WIRELESS TELEPHONY MADE EASY!

(SEE PAGE 22)
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BUNTER'S TERRIBLE “ AFFLICTION !

(A breathless and *speechiess " episodfe from the long complete Greyfriars yarn within)



WIRELESS FROM A TD Z.

Every fellow who gcontemplates taking |

up the' fascizatimg hobby of wireless
thould make a special note of the splendid
adhvantages offered by the Macxer Wire
le=z Dictionary. IFrom week 1o week the
whole gripping  subject, whieh 18 fall
of mystery, is being dealt with i an
exhanstive style. 1t is safe to say that
the MAGNET Dictionary is the most ser-
viceable guide {0 the business extant, [t
pats things in a nulshell, I you are uoi
devoting time and energies your=®f (o
the matter, you are sure to have a chum
who 15 keen,
for the handy vade mecum furnished by
the Macxer. The further we go the
more engros=ing the whole aftuir becomes,
Wireless is not a thing to be mastered in |
a hurry amd finished with. Its possible,
ard even certain, developments just bafle
the imagination. By the way, I am tak-
ing the varions heads of the subjeet in
strict rotation,  ‘The Maoxer is out for
comprehenziveness, with uo husthing of
the more showy details of the radio-
message theme,

-

“THE SUPREME SACRIFICE ! ™

You have heard of Stoit. ITe has not
fignred in any particularly noble way so
far, and, to put it planly, be fails agnin
in the preat varn of Greyfriars in next
Mondav's Maaxer. It is a great story.
Mr. Frank Richards has a real life drama
to unfold, and there is an uplift and in-
sparation abool it which will make ihis
tale long remeanbered in the annals of
Greyfriare, T know well enough that a
sertons-side yvarn of this character has a
g appeal now and again, 1t 13 the kind
of thing that touches the heart, an-
makes a fellow think., Of course, we like
to have big doses of Bunter, for {he Owl
of the Remove swarts the cap and bells
amdd acts the jester—consciously ar not
in ripping style. But, occasionally, a
truce o the lighter sude of the waorld
cotnes 11 well, T have every confidence
in next week's enthralling story,

A MAN'S PART.

Now, what is the sacrifice 7 Tt would
not he common justice to make a chop
at Frank Richards’ epoch-making story
and give avay the hig issue, the pivot of
it, the mystery on which depends =0
much, Bot T can say, withont prejudic-
g anything, that the wonderful hand-

g of a tense avdd  dragic  situation
will semd, a thrill «f sympathy aml?
vivid appreciation threugh  evervone
who reads of whal happened.  We
get  Blotl’s  brother in this  story.
That's just where il comes i, Stoit's
brother ha: a part o plav, and

the wey he plays thal parl Jinks up his
nant:  and  his personality with the
gravcleur and the dignity and the majesiy
of lile—all it means, ils pathos and the
big lessons it leaches. Onee now and

That chum will be thankful |

again a story of this powerful kind comes
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az an awakener, Tt bwinps 2 sense of

reilief —something one had been waiting |

for, as it were. You like it immensely,
and you cannot exactly f-xpl'a.irn u'h_x_.
except that 1t exerciges a sort of magic
spell over one—like a glimpse of the sea,
or the sense of getting back to some old
seene where you have passed a lot of
happy days. 1 let it po at that. Look
out for Stett’s brother next week. The

MAGNET scores many successes.  This
story  will add another to its list of
trinmphs,

—— o p—

“THE MYSTERY -OF THE MORNE
LIGHT ! ™

Ferrers Locke is met in o fresh oiise
next week. A lighthouse story always
has a tremendous appeal. The writer of
this new mystery varn has caught the
real significance of ‘the Lusiness, aml he
pitches a story which holds one from first
to last. It was a fortunale thing the
greal detective was called on to take up
the trail of a “invstification  which
threatened conseauences of the most dirve

kind.

—— -

A SNEAKS® NUMBER!

The “Greyfriars Herald 7 is carrying
o along good, up-to-date  journalistic
lines. As Jjournalism interests thousands
of my chums—1I know this fram letters
to hand—there iz little need for me to
dilate on the chief poinis of next Mon-
day’s Jssue.  The matter 1s well handled,
Soeaking i what a fastidious fellow might
call a most nnaitractive subject, but there
always bave been sneaks in the world,
arnl no reason why their ignominy should
not be hauled into the daylight.

A FOOTER PICTURE-PUZZLE
COMPETITION.

This leading attraction will be [onnd
in its acenstomed place in the coming
gramul number of the MagNET. The
prizes are really worth having, so be
advised, my chums, and send in your
atterupts. Tt might he your tonrn to be
nimbered amongst the suecessful com-
peLitors | ;

Correspondence.

J. W. Bromley, 86, Charllon Street,
West Mar<h, (Great Girimisby, wishes 1o
correspond with readers, ages 1417, in
Canada, Ausiralia, or New Zealand,
interested in photography. Willing to
exchange prints of views. Al letters
ATSWerad,

Jack Davy, 13a, Vorwey  Stroot,
Troyeville, Johanueshurg, Transvaal,
South Afriea, wishes to correspond with
readers for the oxchange of stamps,

Ered Callum, - 29, Duke Street,
Huddersfield, wishes to correspond with
resders of the Companion Papers,

Your €ditor.|

Frank Richards writes only for the MAGNE

A line to your Editor is always welcome !
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: HERE was a notable gathering last
week. Members rplled up in forec as
journialism figured on the paper,

The Speaker: “1 want to ask Mr.
Bunter to allow me to give the House the
benclit of the ideas on journalism sent in by
Header HDGAR CLEVELEY, the Uplands,
Copt Elm #Read, Chsrlton XKings, Chelten-
ham, Glos. The speech strikes me 2< heing
exceplionnily bme. Jourmalism may be viewed
from all sorts of different angles, but all
provide tremendous iuterest.  The sobjeet has
a big appeal to most felowas. Of course, only
a few people contemplate being jonmmalists,
but we are all keen on the pewspaper press™

Mr. Bunter: “1 thoughit we were poing 1o
hear what Reader Cleveley thought about the
snbject.™ :

The Speaker: “ 8o we are ™

Mr. Buuter. “Bui you are making the
speech yourself, 1f It cemes to that, [ may
say 85 a plain fact that nobody is in a hetter
nosition than I am to tatk about journali=m.
Here you have something 1 de understand.”

Mr. Bob Cherry: “Shurrup, Bunter. We
don’t want to bear about jonr Weekly, my

o

fat tulip*?

The Bpeaker: “Reader Cleveley =ays:
‘ Most hoys who are fond of jourpalism hgve
often heen faced with the problem: What
shall 1 write, and bow shatl I write HY 1
would recommend—as 1 have done—to write
for an howur or so dally. Write an aceount
of your life and experiences, keep a diary and
write it up datly, deseribing people, thinge,
place:, and opwons; this will prove wvery
valuahle practiee. suppoze any Greyfriars
iellow, may Harry Wharton, wizhed to write
a book—look at the adventure: he could re-
fate ] adventures that would make very inter-
esting reading. But to write a2 hook meaws
4 great expensc: it is impossible for any
seiwalhoy to do it, unless it i= dome in the
following way, which has proved very =atis-
factory to me. 1 bave written three hooks
my=elf. First of all, procare a sheet of
Whatmah's drawing paper: ecut this to the
aize you intend to make your hook. The next
thing, when you have wl the capy ready, is
to msert it in the book in seript letterimg,
with Indian ink, and spaced neatly in smull
Mecks: ncoording to the sire of the hook.
If yom are amything of an artist, von will be
ahle to illustrate it. After this is finished,
you will have a very artistic little hook at
a small cost, and ope that will be packed full
of appy memories of one’s schooldays.” ™

At this stage in the proceedings Mr, Quolch
entered the House and took a seat next to
the Speéaker. The Form master was rﬁuf-:med
to say 4 few words.

Mr. Quelch: “Tt 35 a pleasare to me
to address the Greyiriars Parliament for the
secomd time. (A woice: * As many a5 you like,
air!y I am convinced that there is a great
deal in journalism—daily writing—which will
attract: feHowz who think. The hahit of
writing iz one to be caltivated. 1 am not
referring to the caceethes seribendi. (Mr.
Runter: * Who's he?} What I like to zes
iz a faeility for expressing thoughts on paper.
Onece thiz ability has been acquired, a seod
deal is added to the interest of life. Take it
from wm# that we az a nation do not shine
sufliciently well in this respect. And, then,
the fact of being ahle to set down thoughts
leads to much besides; it enlarges the mind -
it renders numerousz departmenis of work
infinitely more alluring. Sport iz splendid,
it who wants the elaims to zport to be so
exacting that all extra writing has to be
done in crede haste s0 as to keep same
appointment on the footer or cricket feld?
I hope our warthy Speaker will take the hing
Civen, and tara ot a2 sparklmg account of
hiz ndventures m Adriea.”

A spirited debate Tellowed, and the House
adjourped at a late hLour. :

T and the ¢ Popular.”
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author who stays af the top of the tree—Frank Richards! 3
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Buantfer Surprises the Natlives !

“W I'IAR’%‘qﬂI‘?, old fellow—"
: Y o T
Billy Bunter had had time

to utter only three words,
when Harry Wharton  interrupted with
an answer iu the negotive,

But *“old fellow " was enough. When
Billy Bunter -called anybody “old
follow,"” the person addressed did not
reqitire to hear any more. He knew at
once what was coming, ;

* Harry Wharton waltked on. Apparently
he thought that.the brief interview was
finished: But it -wasn’t!- :

Bunter rolled in pursuit,

“Harry, old chap——"

“.Nu[".l'

“You silly asa!” exclaimed Bunter.
“You don't even know what I was going
to say.”

The captain of the Greyfriars Remove
erinned,

“I can guess, old fat top!” he an-
swerad. “ And the answer is ‘No!
Nothing domg! Try Skinner.”"

“Bkinner won't Teml_ a chap a red
cent i :

“* Ha, ha, ha!"

“Not_that I was going to borrow of
Fou—— '

“Try Smithy—""
" ¥ I've tried him "

Wharton chuckled and walked on.
But Billy Buntér haunted -his footsteps.

“Do listen to a chap, Wharton'" he
urged. - “I'm not asking you to cash a
postal-order for me this time——"

“Not !"” ejaculated Wharton,

“No!"” howled Bunter. “*And I'm not

barrowing money ! Nothing of the kind.

I hope I'm not the kind of fellow to
borrow money."
“Oh, my. hat "

¥

““ But to help that poor old fellow——

*“Eht" , '

- “To give a poor dumb man a helping
hand —" :

“A=-a what?”

“Poor dumb man!” ° said DBunter
pathetically.. *'T'd hand him my postal-
order, only—only there's been a delay in
the post, and it hasn't come. You give
him . half-a-crown, Wharton, I'll square
out of my -postal-order when it comes!
There!”
“*Hariy Wharton

_..ALAl stopped in  sheer
as tonishment, i

Copyright in the Unite

For William

to be

anxious in the cause of charity was quite

!m:r%m Bunter

unprecedented. Bunter's view generally
was that charity began at home—and
stopped there. Generallv, Bunter could
bear the misfortunes of others  with
Bpartan fortitude. :

“What's this game ?" demanded Whar-
tor, ,

“Game ?" repeated:Bunter indignantly,

“Yea; where's wour blessed dumb
man ?"

“Not here, of course,"” said Bunter.
The juniors were in the Greyfriars
quadrangle, * He came Lo the gates, but
{zosling sheered him off. Gosling's
frightfully unsympathetic. He's up the
road, I—I want to cut after him, you
know, and tip bim, but I'm short of
ready cash."”

“Cheese it !"

“ Look here, Wharton, if you don't
believe there's a dumb man—-"

“Of course T don't!" .said Harry
Whartonr. “This 1s a new dodge—the
postal-order’s getting worn out, I sup-
pose. Cheese it !"

'II En}.'_—.—i'

“Rats !"

Harry Wharton accelerated his pace.
His chums were waiting for him at the
Achool House doorway. It was nearl
tea-time. Dob Cherry and Johnny Bull,
Frank Nugent and Hurree Singh,
grinned as they sighted the captain of
the Rewmove striding along with great
stricdles, and the fat junior on his track,
with his little fat legs going like
machinery. Billy Bunter was not to be
shaken off. The cause of charitv—or
some other cause—made him unusually
activa,

“*Hallo, hallo, halio!
sang out Bob Cherry.
Wharton | Bunter's gaining "

““Ha, ha, ha!”

*1 say, you fellows——"

**Bheer off, Bunter.”

* Look here, Wharton, if you're going
to be a heartless beast—-—""

Here you are!”
“Put it on,

“I am!"
“I say, Bob——"
“Don't!" interrupied Bob Cherry,

“I'm going to be a heartless beast, too."
“Inky, old man——"
But Hurree Jamset Bam Siogh inter-
rupted. :
“1 also ami heartlessly beastful, my
esteeinpd Bunter,” he said. e ;
“Same . here!” . chuckled Nugent..

d States of Am:ricn.r

A grand long complete
story of Greyfriars featur-
ing William George
Bunter at his best. By
your popular author,

FRANK RICHARDS.

“ Never were such a set of heartless
beasts, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five, more in sorrow than in anger. His
fat lip curled. '

“Then that poor old dumb man won't

get any supper,” he said,

“What 1"

** Which 2"

il“.‘l‘:"hn?!‘! .

“It's a new stunt,” explained Wharton.
* Bunter's postal-order has been cashed iu
advance so often that it's worn out. Now
he's started a dumb man, He wants
half-crowns for him., 1 fancy the chap
who would bag the half-crowns isn't
dumb—far from it, in fact.” -

“HU-, hﬂ., hﬂ.!”

“I say, you fellows, there really is a
d}q.:imh hmaﬂ e fhtl:-!wled Hhunlier; ““a poor
0 sha ellow  who's completel
dumb—-—"r = petf..-:f

"Trot him out ™ grinned Bob Cherry.
“Have you gol him 1n your pocket?”

“Eh? Of course not, you ass!”

“Only got him in your imagination—
what 7" asked Johnny Bull,

“You silly ass! He's a real man, you
dummy ! wanl one of you fellows to
hand out half-a-crown to get him a
supper and bed. I'll take it to him, 1
don’t want to give you any trouble in the
matier. Hand out the half-crown, and
I'll run after him——" - :

“Do you think vou'd get farther than

[ the tuckshop?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” E

“I say, you fellows, you can ask
Gosling——"

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Let's ask Gosling,” he said, “If
there really is a dumb man, he's welcome
to anything I can do for him. If there
1sn t, we'll bump Bunter—what 2" .

“ Hear, hear!"

The Famous Five grinned at Bunter,
fully expecting that podgy youth to back
out on the spot and relegate the dumb
man to the realms of faney wherein he
had originated. To their amazement,

Bunter did nothing of the kind. g
nodded assent at once, 3o
“Come omn, then!” he exclaimed

eagerly. :
"My only hat!” exclaimed Bob. “ Do
you mean to say you've been telling the
truth, Bunter 7" :
“Of course I have, you ass! Deon't I
always " demnanded Bunter.
Tae MaoNeT Lisr&ry.—No.. 787,



4 The finest 2d. value on tiie market—the MAGNET!

“Greal prp ! Notguile ! Are you il ¥”

“Jii? No ™
“Then 1'm blessed if I can account for
vour telling the truth!” said Bob.

* Must be wandering in your mnnd, I
snppose, :

"“Leook here, you fellows, are you
coming 7 urged Bunter. ‘' That poor
cld dumb man will be gone—"

“0h, we'll come!” smid Wharton.
“But i there 1sn't & domb man at all,
we'll jolly well bump you !”

“Comie on, then !”

The' Famous Five followed Bunter to
the gates, M was worth while letting tea
wait for a few minutes, as Bob Cherry
vemarked, in order to establish a record.
it Buntbr was telling the truth, it wonld
i a record, according to DBob.

thd Goshing was in the deorway of his
lodge, locking a hittle more grumpy than
wenal, Wharton hailed him.

“Gossy, old tulip—-—7

“Imperence ! grunted Gosling.
“Has a dumb man blown in lately "
usked the captain of the Remove, $

“A bloonming beggar come to the
gates,” said Gosling sourly, 1 cheered
him off.”

“Was he dumb®” asked Nugent,

“'Ow do I know?"” said Gosling. * He
el 1t wrote oen a card, but he never said
he was dumb.”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co. mioved on to
the gates, Gosling appeared sceptical
bat evidently a dumb man could not
veasonably have been expecied to say
that he was dambh.

" Bunter's told the truth ! =aid Boh,
" Bunter ! The truth! Those two com-
plele strangers have met at last !

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Cherry ™

“Well, if there really is a poor dumb
wahn, we can s=queeze out half-a-crown
somehow,” mi{ﬁ'lurry.-,.

“Oh, yes, rather.”

Billy Bunter's fat face brightened.

“That's vight !” he said. 1 thought
you'd do the decent thing, Wharton, old
fellow.  Gimme the half-crown and Tl
ctit after him." :

“I'll give it to him myself, old pippin,”

“You're Just going in 10 tea, you
knew——" =~

“Tea can wairl.”

“Look here, Wharton, if you can't
trist me with half-a-crown——" roared
Eanter indignantiy,

“No *if ' about it !" answered the cap-
tain of the Remove,

* Ha, ha; hal”

LL BF&EL?

Harry Wharlon & €n. vwent out inio
the road, and locked round Tor the dumb
geotleman. No doubt Gosling was quite
right in turning away beggars; neverthe-
less, there could be no harm in helpin
an unfortunate man on his way, ucﬁ
an alfliction as the loss of speech was
sore enough to touch any heart,

Tu the giai:ﬂﬂc-ﬁ a figure could be seen,
peggiig up the road towarde Courtfield.
The junmors broke into a run in pursuit,

“1 say, you fellows——" howled
Bunter,

Buat the Co. did not heed Bunter. There
really was a dumb man—he was not a
figment of Bunter’s lively imagination
after all. But Bunter was not to be
relied upon as a go-between, with cash in
hand. Cash in Bunter’s fat paw was
retty certain " to stick to the paw,
ossibly the fat junior’s intentions would
have been good; but the tuckshop would
have drawn him with an rresistible
Jascination,

T MacneTr LIBRARY,—No. J87,

| shilling,

S0 the.junicrs trotled after the dumb
man—and Ihlly Bunter trotted after the

Lf_l!lim‘ﬂ, with mndignation and wrath n
15 fat face.

roared

said

kil

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
*“Kind Hearts are More than Coronets ! **
i ALLO, hallo, hallo!™

H Bob Cherry,

The man looked round,

f he was dumb, he was not
deaf ; and even had he been deaf, he
nilight have heard Bob's stentorian tones.

He was a shabby man, and there was
a card pimned to his coat, which bore
the legend : * [hamb I
- He had a httle tray with bootlaces on
i, comprising a stock worth perhaps a

Obviousiy, however, the man
relied more upon charitable gifts than
upon  business dealings, He blinked
hopefully at the juniors, whose fresh,
kind young faces contrasted with his
own old, wrinkled, distressed visage.

“Looking for you, old chap!™
Bob:, * How's business ¥’

The man tapped his card.

“You as8,"” eamd Nugent, *liuw
he answer when he's dumb "

“ My mustake,” said Bob., * Poor old
chap [

The mendieant held up a pair of laces.
Harry Wharton & Uo, were not mn want
of bootlaces; their intentions were
wholly charitable, They began to go
through then pockets,

Money was not  plentiful with the
juniors of the Liower Fourth, Tlut what

they had they were generons with.
Harry Wharton dropped a half-crown
into the tray, and declined the laces with
a smile, '
Bunter's Lifnked at (he half-crown as
it drapped.  Ie geemed unable to take
his eyes off it.
Nugent added a
blinked at the shilling.
Bob Cherry weigh:ﬁ in with sixpence ;
a #mall sum, but all he had.

shilling.  Dunter

The dumb man began to lock
astonished, Billy Bunier began to look
indigriant.

Money was being handed out to ihis
perfect stranger, just because he was
dumb and hard up, by fellows who could
—or would—never find the money to
cash o postal-order for William George
Bunter,

It was disgusting, Bunler felt that!
These retters passed Bunter by, to hand
out their money to a stranger—a . dashed
old mendicant! Billy Bunter looked the
indignant scarn he felt.

Heedless of Bunter's scorn, Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh extracted a ten-

L shilling note to put in the tray. The old

mendicant opened his eyes very wide,

Johnny Bull followed it up with five
shillings,

Bunter could not restrain his wrath,
It was really not to be expected that he
should !

“Well, you awiul rolters ™
lated.

“Eh, what ?”

“Encouraging begging " said Bunier,
“Undermimng the independence of the
poor! I'm ashamed of you.”

“You fat idict I

“Oh, really, Cherry

“Shut up, Bunter.”

“You won't lend me a bob, and you
hand out pounds {o that old scarecrow,”
rcared Bunter. “Yah! Rotters! Mean
bheasts ! Yah!”

“¥You footling ass, he's dumb, isn’t
he?” growled Johnny Bull, “If you
say another word, I'll punch you.”

he ejacu-

*h

“Punch him, anyhow,” grunted Bob.

- Why is Stott ashamed of his brother 7—

'::;lﬂ]} five

‘thoughtful,

Iilly Bunter backed away a litidde. Ine
dignani as he was, scornful as he was, he
did not want to be punched,

The old mendicant did not heed
Bunter. He made motions of thankful-
ness to the Juniors,

“That’ll see you through for a bit, old
chap ! said Bob Cherry.

The mendicant nmid&cﬁ
~ He could not speak; but he fumnbled
in hisa pocket, and produced a stump of
pencil and a scrap of paper. On lhe
paper he scrawled :

“(zod bless you!”
~ Then he stumped on up the road, stow-
ing the juniors’ gifta away in his shablby
clothes, his wrinkled old face very bright
and comforted, :

Harry Wharton & Co. stood looking
after him for a minute or two, touche
and moved. They turned away in silence
and walked back to the school gatles.
Bunter rolled after them, still indignant.

* Nice goings hon!”

That comment came from Gosling,
William Gosling had watched the whole
proceedings from the gates, and William
Gosling was evidently condemnatory.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, what’s biting you,
Willlam 7"" asked Bob Cherry.

“I'll report yer,”

“ What 77

“Bringmg beggars round the school
gates ! said Gosling warmly. “That old
covey will pass the word on, and there’ll
be a swarm of "em arter this for me to
turn away.” -

Bob Cherry whistled, :

“Just whai I thoughi " muttered
Bunter. * Rotien, I call it ! Deniovalising
io the poor, too.”

“Fli report yer, you mark my worda!”
saa Goshing,  “Wot 1 says 183 tlas
arg——"

“Oh, report and be blowed ! snapped
Wharton. “Come along, yon vha:};:r{;c—'
we're late for tea. Gosling, you can go
and eat coke.”

“Rats, to you, Gossy!”
Bull.

“I'he ratfulness is lerrific, my esteemed
aiul ludierous Gosling.”
~And the Famous Five went n, leaving
Guosling  grunting  indignantly.  Billy
Bunt followed the chuwms of the

said Johnny

‘Remove to the School House,

“TI say, you fellows——" :

“Bheer off !” roared Bob Cherry.

“ After wasting money like ﬂf‘nt_ on
low-class beggars 4

“Go and eat coke!" :

“The least you can do i= fo lend a

hob  till his postal-ordee

comes—"" :

Bob Cherry turned round.

““Come here, Bunter,”

“You're going to lend me five bob,
old chap "

“No; I'm going to dribble you across
the guad.”

1] Mat!ﬂ
B‘Hcf Bunter did not come. He de-
parted nstead. Being dribhled across

the quad offered no attractions to him.
Harry Wharton & Co. went up to

Study No. 1 in the Remove to tea. The

captain of the Remove was a little

“1 suppose Gosling was right, in a .
way,” he said. * Al'™he same, it's right
to help a lame dog over a stile. That
poor old fellow was genuine.” :

“Of course he was" said Bob. “I
could see that. But if Gosling reports
ns, Mr. Quelch won't know——"

“Well, if we get lines it can't be
}Iﬁlpﬂ{}. I'm glad we helped the eld,
chap.”

“Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific!”

And the Famons Five sat down to tea,



Plenty of bumﬁer programmes in store, chumis! - 5

and dismissed the malier from their
minds.

The matter was recalled by the time
tea was finished, however. The door of
Study No. 1 opened, and the cheeky face
of Nugent minor, of the Second Form,
looked in.

“You
nounced.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Do you muind if
I kick wour minor along the Remove
passage, Frank?"

“Not at all,” said Nugent, laughing.
“It may do lum good.”

“Oh, come off 1" said Dicky Nugent.
“The jolly old Quelch-bird has sent me
to tell you “kids to hump along to his
study at once. Ile's got his cane on the
table.”

“Seat ! grunted Johnny Bull.

“Where's that freak Bunter?"” asked
Dicky. “He's wanted, too. You're all
for it, and serve wvou jolly well right!
The more vyou Remove chaps are licked
the better, We all think se in the
Sacond.”

Boh E'h-z'-:'r;,' picked up a Latin dic-

fellows are for 1t!" he an-

tionary, and Nugent minor scudded out |

of the study promptly, :

“] supposa there's going to he a
row !" said Bob dolorously. * Bother
Gosling and bless Quelchy! Come on!"

The Famous FKive went down the
Remove staircase. On the pext landing
Billy Bunter was sighted in conversation
with his minor, Sammy, of the Second.
Dicky Nugent had found him, and was
conveying to the Owl of the Remove the
instructions of hisa Form master.

“Well, I've told you!" said Dicky
Nugent.

And he went down the lower stairs
whistling, as Bunten did not deign to
reply, 4

“Sammy, old man—" said Billy
Bunter.
“Can it!" eaid Sammy Bunter. “1

tell you——m"

“Look here, SBammy, vou know wou
owe me a bob.”

“ Look here, Billy — "

Bob Cherry dropped
Bunter's shoulder.

“You're wanted
fatty.”

“I'm not going! T had nolhing to do
with it!” snapped Bunter. *You fel-
lows can tell Quelchy s0.”

“But you had !” gaid Wharton with a
laugh. *“We should never have heard
of the dumb man but for you, Bunter.”

% 0h, really, Wharton—-""
““He, he, he!"” from Sammy.

“You needn’'t mention that, Whar-
ton,” urged Bunter. “ Just give Quelchy
vour word of honour that I wasn't there
at all."”

“My hat "

“T'll do as much for you
time, old chap,” said Bunter,

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Besides, I never gave the man any-
thing,"” saird Bunter. “Gosling may
think I did, but 1 didn't. You fellows
are witnesses to that. Gosling oughtn't
to have reported me. He had no right
to think that I was mixed up in vour
disgraceful proceedings just because I
was present. You tell Quelechy—"

“You fat duffer, you'd better come,”
said Wharton, “but please vourself.”

And the chums of the Remove went
down the stairs. BDilly Bunter blinked
after lhem morosely: but he decided,
too, that he had better come. Mr.
Quelch, the master of the Remove, did
not like neglect of his orders. '

Besides, Bunter realised that he was
quite mmnocent in the matter. Certainly

his  hand

along  with us.

anoLher

L

he had not given the mendicant any-
thing. If:}bmﬁr could reazonably accuse
Bunter at any time of giving anybody
anything. So the Owl of the Remove
rolled after the delinquents, feeling that
he was zoing to witness a licking with-
ocut sharing in it, and quile cheerful at
the prospect.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

~ Awful Injustice !
R. QUELCIH laid down his pén

and fixed his keen eyes upon

M

the six jJuniors as they fled
inta his study.
The Remove master was looking
BEVETe, '
Evidently (Goslin had made his
report, and DMr, [5|1E*1-‘_‘h was acting

upon it at once.

“ You sent for us, sir " said Harry.

“Yes, Wharton. Gosling has reported
to me that wou six juniors have been
acling in a way that is very indiscreet;
Lo say the least.”

“T didn't, sir "7 exclaimed Bunter.

“Let me finish, please, without inter-
ruption.”

*Oh, really, sir—

“SBilence! It 1 Gosling's duty to
keep undesirable characters awayvy from
the precincta of the =chool,” said Mr.
Quelch, “In these days there are so
many mendicants on the roads that Gos-
ling has quile enough to do without his
task being made more difficult by the
boys of my Form.”

Bunter blinked at the Tamous
accusingly, The fault was theirs,

Five

not

his. Bunter waa innecent. fusiter
expected even these rotlers to bear him
out in that!

“Indiseriminato charity,” continued
Mr. Quelch in his grimmest manner,
“13 [oolish, and may be actually wrong.
It is also against the rules of the schoaol.
A sdvereign given is nobt so valuable as
a shilling carned, and i3 likely to pro-
duce less advantage (o the recipient.
There are, of course, exceptional cases,
but the probability is very great that
money given to mendicants ﬁ'i‘f[ be spent
in drink. You boyva should he aware of

tiis. "

“This was one of the exceplional
rcazes, sir " said Wharton.

“0Oh " ejaculated Mre. Quelch, ralher

taken aback.
“The man was dumb, sir——
“*You must be aware, Whartorn, (hat

L]

many mendicants affect injurica and
afflictions that are not genuine.”

“Yes, sir, but this old chap waa
renutne,”  said  Harry. “Wa're not

fll[?‘lh. ﬁll.l, il:!' I"H:"! i_LI:CI:‘H Lri.
dumb and old and poar.™

“The dumbfulnesa was terrifie, sir!™

“1 say, you fellows,” hooted Bunter
indignantly, *“voun know wou ought to
tell Mr. (%ue!t:-h that 1 had nothing to do
with it. never gave the man anything,
sir—1 wouldn't !

Mr. Quelch gave the
curious look.

“You gave him nothing. Bunter?”

“Nol a ha'ﬁcnny, sir! I never give
beggars anything,” said Bunter vir
tuouely. “I'm down on ‘em, sir. |
E;lu:_;kﬁ'd a stone at gne the other daw,
g1r.

He really was

fal junior a

o ,;;; '

i _:_

Lord Mauleverer rushed down the Remove staircase, taking three steps at a
time, and oh the next landing he met Skinner, who was eoming up, Crash !
““Oh! Ah! Ocoocop ! howled Skinner. * Oh gad ! "’ gasped Mauleverer.
Billy Bunter stopped on the stairs and gave a fat chuckle. (See Chapter 5.)

R
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“ What 1™

“He was hopping along on one leg,”
fald the wirtuous Bunter. 1 knew he
couldn't catel me—T mean, T was dis-
viusted with him. 8a 1 chucked a slone
at him, sir—1 «id, really !’

“You bove bear witness that Bunter
gave ithe dumb man nothing ¥ asked
Mr. Quelch, without directly replying to
Punter. e

“Catch  Bunter giving
away ! grunted Johnny Bull,

“Ayhat 1"

“ Bunfer gave him nothing, sir!” said
Havry hastily.

*But all you bovs d1d 17

“Weall, ves, s

“And I'm not sorry,
*Johuny Bull grimly.

“What?. What did vou say, Bull?"”

“I'tn not sorry, eard Johnny.
“1 den't care if you do cane me.
kicw lots of begears are frauds, but this
jonr ©ld chap was the genuine goods,
and 't jolly glad 1 etood bhim five
boh 1"

M. Q'Lﬁl!'h
Johuny Bull.

“Very good.” he said, after a pause.
“Your explanation, miy boys, alters the
case very congiderably.  If vou are sure
that the mian was dumb and old and
noor—""

“Quite sure, mir!”

“1hen you have acted rightly,” said
Mr., Queleh unexpectedly.

“Oh' ejaculated the Famous Five
bhlankly.

“Uine meust be careful in such matters,”
saic] the Remove master. “It is weak
anil wrong 1o encourage idleness, but
when there is no doubt that the object
of chavity i= a deserving one, it i1s ony
dutv in help the afflicted, T am very
pleased with yon,™

“ Ok 1"

“T-t-thank
Wharton.

Mr., Unelch turped to Bunter. To the
alarm of the Owl of the Remove, he
picked ue his cane.

“1—-I'm 1mnocent, howled

auything

sither ! said

il ]
L] B

looked very fixedly at

vou, sirl”

air 1™
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stutterad

of Higheliffe in their true colou

Bunter. “I never gave ithe man ans-
thing—these fellows are witnesses——"

“1 require no witnesses to that,
Bunter; I am sufficiently well acgnuainted
with your character to be sure that ¥
gave the man nothing,” =aid Mr. Quelch
dryly; “but you have stated that on
one oceasion you threw a stone at a one-
legged man. That was a cowardly cut-
rage, Bunter,” '

“Wha-a-a-t7"”

“1 am gomng to cane you for that,
Bunter.™

The fat junior's jaw dropped,

“ Kik -kik-cane mel” he stuttered.

“Yes, Hold out your hand.”

“But I—I1-I-—"" babbled Bunter.

“Hold out vour hand ! thundered My,
Queleh.

“Oh dear ™

Swish !

"Woww I

* Now the other hand, Bunter

Swish !

“Yaronooh !™

“¥You may go, my bays,” sgaid Mr.
Quelch, laying down his cane.

“Thank you, sig!”

The six juuiors left the sfudy.
nf them were amiling now; one was
tucking his fat hands under his arms
and groaging dismally,

“Call that justice!” gasped Bunter.
“Fancy caning me ! never gave the
dumb beast- anything—I wouldn't! I
wasn't going to give him that half-erown
even f you'd handed it to me-—I—T mean
" DBunter realised that he was
stating a hittle too much. “I've a jolly
good mind to go to the Head! Thiy
awiful injustice——-="

“Ha, ha, ha!™

* Beasts 1"

Billy Bunter rolled away, groaning.
The interview with DMr., Quelch had
ended in the most unexpected manner;
there had been only one licking, and
William George Bynter had captured it.
Smarting under such uncominon wrongs
and injustices, Bunter seriously con-
sidered whether he should go to the
Head. But he reflecied that the Head
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was a beast as well as Quelchy, and he
decided not to risk it.

Instead of repairing to the Head’s
stucly, he repaired to his own, Study
No. 7, 1n the Remove passagpe. There he
poured his tale of woe into the ecars of
Peter Todd, his stndy-mate.

Peter listened to the end
comment, 1Then he said:

“Sure you didn’t. give the dumab man
anvihing "’

“Of course T didn"t! T wouldn’t.”

“Perhaps you hadr’t-anything to give
him?"” suggested Peter,

*“T jolly well had & bob, anvhow, DBut
I swear I never gave him anything, I'm
licked for nothing—absolutely nothing—
and those rotters are let off after what
they did.”

Peter nodded.

“You had a bob ¥ he said, " Out of
a bob you could have spared twopence
for a dumb man, I'm afraid you're for
it, Bunter.” And Toddy picked up a
ruler,

Buanter jumped up.

“What? \Wha-a-at are yvou going 0
do with that ruler, you beast?™

“Whack you, old tulip.”

“ Yarooooch !”

Bunter made a jump for the doorway;
but he caught the ruler as he went, and
roared.

Even in his own study ihere was no
sympathy for Billy Bunter. It was,
indeed, an unsympathetic sort of world
altogether for a fellow like Bunier to
hve 1n,

without

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Brain-Wave !

6 ILLY "
B Sammy Bunier of the Second

Form looked into Study Neo, 7
atid ealled to his major.
Bunter was there, but he did not
answer.

It was the day after the affair of the
dumb man, which had proved so un-
profitable and painful for the Owl] of the
Remove,

It was a half-holiday, and most of the
Remove fellows were on the iootball
field, Peter Todd was in Harry Whar-
ton's eleven, in 'a Form maich with the
Shell, and Tom Dutton was also playing
for the Remove on this occasion, so in
Study No. T Billy Bunter was alone in
hizs glory.

Bunter was thinking. ; _

He was glad to have the study to
himself for that unaccustomed eoccupa-
tion. '

Bunter sprawled in the armechair, with
his feet on the fender, before the siudy
fire, and his fat brow was wrinkled in

thought. He did not answer, and did
not even look round, when the podgy
visage of his minor appeared in the
doorway,

Brotherly love was not stromgly de-
veloped in the Bunier family,

“ Billg I

No answer,

“Look here, vou fat duffer!” ex-

claimed Sammy Bunter indignantly,

Bunter blinked round peevishly at last,

“Cut!” he said. !

“1 say, Billy o]

“Hook it! I'm busy.”

“You look busy!” remarked the fat
fag -sarcastically. ' Busy keeping ihe
fire warm 7"

“Don't you be cheeky, Sammy,
thinking.” :

“Come offy” said Sammy incredulously,

I'm

“ Look here, Billy, I'm siony, old chap,
You had a bob yesterday.™

rs—next week |
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“T've toild you before what T think.
. of fetiows who' borrow money, Sammy,"”
said the Owl of the Remove severely.

“It's rotten! Disgraceful, in fact! I'm
really ashamed of you, Sammy.”
“Cut 1t out!” urged Sammy. "1 say,

I'm hungry ! Mrs. Mimble has got some
lovely new tarts to-day.”

Bunter looked interested at lase,

" How much each?” he asked.

“Tuppence. Lend me tuppence, Dilly,
and I'll settle when 1 get thal tanner
from essie”

“I can see you getting a tanner from
Bessie [ said Billy Bunter. © Abaut the
5&21;::”:[!!19 that the indemnity will arrive
from Gesmany, I dare say. Don't talk
rot, Sammy. But vou can come in; I've
been thinking out a stunt, and you may.
be able to help! 8Shut the daor!”

Bammy Bunter grunted and kicked the
door shut. It was a very forlorn hope
that had drawn him 1o Billy Bunter's

stidy, It was a very unlikely spot for
rarsttig. the wind.,  But Mrs. Mimble's
new  tarts  had  looked o perfecily

scromptious, ‘that Sammy of the Second
had tried even that desperate resource.

“Well?" he grunted,

“Suppose I want a witpes<?" said
dunter, eyeing his minor thoughtfully
through hkis big spectacles. * You seo,
the fellows know how truthfi] I am.
All the Remove knows me to be the soul

of honour, but it's safev to have a
wiltiess sometimes,

“What the thump!™ said Sammy,
staring at his major.

“You heard about that dumb man
yesterday——"

SBammy chuckled,

“*Nothingto cackleat ! snappe] Buntor,
“1 asked Wharton for half-a-crown to
give him, and those silly owls fairly
chucked money at him.
trust me with it 24

“They know you, being in the same
Form!" remarked Sammy.

“Of course, I should have given the
man the half-crown,” said Bunter. 1
might have used it temporarily, and
made 1t up afterwards when 1 got a
postal-order, It comes to the same things,
Don't cackle at me, Bammy—TI don't like
it. What I mean is this—they handed
out quite a lot of money to that old rag-
bag, because he was dumb. Sort of
iouchod their hearts, or something "

“Billy asses!”  commented Sammy.
“I'ools  and  their money are soon
parted.”

Billy Bunier nodded.

“That's s0!"” he said. “ Now, if they
feel so awfully sympathetic towards a
perfect stranger who's dumb, what would
they feel like towards a Greyfriars chap
who went dumb #”

“Eh! There
chap dumb.”

Bunter winked,

“There might be!™ he said,

“Ghn, crumbs!™” ecjaculated Sammy.
“I dare say that old josser was onl
spoofing,” said Bunter. * Easy cnnugﬁ
to make out you're dumb—you've only
got to hold your jaw.”

“Not easy for you,” siid Sammy.
“Don't be a cheeky young ass. Looks
to me a good thing. Of course, lessons
would have to go, while It lasted -1
shouldn't mind that."”

“Your Form master might.”

“I should have to pull his leg, of
ecourse.  Trust me to pull the wosl over
old Quelchy’s eyes,” said Billy Bunter
confidently. “Getting out of leszons for
a few days 15 something in itself. But
after what happened yesterday, it looks
to me as if there would he a Int of
sympathy, Fellows could hardly refuse

isn't any Greyiriars

They wouldn't’

T

i

Bump ! * Whoop
 “*Don’t say anything !** chueckled
“Know."

!” roared Bunter.

Fry. * You can’t il you're dumb, you
*“Give him another ! "' suggested Dabney.

Help ! Murder ! Fire ! ** howled Bunter, *‘ Blessed if I ever heard a dunib
man make such a row before !’ said Temple, ‘*Ha, ha, ha!l® (See
Chapter 6.) |

‘““Leggo ! 1 say, you fellows——"

Bump! * Yowp !

to cash a postal-order wh‘ED a dumb {.‘hHD
asked them "
“He, he, ho!™

“What are you cackling at now?"
demanded Bunter, '

“Heo. he! How are you going to ask
them if vou're dumb?”

“T—1-—-I mean—of course T shouldn't
ask them. I should have to write it
down! TI'd earry about a bit of chalk,
vou sea—that would be rather touching,
wouldn't it ! Bunter reflected. ** Dash

it all, dumbness 1s an awful affliction.Y

'Those chaps looked no end sorry about
that old man yesterday., I'm sure they
would be touched.”

“I think you're touched, if you try it

on,” said Sammy—evidently ~ with a
different  meaming for the word
" touched,™

“Knowing me to he the soul of
honour, they ourht to take my word for
it that I'm dumb——"" went on Bunter,

“He, he, he! 1 suppose yvou'll tell "em
vou'ro dumb, and keep on telling em till
they believe you can't speak ! gurgled
Hammv.

“I -ahall have to chalk it down, of
courss, I shall be rather careful. But
although they know how honourable T
am, il's just az well to have a withess.
You'll let the fellows know that there's
dumbnesz in the family."”

“Oh, mv hat! Shall T

“That’s it. Mention that you had an
altack once—pand sister Bessie—and that
wa had an uncle who was deaf and dumb
az well. See?”

“{M crumbs !

“If 1t works,” said Bunter, “I shall .
goet out of lessons. And—and I'l stand
yvou sixpence, Sammy.”

“Now!?" asked Bammy eapgerly,

“ Afterwards.”

“Then it's no go,” said Samm
derisively. *‘Besides, il's no good.
You've been up to these games too often.
You pretended to be deaf once, to get
out of lessons, and you were found out.”

“That waa different—"

“You made out once that you'd gone
blind, and it came out,” said Sammy.
“You see, Billy, vou pile it on too
thick.”

Y Look here——"" roared Bunter.

“If you only told whoppers half the
time, it might do,” said Sammy. * But
vou tell whoppers all the time. - Even if
yvou did tell the truth by accident chaps
wouldn't believe you now.” !

“If you want a thick ear, “you fat
young rascal o '

“I want a tanner,” said Sammy.
“Lend me a tanner, and I'{l tell every-
body at Greyfriars that we've been
dumb from birth, and that all our
ancestors were dumb right back io the
fime of Noah, and deaf and silly, too.”

This was certainly a liberal offer; but
it did not seem to tempt William Georre
Bunter. At all events, the required six-
pence did no eome into view.

“Is it a go?" grinned Sammy,

“No!" snapped his major,

“Then yvou can go and eat coke!" said
Ssammy Bunter discontentedly, and he
turned to the door,

“"Hold on, Sammy—

m

L
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“Rﬂ.tﬂ‘.“—

“T'll make it threepence in advance.”

Sammy Bunter held out a fat paw.
Slowly, gingerly, 7reluctantly, Dilly
Bunter counted threea penmes into it.

“Done!” said SBammy. “Mind, I
think you're an ass, and it won't work!
If you'ra going te try it on, try it on
gome soft ass firsl—Mauleverer, f'rin-
stnee—and see how the cat jumps, If
Mauly doesn’t swallow it nﬂhﬂdlji elee
will, you can bet on that, " But I can tell
vou, ¢t’'s no good. I might be able to dao
it—but not you! You've got no brains.”

And Bunter minor departed from the
study, plus threepence, grinning. 'The
Owl of ithe Remove frowned after him.
But he soon dismissed Sammy from his
-mind, as he proceeded with his cogila-
tions- upon the remarkable stunt that
had formed in his powerful intellect. Tt
was, Bunter eonsidered, gquite a brain-
wave. Other fellows did not think of
these things—only Bunter! Brain-waves
were in his line.

Bunter rolled out of the study at last—
and headed for Study No. 12, which
belonged to Lord Mauleverer, and where
he hoped to find Mauly, Sammy’s counsel
had been judicious there—it was wise
to try his amazing scheme first upon
some -fellow who was *“soft.” In
Bunter's opinion, Mauly was soft—very
soft. Ho Lord Mauleverer was to have
the first benefit of Bunter's brain-wave.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Alarming !

ORD MAULEVERER was adorn-
ing the sofa in Study No. 12 with
his elegant person.

Mauly had been exerting him-
self somewhat.

Harry Wharton & Co. had pressed ihe
noble earl to come down to Little Side
to watch the fooler., Mauly had declined ;
but Bob Cherry had over-persnaded him,
and he had gone.

It was. indeed, difficult {0 resist Boh
Cherry’s persuasions. Bob had inserted
a persuasive grip into Mauly's ecollar,
and a persuasive knee into the small of
his back. Thus persuaded,” Mauly had
gone down the Remove staircase—some-
what roughly, At the bottom of the
siaircase Mauly decided that he would
walk without further persuasion.

Mauly had manfully watched the foot-
ball—till the kick-off. Then he had
made his escape and refurned to the
School House, Bob Cherry being too bus
:-:':: devote further friendly attentions ¢
1.

Afiler these serious exertions, his lord-
ship had laid himself down to repose on
the study sofa., He felt that he was
entitled to a rest at least until tea-time.

But the hapless Mauly was fated io
exert himself that afternoon,
had he enjoyed hallf an hour’s rest ufter
his exhausting experiences, when the
study door opened, and Billy Buanter
hlinked in.

Mauleverer groaned,

The mere sight of Billy Bunier was
enough to dash his lordship's cheery
spirits. He raised a hand and waved il
to the door.

“Go away!" he beseeched,

Bunter rolled in.

“Clear off. Bunter,” pleaded Mauly:
“I'm tired! Any other time, old
bean—but I really couldn't stand yom
}mw. il you don’t mind my mentionin’
i.::

Bunter did not answer.

He stood hefore Lord Mauleverer, and

Clifford Stott shoulders two burdens and

InE Magyer LiBRARY.—No. 787,

: pointed at his mouth.

Scareely

pointed at his mouth with a lal Guger.
Lord Mauleverer sat up, in his surprise.
What Bunter meant by that weird and
mysterious antic, ho could not guess,

“Eh! What's up?’ asked Mauly,

Bunter still pointed, without speaking.

“Toothache?” asked Maunly.

Bunter shook his head,.

“Do you mean you'ra hungry "

Another shake of the head,

“1 hope you're not potty, old chap!”
said Lord Mauleverer,

Rilly Bunter's lips opened. He nearly
saldd.  **Oh, really, Mauly !’ but for-
tunately he stopped himself in time,

Lord Mauleverer was fully awake
now. In spite of his fatigue, he sat holi
npright, and stared at Bunter. The
acttons of the fat junior were so very
strange that only one possible explanation
occurred to Mauly's startled mind—tihat
Bunter had taken leave of his senses.
Really, it looked like it.

Bunter, without speaking, persistently
His reasen for
doing 50 was undiscoverable. Ile conld
scarcely be peointing 1t out as aun ab et
of beauly that was worth looking at—
even Bunier cotlld not have laboured
under such a delusion as that. Naturally,
Lord Mauleverer did not gness that
Bunter was trying to convey that he was

dumb. Mauly was not likely to guess
that.

“I-—1 say, old chap—" slap:mered
Muauly, .

He backed along the sofa. le fell a
keen desire to go a litile farther away
froirn Bunter, in these strange circum-
stances, and he even forgot that he was
tired.

“Gorrrrreerer |7

A moaning sound came from Bunter.

This was intended to convey that he
was trying to speak, but that his vecal
organs were not a going concern, as it
were,

The horrid gurgle did not convey that
meaning to Lord Mauleverer. It only
increased his alarm.

He slid off the end of the sofa, and
jumped back from Dunter., Bunter
pmmped between him and the door just
in time, Mauleverer promptly retreated
ronind the study {able.

“ Mmmmmmmmm ! gimrgled Bunier,

“Oh, gad !” gasped Mauly. “ Keep off,
old fellow! I don't want {o hurt you,
but if yon come any nearer I'm going io
brain you, you know,” And Lord Maule.
verer picked up a ruler with a hurried
hand. ‘

“Mmmmmmin !

“Oh dear !

Mauleverer sidled round ithe table to-
wards the door as Bunier came towards
him. Bunter dodged back and cut him
off from escape. Mauleverer sidled round
the other way.

Bunter blinked at him scornfully and
angrily through his big spectacles, Evi-
dently Mauly did net understand that he
was dumb. Equally evidently he sup-
pozed that he was mad; which vwas not
at all what Bunter wanted,

Billy Bunier looked round for o pencil,

There was an inkstand on the table, and |

he canght up & pen.

“Bunter, old ¢hap, keep calin i gasped
Mauleverer. “I1f you jab that at me 1
shall have to hurt you.”

But. Bunler did not jab the pen ai the
schoolboy earl. He dipped il in the ink,

and scrawled across a sheet of impot
paper
“T'M DUMNMIL"

Possibly that would have worked ihe
oracle, so io speak; but while Bunter

e

was scribbiing Mauly made a desperate
bkoit for the door, He escaped from the
siudy and fled along the passage.

“ Ob, the awful ass | gasped Bunter.

He rushed after Lord Manleverer, his
eyes glintimg with wrath behind his spec-
tacies,

His lordship was fleeing down' the pass-
age at top speed for the stairs. Almost
everybody was out of doors on that fine
half-hohday, and it was alarming io be
shut up in the Remove guarters with a
lunatic and nebody clse. Lord Mauleverer
fed for his life,

“Biop!” yelled Bunter,

In the excitement of the moment the
fat junior forgot that he was dumb. But

" Lord Mauleverer did not ston.
I

He roashed down the stairs, taking

ithiee steps at a time; and on the next

landing he met Skinner, who was coming
up. To borrow a simile from a poet: ** As
meets a rock a thousand waves!”"—so
Skinner met Lord Mauleverer, -

Crash !

“Oh! Ah!

“(h, gad!”

Lovd Mauleverer and
strewn on the landing.
stoppedd  on  the stairs and gave a
fat chuckle., Then he retreated, 1t
was evidently not a favourable moment
for enlisting Lord Mauleverer's sympathy
in his new and tervible alfliction.

Lerd  Mauleverer sat up, gasping,
Harcld Bkinrer jumped up, spluttering,
“You footling ass 1™ he articulated.

“Oh, gad! Ow]”

“What do you mean by rushing a
fellow over on the stairs, you crass ass?”
velled Skinner, :

tooocop M

Sskinner were
Billy Bunter

“Ow, wow ! Borry!™
“T'l make wvou scrrier!” howled
skinner.

“Oh, gad! Stoppit!” yelled Maule-
verer, as Skinner started kicking, Skinner
was wrathy—perhaps with reason.

“I'll give you sorry, you blithering
chump,” gasped Skinner.

“He's after me!” panted Mauleverer,
epringing to his feet and dodging Skinner,
“Run feor it, Bkinner! He's mad.”

“Eh! What? Who?"

“Bunter. Mad as a haifer, Run!”

“Cireat Scottl”

Lord Mauleverer ran down the lower

stairg,  Skinner stared at him over the
banisters,

“ Bunter—inad ™

“Yaas "

“Madder than usual ™" asked Skinner,

Lord Mauleverer did not reply to that,
He vanished; and Skinner, having re-
covered his breath, went on to the
Hemove passage. apparently not alarmed,
But his euriosity was aroused, and he
looked mto Btudy No. 7, wondering what
was up,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. . -

Trying 1t On ! £
ILLY BUNTER was there.
B He bhnked rather uncertainly
at Skinner,

Skinner was not the fellow
Bunter would have chesen to “try ' it
on, Skinner was a doubting youth. But
having started, Bunter felt that it was
necessary to keep on. Lord Mauleverer
had misunderstood. Skinner was not
ikely to misunderstand; indeed, it was
only too hkely that he would understand
teo clearly. Nevertheless, it was possible
that even Skinner had a {ender sOMme-
where that could be touched by a fearful

misfortune. Bunter hoped for the hest.

pays the penalty |
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“What's the jolly old pame harat”
asked Skinner.

Bunler pointed at his mouth.

Skinner eyed him.

“ What are you pointing at that pap
for?” he asked pohtely, ~ Warning me
not to fall in?"

Bunter very nearly forgot that he was
dumb again, as Skinner asked that im-
pertinent question. Bunter's mouth was
capacious, but it was sheer exaggeration
to make out that it was large enough for
Skinnerfto fall into. 1t wasn't.

* Mauniy thinks you're mad,” said

Skinner. ' Heems Lo have noticed it all
of a sudden. Are yvou mad, or only
silly 7% o

Bunter dipped a pen in the ink and
wrote on a sheet of paper, Skinner watch-
ing him in surprise and curiesilv. When
he read what Bunter had written, Skinner
jumped. TFor again the messaga ran;

“T'YE GOXNE DUMM.”

“Dumb 1" yelled Skinner,

Dunter nodded.

“Dumb! Oh, my hat'

Bunter shook his head, 2

“Dumb ! Over-exercise of the jaw, 1
suppose,” said Bkinner. Yoo always
vaed it too much, Bunter.”

Bunter glared,

“Boe you were trying fo work that on
Mauly, and made hin believe vou were
off your rocker?" chuckled Skinner.
“*Well, you must be right off it, Bunty,
if you think that chicken will fight.”

Bunter looked pathetic.

“Cut it out, old bean,” advised Skin-
ner.  “You made out you were deaf,
once, to shirk lessons. DBut this is more
serious—for you! II wou're dumb you
won't be able to talk, You'll burst it a
couple of hours if vou don’t let off steam.
Think first, old bean. You won’t be able
to keep it up.”

Bunter groaned. That dwmal groan
ought to have tourhed Skinner's heart,
if 1t had a =oft corner at all.  Apparentiy
1t hadn't, for Skinner was nol w the
least touched. He chortled,

“I'm advising yom as a friend. old
barrel,” he said. *You couldn’t keep it
p withoul bursting under the strain.
Youn must jaw or die. You're tmili thai
way.'"

Bunter did not speak.

“Really dumb?” asked Skinner

Nod, from Bunter.

“This will keep vou from lessons,

Another nod.

“Don’t  you think Quelchy
tumble " grinned Skinner.

Bunter took up the pen again.. and
wrote

“YOU MITE SIMPATHIZE WITL

A CHAPP.™ '
" ““Ha, ha, ha!” roared SBkinner. “I do
sympathise, Bunter—no end! I sym-
pathise so much-that I'm poing to cure
vou ! :

. He came round the table to Bunter.
The fat junior dodged, but Skinner
seized him by the collar.

“Groooogh ! gasped Bunter.

Not potty "

LY

will

“You see, - your speech is coming
baick ! said  Bkinner encouragingly.

“Now, my idea is that it will quite
come back when I bang vour head on
the table—like that!”

'rash !

“Yaroooooh!”

Bunter's speech came back all of a
sudden! The yell he gave rang through
the Remove passage from end to end,

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked Skinnar,

“Ow! DBeast!"

“Quite cured!” said Skinner. “[ think |-

I ought to send an account of this to the

Harry Wharton &

* British Medical Journal.' Duombress
cured  with  a  single  application  of
Skinner’s iTlf.'l“ii]]p |'+_~'rj1t'l.:i:|.‘_ [}Iltl' !}Hﬂg
of a napper on a study table, and there
you are!” '

Billy Bunter's eyes blazed with wrath
behind his spectacles. He seized a big
volume from the table—one of Peter
Todd's massive law-books—and smote
at Skinner,

Skinner's laughter ceased all of a sud-
den. He roared in quite a different wa ¥
a: he received the weight of forensic
learning upon his head.

* Oooovoooop !

“I""J";hprf-,“gr{m beast!” gasped Bunter.

“Ow! T burst you!" yelled Skinner.
He jumped at Bunter, and the fat junior
hurled the volume. It stopped Skinner
for a moment, and in that moment
Bunter dodged out of the study and fled.

shinuer dashed after him.  Skinner
was hurt, and when Skinner was hurt
he wanted vengeance. Bunter fled down
the Remove staircase, and dodged 1nto
the Fourth Form passage. Temple,
Dabney, and Fry of the Fourth were
chatting there, and Temple waved a
lofty and disdainful hanrd at Bunter.

* Sheer off, fatty!"” he called out. “ No
Remove fags allowed i this passage!”

Skinner came round the corner the
next moment at top speed. DBunter
dodged round the Fourth-Formers,

“Keep him off!” he gasped. “I—1
say, you fellows, keep him off! He's
pitching 1into me just because T told him
I was damb!”

" What 77 yelled Temple & Co.

“Dumb!” gasped Bunter. * It—it's an

awful misfortune.
suddenly ! I——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

SBkinner shook his fist at Bunter and
retreated.  Temple, Dabney & Co. sur-
rounded Dunter. His statement that he
was dumb had naturally surprised them.

“Dumb,” said Temple. “My hat!
What whoppers will that fat 1-'i!fa'm b
telling next!™

“It's true!” gasped Bunter.
can't take a fellow’s word——"’

“Take your word that you're dumb!”
shricked Dabney. “How could you tell
us, i you were dumb*”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

In the excitement of the moment the
Owl of the Remove hud forgotten that
rather important point.

“I—I mean—I—I'm—I'm-—" Buntel
spluttered. " You--you see, what I mean

i

It—it came on quite

“If you

1% 15—

“1 don’t quite see what you mean,”
remarked Temple, “but 1T ses what |
meatt, Bumnter--1 miean to bump you,
vou prevartcating fat Llun! Collar him,
you chaps!”

*Oh, rather!” grinned Dabney.

“Yaroooh! Leggoe! 1 say,
fellows-——"

“Don’t say anything,” chuekled Fry
“You can't, if you're dumb, you know.
Dumb chaps oughtn’t to talk at - this
rate,’” :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I mean—1 say—TI say, you fellows
— varoooooh |

Bump!

“ Whooooop ! roared Bunter,

“Blessed if T ever heard a dumb man

You

ey

i

A i l-.

]
| ]

yelled the Owl. ** Leggo

Boisover jerked Bunter's head down to the table-top.
hard rap, but Bunter did not speak. Rap ! If was a little harder. ** Yooop !
““He's found his voice ! *’
There was a roar of laughter from the juniors who were
Chapter 7.)

Rap ! It was quite a

chuckled Bolsover,
looking on., (See

Co. 'talm a hand in the game. Result

——

?
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[ Bk

ruake such a row before!
“{zive him another!”

Bump!

“Wow-ow-ow! Help! Murder! Fire!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

* Now kick him out of our passage!™
chuckled Temple,

“* Hear, hear!”

The  Fourth-Formers kicked Bunter
out—following him to the end of the
passage, and fairly dribbling him out of
the Fourth Form quarters. Billy Bunter
fled, ang the wild howls that came from
himm indicated that, whatever was the
matter with the Owl of the Remove,
most certainly he was not dumb.

L

said Temple.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An . Infallible Cure !

] ALLO, hallo, hallo )™
H *Here he is!”
“8Speak up, Bunter!”

Every fellow m the junior
Comman-room turned his head to look
when Billy Bunter came in that evening.

Billy Bunter was not considered an
important personage i the Greyfriars
Remaove—mot by any means,  But he
often came nto prominence in one way
or another, Now he was in the imelight
citce  more—right i it! His latest
““wheeze ¥ was known to all the Remove
fellows by this time, and all the Form
had chuckled over it.

Lord Mauleverer's alarm had subsided
when he learned later what was really
the matter with Bunter. ~ Skinner's
wrath had not subsided—he had a bump
o1 his head which refreshed his memory.
Lord Mauleverer grinned, and Skinner
scowled when the Owl of the Remave
rolled into the Common-recom. The other
fellows chuckled,

Bunter's dodgeas were as numberless as
the sands of the sea-shore. In raising
the wind, his schemes were many and
various; and in dodging work of any
kind, his schemes were still gore
numerous and still more various, The
juniors had not forgoiien an attack of
deafness which had afflicted DBuanter—
for a time—a dodge which had not been
a success. Once, too, there had been an
attack of blindoess, temporarily—the
attack had been very temporary, being
cut short by the Form master’s cane,
It really looked as if Bunter meant to
run through the whole list of bodily
afflictions, till he found one that wounld
serve his turn. DBunter seemed to learn
nothing from experience. The proverb
states that experience makes fools wise;
but certainly it had not had that effect
on William Geeorge Bunter,

Billy Bunter gave the grinning Remov-
itos a pathetic Fi.:-linla:, but did not speak.
He had reflected on the matter, and
decided that he was still dumb. Ie had
made one or two slips at the beginning—-
but he was going to be carecful now.
Aftar all, a fellow couldn’t be proved not
to _be dumb if he held his tongue—a
difficult task for Bunter certainly, but
not an impossible one,

And 1t was certain that a fellow who
really was dumb would bhave to be
treated with uncommon leniency in the
Form-room. He couldn’t be expected to
congtrue, for stance. That meant no
more prep.  While the ather fellows were
at work, Bunter would be able to laze
about doing nothing, a consununation
devoutly to be wi:im] from Bunter's
point of view, Ile might be given extra
written work; but surely some sym-
pathetic chap could be found to lend
a helping hand there to a poor fellow =0
terribly afflicted, And if the Famous

- ¢lozed his lips—dumb !

Five had handed out-cash fo a perfect
stranger so liberally, just because he was
dumb, what might not heé expected from
them by a school-fellow labouring under
the same aliction ¥

Bunter. looked for a wave of sym-
pathetic feeling in the Remove—kind
attentions en all sides, to say nothing of
little loans now and then, '

Doubtless that expectation weuld have

been re :}] ised if the Removites had
believed in Bunter's affliction. But they
didn’t ! -

Bkinner had given his verdon: and
Temple, Dabney & €o. had velated the
seene in the Fourth Form passage. amid
roars of langhter. After that, Bunter
was not hkely to find believers in the
Remave, ' :

But it was characteristic of Bunter that
he never knew when a chicken would no
longer fight, so to speak,

He mil_ed imto the Common-roam with
a pathetic fat countenance, and firmly

up ! said
“*Bunier, old

We all know

“He's- trying to keep it
Peter Todd in wonder.
man, don’t play the goat,
abiont "

Bunter did not answer,

He nearly said, *Oh, really, Toddy!?
but suppressed the remark in time.  In-
stead of that, he looked as pathetic as
possible, e

RESULT OF

THE ARSENAL PICTURE.
PUZZLE COMPETITION

-

In this competition po competitor sent in
a correct solution of the pictures. The firet
prize of £5 has therefore been divided he-
tween the two following competitors, wlhose
Sﬂlu'{-iﬂﬂﬁ contained one error egeh

MISS M. 0. AITKEN. 1% Buarrie Terrace,
Ardrossan,

E. WHITEHEAD, 63, XNugget Stiect,
Oldham.

%0 many competitors qualified for the
third grade of prizes that divizion AMmOng
them of the prizes offered was imprac-
ticable, The second prize of £2 10s. and

the ten prizes of 5s. each have therefore
heen added together and divided AMOng
forty competitors,
itwo errors each:

W. DBoyd Barrie, 10, Barric
Ardrossan; Charles H. Morton, &, Brunton
Terrace, Howarth Street, Sunderlund ;: Ida
ﬂgdep, 41, Nugget Street, Oldham: Mrs, 4.
F. Climie, 19, Barrie Terrace, Ardrossan: N.
Whitehead, 68, Nugget Street, Oldham;
Stanley Barrie, 19, Barrie Terrace, Ardrossan
Frances Morton, 8, Brunton Terrace. Sunder-
land; A. W. Carter, 208, Stow Hill, New-
port, Mon; (4. H. Saville, 8, Smith Sfreet,
Manafleld, Notts: R. =, Pitt-Kethley, Way-
side, Amersham, Bucks; Misz F. 1. Philips,
24, Stapleton Hall Road, Stroud Green, N.:
C. E. Drew, 1, Park View, Albany HRoad,
Cheitenham ; Richard Wimberley, 15, Wheat-
field Btreet, Edinburgh; Harry Collett, 24,
Trafalgar Road, Gorleston-on-Sea, (reat Yar-
mouth; €. Cook, 36, Seymour Place, 5. W, 10;
John Butcher, 60, High Road, Chadwell,
Ezsex; Harold  Jones, 9, Wapsford Street,

Terrace,

-Moz=s Side, Mancheaster.

SOLUTION.

Woolwich Arsenal was the clubh that ip-
troduced to the Routh the pavmment of
playvers. In this they were the ploneers of
what has proved to he one of the most
astonishingly suecessiul medinmns of public
amusement ever kpown. Their ground ie
plendidly  situated in a  denzely-populated
district which ensures them huge gates.

Lack o] space does not permit of us pub-
lishing the full list of price-winners, but
their names . and addrestes can be Seen uRy
timie nt the MAeNET effice.

=

whose solutions ecntained |

“Are you keeping up ihiat silly stunt,
Bunier?” roared Bolsover major,

Bunter pointed at hizs mouth.

This was' to indicate that, being dumb,
he could not answer. But there was no
sympathy or sorrow to be observed in -
the looks of his' Form-fellows. ‘'T'hey
roared,

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Eall dumb 1? yelled Temple of the
Fourth. **Ha, ha, ha!®

“The dumbiulness is terrific,” grinned
Hurree Yamset Ram Singh, ** The spoof-
fulness also  great, my estcemed
Bunter | :

“Chuek 11, Burter I said Harry Whar-
tan, laughing. “Can’t you see that it's
no goodi”

“Quelchy won't swallow it, you aszs!”
saied Frank Nugent, “H you begin that
game 1 the Form-roowm, vou'll get
scalped,

Bunter only pointed at his mouth.

“By gad, he's keeping it up!"” said
Lord Manleverer. *1 thoucht he was
potty, you know. And, by gad, T ithink
he really must he potty if he begins that
with Cuelch 17

“T'H jolly well make him speak !” said
Bolsover major.

Bunter backed round the table,

The bully of the Remove followed him
up, grinning. Bolsover hadn’t a sym
pathetic nature at the best of times,

Bunter jevked a piece of chalk from his
watsteoat pocket and scrawled on the iop
of ithe table:

“SORRY [ CAN'T SPEAK.
DUMM.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You'll be sorry il you can't speak,
that’s true enough!”™  =aid Bolsover
major. ‘‘Stop him, 8kinner!”

Skinner siopped Bunter's retreal rou:il
the long table, and Bolsover major aver-
took the fat junior,

He gri !met{] Bunter by the collar.

* Now can you speak I” he demanded,

Bunter shook his head, with very
apprehensive looks,

“Now,” smd Bolsover, tightening his
grip on Bunter’s collar, “I'm going to
tap your head on the table till yvou're
cured. As goon as you've had enough,
just say so. Clatch oni”

Bunter wriggled. _

The burly Removite jerked Bunter's
head down to the tabie-top. The rest of
the juniors locked on, grinning.

Hap ! .

It was quite a hard rap, and Bunter
wriggled and struggled frantically in
Bolsover's muscalar grip. But he did
not speak. *

“Try again ! grinned Skinner,

Bolsover tried again, a litile harder,

Rap ! .

“Yoooocoop |” velled Bunler,

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“He’s found his voice,” chuckled Bol-
sover major, ‘' Another rap or two, and

dare eay he will make quite a long .
speach,

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Rap! Rep!

“Yow-ow-ow |7
“Leggo, you heast !

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was o roar of langhter, The Ouwl
of the Remave had foumd his voice again,
beyond the shadow of a doubt.

Bolsover majer gave him a final rap
and released him. Billy Bunter rubbed
his head, and glared at Bolsover through
his big spectacles, with a glare that m'ig%lt
almost have cracked his big glasses,

“Ow !l Youbeast! Wow! I say, yon
felowg-——""

&
dd

I'M

hawled Buanter,

Help !™

In the hour of his trial Stott’s ** friends "~
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“[Ia, ha, ha!”

“Pon't sav anythmng 17 chuckled
Toeld, “You're dourmby, you know 17

“Ow! Ow ! Wow ¥

* Ha, hu; hal”’

“TF von feel it comming on again, Dunter,
led e hoow D7 chortled Bolsover mmajor,
“T'H cure yon any time.”

g [';t".':_'ﬁi. I,

Ptilly Danter ralled out of the Common-
roott, rublang his head.  The juniors
bekiled as he disappeared.

MPeoicr

ok bedd _

ur when the Remove went to their
cormttory that night. and DPeter Toded
called oul ' pood-might 7 to Ins fat study.
Inate, there was no ansvwer irom Buanter.

Frofor stared ar L,
5 ki B HpT 17"
Good-oight, Buter! he repeated,
lr:n’.{ e :-||ll|-... il -:'!L'_ul{. e

Plwator

e or the dormitory wall ;

“LGOOD NITE ™

=

e

il

ks .
S O S I | |

Mt A _-,'-,«L-I, { 'efer,
Lionnter shook his bea.

“You tar dummy i roared
a0 vour see s bee good !
vt a hieking,

My r'-~[;!~.

n
1

ekt

.J'..'i_!-i i.l. i.'r -
LYo van
voun crass duffer
wajor, with o Lroad  meio,
picked wge bis pillow and <tneled towards
I3 [ b FRLEIRCEY
T Roaes oll. Lo st
“Ha: ha, ha

“The apeakinmess 1= fovelis,
[liieree Smgh.

Wingate of the Sixth cune in to
ot the Lights, and the Jumors tarned .
Atrer the prefecl was goue lwo or three
Vo called onr to the (wl of the
Foisnnye,

“Lrood-rght, Bunter,
Faut there was no answer |
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Dsasperate Ventur: !
[LiLY BUNTER, on the following
Dbl R bR, Wils uhxl"I"'. w{ L |_J{' WA -
i o thovehifol  aod  rather
wornrgiod ook,
He vad plenty of food for thoughi.
His rencarkabile new stunt had not been
miuch ol g suceess, so far as lns Form.
fellosws wore concortol, Lvelr Banier
visgi t=id that, The Remove  seormed
il[’* {*ln.:ih'}-wﬂ ul_ -lul-.hlih;_{
Yhormases,

Banter natmeally  felt  indignant.
Fellows ought to be willing to take a
chap's word for 1t that he was dumb !
Liariter felt that ! But thes didn't—and
they wouldn't; rhat was clear.

fustead of widespread sympathy
kind attentions, the afllicted junior
the object of merriment and heartleza
jokes., Fellows who had expended sym-
pathy, and setnal cash, upon a perfect
st rulEer, had no H}'!H}Jﬂ]h}' whalever {or
Bunler- ard ecertanly no cash,
hiad not given up hope, but he had 1o
adnit thaet the Bemove, E?'r'II:I.I.'_llihl_:l,-'_ v il
dravn blank,  They scemmed qute
Bilaead Lo thee fact that o was bad form o
donldt a foeliow’s ward.

But that morning Bunber waz thicking

Btz Fornme wastor morve than of his
Forme,  On Abhe  steength of his vew
afftiction, bhe had cut prep the previons
evening, mitending to be Jdamb in the
Form-roon, I the Remove bad bree
find and svrapathetie, a3 they ought (o
have beern, Dunter would have fueed his
Fovin master with confidence.  Now the
prospoact seemed more doubitind

Me, Queleh was a keen gentleman, e
vwas known to all the Bemove as o dovwar
old Lird!

142
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** Good-night, Bunter !

Peter. The Owl shook his head.
advanced threateningly,
in alarm,

** called out Todd. Bunter took his stick of chalk
and scrawled an answer on the doirmitory wall.
Bolsover major took up his pillow and
““ Keep off,
(See Chapter 7))

“* Can’t you speak ? " yeilad

you heast !' yelled the fat junior

14
i
.1
't T
RSP ———

o Ahgred the meneral scopli-
that  retgned  on the subjeet  of
Thanler’s dumboess | [+ was possible—
even probabile,

Bt for Bunder
miglhit have backed out of the progranane
he had mapped ant. Thm
was that o had veglected prep. pnad 3 Lie
was catled upon to construe, hn was cor-
tadn of capturing bines, 1if nok a canng,

=0 Buanter felt himeself drovern, gs ot
were, o playv his card for what o
wortln, hojng thar it wouold toen out a
teanpr card. Tt he was feeling uneosy
when he toosk his place in the Remove

=pitrtia-ie

[ bl N

LR T ST T e,

CII S (LR LB LRY

Wil R

Wortn voomm o that o moringee,  snd o A
Qualeh caue
'!"hi*- O e R 3-:|:1|||i'1':~-'.wi --'1:'[1:=:|it B!

i b Remose, The peoors were deeply
mterested m Hhanter, vonderimg whether
be would have the “neck ™ Lo _-.|||'iIlIf s
aldicrion on My, Gueloh, ('1-:'1;1it||3,‘ Fiih
aihwr fellow 10 the Tower FPourth wauld
| binve venlnred opon such a stant—and
i' Biler Tonsually venturesome,

Bt there 13 a proverh that fools rush
inowhere angzels fear to tread, and Boautler

WS Py

was golne (o demonstrace he trnth of
vhat proverh,
l;'." LR I.."l:ll"I LR I A H N N R ERE ,'|”-I_

bis fut mind vwasa perfect blank on the
matter 1t hand, =o, nstead of fakine
3 o frem Y Alpeas proaoigue ”
where 1 la<t  victin had  lefi aff,
Honter lived o pathetlu Bhink o Mo
Cioelely, avid pointed at his monti.

The Remoydes almost gasped. Bornier
was trying it on ! Harry Wharton & (o,
scarcely breathed as they watehed,

My, Orielch Bxed his eves npon Boanter,

Dbviously, | ihielerstand.

1].n- |

gk

he did nor

“Noa vl can=troe, T
SHence, .
The Remove masler. in his surpcise,

came g littie nearcr to Buntes,  The fad

juntor quaked: but he stood 1o s Fena

He had reallv left himself no alterssiocs

Hoae
“BPyntep '

The Owl almo=t stparemed woith e
hension,  Tle almoss gasped o0t the
statemient thai he was damly, =0 Lhat Me.
Quelch would understand at opoea.  Bub
Bunter had fearned ro he cantions now

“Buonler, what does this menn®  [lace
von tnken leove of vour sena s’ yir,
L}-i'-. 1('1:1'.* VT r'llllllljl‘l:l !I1i-~ ".---.-.-l--r_
“What do voo mean, Thanter, by stand
i Lhere with yvour linger to vodr reanlh
liliee 2 infoan @7

RBunter clutched his

To Mr Quelch s n
ntent he procecded o
Loy of 1)

halk
Ledrstbisl  drare
PSR TR
100 s RN S -

F - 0. .
i clesk :

HBCNIM

Me, Quelcle biinked ar 1l “naernion,
wirilee the book he had Lield duirerasd o

{hies Hoor.

{.'-‘uiu;,r to Bunter s oo LA I B i TERERTT |
on the rules of orthogzraphy, (e Bemione

rrbaster bl ol liaooiv ihat

Uher Tl pirigr s

“*YWhat can msan s casner M
QHL‘!LII. “\"ll*flitl 1.:|'1'I- VO DhEemee h_‘ Wit
ing a Latin woird in chalk o
Bunter?”

!-x"l".l"cli IPriTiade
i w1k
Ayt

o
Lill=s

RBunter nearly esclames] a0 ihat. Tla
. . b _
had mtended 1o be o wroiae a0 Doriiah,

not my ladan.

*And o

thore  wers  any v

— Skinner & Co., are found wanting.
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Bunter, for wriling the Laiin word
*dum ’ on the board, do you not know
“better than to spell it with two M's?”

The Renwovites struggled with sup-
pressed merriment. It had to be sup-
pressed,  Mr, Queldh, obviously, was n
no humour for mirth just then.

“Are you neane, Bunter? the
Remove master proceeded to inguire.

Bunter shook his head,

“Then tell me the meaning of these
antics before I administer a very severe
punishment 1"

Banler had recourse to the chalk again.

“BORRY, SIR! I'VE GONE
DUMM !~ _

The meaning of the word “dumm *
glruck Mr. Quelch then., It was not a
Latin word, but an English one —as near
as Bunter’s spelling could approach to
his native language,

“Dumb!  repeated Mr. Quelch
blankly. ““Do you mean dumhbi”

Bunter nodded.

“Dumb! Bless my soul! Do vou
mean to say, Bunter, that vou have lost
the power of speech ¥

Bunter did not mean to “sayv sa,” cer-
tainly. But he nodded with emphasis,
Mr. Quelch regarded him with eyes that
penetrated like gimlets,

“If thiz 1s true, Bunter——*

Nod.

“You must see a doctor at once, Dut
1 can scarcely believe such a statement.
Are you subject to fits?”

Shake of the head.

“Is there anything of this kiud in
your famnily?”

Nod.

“Oh, bless my soul!™ said the puzzled
Remove master.  “1f that is the epse
I—— When did this strange attack come
on, Bunter ¥*

“LAST NITE !” seribbled the chalk on
the Loard,

“You actually cannot speak:”

Another shake of the head.

“Bunter "—Mr. Quelch’s look
voiwee were stern—"'if this 12 a foolish
trick to elude your lessons, I warn you
to let it cease at once. I shall cane yon
for such a trick, But if you are atlempt-
g to deceive me, your Funiﬁimmnt will
be very severe indeed il you continue.
I warn you to reflect in time, Bunter,”

Bui the time for reflection was past:
Bunter realised that, Tt was sink or
swiln now—neck or nothing! Bunter's
only reply was an emphatic shake of the
tiead.

“ Wharton !"” rapped eut Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir " gasped Harry. :

“Have you mnoticed that Bunter was
afflicled with the loss of speech ™

““No, sir."

“Bless my soul! Bunter, T can
scarcely believe that this is anvthing but
a paltry subterfuge for eluding your
Form work., You have been guilty of
such tricks before. Far be it for e,
however. to deal with you severely if you
are really suffering uwnder so terrible an
affliction.  You are willing to see a
doctor 1

Nod,

. “¥You state thal an affliction of this
kind is not unknown in your family 7

Nod.

“In ihat case. your brother, in the
Second Formi, wiil be able o give me
imformation on the point,” said My
Queleh, with a sharp lock at Bunter,

Nod,

Bunter nodded with perfect coolness.
Mr. Quelch felt his doubts considerably
dashed. He could not, of course, he
aware of the compacl made belveen the
two noble scions of the house of Bunter,
The Removites were as aslonished as

Stott’s misdeeds
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and-

their Form master. Well as they knew
their Bunter, they did not—at once, at
all events—plumb the depths of the Owl's
duplicity.

" Wharton, will you go immediately to
the Becond Form room and request Mr.
Twigg's permission for Bunter minor to
come here !

“ertainly, sir.”

Harcy Wharton left the Form-reom,

Mr. Quelch niotioned to Bunter to sit
down, and Vernon-Bmith was ealled
upon to construe in his place.  The
Reniove waited with breathiess eagerness
for the return of Wharton with Sammy
Bunter,

e ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Valuable Witness !

ARRY WHARTON knocked at
H the door of the Second Form
room and entered. Mr., Twigg,
the master of the Second,
glanced round, and so did all the Second.
Mr. Twigg looked as if he did not like
the interruption. The Recond-Formers,
on the other hand, looked as if they liked
it very much.  The Second Form were
receiving instruetion in *“the first or A
declension,” and some of them, especially
Bammy Bunter, displayed a certain slow-
ness in grasping the well-known cireum-
stance that the nominative singular in
that declension ended in A. Bammy
Bunter, as 1t bhappened, was just then
receiving particular attention from his
Form iaster, BSammy was prepared to
let the nominative singular end in any
dashed vowel it liked, or even in a con-
sonant. The only end he really was par-
ticular about was the end of the lesson.

“Excuse me, sir—" gaid Harry
politely,

“Well ' rapped ocut Mr, Twigg.

“Mr. Quelch would be obliged if you
would allow Bunter minbr to step into
f_he” Bemove room for a few minutes,
air,

“Bless my sonl!™

“ Bunter major has—er—sonmicthing the
diatter  with him, sr,” Wharton
hastened 1o explain,

“Oh! Very well. Yon may go with
Wharton, Bunter minor,”

“Yes, sir!” said Sammy with alacrily.

Sammy grinned as he fairly jumped
out of his place. Sanmy wag lﬂ,d to get
away from the first or A declension at
any price—especially at so low a price as
something the matter with his brother,
Besides, SBammy guessed what was the
matter. Ie did net need telling that
Wilham George was “irying it on.”

Dicky Nugent and Myers and Gatty
and the rest of the Second looked
envicusly at Bunter minor as he went,
Dicky Nugent felt that it was rather
hard that there couldn’t be something
the matter with his major,  too.

Harry Whaston loocked curigusly at
Sammy Bunter as he led him along the
Form-room passage. Bammy gave him a

Fiit. »

2 “What's the maiter with Billy? he
asked,

“Nothing that I know of.,” answered
the captain of the Remove. ““But he
makes out that he's dumb.”

(Chuckle from SBammy,

“Ie Quelchy taking it in?* he asked,

“He wanls to ask vou about it."

"“He, he, he!”

Sammy Bunler cackled; and then he
looked reflective, and gave Wharton a
siaelong glance,

“Old Quelchy 1s sharp,” he said,

“Very!"” assented Wharton dryly.

“If he takes it in, might be o chance

A ray of sunshine in every home—the MAGNET!

for somebody else!” murmured Sammy,
“Quelchy is sharper than old Twigg,
Prinstance. If Quelchy takes it in——="

“ Here we are !” said Wharton. =

Vernon-8mith ceased to consirue as the
captain of the Remove came back with
the fag. All attention was turned on
the Bunters now. 2

Wharton went to his place; BDuater
minor blinked at Mr, Quelech through
the big spectacles, which gave him such
a likeness to his worthy brother.

“I have sent for you, Bunter minor,”
said Mr. Quelch gravely. * Your brother
declares that he has become dumb.”

" Boo-hoo !

“Wha-a-at "’

“ Boo-hoo ! howled Sammy.

He dug his fat knuckles into his eyes.
Mr. Queich stared at him in amazement. -

So did the Removites. That sudden
outburst of griel took the whole Form
by surprise,

“Bunter minor! What is the matter
with you!?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch with
asperity.

Bunter minor sobbed.

" Poooocooor old B-B-B-Biily !
come on at last

“Calm yourself, Bunter minor,” said

Hae it

Mr. Quelch, his brow eclearing. This
sorrow on the I,)art. of the younger
brother was reaily touching. *“Is this

affliction known in your family, Dunter
minor "

“Oh, yes, sir! My Uncle Belinda—"

“What ¥

“1 mean my Aunt Belinda, sir, was
dumb from birth,” said Bunter minor,
“and my Uncle John, sir, could hardly
speak.” :

“ You are sure of this, Bunter miner "

“Yes, sir! 1t comes on suddenly, like
fits,”said Bammy Bunter., * Sometimes
it %{!Eﬁ off, and then it comes on again.
I—1 hoped poor old -Billy would never
have 1t. Boo-hoo!” -

Biliy Bunter grinned, -

Sammy was playing his part well—play-
g up in great style. Only a For
master with a heart like granite t-:rum
possibly stand out against evidence like
this—accompanied by manifestations of
brotherly grief.

Mr. Quelch seemed rather at a loss,
“"Has I}'nur brother ever developed
signs of dumbness before, Bunler
minor ?” he asked.

“ Lots of times, sir 1"

“ But you just stated that you hoped
that your brother would never have i,
Dunter minor.”

“Oh! I—1 meant,
again, sir!
me, @r,”

“1 trust that you are speaking ihe
truth, Bunter minor,” said the Remove
master, eyeing the fat fag.

“Oh, sir ™

“I am bound to accept your assurance
on the point. You are quite sure, Bunter
minor, that this affliction is known in
vour family, and that your brother has
Fsuffered from it before 7'

“Oh, yes, sir! Quite! I swear—"

“That will do. You may return to
your Form-room, Bunter mingr.”

Sammy Bunter rolled out, bestowing
a fat wmk on his major as he went—
ungeen by My, Quelel!). Some of the
Removites observed it, however,
there was a ﬂupprmﬂd’ chuckle,

The chuckle ceased instantaneously as
Alr, Quelch’s severe glance swent ogver
the class, :
~“This is not a laughing matter!"” ex-
| claimed the Remove master., ““1 shall
punish any boy who laughs again.”

The Remaovites looked as grave and
grim as they could. With Mr., Queich

| never have it
It—it'e an awful griei to

and

(Continued on page 11.)

come to light ; but he shirks the consequences ! T
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ESSAY ON THE
SEA !

By Dicky Nugent.
EHH T TR T T

HI*..1 gea is what washes the shores of
England when they set dirty.

The sea is very wet, and it is
blue in culler.

The sea is full of fishi; but although I've
spent hours and hiour: on the jetty at Pego
fishing for salmon and cueumber, I've ne ver
hud the luck to cateh any!

The waves of the sea are sometimes very
ruff and 'rood, like Bolsover major. At other
’!i‘LTJ{IiE they are meck and mild, like Alonzo

Odldl.

The sea haz been the
historrick events. The Great Flood took
plaice at sea. It was at sea that the
Spanyards got it in the pneck when they
came over with their Armader. Other
great- sea-battles were fought at Waterloo,
spion Kopp, and Flodden Field,

E-
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acene of many

The sea is noted for its rollers, hrakers,
and hbillers. These sometimes rFige o 4
mountenug  hight.  The rollers roll, the
brakers bhreak, and the hillers bill—1 mean
FOAT.

The sea is very tretcherus in parts,
bekawze it is full of courrants. Swimmers

should beware of these. (Onpce you get
sucked under by & currant, no human power
will suxxeed in raisin’ voun up again!

In very ruff parts of the coast there are
lighthouses and lightships. The most famus
lighthouse is a fellow called Eddy Stone ; and
the best known lightship ie the Gnaw.

It iz a curtous thing, but shipwrecks alwuays
take plaice at sea, and never on land. Yon
never hear of a shipwreek on the King's high-
way; vet it frekwently bhappens that a
vesgel comes to greef in the English
Channel.

There are four oceans—the Artick and the
Aunt  Artick, the Atlantick, and the
Canadian Pacific. Oh, and there's the Indian
Ocean! [ forgot that. Thiz makea five.

There are hundreds of seas. The baest-
known are the North Sea—formerly stiled the
(Jerman Ocean—the Irish Sea, the Med-
diteranean Sea (or iz this an ocean? |
always forget). Then there is the Fellow-de-
Sea, which is where 2 man drowns himself!

It is the North Sea which washes the
eastern const of Kent, where Greviriars 1=
situated. And it is the South Sea where the
cannon-balls live. A cannon-hall is a person
whao eats his fellow-man.

Personally, I am very fond of the sea, and
T have =ome great times on it in the summer.
1 am equally fond of boeating, bathing,
fishing, and winkle-gathering. There are
some fine winkle-heds near Pegz Bay. It
ja there that we eggsersise our mussels,
keeping as mum as oysters as we gather ll['l
the winkles. The sight of them fairly warms
the cockles of our harts!

It is cheefly the Removites and the fagza
who go after winkles. The Shell-fish never
worry about shellfish!

Either Father Neptune or Britannia rules
the waves—I forget which, for the moment.

1 will pow tell you all about the
mermaids—— .
{Enough! Poough! (ur editorial statf

§s in hysteries !—Ed.)
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E are all at sea thi= week! T don't
mean  that .'1||.,rthiuﬂ has pone
wrong in the “Herald ” office. 1

mean that we are transported,
in imagination, to the sea. This 15 our
Npecial Sea "Hlmi:el'. for which readers have
been clamouring for many moons.
strictly apeaking, Tom Redwing ought to
have the handling {ﬂ' tl:lu-. numhber. For he is
@ “szon of the sea,” and will become an
admira! one of these days—a very admirable
admiral. too!
Although Tom Redwing is not editinzg this

oumber, I have found reom for a set of
verses from his pen.
Ureyiriars, as evervhody knows, is situated

practically em the eoast,
advantage which St.
lack.

There [z no excuse for any Greyfriars
[ellow not being able to swim, or maneuvre
a rowing-hoat. He iz free to spend all his
leisure on the sea, or in the sea, il he
likes.

Some of our most thrilling adventures
have taken place om the sea. Our older
readers may remember the account of the
great dereliet” steamér which came drifting
into Pegz Bay one morning, with not a
soul on board. A party of us took possession
of the vessel, and eventually we dizcovered
a hideous snake—"The Hidden Horror!'—
which war killed after a stern tuszsle.

Coming to more recent times, vou will
recollect the ocecasion when the Greyfriars
cricket eleven went across to Storm Izland
in  rowing-boats, and was takem info
captivity. The island was at that time at
the mercy of & gangZ of looterz and law-
hreakers.

There have been shipwrecks galore off this
particular portion of the Kent coast. Often,
lying awnke on storiny nights, we have heard
the distress signals from out at eea.

As a matter of fact, we have had so many
adventures in connection with the sea that
it would be an ensy matter to devote half
a dozen iasues of the “Greyiriars Herald "
to this thrilling topic. But we must content
ourselves with one; and I hope that this
number, which econtaina a variety of features,
grave and gay. will fully come np to the
expectations of those who have waited for
it g0 long.

. It thus enjoys an
Jim's and KRookwood

e
T e

THE SON OF A
SAILOR!

By Tom Redwing.
IIIHHIIIIHIIIIIIIIIHIIIHHIIIIHIIHHIIH!IIIlIlIIHIIIIIiIHv
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I'm the son of a sailor, brave and bold,
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

VWho satled uncharted =eas [or gold,
Sing. me lads, Yo-ho!

My father used to feel quite frisky

When crossing the ﬁ?'l'{'i? and foaming
Biacay ;

He'd dance on deck, thongh it was risky,
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho|

[ love the sea, fhe swirling sea,
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

A life on the ocean wave for me,
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

[n manner smart and scientific

I'd love to sail the blue Pacihe.

The fun (savs Inky) would be terrifie!
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

Let others fremble on the share,
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

And fear to hear the breakers roar,
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

I'd like to find just where the wind is,

And then g0 Eﬂﬂiﬂg’ to the Indies,

With pirates having fearful shindies,
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

Oh, for the dashing days of Drake!
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

"T'was thrilling then, and no mistake,
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

[ wish I'd been aboard a galley,

Sailing the seas with Walter Raleigh,

(I'm sure we should have been qguile

pally 1)

Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

I'm the son of a sailor, brave and bold,
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

Who went {o sea at twelve vears old,
Sing, me lads, Yo-ho!

And when I leave this school behind me,

Upon the ocean wave you'll find me,

Where sudden sheeis of spray will blind
me.

Sing, me lads, Yoha!

4 spamal # Sneaks’® Number next Monday !

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 781,
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SEASIDE SPORT !

I
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By H. Vernon-Smith
{Sports Editor).
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HE  aunnual fishinz  competition,
otfganised by the Greyfriarz Deep-
se¢a Fishing and Angling Association
had to be abandoned, on accoun

of an unfortunate and distressing calamity.

The Remove fishermen were lined wp op the
jetty at Tegg. fishing away for dear life,

when Billy Bunter, wildly excited at petting

a “bite,” lost his balance and toppled into

the sea. Skinpber craned his neck to see

‘what had become of Bunter, with the result

that he, too, lost his balance and descended

with a mighty splash into the foaming
waters. Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
promptly plunged in to the resene of Bunter,
and Hulstrode and Dick Russell went to the
assistance of Skinner. Both were success-

[ulliy brought ashore; hut it meant that six
juniors were wet through and had to hurry

back to Greyfriars. So the fshing compe-

tition was reluctanily abandoned. It was
all Bunter's fault, Personally, I don’t think
he had a “bite ™ at all,” It was the worm
wriggling on the end of his line that made
him thionk he hz‘lld.'

~

# *

The fisher-Iads of Pege have raiged a fooler
eleven., But they have no ground, so they
play on the foreshore. They ehallenged the
Greyfriars Remove to & mateh, and the
game was played at Pegr on Wednesday
afterncon. Goalposts had been ereeted in
the sand, and the fun was fast and furicuos.
Johnny Bull, plaving at right-back for the
Remove, kicked three foothalls out to sea.
and the outgoing tide bore them far out
of our reach. It was too cold to think of
swimmmg for them, and there wasn't a
boat handy.. Fortunately, we had anticipated
loslng a lot of balls, and we had hrought
half a dozen with us. The fisher-lads put
up a plucky game on their native sands, and
they were leading 2—1 at half-time. In the
second half, however, we adapted ourselves
to the quaint conditions, and pulled the
game right round. eventually winning hy five
koals to three. The scorers were Wharton (2),
Penfold (2), and Nugent (1). We have invited
the lids to play us a return mateh at Grey-
friars. & *

The Greyiriers Regatta will take place
some time in May. Those who possess skiffs
and sailing-hoats are advizsed to start petting
them repaired and repainted in readiness for
this great event. The szehool swimming
sports will be held later in the summer,
Billy Bunter deeclares he is golng to win
every single event. When the time comes,
?nw_ever, he will zuffer from that “sinking "
Jeeling ! * . ¥

By the way, RILLY BUNTER'S BUR-
LESQUES, the comical comedianz, propose
to give an open-air concert on the =ands
round about Eastertide. I am including this
event under the heading of sport, because
it will be great sport to go down and see
this comde performance, and hombard the

tty performers with suitable = missiles.

lease save up your stale eggs for the ocea-
Eion |

=

Plenty of good Su
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? Another great peet speaks grimly of the
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THE MAGIC OF
THE SEA!

By the Headmaster of
Creyfriars.
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0 some people, the sea 15 full of
mystery and terror.  Ta others
it 15 full of magic and romance.
We have the rapturons cory wof

Byron: " And I have loved thee, (lcean ™

-

SE4L S

“MTreacherous 1 calm, and terrible n
storm,

Who zhall put forth on thee,

-[I”fﬂ't'hn}ﬂﬂblﬂ E“.‘"ﬂ. -.'r-_-

To most of us, however, and especially y

Lo young j.err:uiJlf'_. the =ea 1s a tremendous
attraction. In summer 1t is the chuldren’s
paradise,  Thousands and thousands of
ih.i'll']l Tq'.i-ll.l" Thl-'!i]" h'-.ll].idﬂ-}-f‘-:- LR Fu'l“]”llh'-
seaside resorts—at Bnghton and Hast-
ings, at Clacton and Margate, at Tor-
quay and Ilfracombe, at Blackpool and
Searborough.

The chief occupation of this happy
throng of hohiday-makers appears to be
the erecting of sand-castles, with terraces
and turrets, and a deep moat running
around them. Then there are other joys,
such as donkey-rides, paddling, racing
barefooted across the sands, playmg
cricket on those same sands, until the
ball 1s slogged into the sea by some reck-
less batsman. And there are the nigper
minstrels, and the concerts on the per,
and the thousand-and-one other attrac-
tions that make the seaside holiday a
sheer delight. '

It seems rather odd to write of such
things in the month of March. But,
after al!lf if winter comes, can spring be
far hehind? And can summer-time bhe
far behind spring? But a few chort
months, and seaside joys will be renewed.

The sea 13 the nf}dwt thing in exist-
ence. It has been in motion from the
very beginning, The wonder and the
thunder of it, the glamour and the
clamour of it, existed thousands and
thousands of year: ago.

Man now claims to have conguered
the sea; and we have certainly made
?frqat progress since the olden days of
rail  wooden vessels,

-y
ic

: But have we
really conquered the sea® 1 do upt
think so. From time to time there are

terrible shipwrecks, warning us that our
control over the sea 18, after all, limited.
Look at the Titanic, that monster vessel
which was supposed to be able to weaiher
any sea!  Yet 1t went to a terrible
doom, as other great vessels have done
before and since.
But I am stoiking a gloomy note, It
is of the magic of the zea that T set out
to wrife. I guarantee there is no Grey-
friars boy who does not love the broad
expanse of blue water stretching out
beyond Pegg Bay. It 15 a grand thin
to live by the sea—to swim n it, to ﬁaﬁ
on 1t, to fish in its depths,
~And what vast treasure lies concealed
in the bed of the ocean! One can
almost envy the perilous bat romantic
calling of the deep-sea diver. What
thrills he experienves under the ocean !
If I were to attempt to tell of all the
wonders of the deep, T should take up
the whole of this issue. The sea which
contains these wonders is itself one of
the greatest wonders of all time—going
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The boy stood on the burning deck,
Whence all but he had fled ;

Although he failed to keep his feet,
He never lost his head !

He stood amid the fiery Aames,
Hesolved to dare and do;

The quarter-deck was all ablaze,
ITis eyes were blazing, too!

“T'm full of courage!” he. exclaimed,
I do not fear the heat.

But others, though they're
scorched,

Are suffering from cold feet!”

-

simply

The sailors could not do their work,
For they were total wrecks;
And yet the daily tasks were done—

The billows " swept the decks ™

The skipper wasz in preat disiress,
The crisis vexed him sore,

IFor he poszessed a wooden leg,
S0 couldn’t “run ashore ™

The billows battled with the flames,
A thrilling sight to see!

But though the skipper was “ put out,™
The kire refused to be!

There was a earpenter on heard,
A brilhant wheeze he struck ;
Took a screwdriver from his bag,

And then screwed up his pluck !

The youngster on the deck then dived
(A plucky act, T think).

He couldn’t swim a stroke, but then,
His heart refused to sink !

He saw the blazing ship go down,
And deeply mourned her loss:

The billows gambled with him then,
For they played pitch and tess!

That evening, in the nearest port,
Did our young hero sup;
A lifeboat, though it had no hands,

on without change through all the ages. |

Iad promptly picked him up!

pplements in store, boys !

[Supplement ik,
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i OE work ‘of art.” said Tem Brown,

Jielping bimszelf to a toasted mullin,
I “is complete.”

“Eh? What work of art?" asked
George Bulstrode.

“My boat.”

Bulstrode regarded his  study-mate in
wonder. %o did the other occeupant of the
study—Peter Hazeldeue,

“Do you mean to =ay you've made a boat,
Browny?" exclaimed Bulstrode.

“Yes!"

“What =ort of a hoat—a gravy-boat?”
aszked Hazel humorouszly.

“No, a rowing-boat. She's a beauty. I've
christened her the Pride of Pegg. I've heen
working on her all the winter, and 1've Kept
it a secret.”

“Where are you geing to launch the thing
—ijn one of the puddles in the Cloze?” asked
Bulstrode.

Tom Brown glared.

“She jan't a midget hoat,” he said.
a full-sized one.”

“Why do you refer to it as *she "!" said
Hazel. “A boat doesn’t bclong to the
feminine gender.” .

“Aga! A& hoat is alwavs called *she.” It's
a way they have in the Navy.”

“ﬂh I‘ll‘

“1 shall wait tilk the paint’s dry. and then
launch her,” said Tom Brown. *“The great
event will take place to-morrow aiternoon,
most likely. Yon fellows coming down 1o
Pepe to see it?"

Bulstrade and Hazel nodded.

“Wa'll bring a life-caving apparatus with
us,” said the fbrmer.

“Why?" demanded Tom Brown.

“ Because the blessed hoat's bound to he
nnseaworthy, and we ghall have to rescuae
you from a watery grave.”

Tom Brown gave a snort, and went on
with hiz tea. And the subject of the boat
was dropped.

The following afternoon waz a half-holiday,
and the launching of the Pride of Pepsz duly
took place. Seven fellows witnessed the
operation—the Famous Five of the Kemove,
and Bulstrode and Hazeldene.

Tom Brown’s boat. was a beauty. Nobody
had ever suspected the New Zealand junior
of heing a boat-builder. He had done his
work in secret, and he seemed to have done
it well. Tom Brown explained that he had
made everything except the oars, These he
had purchased.

Harry Wharton & Co. had helped to carry
the boat down to Pegg Bay. And it was now
ready to be launched.

“Anyhody care to come aboard as
paseenger?’ asked Tom Brown, stepping into
the boat.

=3 will,” =aid Bob Cherry. “Luckily, I
inzured my life yesterday.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Boh got into the boat, and the rest of
the juniors pushed her off. The sea was as
smooth as a millpond. Tem Brown wielded
the oars, and the Pride of Pegg cleaved the
blue waters in fine style, .

Bulstrode threw a ginger-heer hottle alter
the boat., He explained that this was part
of the ceremony.

Tom Brown rawed out to sea, to a diztance
of about five hundred yards.

Then he returned at a leisurely pace.

“ghe's a beauty!” he said, with the pride
of a craftsman. “Best boat on the beach,
bar none!™

“Bhe certainly seems all right,” said Bob
(Cherry, stepping out of the hoat. *“But then,
anythiog would float on a sea like this.”

“ Are yon suggesting that the Pride of Pegg

“She's

Supplcment i)

wouldn't weather a storm?”  zaid Tom

Brown.

“Well, T shouldn’t care to be out in her
when there was a squall on,” said Bob
Cherry ecandidly, “It stapds to reason,

rowny, that vou haven't the experience cf
a professional boat-builder, and there must
e some faw: somewhere.”

“Find them ! ehallenged Tom Brown.

Bob Cherry shrugged his shouldoers,

“A rough sea would find out the weall spot
quickly enough,” he said.

The boat bhaving been beached,
ciarried into the bdathouse closze by,

“T =ay, Browny,” said Bulstrode. = Will
vou let Hazel and me unse your boat whenever
wie like?"”

“Eh? Certainly not!™

“Why not?"

“Becaunse, when 1 told you about my boat
at tea yesterday, you both sueered at it.”

“It wag only our fun,” zaid Hazel.

“Well, I'm pot letting my boat out to
anybody. It's for the exclusive use of the
owner. Call it =elfish of me, if you like, hat
after all, T made the thing. Besides, i it
happens to capsize in a storm, as Bob Cherry
seems to think, npobody will suffer but
myself."”

it was

> - - Figas
i N :

In changing places the juniors nearly
capsized the boal.

Bulstrode and Hazeldene were annoyved at
Tom Brown's refusal to let them use his boat.
They discussed the matter on their way back
to Greyfrinra, and they planned to come down
to Pegg Bay after tea, borrow the boat with-
out permission, and row over to Storm lsland.
It struek them as being rather a good adven-
ture. They knew an old fisherman from whom
a key of the boathouse could be obtained.

Tom Brown would have had several sorts of
a fit had he kpown that hiz two study-mates
had designs on the Pride of Pegg. But he
did not know.

The two juniors proceeded to Pegg Bay
after tea. Having obtained the key of the
hoathouse, they took possession of the Pride
ucl; Pegg, and ran her down to the water's
edge.

The sea was not so smooth as it had been
earlier in the afternoon. There was a slight
swell on.

“We ought to get over to Storm Island by
the time it gets dark,” said Bulstrode. "1t
will mean coming back in the dark, but 1'm
not funky, if you aren't.”

“Not at all. It will be rather a lark!™
eaid Hazel, “I'm simply bursting to test
Brown's hoat.” :

Fun and mirth every Monday !

By

"MARK LINLEY -

- “Then you can take the first turn at row-
ing. I1'H relieve you when you get fagged.’™
The two jupiors clambered nto the boat.
Hazel rowed vigorously, and Bulstrode,
comfortably zeated om a cushioned =eat,
watched hiz epergetic companion. Hagel was
quite 0 good oarsman. '
“Well, what do you think of her?”
Butlstrode at length.
“Not so bad,” said Hazel.

asked

“She ocuts

thronzh the water at a decent pace.  But
I shouldn't care to be out in her in a
really rough sea.”

“Nor 1,7 said Bulztrodde.

The shore wus soon left far hehind, and

a tiny speck appeared in the opposite direc-
tion. This was Storm lzland.

The juniors had hoped to reach the island
before dusk  fell, But their hopes were
swiltly shattered.

Duarkness came on with appalling sudden-
nes2. And with the datkness eame a tem-
pest. The waters were lashed into foam, and
the Pride of Yegg swayed drunkenly from
side to side.

Hazeldene turned pale,

“]—I don’t like the look of this,” he
faltered. “Hadn't we better turn haek?”

Bulstrode nodded. -

“T'H take the oars,” he muttered.

In chanzing places the juniors very nearly
capsized the boat. It was a terrifying
moment. But the vessel righted itsell ofter
lurching violently to one side; and then NBnl-
strode, a more muscular fellow than bis
companion, pulled herd towards the suore.

Progress was painfully slow, Tom Brown's
haat was hehaving very badly in- the rough
gea. It seemed a frail eceklezhell, uvtterly
unfitted to do battle with the angry waves
which buffeted it on either side.

A sadden shower of spray rushed iato the
juniors' faces, Then came another, and still
another: and the =ea all around was liks a
raging cauldron.

“ Heaven help us!” panted HWaxcl, white
to the lips. * We zhall never get out of this
alive!™

George Bulstrode said nothing. . He wanted
all his breath. He was rowing like a Her-
cules, hiz face grim-set,

It was impossible to see the share owing
to the intense darkness, but the juniors
knew that it was still a long way off.

Bulatrode's armsz began to  ache; his
strength fagged. e waz compelled to rest
for a moment on his oars, and as he did
c the hoat was carried up om to the ecrest
of o giant breaker, and then sent hurtling
down into a valley of fosm.

Turning his head. Bulstrode peered in vain
for 4 glimpse of the shore. Something like
a soh escaped him.

“We're lost!” he muttered.
size at any moment.”

Hazel was too terrified to anawer. '

Bulstrode suddenly raised a cry for help.
He had little hope of its being heard. Buat.
o the joy of the juniors, it was answered

y a4 thunderous: * Ahoy, there!” And the
Pege lifeboat, manned by -a crew of hardy
fizhermen, came speeding over the dark
waters.

Bulstrode and Hazeldene were rescued hy
means of a rope, and Tom Brown's boat was
taken in tow by the lifehoatmen.

It seemed as if a miracle had happened.
But the explanation of the rescue was Very
simple. RBilly Bunter had followed Bulstrode
and Hazel to Pegg, in order to spy upan
their movements. Heé had seen them zet out
to sca in the Pride of Pegg, and as so0cn
as the storm broke he gave the alarm, for
once showing commendable presence of mind.

On their return to Greyfriars Bulstrode and
Hazel related their terrible experience. They
apologised to.Tom Brown for having used
his boat without permission. = But Browny
was not apgry. He was only too relieved
to kgﬂw that his study-mates were eafe and
pOUNA,

“She'll cap-

TAE END.
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SEA-DOG!

b Y . i
ﬁ\ By Billy Bunter.
%fa‘:ﬂ:—*& B e e

I AM as much at home on the sca as
on terror firmer.

: Not many fellows can say thai.

Most of them are landlubbers, and

when they take a boat out on the River
sark, or get ducked at the school foun-
lain. they become seasick.
- When we sailed to the Congo a few
months back, I was the only member of
the party who escaped sea-sickness, or,
as the French call it, mall demur. I was
the only person on board who sat down
1o a meal of roast pork while we were
passing through the Bay of Bisky. All
the others were hanging over the rail of
the i-deck, and they weren't & seedy !

I am a born sailor. 1 beleeve T st

" be a direct dessendant of Bir Francis
Raleigh or SBir Walter Drake, those
gullant  sea-dogs who destroyed the
Spannish Armader at the Battle of Tra-
falgar.

Of corse, I have my own boathousa on
the beach at Pegg, and my own private
motor-boat and racing yoit. (None of
the Gereyfriars fellows have over seen
them, but they are there all right.) The
motor-boat 1s called the Btraggler,
bekawse it can’'t keep up. And the yott
has been chrissened the Bonnie Bessie,
after my sister. She is very speedy. 1
forget how many knotts an hour she
does, bul it runs into thowsands. 1 often
pop over to Cally (that's in France, youn
know), on a %-holliday, and get back to
Greyfriars by locking-up time. {You are
giving your imagination full rein this
week, Billy, and no mistake '—Ed.)

As a swimmer I have no sooperior. Do
you recollect the occasion when I won
the long-distance swimming race lasl
summer? (No, we don't'—FEd.) Do you
remember when I saved the lives of 3
shipwrecked crew in Pegg Bay one
stormy winter night? (Again our
momories are at fault'—Ed.) Swim?
‘Why, 1 could swim the Channel with
ease, only I don’t konsidder it worth my
wile.

I hold lots of medals and diplomers
from the al Life-saving Soeciety as
the rezzuit of many gallant eggsploits on
my part. The number of hyes I zave
every summer is remarkable. I have
quite lost count. (Add six to four, then
take away ten, and it will give you the
right number |—Ed.)

When I grow up I eggspect I shall join
the: Navy. Not as an A.B., of corse.
Such an idea would never enter mv Y Z,
I shall join as a midshipmate, and work
my way up the ladder—(vou mean the
rigging !'—Ed.)—until I become field-
marshal of the Fleet. When that happy
day dorns they will have to alter that
famous verse m “H.M.S8. Pinafore * so
that it will run thus:

b

k

FOver the bright blue sea

" Comes Sir William Bunter, K.(C.B,
Wherever he may go,
Bang, bang! the loud nine-pounders

g“ !I‘!

I must now buck up and finnish, as 1
have prommised to take my miner
Sammy out for a sail in the Bonnia
Bessie. (I expect the Bonnie Bessie, if
it exiats, is merely a “tub,” like your-
golf | —Ed.)

Laugh and grow fat.

Tae MAGXET LIBRARY.—No. T87.

'By accident, did tread on me.

ODE TO AN EXPIRING
JELLYFISH !
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As T was walking on the shore
This afternoon, at half-past four,
I saw a shocking sight, alack!

A jellvfish upon ita back,

It lay there shivering on the beach,
I thought I heard a feeble screech.
" How did vou get in this posish?”
I asked the little jellyfish,

“I'm dying was the faint reply,
" Kind stranger, let me tell you why.
Ome of the toilers of the sea,

“He was a sturdy fisher lad,

And great gigantic boots he had !

I tried to wriggle clean away,

But I was squashed; and here I lay.”

“What is your last expiring wish?”
I asked the little jﬂlljﬁ£

"' Please dig a tiny grave for me,
Four inches and a half by three.”

I borrowed then an infant's spade,
And, sobbing softly, I'm afraid,

[ deftly dug that tiny grave
Beside the melancholy wave.

“Bay, will you want an epitaph ?”
The jellyfish replied, * Not half!
Write me a really good one, Toddy,
That will appeal to everybody.”

He then expired uﬁon the shingle,
The salt spray with my tears did mingle.
Oh, bitter, burning tears 1 shed,

And laid him gently in his bed,

Reader, if you should walk, I beg,
Upon the silent shore of Pegg,

Pray pause and read (but do not laugh)
The jellyfish's epitaph.

“Here lieth, at his own desire,

Jeremy Jellyfish, Esquire.

Who from this world did have {o scoot,
Slain by a fisher’s heavy boot !I"
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SEASIDE |
SENSATIONS! °

By William Winkle.

L SR S S

REBIDE on the winkle-beds, off the
coast of Pegg., I am quite an
elderly member of the winkle
tribe, having been born for many

years. In fact, my fellow-winkles call
me “ Beaver ! : '

It is rather curious that T have never
vet been caught and boiled and eaten
with & pin., The fact is, over half my
shell 15 buried in the sand, and those
who come winkle-catching (a eruel and
barbarous form of sport) always overlook
me,

Peeping out of my shell, T have scen
many thrilling and sensational sighis
during the last vear or two.

[ saw the Greyfriars Swimming Sports
last summer, and thoroughly enjoyed
them. I consider Mark Linley to be the
linest swimmer in the Remove, though
Harry Wharton runs him close,

I well remember the occasion when
Mr, Prout came down to bathe early in
the morning, and somebody walked off
with hiz clothes while he was in the
water. Poor old Prout had to berrow a
suit of oilskins from one of the ancient
fishermen, and I can imagine the hilarity
at Greyfriars when the master of the
Fifth turned up in hefty sea-boots!

I also remember the occasion when
Billy Bunter finished first in a SWIHnMIng
race. Kverybody was astounded. They
had never regarded the fat junior as n
Burgess or a Captain Webb. But it
came out afterwards that Bunter had had
& rope tied round his waist, and that
Skinner had hauled him along from a
boat, Needless to state, both Bunter
and Skinner got it 1n the neck !

I have witnessed many exciting rescnes
from sinking ships; and I especially
remember the occasion when Harry
Wharton swam out in a rough sea to &
foundering vessel. He took his life in
{_li?lhanda, but he won through success-
LY. ;

We have quite a nice time of it on the
winkle-beds; but most of my old pals
have long since been gathered and boiled
and devoured. Why people should eat
winkles I can’t for the life of me
unagine. Sheer cannibalism, I ecall it!

The narrowest escape I ever had was
when Dicky Nugent, Gatly, and Myers
came winkle-catching one afternoon.
Young Nugent caught sight of me, and
exclaimed: ‘“Here's a big fat one, you
fellows!” Then (Gatiy perceived that the
tide was coming in fast, and that the trio
were in danger of being cut off. As it
was, they had to wade to the shore, and
in - the circumstances Dicky Nugent
didn’t stop to pick me up,

I suppose I shall be f&tahered, sooner or
later, and boiled, and then punctured
with a pin. It's an appalling prospect.

But it's no use being pessimistic. 1
may survive for many years yet, until I -
can c¢laim to be the oldest winkle on the
Kent coast.

But stay! T see three fags advancing
towards the winkle-beds. They are
Tubb, Paget, and Bolsover minor., I
must retire into the recesses of my shell,
and trost to luck that I sha'm't be
noticed. Haven't these kidd a better
way of spending a half-holiday than to
come winklé-catching ?

Oh, what a life!

Read the MAGNET.
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Stories featuring Ferre rs ILccke appear only

BUNTER'S LATEST!

{Continned from page 12}

in that mood, it evidently was not a
langhing matter !

“Bunter ! You will
lessons this morning,”
“Inetead of doing so, you will proceed
to Friardale, and call on Dr. Pillbury,
and acquainf him with what has hap-
pened.”

“Yes, sir!” leaped joylully to
Bunter's lips; but very fortunately he
suppressed it i time. He jumped up.

*You will bring back a written report
on your condition from Dr, Pillbury,”
said the Remove master. ' You may go,
Bunter,”

And Bunter went.

The fat junior seemed to be walking on
" mir, as he rolled out nto the passage.

“1 say, Billy—"

Bunter started, His minor was linger-
ing in the corrdor, DBunter made him
s sign of caution,

“Has it worked " breathed Sammy.

Bunter winked,

“You're let off Tersons?”

Anaother wink.

*Oh, my bat ! said Sammy.
are you off to now?"”

“Poctor " whispered Dumb Bunter,
“A walk won't hurt me! DBeiter than
grinding Latm, what? He, he, he! I
can stuff up old Pillbury ull mght. He
can’t make me talk if 1 don’t want 10,

“He, he, he "

“Mum’s the weord,” breathed Billy
Bunter,

“¥You
Sammy.

“That's all right—later!”

Billy Bunter rolled away, and rolled
out joyfully into the sunshine of the
quadrangle. Sammy Bunter stared after
him, with a thoughtful wrinkle in his
 fat brow, and then turned and rolled
away slowly to the Second Form room,
Great thoughts were working in the

werful intellect of Bunter minor of the
gﬁmnd Form.

not take part in
said Mr, Quelch,

“Where

owe me a bch!” hbreathed

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Sammy, Tco !
BR. TWIGG. the masler of the
Second  Form, lanced at

Sammy Bunter as he came in,

He motioned him to his place
without speaking, however; apparently
being uninterested in whatever was the
maiter with Bunter major of the Re-
move., Sammy went to his place, which
was between Nugent minor and Gaity.
The first or A declension was still goin
strong in the Becoud Form room; an
by means of a chalk and a blackboard,
}fri Twigg was demonstrating to his
hopeful pupils that the lengith or other-
wize of a final vowel made all the differ-
ence between a dative and an ablative
case. Mr, Twigg, making the vowel
short, apprised his pupils that by such
means the vocative case became visible
to the naked eye—being thuse identical in
formn with the nominative, but quite
- different from the ablative, and not on
speaking terms, as it weve, with the geni-
tive or the dative.

The fags watched My, Twigg's per-
furmancee with the chalk, with a flatter-
ing air of interest. They were only
airaid that he would begin to talk; they
‘greatly preferred him chalking to tatk-
ing. The drawback was, that he
expected them to derive instruction from

hig chalking ; and to remembey it. Which,
of course, was expecting too much.

Mr. Twigg's back being {ortunately
turned, Di{rEy Mugent was able to
whisper to Bunter minor on a topic more
interesting than noune of the first or A
declension. :

“What's the matter with vour {fat
major, Sammy?”’

Sammy Bunter did not answer.

- “Too much brekker?” whispered
Gatty, from the other side.

No reply.

““Has he burst in the Form-room?”
inquired Myers in a thrilling whisper of
intense interest.

'There was a chuckle among the fags.
Still Bunter minor did mot speak; but
Mr. Twigg turned round and frowned,

The fags were eilent again at once.
They hoped fervenily that Mr. Twigg
would go on chalking. They would have
been glad to see him chalk the first or A
declension from start to finish, and
follow it up with the second or U
declension—which would have seen them
through nicely to the end of the lesson.
But Mr. Twigg was never so obliging as
all that, '

“ Bunter !” he said.

Bammy drew a deu%‘hremh.

He knew that his Form master was
going to begin on him. lle was
expected to know what those little wiggles
on the blackboard meant. He didn’t
know—having been told aonly a few
hundred times. And 1t was all rot any-
way, in Bunter minor’s valuable opinion.

He rose to his feet, screwing his cour-
age to the st-icl-;inlg point, What had
succeeded in the Hemove room ought
to be a success in the Second ¥Form room,
Sammy Bunter considered, especially as
it was well known that “old Twigg” was
not nearly so ‘““downy " as ‘' old Quelch.”

1f Mr. Quelch had been taken in, it
ought to be merely child’s play to take
in Mr. Twigg. And if a duffer like
Bunter major had succeeded, a clever
chap like Bunter minor ought to suc-
ceed hands down.

S0 DBunter minor counsidered, at all
events, Instead of speaking, therefore,
he pointed a fat finger to his mouth,

Mr. Twigg, however, having turned
to the blackboard again, did not sec
that gesture. He raised his pointer to
the board.

“Now, Bunter minor, you will read
carefully what I have written here.
Have you read it?”

Mr. Twigg paused, like Brutus, for a
reply. But, like Brutus again, he
paused in vain, There was no reply.

He glanced round sharply.

“To you hear me, Bunter minor?”

FEvidently Bunter minor heard. But
he did not answer, He pointed to his
menth.

Mr. Twigg, utterly unaware that
dumbness attacked the Bunter family
occasionally, blinked at him blankly.

“Bunter !” he exclaimed,

The fags were all staring at Bunter
minor. They were as astonished as
Mr. Twigg.

Sammy Bunter felt an mward quake.
But he held on. ' Anything, even the
risk of a licking, was better than trying
to concentrate his fat mind upon the
firet or A declension of Latin nouns.

*“1s anything the matter with yon,
Bunter minor?"” exclaimed the amazed
master of the SBecond.

Nod from Sammy.

o ‘::r;ihat is it? Are you il177”

“Upon my word, what is the matter
with you?"

Still Bunter minor did not rpeak.
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Being dumhb, he could not very well
explain what was the matter by word of
mouth. The most unsuspicious Form
master would scarcely have been con-
vinced,

Bunter minor had to explain some-
how, however. So he came oul before
the Form, and picked up the chalk My,
Twigg had laid down,

“Bunter——"" stuttered Mr., Twigp.

Sfammy Bunter chalked on the black-
board, under the Form  master's
demenstration of case-endings . the
firet or A declension :

UIME DUM.”

Bunter minor's spelling varied a liitie
from his major's, as well as from the
spelling of common individuals,

Having stated his case, Bunter minor
blinked at his Form master, with 8%
pathetic an expression as he couid
muster,

Mr, Twigg siood rooted to the floor.

At times, when he found insiructicn
too heavy a burden to be borne, Bammy
Bunter, like hiz major, was given io
dodges. He had tried toothache, head-
aches, and other sorts of aches and pains
—sometimes with suecess, oftener with-
out. But he had never dreamed before
of going to such a length as this—never
till he was spurred on to emulafion by
the striking success of his major,

“Dumb !” murmured Nugent minor.
“My only hat! Does he think Twiggy
will swallow that!"

“8illy ass !" whispered Gatty.
though, o 1t works—"

The fags watched eagerly.

“Upon my word !"” gasped Mr. Twigg
at last. “Js it your meaning, Bunter,
that yon cannot speak 1™

Nod from Sammy.

“What iz the cause of this?”

A shake of the head indicated that
Sammy was not acquainted with the
cause,

“1 cannot understand this,” said Mr. -
Twigg. *“I can scarcely believe, Bunter
minor, that you would attempt to deceive
me by an unfounded statement of such
gravity.”

“He doesn't know fatty, does he?”
murmured Gatty; and there was a sup-
pressed chuckle among the fags.

“In a word, Bunter minor, fan yon
or can you not speak?” demanded Mr,
Twigg.

Another shake of the head.

“Upon my word! Yon may take your
ceat for the present, Bunter minor.”

Sammy Bunter rolled back to his place.

He would have preferred being rent
ont, of the Form-room likd his major.
Still, he had escaped the first or A declen-
sion. That was something.

“You awful spoofer!”
Nugent minor.

Sammy winked.

“Nugent minor !

“1 zav,

whispere:d

“Oh, yes, sir!” leaped to Nugent
minor’s lips, But he stopped _ just in
time,

He stood up, silent,

Tt had “worked,” as Gatty put it; and
Bunter minor having got out of the
lesson by becoming dumb, Dieky Nugent
#did not see why he should not follow =0
noble an example. He hated first or A
declensions quite as much as Sammy
Dunter did,

“Do you hear me, Nugent minor 1"

Dicky Nugent pointed at his month,
Mr. Twigg, staring at him in amazement,
realised dazedly that he had amother
dumb pupil to deal with.

The fags looked on breathlessly. Gatly
and Myers, all the Beeond, in fact, were

Stott runs away from the school—next weck !
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18 ‘“ Hallo, hallo,

prepared 1o ve as dumb as oysters, In
their turn, if it * worked."”

Theix hopes rose high. If this dodge
worked, a vole of tha:ﬁm was clearly due
to S8ammy Bunter. - He would have
earned the heartfelt gratitude of the
whole IForm.

- Unfortunately for the hopes of the
Second, it did not work, Mr, Twigg
stared blankly at Nugent minor for a
fow seronds., Then he picked up his
cane,

_ri “Nugent minor, stand ont before the
class ™

Nugent minor walked out, still hoping
for the best, though assailed by dark
doubts and misgivings at the sight of the
cane,

“Now, Nugent minor, let that challk
alone——"

But Nugent minor, feeling that he was
bound to explain, seized the chalk and

chalked on the board :
“SORRY, SBIR. I'M DUMB.”

“Ah!" said Mr. Twigg. *“ It appears
that this complaint is infectious—a fact
hitherto unknown to scicnce, Nugent
vunor. [ shall now proceed to ascertain,
Nugent minor, whether your staterment
13 well-founded. Hold out your hand.”

Dicky Nugent looked dismayed.

*“ Do you hear me, Nugent minor? Or
are vou deaf as well as dumb?” inguired
Mr. Twigg with gentle sareasm.

Nugent minor held out his hand,

Swish !

“If you think your punishment already
sufficient, Nugent minor, you may say
50, "

Nugent minor did not speak.

“Yery well. Hold out your hand
again, '’

Swish !

1 shall continue {o cane you, Nugent
minor, untd you inform me that vou

consider the punishment sufficient., Hold
out vour hand "
“Oh!" gasped Nugent minor. *“That

—1that's enough, sir!"
“Ah! You can speak, T observe.”
“Ye-e-es, sir " gasped the unfortunate

Theky.

“You were attempting to decoive me,

Nugent minor ' '
“0Ob. no, sir!”

“ Do vou dare to aflirm that

i you really
wers dumb, Nugent minor :

L ]
arm  the

hallo! Are yn:i ! receiving * the splendid -

“ Nunno, sir.”

“Then what did yon mean?” thun-
dered Mr. Twigg. .

“T—1I mmeant to—to cut the lesson,
pir!”  groaned Dicky Nugent. “Oh
dear !” _

That candid confession seemed to dis-
incensed Mr. Twigg.  He
smiled slightly, and dismissed Nugent
minor to his place.

The Becond Form continued to wrestls
with the first or A declension, without
the slightest symptom of dumbness
appearing in any member of the Form
beside Sammy Bunter. Nugent minor's
experiment had convinced the fags that
it was “‘no go.” Dicky Nugent reflected
bitterly that there was no such thing as a
Form master who understood fair plavy,
But he was very careful not to be dumb
when Mr. Twigg called on him again.

He found a slight solace in hacking
Sammy Bunter's fat shins under the
desk, And as Dicky Nugent allowed
himself this comfort, Bunter minor very
nearly uttered a well that would have
been astoniehing, proceeding from a
dumb fag. Fortunately, he restrained 1t.

Mr. Twigg glanced at Bunter minor
sevoral tirnes that morning 1n a puzzled
end dubious way,; but Sammy remained
untroubled by the first or A, ar any other
declension, and he was feeling quite
merry and bright when the Becond Form
were at lasi dizmissed,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
One Too Many !
ARRY WHARTON & 0. were
H smiling when they came oul of
the Remove Form room, Bunler
had not yet returned—appar-
enily he was taking his time on his visit
to the school doctor at Friardale. Some
of the Removites walked down to the
gates to loock for Bunter, the Famous.
Five among them. They thought it pro-
bable that DBunler would roll in as soon
as he knew that morming lessons were
over; and they were right., Bunter was
already in sight, and a crowd of grinning
faces greeted him as he rolled in at the
rales,
“Sull dumb?” reared Cherry.
Burnter nodded,
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rgraml story of Harry Whar

*What does the medical johnny say ™
inguired Frank Nugent. .
Bunter held up a sealed envelope.
“You can't speak?’’ asked Wharton.
A shake of the head.
“First-aid required again,” remarked
Rkinner. * Where's Bolsover?”
“Ha, ha, ha'”
Bolsover major came running up, anl
Billy Bunter dodged and fled. He di:l

| not want any more of Bolsover major's

frst-aid.

“After him!" velled Skinnper,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter fled for the shelter of
the Bchool House, with Bolsover major
on hizs irack. BSnoop came down the
steps and headed him off. Bunter
caught sight of Wingate of the Sixth in
the guadrangle, and rushed towards him
for protection,

Wingate glanced round, and Bolsover
major slackened down.

**Hallo, bullying again, Bolsover??
asked the captain of Greylriars.
| {“ h;uu:nn!" rasped ]iugmvur

“Bolsover vasz only going to help
Bunter ! said Skinner, coming up.

“Help hun ! rjopeated Wingate,

“Yes; Bunter's dumb—"

“Dumb!" roared Wingate.

“Yes. Bolsover cured him last night, .
simply by rapping bhis head on the
table,” explained Skinner. * Bunter's
speech came back at once.”

“Oh, really, Skinper— "

““Hallo, hallo, halle!”
Cherry. “It's come back again!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

_ Bunter shut his mouth hard. Really,

it was a difhcult business to * keep it

up.” The proverb declares that a certain

class of persons should have good

memories. Bunter belonged to that class

of persons, but he was not blessed with
a good memory. It was a handicap.

Wingate stared at the Owl of the
Remove.

“What's ithis silly game?” he asked.

No answer, i

“ 8o you're dumb, arc vou ¥t asked the
prefect,

Bunter nodded,

" But vou've jusi ssoken !V
Wingate,

“1 forgot——-"

i i '.IFhut‘:rH

“1I—1 mean——

“He forgot he was dumb!” roared
Bob Cherry. “Chap can’t be expected
to remember little things like that.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

major,

t-?{:-tﬁiu:ﬂd

¥

“You young asi,” exclaimed Wingate,
langhing. ““You'd betier stop playing
the fool, Bunter.”

*You—youn see, I—[——

“Cut off I said Wingate; and Bunter
was glad cnough to cut off. Rolsover
major was not venturing to chase him
again with Wingate's eve of authority
upon him.

The Ow!l of {he Remove rolled into
the School House, A crowd of the
Remove fellows followed him in, keenly
interested. Dunter's remarks, as a rule, .
were noft considered very worthy of
aftention ; bui thev had a certain amount
of interesi mow that he was “dumb.”
The fellows wpndered, too, what would
happen when Mr, Quelch discovered
beyond doubt that it was spoof, as he
was bound to do before long. Indeed, it
was very probable that the letler Bunter
had brought from Dr. Pillbury contained
an official statement that Bunter was not
dumb at all.  “ Stuffing up ' the medical
gentleman was probably a more diffieull
task than™ William George DBunter
supposed, ;

ton & Co. !

roared Bob
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Bammy Bunter met hiz major in the
hall, with half a dozen pgrinning fags
round him. The SBecond Form appeared
as interested in Sammy as the Remove
were in Billy. The Bunters, in {aet,
were hoth quite in the limelight now,

*“Know what's hﬂ]'l-I'H_‘IJFd in  vyour
minor, DBunter major? velled Dhicky
Nugent,

Bunter did not reply, being dumb, bt
he blinked ]llt]llll‘lllg]:'f at Sammy, ex-
pecting an explanation from that fat
vouth, But DBunter minor, being dumb,
too, did not offer cone.

“He's dumb !’ chortled Gatty.

“"."I|r'1:‘:.'a.t.?'j exclaimed Harry Wharton.

Dumb!” yelled Bob Cherry,
“Bammy, too!” -*-hlmhul Frank
Nugent, ** Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I{’s catchin’,
Lord Mauleverer.

“He got out of the lesson,” said Dhcky
Muogent indignantly, T tried o on, and
Twigg gave me three whacks.”

“You young rascal!” said Frank.

“Well, fair play’s a jewel,” said Dicky.
“Why should Sammy get out of the
lezson and not me¥”

Billy Bunter gave his minor a furious
blink. Bunter was not bright, but he
was bright enough to see that this claim
on the part of his minor gave the hhu;
thing an air of improbability, He opened
"his hips to tell Sammy what he thought

by gad: ™ Ejaf-t;]aiL-nE

of him, but remembering that he was
dumb, closed them again,

“8o they're both dumb!™ chuckled
RBob Cherry. “HSammy must have
a.-auhrht it when he came into our Form.
TOOMm.

“Ha, ha, ha!’

“Has B:Hy gr::t it, too?"” exclaimed
Dicky T"nigent in wonder, * Oh, my hat !
So that's 1t!"”

“That’s 1t 1" chortled Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter rolled away, not pleased,
for once, with the limelight he was re-
ceiving. Sammy Bunter followed him,
Sammy had been promised a reward for
bearing witness in his major’s case, and
Sammy had not forgotten thai Impmmm
circumstance, if his major had. The {wo
Bunters left a crowd of fellows behind,
howling with merriment. After Billy
Bunter bad become dumb, the dumbness
of Sammy gave the thing the finishing
touch, as it were.

Bunter rolled into the deserted
R;—nmve Form 1oom, and his minor
followed him in. DBunter slammed the

door u.np;n]v and turned on Sammy, his
eves glistening with wrath behind his
spectacles,

“You voung iwdint ! he hissed.

“Oh, draw 1t mild ! zaid SBammy.

“You've spoiled ihe whole thing!”
howled Bunter. “How': anybady p’mnp’
to believe that I'm dumb and von, too "

“Well, if 1t runs in the family—"
urged Sammy. .

“¥You young- fathead !”

“Lock here, if yvou're dumb, I'm jolly
well dumb, too,” said Sammy Buntor
warmly. “You got off morning classes.
S0 did I. That's fair.”

“1t makes 1t look fishy, vou ass !™

“Oh, rot! Now, look here, T want my
bob, You owe me a bob——"

** Bton growled  Bunter. “1
thought 1t would pan out better. Those

beasts gave a lot of money to that shabhy
old hmmde}' just because he was dumnb.
They won't even lend me any, though 1
should settle up nnmndmtelj my paostal-
order came. I-

Bunter broke off as the Formn-room
door opened. Skinner looked in with a
cheery grin, and several 1untors were at

hiz back,

g "

a ik ‘--"ul'.‘
.-l‘l-l.:h *'__

declares that he

““1 have sent for you, Bunter minor,”* said Mr. Quelch.
has become dumb.”’
“Boo-hoo !’ howled Sammy, digging his fat knuekles into his eyes. ** Poo-oor
Has it come on at last 2’

“ Your brother

““Boo~hoo ! ' *“*Wha-at !l "

(See Chapter 9.)

old B-B-E-Billy!
“Go it!” he said. “You were saying
that—"".
“{Go 1t !" chorused the juniors. ** Ila,
ha, ha!”

Bunter major and minor glared at ihe
hilarious erowd. But the chortling died

away suddenly as a severe voice was
heard 1n the corridor.

“Is Bunter here?"

Mr. Quelch came through the crowid
of juniors, and Mr. Twigeg came with
kim. The two Form masters entered the

Remove room, and the two Bunters ex-
changed vneasy glances,

“Ah! You are here, Bunter.” sauld
Mr. Quelch, with a grim lock at the
Ow!l of the Bemaove.

“And vou are here, Bunter minor!™
zaid Mr, Twigg with equal zeverity.

Bunter major held out the letter he
had brought from Dr, Pillbury. Mr,
Queleh took it, opened it, glanced at it,
and passed it to Mr. Twigg. The Second
Form masicr looked at 1t and frowned,

Harry Wharton & Co. looked on, 1n
silenice now., From the expressions of
tha two masters, they judged that the
end of Bunter's hapless spoof was near
at hand,

Not Dumb !
meaorning, Bunter, you attempted

UNTER !
Silence.
to make me believe that you had become
dumb,”’

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
“In the Form-rocmn this
Billy Bunier jerked his chalk out of

his waistcoat pocket, On the lid of a
desk lie wrote:
“YES, 8IR.”
Alv. Quelch compressed his lips.
“I doubted your statement very
stronglv, Bunter. The bare possibility

of 1ts truth, however, prevented me from
acting hastily. It now appears that
immediately vour munor returned to lus
Form-room he affected to be -Lul'fEHng
from the same affliction, 1[1‘ T\H not
aware of what had passed in this %Drma

ropom, allowed himsell to be imposzed
upon,”

SBammy Bunter quaked inwardly. Billy
Bunter gave hinn a ferocious blink.

Evidently Sammy had spoiled it all!

“That such an affliction- might have
fallen upon you, Dunter, was barely
possible ! resumed NMr. Quelch. * But
that such an affliction should fall simul-
tanecusly upon your brother would be a
most extraordinary comncidence.”

“Most extraordinary!” snopped My,
Twigg.

“ As soon as the matter was mentioned
between Mr, Twigg and myself, we both
realised that we had to do with a very
impudent attempt a deception I went on
""an| Quelch in his most awful tones,

“Most impudent!” supplemented Mr.
Twigg.

“T1i_1s obvious, DBunter,
minor took his cue from you,” sawd Mr.
Quelch, “'The natural inference is, that
you had prepared this seheme in advance

with Samuel Bunter.”

Billy Bunter suppressed his feelings.
At -that moment he yearned to bestow
npon his hopelul minor a most brotherly
kicking.

i E-r*

that your

Pillbury states in this leiter,

Humour, fragedy, and pathos skilfully woven by Frank Richards |
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Bunter, that there is Tmi.]ﬁng} whalever
the matter with you, and that in his

opinion you are gulty of an impudent
pretence.”

Bunter jumped. Apparently  the
“stuffing-up” of the medical gentleman
had not been wholly a success,

But Bunter did not give up hope yet.
He had recourse to his chalk and the
lid of a desk.
“I'M DUMM. IT'S ORFUL.”
You may throw away that chalk,

unter,” said Mr., Quelch grimly.
“Your extremely impudent pretence is
now exposed, It was simply a trick to
escupis lessons, as I suspected from the
first ™

“HExactly as in the case of Bunler
minor. as I now eea!’ grunted Mr.
Twige,

. ““Precisely. Bunter, 1 shall now cape
vou severely——""

“As I shall do with wou, Bunter
tnnor I said Mr., Twigg, who seemed to
bea performing the part of a faithful
echo to the Remove master,

There was a how! from Sammyv,

“Tt was all Billy's fault, sir!”

“Ah! You ecan speak now, I per-
ceive!” said Mr. Twigg blandly, * Mr,
Guelch, may T borrow your cane for a
few minutes?

“¥Yon are very welcome, sir."”

“Thank you. Come here,
minor,"”

Sammy Bunier rolled dismally to meet
Itis deom. There was a rhythmic sound
of swishing in the Remove room, and a

Bunter

louder sound of wild howls from Bunter
nunor—which proved that Mr, Twigg
was a greater athlete than the Greyfriars
juniors  had supposed-—and also that
Sammy Bunter was very far from being
dumb.

Now you may go, Bunter minor!"
said Mr, Twigg, laying down the cane.

“*Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow "

Sammy Bunter tottered away, through
a grinmng crowd of juniors,

“Thank you very much for the loan of
the rane, Mr. Queleh !” said Mr, Twigg
politely, and he retired from the Remove
roodn.

Mr., Quelch remained, with his eyes
fixed on Billy Bunter. There was rather
a hunted look on Bunter's fat face now:
but he did not despair yet. All the
Remove fellows erowded round the door.
way could see that Dumb Bunter's gome
was up; bt Bunter could not see it
vet. He was, however, to be enlightened
very shortly., Mr. Quelch took up the
cane,

“Come here, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter blinked apprehensively,

~“1 shall cane you,” said Mr. Quelch,
“and you will be detained on Saturday
afternoon, Bunter, to make up for the
lime you have wasted this morning,
Hold out your hand, sir.”

Bunter made a feeble mation with the
chalk towards the desk, as if to ‘make a
last appeal. Mr. Quelch’s expression
hecame so terrific that Bunter stopped,
fairly petrified,

“Bunter! If you make any further

Hard to 'beat, atways a treat—the MAGNET! ’

aitempt to keep up this deception T shall
take you to the headmaster !” thundered
Mr. Quelch.

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

There was a suppressed chuckle from
the doorway. Dumb Bunter had found
his voice again.

“Now hold out your hand, Bunter!”

“I-—-I-if wyou please, sir,” pgasped
Bunter, “I—I—I've recovered now,
sir."’

“What®"

“M-m-my voice has come back,
; o

) —

“Your voice has come back!” re-

peated Mr, Quelch dazedly.

“Yes, sir! I—I'm not dumb now!"
stammered Bunter. * These—these won-
derful recoveries happen, sir. in—in our
farnil y——"'

“ Hold out your hand, Bunter!'”

“Oh dear! I-—I say, sir, it—it waa
all Wharton’s fault!” howled Bunter
desperately. 3

“What! Wharton, had von anything
to do with this miszerable deception ¥"’
exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“1, sir!"” stuttered Harry in bewilder-
ment. ** Certainly not.”

“ Bunter——"

“It- was all Wharton's fault,” Lowled
E_Ll't;lﬁtf'l'i “It wasn't me at all, really,
sir.

“You utterly stupid boyv, how was it
Wharton's fault?”

“He gave a lot of money lo that dumb
man, sir i
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“So T-—-T--T ihought it would he a
good thing, s=ir——"" gasped DPunter.
1t was Wharton's fault from beginning
to end.”

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bunter! Do you dare to tell me
that von pretended to be dumb in the
hope of exciting sympathy and making a
pecuniary advantagei”

“Oh, no, sir! Not at all! T wouldn’t!
I never thought of getting any tin from
Wharton and those chaps, =sir, just
because they shelled out to the dumb
man, The--the thought never crossed
my mind, any . more than T thought of
gotting out of lessons, sir! I—1 hope
vou can take my word, %ir,” pasped
Bunter. *“TI—I hope, sir, you're not
going to be brutal to a chap suffering
under a fearful affliction, sir, like dumb-

Nesg——""

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Mr. Quelch did not answer Bunter in
words. Words, indeed, seemed of no use
. dealing with Willilam George. He
took Bunter by the collar, and the cane
came into play with tremendous vizour,
And the frantic yells that rang far
beyond the himits of the Form-room
apprised all Greyfriars that voeal powers
of the most stentorian kind had returned
to Dumb Bunter.

THE EXD.

(Vext Monday's powerful story of
Greyfriars will hold your interest from
liegimning te end.  Make a note af the
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the Pacific Islands.

“ON FIGHTING TERMSI!"—A
Magnificent. Yarn . of Jimmy

Silver & Co. at Rookwood
School. By Owen Conquest.

“ THE PHANTOM PIRATE!"
A Splendid Tale of Modern
Buccaneers on the Spanish
Main. By Maurice Everard.

Ask your newsagent for

HERE’S SOMETHING EXCEPTIONALLY GOOD'!

"A Bumper Budget of Stories in our Great Companion Paper
THE “BOYS’ FRIEND”
- &3 SCUND i /0
RS’ FTERNAL! W)

A Remarkable Story of Modern

And

Superb Hand-Coloured Real CGlossy Photograph of Bert Manderson,
International Full-Back of Glasgow Rangers, iz presented FREE with Every Copy.

the
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Adventure.
By LESTER BIDSTON

“THE FOURTH ROUNDI!"—A
Thrilling Story of Cuptie
Football, By Walter Ed-
wards,

“THE HAND OF FATE!"-—A
Tip-top 12,000-word Yarn of
Circus and School life. By
Edmund Burton.

the

“BOYS' FRIEND " To-day.

N.2.W., Australia, wishes to correspond
with readers in the United Kingdom.

W. L. Kerr, Wihalcom, BShepherd
Street, Surrey ITills, Victoria, Australia,
wishes to correspond with readers any-
where, ages 14.17, interested in sport,
stampe, coins, posteards, or m ¥French
and Fsperanto,

Harry Noble, 201, Addison Road,
Marrickvide, Sydney, N.8.W,, Australia,
wishes to correspond with readers any-
where, ages 18-21,

Walter J. Bmart, 5 Woburn Roail.
Kimpston, Bedford, wishes to correspond
with readers anywhere, overseas and al
home, for mutual friendship.

Samuel Shaw, 49 5lst Street, East
Rangoon, Burma, wishes to dorrespond
with readers anywhere for stamp
exchange. )

P. Whinnett, 5, 8t. Andrews Street,
Heriford, Herts, wishes lo correspond
with readers anywhere.

J. Baxendale, 137, Bury New Road,
Cheetham, Manchester, wishes to corre-
spond with a French reader. All letters
answered,

N. Davidson, Bon Accord, Molteno,
South Africa, wishes Lo correspond with
readers anywhere,

Misa Thelma Bennett, 4, Kurella Street,
Burwood, N.8S.W., Australia, wishes io
correspond with readers anywhere, ages
18-20.

H. R. Powley., Park Terrace, Lyttleton,
New Zealand, wishes to correspond with
readers, ages 13-16; those living in South
Africa, Canada, and Falkland I:lands
specially asked,

R. Milton, Penola Road, Mount Gam-
bier, South Australia, wishes urgently to
eorrespond with readers of the Com-
panion Papers; all letters answered.

1-

Sixteen Big Pages! Price 2d. |
1B Mizs  Doroihy Watls, Rochdale, p L. Marsh, 433, Barking Road, East
= | Hastings Parade, North Bondi, Sydney, | Ham, E. 6, wishes te ecorrespond with

readers interested in Meceano.

Richard Gamble, 44, Millman Street,
W.C. 1, weuld be glad to hear from
editors of amateur magazines with a view
to cantributing to same,

J. Turner, 622, Chamber Road, Hollin-
wood, Lancs, wishes to correspond wilh
readers in France and Belgium. Lan-
guages no object ; all letters answered.

Aubrey Bennette, 53, Russell Road,
Port Elizabeth, South Africa, wishes to
correspond with readers anywhere, ages
15-16, i

Tom Nolan, 5, Chapper Street,
Burnley, wishes io hear from readers in
Canada,

H. A. Fisher, 380, Southwark Park
Road, Rotherhithe, S.E. 11, wishes teo
correspond with readers who are
interested in concert and entertainment
work.

J. Farmer, jun., White Swan Hotel,
Methil, Fife., N.B., wishes to hear from
readers interested in cmematography ;
all letters answered, '

H. Lowe, Langley House, The School,
Durham, wishes to  correspond with
readers in New Zealand and Australia.

William Reid, Co-operative Buildings,
Wick, Secotland, wishes to hear from
readers in Glasgow, He- 1s shortly going
to that city to learn marine engineering,
and would like to get board and lodging
at the home of a reader of the Companion
Papers. :

Lestie G. Tucker, 16, St. Peter's Street,
Tunbridge Wells, Kent, wishes to corre-
spond with readers about stamps and
stamp collecting,

Frank Porter, 30, Boreham Sireet,
Cottesloe, Western Australia, wishes to
correspond with readers anywhere, ages
15-16. lLondon readers especially.

A yarn that will hold you spellbound : * The Supreme Sacrifice 1’
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Stood the test and still the best—the MAGNET!
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IIE obiect of this dictionary is to
explain in simple language the

meaning of the techmical {erms or
expressions  used in connection
with eleetricity and wireless telephony,

CHARGE, —Before proceeding to de-
scribe any - further experiments it i3
necessary that you should know what 1=
meant by the terms charge and charged.
“ThE'I] a body is in an 1]lftllll1l|. stafe
it is said {o be charged with ¢lectricity.
When electricity 1s umparted ln a hody,
it 1 said that a charge of electricity is
imparted. Whenever these terms arc
used hereafter yon will understand that
they refer to eleetricity,

DISCHARGE.—When a body gives up
its electricity it is said to discharge itscif.
When it is no longer in an electrified
state it is said to'be discharged.

For this week's experiment make a
wire hook or stirrup, and suspend it by
means of a silk thread. Charge a glass
tube by rubbing it with a piece of silk,
and place the tube in the suspended
stirrup,  (See illustration in column 2.}
Then charge the other glass tube, and
hold it near the suspended tube. Tt will
be observed that the tube is repelled,
that is, it moves away from it. [“mte.-—-
Glaas shcruld be thﬁraughlv dry and
slightly warm before attempting to
electrify it. The presence of moisture i:
fatal to experiments of this nature.)

Now repeat this experiment, using seal-
- ing-wax, rubbed with flannel, instead of
glass. Tt 111[1 again be observed that the
suspended sealing-wax is repelled by the
other.

Leave the sealing-wax suspended, and
approach it with a charged glase tube,
it will then be observed that the charped
sealing-wax will be attracted by the
charged glass tube, that is, it wiil move
towards 1t.

Finally, let the charged glass tube
touch the charged sealing-wax, then, if
the two charges are equal, both the wax
and the glass will discharge themselves,
and they will no longer be in an electri-
fied state. If, however, the glass tube
has a greater charge than the sealing-
wax, the wax will become charged with
the same kind of electricity as the glass,
If the wax had the greater charge the
glass would become charged with the
same kind of i.]i.?ﬂli"l{.'ltj" as the wax. [If
two electrified - bodies, charged with
different kinds of electricity, touch each
other, then, if the charges are of
unegual m!urm:- the body of the lesser
charge becomes charged with the same
kind of electricity as the body of the
greater charge. This 18" usvally expressed
by i.!wlng that 1t becomes charged to the
same ‘‘polarity.”

TWO KINDS OF ELECTRIFICA-
TION.—Two kinds of electric charges
are always produced ssmn]ranmumv
When glass is rubbed with =ilk, the g!aﬁ

receives upon its surface a “pﬂ—ume

charge, but the silk, at the same time
and in the same qum:iily, receives upon
its surface a “negative " charge. - When

sealing-wax 1s rubbed with ﬂHIlt‘!F" the
wax receives upon its surface a " nega-
tive " charge, but the Bannel, at the

same time and in the same c]na.niutlr,' re-
ceives upon its surface a * positive’

t’rm!%'.. This may be demonstrated by
simple experintents which will suggest
themselves ta vou,

POSITIVE AND NEGATIVE
ELECTRICITY.—We observed  that
there are two kinds of electricify, One
is called * positive
11-141 plus sign [+).

“negative "'
sign (—).

They are so cailed becanse of the
theory that ali bodies are mnormally
electrified, and that when a body 1s

The other is called
and 15 denoted by the minus

ermrg:wd into an active electrical state
more  or
Thus,

less  than its
when glass i

it has either
normal auantity,

e —
T =T

e

A Bimpln Exparimeant.

rubbed with silk, it is said to have a
positive charge, because it has more than

the normal quantity, having taken some.

from lhE- silkk; the silk is said to have a
negative I:'I'm:tge, because it has less than
the normal quantity, having given up
somne of its eleetricity tﬂ the glass, ITence
the plus sign for positive, l}e-:mh{- it ro-
presents more, and the minus sign for
negative becanse it means less,

It is important that this explantion
should not be taken too literallv. It is
a theory, the more detailed siudy of
which is not necessary for our present
purpose,

We have observed from the foregoing
experiments

1. That friction between two bodies
causes them to become possessed of an

energ¥y which they did not formerly
po&sess, :
2. That an unelectrified feather was

attracted by an electrified stick of sealing-
Wax.

3. That after the feather touched the
sealing-wax it was no longer attracted,
but, to the contrary, repelled.

aticd 13 denoted by

4. That a charged stick of sealing-wax
was repelled by avother stick of sealing-
wax charged by a similar method.

5. That a charged glass tube was re-
pelled by another glass tube charged by
a similar method.

5. That a charged stick of sealing-wax
was attracted hv a charged glass tube,

IFFrom thesa observations we are able to
draw the following conclusions:

L. That friction between two bodies
causes electrical separation.
2. That an unelectrified body 1a

attracted by an electrified body,

3. That when an unelectrified body
touches an elecirified body it becomes
charged to the same polarity, thal is,
W ith the same kind of electricity.

That unlike charges atiract and like
f'hargﬂb repel,

5. That there are two kinds of electrifi-
cation, and that both kinds are produced
simultaneously and in the same quantity,

6. That when two oppositely-charged
bodies touch, if the charges are ual,
they discharge their electricity. If the
charges are not equual, then-the body of
the smaller charge becomes charged to
the same polarity as the body of the
greater charge.

STATIC CHARGE.—The charges wa -
have been describing are called statio
charges, because they rest only upon tho
surface of the substance charged.

It will help you to understand tlis
better if we liken a static charge to a
drop of water resting on a horizontal
sheet of Elaﬂﬂ:—the glass resists the flow of
water through it, therefore the waler
vesta on the surface.

Now, the substances with which we
have been experimenting, glass, wax,
silk, and flannel, resist the flow of elee-
tricity over ihﬂm or at best, only permit =
it to flow very 31-:-“53 Therefore, when
thess bodies are electrified, the u::harrra
rests only on the surface.

There are other substances which dao
not resist the flow, or rather resist the
flow slightly, of electricity through. or
over them., When these. substances ara
charged, the charge immediately distri-
bute: itself over the whole surface, but
does not penetrate below the surface.

Charges which rest upon the surface =

are called static charges.

ELECTRO-STATICS.

electrical measurement,

INSULATOR.—An insulator is a sub-
stance which resists the low of electricity .
through or over it. It must not he
assumed, however, that any substancve

— Deals with

resists the Aow of electricity absolutely; i

some are better than othera, But in all
of them, if sufficient elécirical pressure
13 applied, 1t will flow over them and
the insulator will break down.

(Continued on page 27.)

, Another instructive Wireless article next Monday !

THE MacreT Lisrany.—No. T87.

Insula- -
tors can be obtained to fill all practical



Hundreds have won prizes, why not you ? See page 20!
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By Owen Conquest.
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An enthrnlhng mystery story, introducing the world-famed sleuth, Ferrers Locke, and
his clever assistant, Jack Drake.

THE FIRSET CHAPTER.

The Spectre of the Roads!

i IS8A LOCKE, gen'leman to see
wvou [”

M Ferrers Locke, the great defec-

tive, looked wp from the desk
i his consulting-room at Baker Street, as
Sing-Sing made the announcement.

“H'm, it's rather late for a «<aller,” he
remarked.

Taking the wisitingcard from the little
silver salver held by the Chineze servant, he
;.hncr:uj at it Inpgwidlv. Tt bore the name of

“James: Boreham, hu:r. of Beecheroft, Daw-
ghiam, Kent.”

“Show him up, Sing-8ipg, please.”

As the Chinee shuffled silently from the
room, Locke turned to his voung assistant,
dack Drake, who was indexing a remarkable
album of finger-printa, colleeted from most
of the <riminals, whom the detective had
succeedad in bringing to hook during a long
and suceessfull career,

“Wea shall have to delay our visit to the
cinema, my boy,” he said. “ A elient has
called, and we must put business before
pleasure, you know.’

Drake =miled and nodded. Tt was =six
o'clock on Tuesday evening. He and his
chief bad just finished one important case,

- and they had promised themselves a little
recreation that night. Little did he dream
that before he slept again he was to be mixed’
up with a esse that was more exciting, weird,
and extraordinary thao anything be had ever
zeen, even in & film play!

A gentle rapping on ibe Joor announced
Lh& return of Sing-Sing,

“Come inl” _

The door apened, and the s=ervant stood
azide to admit the visitor. Both Ferrers Locke
and Drake roze to their feet.

The client proved to be a stout, florid man,
on the =unny side of fifty. Sing-S8ing had re-
lieved him of his hat and overcoat in the

hall below. Now he stood revealed in a black
lounge coat and cheek trousers. A heavy
gold walech-chain spanped bis waistcoat,

and a large pearl glistened in his ample tie.
A fat Havana cigar with the band on, was
held between the fingers of his right hand.
“Good evening, sir!”? murmured Ferrers
Locke. “You are Mr. Boreham of the Daw-
ton Council, T believe?™
A look of pleased
visitor's countenance.
“Ah, hum, you are Mr. Locke:™ he gaid.
¥ You—ah—know me by reputationi”
FLocke repressed his inclination to smile.
“1 rogret to mayv, sir,” he remarked, “that
1 have neither seen nor heard of you before.
Pleaze make yourself comfortable in the arm-
ghair.”!

surprise crossed the

Mr. Boreham muttered the word “surpris-
ing" twice to himself as he took his seat.
And very surprised he was, too, that a man
of Ferrers Locke's knowledge of the world
had never heard of James Boreham, FEsq.
For Mr. Boreham, in his own opinfon, was a
very remarkable personage. He was the
chairman of the mwunicipal council of the
small Kentish town of Dawton. And, like
many another man of his type who had
made 4 name for himself locally, he laboured
under the fond impression that he was a far
more widely-known and mmurtnnt« individual
than was actually the case.

“Realiy, Mr. Locke,” he zaid in a disap-
pointed tone, “1 quite fail to see how you
knew I was a member of the Dgwton Council
when you had never bheard of me before.
There was nothing to imply it on the card I
sent up to youn.”

“No, Mr. Borebam,” zaid Ferrers LocKke.
“But a copy of the agenda of the last meeting
of the Dawton Council i peeping ouf of your
hreast pocket. Moreover, 1 gnessed that it
wasz in an official capaecity that yon had come
to consult me. Like most people, Mr. Bore-
ham, I have read of the mysterious criminal
who has been haunting the roads of your
distriet."”

Mr. James Boreham puffed stolidly at his
cigar for a few moments. Then bhe removed
it from his lips, eleared his throat, and began
to make & :peech in his best town council
MANNEr.

“You are right, Mr. Locke,” he said. I
have come as representative of the Dawton
Counecil to eonsult with you about the—hum,
—mysterions visitor to our borough. Three
amazing incidents have oecurred on road: in
the district of Dawton recently. On the first
occazion, a motor-eyclist was stopped three
miles to the west of the town of Dawton, and
robbed of all the momney in his possession—
a matter of a couple of pounds.™

“That caze did not receive much prominence
in the papers, 1 helieve, commented Ferrers
Locke.

“No: az a matter of fact, few people
helieved the motor<cyelist who reported the
affair. The man had been to a celebration
of some kind and had consumed more liguid
refreshment than was good for him. When,
therefore, he went to a police-station and
reported that he had been stopped on the
highway by a grey-masked eyclist and rohbed.

his story was taken with a grain of salt.”

“The police did not even trouble to jnvesti-
gate the matter very carefully, if I remember
rightly,” said the deteetive.

‘No, they did not, Mr. Locke. But then
the secuml E‘Itfiﬂl'ﬂllltl'l']-' jocident took place.
A touring motor-car containing four well-
known residents of our district was pro-
ceeding to Dawton, where & dapee was to he

- ¢ The Mystery of the Morne Light* is

held. When the car had passed the first mile-
stone, outside of Dawsham village—which ia
four miles from the town—it wasz halted by
the appearance of a swaying red light nead
the bend of the road.

“Yea, | remember reeding about the case™
said Ferrers Locke. “The highwayman-cyclist
made a nice haul.™

“The third affair,” said Mr. Boreham,
closing his eyes and toying with his heavy
watch-chain, “oceurred only five nights ago.
Squire Beamizh, who lives at the Havens,
near Dawsham village, was prececding home
when his carriage was held up in precisely
the same manner as the motor-car, As it
happened, the squire had had a very suceess-
ful evening playing auwction bridee, and had
nearky thirty pounds in hizs wallet. The hold-
up man did not bother about the coachman,
save (o make him put hiz hamds above his
head. But he relieved the squire of his
wallet, a couple of gold rings, apd a hovse-
shoe tie-pin set with dinmonds.””

“Drake,"” said Ferrers Locke, turning to his
azs1=tant, “Hindly let me sfe the newspaper
reports of the Dawsham hold-ups.”

The famousz slenth turned over the cuttings
which Drake immediately handed to him.

“A number of people profess to have seen
thizs grim highwaymen and hiz eycle,” Locke
murmured. “Some describe him as a grey
phantom which glides swiftly over the roads
without mechapical aid.”

“Naturally,” said Mr. Boreham with a loity
air, “the superstitious folk of the countryride
have allowed their imaginationa to run away
with them. But the eduneated gentry, o
witich—hum—1I have the bhonour to heloing,
know that the hold-ups are the work: of a
particularly audacious ecriminal. The loeal
police have done their best to =eoteh the
scoundrel. The Chief Constable of Dawton
—a very worthy man named Burbridge—pre-
tﬂlrils he has clues, but nothing comes of
E- 3

“He could have ealled in the n.m:a.t'mre
{H' Seotland Yard,” sald Locke.

“1 know—I kn-:;w * gabd the client, some-
what impatiently. “But it's a ea=e of pro-
fessional pride. Chief Constable Burbridge
will enly call in Scotland Yard as the very
last recourze. Meanitime, we—the awton
Counecil—+feel strongly that pedestrians and
motorists are m deadly peril as long as this
—hnm—highwayman is at large, After a dis-
cussion with some of my fellow-councillors
last night, we decided we would ask yon to
—humv-quu:tlg,. and tactfully inguire into the
affair.”

“1 will do 3o with pleasure. Mr. Borebam,”
zaid the detective smiling. " Youn may rely
ronfidently on the tact and discretion of my
assistant and myself. It iz stramge, though,
that your loeal police have never been ablo

a thriller !
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ta folldw up the fellow. Sorely they have
aean his wheel tracks?®"

“They've seen what they belicve to be the
wieel tracks of the prey highwayman, But

they have omot heen able to follow them far.

Appareat!y the man lifts hiz machine o tho-

rowd and earries it to throw the trackers
oiff the seent.”

“Well, I and my assistant will investigate
the affair personally.” said Ferrers Loeke.
“You would like us to come down to Dawton
to-nicht "

“If vou pleaze, Mr. Locke. I should he
;_:Trfﬂ if ¥ou will aecept the hospitality of my
home, which is nearer to the village of Daw-
sham than to the town.”

“Thank voun. Drake and I will make some
sliglt. changes in our appearance. You can
then introduce us as vour guests under the
names of Walter Milford and his nephew
Jack, Kindly wait here, Mr. Boreham: we
shall not be long in getting ready. You will
hnd some current magazines in that revolving
hookicase, and | will ask my =ervant to bhring
vou some coffee”

_—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Affair on the Taystock Road!

WENTY mioutes later Ferrers Locke
. and Jack Drake left the house in
Baker Btreet in the company of the
Dawton town  councillor. They
enterad Lhe taxi which had been obtained hy
Ring-Sing and were driven rapidly to Charing
Cross Station. Here they caught the fast
train to Tonbridge, which conneected with a
local train. It was nearly half-past eight
hefore they eventually arrived at Dawton.

“I expect my man, Benson, will be outside
tha station with the dogeart,” said Mr.
Boreham. “I told him that I should eatch
thes train. :

Fortunately, Benson had turned up with
thia dogeart. Nevertheless, it was a tight
fit to asccommodate four persons in the
vehicle, Mr. Boreham himself took the reins,
while Ferrers Locke sat next to him on his
left hand., The inan Benson and Jack
Drake sat behind with their backs to the
driver, and with the suitesses under their
feet. Lnekily, Benson hrought a plentiful
supply of rugs which the party wrapped about
themselves, for the night was chilly.

The smart little bay was in fine fottle, and,
omce outside of the limits of the town of
Dawton, stepped out at a fine pace along the

dry, soft country roads. A erescent moon,
peeping  fitfully between dark, scudding
clouds, zave Locke and Drake but little

chiance to view the country through which
they wera passing. ANl they could see were
the black hawthorn hedges slipping past, and
the stark skeletons of leafless trees.

Once Mr. Boreham jerked his whip over
towards the right where a group of yellow
iights shope through a clump of poplars.

“That's the Ravens.” he gaid. *The
residence of Squire Beamish.”

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“Your own home is rather nearer to Daw-
shiam village, 1 suppose? he said.

“1 live on the far side of the village, which
i about half & mile straight ahead of us. Be-
fore we reach the village, we cross the Tay-
stock Road. That's a quarter of a mile
this side of Dawsham."

The deteetive wrinkled his brow, trying to
visualise a map of this district which he had
heen looking at a few days previously.

“Taystoek is a rather larcer village, abowt
slx miles to the east of Dawsham, isn't it?"”
he ventured.

“That's right,” answered Mr. BRoreham,
flicking the spirited horse lightly with his
whip. “It liez over there to our left; we're
moving almost dué south down thiz lane.
The Taystock Road rums from Dawton, but
it makes a wide detour round the hasze of
Dawton Hill. 8o I always take a short cut
through these lanes when 1 am driving home.”

For a few moments there was silence save
for the clattering of the horee’s hoofs on
the surface of the road. Then, with startling
suddenness, a short, sharp explosion burst
out upon the night. Even us the sound of
it went echoing round the Kentish hills, there
came three other reports in rapid succession.
But these fell dully on the ears almost as
though they had been produced by a mallet
striking against soft wood, And almost

simultaneously with the last of these reporis
there arose a blood-curdling shriek az of a
human being mortally stricken.

Even the face of Ferrers Locke
a trifte. As for Mr. Boreham, he turned
townards the detective with & epuntenapes
positively ghastly. His under-lip was sagging
and trembling; his eyes filled with a vague
dread of the unknown.
~ " Drive on! Drive ¢n, man!” cried Locke
imperatively.,  “You'll overturn us if you're
fnot careful ™

“Wh-what does it mean?” blurted out the
councillor.  All his pomposity of speech and
bearing had dropped from him like a cloak.
He was revealed an arrant coward. “Don't
you think we had b-better turn bhack?"

“Tuarn baeck !” scoffed Ferrers Locke. “ What
the hlazes are vou thinking about? Pull your-
zeli together! Drive ahead-—faszter, faster I
tetl you—or elze give me the reins!”

“That—that’s where the T-Taysteek Road
crosses this one,” volunteered Mr. Boreham,
in a thick voice.

Hardly had he made the remark than a
gurgling cry left his lipz. The horse plunged
wildly up the grassy bank which bordered the
road and crashed into the gaunt, white sign-
post, while a wheel of the doreart tore intoe
the hedze at the top of the hank. And, like
some =inister phantom of the night, a grey,
huddied fgure cn a dun-eoloured racing cyele
shot round the eorner from the Tavstock
Road and raced down the lane in the
direction from which the dogeart party had
b just come,

All four cecupants of the dogeart caught
& fleeting glimpse of the grey spectral fizure
before the horze erashed down close heside
the signpost, smapping off one of the shafts
of the cart in its fall. Only by clinging
desperately on had they been able to save
themselves from being thrown headlong out.

Jack Drake, heing cn the road side, took
a fiying leap from the veliicle directly he saw
the grey cyclist flash by. Picking himself up
from the road he whipped out his revolver
and took quick aim at the wheels of the
machine on which the mysterious stranger
wa‘: n:ﬂunt-ed.l

% his revolver szpoke. he thought he de-
tected a sudden lurch of the cycle. '

“Got him, I think!™ he cried.

But the cyclist kept on his way and was
sawaliowed up in the gloom of the dackened
lane well gut of revolver-shot range.

Ferrers Locke assisted the shivering Mr.
Boreham to dismount.

“Bad luck, Drake, my boy!" he said.
“Pursuit of the fellow is out of the gueztion
at present. We have something else to
attend to. Mr. Borebam, you and DBenson
look to the horse; it's only bruised, I think.
I}m{{e, come with me !

“You—you're not g-going to leave ua, X r,
an:ke.?" stammered tliifv {*E::mnf'il[ﬂr f&arful]r_v.
“I—I'm coming to the same way of thinking
as the rustics—there's a ghost abroad on
thess highways,” -~

hianched

“Nonszense! Nonsense, man'!" said Ferrers
Locke impatiently, “That fellow on the
bicycle was human emough, though we

couldn’t see his fuee. But we must discover
what mischief he was up to on the Taystock
Road."

Without more ado he hurried away with

[}::I:_lke ;:Im&t atthis heelz.

urning to the right into the Taystock
Road, the sleuth nuﬂgjhiﬂ assistant hmk{; Eg{%n
a sharp trot. This they kept up for a distance
of fully a quarter of & mile. Then they be-
came conscious of a dark, shapeless heap lying
in the middle of the road, and they quickened
their pace to a sprint.

Both were breathing hard when they éame
up with the objecta lying in the roadway.
They proved to be a motor-cycle and the
dark, motionless form of a man sprawled
across it. ;

The lights of the motor-cycle were extin.
guished. But Drake promptly whipped out
an electric toreh from his overcoat pocket
and shone it down upon the unfortunate
victim of this mysterions nocturnal affair.
S e o "l LTS T "SI B
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Popular all over the world—Ferrers Locke, investigator !

Ferrers Locke dropped on hia khees and
made a hasty examination of the fellow.

“By Jove.” he muttered, “this poor chap’s
been badly smashed up. Help me to lift him
to that pateh of grass by the side of the
road, my hoy "

The two raised the motor-eyelist and
cirried him to the grassy patch, Placing
him down, they very carefully removed the
thick leathern jacket he was wearing.

“It appears to me that he's been shot in
thl:_ side,” said Locke. “But he's breathine
eusily, and that’'s a good sign. Get the
field-dressings from the lining of your coat.”

While Drake was getting the dressings the
sleuth cut away a portion of the motorist's
clothes to obtain aceess to his left side.
Then, while Drake held the electric torch,
he bound zome strips of lint reend the man's
hody. ;

“It is only a had fleah wound,” said Ferrera
Locke, when the job wag accomplished.
“Apparently, the grey cyciist held up thia
fellow, who piuckily drew his revolver and
fired. That was the first report we heard.
Then the other fired three times in succes-
sion from a pistol which may have been
fitted with a gadget of some sort for
partially deadening the sound. The last
shot got home, and the motor-cvelist gave
vent to that ery we heard. It iz a Tucky
thing for him that hLe dido't get the bullet
through his heart.™ '

‘He stooped and wetted the lips of the
vietim with a little liguid from his pocket-
flask. As he did so0 the first big drops of a
raln-shower which had been threatening all
the evening came pattering down.

Either owing to the potency of the con-
tents of Locke's flask or the refreshing effect
of the raindrops spattering against his brow,
the motor-cyelist opened his eyes and tooked
about him.

“The—the grey highwayman!”
“Where is the flend?”

“I wish T koew, my [riend!” said Ferrers
Locke ruefully. “But how are you feeling—
a bit shaken, eh?”

“A trifie weak,” said the man, trying to
smile. “And my side throbhs a hit. Egad,
I must have had a close ghave! When that
chap pressed the trigder of his queer old
tlnr&E-piﬂtnl I thought I'd got my ticket, Tor
sure!” '

“Look here,” said Locke briskly, “do vou
think yYou could sit on the saddle of your
motor-bike while we push you slonz as
far as the cross-roada? We've got a dog-
cart there. If that's usable, we can put you
into.it. Ii not, we must continue to hump
you along on the motor-bike.*

he said.

“It—it's jolly pood of you fellows”™ s=said -

the man. “I'm feeling almost fit again.”
Very carefully, Locke and Drake assisted
the wounded man on to the saddle of the
motor-bike. Supporting him one on either
gide, they began to move aloog the road.

As they went along, the detective asked the -
and whither he was bound .

man his name,
at the time of hiz onfortunate meeting with
the highwayman.

“My name's Claud Murray,” replied the

motor-cyelist. “I'm a lientenant in the Air
Foree, and was on my way back to the camp,
just beyond Tayatock, when that grey vermin
of the roadz pulled me up.”

“How did he do that?” demanded Locke. .

“T saw a small white heht ahead of me,
and a chap -called ont azking if I'd got o
pump. Thinking it was a cyeliat whoa'd gob
a puocture, I stopped and dismounted o
lend o hand. Then this rotter in the grey
togs swung round and presented what Jooked
like a horse-pistol at my rihs. * Get your
hapds un!" he squenked, RBut, inatead of
putting "em up, I pulled a revolver out of
my helt and tet fly at the bhegzar.” :

“You mizaed, and then he plugged yon,™
said Locke., “Do  you usnally have n
revolver ready for Instant use when Yyou
go motor-cycling "

“I've always carried one ot night since
this phantom highwavman business started.”

“Can vou deseribe the man?™

“"He waa a fairly broad chap, of about
medium height.

of the same sort of cut as that leather

oneé you foumd on me, except that it wos o

somhbre grey in colour. He had a grey strip
of cloth tied over the lower part of his

face, and a rcap drawn well down over his -

eyes.”
“Did you get a view ol his hike?”

LS
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His jacket appeared to be -

“Hia bike was standing bolt upright &
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Another magnificent 'tec yarn next Monday

the road by him., He peemed to have some
pitent steel support on either side of the
back wheel., The bike was of the kind used
for road racing. 1 thought it was a
chocolate colour, though [ wouldn't swear
to that, The tyres were reddish at the
sides.”

“1 think, sir,” said Jack Drake, to hls
chief, “that the tyres of that bike weTe
made of solid rubber. I made sure I plugged
ope of them with my revolver. Had they
been of the pneunmatic variety, there would
liave been a burst, for a certainty.”

“¥You're probably right, my boy,” =said
Ferrers Locke., " A man engaged in such
a desperate gafne as holding up folk on the
King's highways could never afford to risk
4 -puncture,” )

By this time the slight rain had ceazed
altogether. Myrra¥, although suffering
from the effecta of his wound, had unlimited
pluck, aod showed an intense gratitude for
the aid rendered him. Natuorally, he
inguired whom his rescuers might be, and
Locke saw no harm in revealing the identity
of himseli and Drake. _

“1 suggest, though,” said the detective,
“that you keep the matfer to yoursell. 1
think 1 shall he able to investigate this
e¢ase the better if my real object is Dot
venerally knmown about the neighbourbood.”™

“Rely on me!” replied the otber.

Reaching the cross-roads, they found Mr.
James BHoreham and the man Benson
anxionsly awaiting them. The horse, jortu-
pately, had not sustained any had injury,
and Bensom had made a temporary repair

of the broken shaft with a spare hit of
liarness. .
“We'd better drive Mr. Murray to Lhe

Dawsham Cottage Hospital,” said Mr. Bore-
ham, after Locke had briefly explained how
they had found the motor-cyclist. “It Is
quite close to here.” B

“ Bless me, Mr. Locke,” said the eouncitlor,
me, 1'll find my own way to your home 4
bit later—that is, if Murray will lend me
his motor-cyele for a shert while.” :

* Bless me, Mr. Locks,” said the councillor,
in a coneerned tone, “what do you intend
to dofi" _

“@Go down ihat road taken by our fricnd
the grey highwayman, and see i:l‘;l can pick
up any clues. 1 confess 1 have very little

lope of heing able 1o track the fellow
now, but there is just a faint chanee |
may he ahle to learn =omething that

wiay be useful.” -
" Mpr. Borebam made a despairing gesture.
“@dood heavens, Mr. Loeke, it—it’s
positively dangerous to go riding about these
roads at night alone! WLy, 'pon my word,
the murderous villain who's at large might
shoot you from behind a hedge or-—or
anything!”

q‘}r]t.lail'e'ﬁ full of risk. Mr. Boreham,” mur-
mured the slenth, with a gay smile. “I'd
sooper Tide about the Kentish roads even
when they are infested by a grey highway-
man, than dodge the motor-buses in/ Picca-
dilly Cirens! But there, drive on to the
Tioapital, and give Lieutenant Murray ioto
the charge of a surgeon. 1'l! take care of

pelf."” )
miml as the dogeart moved away in the
direction of Dawsham Village, Ferrers Locke,
mounted on the motor-eyele, set off down
the road taken by the mysterions eyciist

highwayman.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Brought to Heel !

F'RE nearly there! That's the
” Cottage Hospital—the tall hrild-
' ing on the right.”

Mr. James Boreham, chair-
man of the Dawton Town Council, inmde that
remark in a tone of relief.

His one anxlety after Ferrerg Locke had
departed on the motor-cycle was *tn get
Lientenant Murray to hospital as quickly as
possible, and then return to ‘his home. Never
in his life had the softliving, portly old
rentleman felt in such dire need of supper
and a tonic. : _

But even as Mr. Borebam drew the horse
to a standstill before the main gate of the
hospital, a whirring ereseendo of sound came
from farther back along the road. A motor-
horn tooted, and next momeut Ferrers Locke
himsetd dashed up on the motor-bike, breath-
less from a flying ride into the teeth of the
night wind.

Juck Drake leaped ont of the dogeart.

Achievinig the seemingly impossible—Ferrers

“Hallo, sir!” he cried. *“You've discovered
something ¥

There wag a tinge of trivmph in Locke's
voice as he replied.

“1 have—something of the ontmost import
ance, But, to make the best use of my
discovery, one thing i3 peeded, and guickiy,
too—a bloodhound !

“A bloodhound!" echoed Mr,

“Why, bless my s=oul, AMr.—-"

“What's that?” put in the young officer,
Murray. * You peed a bloodbhound, =sir? Why,
my commander over at the Tuysztock hangars
owns one of the prettiest youog bloodhounds
round the countryside.”

“I gha'n't miod about its beauty,” sald

Boreham.

Locke, with & laugh, “as long as it pos-
seasses the usual instinets of its hreed. With
your permission, Murray, I'll go over to
Taystock on your bike, and leave the

machine there if 1 ecan get the loan of the
hoand.” ,

“Da by all means, old man,” said Murray.
“and I wish wyou jolly goed luek in hant-
il;l%{ :i:}wn the rotter u‘%.o pingged me in the
side ! :

“But—hbut, T say,” remonstrated Mr. Bore-
ham, “what time shall I expect you to my
hou=e?  This is heastly awkward, Supper
will e waiting, and—"
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plancing off, ripped away the heel of the
fellow's boot.”

“My giddy aunt! bit of
fack ™

“It certainly was, my hoy.
mark of the bullet on the leather heel
which I have in my pocket. Alzo I could
tell from the tracks of the cyele in the road
that the rubber of one of the tyres had been
damaged.™

“You eouldu't have followed the tracks
of the cyele far, sirf"” .

“I didn't, my boy. T should have gained
nothing. Obviously the highwayman will
take his machine from the roadwayvs, and it
woitld have takenm me hours o attempi 1o
follow his trail unaided, even if it had been
faifly clearly defined. But, with this heel and
a hloodhound, we have the brightest chance
of tracking down the rogue while the scent
iz still * hot." Let us only hope that we have
no difficulty in getting the dog.”

Arriving at Taystock, they were directed
by a villager to the quarters of the Air Force
commander stationed ghere. The airman
proved to be a hluff and genial individual.
When he learnt of the mishap which had
iw-fallem one of hiz young officers and the
identity of his visitors, he expressed the
sreatest willingness to aseist in the affair,

That was a

There's the

--Thu horse plunged wildly up the grassy bank and erashed inio the signpost.
And, like some sinister phantom of the night, a grey, huddled figure on a dun-

coloured racing cyele shot round the corner of the lane, (See Chapter 2).

ra—

“Hang supper! said Locke cheerfully, as
he tomed the motor-cyele. “1've got some
chocolate in my pocket if 1 feel hungry.
I'tl look ¥ou up in the morning, sir. TPhone
the police about the affair. Now, Drake,
would vou like to come with me? If so, hop
on to the pillion of this machine.”

With a delichted grin, Jack Drake
“hopped " on. Then away went the detee-
tive and the boy latg the night.

As Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake fiew
along the darkened road towards the villuge
of Taystock, the boy sought to learn the
reason for his chief's desperate anxiety to
obtain a bloodlwound. Leaniog slightly for-
ward, be rapped his query inte the ear of
the sleuth, who was bent well down over the
handle-bars of the speeding machioe.

“What did you find, sir?”

“The heel of a boot,” returned Ferrers
Locke. *“It was not far from the spot where
the accident to the dogecart took - place.
There's po doubt in my mind as to what
happened. When you fired at the rogue’s
eycle you struck the back tyre,and the bullet,

An orderly was sent for the commander’s_
bleodhound—a magnificent <reature known
by the name of Lion. Both Locke and Drake
were keen dog  fanciers, and the anjmal
seemed at once to  appreciate the fact.
Alternately, he rubbed his big, soft muzile
into their hands.

“By Jove!" eaid the commander. *He's
goon made friends with you. I dom’t think
you will have any trouble in inducing him
to accompany you of your errand.”

In this the officer was correet. Lion
<howed that a nocturnal ramble through the
countryside was very much to his liking.

Locke left the motor-bike at the Air Force
quarters, and bade good-pight to the genial
ecommander, after thanking him heartily for
his assistance. - 1

It was & long tramp back to the cross-
roads, Apparently Mr. Boreham had phoned
the police at Dawton, as Loeke had sug-
gested, for some members of the force were
trying to pick up the track of the highway-
man's ¢ycle near the signpost.

= We'll give the police a miss,” whispered

Locke 1

Tye MagxeT Lisrary.—No. T8T1.



26

Locke to Drake. “Lei's cut across the field
tuulri atart our investigations farther up the
road.

This they did. By the aid of their electric
torches they were able to pick up the track
made by the damaged eyele-tyre. But follow-
ing the track was a slow and dificult matter.
Once or twice they suspended operations
either owing to traffic or the approach of
the police searchers, from whom they desired
uo interfccgnce.

It was nearly twp o'clock in the morning,
when a deadly stillness lay over the earth,
that they first found signs that the grey
Igghwayman had dismounted from  his
machine and left the roadway. Locke brought
the heel of the boot from his pocket and
held it heneath the muzzle of the hlood-
hound. Lion sniffed it almost suspiclously
at first. Then, as Locke replaced the article
in his coat, the dog put hiz nose to the
ground. and darted forward.

“Crumbs! Now we're off " ejaculated Jack
Drake. 4
+ * But they did not get far, for the blood-
hound merely led them acrogs a patch of
crass about fifty feet wide on to another
road which ran at right angles from the
Dawsham rosd. )

“H'm!" murmured Ferrers Locke in a tone
of disappointment. *Our highwayman was
not léaving much to chance.
bike those few yards in case the tracks of
his wheels were followed. [ expect he has
done that two or three times.”

And such proved to be the cazse. No leas
than three times did Lion follow a trail

from one roadway to another, but without

EUCQESS,

A grey blanket of mist enwrapped the
sleeping earth, and the frst pale light of
dawn was in the sky, when for about the
fourth time the sleuth and his nssistant dis-
covered a spot where the wheeled highway-
man had dismounted. -

-Apain Locke allowed the bloodhiound to
sniff the heel he had found. Again the noble
animal started hot on the scent, his nose
to the ground, and dragging Locke and Drake
along hehiod him.

- This time Lion proceeded hot-foot through
a gmall wood until he eame to & narrow
stream. Heré he was bafled. It was clear
that .thefr quarry. carrying his eycle, had
waded through. Locke and Drake plunged

jinto the water without hesitation, hanling

the dor after them. There was little time
to waste now, for every minute it was getting
lighter, and they wanted no one to see them
in their work.” But it was not easy for the
hloodhound to piek up the trail again. More
precious time was lost. But at last the
hound set off straizht through the grounds
of a large mansion to a small wooden root-
shed. -

“Egad'" muttered Locke. “We are on
the estate of Sguire Beamish. That is his
house gver there, according to Boreham's
information. Let's have o peep into this
shed.”

. But there was nothing hut a lot of old
sarke and lumber lying about the floer of the
place, They saw a couple of gardeners come
whistling from & small lodge near by, and
Ferrers Locke dragged the bhloodhound away.

“We have learnt all we can at the moment,
my hay,” he said to Drake. “Now for some
rest ! : -

g, ! 0 & ] [ ]

Later that same morping Ferrers Locke and
Juck Drake enjoyed a well-earned couple of
hours' sleep in a comfortable bed-room in
the houvse of Jaomes Bereham, Esq., of Daw-
sham. Lion, the bloodhound, had his reward
in a_large, juley bone in a shed beliind the
councillor's house,

‘At {unch-time Locke was in the highest
spirits and seemed in no desperate hurry to
follow up his discovery of the previous night.
But after lunch- he-strolled off on bhis own
and -did not rejoin Drake until tea-fime:
Then, without having teld the inguisitive Mr.
Boreham anything, he held an earnest conver-
sation with his young assistant, alone.

“Drake,” he said, as e lighted a cigarette,
“this afternocon I sought out Sguire Beamish
in a favourite tavern which he frequents.
He's.a great old boy, about six feet high,
and as fat as a butter barrel.”

“Then he's not the highwayman!™ grinned
Drake.

“Not a hit of it!” said Locke. “I had a
conversation with the old fellow in a private

He carried his-

room of the tavern and told him who [ was,
and my object in coming down here. e
almost embraced mie, and willingly gave me
all the information 1 required about the em-
plu;-'fei on his estate, He has two house-
malds, & coachman, two gardeners, and a
general ‘handyman, One of them iz the grey
highwayman. Obviously it's neither of the
housemaid=, nor, of cowrse, hiz coachman, for
he was driving when the squire himself was
held up. There remain only three men to
congider.

“The gardener i3 an old, local echaracter
named Wiiliam Stibhs, The assistant gardener
is an ex-Berviee man called George Shulver,

longer draws an Army pension. The haady-
man is 4 fellow named Edgar Bacon—also an
ex-Service man. All three own a hieyele, buat
not of the racing machine type.™

“"Has the squire mever seeu n machioe of
that type about the place, sir?" inguired
Drake.

““No, and be cannot understand the dog
going to that root-shed., As far as he knows
there’s nothing in there. He was in the place
only this morning, and there was certainly
no bike concealed in it." Ky

.“thE“ you haven't'got much for'arder yet,
ar?”

“I[ think T have,” szail Locke smiling. *1
learnt -a good bit about those thred men in
the squire’s employ, and [ have the deepest
suspicions of one of them. But that's uot
proof. We must bave real, solid evidence.
If possible, we must eatch the chap red-
handed with his machine. As it happens
{ to-day is the birthday of the squire’s good
lady. That gave me an idea. 1 have askeil
the squire to inform his coachman that he is
to go to Dawton at seven to-night, to bring
from the station a representative of a big
London jewellery firm. The squire is going
to give an order in such a way that the know-
ledge reaches all the members of his staff. In
a few words, the idea is going to be conveyed
lt'“. the grey highwayman that someone is
bringing a consignment of jewellery to the
squire to-night so that his wife may select
a suitable birthday gift for herself. If that
doezn't put the highwayman on his mettle, I
have mistaken my man."

“And what is our part in the scheme, sir?"”
asked the boy eagerly.

“We are going to the root-shed of the
| squire’s estate to watch.”

Directly it was dusk, Ferrera Locke and
Jack Prake left the home of Mr. Boreham
and walked briskly towards the Ravens,
where the squire lived. Entering the eatate
by a back way, they crept cautionsly to the
ropt-shed. Holding his revolver ready in one
hand, Locke shone his torch quickly Into
& small aperture in the shed.
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who walks with a stiff leg, though he no-
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No one was in the place.

Very quictly the two opened the door and
entered.  The Iumber bad been shifted to
one side of the shed and only a few sacks
littered the foor’ - The detective and his
young  assiztant noiselessly took wup their
pozition within a vard of each other at the
hack of the zhed, and waited.

It was an eerie vigil, Absolute silence had
to be maintained., There was the doubt that,
perhaps,  after all, the grey highwayman
wolld not accept the bait that had been put
in his way. Tlere was the anxiety of wonder-
\ng when and whence he would appear,
supposing e did put in an appearance.

And then when both Locke and Drake,
despite their heavy clothing, were almost
chilled to the bone, s soft scraping noise cama
to their ears, The sacking on the floor hegan

{ to move. Both involoptarily shrank back,

their hearts beating fast with suppressed
excitement as a trup-door in the floor of the
shed lifted,

A faint light shone upwards towards the
roof of the old shed. The front wheel of &
gri-r-mlnured hicycle rose from the aperture
in the floor. Then the machine came fully
into view, lifted by a man's gloved hands.
It was followed by the man himseli—a broad,
grey-hued figure, in a tight-fitting leathern:
jacket, and wearing a piece of cloth over the
lower part of his face.

Ferrers Locke waited until he had stepped
right up the small ladder through the trap-
door and reached the floor of the shed. Ha
was setting the bike down, when the detee-
tive spoke.

“Hands up!"

The machine clattered to the floor. The
highﬁ’ﬂ-rmﬂu let out a roar like a startled:
tiger. ~His bhands went towards his helt.
Immediately, Locke and Drake hurled them-
selves upon him. The man fought like a'
flend. Then there came a metallic click as
the sleuth snapped handeufls over his wrists.
h‘;rrlh']_wn the door and blow your whistle, my

Drake did =o. The squire and two or threa
others came running to the scene. The.
Flﬂth was whipped away from the captive's
ace. '

“Good heavens!” the

Basped squire;

*George Shulver '™

“Yes, it's me!” gruoted the assistant
gardener. “But how the blazes theze hlokes
—whoever they are—come to be Liere awaitin’
for me has got me licked !”

Very gently Ferrers Locke introduced him-
self and explained.

While the handyman went to the telephone
for the police, Shulver made an interesting
statement a= to how he came to take up the
dangerous calliog of highwayman in his spars
time. While serving with thé Army of
Occupation in CGermany, he bad acquired a’
patent, quick-firing pistol of German make,
which had a sound-deadening attachment on
it. He had beed invalided hLome after
receiving the accidental discharge of a Service
fifle in his leg. He entered the squire’s
employ and for a time received a pension
from the Government. s

By exaggerating his Hmp he fried to get

his pension- renewed, but to his intense

chagrin it was soon stopped- - altogether.
Meantime, he had by chance discurere;!:l that -

there was a secret passage of which no one” -

else was aware, leadivg from the lodge, whera
he lived' with the gardener, to the Eu?::t-ahed.

Among other things uader the shed he found

an old bicyele. 'In his spare time he put this
in working order and set out on his frst’
foraging expedition.

Bo successful was he that he bhrought off
further sensational  hold-ups, growing belder-

a3 he found out how he had puzzled the police.

Ho gréatly was he beginning te enjoy his
role as the grey highwayman of the Kentish
roads, that most assuredly his bolduess would
have brought him fo disaster before long,
even had not Locke and Drake taid him by
the heels in s0 neat a fashion. .As it was, he
had earped a- long term of imprisonment, .
whieh, in due eourse, a stern-faced
the pleasant duty of awarding him.

THE END.

(Next week’s magnificent story of Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake iz a real thriiler!
Make a note of the title—“The Mystery of "
the Morne Light ') -

judge had -
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requirements; they are used for sup.
porting conductors of electricity where
necessary, and they prevent the escape
of electricity to earth at the point of
suppart.  They are also used for covering
electrical conductoras conveying electricity
from one peint to another. The follow-
ing are insulaiing substances givea in
the order of their insulating qualities,
the best beine first:—Dry air, flint glass,
paraffin, piea, ehonite, shellae, india-
rubber, gutta-percha, resin, silk, woaol,
~potcelain, and uoils,

CONDUCTOR. —A conductor is a sub-
stance that does not resist the flow of
electricity through ar over it, No sub-
stance, however, 13 such a goad conductor
' that 1t does not offer some rvensurs of
resistance to ithe flow of electricity. A
comductor is used (o convey electrieity
from one point io another. The follow-
g are conduetors; the best comes first,
tha others following in order of iheir
value :—8ilver, copper, other metals,
chareoal, water, and moist carth, Silver
18 too costly to nse in large quantities,
therefore copper is most generally uaed,

(The next splendid article deals with
. eleetrical induction. Fwduetion ploys a
rery amportant pard in avirelegs tele
graphy and tclephony. 1t is therefure
neeegsery that wou should widerstand
wleat induction ia, and what it doea. Suo
lank out for next weel’s article))
i
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By HARRY WHARTON.
ST A T T T T

“Merry DMac™ (Glasgpow)—“Your
woekly pages of fun and mirth beat all
the fiction on the earth!”™—When next
we are in Glasgow, Mac, we'll come and
pat vou on the back'! -

“Uunous 7 (Canterbory)—"Da  the
fagz at Greyiriars play with hoaps 7" —
No; but they are sometimes put through
one !

J. B, (Burnley).—" 1 am sending vou a
twelve-page eriticism for vou to digest.”
—Thanks, but we've only just finished
our editorial sapper !

“Ardent Aduirer 7 {Cambervwelll —1
have heen a staunch rveader of the
' Greyinars Herald * for filicen vears,” —
oodness ! We had no idea we hoad lived
s0 langl Owur contemporaries will be
calling ns “ Beaver !” next,

“Irish Maolly 7 (Belfast).—“T1 rather
like your portrait at the top of the
Editornal. I wish vou'd give me a snap.”
Dear lady, T am wot a bulldog !
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“Straight  left 7 {Hertford).—* I3
Coker rthe best fighting-mman in  the
Filth 7" —Hardly., 1T should allot that

honour to George Blundell.

B. R. M. (Bristol).—“ Why don't you
publish a daily wewspaper at CGrey-
friars ?""—1t would be too expensive a

venture.,  SBhkinner tried it onee. bur
without snccess, Hr-:?.i:iﬁﬁ.. what with the
“Herald. ™ and “ Bally Bunter's

Weekly,” ard the,official school mag,

27

the fellows have quite snough reading
matter tn go on with.

“Lightweight (Leicester).—* Bals-
over major, your prize pugilist, has been
rather quiet lately,” —The lion slumbers,
and none of us are anxious to twist his
tail. Tt ia well to let sleeping dogs—I
mean hons—1lie ! -

“Mrs, Grundy 7 (Worthing).—* When
are you going to publish a Specal
Needlework Number'” —Wrong depart-
ment, madam ! -

“Ticed Tim” (Sowihampton)—="T
have had a fierce argnment with my
chum on the sobject of Billy Bunter's
welght., I say he is twelve stone, and my
pal declares he 1a sixteen.  Will you
kindlwv arbitrate " — Yan are both WIONE.
Billy turns the scale at fourteen stone.

“Gay Joker 7 (Harwichl.—" [}a, for
goodiess” sake, publish an April Fools’
Number. I want to laugh so heartily as
to buist all my waisteoat buttons ! 7 —1
have wade a note of vour request: but
it must be clearly understood that if yon
split your sides, 1 cannot accept the
responsibility of paying for them to be
stitched up again. ; " g

“TPolite *  (Finchley),—* Shakespeare
was guite right when f'u' said, * Manners
maketh man.” "—But wou are quite
wrang. It swasn’t William Shakespeare
who said that, It was another THll--
Williara of Wykeham, to be precise.

J. H. B, {Blackbuin).—Why didn’t
vou lese Billy Bunter out on the Congo'”
—We did; but, unfortunately, he found
his way back again.

Billy R. (Maiwdstone)—"1 don't like
Skinner a serap.”—We like a serap, but
we don’t like Skinner.
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" SUPER-KREEM

DO’T

past ten years.
fakes.
price.

& body, rich or poor, can buy it.
g W make it to your order—send it to you—vyon
§ Wear it—and if it doesn't satisfy you, you

B " gend
money. That is the way we
sfuare—and we have zold to thonsands

WEAR A TRUSS!

Brooks' Appliance is a new scientific dis-
covery with antomatic #dir cushions that
draws the broken parts together and binds
them az you would a hroken limb, It abso-
lutely holds firmly and comfortably and
never alips. Always light and cool, and con-
forms to every movement of the body with-
out chating or hurting. We make it to your
measure, and send it to you on a striet
cuaranies of satisfaction or money refunded,
and we have put our price so low that any-
Bemember,

it back to us, and we will refund your
do business—always absolutely on the
of people this way for the

years. Remember we use no galves, no harness, no lies, no
We just give yvou a
Write at once for our Ilnstrated Booklet,

BROOKS APPLIARCE CO., I.‘l:[l. (18764}, 80, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2

straight businesa deal at a reasomable
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Guarantesd § years.

This handaome full-sized Gent's LaverWatoh
sl Upon receipt of 1~ After approval
seud 1M more, the balanes may then be

puid by 5 monthly instaiments of Q- each
Chain given Fres
with svery wateh. Wrist Watches, sic,
in stock on same terma. Cash returned
in full if dissatrisfied. Bemd 1- now to =
¢ Simpsons Ltd., (Dept. 90 ) 94,

Queen’s Road. Brighton. Sussex.

VYOURS rFor
R

Polished Cabinet,
4+ Bass Chords.
ticr,

Lmnedgmlled
and power.

blancs

AN EXCEPTIONAL
Special Offer of—
High~grade Registered Professional Italian Model -

MELODEONS

Buperfina Solo Melodeon: handsomo

YOUR§,,,.53,,";H_1 /

Metal-bound Bellows; 10 Keys and
This instrument is
the acme of perfection in construe
and a magnificent example
of carefully stodied musicat detail,
lar excellence of tona

1/= Deporit only is
required, and we will dispatch this
Superh Melodeon to your address.
If entirely to your satisfaction, _
18 payable 3/- within 7 -
days, and 4/~ monthly until 35;- ia paid—or complets balance wiithin
7 dayvs 30/-, making Cash Price 31/ only. . v

' Deposit.
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BE BIG ~—During the pagt ten years we have supplied our Girvam
® Scientific Treatment for incressing the height to over

Leas than 200 have written {0 say they have not secured
all the inoreaszo they desived. 99 per cent. of am:r.e:nul'ul} reanlts 18 6 wonder-
oved.

£100 guarantes to ENQUIRY DEPT. A.M.P.,

20,000 students.

{ul achievement. Health and stamina greatly im
P.@. for particulars and our
17, STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N.4

SHONIRINCHINIRIHS

. DAVIE & CO.
26, Denmark Hill, Camberwell, London, S.E. 5.

( 14 04 B3 04 0 L8 - XY Py PN Ry Y Ly o

(Dept. 88),

r-_.f'
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I under 40, sand

11 50, WAR

Instromen

MAGIG_TRICKS,

Price8d.each, 4for]/- T,

ete.—Parcels, 2/#, 5/8. Ventrilogoist's
Invisible, 3
- Harrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., Londop, N 3.

ARMISTICE FREE

ention uiﬂ%l. B. L. CORYN, 1, Wave Crest, Whitatable, Kent.

b applicants for HBlue
Label appro's, enr. post. ”

Imitate Birds

- Worth of Jak
£2,000. 505" ocee B CaTALS

HACHETTS WORKS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL. B.

aAphic Material, Cameras, ke,
IE AND SAM FREE. —

Tor Maaxer Lisrary.—No. T8



o g o s

R TIPS SRR

'\:‘ :.-' X
¥ Yours for RU- N7t
B only. M
N THE CREATEST BARGAIN gl

% TERMS ever put before the British

M Public by one of LONDON'S OLDEST-

ti; ESTABLISHED MAIL ORDER MHOUSES.

he mrd T

by An absolutely FREE GIFT of a Solid

\: F"ee Silver English Hall-marked. Double

ht. Curb A bert, with Seal attached, Nt

given FREE with every Watch. - i"

v

Speeification: Gent's e

Full-size Keyless Lever -“

" Watch, improved action; fitted patent L&

tecoil click, preveunting breakage of o

2 miainspring by over-winding, ~
10 YEARS' WARRANTY. (g

-l

B Sent on receipt of 6d. 5‘,‘}
deposit: after approval, 'i"‘._.'l
send 1/6 more, The "'-:,'I'
- balance may then-be paid (S
by 9 monthly payments $g
of 2/= each. Cash re- &
funded in full if dissatis- M
fied. Send 8d. now to

J. A. DAVIS & Co. §

/ {Dept.87 ), iy
245/ 26 Denmark Hill, Loaden, S.E.5 §
L-—-- - — @h'h 5 "r‘"'

INSTANTLY
KILLS PAIN

Evervone aullering pain shonld {ry the qulckeat,
surent, And eaRfest way of obfaining Immediate
page, This is the VIKWIK way., XNo matier how
tho pain ia causcd, whother by Rheumatlsm,
Gout, Bciatien, Tumbagoe, Meurptie, Neuraigia.
Bynovitig, Cramp, Bprains, Bruiszes, or by auy
kfr:{l of muscwtar sirain, YVIEWIK is fhe Oneet
; pRin-killing, curative liniment known., VIEWIK
in & remarkable manner, Chilblainae and Burne vield to iils
et & bottle th try. Price X /3 ard 3/- from Boots,

Blops irritation
pobthing effocis al onoe,
Taylor's, Timothy White"a, and all Chemista and S8lores, or direct from

THE VIEWIK CO. (Desk 92), 27, Store Streset, W.C. 1.
i THE PAMILY LINIMENT FOR

WIK

Rheumatiam Lumbago
Nerve Pains Sciatica

Backache Gout

Meunralgia Cramp
LINIMENT *hilhlaine Htrains

Bruises, Sprains, aie.
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é_ p“lc Tha *PICCOLD-
= CRGAN"
Fine Maodel Accordenn, 10 x
10 x Sifna. ., Piano-Finished.
11 Faold Metal-Bognd  Rel.
towe, 3 Sels Hoedy, 5 Suons.
10 Eeys, 2 Basssa, Bio.
Bweet Pecola Lo Powerful
Organ Tonez,. Scnl by Buos
farnm Fosl to - approved B
opdera, Far 1/- Depozit and FREEe
1/3F Postage, and promize to 8
send 7= Tovinightly 1111 25/ - 331
in . all iz paid. Cash Priee,
21/-, Pozt Fres (FBisewhors
Double),  Delight or Monoy
Back. REE—New Ellus,
Catalogue.. Big DBargains.
Acoordesnas 13/ to 45/7-,
Gramopliones, Clocks,
Walchea, Jewellery, Novelcinn
Toys, :Lte, —PAIN'S (| LE LA
PRESENTS HOUSE, Dept. 0B, HASTINGS.
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Hedrs. )

] —~Learn the Wonderful Japanese
nuu T BE B“LLIED ! Art of Self-Deferdce without
Weapons. For emall boys-and memr-(alzo women). Semd NOW Four
Penny Stamps for Splendid ILLUSTRATED SAMPLE LESBONS, or
3/8 for Large Portion of Courze.— Dept, M.G., SCHOOL OF JUJITSU,
31, Golden 5q., Regent §t., London, W.1. Perscnal Tuition also given.

Cure yourselt as I did. Par-

STGP STA“HEHi"GI ticulars Free. — FRANEK B

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMFION ROW, LONDON, W.C.1l.

CUT THIS OUT

“ The Magnet." PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Bend T of these coupors with only 2/9 direat ta the Fleet Pen Co.,
:I.:l:[‘n“t Btreet, ndon, E.C. 4. Yon will receive by return a Splendid
British Made 14-ct. (old Nibbed Fieet Fountaln Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
Mediem, or Broad Nib). If only I coupon is sent, the price ia 3/9, 2d. being
gllowed for each exéra coupon up to 6. Poeket Ciip, 4d.): ﬂa.lhfmtlnn
Fuan.ntui ?r cazh roturoed. Special New Offer—¥our own aame (n gilg
JYers on elther pen for 1/- axtra.

. Lever Sel Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.
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is all you pay for our No. 400A lady's
or gentleman’s Mead ™' Marve! M=
the finest -eycles:ever offered on

such exceptionallveasy terms, Built

to stand bard wear. Brillianily |
]llIa__tEd;_ tichly enamelled, ©xoui-

sitdly lined in two colours, Sent

packed free, carriage paid on

15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL,

Fully warranted. Promptdelivery
n-Money vefunded if dissatisfied.
Big bargains in  slightly factory
soiled mounts. Tyres and
Accessories 3347 below shop
prices. Buy divect frow the
factory and save pounds.

How a1 seven-year-old MEAD
which had traversed 75000 wmiles,
beat 830 np-to-date machines and
brole the world's record by covering
34,366 miles in 363 days isexplained in
our art catalogue. Write TO-DAY
for free copy—brimful of in.
formation about bicycles and
contains gigantic - photgs
graphs of oor lateat modals,

MEAD CYCLE ©O. (ina)
Birmingham

ARE YOU FRIGHTENED

of meeting people, mixing in company, going to social gatherings,
dances, etc.? Do you lack Self-Contidence, suffer from Nervous
Vears, Depression, Blushing, Timidity, or Sleeplessness? - Become
Sell-Confident, full of Courage, bright and happy, by sending im-
mediately & peony stamps for particulars of -the Mento-Nerve
strepgthening Treatment. GUARANTEED CURE OR MUXEKY
REEFUNDED. —GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD. 543, Imperial
Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4. L,

A Self-Filling Vulcanite. Fountain
Pen FREE TO ALL PURCHASERS.

will give c'carer and larger pictures when
OUr nevw Batety moded acotviene . gonera-

tor and burner ‘s nsed.  Seff-reza-
lating Gencrator made in heavy bLrass,
No, £, I c.p, 38, post 4d.
No. 3, B o.p 8, post 4d.

No. 4, 1) e.p.. . 69, post dGd.
No. b Tr'p'e Buriera, 250 c.p. 108,
: % post, . Adjustabie to 6t any Cinemna.
ELECTRICAL OUTFIT comprs'ng 4-vo . motor. miniatore lHght-
ing sef, cable, Fatteres awitches efL §'6, post 6. Ilus Calalogue
past free. BENNETT BROS., 5, Theobald's Read, Helborn, London, W.C. 1.

MAKE YOUR
OWN SET

The mysteries of Wireless made clear.

WIRELESS FOR ALL -~ =~ « 84
and its sequel
SIMPLIFIED WIRELESS <« = [f=

At all booksellers or«1/9 post free from

F&Eg g 3, Devereux Bui%i.n&!."

L“SI‘“N SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY-
%, Bimple ‘I’-dl.¥

Permanent Home Cure for either sexr. No
Auto suggestion, drill, ete” *Write at once, mention “ M g »

and get fnll particalars qoite rm;nuu;r
U.J. D, 12, All Saints Road, ST." ANNES-ON-SEA

=&tartling, ingenious, amazing puzzle—

. thegreatest HOAX vel. Beeyourfriends"

eyes protrude and their ears -wag while

you, sanconcerned, arc apparenlly printing genuine £1 Treasury Notes like
hot cakes! Oaoly & limited supply of these machines for gale.  Price 37
0., Port Free. Simple instructions are included. —THEE NIBEOL Co.
(Dept. A.P.), 132, King Edward's Road, BIRMINGHAM. :

FREE | 5S¢t of 256 Roumanian Stamps FREE to those sending
: postage and asking to see our Approval Sheets of Stamps.
~M. FLORICK, 174, Asylum Road, Peckbam, London, 8.E.16.

All you require -Boots, Buits, Costumes, Rainceats, Overcoats, Accor-
deons, Wakches, Rings, Clocks, ete., from 4/--monthly. Write for
fret catalogue Lo Masters, Lid., g, Hope Stores, Rye, SuBsex, -
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o When Answering Advertisements
Please Mention This Paper. ™
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