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THE FIRE THAT STOTT STARTED!

(Helping their old enemy, Farmer Jason! A thrilling incident from the long
complete story of Harry Wharton & Co. inside.)
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2 Your Editor is

always pleased

“BILLY BUNTER’S BOAT-RACE
PARTY!"”

Just as you mighit suppose, Bunter

goes to the Boat Race. Look out for
next Monday's . copy of the MAaGNET,
and read the great yarn of the aquatic
struggle. It is a refreshing and hilarious
business, and reveals the porpoise in his
true colours. Boat Race Day 1s a time
noted for colours, =0 all is well, And, of
course, the great event down at Putney
—where porpoises have been sighted ere
now, take it from me—is the first open-
air fete of the year. When Boat Race
favours are scen in the street, yon ma
be sure the springtime has set in wit
malichless vigour,

CNE UP TO FRANK RICHARDS,

You will admit right away, once you
have set ‘eyes on next Monday's yarn of
Greyfriays—and of the Boat Race, so
don't go and forget that part—that the
author has iackled the theme with un-
exampled adroilness, I do not want any
uncalled for conrments about the party
who went to Putney to buy a pig.
References of that naivve might he taken
as a hit at Buuter, the “shm " young

athlele of Greyiriars, whose fame i3
world-wide. But to come I_m-:-l: to our
muttons. You know lhow 1t feels like

ou & Boat Race morming when there is a
cheery elasticity in the aiv, and the sun-
shine is bright and beckoning. You
feel yon just must bplt down to Pulney,
ot to Chiswick, or to Mortlake, and =ee
the mighty struggle between the cham-
pions of the Isis and the Cam.

JUST WHAT BUNTER LIKES!

It is so. That interprels the feclings
of the noble, generous-hearted William
George.  He experienced that subtle
nostalgia which "we can all understand.
Permit me the use of that word. Tt 1s
nol Ksperanto for a bad cold; it merely
means homesickness, and to Bunter any
sporting rendezvous is like home; all
irne Britons are bwlt this way., DBunter
vearncd o be on the spot, to mingle
with the jovous erowd, to sec the stilt-
walking acrobat colleeting pennies from
ithe fivst-Mloor windows; io smell the
ozone of Cliswick; to cheer with the
vest of the public; for the riverside that
dav 15 “on feet,” 0 to speak. FEvery-
bady 1= oul; the banana merchant
trundles his wares through (he  press;
musicians ply thewr risky trade; trams
are packed; it 13 a g’vm-!'ﬂl holiday, and
cares are thrown to the winds of heaven,
to dispose of as ~aid winds elect.

BUNTER'S BENEVOLENCE !

Not much ecan be said here on ihis
subject, but I may as well ppint out that
the Head of Greyfriars gets a phone call
from town. It 1s a Boat Race call—an
mvitation {o the course, No malter
whence it comes.  Dr. Locke is satisfied,
and the consequence is that the great
festival is honoured by a visit from the
Greyfviars fellows, Behind all tis larks
a particularly cleverly designed plot, but

that can wait till Monday, when the
Special Maexer Doat Race Number is
in your hands.

=

“THE MAN IN THE LIGHT-BLUE
VEST ! ”

Ferrers Liocke shows his dexlerity in a
brilliant yarn describing 2 Boat Race
adventure, The deteclive is faced with
an mnmense difficulty, but he grapples
with the problemy. As the philosopner
has said, " Do the thing and you shall
have the power.,” Those who do not
make the attempt do not have the power
—aor the kundos of achiswement. The
mieaning of the suceess of Ferrers Locke
15 just this—he goes slap bang for the
difficulty without counting the risks. In
detective work no timorous wight need
ﬂ.pll'fj'.

A BOAT-RACE SUPPLEMENT !

It is a touching snd inspiving spectacle
lo see Greylriars at grips with a Boat
tace number. The Supplement is de-
voled to the great sport of the river.
Next week’s * Herald " 18 unique. Heaps
of good and great things have already
appeared in its pages, but the coming
Supplement  beats  them all  hollow,
Harry YWharlon & 1’0o, have heen sleeping
on it for long wecks., They have had
pencil and paper handy by the bedsiule
lost some grand, glad notion came to
thein in the dim watches of the night.
The result of this episiclary zeal is to
be fonnd in next Monday's special edition
of " the *Greyfriars 1lerald.” It is
innietise !

OUR WIRELESS DICTIONARY

FOR BDYS!
The MagxeTr never introduced a hetter
feature than this  dictionary. It is

trivmphing all along the line. And why?
Just because it gives a fellow all the in-
formation he really needs as to installa-
tion, and the working and handling of
same. The whele asubjaet 13 made as
clear as a hell,

A GOOD TURN!

Pass the news on to all your frviends
who are mteresled m wireless, so that
they, too, may benefit from this brilliant
series of articles written specially for
this paper by an
CNEINeer.

THE FOOTBALL PICTURE
COMPETITION !

Thiz  atlractive special extra of the
good old Maiaxer will be found as usual
in its right place, and, if possible, more
alluring than ever,

your €ditor.

cmiunent electrical |

to hear from his chums/!
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The Greyfriars
Parliament.
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HERE was a spirited debate, carried
on from the-last meeting, on diary-
kKeeping.. Several member:s had been
miginformed about the matter. or

clze they had misread their paperz. MThe
idea got round that there was a movement
at Greyfriars to keep a dairy. This waa far
from the truth. Mr. Buunter said he did not
keep either a dairy or a diary. He had no
use for either.

Mr. Wibley: "I have bheen keeping =2
diary for yearz. 1 have always made it a
rule to jot down my theatrical impressions
and experiencea.”

Mr. Frank Nugent: "1 tried the business,
but. gave it up.”

Mr. Peter Todd: “Of course, keeping o
diary 18 not easy. I believe many chaps fall
into the error of putting down trivial things
that don't matter a row of beans. Now, if
you write up a camping-out trip, or a walk-
ing tour, the account is bound to be inter-
esting. Why not take a little trouble—draw
a map, say? It's =ure to be a bad map—at
any rate at the first attempt—but it will
help yom in your general knowledge.™

The Speaker: "1 unow propose to give a
short speech on the bepelits derived from
walking."

Mr. Bunter: “Who's going to walk il he
can et & hike?"

Mr. Bob Cherey: “II 1 bad my way, Bunter
should vever look another bike in the face
again,”

AMr. Bunler: "“Oh, really, Cherry! Yaon
kuow what o lirst-cluss cyclist 1 am, and—"

Mr. Bob Cherry: “ My jigger was o mangled
maszs after the porpoise had sat on it.”

The =peaker: “The subject iz walking,
Reader C. ¢, ANTHONY, 16, College Roaid,
Penyearn, Pontypool, Mon., rays: It is
with much  pleasare that 1 refer to the
vastly important subject of walking. There
are often times Iin a person’s life, more
especiailly a boy’s life, when the mind is
depressed.  There iz a feeling of being out
of sorts, and, puzzle the brain as one will,
there i1 no =olution [ortheoming. The real
reason is want of exercize, and I think a
g?i;:tt number of people will agree with me
that that is the caunse, Now, walking is one
of the best forms of exercise. Some may
criticise thiz statement, and zay that foot-
ball comes first, but some of us are not
fortunate enough to posseass n football rig-
out. Others cannot =pare the time to play
foothall, hut there is always time for walk-
ing. You eanm walk before breakfast, or
after dark. 1 am positive that walking will
ecure Lhe feeling EI} Hieing ont of sorts, A
brisk walk to drive away the blues.” "

An animated diseussion ensoed, and {he
Third took part. Mr. Gatty said he did not
care about walking unless it was a giddy
walking-tour. Mr. Myers thought the busi-
ness was jolly tame,

Mr. Jolimny Bull: “Doeszs Mr. Reader
Anthony mean just a walk—apparently that's
his ideda--an amble up and down the same
old road?"

The Speaker: ran't expect a4 new

id 'ill"'n.u

road each time.” (Laughter.)
Mr. Bull: “That's just the point. T like
a walking-tour well  enough, but there

doesn't seem much fun in covering some hit
of ground simply for the sake of walking.”
The Speaker: “1 am disposed to think
Reader Authony has made his bullzeye,
Walkine is excellent.” (Hear, hear!)
(Continued on poge 21.)

School and detective stories every Monday !
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Don’t forget— Frank Richards writes only for the MAGNET and t

‘““ Popufar”’! 8

BY
__li ra_nk Richards.
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A powerful atory of Greylriars, introducing a noble character in the person ol Clifford Stott—
brother ol William Stott of the Remove—who takes upon his shoulders a double burden and

pays the penalty.

—a story that adds yet another laurel to the triumph of

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Stott’s Ingratitude !
ratn,’

g ™ OING to said
J Wharlon.
“Or  anow)"

added  Bob
Cherry cheerfully. “ Leot's hope
g, anyhow 1"

“Well, 1l's certainly cold enough for
that,” -said Harrv, with a glance up at
the lowering skies. Anyway, we'd
better be hooling 1t, Come on!”

“Yes, rather!”

And hastening their leianrely walk to a
brisk stride the five Greyfriars juniors
harried on along the wintry lane. [t
waa as yet qurte early on in the after-
noon, and there was no reason why they
should return to (Greviriars so soon, ex
eept the threatening rain—or, as Bob
(‘herry had suggested, the promise of
ENOW,

Noi that the Vamous Five were afraid
of raimm—certamly not of anow, BBt
there was no sense in getling wet {or
une reason at all,

S0 the jul‘l{r}t‘.ﬂ of the Remove inrned
their backs on Friardale and made tracks
for Greyfriars and shelter,

As they trudged on throogh (he mud
they overtook a voung fellow who had
been tramping on ahead of them.

fle was a trifle faller and obvi-
ously a few years older than themselves.
e wore a rather shiny bowler hat and
a somewhat threadbare coat, and the bag
he carried was well worn and shabby.

Harry

In fact, he presented altogether auy-
thing but a smart and well dressed
appearance,

He stopped and looked round as the
five chums came up to him,

“Excuse me,”” he began, smiling at
the juniors, “am I right for Greyfriars?
I see you are QGreyfriars [ellows, so I
suppose I am?"

Harry Wharton liked the stranger’s
frank mnile, and he returned it.

“Yes, you're right for Grevfriars,” he
said cheerily. *“'If you care to walk wilh

ug—""

“Thanks, T will["”
The stranger fell into step.
#I'm visiting Greyfriars to sec my

character—at

brother,” he explained. [ expect you
fellows will know him—=8tott—William
Stott of the Remove”

“Er—ves, of course, we know Stott,”
remarked Harry rather guietly, ' So-—
s0 vou're his brother., 1 hardly . thought
vou could be a new chap—rather too old,
I moan."”

“No such luck!” said Stott’s bhrother,
with a peculiar grimness, ' I only wish
But it’s no good wishing, 1
finished with scheol long ago—in faci,
aver sinea—-""

He paused.

“Is Stott expecting you!” asked Harry
Wharton, breaking into the silence.

“*No; he doesn’t know I'm coming, [
wanted fto surprise the old chap,”
chuckled the elder Stott. “'T'he fact i,
I've got some jolly good news for him!”

“That's good!”" remarked Bob Cherry
politely.

“Ii's what T've been iryinge to bring
off for a long time—though 1 wa=n't tell-
ingr old Il until I'd maneged it. 1
ecxpect bhe's told you aboutl me—that is,
if you happen to be pals of his ——~

The iuntors Hushed rather uncomifot-
ablv., Willium Stols of the Retnove was,
i their view, a smoky rofter, a dingy
cad, and never likely to be a pal of
theira, Put they covld harcdly tell bis
brother thai.

“We—weo're hardly pals,”™ sand Tlavrey,
“But. we're in the same WFormn, of
courze. [ can’t say 've heard him nen.
tion you,"

“No?* Well, my job’s in a bank—
Bartlett’s—and I've mst managed Lo got
transferred to the Courtfield branch”
explained the young fellow, with obvious
satisfaction. “Natnrally, I'm bucked
about it. It means I shall see a lot of
Bill now--no end of walks together and
all that, ¥'know. Me'll be jolly glad to
hear the news.”

The Famous Five said nothing. They
kad their doubts about that. It was
evident that the elder Stott was very
much altached {o his yvoung brother; 1t
was slill more evident that he knew very
little about that woung brother's real
least, {he character he
showed at Greyfriars,

| —

A gripping yvarn with humour, pathos, and tragedy uncommonly interwoven

your favourite author.

They suddenly began to feel very sorcy
for Stott semior. In their view, 'it was
more than likely that the sulky William
would be anything but glad ‘at. the news,

By this time the six had reached the
corner of Higheliffe Lane, and, happen
ing to glance that way, Harry -:au%ﬂ
sight of three slouching figures commhy
from the direction of Highcliffe. They
were Skinner, Stott, and Snoop, the
three slackers of the Remove, =

“There’s your brother,” said Harry.

The face of Stott senior brightened as
his eves fell on the three.

“Oh, good! See something of vou
fellows again, I hope!”

Aud with a hurried word of thanks,
the young fellow rushed away.

The Famous Five tramped on along
Friardale Lane, )

“HBeems a decent chep!” exclaimed

Nugent,
“Jolly  sight more decopt than Tus
l'll'

brother!” gronted Johnny Bull.
fancy he's ﬁ;}nnlmri for a shock, though.
Unless I'm  amistaken,  little Williain
won't be so glad to see him as he
thinks,

M Not likely. If he's the chap 1 take
him to bLe.” =aid Bab Choerry, " he'll
soon put a stop to Willlam's shady lLitila
habits. I'm sorry for the chap. though,
It'll be a bit of a shock to find out the
sort of a rotler his brother is.”

“I'in afraid so," agreed Harry Whar
ton, with a troubled frown, *“I rather
liked the chap's face and——  Iallo!
Here comes the raia!”

There was no doubt aboutl thal. There
came a few heavy warning drops, and
then  with  startling  suddeonness  the
stormn that had been threatening, broke.

“Phew!” gasped Iarry Wharion.
“We're fairly in for it now! Better run
for 1t. We'll be drenched to the skin
long before Here, where are you
umtiﬂg for, Bob?t”

“Jason's old barn!”
vaulting & gate near hy.

“But what about Jason—-""

“Blow old Jason! An? port in a

slorm!”
Tar MacxeT Lisrarv. - No. 725

grinned Bob,

Copyright in the United States of America.
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And the cheery Bob dashed helter-
gkelter across the field beyond the gate.

For a second Harry halted; and then,
with & grin, he followed over the gate,
with the others at his heels,

Farmer Jazon was a grumpy old chap,
with a long-standing feud against Grey-
friars. Only recently there had been
trouble over fellows trespassing on his
property, and the Head had placed the
farm and adjoining land out of bounds.

The juniors were taking a big risk;
})ut they were some distance from Grey-
riars yet, and, as Bob had remaorked, i
was a case of " Any port in a storm.”

The barn stood less than ffty yards
from the lane, and they reached it in
next to no time.

Harry Wharton came last, and as he
pulled the heavy door to after them he
caught a glimpse of a burly figure plod-
ding across the field towards the barn,
his head bent before the slanting shafts
of stinging rain.

“My hat, vou fellows!"" panted Harry.
“We're nabbad ! Here's old Soapy S8am !
Detier got out of this, and run for it!”

“Too late to bolt: but T don’t think
the beggar's spotted us!” snapped Bob
Cherry. He glanced quickly around
him. *“ Quick, vou chaps! UF here 1

It was not the first time the juniors
had been in the barn, by any means,
In a Aash they saw Bolb’s plan; and next
second they were swarming up a rough
wooden ladder to the loft above.

They had scarcely vanished  through
the hole in the floor of the loft when the
door below creanked open, and the burly
figure of Soapy Sam entered.

SBoapy Sam—or, to give him his proper
name, Samuel Jason—was Farmer
Jason’s hopeful son. DBesides being big
and burly, Sam was a heavy-taced,
moody individual ; he was also very deal
—which probably accounted for s
moodiness.

The truth of Cherry’s surmise was soon
evident—that Scapy had not spotted the
juniors—for on entering the barn he
stood just inside the deoorway, watching
the rain pelting down, with a gloomy
face, Then he turned suddenly from the
doorway and strolled into the gloomy
barn. He stopped immediately bglow the
juniors and seated himself on the tail-
board of the cart, with his back against
the bottom. Then, having made himself
comfortable, ho took out a plug of to-
baces and began to fill his pipe leisurely.
Apparently Soapy Sam had decided that
the rain was not likely to abate yet
awhile,

“ Phew !" gasped Bob Cherry, cough-
ing, as the fumes from the strong tobacco
began to assail his nosirils. “1 hope we
don't have to stick this long. Anyway,
we may as well make ourselves comfort
able, too.”

And he perched himself upon a sack
of potatoes, while his chums seated them-
selves on the straw-strewn floor. There
was nothing else for it but to wait
patiently until Soapy Bam decided to
move,

But barely had the juniors settled
themselves when there came an mterrup-
tion. From ouytside came the sound of
footsteps and wvoices. Next instant two
forms slipped through the half-open door
into the barn.

The juniors could not see the new-
comers, but they soon recognised their
volces.

“Here we are, Clifford,
sulky tones. “ We can shelter here and
talk as well. Hang the dashed rain!™

“ Btott, bi,' Jovel” muttered DBob
Cherry, staring across at Harry in the
_’glmm. “How the thump can we warn
emTil‘

* gaid one in

Wharton shook hiz head warningly.

At the moment, the possibility that
they would hear a conversation not in-
tended for their ears- did not occur to
him. He was only thinking of the
danger Stott and his brother stood of
being caught by Soapy Sam.

Certainly Socapy Bam could not eee
them, being behind the huge farm cart,
neither eould he hear them, being ex-
tremely deaf. But at any moment the
burly farmer’s son might leave his
shelier, And while he realised this,
Harry knew it was impossible to warn
the brothers. They would have to i2ke
their chance.

Stott of the Nemove was speaking
again  now, From his words it was
evident that he had just parted from
Skinner and Snoop.

“You-—you don't understand, CLff,”
he muttered, as if continuing a broken-
off conversation. “You—you oughtn’t
to have said what you did., Those rotters
don't know anything about—about the
pater,”

“The—the pater?”

“ About the pater going smash, I mean,
of course” was the sulky reply. “I1—
I've told” nobody—why should 17  All
these months 've kept mum, and now
vou come along sayving-—"

“1 don't know that 1 =2id anything
which matlered,” sawd Chifford BStot
quietlv,

“You'd no need to rub it in about the
hank, either,” grambled Stott. “1've
told nobody vou were only a clerk at a
bank. T knew what the chaps would
say. Though I suppose everybody will
have to know now. Didn’t you see how
that ead Skinner sniggered when yon
told hin *"

“No. I=I didn't notice,’
Stott in a low fone,

“Well, he did. FHe spotied your
shabby «clothes, too; anybody would
You might have considered me a bit,
Cliff, before coming here like a blessed
tramp. Couldn’t you—"

“They're the best T've got,” was ihe
“You should know, Bill,

*aaid Chifford

quiet reply.

why I can’t afford better clothes, 1'm
SOTTY, but—but——-""

“It—it's like this, Chff,” went on
Stott uneasilv. " Greviriars 15 a jolly

‘toney' school, and a fellow’s got to keep
his end up. You—you don't understand.
The fact 15, you ought never to have
come here "

“Ohl”

“I'm—I'm glad to gee you, of course.
But—but the chaps would never have
known yvou were a clerk in a third-rate
bank if you hadn’'t transferred to Court-
field, Cliff. Hang it, you've got to con-
sider these things) I—I suppose you
couldn’t get transferred back again? It
would be best, you know."”

l\-—-*r—-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Drop in Potatoes !

LIFFORD gave his brother a
deeply-hurt look. Then he spoke.
“I—I'm afraid it's too late

now. I couldn’t very well ask
again so soon, could 17 I—I1 didn’t
dream——""

“Well, it can't be helped,” grunted
Stott sulkily. “But you can at least
keep clear of Greyiriars. Hang it all,
be regsonable, Cliff ! Only Skinner and
Snoop know, and I think I ecan square
them."

“1'd hoped to see over the old school,”
li;]uttered Clifford Stott slowly., “ But—

Ut—”

“Look here, you mustn’t!” said the

yvounger Stott savagely. “ What differ-
ence does it make to you!? DBut it means
a lot to me, I'll be able to trot over to
Courtfield to see you. It's the best
way."’

There was a silence. Up in the loft
the Famous Five were eyeing each other

speechlessly. They had not wanted to

hear the conversation, but they had
heard it.  They couldn’t help them-
selves. And to say that they were dis-

gusted with William Stott’'s brutal words
his snobbizh and caddish conduct, would
be putting it very mildly.

“T'll keep away, of course, if you wish
it, Bill,” muttered Chfford at length,
“ But—but this is rather a staggerer for
me. I—1 thought you'd be glad to see
me—to have e near you. imagined
we'd have some good times together, 1
was wrong. You don't seem to care.”

“1 do!” muttered Stott desperately.
“You don’t under——="

“1 think I do. But—but there was
another reason why I wanted to be near
vou, Bill.L”  Clifford Stott’s voice had
inken on a new note now. 1t was to
keep an eye on you, old man.”™

anr

I'o—to spy on me, I suppose?” mut-
tered Stott sullenly. "I guessed that.”

His brother winced.

“Put it like that if you like,” he said
guietly, * though you ought to know me
betier than that., Look here, Bill, I may
as well tell you now., You know what
happened to me when the smash came—
[ had to leave school and take a job in
an office. I didn't want to, but I had
to. But when the pater talked of taking
vou from Greyiriars, 1 wouldn't hear of
it. I'd lost my chance in life, but 1
didn’t intend yvou to lose yours. I vowed
rr work night and day lo prevent you
having to leave Greyviriars. And I've
done g0,  With what bit of cash the
pater could spare 1l've managed to keep
you here.”

Stott shrugged his shoulders.

“ No necd to be always rubbing it in,”
he muttered,

“1'm not. I'm not bragging aboul if,
either., I'm stating a fact, My screw at
the bank wasn’t much, and, as you know,
I took up spare-time journalism. Luckily
I can write a bit, and—well, I've man-
aged to keep things going. But it's
meant hard wnrk—-iardcr than you will
ever know, Bill. And it's meant pinch-
ing and scraping. I've done it for your
sake !

“I didn't ask you to do it,” muttered
Htott, kicking the ground viciously with
the toe of his boot.

“1 know you didn’t,” said his brother,
after a tense pause. ' Bul—but the least
you can do, old man, is to play up—to
play the game, and work hard. Instead
of that, you're wasting your opportun-
ties. Your school reports get worse and
waorse. And you're too extravagant,
You're always writing home for cash,
though you know how matters stand.”

“ A chap must have pocket-money.”

“1 know. And what you get should
be enough without always falling into
debt as you seem to be doing. But now
I've seen those two chaps—the sort of
pals you have—I fancy 1 can guess
1|'1.'h ¥3

]:{u was interrupted, It was a startling
interruption, too.

From above their heads came a sudden
startled gasp, followed by a queer,
scrambling noise. Next instant the two
Stotts had a swift vision of a form, with
wildly sprawling limbs, come headlon
through the trap-deor above them, It
was followed almost immediately by a

solid stream of huge potatoes.
Crash !

The Boat Race fever catches on at Greyfriars—

THE MacyeT Lisaary.—No. T88.
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“Yowp !

The farm eart shook and raitled
vidlently under the umpaet as (he hurt-
ling form dropped vpon it. Then came
a wild roar, like the roar of a mad buli,
from behind the eart; a howl of pain in
a boyish voice, and tho rattling thud of
the falling shower of potatoes,

It was the luckless Bob Cherry.

Bob had been balancing hunself pre-
cariounslv on the sack of potatoes, and
swinging his legs carelessly, when sud-
denly he overbalanced and fell headlong
through the opening, and after him shot
tho potatoes in one coniinuous stream.

Cliffiord Stott and his brother were
slartled almest out of their wils. They
stared transfixed at the cart from bebhind
which came esounds which suggested
strife and woe,

But Bob Cherry had no thoughts for
the Btott brothers just then.  Luckily
Bob had not fallen directly on the cart,
or he might have been badly hurt. As
it was, he had dropped full npon the half-
somnolent form of Soapy Sam, who acted
as a =ort of cushion, But Dol was hurt
for all that, and he made no bones about
letting evervone know it.

Soapy Sam gave a strangled yelp and
collapsed limply backwards into the angle
formed by the bottom and tail-board of
the cart.

“Quick! Run for it, Bob,
munttered Wharton, who, with
mainder of the Co., had raced
from the loft,

¥y

you ass!
the re-
down

But Bob needed no advice on that
score, As lhq farmer's son fell back
pasping, the jonoior  streaked for the

door. Stotl had already bolted, but Chf-
ford was still standing bewildered on the
doorstop.

Harry fairly pushed him outside, and
ax his chwins raced out, he followed them
anid banged the door behind him,

Fromm within the barn came a howl ol
wrath, and Wharton waited no longer,
He pelted after the Aying figures of the
nlthers, and joined them in the lane a few
seconds later. Luckily, the heavy down-
pour had ceasad just as quickly as 1t had
started, and ouly a few stray drops were
falling now.

“Oh crumbs!” groaned Bob Cherry,
panting as he leaned against the gate,
“1 believe every bone in my blessed
body's sinashed, Ow! Oh, my hat!
Fancy that happening! Oh dear! My
hegd's fairly singing !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No need to laugh that T can see,”
mumbled Bob, glaring at his hilarious
chums as he rubbed his head. *'1 might
have bean thumping well killed !™

But his chums could not help laughing.
Wharton stopped, however, on eesing
Stott and his brother, who had stopped
a few yatdas away. Clifford was looking
a trifle puzzled, but his young brother’s
face was red and savage,

Meaning to explain
walked over to the two.

Stott of the Remove gave him a bitter
look as he came up,

“1 say,” began Wharton, flushing a
little, “1'm beastly sorry for what—-"

“You—you rotters!” muttored Stott
through his teeth, “You were listening
to na—spying! 1 thought you were too
dashed high and mighty to act the spy.
Wharton.”

“You silly young ass!"” said Harry
warmly, **You know we couldn’t help

matters, Harry

ourselves. Couldn't you see—"
“T did eee. It was plain enough,
Wharton. You——"

“Heore, I sav, easy on, Bill!" inter-
rupted Clifford Stott uncomfortably.
“I'm sure these chaps ecouldn’t help
themselves. They're not the sort to

listen to other paople’s alfairs, I'm ceor-
tain.”

“Your brother knows
we're net,” said Wharton, It was just
bad luci. We entered the barn to
shelter, and that Farmer johnny lrapjred
us up in the loft.  We couldn’t let you
know we were there without rizking our
own skins and yours. I'm sorry——"

“Look out! Run for it!”

The warning yell cama from Bob
Cherry, There was a thudding of heavy
boota from the field they had just left,
and next instant the red, furious face of
Soapy Sam appeared over the gate,

“You young ‘oundsz!" he yelled. " Sa
there you are!  Thought you'd settled
me, did you? Hang you, I'll sopn show
you what’s what!”

dut the juniors didn't wait to he
shown “what's what.” They had taken
it for granted that Soapy Sam had been
finished with, and they did not intend
their error to ba pressed home by the
horny hands of the farmer’s soun.

As Boapy Sam dlambered awkwardly
over the gate they broke and scatiercd.

The Famous Five seudded away along
tho rain-soaked lane towards Greyfriars,
But William Stotl-——probably for reasons
of his own—took the opposite direction;
and Clifford Stott hesitated a seconu wnd
then followed hun.

The thought of running away from
the hulking farmer's son did net appeal
to him:; but he felt he had no chowe n
the matter under the circuomstances,

Soapy Sam dropped from the gale inta
the lane, and stood a moment undecided,
Then, seeing that Stott and his brother

perfectly  well

i

were considerably nearer to  hun, he
went thodding after them, breathing
threats and unprecations,
a
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Slatd, who had nolt eapecled itho fellow
to follow themn, gave an alarmed gasp as
he heard the thud of pursuit,

“He's afler us! Run lLike blazes,
Chit ! he panied. *1It's a flogzing [
me, if I'in caught!”

Clifford said nething; bint he increased
hiz speed, and  easily caught uap has
brother. lla was in fairly good eondi-
tion, and very soon he had to slow down
rather (han leave his brother behind,
Smokes and slacking had played havoo
with the wind of the cad of the Remove,

“Ho's calching us up, hang hiun!”
panted Stotl, hearing the heavy fool
sleps pounding nearer. “ Deller take to
the woods. Stand a better chance ol
giving him the slip there. Over that
stile, Chift!"

Clifford nodded grimly, and followed
his brother as that junior made a dive
for the stile leading info Friardale
Woods,

An angry bLellow from the readway
told then: that Seapy Sam  had seen
their move, and spon they heard hin
lumbering in pursuit, Oul in the lane
it had been bad enough, bul the going
was worse here, Stummbling into diteches
hidden by dead undergrowth, seratched
by briars, and drepehed with miniature
showers of rain from disturbed brambles.
they plunged on blindly, until presently
the crashing of pursuit died away.

Breathing and panting, Stolt called a
halt then, and leaned against a sodden
tree-trunk, coughing  and gasping and
exhausted.

“Thank goodness that bheastly loul’s
given up! Couldn’t have stuck 1f
another second!” he gasped, clenching
his lists savagely, ““This is all the fault

vy

The two Stotts had a fleeting vision of a form with wildly sprawling limbs come i
hurtling through the trap-door above them. It was followed almost immediately

by a solid stream of huge potatoes. Crash ! 1
from his slumbers with a strangled yelp. (See Chapter 2;} )

“Yowp !* Soapy Sam awoke |

—

—and Billy Bunter falls a victim !
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of those howling cads! Hang them!
I'll pay "em back for this, the sneaking
rotiers [”

o .

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Stott's * Friends ' !

I IFFORD STOTT ave his
brother a disgusted look, but was
silent for a moment.

“It wasn't their fault, Bill;
you must know that. Anyway, what
are we to do now?” he =aid at last,

Btott scowled,

“Only thing to do is to make for
Courtheld,” he said sulkily. “Won't be
gafe to go down Friardale Lane again
for a bit. Havé you got your digs yet,
L P

“No; but I've been given one or two
addresses,” said his brother guietly.
““As you don’t want me to visit Grey-
friars, perhaps we'd better go on to
Courthicid—that 13, 1f wyou want to
come.,"”

“I may as well,” was the obviously
unwilling answer. *“We'll calch the
four-fifteen from Friardale, and have tea
there somewhere. I don’t—-"

He broke off with a gasp.

From behind them came the tramp of
feet and the sound of volces. Next
moment three youths, wearing Highchiffe
caps, tramped into the elearing in which
the brothers stood. They stared at the
two, and then stopped on recognising
Stott,

Stott groaned. The newcomers were
Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Vavasour—three
“knuts 7 of the Higheliffe Fourth Form,
and, incidently, three of the biggest cads
there. : o 1is .

“Why, dash it all, if it isn’t old Stott!
said Ponsonby, with a curious glance at
Clifford. “What the thump are you
doing here, Stott? Come for shelter, or
& quiet, ﬁﬂll;f{rriiable amoke—what 1"

Stolt bit his lip.

“We were l:hﬂfed here by that beastl
farmer lout Scapy Sam!” he muttered.
Wi I""_I""_”

Ponsouby laughed. ‘

“Funny—that !” he said. “‘Matter of
fact, we were chased into these beastly
woods, too. That brute Coker, of your
dashed school, caught us having a little
game with that fat rotter Idunter. There
were half a dozen Greyfriars chaps with
him, or we'd have stopped and scrapped,
of course.”

Stott didn't question that statement,
though he might have done, knowing
Ponsonby & Co. as he did. But he
hardly heard it. The wretched young
snob was wondering how he could get
his brother away without Pon & Co.
becoming aware he was his brother. The
sicht of Ponsonby’s sneering grin as his
curions eyes ran over Clifford’s shabby,
muddy clothes, made him grind his teeth
with bitter chagrin.

“Well, Stotty,” resumed Ponsonby
blandly, “aren’t you going to imtroduce
ns to your friend ? New Greyfriars chap,

I suppose ?"

“Na.”

“Relation—what

Stott bit his lip hard. But there was
nao help for it now.

“My brother Clifford,” he muttered
guilenly,  “CLff, these chaps are from
Highehffe School, near here—Pouzonby,
(zadsby, and Vavasour—{iriends of mine.”

Ponsanby grinned broadly. e had
marked the resemblance between the two,
and had guessed as much. He winked
elvly at his chums, and held out his hand
with a studied heartiness in which there
was maore than a trace of mockery,

Gadsby and Vavasour tock their cue

from him and did likewise,

Stott’s brother shook the proffered
hands rather hesitatingly, He couldn't
quite make out the position. DBut Pon-
sonby could—quite well, He saw that
the brothers were uncomfortable. And
the unprincipled Hiﬁ,rhr:lif[ﬂ cad always
made a point of maxing uncomiortable
persons more uncomforiable stitl,

“Over on a visit—what?”
marked, addressing Clifford.
long 7"

Stott gave his brother & warning
glante, which Clifford quite failed to
see,

“For good,” he snilingly rejoined.
“At Jeast, TI'm staying in Courtfield,
My job's at the bank there—Bartlett's
& Kent County Bank, yoa know—"

He broke off and flushed,
realising he had said move
brother wished him to say.

Stott gave him a bitter look,
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SOLUTION.

Plymouth Argyie’s ground iz almost ideal.
Few teams in this country can hoast maore
delightful headquarters. The Argyle's success
was mainly due to Mr. DBrettell, its first
manager. Although Plymouth has not yet
been in the Final for the Cup, it mayv come
their way in the near future.

“We'd better be going now, Aliss that
train if we don’t,” he said through his
teeth, “Come along CLff! See you
later, Pon.”

Ponsonby grinned,

“Half a mol” he said, repressing a
chuckle, “'That's no end interesting—
sbout the bauk, I mean.” e turned to
Chifford with an air of supercilious
geniality. " Here's where 1 can be no
end useful to vou! Fact 15, mmy pater’s
a director of that bank. What's more,
I know the manager. IHe'll do anvthing
for me, There's influence—what? 1 ecan
easily put a good word in {or you—"

“Thanks. But I'd rather fight my own

way,” retorted Chifford Stott a trifle
shortly.
ORI

Ponscnby was quite taken aback for
the moment.

“Well, as vou like, of course,”™ he said
blandly, *“Just come to me, though,
when you do want anything arranged.
And now what about coming up for
a little game and a smoke, Stotty? No
need for such a hurry, is there?”

“Game—smoke—]1 don't understand,”
said Clifford Btott, with sudden suspicion,
“You mwmean to say- ¥

Ponsonby laughed. As a matter of
fact, Ponsonby was more than a little
nettled by Chifford’s curt refusal of his
“influence.” T'he elegant and dandified
knut's lofty dignity was hurt, His
was a mean, spiteful nature, and he
meant to have his own back, whether he
harmed Stott during the process or not.

“Why, a little flutter with the cards,
of course,” he said nocently. ' You
needn't play for high stakes unless you
wish, though., Come up for half an hour,
Any friend or relation of old Btotty’s 1s
welcome, eh, you chaps?”

““Yes, rather!”

“Oh, absolutely ! grinned Vavasour,

“You—you mean to say my brother
plays cards for money with you, and—and
smmokes ¥

“0Of course. It's quite safe in our den

with the door locked, Old Stotty will tell

you that. IHe's lost and wen many a
quid with us, Haven't you, Stotty, old
man "

Stott stood white-faced and speechless,
His brother gave him one look, and then
he turned a scornful glance on Ponsonby
& Co.

“8o you're the sort of friends my

brother makes,” he said quietly. * You
smoky rotters! No, I certainly won’t
join you, nor will my brother. Come

ralong, Bill! Let's get away from here.”

Cliford Stott tramped away through
the leafless trees. 8tott was about to
follow, when he turned upon the grinning

Ponsonby, his face flushed with sup-
pressed rage and dismay.
“You--you howling cad, Pon!” he

hissed., ** You gave me away on purpose,
vou rotter ! Huang you! I'll get my own
back for this—see if I don’t.”

“My dear man, what are you talking
about,” smiled Ponsonby. "1 merely
made vour dear brother a kind offer—
two kind offers, in fact. What "

“You were pulling his leg all the
time, you cad !” muttered Stott savagely.
“You were——"

“Was I?" grinned Ponsonby. *“ Well,
what if I was? Think I'in going to have
my offers of help turned down by a
dashed cad of a bank clerk! My hat,
who'd have thought old Stotty’s family
had a budding banker in- e

He got no [arther. The sarcastic sneer
in the Highcliffe fellow’s words was too
much for the enraged Stott. Livid with
passion, he shot out hLis fist. It struck

The great W. G. astonishes the natives—next Monday |

TEE MacxeT LiBRARY.-—No. T88.



Always up-to-date, always first-rate—the MAGNET! (]

the grinnmg Ponsonby full on his long
vose, and he staggered back with a howl,

For a moment he stood hugging his
mjuied nose, dombiounded by such an
attack from the usually cowardly Stott.
Then, with a hoarse growl, he flung
himsell at the Greyfriars junmor,

“T'H—I'll smash you for that!” he
hissed, “Gaddy, Vavasour, come on
datien the cad ™

Cadsby and Vavasour obeyed thetr

leader without hesitation. They wore
three (o0 one, and such odds appealed to
them, In a flash the luckless Stott was
down, with the three pummelling hun
mercilessly,

But the Highcliffe knuts had forgotien
Stott's brother,

Hearing the commotion and guessing
its meauing, ho came rushing back.  As
his eyes fell upon the scene he sct his
lips hard,

“Enovugh of that!” he
sharply. *Three to one's a
goml, Stop it I

He stooped down, and at his tonch
Cradsby pasped and scrambled oul of the
fray. Vavasour also suddenly decided 1t
vasn't his alfair, after all, and jumiped
away, eyeing  Clifford rather  appre-
hensively,

But Ponsonby bhardly noticed Clifford
Niott's arrival in his ?:11"3, anid he con-
tinued punching viciously at the hapless
=totl, -

Ele vwas soon to realize it, however.
A hand fell ou his collar, and Le was
wrettched From his vietim and Aung to
vie side.  He reeled back at the un-
expected  Interruption, and at  that
woment his feet slipped from under him
on the sodden ground, and he went flat
on his back, striking his head on the
rools of a tree as he fell,

“Sorry,” gasped Clifford Stott,
thidn’t mean to do that.
hurt much #7

Apparently  Ponsonby was. He lay
for a brief moment nursing his head, and
ihen he staggered to his feet,

“You—you low cad!™ he hissed, hLis
eyes glittering.  * You—you dare to lay
your tilthy hands on me? I'll—I'll—F

He hurled himself at Clifford Stolt
hitting out furiously, J
At any other time Ponsouby would
have hesitated before attacking any
fellow his own size, much less & 3,'1;111”1
soveral years his senior. DBut he was
reckloss  with rage now. Moreover
Uhifford Stolt’s appearance had not in-
pressed him in any way, He was about
I'onsonby’s size, but his face was pale,
and his frame none too well covered,
Ponsonby took him for a weakling.

But, weakling or not, Ponsonby soon
discovered that Clifford had a stout heart
and a cool head, 1In his turn Clifford also
might have hesitated before attacking a
fellow his junior in years, thourh for a
thiferent reason, But he had no choijce in
the matler now, Ponsonby was hitting
ont with all his force, and Stott’s hrother
was obliged to defend himself by striking
back. i
~Gadsby and Vavasour did not iuler-
tero; they had not had Ponsouby’s in
centive to courage. Neither did they
atternpt to touch William Stott, who
leaned against a tree-trunk too done e
lo interfere if he had wanted to.

To and fro the two staggered, fighting
liercely, slipping and stumbling on the
wet clay soil.  Ponsonby's face was soon
crimson, and he panted heavily with the
unnsual  exertion. Smokes and hard
living were telling the tale now. Clifford
Stott, however, was aa cool and fresh as
vhen he had started. His face was white

o
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A hand feil on Ponsonby’s collar, and he was wrenthed away from his vietim

and flung to one side. His feet slipped from under him on the sodden ground,

and he went flat on his back, striking his head on the roots of a tree as he fell,
(Yee Chapter 3.)

and  steained, certainly, but his eyes
gleamed with the zest of battle. At first
he had contented himself with defence.
MNow be had warmed up to the fray, and
he drove the exhavsted Ponsenby all over
the clearing, hitting out straight from
the shoulder,

The end came guickly, and 1n a manner
characteristic of the Highcliffe leader,

A clever left hook had sent Ponsonby
down with a thud, and for a moment he
stayed down.  Iis face, with a thin
stream of red flowing from his nose,
looked a sight, and he glared up through
hali-closetl eyes at his enemy. Then quite
suddenly he scrambled to his
cowered before his walling opponent, and

then bolled, lurching and stumbling
through the trees.

Stott did nel move; he was too
a=tounded,

Thirty wyards away Ponsonby paused
and glanced back, hiz batlered face eon-
vilsed with fury.

“All vight, you—you cad '™ he shouted,
his voice trembling violently. “I'll—I'1]
pay you back for this, you'll see. I'll get
vou, vou brute! I'll never rest until 've
hounded you out of the district, hang
},nu !u

He stumbled away and vanished amid
Lhe trees.

(radsby and Vavasour followed him
without needless delay. They had no
desire to don  Ponsonby’s  disearded
mantle, as it were. When they had
vanished, Clifford Stott turned slowly to
his brother, standing silent and appre-
hensive near by.

“Come on, oul of this,” le said,

Stolt followed his brother through the
trees. In silonce they tramped through

Who wins the Boat Race ?

feet,.

the wood {o the roadway. There was
no one else aboul, and here Clifford
turned to his brother, a subdued expres-
sion on his face.

“This settles your coming to Courl-
field, of course,” he said quietly, “ We're
both wet through, and hardly fit to be
seen., You'd betler hurry back {o school
IO, I‘” ‘I.TI‘I'!H :!'flll SOMTE, I.I.l'ld ]-"L'HI Cai
come over Lo see e al Couvifield.”

Siolt's head was averted,

“You —you don't believe what that cal
Ponsonby said about me, do youi" he
mutlered desperately,

Clifford Stott  did
mament,

“I—I don’t know what to believe,” he
said huskily al last. * Not yvet; not until
I've thought things over, Bill, old man,
I've been  bitterly  disappointed over
several things this afternoon. I've learned
many things I hadn’t expected to learn.
But never mind that now: I'll talk o
you again, DBest thing you ecan do is to
citt off hard for school and get those wel
things off. Good-bye, old man.”

Ile shook Steti's lhmp hand, and
tramped heavily away towards Friardale,
Stott watched him go, and a gueer feel-
ing of self-loathing took possession of tho
wrelched young snols for a moment. Then
he shrugged his shoolders and turned
away,

“"Hang it!" he moitered,  “IHe--he
oughtn't to have come here at all,  Muost
think I can't look after my dashed self.”

And Stoti slaricd moodily back for
Greyfriara,  Both brothers seemed 1o
have forgotien Ponsonby and his threats.
But Ponsonby, nursing Lis injuries as he
made  for Ilighceliffe, hadn't forgotien

not reply for a
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thein. Had he only kuown at, Chifard
had made a bitter and revengeful enemy
in Cecil Donzonby, of Iigheliffe.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Disaster [

ROM the disiance liarey Wharfon
F & o, had watehed Stott and his
brather's mad da=h awax, with
Socpy Sam on thewr heels, in no
hittle apprebension,  But when they saw
the farmer’s son returning alone some
mowents later they breathed frecly agaim,
and made tracks for Greyfriars, The rai
had stopped altogether now, and a wintry
sunt shone on the glistening trees and
hedges, B they had had enough adven-
ture for one allernoon,

They were pob surprised to seo Stotd
return to Greviom = an tune for tea, and
alone,  They had expeeted i, after what
they had overicarcd, o the Common-
room that evening they noticed Stott’s
bitter glare fixed on themw, DBut he said
nothing to them: nor dul they say any-
thing to g, What they had overheard
was 1o coneern of thewrs, and rthey felt
1t wis none of their basiess to interfere
i any way.

But they could not help discussing il
among themselvos,  Stond's snobbishness,
s Dase mgratitinle 1o lis brother, had
dizgusted them,

“Jle's a bigger cad than ever T dreamed
he was,” was Wharton's comment.  *It's
not ouir business, or 1'd jolly seon tell
him =0, 10, 1T only wish we could help
his brather 10 =ome wayv-—take that yvoung
waster m hand for fom.”

“Only make matters weorse if we dud,”
remarked Frank Nogent sagely, ' It's
never wise to clup in m matters like thas.
Ouly tuen Inme against his brother more
than ever.”’

“1m afraud »0,” =and Wharton.

And the Famous Five left it at thai.
But they kept & cloze eve on Btott during
the next few davs,  Stotl knew 1t but
it chidn't worey hum, 1o knew his secret,
etich as 1t was, was sale vith Harry Whar-
ton & (o, With Skinver and Snoop it was
different.  They did not know all, of
course; But Stott knew them, and he
knew they would mwake the most of what
thev dud Eknow, wnless hie stopped them.
As he expecied, he easily managed {o do
this. Skinner and Suoop shared too many
eccreis of their own with Stott to risk
a sphit in the dingy Triple Alhance for
g0 little.

Siott’s onlyv worry was Ponsonby & Co,,
atd e look good care to give Hhigheliffe
a wudo berth during the next few days,

11e had had one lotter from his brother,
a shori note stating that he had started
waork, had found comfortable rooms, but
not lientioning a word concerning other
matters, 1t ended, however. by asking
Btott to visit him on the following Wed-
nesday afternoon.

Stott dul not wanl to go, for many
reasons.  PBut he felt he had better., And
when his chum Skinner approached him
after dinner an the Wednesday he felt a
bittle relicved at having to po.

“DBuck up and get your cap, Stotty.”
remarked Skinner. “We're paving old
Pon a visit this alternoon. We'll walk
over and-——"

“1'm not coming,” said Siott. “Cot
another engagement.,”

“What rot!” said Skinner grinning.
“We haven't seen Ponsonby for a fort-
wight, and T want to get back some of
the _f:-::ah I lost. Of course vou're cowp-
irg.

Stott had not, as yet, mentioned his
meeting in the woods with Ponsouby to
anyone, and he felt glad now of an excuse
io stay away.

“I can’t come, I tell you,” he said.
“"T've got to meet my—iny brother in
Courtfield,™

“Got to, eh?” said Skiuncr with a
faint sneer. **My hat! If I'd a brother
like that I'd wateh taking his dashed
orders. Come with us, and let hun stew,
you ass. "

*1 tell you I've got to mo; i
portant,” Led Stett sulkily, * Aunvway,
I'in gomg, 1lang Ponsonby ! i cateh-
bz the 2.30 train,”

i s
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“0Oh, as vyea like, then,” grinned
Skinner, wondering o little at SBtott’s
anmer, YWe're startiug now, 0 you
ciazi walk along with us—what =

Hictt followed Skinner 1o the =tudy,
and 1 a few moments they siarted oul.
It. was a fine, keen, wintiy alternoon,
and most of the fellows were wending
their way towards the playing {ficlds, But
Skinner o SO0 and Stolt. for that
mafter-- preferred such dingy puicsnits as
stiokes and cards 1m a ,-cruﬂ"_}'_ lovked I]ii-'-h'
cliffe study o football and the clean open
i,

They slouched along, hands in pockets,
aud 1t was not until they reached the
spal where the ligheliffe Howd joined
Friardale Lane that Btort begarn 1o realise
that the afteihoon was not going 1o be a
lucky one for hin.

As he was about te part from  his
shady conmipanions there came the whirr
of bieveles, and fonr Highelifte fellows
rode up and sprang from their machines,
As he recogni=ed them Stott’s face paled.

lhey were Ponzonby, Gadsby, Vava-
sour, and Monzon—and Ponsonby's eyes
were fixed oo glave of hate upon lum,

2o 've got yon at lasi, yvon little
cad I exclauned PPonsonby. igscering the
astonished Skinner and Snoop. “T've
been leoking cut for you., my pippin!
've got yon now, though! [I'll teach
vou to punch iy nose ! Your own dashed

brother wont know vou when 1've
finished with you! XNab bhim, you
chaps !

“Here, whai ihe thump—-" began
Skinner,

e broke off and gasped as Pousonhy
deopped his machine into the hedge and
dashed past hun at Slott, -

But Stott was toe quick for him.
Dodging the ontstretched arm, he turned
and bolted back along Friardale Lane.
Ponsonby went in hot pursuit, Ilis legs
were longer than Btoit's; but  sheer
desperation lent Stott wings,

Seeing that the Greyfriars junior was
outdistancing  hin Ponsonby  wheeled
suddenly and dashed back for his hike.

“He'll get away, vou fools!” he
shonted angrily, “After him! The
bikes, you fellows!"

“*Yes, rather!”

“Oh, . absolutely ! chimed in  the
parrot-like Vavasour, rushing for his

machine,

In a moment all four werve mounted
and pedalling hard on Stolt's track, As
he panted along Stott heard the whirr
of e¢ycles behind him  and  spurted
desperately,

“Got you!” yelled Ponsonby, racing
alongside the junior and springing off lna
machine,

But Ponsouby had shouted too soon.
Seeing escape by straightforward run-
ning was impossible, Stott resorted to
strategy. lle wheeled abruptly and
dived for the low hedge.

Crashing recklessly tir{mgh, he set off
acrass the ploughed field beyond. That
he was {respassing onee again on Farmer

Jason's land did not trouble Stolt for ihe
moment, All he thought about jusi then
was escape from the threatened wven-
geance of Ponsonby,

The knutty Higheliffe juniors, how-
ever, did not relish moddying their ele-
gant 5.'}_11}-?5 on the ploughed field even (o
catch Stpti,

After stumbling a few yards into the
field Ponsonby turned and retraced his
steps to the lane and joined his com-
panions, They did not ride away. how-
ever, and Stott concluded, with a groan,
that they intended to wait for his return,

Stott saw that things were going 1o
be awkward, By going inland he waonld
have to approach the farm buildings,
and with Ponsonby & ('o. patrolling the
lane 1t would be impossible to escape that
wav,

There wus nothing else for it but in
walt nntil Ponsonby & Co. chose to give
ip the thing as a bad job and eclear.
Meanwhile, dectded Stett, he might jusi
as well make himself comfortable,

A tarpaulim-coversd  havstack  =tood
near the hedge some vards away, and the
junmior moved towards it, Halting in
the narrow opening belween the hedgy
and the havstack, he tngged handinls of
dry hay Trom the stack 1nlo a heap and
seated himself nwpon it

He was now sheltered on both sides,
and through the interstices of the heds:
he could easily spot anyone coming frou
the roadway,

“Might have heen worze!” mnaad
Stott, making himself comfortable, **1i's
given me a jolly good excuse to stap
away from Courtfield., Anywayv., I can
play the wailing game as long as that
beast Pon—and a jolly s=ight more
comfortably 17

And, with a grin, William Stolt took
from his pocket a packet of cigarcites,
and selecting one, he struck a match and
lit up. Then, leaning back againsi the
stack, he puffed away cheerfully,

He was still puffing away when he
heard the thudding of heavy feet coming
towards the stack. He gave a sudden
jump of alarm, and, more from farce of
llmbit than anything else, he stuffed the
cigarette behind him,

But that was all he had the chance ia
do. Next instant a burly form loomed
above him and a heavy hand grasped his
collar,

“(Goleher, me lad!” came a hoarse,
trinmphant vell: and the luckless Btott
felt hiumself hauled osut inte the open,

With a strangled gasp he twisted
round, to find the red, saomewhat vacant
features of Soapvy Sam leering above
him. Stott had expected this, but the
sight wade him shudder with fear.

Not only had he been caught on
strictly forbidden ground, but he had
been caunght smoking as well! Stott
saw black trouble ahead, and he groaned,

“You didn’'t know 1 seed yer come
‘ere, did yer?” chuckled Scapy Sam,

rinding his knuckles into the nape of
Stott's neck. “Well, you comes along
o’ me now, me lad! Trespassing—ch!
And smokin' as well !”

“1—1 wasn't—""

“Ho, ho! Wasn't ver? I seed ver—
I seed the smoke! Mister 'Eadinaster’l]
be glad {o 'ear this! Come along—step
it out!”

And almost lifting the unfortunate
Stott from off his feet, Soapy Sam began
to propel him across the field towards
the distant farm buildings.

For a moment the junior had a wild
idea of kicking his captor's shins and
attempting to bolt. DBut he could not
pluck up the courage to do this.

As they trﬂ,mpeﬁ on to the muddly

The inventive mind of the ‘“ Owl " is equal to the occasion—
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farmyard a burly, red-faced man came
hurryving towards them.

“What von got thnm, Sam?” he de-
manded eagerly. ““Wot one of them
voung rips from the aku:mlf Y

“Jest that, father!” pgrinned Sam.
“Copped him red-"anded. Smokin’, he
wis, too—Dbehind one of them haystacks,
the young Imnp'"

Farmer Jason's features went purple.

“What? Smokin', by George!” he
velled, *“ Behind a haystack, loo! DBy
hnlw:r'! That settles i, then. The young
villain!  Here, 1'll take the lhttle wvarp-
mint, Sam. You shove the pony in the
dogeart, and I'll run "im over to his

‘cadmaster meself—blowed if T don't!”
e took chargo of the shivering Stott,
and his hopeful son started avrnsa the
vard. Kven as he did so a wild shout
rang out, and a farmhand came dashing
into the yard, pointing frantically across
the fielda as he did so.
“Them havstacks, mister.
stacks 15 afire !” he yelled.
“What?" roared the farmer,

Them hay-

“Them ’‘aystacks is afire! TLook ab
e I

Farmer Jason looked, Then he
- r
junped, I'ne two haystacks were

clearly visible, and from one of them a
thin wisp of smoke was rising. As he
stood, transfixed with sudden alarm, the
wisp burst suddenly into a thick column
of flame-flecked smoke.

“By hokey, he’s right!”
“This young whelp's done it!
villaim !

He fairly swung the hapless Stott to-
wards the nearest shed, and then with
one povwerful awing of his arm sent the
junior  head-over-heels into the dark
interior. Next he slammmed the door and
swung the beavy bar across,

he velled,
The—the

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Costly Smoke !
IRE! FIRE!™

1
F Farmer Jason's powerful
volece rang out like the angry
bellow of a mad bull A
moment later the startled farm folk were
tumbling out of house and outbuildings,
In less than three seconds a scene of the
v ||L[[==-'|1. fear and confusion reigned.

“This way, you idjuts!"” bellowed the
frantic farmer., “Don’t stand there like
a lot of blamed sheep! Come on!”

He led the way at a lumbering trof
across the fields, his eyes blazing. s
stariled son and some half-dozen excited
farm-workers followed in a ragged
sfream,

But they
arrived thera,

were of little vse when they
The hay was by this time
well alizht and burning with almos
incredible fury., TFor some moments they
ran about helplessly, shouting various
wild suggestions, but attemphting to
carry nona of them intp practice,

Only Soapy Sam, curiously enough,
tricel anything useful. He snatched
bundles of branches, dragged from the
hedge:, and made a gallant but futile
attempt to beat out the Aames: but the
burning mass was scorching hot and un-
approachable,

Like the rest of them, Farmer Jason
Lhad completely lost his head. He danced
about like an intoxicated monkey,
roundly cursing his men for their help-
lessness, but just as helpless himseli,

Other people were rushing up now,
and numbered among these were the
IF'amouz Five. There happened to be
no Remove mateh for that day, and the
juniors had decided to walk over to
ighcliffe, where the Greyfriars first

came rushing back to the five. It

team were playing the Highcliffe seniors.

But on seeing the fire they had natur-
ally abandoned that idea for the moment.
They came rushing upon the scene, feel-
ing they were entitled to trespass under
the circumstances,

“Can we do anything " asked Whar-
ton, approaching the almost demented
farmer, * What about water?”

“Do anvthing " rcared Farmer Jason,
dancing in his mdignation, * Look at
it.  "Aven't you done epnugh—one of
yve dratied kids, anyways? Clear out of
this, or——"

“ But—but surely something can he

done,” gasped Wharton, surprised at the
farmer’s words and fury., *“The pond
thE“I‘ﬂ-—]it‘Tt'ﬁ of water, Get  these
fellows

“1 tell yer o

“Wake wp, man!” urged Ilarry
curtly. *You can al least save the other
stack. Ger these men on the job with
buckels, Quick!”

The farmer stopped his dancing
suddenly, H&rrvq calm words seemed

to have a sobering effect upon him,
He turned sudden]y upon lhe helpless
crowid,

“You blamed lot of sheep,
summut ! he howled.
water! Off with you, drat you !

He himself started off for the farm
with a rush, and the others followed
quickly enough. They had something to

el doin”
“Feteh buckets—

do now; and they did it. The juniors
went al=o, anxious to help even their
enemy.

Armed with buckets, pans, basins—

anyf.-hing that would hold 'l.".'u.wr——ﬂu:f
was
easy to sce now -thal nolthing could save

the stack, however, and at Wharton'a
suggestion their energies were conlined
to saving the remnaining stack, w hich was
now well alight in Iﬂ.n'-t‘"i

It was also al Harry's suggesiion that
a human chain was formed, rlong which
the buckets and othor receptacles were
passed from hand to hand, and the con-
tents flung over the second stack.

Luckily, the pond was but a short di=-
tance away, and luckily there was plenty
of water, Also there was Little wind, and
after some minutes’ hard work the last
spark was extinquished, and the fight was
WO,

MNot. however, unlil the hrst slack had
burned low did they velax thewr efforts,
Then, with blackened hands and faces,
and t-nuﬂilm,.;' strongly of bt hay, the
juniors  approached  the exhausted
farmer.

“":ﬂfn, enough  now, I think, Mr,
Jason,” remarked Harry., * What about
a wash and brush up for us? Can we
pet it at the farm !

The farmer glared at tim juniors

“No, that you thundering well can
he snapped savagely, “I1 thank yoer
to get off my land, me lads.”

Thie juniors were staggered,

“That's a bit thick, Mr. Jason, after
what we've done,” said Wharten hotly,
“But for us you'd have lost the mh
stack, too, and vou know it. You nnp:
show a little gratitude and deceney.’

The farmer gave a grant, Though
irascible and passionate, he wos not a
bad-hearto® man, and he saw the jostica
in Harry's words.

“Come up fo lhe farm, I'll
vou up,” he grunted,
worked 'ard, young gents,

0

an’ lix

“I'll admit you've
an

I :1r|miL~‘-
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ith,

table.
working,

Stott opened the door =nd staried violemtly,

Before him was a typewriter and a pile of manuseript, but he was not

His arms were on the table and his head sunk upon them.
Chapter 8.)

L O -

His brother was seated at the

(Nee

—and Harry Wharton & Co. have the time of their lives !
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it wasn't vour fault what that rascal of
a schoolfellow o vourn's done.™

“1I don't understand!”
Wharton, with a start,
to sav——"

“T'll soon show you,” zaid the farmer

exelarmod
“Do you mean

grimly. “You'll be witnesses then.
Uome o¢n.”
- ordered his exhausted men to

sland by the eccond haystack, and led
the juniors towards the farm, Thea
juniors were perplexed ; but they already
had a suspicion of the truth. It was
confirmed when the farmer flung open
the door of the shied, to reveal the white,
chalk-like face of William Stott.

“ My hat ! gasped Wharton, * Statt 1"

The farmer grasped the shivering
junior with a blackened hand, and
hauled Liim out into the open. Stott's
glance immediately wont aeross the fields,
aind as his eyes fell on the hlackened
dezolation there, he went white to the
line,

“Yes, ver may well look,” snapped the
farmer., *That's your doings, an’ you've
ot to pay for it. That stack wasn't in-
suredd, an’ I ain’t goin’ to lose by it—-
nat me. I've pol summut 1o lay afore
your ‘cadmaster this time.”

Stott trembled.

i e e | You're net going to
report me!” he panted, licking his dry
hipe, YIt—it will be ithe sack for me f
yvou do. For Heaven's sake don’t, Mr.
Jason, ™

“Some use talkin' like that now—it's
too  late,” said the farmer gruffly.
** Birkes me the gkool'll he well rid o
the likes of you. You can stay in there
until I'm ready to take yon to Grey-
friars, lad.* "

IIe pushed the shaking junior hack
into the shed, and fastened the door.
Then he turned to the juniors,

“lHow did it happen, Mr. Jazen?”
Txriuﬂ‘ﬂml Wharton  gravely, * Was
1g—"

“Bmokin', ithe litile vat!"” retorted the
farmer. “My son 2am caught him red-
handed—it was hia right enough, Must
have chuckea his lighted fag among the
hay, and that fool Bam never noticed it.
E'r'aps this’ll be a lesson to you voung
gents.  Come, you chall have yonr wash
JIDW.

He stumped away towards the farm

kitelien, and the juniors followed. Harry
Whartan's face was troubled. Reveral
times during that term the wilful, rascally
Stott had been befare the Heoad for
wrongdoing, and he know what this
lagt  and more sericus offence would
mean, It would undoubtedly mean the
sack. as Stott himeself had said.

But Hurry was thinking, not only of
the wretched Stott, but of his brother,
ton., He koew Willlam Stett’s charae-
ler, and he knew that expu’sion would
hurt his brother Chfford far more. It

would mean that al his toil, all his
hopes and self-sacrilices would go f{or
naught.

The thought of this Lrovght a sudden
resalve to Wharton.,  Ho ran after the
farmer and took him on one side,

“Look here, Mr, Jazon,” he began

earncstlv. Do you mean what vou say
about taking Stott to the Head "

YOf ecourse I does! Hasn't he de-
sorved 1tY Darn me—-~-"

“But can’t vou punish him in sobie
other wav, Mr. Jason? A pood thrash-
ing would satisfy veu, surely ¥ pleaded
Harry. " Yeu don't reahse what the
sack means to a fellow; 1t niay ruin his
wheale life.  Not only that—his family
suffers, ton. In this case——"

“T1 won't hear a word!” snapped the
farmer angrily. “What about that
damage—think T can afford to lose that?
I won't hear a word.”

But he did, for al] thal., ITe listencd,

rumpily enough, as Wharton pleaded
Stott's case. The captuin of the Remove
talked of the lifelong disgrace—of ithe
sorrow and bitter disappointuuent to his
family if Btolt weresent homne. And then,
as a flinal resort, Harry told of the
trouble in the Stott family, and of
Clifford’s stout fight to keep his brother
at Greyfriars.

My, Jason's grim fealures velaxed then,

“Wel, I dont know as if "wl help me
much gettin’ the lad kicked out,” Le
erunted at last. * Buot—-"

“Then—then you'll let him go—yon
wen't rep;rt hami” exclunoed Ilarviy
eagerly.

“I'll let the young rascal go--yes”™
was the grumpy response. “ Bnt there's
that stack. I can’t afford to lose the
hay, and what’s more, 1 don’i intend o,
young fellow., If he can lind the money
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to pay for the damage I'll let it go at
that. That's my last word, young gent,”

“Oh, good! T'll see you get the
money all right—you ean take my vord
for that,” said Wharton promptiy. “ 1t
won't be much, will it%”

“Fifiy pound, if a pennv.,” was the
response. *“1I dor’t know, but I'll—"

“Fifty pounds?”

Harry echoed the words aghast. Ho
had never dreamed that it would mean
stich a huge sun,  He looked at the
farmey’s face, but a glance told him the
man was in earnest, and he knew from
report that he was honest, whatever his
faults in other directions.

“You—-you can't make it
that:"”

“Not a penny less. It's worth much
morve than that,” said the farmer stolidly.

less thien

“1d already arranged to sell it this
week. ™

“Phew !

Wharton was staggered; but Le did

not hesitate long. From the conversation
overheard in the barn that day, Harry
knew that Clifford Stoit would have the
vimiost diffieulty in finding such a sun:.
Still, it obviously meant that or expulsion
for his brother. Perhaps, in such an ex-
trerity, Clifford could find the money
somehow. At all events, it was up o
him to decide,

“Very well, Mr. Jason,"” said Harry
firmly. **Let Stott go, and I'll guarantes
you the money. I'll sign a paper to that
effect if you like. You'll give Stott's
brother tine to pay it, of course 7"

“I'l give him a fortnight—not a day
longer!”  was  the angry response.
Apparently My, Jason was already re.
grotinge |_]iﬁ_dﬂfi$iﬂrl. “And I don't
want no signing papers—I can trust you,
iy lad. New clear off before 1 changes
my mind, You can release that rascal as
you go out, If T gets near him [ shall
not be nble to keep my hands off him.”

And the farmer stamped into the house,
grovwling to himself. With a deep breath
of relief, Ilarry ran over to join his
chums, who were in the kitchen across
the yard. He explained matters as he
hurricdly cleaned himeelf. Then he ran
back across the yard and released Stott.

As Wharton flung wide the door and
called him out, Stott eyed the juniors iu
astonishment.

“1t's  all right!” snapped Harry,
scurcely hiding his contempt. “We've
managed to save yeur skin, you smoky
rotter !

“Oh—oh, good!" breathed Stott.

“But it’s going to cost someone fifty

ouitds;”  added Harry grimly. * That

ia;,-{’s”gr.wt to be paid for—we've promised
Lilat.

“Fifty guid!” Stott muttered the
words hoarsely. “Why, I haven't fifty
wnee ! What on earth do you mean,

Vharton "

“1 mean what 1 say,” said Wharton,
And he told Stott what had taken place.
Stott groaned when he had finished.

“It’s no good, Wharton ! he gasped,
“My brother can’t pay it! I—1 daren't
even ask him to—I simply daren’t!"”

“Don't be a fool! Do you want to be
packed? ¥You must go over at once and
tell him everything, Whether you're
sacked or not, someone will have to pay
it, in any case.”

“1—1 daren’t! My brother would "

“You mieerable coward!” cried Bab
Cherry, in disgust., “That's just like
ou! But you've got to go—if 1 have to

ot you over to Courtfield mysell!
Hang it all—"
“He'll have to go—it'll be worse for

The Chums of the Remove in Town—next Monday !
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him if he doecsn't,” said Whartion im-
patiently. “Off you go, Stott! You'll
just about catch the four-fifteen!"

Stott stood silent for a moment.

“I—T'll go!™ he muttered at last,
—I suppose it's the only thing.”

“Come on, then."

The juniors tramped across the fields to
the roadway. And there, Harry Wharton
& Co. parted from the guaking Stott,
and returned to Greylriars.

-H-l

iy Nipmpi

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Skinner, the Spy !

FTER tea that evening the Famous

Five looked out for Btott’s return

In no little anxiety. They had

managed to save the wretched

ead of the Remove's skin for a time: but

they were not very hopeful as to the out-

come. Fifty pounds was a big sumn for a
fellow like Chifford Stott to find.

But they had done their best. It now
remained for Stolt’s brother to decide
whether the money was to be found in
the time allowed, or whether Stott was
to suffer the penalty. In any case, it was
clear that the damage would have to be
paid for some time or other.

The juniors were standing by the gates
when Stott came tramping in at last.

U Well?"  asked  Wharton  quickly.
“What does your brother say? You've
seen him, of course 7"

“Yes. He—he's going to find the

money somehow,” multered Stott.  “ Bui
—but he can't possibly do it in the fort-
night ; it's impossible, Wharlon. ven if
he could earn that much by slaving night
and day for a fortnight, he couldn't pet
the ready money for it in time.” )

“You mean with his writing #"

“Yes. It's hopeless. But—but he
thinks he can manage it if old Jason will
extend the time. Anyway, he's come
back with me now, and he's poing to =ee
Jason. I've got to meet Clifford at the
crossroads in an hour’s time to hear
what's happened.”

Wharton's face clouded. From what
he had gathered from Farmer Jason's
remarks and attitude, he had little hope
of Clifford Stott succeeding in his quest.

“What did your brother think about
it ! asked Bob Cherry curtly,

Stott Hushed, and was eilent for a
moment.

“He—he was upset,” he mumbled re-
lnctantly at last. “ But—Dbut he wanted
me to thank you fellows for what you did.
Things aren’t going well with him at the
office. The manager’s got his knife into
him. That brute IPonsenby's at the
boltom of it."”

“Ponsonhy ! But what on earth has
Ponsonby to do with your brother 7"

Stott hesitated. He had forgotten that
the others knew nothing of what had hap-
pened in the woods that afternoon.

“We—we met Pon and his pals in the
woods the day my brother came,” he said
sulkily, at length. *“We had a row, and
my brother gave the ead a hiding. He
swore he'd hound my brother out of the
place. And as DPPonsonby's pater's a
director of the Courtfield bank, and he
knows the manager, Pon's getting his
own back that way.”

“Phew !

“What a howling shame !"

The juniors eyed each other uloomily.
They knew what a bitter and relentless
enemy Ponsonby was, It seemed as
though the unfortunate Clifford was to
be dogged by bad luck at every turn.

The juniors pressed Stoti for further
particulars; but he was sulky now, and

Look out for ¢ Billy Bunter’s Boat Race Party ! "’

Clifford stumbied over something— samethingr nlying in a limp heap on the
ground—2nd he went headlong. The lamp flew from his grasp and erashed
to earth some yards away. Then from the huddled heap came a faint groan,

and Clifford knew that his quest was ended.

{see Lhapter 9.)

refused to tell more. Leaving him to
“stew 1n his own juice,” as DBob Cherry
put 1t, the five went indoors.

But Stolt remained in the Close, pacing
restlessly up and down. His brow was
dark, and his mind full of bitter thoughts,
He hated Wharton and his chums, and he
resented their guestions and interference.
And he resented the thouzht that he oved
them auvthing. CGratitude did not enter
into the miserable, sulky junior’s make-
up.

For half an hour he paced up and
down, his face haggard, and his eves
burning. Then he looked at his watch
and moved towards the gates. As he
reached them, two juniors, who had been
standing there, joined him.

They were Skinner and Snoop, his
study-mates and chums. Both eyed him
very curiously as they stopped him.

“Here he 15!" said Skinner, with
rather a malicious grin. “ My hat,
=totty, what's been happening to you?

You were collared by SBoapy Sam, weren’t
rou 7"

; Stolt nodded sullenly. He knew what
thal sneering grin on  Skinner's face
meant.  Obviously Ponsonby had told
Stott's precious “fair-weather ' pals of
thes trouble between them in the woods,
The thought made Stott clench hig fists
hard.

At the =ame time he felt relieved.
Dbviously Skinner, while knowing he had
been captured, did not know he had been
charged with causing the fire. On sece-
ing him in the hands of Scapy Sam, they
had probalbly departed, Ponsonby & Cg.,
at least, more than satisfied.

“Yes: the brute collared me,” he
responded, his mind working rapidly.

“We spotted that!"™ grinned Skinner.
“What happened—a licking, or is he
going to report you?"

“A—a licking,” said Stott, grasping
the chance. *“The brute of a farmer was
going to report, but—but I asked for a
licking instead. He thrashed me with

8

““Ha, ha, ha! Oh, my hat!"”

Skinner and Sn roarsd at  that.
The thought of William Stott, perhaps
the biggest funk in the Remove, asking
for a ficking, was to them screamingly
funny.

Stott bit his hip savagely.

“You fools—you grinninﬁlfwls.!” ha

)

hissed.  “You can go to blazes, hang
you " . _
He was striding on when Skinner

grasped his arm,

“Half a sec., Stotty,” he remarked
with a chuckle. “We want to talk to
vou., we'll let that joke about the lick-
ing pass. Look here, there's something
up; we can see that. What's the little
pame? I spotted you chatting with
Wharton just now. What—"

“I'll tell you nothing, hang you!"”

* But—"

“Go and eal coke!™

And savagely wrenching his arm free
Stolt sirode on through the gates.

Skinner looked after him, his eyes glit-
tering. Then he winked at Snoop.

M That  sottles it,” he remarked,
“Snoopy, old bird, are wo going to let
our dear old pal turn us down like that?
Not likely ! There's a bit of a mystery
here. As his dear pals, 1t's pur bounden
duty to investigate—what 7"

“Must be something up,

It’s great !
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“Wihere's he going—out of gatea al
Jusk? Shall we——"

“We will ' snapped Skinner, his eyes
gleaming, “We'll see that no harmn
votnes to the dear chap., We'll also see
what he's up to, hang him! We can go
ad eat coke, can we "

And Harold Skinner led the way
ihrough the gates.  He could see the
iigure of Stolt hurrying along the lane
ahead, and the two sneaks followed,
keeping close to the hedge,

Dusk was falling rapidly on Friavdale
Lane. The lane was winding, and it was
an easy matier to keep on the track
without being seen by their quarry.

Nm_mn-r- did Sto't look round, The
possibility of being followed had not
cven oceurred to hm, He was too

worried and agitated, as it happened, to
think of possible spies,

Ho stopp=d at last at the cross-roads,
where the Higheliffe Road joined Friar
dale Lane, and Skinner and his com-
panion stopped also, and shpped into the
hedge,

It was well for them that they did so,
for scarcely a minute later there came
ihe sound of feet behind them, and a
furm came striding past, Bkinner recog-
msed the face 1n 8 moment,

“Stotty's brother!” he whispered to
Snoop. My hat! What's he doing n
that direction, 1 wonder

They watched breathlessly as Clifford
sirode up to his wailing brother, who
was standing on the grass bencath the
leafloss trees, Then Skinues touched
Snoop's arm, and sgueczed cautiously
through the hedge,

Snoop followed, not a little nervously,
and next instant they were treading
stealthily along the inside of the hedge.
Iuckily—{or their purpose—it was high
and thick hereabouts, and they had no
need to crouch down, Skinoer halted at
last,

They were within a few feet of the
brothers now, and they could hear their
voices clearly. William Stott was speak-
ing, and his voive was low and trem-
Lling,

“71 kmew 1t was no 1."* he was savy-
ing hopelessly,  “What did that brute
Jason say?”

“He saw what I've told you—that he
couldn't afford to wait for the money,”
was the gniet answer, “He was fairly
decent about it, though, and 1 believe
it's as he =ays; he badly wants the money
to sottle outstanding bills at the end of
the month—+that’s a forinight henee.™

“But how are vou going lo find the

woney” panted Stott wildly. “You
can't: it's hopeless! It means the sack
for me—or a flogging, al least. Can't

you do something? You're iy brother;
you ought to.”

y e was silence after that for a
moment, Clifford’s eyes were deeply
iroubled at he looked at his brother, He
was not angry at the bitfer outburst,
only hurt.

“I don’t kunow, Bill. T wish 1 did
know,” was the husky reply. *“If Jason
had only given mie a month I'd have
done it—yes, I'd have done it somehow,
though Heaven knows I'm working hard
wnough as it 181 T know it's no good
lackling the pater—hopeless! I'm afraid
vou'll have to face it. I only wish I
could face it for you. Believe me, Bill,
old man, I'd gladly take your flogging—
if hi calne to that—on my shoulders, if 1
LI

His brother gave a bitter sneer,

“It's easy to talk like that!” he mut-
lered savagely. “You know you can't.
You won't even do what I asked you just
now, though it's easy enough; it would

w

put everyihing right. Lewis, in Court-

field High Street, would lend it you like

o shot,”
“Moneylenders !

No—a thﬂusﬂnd

times, no!” said Clifford hoarsely, 1
won't do that ™
“Then what does your brotherliness

amount to?"” cried Stott, his voice trem-
Lling hysterically. “1t's ouly pride—
rotten pride—that won't let you!”

“It's a case of principle—not pride, as
vou mean it,” was the low retort,
“ Pesides, if the bank people knew i, 1
should be ruined. I should be sacked at
a minute's notice for dealing with money-
lenders, The bank-manager—Watson—
15 up against me enough as it i3, That
frllow Ponsonby is carrving out his
threats only too—"

“Hang the brute, the howling cad!”
snarled  SBiott passionately.  “He's to
blamme for it all; he's at the botlom of
everything. I'd—1'd like to—to—"

s volce broke hystemneally., Fear and
passion had wrought the wretched jurnior
to a high pitch, amd now he broke down
complately.

And his pitiable weakness broupghi
about what hig eruel taunts and cpwardly
pleadings could not accomplish,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Clifford’s Desperate R-=solve !

UTTE suddenly his brother stepped
to him, and laid a gentle hand on
his shaking Fhﬂlﬁﬁt‘rﬁ_
“1t's all right, Bill; T'll do it.

Dou't do that! Chuck it, old fellow!™
he mnttercd huskily, “You hear? I
see thesy people in the morning and get
the money. They'll let me have it all
right when they know 1'm at the bank.
Yea, I'll do it!"

“You—vou'll borrow the money?”

“Yes, 1'll pay the farmer to morrow.
You've no need to fear anything now,
old man. Then I'll settle down to work
to pay it back. TIt'll mean work; it'll
mean burning the midnight oil a bit
more than usual. But my stories are
going well now, and I'll soon pay 1t
bufkr?!'

S oit averted his head,
bling with relief.

“(Oh good! Then

LRt ]

He was troem-

: then 1t's all right

“Right as rain!” exclaimed Chfford
with  obviously forced cheerfulness,
“Now, cut off to school; you'll be late
for eall-over if you don't.”

Ile gripped his brother's hand, and
turned away hurriedly, as if he feared
himself that he would change his mind.
Willam Stott watched him go.  He
walked away slowly, his shoulders bowed,

Then Stott drew a deep breath of
relief. He felt as though a great load
had been lifted from his 5hﬂ1:l§4:rs. And
it. had. But it had descended upon the
shoulders of his brother—shoulders that
already were too coverburdened to bear
more,

But the selfish junior gave no thought
to that. He was saved. That was all
that mattered,

He turned off the grass on to the road,
ard walked away with a hight step, lle
had gone a dozen yards when a sudden
thought struck him,

He ought to have asked his brother to
I~t him know if he got the money. With
the thought, Stott wheeled abruptly.
But even as he started to run there came
a sudden rustle in the hedge soine yards
away, and twe figures stepped into the
lane. They jumped back hastily on see-
ing him; but it was too late then.

“Skinner ! breathed Stott fiercely.

Turn to the Chat for next week’s top-hole programme !

“8kinner, you hound, you were lhisten-
ing! You've been spymmg! You-—-yon
must have heard everything !"

Skinner wilted bLefore Stott's Turious
elare ; then he langhed uneasily,

“Well, what if I did, old 1opT” he sail
coolly,  “Quite an entertannn’ chat, it
was—touching and pathetic, too, hy gad|
kn, Snoopy? Dear old Stotty ! Wouldn't
have mis=ed e

Skinner said no more, unlesa wild
shricks could be termed conversation.
For Stott, as he realized that Skinney
had heard and seen all—that he mnow
knew his secret—utterly lest control of

himself, He flung himself upon the ter-
rified Skinner, hitting out  blindly,
savagely.

“Stott, yon feel, stop!” panied Snoop
in alarm.  “You're mad! You'll kil
him 1™

But Stoit was mad—for the moment,
at least. To the accomnpaniment of will
ahrieks and vells for help from the Iuck-
lpss Skinner, he drove him before him
all over the lane, until ut last the un-
happy cavesdropper stumbled and wens
flat on his back. :

And, wisely, Bkiuner stayed on his
back, still howling, At any ordinary
tinte Skinner was more than a match for
Stott,  But this was no ordinary time.
Not for worlds would Skinner have faced
the enraged Stott just then.

And, curiously enough, the [all ol
Skinner was the signal to Snoop to bolt,
He had no intention of playmg second
fiddle to 8kinner, by waiting for his turn,
He turned and bolted for his hife,

But Stott ignored him, He knew that
Skinner was the prime mover in it,

“ You—yon hound!” he breathed, his
burning eves fixed on the cowering spy.
“I'il-I"'l—-"

“Keep off " gasped Skinner, hall-
sobbing with rage and pain. * You're
mad, Statt ! (h, won't 1 pay you fov
this! I'll pay you out in 2 way youn don't
dream of ! Aud I'll smash you when -
when you've got over this, hang you!
Oh, you—you——"

With a sudden desperate scramble he
leaped to his feet, Btott leaped back,
ready ; but Skinner did not attack. He
wheelad abruptly and dashed away—not
along Friardale Lane, but in the direction
of Highceliffe,

The significance of this did not dawn
npoan =tott t.’m*rl. ITE stood a maoment,
astounded, and then he torned and
tramped after Snoop towards Greyfriars,

His brain was in a whirl, and he was
half-dazed. But as he walked his brain
cleared and his  passion began to
evaporate, By the time he had reached
the gatea he was limp and exhausted, and
he was beginning o count the cost,

As he stumbled through the gates twa
juniors came hurrying out, They stopped
as they saw him, %hl‘-j? were Wharton
and Cherry.

“Stott—what’s the matter 7" demanded
Wharton, staring at the junior’s wild,
agitated face. * Snoop says you've been
attacking  Skinner—half-killing  him!
What's happened 7

Qtott hesitated, pushed past Wharton,
and then he stopped and turned. His
hate, and Bﬂddﬂﬂﬁj’ acquired and just a3
suddenlv evaporated “ courage,” had now
given place to fear-—fear of what Skinner
wonld do in return. 1t would be just as
well to gain Wharton’s sympathy—and
his protection,

“Tt—it was Skinner’s fault,” he mut-
tered. **He was spying on me—on my
brother and me. I—1 caught him and
went for him."”

(Continued on page 17.)

Frank Richards was never secn to better advantage i
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By Harold Skinner.
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They ducked me at the fountain
For sneaking, don't you know;
To Mr. Quelch I promptly squelch,

And tell my tale of woe.
You ought to hear the chorus,
One universal shriek

That follows me right thunderously:
“Bneak! Sneak! Sneak!”

If anyone should strike me
He's asking for disaster;

If bullies tease, or cthake and squeeze,
I promptly tell a master.

I toddle off to Quelchy
In manner mild and meek;

With furious eyes, the bully cries:
“Bneak! Bneak! Sneak!"”

If Wharton and his fellows
Go breaking bounds at night;

1f midnight feasts, by these same beasts,
Are planned with keen delight,

I promptly tell a prefect,
It's like my blassed cheek;

Then Brown, and Toddy, and averybody
Cries: “Sneak! Sneak! Sneak!”

If Bunter loots the larder,
I give the game away;

I tell the cook, he's brought to book,
And flogged that very day!

He turns on me in fury,
And, with a wrathful squeak,

He yells a word I've often heard:
“Sneak! BSneak! Sneak!”

The stealthy art of sneaking
Is one for which I'm famed;

I sneak and sneak, from week to week,
And never feel ashamed,

I oft betray my brethren,
My record is umique;

It makes me scowl to hear the howl:
“Sneak! Sneak! Sneak!"
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¢ By HARRY WHARTON. ?

NEAKING does not rank as a capital
oflence—more’s the pity!
To my miond, a sneak is the most
loathsome and contemptible of all
creatures, There is something stealthy and
suake-like about sneaking. Né decent fellow
would dream of playing the part of a tale-
bearer. It is an offence against the Public
School code of homour to give a schoolfellow
away.

Yet sneaks exist, even at Greylriars.
fact, we have quite a gallery of them.

The most notorious sneak in the Remove
Form is SBkinpner. BRilly Bunter runs him a
good second. Booop and Stott are also guilty
at times of this despicable offence.

These [ellows 1 have named are deliberate
and malicious sneaks. But there is such
a persob as an innocent sneak—a [ellow
who sneaks without intending to. Alonzo
Todd ecomes under this heading. The frank,
ingenuous Duffer of the Hemove often gives
a fellow away without meaning to get him
into trouble. It is because of hia high
regard for the truth, and his utter lack of
tact, that Alonzo blurts out to his Form
master the story of his schoolfellows” mis-
demeanours, This iz quite pardonable, so
we cannot justly include Alonzo in  our
gallery of sneaks.

Skinner is a speak of the most peisonous
and mischievous type. He not only sneaks,
but exaggerates when speaking, thus making
it all the worse for his vietims.

No decent master or prefect will conunten-
ance sneaking. But 1T am sorry to say that
masters like Mr. Hacker and prefects like
Loder are only too ready to lend an ear
to sneaks.

Bob Cherry sugpests that there shonld be
a Society for the Suppressiom of Sneaks. 1
quite agree with him., The sooner the 5,88,
i3 formed the hetter. Greyfriars would be
a hetter place if it were purged of its sneaks.

This s our Speclal Sneaks’ Number., And
althongh none of my readers have the
alichtest sympathy with sneaking, they will
he able to extract a deal of amusement from
thiz i{ssue. Even a sneak can cause merri-
ment when he putz pen to paper; and the
articles written by the ignoble army of
sneaks will, T venture to think, cause side-
splitting  laughter.

In

HARRY WHARTOWV
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THINGS I SHALLZ
TELL QUELCHY!

By Billy
S e e

Bunter.

CHEFI R AR EERAR AR

T VIR TR HATTRY

=

That Bob Cherry wakes me up with a
wet sponge every mmorning, thus giving
a seveer shock to my frail and delliket
constitulion,

That Harry Wharton persistently re-
f1ises to give me a plaice 1n the Remove
Eleven, bekawse ha 18 jellus of my
sooperior dehility.

That Peter Todd is always nocking me
about, as if I were a punching-ball, and
that he duzzent give me a little bit of
plece,

That the Removites have planned a
midnight feest for Batterday night. (I
shall tell Quelchy this bekawse ['ve not
been invited to share the spoils!)

That the beests, broots, and boollics
of the Remove have made me run the
gorntlet for sneeking,

That 1 peeped through the keyhole of
the faga’ gﬂmmun-rmm the other after-
noon, and saw Dicky Nugent smoking.
(I sha'n't menshun that he was meerly
smoking a herring!)

That Loder of thg Sixth intends to
brake bounds on Friday night, to visit
the Sun Inn when the sun's out!

That 1 overheard Vernon-Smith sav,
“Quelchy’s an old tirant! He desserves
to be tard and fethered, and then boiled
in oil 1" (Won't Quelchy be pleesed
when I tell him this!)

That Bull gave a mity bellow, and tost
me in the air, for borrowing his bike
without permission.

That my studdy-males make my life a
mizzery, and I therefore require a studdy
to myself.

That Harry Whartan is always libel-
ling me in the GREYFRIARS HERALD by
saving that I'm a fat duffer, a braneless
porpuss, and seteror and seterer.

That I'm sick and tired of being in
the Remove, and want a shift into a
higher Form.

That a sneek is always despised instead
of hero-worshipped, as he ought to be.

Look out for next Monday’s Boat Race Supplement !

Supplement 4.]
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Hob Cherry.
[Te spoke in a Joud lane,
Luowmg [oll well that lly
Butter, the Paul Pry of the Hemaove, was
Hstening at the kevhole,

“When the ¢lock strikes eleven.' snid
Havry Wharton, "we'll steal downstairs
aid rard the pautey. Is that sa%”

*The ratdfulness,”™ saidd Hurree Singh,
“wall e terrfic.”

“We'll collar everything we can lay
i bands o, said Nugent, “and take
i up to the dorin, and have a midnight
feast,”

“That's the idea,” said Johnny Bull,
“Sharp at eleven o'clock the decd shall
b done.”™

I.F:H' TIiL;jll :'Lljiul

Billy Bunter, with his ear glued to ihe
Eeyhole of the door of Studv Ne. 1
trembled like a far table-jelly in lis ex
vitemoent,

Hunter had never suspected the Pamons
Five of heiug pantry-raiders, Az a rule,
they drew the line at that sort of thing.
Bar the fai junior could not misinke the
evidence of his ears, 1le had averheard
every word the juniors had <and, and he
vhuckled softly as he scuttled avay,

e beasts [ he mutiered. = Phev ve
never shown me any werey when thes 've
vitnghil e roiding the pani v,
wont show them any merey paw, 1l
cive therr precions plans rt-..':-la_ I i)
tie Livel 1nastor 1 see

rl']li..* fir=t master Buanler happened to eoe
was Mr, Prout. DBunter not ounly saw
e, bot felt lum.  For the master ol
the Pifth, vounding a bend i tha paszsa
m o great hoery, cannoned foll 1ato
Buonter,

{hy !V

“"Wow [V

iy Bunter slageered avwav agdina
e wall, half dazed by the collision,

“ Wieetched boy ! barked Mr. Prout,
“You should look where you are gaing,”™

“Youw ! It wasn't my fault, sir, When
youn come fearing round the bend like
that yon oonght (o sound g hooter or
=onnel hing,

“Boy! Buonter! How dare you ad
dress mie in that impertinent manner "

“No offence meant, sir,” said Bunter
hastily. “1 was just giving veu o it of
addvice,”’

“Do yon presame lo give adviee o a
person {wice a< old as yourself, Bunter 7"

“"TFonr tipuwe as: old, vou mesn !
muittered Bunter under his hreath,

Fortunately, Mr. Prout did not eaich
thai remark. Ile was very iouchy on
the sabject of his age, and if Lhe had
heard what Thlly Dunter =aid there wounld
bave been ructions,

T say, sir,” went on Bunler, “I've
woi something to toll you, Some follows
wotihid say it was anecaking, but perzan-
ally 1 consider T am only doing my duty.
b may inlerest you to know, sr, that

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

raiel the paniry to-night. When the clock
strikes eleven they will sieal downstairs

3 Fil - —

“And thent”

“Why, sir, they will steal downstairs,™
saud Bunter, chackling at Ins little joke,
" They are gong to leot the paniry, sir.”

Mr. Pront frovwned,

“1 do not apprave of  sneaking,
bnnter,” he swd, bot this 1= a serious
matter. There 12 no difference hetween
looting a paniry and common theft, 1
will trouble vou for the naomes of these
boys. "

Bunter gave them, Mr. Prout jotied
gown the names in his nowhbeok, and
went on his wav, with the intention of
Iving an wail for the Famous ive at
cleven o clock that might,

Not. content with sneaking 1o Mr,
Pront. Bilitv DBunter weut in search of

Me, Quelch, and confidad his story to the
Hemoye msster,  He also iaformed Loder

- R

The Master of the I'ifth, rounding a bend
in the passage, cannonsd full inte Billy
uiiler,

of ihe Rixth, Lader had litile love fou
the Famous Five, gnd he determined to
catelhi thom e the aet of raiding the
pantry, :

“I'll lie sn wail for the voung raseals
with an ashplant,”™ he muttered,

Ho eager was Loder to get to grips
with the Famous Five thalt he took up
Liz position onteide the kitehen door at
a quarter to eleven. I was quite dark,
atad, the prefect fell satizlied that he
vwaild not be seen,

The minutes passed, and at lengih the
sclion! clock boomed the first note of
eleven, Loder drew lhimsell up rigidly,
clatehing his ashplant in lis hand, and
Lstening intently,

When the last stroke of the hour hiad
thed away, a sound ol stealthy footsteps
citme 10 Loder's ears,

“Here they come !V

was lus inslant

tive fellows in the Remove arve going to | reflection.
g =
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One long, hig lark—

Tue footsteps drew neaver, Peering
through ihe intense gloom, Loder counld
st dizecern a shadowy form.,  Withont
hesitation, he sprang towards it, lashing
out with his ashplant.

“Take that, yon young rascal |

" Y aroooooh !

There was a lowd vell of anguish, 1L
was: not e yell of a junior,

Loder drew: back with a gasp of dismay,
wondering who it was he iml struck,

“Boy! Base rascal! How dare vou
attack a Form master " g

Laoger gave a vielent start, for the
vaice was the voice of Mr., Prout.

“Oh, ernmbe ! faltered the peefect,
“I—Fin awlully sorry, sir! | wounldn't
have had this happen for worlds, I—I
thought you were one of the TONTiK
rascals conming (o raid the pantry, sip,”

“Bo it 18 you, Loder®* i

“"Yes, sir”

“What e vou doing hore ¥"

“ Bunter informed me that Wharton
ateel his pals were going to raid the pantry
J_H_u]-h'-u-n_. sir, =0 | come along to prevent
1t.

Mr, Prout lﬂl:du‘rr'h’ cavesseal  his lefl
arm, on which the ashplant had (allen,

‘T wish you had bean less iimpetnans,
Loder,” L =and, “We will walch and
il together, ™

Phey did, And when Mr. Quelels
came along, in dressing-gown and carpet
shippers, he had the shocl: of has life: fai

two fhgonres leapt at bim from  the
chiwdov s il grappled with him, and
hare him to the ground,

After a shoet, =harp struggle, Lader
vealised that he bad made a second mus
take, and Mr, Prout had niade lus first,
An mdbgnont  roar from  the vietim
shoawed that he was Mr. Quelch,

Apologies and explanations followed,
after which the trio arranged to walch
and wait together for the cppearance of
Haviy Wharton & Co, But the Famous
Pive never turned up, nor had they in-
tended (o Jdo so.

After waiting 1 the cold and darkness
for half an hour, the three vigilani
watchers stamped furionsly away to bed,

Billy Bunter canght it hot and strong
next morning. e received a swishing
from My, Quelclh, and another from M.
Pront, and yet another from Loder. Byt
nohady had a shred of sympathy to wasts
on him, It was the universal opinion in
the Hemave that a sneak deserved all he
got.

It was a wvory dismal Dunter whe
walked, o¢ rather crawled, into Btudy
No, 1. DBut even (hat haven of refuge,
=0 to speak, was demed liim, for Peter
Todd was awaiting his fat study-mate,
a grim looking ericket stump in his hand,

Peter strongly disapproved of sneaks,
and his method of curing such undesii-
able persons was drastio in the extreme,
as Billy Bunter specdidy found ountl

THE EXIMN.
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i HAT are vou crving for, my little
many™
It was  Mr.,  Stigging, the
master of the Fourth Form atl
Mi, Sam’s, who spoke. A wimpering youth
stoard before him,  This was Snipe of the
Fourth- a hoapless lttle snvak.

“Boo-boo! walled Snipe.  “laory Larkins
Wit me, sir! He dotted e oo the nose!
bW -ow !

“Iheir me!” said Mr. Stiggine., “This is

Vely distressing.  DHd Larkins strive von with
wallis aforethought "

“No, sir—with hiz fi=f."

“Had you given bim any provivocaiion,
sudpe ™

“1 hadn't given bLim  anything, sir. 1

egpspect that's why Le hit me! [ had a
bamper from home to-day, and | orefused to
give Larking a peace of cake.”

*sa he strock yvon with grate violence on
Lhie pa=snl planoy”

“ Yessir,”

“Very well!™ said Mr, Stigginzs. " Semd
Larking to e ot once, amd §owil]l soe that he
peta 1L in the neck!”

*Thanks awinllv, =ir-

“Don't mench!” sadd Mre, Stigginsz,

suipe went in search of Larry Larkins, the

foader of the Pourth, He fovmd him oin the
focks=lap,
‘Mr, Stigeins wants von, Larkinz,” ho saial
“What for:"

“1 teld lim you punehad my nese, amd e’
guitig to give vyou o leking.”

“ Y i :‘-rjl':l.lli!-l hiist J..:!'i':-'.

Awd Lerry's two ehivims, Merry aml Bright,
gited at Bpipe as if they would eal him

Larry  made iz way to Mr. Stiggins
stipdaty,  The master of the Foarth threw a
sern glanee at hom, and Lorey dneked his

freatl 114«1. i time to avold bwing har,

“1 heie ¥vou've bheen honllying poor Snipe
again, Larkinz,” sakd Mr. Stiggins. 1 am
soing to put o my Toot dewn on bocliving with
firm hamed. Youn will gel seros- my table!™?

Larry ohoyed, awd Mre, Rriggin: picked up
At A=hplant and  weeldsd 1 with  grate
vigger,  Larry luod 1o bite hos upper hp to
|rrl.jl Frami I"I"'piﬂ;!,' arn

“There!” panted Mr, Suigeine, whon he had
padmindstered the iih swroke.  * Let that he
a leszen to vou, Larkins! 00 yon dare to lay
g tmger on Spipe again, 1 shall take you
before Dr. Sackemhall! You here meid”

1 here yon, =ir!” mwooned Loy,

“Then go!”

Larry limped out into the guad, and there
he =aw Bnipe, He wenit straight ap to him
and tweked hia no=e, and blacked hia eves,
and thitckemed hiz ears, and punched s jaw,
atd pulied his hare.  Snipe hacked away
ke o froghtened rabbit,

“Yarooooo ! he velled,

“That's for heing a rotten @meak?” said
Larry Larkins teercely.
Spipe ran,  bowling, o the bhildiog.

Talbioys of the Sisvth was: comiug along the
passldge,

“Please, Talboya," wimperad Snipe,
“Larry Latiins has bheen boollying me!™

“*You yung munkey!” he cried angrily,
“Pon't come ranning Lo me with  your
taflz! 1 can't =tand sneaks!"

Snipe was haif-darzed, But Lhe drew a coil

of rope from his pocket snd pulled himself
tegether,  Then he went salong to  his
<tuddy. :

Aleenwhile, Larry Larkins & Coo were plot.
ting a deep, dark plot.

el vaou what,'” sabd Larry, “lel’s play
& hokes on yung Sulpe.”

“A good bldenr!” zald Merry,
we dot™

“Wa'll walt till Soipe comes liszening at
gur etuddy door, and then we'll pretend fo

“What shall
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disgkinse o sheem for hraking hounds ._|1 mid-
night,  Spipe will think we mean it, ol
Lhe'll go and tell Mr, Stiggins. And obld

Stiggy will lie in wait for us at the foot of
boundds

the stares, and we zha'n’'t brake
ulfter all!”
CRippingt” said Bright.

The juniora waited nuntil they heand a
stelthy footmark i the corridor, They koow
it was Spipe,  The sneak of the Fourth was
wearing rubber-souled shoes,

“T &ay, yon chaps”, whispered Larry
Larkins, in a load voiee, “what do you say

to braking bounds at midoight, and gomg
down 1o the Dewdrop Lont”

“That's an  opgesellent  wheeze 1™ 2uid
Meriy.

“Nere, hero! zaid Rright.

“We'll lav awake Lill the clock strikes
twelve,™ gaid Larry, “then we'll dress our

celves, and zaily fourth,”

“Yea, rather!”

s=udpe, with hiz ear glood to the keyvhole of
the =tuddy door, digested thig imformation,
Anmd he pave a soft chuekle,

“ Al right, vou beests!" he mwutderod,

“TH joliy soon put a spoke o your weal!”

My, Stigoins turned the sneak over and
proseeded lo cans him,

~Awmd he rushed away in serch of Mr.
Stigwrins.
The master of the Fourth was playing

markels in the ousd with Mr. Stinks, the
cbenee master.  Soipe went up to him,
“1 say, sir, would you like to here what
Larking & Co. are up to?"
“Not half!" sald Mr. Stiggins.

“Then T'IH tell rou. Not kopntent with
braking vour window the other day, =ir,
they intend to brake bounds toaight.”

“Hless my sale!”

“1 mever brake ihinga mys=elf, sir,” said
Spipe. At the same time, 1 thonght I
onght to brahe this news to vou. At mid-

night Larking & Co. will get up and dress,
axnd make their way from the school presinks.
They tend to vislt the Dewdrop Inn. 1
they do drop in at the Dewdrop Inn, 1 sup-
poze vou'll cane them, sir?”

My, Stipggins frowned.

“They wom't bhave a chance to get any
farther than the foot of the stares!™
gaid. 1 will lie in wait for them there, in
the daikness, and when they appear [ will
pounce upon themnm with my cane. And
then 1 will thrazsh them =0 soundly that
wheels will appear on their hacks ™

“gih, good ' mermered Snipe. And he went

on his way in high spirrits.

—the ‘* boys’ on the Sark !

By DICKY NUGENT.

he

At a quarter to twelve that., vight Mr,
Stigging took up his position at the Toof of

Fhe stares.  His long, shinny flingers wers
tightly elutching & cane,

Minnit after minnit  paseed,  amd Mre
Stiggine grew more ainl more cgesited. His

liart was thumping agamst his rilibs,

“They will soon be hear!™ he muttered,
“And when they o come, they won't have
half a chance to escape, hekawse | shall give
them no guarter.  On the whole, 1 think
Master Larkins awl his companions will
have a zorry time of it."”

Tinkle, tinkle!

1t waa the school clock booming the hour
of midnight.

Mr. Stiggins eggspected to here the solt
patter of footsteps on the stares. Bul egg-
sept Tor the hooming of the school elock and
the howling of the wind, and the chirping
nl crickets, aud the snoring of the slumber-
e schoolhoys, no =sound diztarbed the soliam
stlenee of the night.

The minnits went by, but it was too derk
fur Mr. Stiggins to =ec them.

The master of the Fourth was eold amd
cramped amd uncomlfortable, cronching ak
the foot of the stares, He longed to he up
agnd doing. Why didn’t Larry Larkins & Co.
put in an appearanse?

Still the minnits passed--five minnits, ten
miinuitz, twenty minnits, balf an hour.  Aud
thiere was no =ign of Larry Larkins & Co.

Mr. Stigping waited till one o'cloek, by
which time he was frozen stiff, amd his nosze
wae hlew with eold. His fect were frost-
Littem, awd the only thing that was o
ghontt i vwas Lils temper,

“1 have been tricked!™ he eried, rising to

Lis feet, “That mizzerable baoy Snipe las
dezeeverd me!  Larking and his friends deo
pot intemd to brake boumds at allt”

Sporting with rage and fury, Mr. Stiggins
hounded up the stares, four at a time, and
ronzhied into the Pourth Form dormitery.

Spipe happenad to sleep in the bed nearest
the door. Mr. Stiggins jerked his boedelothes
off him, turaed the slumhering shieak over,
aml prozecided to cafe his pyjama-ciad {orm,

snipe awoke with a wild yeli,

Swish! Duang! Riff!  Thud! Crash!
Clatter!

A perfect avalanehe of Llows dessended
upon the uwnhappy sneak. His yells of

angwizh conld be heard all over 36, Jim's,

Larry Larkins & Co. woke up, and f:hr vells
of the vietim were like musick in their ears.

“HAnipe’s eatehing it hot ! mutiered Merry.

“Herve him jolly well right!” gaid Bright.

And Larry Larking shook the dormitary
with his larfter.

Mr. Stigging contirued to weeld {the canh
with grate vigger.

“Yow-ow-ow!  What
for, sir?" wailed Snipe.

“You bhrovcht mic on a wilkdduck cliase--a
fool’s errand [ snorted Mr. Btiggins. " You
ledd me Lo beleeve that three hoys wore going
to brake boupds at midnight, and they have
naf left their beds! Take that —and that—
agud that—and that—and that!l”™

Bwizsh! Crash! Plonk! Wallap!

Poor old Sqipe had a terribul time. What
was left of Lim was conveyved to thie sanny,
where he lay for many days in a -erittical
comdition. Al when at last he came down,
covered in baadages from head to foot, hé
registered a sollum vow that he would never,
never sneak auy maore,

1 hope the sneaks of Greyfriars will read.
this story and prophet by it!

THE END.

are yvou licking me

Tee MacveET Lisnrary.— No. T58.
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HOW WOULD YOU WUN LUNG’S WARNING!

T
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THE ART OF SNEAKING !

e !.-;u_-h
Iy
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==t the stocks!

By Sidney Snoop. E
T O L L

1 NEAK not to live, but live to sneak.”
That is my motto.

I ecan claim the

tlon of being one of the higgest

proud distine-
melaka in the Greyfriara Remove. 1 was
trained by Skinner, who is the principal of
the School of Sneaks.

Jome people despise sneaks, but, of course,
his Is all wrong. A sneak is the most

enorous fellow alive, because he i3 con-
tinually "giving things away "!

Now, in order to a succeszful sneak,
you must first learn how to spy and find
out what is going on.

eep a constant watch on your school-
fellows. Shadow them and spy upon them
wherever they go. Then, when you hear
them plotting a deep dark plot to blow
up the school with guopowder, or kidoap
the Head, or steal the school trophies, you
should run with all speed to your Form
master, and tell him what is poing on. If
be is a decent sort he will give you a hand-
pome reward, and pat you on the back, and

“1{-5:0 "My dear boy, you have saved the
8 “1!" or “You have saved the Head's
life! If he is a rotter he will kick you

out of his study, and say: “How dare
you come running to me with tales!”

There are some fellows it is very unwise
to sneak about. Bolsover major, for in-
stance,

When I was a new kid Bolsover eame up
to me in the Close, and asked me the usual
tring of qwestions that a new boy gets

mbarded with. “"How old are you?"
“Where did you get those socks?" * Which
prison is your pater in?"  “Are you any
ood at hlow-foothall?" and so on, I refused

o satisfy Bolsover’s curiosity, whereupon he
ﬂlckerl me up hetween his thumb and fore-
nger, as a giant might pick up a kitten,
and carried me to the school fountain and
ducked me.

“1'N tell of you!"™ I spluttered.

“Tell away!” growled Bolsover.

I sped away to Mr. Queleh's study, whim-
pering and snivelling.

“Please, sir, Bolsover ducked me at the
fountain, =ir!” I wailed. “Will vou. sir. he
l:m;d enough, sir, to tan his hide for him,
Bir?"

“Most certainly!™ =aid Mr. Quelch, with
g frown. *“Send Bolsover to me at onee!”

Thﬂl bully of the Remove got a terrihle
Bwishing, but he took it out of me after-
wards.

You must also use diseretion as to which
master or prefect you run to with tales
If you go to Wingate of the Sixth he'l
refuse to listen to you, and toe you to the
door. On the other hand. if you go to
Loder or Carne, you'll always get sym-
pathetic consideration.

You will find lota and lots of thingz to
sneak abhout. In fact, a professional sneak
has a very husy time. All the same, T can't
advise vou to take up the study of sneak-
ing, because on the whole the sneak gets
more kicks than pence, and his lot iz not
a happy one!

TEE MacxeET LIBRARY.—No. 788,
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PUNISH SNEAKS ?

Some Novel and Startling
Suggestions.
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BOB CHERRY :

I should
Stocks.
a rare spectazle, and so would Stott in
A special pillory would have

revive the Pillory and the

Tt be constructed for Billy Bunter,
Becanse no ordinary pillory would stand|
4the strain of his fourteen stone, Of

should collect all

e lay our hands on, and pelt the precious
speaks for all we were worth, I'll wager

that sneaking would soon be a thing of
the past if my suggestion were adopted !
(Hear, hear ' —Ed.) -

MARK LINLEY:

A sneak should be soundly bumped at
the first offence, sent to Coventry for a
week at the second, and made to run the
gauntlet at the third. Then, if he still
persisted in sneaking, he should be given
up as a hopeless cas2 and shunned by all
decent fellows.

BILLY BUNTER:

Every time a fellow sneeks, he should
be dragged by force to the tuckshopp,
and kompelled to eat a duzzen doe-nutts,
a duzzen jam tarts, and a duzzen creem-
buns. is schoolfellows should stand
over hin with kricket stumps and see
that he does it! (Very nice, too—from
Dunter's point of view !—Ed.)

TOM BROWN :

No punishment can be too severe for
a sneak. If I had to sit in judgment on
one of these miserable worms, I should
sentence him to ninety years' penal
sarvitude. {On his release, after all that
time, everybody would shout * Beaver!™
—Ed.)

DICKY NUGENT:

i don't like sncaks at all and i think
they ought to get it in the neck good
and proper. Why not have themn hanged,
drawn, and guartered? That would be a
cappital punnishment. Failing this, why
not linch them, and then bml them in
oil, and then flay them alive? (Quite a
good wheeze, Dicky! But how could
you flay them *“alive ™ after they had
been boiled in oil?™—Ed.)

JOHNNY BULL:

I consider that masters ought to regard
sneaking as a serious offence, on a par
with stealing, breaking bounds, ete. The
sneak should be publicly flogged, and 1
go so far as to Eaﬁ that he should be
sacked from the school, if he 13 an In-
curable sneak. Buat 1 think it would be
found that the birch-rod would be a
powerful deterrent to sneaking., (Rather
drastic, Johnny, but quite sound. Sneak-
ing 15 viewed far too lenently by the
majority of people.—Id.)

WILLIAM GOSLING :

Wot I says is this here—a sneak should
ba horsewhipped through the Close, And
if & public executioner 15 wanted, then
I'm the man for the job! (Bravo,

Gossy [—Ed.)
Fun and mirth every Monday !
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By Himself.

THinn

When a fellow sneakee,
Why, my course is plain;

His nose | tweakee tweakee
Til he dance with pain!

If he run to Capper,
Or telles tales to Prout,
Me hit him on the napper
And lay the rotter out!

If he go to Lodoar,
To get me in disgrace,
Or put me in bad odour,
Me pulverise his face!

Sneaky, stealthy Skinner
Tallee Quelchy lies;
Said me stole his dinner,
So me blackee eyes!

8neaky Sidney Snoopey
Tellee tales as well;

Put him through the hoopes,
Made him dance and yell!

Cunning, crafty Stottee
Also play the sneak;

So hiz nose I dottee,
And he squeakee-squeak !

Li'l Wun Lung no likee
Boys who tellee tales;
And he strikee-strikes,
Hear their mournful wails?®

Other sneaks, take warning!
Mark these words of mine,

Or bumps will be adorning
Those thick heads of thine!

Wun Lung iz a chappee
Who ean do ju-jitsu;
You will not be happy
If he throws or hits vou !

Those who sneakee-zneakee,
Take these words to heart;

Tell no tales to * beakee,"
Or me make you smart !

SPECIAL

NUMBER
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What about handing your MAGNET to a non-reader ?

| THE SUPREME SACRIFICE! |

(Continued (rom page 12.)
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“YWhat do yon mean? saikl Harry.
“Dud Bkinner——"

srotr told bim the details with trem-
blingr voiee, g5

“And where 13 Skinner
manded Harry at last,

“1 don't  know—unless——""  Stolt
pansed., and his face paled.  He remem-
bered all of a sudden Skinner's threats,
and he guessed their meaning. “Gad, 1
helieve he's pone to Ponsonby—to tell the
rotter what he's learned.  That’s t!
He's gone to tell Pon what my brother’s
going to do. He'll tell him about the
Jlid'l!':“."t!'lltiﬁr; andd then——-7"

He broke off and covered his face with
]J.I"' Eli.'lll'li“"‘-

s Y [ Ay lonlder ? i cohoed
“What on earth do you wean t”

ln a low tone Stott told them of his
Leatlier's intention, and of how Bkinner
must have heard Clifford express the
foar that it would get to ihe ears of the
manager. . i

The chuins grazped the significance ol
this i1 a flash,

“He'd do it, ton—hke a
breathed Marry., " Look here, Btott,
there's just time to cateh the post, You
musi warn your brother—tell him to do
nothing vet. My hat! What a shame
it's had 1o come to that! Buat write, for
goodness' suke! That reptile Ponsonby
will do it, sure as fate. Quick!”

Wharton fairly pushed Stott towards
the Schiool House. The wretched jumor
went up the steps and hurried to his
study, Bnoop was out. He entered, lit
the gas, and drew pen and paper towards
It

Then he paused,

VWhat if he did write?  What if he did
warn his brother? Clifford would not
dare 1o rizk the sack ~he would not get
the money. What woulidl happen then?

Sttt vose and paced the study rest-
fessly,

“1 won't do it!” he mutiered at last,
shivering, "1 daren’t do 1it! I'm not
going to risk a ogging. 1'd rather have
to leave than that. And perhaps Pon
won't tell the manager. Perhaps Skinner
ha=n't even gone to him. And in any
case, CLff can easily ger another job.
It's his own fault, It's all happened
through him coming here, I'm bhanged
i 1 write !

Nor did he. Btoit contrived to dodge
Lioth Wharton and Skinner that evening.
In the dormitery Harry Wharton came
up to him.

“Have vou sent it, Stott?” he whis-
pered, **The letter, 1 mean?”

“Yes: I posted it. It's gone all right,”
anawered Stott,

And with that hie the wretehed, worth-
less young coward elimbed into bed and
made himself comfortable, He was safe !

now 77 de-

Harry.

shot 1"

il —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Black Despair !

i OTIHHER !
It was Mr. Quelch who made

that exclamation in a tone of

annovance. It was a little after
tea-time at Greyfriars on the following
dayv, and the master of the Hemove was
taking advantage of a quiet hour to put
in gome work on his famous * History of
Greyfriars.” He had been engrossed in

his tagk, when the sudden elamour of the
telephone-bell on his desk had caused him
to give vent to that expressive word,
“Bother !™

Mr. Quelch loved his fask, and he
destested the telephone, e grabbed and
almost bellowed into it :

“Hallo! What is it%”

“Ts that Mr. Quelch speaking 77 came
a faint voice,

“It is Mr. Quelch., Who is—"

“Oh, good! T want to make a report
to you with regard to that fire on Fariner
Jason's land yesterday. Can you hear
el

“1 can hear your--yes!” snapped Mr.
Quelch testily,  * But, really, I know
nothing of any fire on Mr. Jason’s land,
neither do I see what concern 1t is of
mine, or the school’s.  Who is that
speaking ¥

“That doesu’'t matter, zir. And the
fire docs concern you-—-very much so. It
was the burning of a haystack, and it
was caused by one of the doys m your
Form—William Btott.”

“What "

“Just so. Stott did it! He was canght
by Farmer Jason's son, smoking, behind
the stack just previous to the fire. If
yon will inquire at the fari, Mr. Quelch,
you will ind my stalements are true.”’

“ Do—do you actually mean to——"

My, Quelch stapped speaking., There
was little cuse In eaving more, for the
person at the other end had rung off,
Apparently he had said all he desived to
ALy,

The RDemove masier jammed the re-
cetver on the rest and frowned angnly.

Mr. Quelch dild not hke anonymous
INMe=E6 s,

“It is possibly n heoax,” he mused
grunly, “But the nessage was un-

doubtrdly sent by someone who has a
girndge against Stoitt, I would hke to
horse-whip the cowardly mformer.™

He reflected for a moment, and then
he strode 1o the door and passed out,
Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, hap-
pened to be passing, and Mr. Quelch
motioned to him,

“One moment, Wingale. Do you
happen to know if there was a fire on
Farmer Jason's property vesterday !” he
queried,

Wingate looked surprised.

“Why, yes, I believe so—a haystack,”
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he said. “I did not =ee il. J was af
Highchiffe with the team. But 1've heand
the fellow's mention it

“Ah! And you have no wlea, 1 sup-
pose, how the fire originated ™

“No, «r,” exclaimed the astonished
Wingate,

Mr. Quelch’s face set grimly.

“Very well. T have been mformed by
an unknown persan on the telephone,
Wingate, that the fire was caused by one
of my boys—Stott of the Remove., I
wonder if you would mind very much
running over to the farm and making
discreet inquiries? It 1s, ef course, my
duty to see into the matter.”

“Of course, sir. Yes, I will bike over
at once. It won't take me lJong,”
assented Wingate.

And a moment Jater Wingaie made his
way to the cyele shed, leaving Mr,
Guelch to return to his room, [t was
twenty minutes before Wingate came
back, and he made straight for the
Hemove master's study.  He was a little
Lreathless and rather execited,

“It was quite true, sir,” he said, in
response  to  Mr. Queleh’s guestioming
look. * Stott was found smoking a cigar-
etie behind the stack just before the firve,
Mr. Jason refused to discuss the mattee
at first. He said he had no wish to geb
Stott into trouble now, as sowmeone -
Siott’s brother, 1 believe--had undei-
taken to pay for the damage.”

And Wingate told in detail of his intere
view with the farmer. Mr, Quelch’s
brow was dark when he had finished,

“Very well, Wingate., And thank you
very much,” he sawl at last. “The
matter is serious, Will you kindly send
Siott to me.”’

Wingate left the room., and it was a
shivering and apprehensive Stott who
presented himself before the Remove
master soane Ill{':lnlﬂﬂt.ﬂ fﬂft"]‘.

“Btott,” began Mr. Quelch, "1 wish
you to tell me all you know con-
cerning the fire which tock place at
Mr. Jason’s farm yesterday. 1 have re-
ceived a colnmumcation from someons
unknown, as yel, stating that vou were
responsible for the fire, Well 77

Stott went white to the hps. Ile was
staggered. He had expected trouble,
but not this,

“1-1I—1 don’t know anything about
the fire, sir,” he stammered.

Mr. Queleh gava him a searching look:

“ Be eareful, Stott,” he warned gravely,
“It will be best for you to tell the truth
about this. 1 have already made inquiries
of the farmer, who states that his son
caught you smoking bhehind the stack
just previous to the fire.”

“It—it's a lie ! muttered Btott fiercely,
“He caught me all right. But—but I
wasn't smmoking, sir.”

“You deny it, then?”

“Yes sir!” panted Stott desperately.
am Jason's lying. You—you
can't take that half-witted cad’s word
before mine, sir "

“1f 1 cannot take your word, Stott,”
said Mr. Quelch, “it is your own fault,
I know you to be untruthful and deceit-
ful. This, however, 18 {oo serious &
matter for me to deal with. Dr. Locke
is in Courtfield at the moment. When
he returns I will lay the matter before
him. You may rest assured that the
matter will be thoroughly investigaied.
When the fune comies, I strougly adviso
you, for your own sake, to speak the
truth, Stott.”

*1—1 swear——'

“That will do for the present, Stoit.
You may go. On no account, however,
are vou to leave the precincis of the
school.”

]
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Stott siumbled blindly out of the room.
His heart was thumping, and his mind
chaotic. The worst had happened—the
blow had fallen. And he had imagined
him=clf safe—-secure. A feeling of sceth-
ing vage came over him as he thought
of Ponsonby, the rascal who, in [ sL-
ance of his bitter feud and hate, had
brought this ruin upon hin.

Almost mechanically he gol his cap
and stumbled shakily towards the Lighted
hall-way,  Harry Wharien and Frank
Nugent were stunding there. As his
glance fell on Stott, Harvy gave an ex-
clamation, '

“Stott! What's the matter, Stott?"
he demanded. " Has—has it-—"

“It's all come out, Wharton,” mut-
teredd  Siott  throogh  trembling  lips,

“That—thal cad Donsonby has blabbed
—he's given me awayv., Quelech knows !
It's all up with me!™

Wharton's face clonded. He was
stunned by the hopeless nusery in the
wretched junior's face.

“I--1"'m sorry, Stotl,” he said, * Dut
—here, where——"'

But Stott did not wait, He passed on
dlown the steps into the dark quad. He
wanted to be alone. In a short tine, he
knew, he would be before the lHead.
And he dreaded the ordeal before him,
He dreaded still more the certain reckon-
ing to follow.

“I—1I won't be flogged ! he muttered,
“I couldn’t stand 1t. I'll run away first,
hanged if I won't. 1'm sick of the place,
anvhow. If 1 could only see Clitf —he
would help me. He could plead with the
Head, anyway.”

He paced the guad restles:ly,
thought gained strength.

“Tll do 1it!" he breathed with sudden
decision. “If he won't do anything to
&h&vc me, then—then I'll bolt. I won't

¢—"

[Ie turned abruptly and hurried to-
wards the cycle shed. In a moment he
had hauled his machine out and was
rushing it towards the gates, In his
agaitation he had completely forgotten
Mr. Quelch’s order not to leave the
school. It was already close on lock-up,
but he gave that not a thought.

In a few moments he was riding hard
f-a‘-l‘_ Courtfield, Over the dark fields a
white, wintry mist was falling like an icy
shrowd. The bitter chill of it strufi
through his clothes, and secined to enter
his very bones. But he rode hard,
scarcely nolicing the cold, and as he went
on the exercise warmed him somewhat,
_ He arnived at last in Courtfield, pant-
ing and exhausted, and mwade straight
for the little street of villas where Clif-
ford had his room. Ile knocked on the
door, ahd the landlady, a big, motherly
sort of woman, opened the door, '

“0h, it's you, sir,” she said, recog-
msing the junior. ™ Come inside. Your
brother is ill, I'm afraid.”

“I1?" echoed Stott. “ You
b{'li l..l:I.'

“No. Though he ought to be,” was
the grim response. “It's sheer over-
work, that's what's the matter with him,
pir. As 1 say, he aught But you ll
be wanting to see hun?"”

She led the way up a narrow fiight of
stairs, and stopped at the door of Clif
ford’s bed-sitiiug room, But before she
could knock, Stott, with a muttered
word, had pushed past her, and opening
the door, he entercd.

Then he stopred. Clifford was seated
at the table, Defore hun was a type

and the

mean 1

writer and a scatlered pile of manu-
seript. DBut he was not working., Hi-
arms were on the table and his head

sunk upon them.
At first glance Stott lhoughi he was:

Forewarned is forezarmed.,

asleep, ]_}_.;_- stepped f[‘.ul‘wu!'d, and as he
dul so Ins brother jumped up with a

~tart,
“Oh, it—it's you, BIL" he faltered.
“I—=I-———  DBut what has happened:

w1

What 1s the matter
Clifford Stott’s face was hageard, His
were hollowed and  tired-leoking.
He looked at his young brother's white,
rltiﬁf'rilhlﬂ f-ll.-l"*.‘ :.TI -'Il._i.l'::lt..
But Stott scarcely noticed his distress,
or the obvious sigrns of illness. Ho was

L

thinking  ouly of himself—of his own
troubles,

“Chi ! he burst ont  tremulously.
“I'm done! ‘That beast Pon:ounby has

blabbed. He's veported that fire affuir
to Quelchy.™

* What "

“It's true, e got to know all about
it. and he's told, to get his own back,”
groancd Stott. ' I've already been up
before Quelchy, and T've got to zo before
the Head, 1I'm done.”

Clifford reeled.

“ Then—then what are vou doing here
Why have you come, 13ill ¥ he muttered
in a low tone. * You-—you haven't run
away ¥

L
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“No; not vel,” said Stoit with a bitter
langh, “ DBut I will—I will before 1'li be
Hogged. I won't be flogged. I1-—1
couldn't stand it, Cliff. I won't stand it.”

His words ended passionately, and his
brother gripped hiz arm gently,

Y Bteady on, kid,” he said, though his
own volce was unsteady. “ What do you
mean? A Hogging! You—wyou should
be thankful it's no worse. It might be
worse. You might be expelled.”

“Thankful ! echoed Stott, his voice
vising hysterically.,  “That's just what
yvou would say., You haven't to go
through 1t. What do you care if 1
am flogged? But I tell you 1 won't.
You've got to help me, to see the Head
for me, If you don't, 1 swear I shall
bolt. I'm sick of the hﬂﬂ.:‘-.l,l;f place, any-
way, and I'll be glad to go.”

Clifford eyed his brother =adly. Other
people—at  Greviriars and elsewhere—
considered the cowardly Stott a worthless
voung slacker, a vonth eaten up with
sellishness and self-indulgence.  DBut Chi-
ford only saw a weak and wavward young
brother, a boy to be helped and defended.,

“Don't talk like that, youngster,” he
sald guietly and patiently. *You're un-
strung, you're not yourself, What can 1
do to prevent your being flogged? You
know I would do anything if 1 could,
And as for your bemmg glad to go—I'm

Order next week’'s copy now!

afraid you will now have to leave (irey-
friars in any case."

" What do you mean®"” gasped Stoil.
“ You—you don’t mean that—thal vou've
becn-—"

" Xes, 've been sacked,” aaid Clifford,
his voice husky. “I've been sacked in
dhisgrace. Thai chap Pansonby hLas also
dove e down, As 1 promised vou, I
suw tho—the moneylenders this morning,
and—and I gol the money, This afterncon
the manager called me into his private
office.  He—he eharged me with having
dealings with monevienders, 1 could not
deny 1t.  And now-—you! I don't think
you need fear a flogging; I'm afraid it
will be expulsion for you. It'z the end
of everyihing. I'm ruined, and you—""

[lis voice broke. e dropped into the
chair again, and hid his face in his arims.
His shoulders shook with dry sobs.  The
disgrace, the loss of his job, had been
bad enough for the hapless Clifford. Dut
this last crushing blow broke lis hard-
tried courage completely.

Stott stood as if turned to stone. Ha
had never Lefore seen his brother give
wiy to tears, and the sight stunned himn.
Iie stared for a moment at the bowed
figure at the table, and then, quite sud-
denly, a gueer revulsion of feeling over-
teok hun,

In a blinding flash he saw e¢veryihing
in :ts true light; he saw himsell as he
really was.  And the sight filled him with
seli-loathing,

It was all his fault: he =aw it now-—
his cowardice, his vile snobhishness, his
selfish pride and wicked folly, The bitter,
remorseful tears rushed unchecked to his
ey es,

He rushed impulsively to his brother
and placed a trembling arm round his
shaking shoulders,

* Listen, Cliff,"” he eried, almost fran-
tie, hardly knowing what he said. * Don't
do that. 1 don't care what happens to
ma now, I'm a sellish brute, and I don't
deserve your help. Oh, what can I do?
I'il run away, I'll be a burden to you no

longer. I'll-T'll—"
His voice broke off hysterically. He
gazed wildly around him, and then,

beside himself with remorse and despair,
he grasped his cap and ran from the
il

The slamming of the door rouszed his
brother abruptly, He looked up dazedly,
and then leapt to his feet. ITe took two
steps towards the door, put his hands sud-
denly to his head, and then pitched to
the floor like a log.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Too Late !

~ LIFFORD STOTT opened his eves
again to find his landlady and her
-A  husband leaning anxiouzly over
him. e was lb;,'ing on the bed,
and his head was throbbing madly.
“What—what has happened ?" he mut-
tered dazedly. "1 seemed to go gueer,
and——"
“You must have fainted,” said the
landlady gently., I heard wou fall, and
ruzhed upstairs, I found you unconseions
on the floor, and my husband heve helped
me to lift you on to the bed, You've
been working tco hard, Mr. Stott, Shall
my husband go for the doctor, or do
VOL=——"
“No, no! 1 feel better now, thanks”
muttered Clifford. He paszed his hand
dazedly over his head. * Did—did you
see my brother go out just now, Mrs,
Masgon 7?7
“No, The kitchen door was closed, and
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he must have let himsell out,” replied
Mirs. Mason with a strange look.
“Why—-"

“It's all right. I only wondered., You

can leave meo now,
rain presently.’

The lady hesitated, and then, after
advising Clifford to get to bed, she re-
Inctantly left the room with her husband.

After they had gone, Clifford lay
metionless for some moments. Then ho
shpped from the bed, his face anxious
and agitated. He had scarcely heard his
brother's parting words; but he was
afraid—strangely afraid.

He stood swaying weakly for a moment,
and then, with a resolute look on s
face, ho took his hat, and, softly descend-
ing the stairs, left the heuse, e shivered

I'll be as right as

violently as the cold night air struck
through hun,

Then he caught his breath. Leaning
against the railings of the garden was a

bike, with lamps still burning. Tt was
his brother’s hike. The ~1g|!1l_ of 11 sent
a sick feeling of dread sweeping over him,

He Inoked round him hopelessly. The
fog was thick in the strect, and only a
couple of flickering lamns were visible,
Even as he stood, however, several vague
figures loomed before lum. Then came
an exclamation,

The figures stopped, and next instant
Clifford found himself staring into the
face of Harry Wharton. DBehind Harry
were Dob Cherry, Nugent, Singh, Bull,
and, lastly, Mr, Quﬂlfh—llmugh Clifford
Jid pot recognise him,

“We were just coming to see vou, Mr,
Stott,” said Iarry gI:J.":h. “This is
Blott’'s brother, sir,” he added, turning
to Mr. Quelch,

The Remove master dud not waste time
in o needless mmtroduction.

“We are looking for vour brother,” he
said quietly.,  “ Do yvon know what has
become of him¥ He is nossing from
school,™

Clifford Stolt nodded. He had rather
expected this, though hardly so soon. 1o
iid not know of Mr, Quelch’s order Lo
Stott that on no account was he to leave
the school, and that when time passed
and the boy did not return the Remove
master had become alarmed, though
even now Mr., Quelch hardly believed he
had actually run away., 1le had sent for
Wharton, as head bov in the Remove,
and 1t had been Wharton's suggestion
that Stott had gone to his brather. Whar-
ton had then offered m O over o Court
field, and with his chums’ aid to bring
Hinit back if necessarv. And at the last
maoment Mr, Quelch had decided 1o
accompany them,

He was soon to feel thankiul he had
done so.

“He—he has been here,” said Clifford
dully.  “But he left some ien or more
minutes ago. I had—had hoped that he
had gone hack to school, but—here is his
bike. I—1 am afraid he has—has run
away."”

Mr. Quelch's stern features wenl grim.

“¥You have no idea what his plans are

—which divection he would be likely to
lake 7

“No; unless—unlesa he intends to
make for home. Yes, I balieve he woulil
do that; hé would make for Londen,”

hreathed Clifford suddenly,

“But—but we have already made in-
nuiries at both Friardale and Courifield
rtations on our way here,” said Mr,
Quelch,  If he had made for Courtfield
Junetion we should doubtless have met
him.”

Harry Wharton gave a sudden start,

cure for the ‘' blues’'—the MAGNET!

“I don’t think he wonld do that,
he said quietly., *“IHe would guess thaf
Courthield Junction would be the hrst
place inquiries would be made at. 1t's
moie possible that he has gone on to
Wapshot Station. Don’t you think so,
gir 77

“That 18 a very sound argument, Whar-
ton,” satd Mr, Quelch. * And yet, why
should he have left his machine behind 7

“He was much agitated—hysterical,
when hLe left me,” interposed Clifford,
“He—ha would not think—he was not
Liimself. But Wapshot—that i1s the next
station on the main London line—-"

“Yea: it 12 no great distance,” said Mr.
Quelch.  ** But—hut the road is rough-— i
15 across Wapshot Common.  On a night
Like this, in this bitter fog, it would e a
terrible tramp. If the wretched boy has
attempted to——""

“1 nust follow him—T must ! mut-
lered Clifford  suddenly “1If Lharm
should——-"

“ But—but—-"

Chifford grasped the bike unheeding,
and ran t out nto the road.  He
mounted it somehow, wobbled unsteadily,
atd then he rode way into the enveloping
f[lg

“We should have st{}]r]xd him,"” mur-
mured Mr. Quelch, in alarm. * The
fellow 18 obvionsly ill—he 18 1 no it
state to be out a night hke this. Come,

hoye, we must follow,”

Thm,' tramped away nto the elinging
fop. Clifford Stett’s lights had already
‘-ttl]i:-]ll’-{l from sighit. Not that Le was
riding hard—it was impossible to do that
in the blinding mist,  Nor had he the

i, L =irength to Ti?lﬂ hard.

19

Not uwuiil he was
in the saddle did he realise how weak and
il he felt. A dozen times in the tivst fow
yvards ho swayod and almost went over.

But each time he elenched his chatter-
ing  teeth, and etuck to his guns with
desperate resolution, Tt was extremely
difficult to =ce his way, but the glimmer-
ing etreet lamps were some guide, and he
had a fairly ii}fhll idea in which direction
the stalton lay. Ho guessed that the
Wapshotl road rdn past the station.

He was right there. But his real diffi-
culties only commenced when he had
passcd  Courtfield Station.  There the
stroet lunps ended, likewise the houses,
And after riding for some moments, the
hedges fell away, too, and the roadl be-
came rough and hard to discern.

But he knew he was right now.
wits onn Wapshot Commaon. The deathly
silence, the eerie loneliness and utter
desolalion around him told him that.
The miast grew thickar and thicker. Is
swept roand him in a drenching, blinding
cloud, His eyes were clogged with 1y
wetness, and his head swoam dizzily. The
bitter chill of the drenching mist seemed
to eluleh like an ey hand at his vitals.

There came a sudden vielent jolt—he
felt himself fd;!}mu; He went over with a
hollow crash and lay where he had fallen,
scarcely feeling the impact as he struck
the ground.

But the sadden shock had rouzed him
from his dream-hike trance. He lay
motionless for a4 moment, and then he
staggered to his feet. He stooped and

Ho

picked up his machine, and tried to wheel
The right pedal jammed against the

it.

With a last supreme effort Clifford dragged himself over the still form of his
brother and wrapped his arms around him, lending him the warmth of his
own body. Vainly he strove against the miasma that was stealing over him,
Then the chill fog, the bitter cold —everything faded away.

searchers found them.

And thus the
(Yee Chapter 9.)
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forks, The pedal crank was twisted—the
bike vwas uselesa,
He took the front lamp from the

bracket and lighted it again. Then he
gazed dazedly about him. He knew what
had happened now. He had wandered
from the road—when, he knew not—and
his wheel had struck something—a hum
mock or a stone.

He starved hopelessly about him for fully
a minute, Then he began to stumble
away. Ile must keep going—he must
scarch for the road—for his brother.

How long he stumbled on Clifford
never know, , He was lost to his =surround-
ings most of the time. But he knew he
was lost—hopelessly lost. And then, sud-
denly, his wandering came to a dramatic
end.

He stumbled over something—some-
lhing lying in a limp heap on the ground
—and once again he went headlong. The
lamp flew from his nerveless grasp,
crashed to earth some wards away, and
went out, and the fog descended upon
him like a blanket,

But he had heard a groan—a faint
groan of pain—from the bundle lying at
his feet, and he knew that his gquest was
ended. His heart leaped with hope and
joy.

The fall had half-stunned him; but he
dia not feel or think of his own pains—
hi= hiurts. In a moment he was stooping
u;tim' the still form, shaking it frantie.
ally,

“Bill—I've found you then, Bill ! he

choked, half-sobbing with deep thankful-
ness. ““Wake up, Bill—speak !

The eyes in the ashen face flickered
open, and a deep groan came from the
stiff lips of the hapless runaway.

“Who—— What's the matter? J—
[-—— Where am I? Oh!" Stott’s
words ended in a moan, as though he had
remembered. “It-—t was awful! Wan-
dered off the track ! Hurt my ankle——"

His mumbling veoice trailed off into a
whimpering wail,

“But—but it's me——your hrother!”
panted Clifford, half-frantic with fear,
“Wake up, Bill—rouse yourself. Tf you
don't, you'll die from exposure! Wake
up !’

Feebly Stott tried to push his brother's
hands away.

“Leave me alone!” he mumbled. *1
—]I don’t care! Go away! I don’t—""

His voice ended. Ile had lapsed into
UNCONSCIOUEness,

Clifford gave a bitter groan. With a
nameless fear clutching at his heart, he
chafed his brother’s stiff, chilled hands
and face. Then suddenly he took off his
own jacket and wrapped it swiftly round
the limp form of his brother.

Then, shaking with ecold, he stood up in
his shirt-sleeves, and blinked through
dimmed, hopeless eyes around him.
Nothing was to be seen—nothing but the
still, ghastly fog.

With a =ob of hopeless despair he
stooped and—how he never knew—lifted
the unconscious form in his arms. Then

Who wants some money ? Try the competition below—quite easy!

he staggered away, his brain reeling, his
body shivering as with the ague, hardly
congcions fram fatigue and utter exhaus-
tien, deep sobs shaking him,

But he did not get far. The weakness
of his body overcame the stoutness of his
heart. lle swayed suddenly, stumbled to
his knees and sank with his burden to the
ground,

He lay thers motionlezs. His senses
were leaving him—he knew it. With a
last mighty effort he dragged himself
over the still form of his brother, and
wrapped his arms about him, lending him
the warmth of his own body. Vainly he
strove against the miassma that was steal-
ing over him. Then the chill fog, the
bitter cold—everything faded away.

And thus the eearchers found them—
Clifford, still hugging his brother in that
devoted last effort to keep the deadly chill
from the junior's body. Though he had
not known it, Clifford had collapsed
within half a dozen vards of his {iimi]e:i
bike ; within a dozen yvards of the road.
He had travelled in a circle, to return to
the spot he had started from.

It was Bobh Cherry who found them.
The road, little more than a cart track,
took a sudden turn at that spot, and, like
the brothers, the Famous Five and Mr.
Queleh had wandered off the track, and
Bob Cherry's torch had picked out the
still forms on the ground.

In a flash greateoats were off and
wrapped round the chilled figures. Bob
Cherry and Johnny Bull rushed away for
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help. By a stroke of luck a motorist was
met—a motorist who proved to be a
doctor returning from a lale visit to a
palient,

Stott wasz very soon brought round.
But when the doctor made a brief
examination of his hrather, he shook his
head gravely. Under his quick orders,
the brothers were wrapped in ruze and
placed in the car. Well within an hour,
after an anxious drive through the fog,
Greyfriars was reached, and the =ana-
toriam stafi aroused.

Then, and not until then, having done
all they could, did Mr, Quelch and the
juniors retive,

That 1z nearly all the story. Would
that there were no more. But a
chranicler must tell all.

Within a week Stott was out and about,
little the worse from his bitter experience.
But his brother did not get up. His
father was wired for. He came, bringing
good news, but news which came too late
to be of help to Clifford Stott. A distant
relative had tuken Mr. Stott into partner-
ship, and all their money troubles were
over,

Across the dark Close, in the window
of the sanny, night after night the juniors
saw  the twinkling light, and waited
anxiously for the shadow which had
descended upon Greyfriars to rise,

But it was not to be.

And then, one day, Harry Whavrton
and his chums were called out during
imorning lessons.  Chifford Stoit had ex-
pressed a wish to cee them, They entered
the sick chamber on tiptoe, subdued and
prave. s they locked upon the thin,
wasted features, their eves dimmed, and
they fell shocked bievond measure,

The patient greeted them with a piti
fully brave smile,

“1 only wanied to say good-bye, you
fellows,” he caid weakly.,  * And to thank
vou for what you've—you've done—and
tried to do. I—]—"

“His voice failed him, and he sank back,
closing his eyes. Harry Wharton pressed
the thin hand. He could not epeak. The
nurse motroned them to go.

They ecrept out, with lumps in their
throats, their eyes filled with tears. As
they passed ocut, William Stott went in,
His eyes were red, and his face like
marble.

That was the last they saw of (lifford
Stott. That same night, just after tea,
they heard the news; and as they looked
across at the dimmed light in the sanny
window, queer lumps came to their
throats.

Stott’s brother had fought his last
fight.

. Ll " - L] L

Stott was away from Greyfriars for a
week after it was all over. Nothing was
suld to him about the fire affair by Dr.
Locke or anyone else, His father had
paid the fifty pounds, and the matter was
closed,

Stott came back, very quiet, very sub-
dued. His sulkiness, his unpleasani
characteristics seemed to have vanished.

But whether 1t will be a lasting lesson
or not—whether he will profit by the
lesson, by his brother’'s example—or
whether his weak, wayward nature will
prove too strong for him, only time can
show,

THE END.

(There is another brilliant story from
the pen of Frank Richurds next week,

rutitled ** Billy  Bunter's Boat-race
Party!"—a yarn full of punch and
humour. Order next Mondoy's MAGNET

right now!)
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THE GREYFRIARS PARLIAMENT!

(Continued from page 2.)

The Bpeaker: *“Reader AGNES
ALLEN, 12, Farfield Terrace, Heaton,
Bradford, says: ‘I read, a week back,

that Reader Annie Taylor said that
boys should de housework. 1 qnuite
agree with this statement, But how
about helping the girls on with their

games? You ought to be more 1eazon-
able, The girls have made footer
popular by playing themselves, so why
don't you play along=ide the girls?
Hockey vou play; but Greyfriars ought
te take more mterest,  For instance,
Wharton & Co. give all their time to
trying to beat Higheliffe and 8t. Jim’s.
lay up for the girls for once, as all my
friends and lots of other girls say you
might do. You ought to be proud of
the chance., OF course, vou can leave
out Skinner, Snoop, and Bunter. They
waouid spoil the whole affair. So let the
rallyfulness be terriic, my esteemed
Captain Wharton.”

Mr. Boeb Cherry: “The only thing to
be satd here is that we are always will-
ing to oblige.”

The Spezsker: “Agrecd., T am a bat

&
it doubt as lo the next item on our pro-

gramme. Mr., Dunter moght not like
i.t_H
Mr. Bunter: “"Don't nund me! 1

ain used to personalities and sculleryloss
abuse, Basement  aszsertions  never
trouble me.”

The Speaker: “There is nothing scur-
rilous at all. To my thiking, good
fecling is shown here., DBat let’s get to
facts,

“Reader WINIFRED G. DUDLEY,
145, George Street, West DBrookfields,
Mrunngham, says: ' Why not have @
jurble sale i aid of Buanter? He scems
to be in a stale of chronie impecuni-
asily, In spite of his failings, he 1s a
valuable asset to his renowned school,
TPersonally, T have been greatly enter-
tained by reading of his exploits, 1
feel sure the Chff House girls would help
the =ale. Coker might be able to con-
tribute some cyele parts, In this way
a fund eould be started to supply the
Bunter needs, thus protecting other fel-
lows from his begging. Is it a go?™ ™

Mr., Bunter was understood 1o say
there was somnething in it.

Lord Mauleverer: ‘ Something—nol
much.”™

Mr. Bunter: “TI consider that a
Punter Fund might meet the ecase,
though most of you chaps are so
stingy."”

The BSpeaker: ““As  spring lhas
COTrE "

Mr. Bunter: “If we are going lo hear
funny things about the spring—--"

The Bpeaker: “We are npol—unless
you say them. The subject is serious
enough in all conscience.”

Mr. Bunter: *“ Whaose conscience 7"

Mr. Bob Cherry: “Not yours, my fat
tulip! You baven't got one.”

“Mr. Bunter: “I am fed up with the
spring.”’

The Nabob of Bhanipur:
will mneverfully cease,
Bunter is fedfully up.”

“Wonders
The ludicrous

The Speaker :“We had better get (o
business. Reader R. GIBSON, 897,
Empress Road, Bevois Vallev, South-
ampton, says, ‘To my mind there is
nothing better than a day away from
the town, into the country fields and
lanes, far away from the noise and the
traflic, and the hooting of the sirens
from the docks. Ever since 1 can re-
member, 1 always picture the happy
times I have spent roaming threuch the
lanes, ar bathing in some shallow
stream. It 1s a good cure for the blues,
My advice to auyone, whether old or
young, who begins to feel the lack of
fresh air, is to slip away quietly, or
with a friend, if possible, and roam
the countryside.

S For instance, a Loy who is woiking
will complain that he has no time to
enjoy limself except holidays, when all
15 1 too much of 2 hurry to think about
things. Well, my idea is this. If a boy,
o anyone else, makes up his mind o
do a thing, let him do it. Don't he put
off by the lcast obstacle. He must plan

things beforehand, so that things will
fic in smoothly, and when ithe timn
comes  have  everything  ready, 1
believe  Harry  Wharton could explain

what I inean, because he has had some
camp experience,

L believe in the saying that
arv 13 a better lonie than
The person who intends 1o do =ome
camping  this  sommer will find my
words come true. He will comie back as
Lrown as a berry, and feeling as though
he could push a tramear over. Get as
hght an equipment 2s possible.  Yon

don’t want to get a hump on your
back.’

fresh
medicinre,

My, Frank Nugent: “Hear, hear!
That hits it !
The Nabob: * Reader Gthson has

suggesifully struck the giddy caper.”

Myr. Bunter: “As for me, T woull
cicar off now and roam the lanes if vou
chaps of the Remove were not so lazy.
Last time I helped you with a camping
trip you left me to do the work.”

Mr. DBob Cherry: “The porpoise
means that timme when, in France. he
cleared off to play at the casino—where
he lest all our cash. He weuld !?

The Speaker: “I am thankful to =ay
that Reader (Gibson keeps to the point.
His tdea is sound all through., A speli
of the country beats anything. 1 do
lisppen to know something about camp-
ing, but when Bunter lalks of us leaving
the bulk of the work to him, T must
differ, If 1 remember righilv, Bunter
cooked a couple of stews, then grew
tired. He declined 1o wash up, and
ended by leaving us all in the lurch,
and =so gravely imperilling the success
of the tour. But Reader Gibson opened
with a reference to the sincple country
walk."

Mr. Dunter: “He calls it a roam—
}vheE you are roaming in the gloam-
Ing.

The Bpeaker: “Let Bunter keep lus
wil and his lyrics fer the next comie
number of his ' Weekly." 1 was going
to say that the half-holiday ramble 15 2n
excellent stunt.”

The house adjourned at a lala hour,

Another magnificent Greyfriars yarn next Monday !

THE MacxET LiBRARY.—-No. T88.



Who are the boys who make the noise ? Harry Wharton & Co.!

HLF object of this dichionary 15 Lo
cxplain i simple languaee the
mieguinge of the techoieal tenmms ov

V]—"'\
expresstons used o ebnpection

with elecivicity and wireless telephony,

STALIC INDUCTION. -1t has been
ahaerved that two L'hill'::"t'qf bodies attraot
or repel one another,  Now let ws con-

stdev the  effect on an vncharged
conductor when 1 13 brovehl vear 1o g
chuagrid Doy,

In the accomnpany g illusication, © A
i 0 charged glass ball, acd DBC T 18 0
metal condoctor uncharged,  Bolh ball
and  cowductor are =supported by glass
rod: Lo prevent the escape ol eloctricity
ta Yearth,” and “b " and “¢” arve bwo
ainall pathe balls hung on the ends of ihe
condintor,

When the charged glass ball ** A 7 s
moved pear o the conducior “BC " g
charge of electricily 15 nduced on the
surface of the conductor, boltlh ends of
which v ill attract small picees of paper.
As the plass ball is moved nearcr, the
path balls are repelled at both ends with
groater  and  still grester  foree, thus
demonsteating that both cionls of the cou-
ducior are 1n an electrified state. It will
alsn be found that this state only applics
to the ends, becanse the mniddle resion of
the copductor shows no ﬁig!::} of electri-
Lication,

Further investigation will shaw thal
the charges at each end wre of opposite
ks, the charge at the end nearest to
the positively charged ball beiug a negn-
tive charge, and the farther end will be
# positive charge. Both charges will be
i':qzl.ﬁL

As the glass ball s moved forther and
farther away from the conductor, the
mduced charge will becorme weaker and
weaker, until it finally disappears alto-
gether, when the condactor is no longer
within the field of influence of the glass
ball.

It was explained thet electileity was
supposed to be present in all things, and
that bodies tn an active electrieal state
had etther more or less thau their porma)
quanidy. It was also explained that a
conductor allowed olectriciiy  to  flow
freely through or over it. Tt would there-
fore appear that when an overcharged
conductor 15 approached by a charged
gluss ball the uniform distribution of
electricity is disturbed in the conductor :
that because likes repel and  unlikes
attracl, the conductor is induced into a
negative stale nwear the ball, beeanse the
electriciiy flows over the surface of the
conductor away from the posilively-
charged ball, thus causing the farthest
end to become positively chargad.

At the charged body was negativel:
eaprged it would have theé same effec
on the conductor, with the exeeption that
the pesitive charge induced in the con
ductor would be neavest to the charged
body, and the negative charge would be
farthest awav. In any case, as sOOn as

tie conductor 1z retoved from the field
of influence of the charged bodsy 16 15 no
longer eleckrified, but assumes its normal
condilion,

I the conductor were nol supported on
m=nlators  the electriciiy at the end
farthest from the charged body would
cacape to “earth,” but the end nearcst
o the charged body wounld reman, bt
Lovnd Ehere ]l}' allraction,

Supposing  the conductor o be made
i two paris, =a that it could be separated
whilst under the mfleence of the charged
Lewdy, 1t would then be found on re-
v g the fwo halves separately from
the beld of influenece that they wounld
sl vetain their charges and would not
cetuen lo normal condition, as they would
have done had they Leen joined together,

The amount of the charge indueed
depeds upon the amount of the charge
indieing i, and also upon the distance
sevarating the two bodies, It 15 also

A

:lﬁlt'l:"t.-l."l.]. 1‘}' IEH‘.-" l[lt"i'“lli[l ACTOEs "-".'lli.l_'h l[]{"
flucnce acts,  Thus if the mtervening
space was filled with glass istead of ar
i better result would be ebtained. In auyv
case, however, the charge induced conld
not exeeed the charge of the body in-
ducing it In most cases it 15 never so
great, because when a heavily-charged
body approaches too near the conductor
the charges of opposite polarity attract
ench other morve strongly and become zo
dense that a spark leaps across the miter-
vening space, with tha result that the
contlietor becomnes permaanent!y charged
—that 15, when it is removed from the
fichd of influenee it remains charged andd
tloes ot return Lo norinal,

ELECTRO-STATIC FIELD.--This is
the arva or range of space over which an
clectrilied body has the power of inducing
a charge in another boedy, no matter Liow
stnall the charge may be,

INDUCTANCE CAPACITY -1t has
bren observed that induetance is eaused
by the electricity in. a charged body
acting pcros a medium, and thereby iu-
ducing a state of electyicity in that Lody,
It was stated that if gluss had filled the
itervening space between two bodies,
instead of air, the induced charge would

have been greater, Inductance eapacily
i5 the capacity of a body or substance to

permit  the nelaciive miluence of an
electrified body to act across at,
DIELECTRICS.-This 13 the name

given to substances which have mductive
capacity to a large degree, All dielectrics
are insulators, bot all msualators arc noi
necessarily  good  dielectrice,  The best
dielectrics, in their order of mert, are
as follow: Flint glass, muca, ordmary
glass, shellae, pure indiarubber, cbonite,
parafha, and amn,

DIELECTRIC CAPACITY O
SPECIFIC INDUCTIVE CAPACITY.

These terms are used to denote the
inductive capacity of a substance, The
following is a table of the specific in-
ductive  capacity of  the  dielectrics
quoted above, air at ordinary pressure
representing 1,

Flint glaza 6.5 to 10.1
Mica : s ds 40 .. BO
Ordinary glass 30 ,, 48
Shellae 27 .. 36
Pure indiavrubbey 22 .. 25
Eboniie 2.0 . &l
Parafin .. S = TR
Air 1

DIELECTRIC CONSTANT OR DI
FELECTRIC COEFFICIENT.—Theso

terms are synonyvimous, aldd have reference
to the figures giving the specific inductive
capacity of a subsiance,

DIELECTRIC STRENGTI. —The
substance used for the dielectric musi bo
a  good ansulator,  The greater the
mz=ulating property of the dielectr.e, the
greater elecirical pressure it will stand
without  puncturing - that 13,  without
allowing a spark to pazz, The maximum
voltage, electrical pressure, which may
be applied to a dielectric of unit thickness
withoui it breaking down or purcturing
is called the dielecivie sirength.

DIELECTRIC HYSTERESIS. —-When
n charge 15 induced in a body the
dielectric is in a state of strain,  When
the body is discharged it does not always
free itselt entively from this strain: if
16 1% left alone for g short time another,
though a smaller, discharge may  be
obtained, This 15 due to electric absorp-
tion, and is the cansze of residual charges,
This state i referred o as dielectric
hiysteresis,

Supposing that two plates of the same
area were suspended in air at a fixed dis
tance from cach other, then if, withoul
altering the strength of the charge or the
distance between them, it was desired to
increase the inductive capacily of the
system by, say, three times, this could be
done by inserting a sheel of ordinary
glass between them, the glass being of
the same thickness as the distance
belween the plates.

(To be continued next Monday.)

Broadcast the above feature, chums !
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An enthralling story of mystery and adventure staged on the Cornish Coast, featuring
the world-famed sleuth, Ferrers Locke, and his assistant, Jack Drake.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Demon of Morne !

ING-a-ling-a-ling !
I‘:‘rlthuut taking his cigarette from
his Ferrers Locke  reached

.5!4."1‘1355 Ih dezk to the telephone and
detached the receiver from itz hook.

“Hallo? he said, in a quiet, clear voice.
“Yes, thie iz Ferrers Locke speaking !

For a few momeuts he enacted the role
of listener., Then, with a " Very well, I'll
come,” he hung up the receiver and arose
from hiz chair. Turning to his youug
aszgistant, Jack Drake, who was seated at
a table in the ecopsulting-room attending
to some secretarial work, he said:

“1 have been requested to pay a ecall on
mir Fulgarth Sternley, my boy. 1 do not
aunticipate being away long. And, by the
way, be ready to leave for Corpwall at five
minutes’ potice. I expect we shall =oon find
{IUL‘-“-UI"-'ﬂE with a very 1nteresting case on our
Lhands.”

Leaving the house in Baker Strect, Ferrers
Locke hailed & passing taxi.
whiat ancient wvehicle, but
Sutton Place, Kensington,

it oot Locke to
where

delay.
The famous detective was ushered into the
house by a smart-liveried flunkey. Sir Ful-
garth Sternley was in the study,
received Mls visitor cordially.

*1 expeect, Mr. Locke.” he zaid, " vou won-

dered why 1 requested you to call on me |
thiz mornlng?" _
“No, SBir Fulgarth,” replied the sleuth,

with a smile. "1 am not given to wondering

about matters of thiz kind. But, ps a
matter ol fact, T guessed in this case you
wished to <onsult me shout the affair of
the Morne Light.”

The baronet showed his surprise.

“You're right, Mr. Locke,” he said:

“though how you puessed, T ecannot coneeive,
Everything pointed to the faect that the
lichthouse-keeper, Morris, met his death by
an accident, and the jury at the inquest
returned a verdict of aceidental death. Ihrrc*
was nothing else in the napers, to my Know-
ledge.”

"No:; but I remember
heen other untoward occcurrences
If my memory serves me,
first man to meet a vinlent death there.”

“Too true,” said Sir Fulgarth,
rases oceurred several Years agn, however.
But there has lingered an unpleasant feel-
ing in my own mind about them.™

“Tell me everything, Sir Fulgarth,
I'l try to assist you to the best of my
ahility."”

Taking up a ruler from his desk, Sir Ful-
garth crossed to a large map of the western

that there have

foecurred when I held

t and

. the headland ene night when there was a
It was o some-

Hir Ful- . llujr,

carth had his residence, without any undue . 0o pear the unattended lantern with an

and he
i pansed ;

at Morne. .
Morriz iz not the | rLher
' ticular case iz that Muir himself, after serv-
“The other !

and |

coast of England and Walea which hung on
the wall of his study. With it he indicated
a headlapd some little to the south of
Trevose Head, on the portherly coast of
Cornwall.

‘“That is the situation of the Maorne
Lighthouse,” he safd. “It iz exactly half
a mile zouth of the little fishing village of
Morneham. And now, with the situation of
the Morne Light clearly in your miod, let
me proceed to tell you the strange history
of 1t."

Seating himself in his chair, Sir Fulgarth
Sternley drummed the tips of his fingers on
his desk.

“As you may know, Mr. Locke,” he began,
“T am the chief warden of the western
coast lighthouses. The first untoward® affair
in  connection  with  the Morne Light
a lesser position than
I do to-day. But I rememher it very well,
for it created a big stir 2t the time. The
four-masted bargue, IDouglas Day, ran hard
fust aground on the Morne Rocks off

hit of mist ahout. At the time there was
no light showing from the Morne Lighthouse,
the keeper, was found lying uncon-

emply bottle beside him. The assistant
Keeper was zeen later in an inftoxicated con-
dition in a village some four miles away.”

“Yes," murmured Locke, as the other
“and it was proved that Muir had
been heavily drinking, too. He was tried
nrnd sentenced to prisont”

“That's right. There is not the faintest
doubt that the two men were guilty of
criminal neglect of the light, dve to their
havng  bheen  drinking heavily together.
Fawkes, the assistant keeper, got clear away.

It iz supposed he found his way to one
of the Welsh ports and shipped abroad.
Muir, however, was put on his trial. He

protested vehemently that he had only had
a small portion of drink givenm him by
Fawkes, He claimed that hia drink must
have heen drugged. But the medical evi-
dence did not bear out this, and James
Henry Muir was sentenced to nine months’
hard labour.”

“Fawkes, on the other hand, has never
Lbeen apprehended from that day to this¥”

“No. All I know further about that par-

ing hiz sentence, went out to India. T heard

from a friend of mine out there that he
had struek a hbad patech up on  the
North-West Frontier, and he may be dead

now, for all T know. However, all this is
not very much to the point, although 1
thought it best to tell you the darker history

of the Morne Light from its begihning.”
Locke uodded.

Jaffieial.

“Quite right,” he said. *Proceed in your

own way. 1 am keenly interested.”
“Very well, then,” sajd 8ir Fulgarth. *“I
now come to the first real tragedy in the

Morne's grim story, for, fortunately, there
were no lives lost im the Douglas Day
disaster,

“Five years later, a man called Miles—one
of cur most reliable lighthouse men-—was in
charge of the AMarne. is assistant, return-
ing from Merneham village one evenlng,
found Milea lying dead on the stone steps
leading up ipside the lighthouse to the
lantern, Miles' neck was broken, and it
was supposed that he had fallenm while de-
reending the steps.”

The haronet halted in his narration to pass
Ferrers Lﬂcli-e his cigarette-case.

"And now,” resumed 8ir Fulgarth, “I come
to that tragedy which, occurring but a few
days after the death of poor Miles, created
a stir throughout the length and breadth
of England.

“An elderly man named Arnold had been
transferred to the Morne Light. There was

a new assistant—a sturdy, stout-hearted
chap ealled Jones. But Arnold had not heen
on the Morne headland for more than

couple of days when he was found with
broken neck, lying <lose to the hig lantern
at the top of the lighthouse.”

“Yes," murmured Locke, gazing at the
other through half-closed eyes; “that was
a very amazing affair. I was abroad at the
time, but T ean ¢al]l it to mind.”

“Amazing is certainly the word to de-
scribe it, Mr. Locke,” said the lighthouse
“And, by Jove, it was almost a
tragedy for young Jomes, too. It scemed
20 strange that Arnold should be found with
a broken peck in a place where it would be
diffienlt to s=ustain any fall, that the police
suspected Jones of murder. No bruise was on
the body of the lichthonse-keeper, and they
suspected that Jones might have struck him
with a sandbar, which would have left
np mark. Luckily, Jones was able to clear
limself, and the affair became an absolute
Impenetrable mystery.”

“ Exe¢ept, of course, to the near-by Cornish
villagers,” drawled Locke.

“What do you mean?" asked Sir Fulgarth,
puzzled.

“I mean that doubtless the loeals wera
thoroughly convineced that some evil spirit
or fiemd hall performed the foul deed.”

“1 understand. Yes, the folk in Morne-
ham particularly gave their superstitious
fancies full play. They claimed there was
1 ghostly inhebitapt ion the lighthouse—the
Demon of Morpne they called the thing!”

“No further tragedies occurred for some
years?”

“Nog—nothing more untoward oeccurred ab
Morne until, three days ago, poor Morrls

Ferrers Locke at the Boat Race—next week |
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was feund lying at the fool of the hoik-
house with a broken neck. low he came
to fall from the ralled balevny wlich borders
the top of the lighthouse ouiside the big
Jantern compartment iz a mystery, though.
The jury returned a verdiet of suicide.”

Ferrers Locke flicked the ash from  his
cigarette into the tray at his clhow.

“You mentioned the police at the begin-
ning of your recital, 8Sir Fulgarth,” he re-
marked, “Am I to understand they are still
investizating this ecase of Morris' death”

“They have heen,” replied the offelal
“Thao t‘fi—:ﬂ.i‘h of Morris revived all sorts of
superstitious rumours 1o the village. At my
request the police have bhecn making a
number of inguiries. But they have now
notifled me that there is no sign that Morris
met with any foul play. The assistant
keeper, Gregory, was in Merneham village
at the time Morriz met his end, according
to the evidenee., He it is wlio is oow temd-
lng the light, with the help of a man named
Mansfleld., [ don't wish him—or snyone elze
—to be imperilled. 8o, Mr. Locke, I have
gent for yon to request you to go down to
Cornwall and inveatigate matters for me.”

“That I will, with pleasure.”

Locke paused, and contracted his brows
in thought for a few moments,

“There is one thing that strikes me ns
decidedly  peculiar about the cases you
have told me about, Sir Fulgarth. Each
of these men who have met their death at
Morne have died from o similar causg—a
hroken neck. - That iz npt so queer in the
cases of the men found on the steps and at
the foot of the lighthouse, but it wns very
suspleions in the case of the man found
pnear the lanltern itseli,”

“Ay! and when I think of poor Morris,
who i2 supposed to have fallen [rom the
top of the lighthouse, suspicions well up
within my mind which I hardly dare put
lnto words.”

“Tell me vour theoary, Sir Fulgarth,” com-
manded Locke quietly.

“1—1 wonder sometimes whetlier Morris
may not have met his death beiore he fell
Bupposing someone—something —"

“Quite s0,” interposed Locke. “You fear
that e may have beeu killed by means of
& sandbag or some other such deatb-dealing

instrument and his body thrown over the
baleony directly afterwards by the mur-
derer. Now anawer me this: Ha: anvone, to

your knowledge, sctually scen a
about the lighthouse?™

“Never.”

“There {3 no secret approach to the light-
house of which you are aware?’

“ None.”

Ferrers Locke rose to his feet.

“My assistant apd I will proceed to-day
to Cornwall to begin our inguiries on the
spot,” he said. “Should I think it sdvis-
ahle a little later, could you arrange to
transfer the present lighthonzemen, and
allow my assiatant and mysell to tend the
Morne Light?”

Sir Fulgarth shpok his head.

“Um afraid that would be out
gquestion,” he sald, “It is essential that
?ur own qualified men attend the light. But

will give you a note to Gregory, and you
will be granted every facility for conducting
your investigatioma. Police detectives have
boen at work there recently, and the light-

stranger

of the

housemen and the wvillagers will weleome
you and help you in your work.”
“Thank 3you, Sir Fulgarth. I'll Lid you

au reyoir, and I hope I shall soon be able
to report that the mystery of the Morne
Light has been selved.”

Leaving the house in Sutton Place, Ferrers
Locke hailed. a taxi apd drove repidly back

to Baker Street. Looking up a time-table,

he found that thers was a train due to leave
Paddington for Corowall in *twenty
minutes’ time. Locke, accompanied by Jack
Drake, had no difficulty in ecatehing this,
and on the journey the detective gave the
boy all the information at his dispesal re-
garding the mysterious happenings on the
Morne headland.

They had to change at Newton Abbott,
and then went on by slow stages to Cragdale,
the nearest station to Morne village. Thenee
tha!,(r proceeded to the wvillage itself over a
roeky road In a ramshackle, jolting con-
Yéyance, :

It was nine o'clock at nizht by the

time Locke aud Drake had eagaged rooms
at the solitary inn. Then, having unpacked
their limited supply of luggage, and had a
refreshing wash amd hrush-up, they proceeded
on foot to pay a visit to Gregory, the
keeper of the lighthouse, half a mile distant.
In the slenth’s bLreast-pocket was the letter
pf introduction given him by Sir Fulgarth
Aternley.

“By Jove!" exclaimed Locke, as they
strode along. "It does one good to drink in
the salt-laden =zea hreezezs of the Cornizsh
coast after the smoky atmosphere of old
London ™

And both found something extremely in-
vigorating in battling their way up the
rocky headland towards the gaunt form of
the ill-omened liphthonse, with its stendy
wiite finger of light pointed put over the
dark, tumbling waters of the Allantic. The
roar of the surf beating in upon the bench
helow the headlapd was like musle to their
gars after the dim of traffc 1In the
metropolis,.  With the fresh, elean zea wind
buffeting their faces, it wasz hard to con-
ceive that before them was the seene of grim
and mysterious tragedics.

Reaching the lightbhouse, they found, some-
what to their surprise, that the stout
wooden door was ajar.

“We'll go in and announce ourselves to
Grepory,” aaid Locke., “ We shall have to he
careful lest he or his assistant mistakes
us for Intruders of fell design. Ah, here’s
a lantern. We may necd this.”

No one was in the living rooms at the basze
of the lighthouse, so Locke lighted the
lantern. Then, [ollowed by Drake, he ecan
cautionsly to mount the stone, spiral stair-
way which led upwards to the great lantern.

Hitep by step the two picked their way aloft
hetween the dank grey walls, Then, hali-way
up, both stopped suddenly, their bMood Tun.
ning ecold in their veing a3 a wild howl
amote upon their eurs.

They looked from one to the other with
wide, staring eyes,

“Gad!" gulped Drake. “What's that

For answer, Locke began running up the
stnirway., Drake followed elose at his heels,
What further dread thing had taken place
bt this grim building? That was the gquestion
that throbhed in the brain of each.

Then as they ascended Lhey became aware
that someone wos coming down, A man
came into view, staggering down the stone
steps, his hands elutching feverishly at the
walls, and his face & picture of terror.

“What is it, man-——what is it?"
Ferrers Locke.

The man halted, trembling like an aspen

“It—it's up there!" he gulped.

And with thosa words he came crashing
down the steps in a dead faint.

Locke and Drake caught the man, and laid
him gently on the lighthonse steps,
t_“Lm-H to him, my boy!” eried the detec-
ve,

Drawing his revolver, he dashed madly up
the steps, two at a time. By an aleove in
the wall, close to the compartment which
contained the great lantern of the light-
house, lay a dark, huddled form, It was the
kody of Gregory, the lighthouse-keeper!

cried

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Man with the Black Scarf!

OLLOWING the inguest held at Morne
village on the unfortunate {irerory,
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake were
gitting in the former's room at the

local inn.

The brow of the famous detective was eon-
tracted in . deep thought.  Seldom in his
career had he felt himszelf up agoinst so
baflling a mystery.

“It's amazing-—amazing ! he said, at last.
“The jury were quite right to bring in a
verdict of * Murder against some person or
persons unknown.” They could not have done
otherwise on the doctor’s evidence. But let
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us go over in detail azain exact!y what we
know of the cose.”

Before commencing, the sleuthh relighled
his pipe and szettled himself more comfortably
in his chair.

“In the Hrst place, the medical evidence
definitely established that poor Gregory had
been dead half an hour before 1 saw the
hody. He had apparently broken his peck, but
there were no marks that he had sustained a
fall. Bansfield, the assistant keeper, was
able to establish a complete alibi,”

“And jolly lucky that was, too, sir'" com.
mented Drake. “Naturally, the first sus-
piclon fell on Mansfield, whom we mot
charging down those stairs that night.”

“Naturally,” sald Locke. *But Mansficll
had left the lighthonse to tend some might-
fishing lings he was leaving on the beach, It
was fortunate that he had some distance to
go and a well-known fisherman of Morneham
was with him at the time. So it was elearly
eatablished that Mansfield himself had no
hand in the murder. Homeone else must have
entered the lighthouse in his absence.”

“But we could find no trace that anyone
had been there.”

“No; of course, it was hopeless to expect
to find footmarks on the rocks of the Lead-
land or beach. Mansfield swore, however,
that he had locked the lighthouse door when
he left, and that it was open og his return,
which must have been a few mifiutes before
we arrived.”

“There is the chance that Gregory himselt
aopened the door, sir.”

“Yes; but I do not think he did. We must
remember that he koew the dread reputa-
tion of the lighthouse. He would feel safe
with the door locked, for he was aware
that only Mansfield had a key. But we must
not overlook the poasibility of there being
another key in existence which is in the
possession of the scoundrel who commits
these terrible crimes. It Is certain that we
are up against a fiend of the utmost cunning,
My own theory is that the murderer lay in
hiding near the lighthouse, and saw Muns-
field safely out of sight. Then he unlocked
the door, and erept up the stairs to fulfil
iz dread purpose.

Drake made a gesture almest of despair.

“But for what motive, sir?” he said: “TFor
what possible reasou gould auvone -eck to
repeat the crime of H{Eing the keeper of the
Morne Light? Always It is the ehief
keeper and alwavs the neck of the man is
bhroken., How, goodness only knows! It
lakes a rope or somecthing of the sart te
break a man's neck, The eriminal must be a
madman!”

"A madman perhaps, my boy,” said Ferrers
Locke. Y But there are the mnst curious
degrees in mental dizorders. Here, T think,
we o are up agninst a person whoze mind iz
deranged only in one way. The fellow—if it
is & man—suffers from one terrible obsessionm.
(Mherwize hizs mind may be elear-Lthinking
and cven abnormally cunning.”

“Well, sir, we don't seem to have got muelr
forrader in the ense, We've made inquiries
about mozt of the inhabitants in this distriet,
Hitherto we've found nothing to conncet
any of "em with the Morne mystery,”

“"That's true,” admitted Locke, “though
there are one or two whose paest history
has oot been so elearly defined ns 1 =hould
have liked. However, we must peg away,
my boy."”

“But wlmt'sl the next move, sir? 1 feel
A% lithr.:rug]l wWeve run up against a blank
wall,”

“Not yet, Drake. If the theory T have in
mind is correct, the slayer of Gregory and
the other men of the Morne Light will
speedily attempt a fresh ontrage. Mansfield
hus resigned. He said he wiill never enter a
lighthouse again in his life. The new keoper
= a Devonshire man, Jack Lewis—a fine
fellow, T should sav., His assistant is another
pood chap-—George Baydon., Until to-day
they have had the protection of the police,
and our work has been lighter than it might
have been.”

“But the police seem to have cleared off
now, sir."”

“Yes; they have heard a rumour which has
sent "em on a wild-goose chase to Cragdale,
If the Demon of Morpe—as the villagers dub
the murderer—is as cunning a scoundrel as 1
take him to be, he will be perfectly aware
of all the movement: of the police. From

The master-sleuth averts a satastrophe !
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to-day we must constitute ourselves the
faithful bodyguard of the keeper of the
Morne Lighthouse. No one, other than Lewis
and BRaydon, both of whom are above sus-
picion, must enter the lighthouse without
our knowing it. To-night, as the police pro-
tection has bheen withdrawn, we will begin
our vigil."

Just hefore dusk that day Ferrers Locke
gnd Drake made their way to the lighthouse.

They were well wrapped up, and had &
thermos flask and some sandwiches, They
had prepared themselves, in fact, for an

all-night wateh.

First they called upon Jack Lewis in his
living-room, and Locke explained that they
would be hovering in the vicinity of the
lighthouse during the hours of darkness,

Lewis laughed, and tapped his hip-pocket,

“Pechaw! Don't yon worrit about me, Mr.
Locke!" he gald. “1 don't helieve in no
demons nor ghosts. Apd I've got something
here that'll settle the hash of any human
heing that comes trying tricks wi' me.
George has got a gun, too.”

“1 don't think there is any danger to Bay
don,” sald Loc¢ke., “It is you I am «com-
ecerned about.  Still, we've examined the
lighthowse thoroughly, and it's clear there
i= no secret entrance to the place. Any
intruder must come In by the door. And we
<ha'n't fail to see him.”

It was nearly dark when the detective
and Dreke stepped cutside again, and Lewis
locked the stout deor behind them.

“Mow, Drake,” said Ferrers Locke, T shal
remain within sight of this door. Youn may
have @ roviong commission. Quietly make
vour way about, and imitate the cry of a
night-hawk twice if you ree anyoue appronch-
ing."”

While Locke settled himself nnder the lec

of some rocks, Drake made his way along
the headland, picking his way cautiously
between gaunt boulders and hushes.  The
wind-swept eliffs on which the lighthouse

stood were degerted.

He descended the lower end of the head-
land to the beach, where a dark objeet had
caught his eye. Crawling forward, he saw
it was a small open fishing-hoat.

“That's gueer,” he mutterced to himsell.
“That wasp't there when we arrived this
evening.”

The hoats of the Morneham fshermen
were beached in the bay farther down the
coast, There seemed no object in the
presence of this solitary craft so near the
headland. Gradually, aa the boy crept
pearer, he became convineed that the boat
was void of any occupant.

He thought of giving the warning mnight-
hawk's ery, but as he prepared to do so he
saw a burly form moving towards him from
the bhase of the ¢liffa.

Jack Drake lay flat by the boat. He was
determined to get a clear sight of the man,
whoever he was, and, if poasible, take him
to Ferrers Locke to interview. He drew
hiz revolver ready for instant action.

The man came ¢loser, pleking his way with
cat-like fread over the shingles. Omnce he
turned and made his way back towards the
cliffs again. Then he stond stock-still, gazing
up at the white finger of the Morne Light.
After remaining thus for about half a
minute, he retraced his steps down. the
beach.

During all this time the man’s form had
beem to Drake but as a black blur
in the night. All that the boy could gather
was that the fellow was likely to prove a
remarkahly powerful customer.

As the stranger came nearer, every fihre
of Drake's being was a-tingle with suppressed
excitement. He saw that the man wore the
coarse garb of a fisherman, and that the
whole lower part of his face was wrapped
ahout with a black scarf. The fellow's eap,
moreover, was drawn down on his eyes, so
it wias impossible to see any portion of his
features, This gave him a weird, sinister
appearance in fit keeping with his stealthy
manner of progression down the beach.

The man ¢ame nearéer—ten yards—five yards
—now his hand was on the stern of the hoat,
Jack Drake quivered like a crouching
leopard. Then, epringing to his feet, he
resented his revolver dead at the stranger’s
reast.

“(Get your hands up!”

Simultaneously with the ecurt command
there came a gasp from the fisherman. His
hands shot up—and so did one of his heavy-
booted feet.

S0 ewiftly wag the

and dexterously

-

movement performed that all Drake knew of
it waz that something that felt like a chunk
of iron struoek him under the right wrist, His
revolver went hurtling over his shoulder into
a 11'i111:|h: of surf which ran in along the boat's
a1iles,

Drake lashed out with
other's searf-covered face. But he had been
slichtly off his balance, and his fist shot
harmlessly past the man's neck. Next
moment the youngster was sent crashing to
e pebbles by a powerful right swing that
caucht him full on the left temple.

Completely dazed, Jack Drake lay like a
log on the beach until an incoming surf
rippled acrozs one of his hands before recad-
ing back fto the og¢ean. This partially
ronsed the lad.

Picking himself up, he staggered painfully
along the water's edge, trylog to discover
the pozition of the boat, which was no
longer on the beach. As his eyes cleared
of the film which seemed to have descended
over them, he saw what he sought. The bhoat
was heing toszsed in the white horses of surf
not ten vards out.

all his force at the
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though the most experienced detective mighs
well have been outwitted in eimilar circum-
stances,

He found his chief in the lee of the rocks
from where the lighthouse door could be
SEET.

“You've seen no one, sir?” he whispered.

“No one, I heard your warning, though.”

Jaek Drake narrated his adventure.

“(Come, don’'t be downhearted, my boy,”
murmured the famous sleuth, as his assistant
nished. *“You did your best, and we all
ump up against spags at times. It's a
pity you did not get a sight of that fellow's
face. But, of course, that was impossible
in the cires.”

“Well, if that chap was the so-called
Demon of Morne, 1 don't suppoze he’ll come
miking round sgain to-night,” said Drake
somewhat dolefully.

Certainly pothing else occurred during the
night, and at daybreak Locke and Drake,
tired with their ceaseless vigil, returned to
the little fishing village.

By making inquiries, they discovered that

his hands clutching feverishly

As Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake ascended they beemme aware that someone

was coming down. A moment jater a man s

at the walls and his fase a picture of terror.

“* What Is it, man? What Is it ? ** erled the detective, elevating the lantern
he held. (See Chapler 1.)

down the stone steps,

A pgreat wave lifted it up and revealed the
interior of it. The boat was empty!

“Egad!” gulped Drake.
can't have been hurled out into the water!”

Propelled by a big sea, the boat came run-
ning towards him. Drake waded in and
grabbed the gunwale, and hauled it as far
up from the water as he could. An examina-
tion of the craft revealed that the oars were
fixed with the blades in a small locker in
the bow, as they had been when he haa first
seen the hboat. Obviously, the man had
pushed the boat out into the water, and had
himself made his way either algng the beach
or up to the headlapd. Drake raised his
head and sent two harsh cries echoing down
the wind. An excellent mimie, the lad had
given the warning notes of the night-hawk
back to his chlef.

Unable to pick up the trail of the mys-
terions stranger, the youngster began to pick
his way up the eliffa back to Ferrera Locke.
He felt somewhat sheepish over his failure,

Jack Drake is well to the fore in * The Man in the

“Rurely the heggar |

the boat by the headland belonged to AR
aged fisherman named Furby, who owned
two or three eraft. Who had appropriated
his boat from Morne Bay he did not know—
and nor did anyone else. Moreover, although
the sleuth and his assistant remained up all
the morning, not a single clue could they
discover regarding the Iidentity of the man
who had laid Drake out.

When, worn out, they turned into thelr
heds in the inn, after lanch, the mystery of
the Morne Light was as deep a mystery as
evel.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Looke’s SBuccessful Stratagem |

HAT night Ferrers Locke and Jack
Drake again mounted guard over
the lighthouse on the headland. The
detective felt that this was abso-

lutely necessary, though he sensed thab
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nothing woyld occur. Boat time was needed
to mature n freah plan he had evolved for
trapping the perpetrator of the mysterious
Crimes.

This plan the detective partially explained
to Drake as they strolled back to the village
together.

“Hitherto, my boy,” he sald, “every advan-
tage has bheen on the side ol the unscrupu-
lous seoundrel we have been trying to eateh.
Wo have been working very much In the
dark. e, on the other hand, bas known of
the presence of the police while they were
here, and e knows of our preseoce. 1t is of
litkle use to leave the village and return in
disguise to resume our vigil, We should have
to live somewhere in this nsghbourheod, and
accommaoddation 5 [imited. Our presence
would  be  saspected by this  unknown
crimgnal, who is elearly as cautions as he is
cunning.”

“Then what do you propose to do, sir?”

“1 have written to Sir Fulgarth explaining
my views, and urging Hhim to order Lewis
awiay home for r couple of Jdays” holiday,
The old man, who lyves four stations the
other side of Cragdale, would be glad of the
chance to be with his family. OMeially, 1
ought not to take om a job of lighthouse-
keeper, but I want to do =0 for at least a
couple of nighta. 1 Liave told Baydon about
my plan, He hasn't quite so much pluck as
Lewis, and is keen for me to have a greater

opportunity for removing the peril which
enshrouda the Morne headland. The fact
that T myself will take Lewis' place will be
a secret between you, Sir Fulgarth, Baydon,
and myaelf.””

The following Jday brought a reply from
London. Sir Fulgurth Sternley, though
reluctantly, as it appeared, agreed to Locke’s
request. The detective was frankly pleased,
and developed Lis plans more fully. In his
breast was the hope that by strategcy he
might induce the mysterious criminnl to
attempt anotlher crime while he himself was
in the lichthouse.

On the morping of bis receipt of the letter
from Sir Fulgarth, the detective visited the
tichthouse with Drnke. Lewls received them
cheerfully.

“Sha'n't be sceing you fellows
days,"” said the lichthouse-keeper. “I've just
got & letter from the authorities. They're
letting me have a couple of nights at home.”

“Well, that's a hit of luck!" commented
Locke with a smile.

“You het it is! I suppose they think that
there's an extra strain working here at the
Morne Light, with all these demons and
things which are -upposed to be scullin
about. Anyway, they tell me they're send-
ing another man to take my place for m

for two

gpell. I'm pushing off directly after break-
fast.”
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By chatting to the ignkeeper's wife a little
later, Locke soon had the news spread all
over the village. Evervone in Morneham
became aware that old Jack Lewis was going
away and apother lighthouse-kerper was
coming up that cveniog to take Lis place.
Moreover, Locke let it become generally
knewn that he and his assistant were pack-
ing up their traps and geing back to London,

Quite a throng of the fisher-folk saw Locke
and Drake take their departure from the inn
in the ramshackle old oarriage after dinoer
that day. But owce on hoard the train at
Cragdale, the detective’s rather subdued air
dropped from him like a cloak.

As the train jolted alonz, he opened a hag
and took out a large make-up box. In leszs
than ten minutes e had completely trans-
formed his appearance with a beard, blue
jersey, and a peaked cap.

“My aunt, that's topping ! said Drake, in
frank admiration. “Dan’l Lege, the light.
house-keeper, would fit you to o *T.) "

“Right!"  =aid Tecke with a chuekle.
“Dan’t Legg will suit me as well a4 any other
name. Now LUl make a graceful exit at the
next station, and make my wawy back to
Cragdale. You must travel on to Newton
Abbott with the luggage; 1I'll wrap up all
the gear I want in a bit of newspaper. Book
a room in an hotel at Newton Abbot, and
walt until you hear from me."

Jack Drake was disappointed that he was
not to be "in at the kill," so to speak. Bu*
he knew that Locke wad acting for the hest,
and he gave no sign of the regret he felt.

As the train drew into the pext station,
Ferrers Locke gripped tle haod of his young
aasistant, leaped out of the train, amd
hurried away down the platiorm. He had
long walt for a train back. Part ol the time
he occupied by visiting the leather shops in
the town. At one of them he purchased a
dog collar of fAexible steel and stout leather,
such as was suitable for a mastiff or Lilood-
houand. Ou the train journey bark to Urag-
dale he adjusted his strange purchaze about
his neck, drawing the top of his woollen blue
jersey well up over it.

“Beastly uncomfortable!™
sleuth to himself,
uzeful !

By the time the detective reached the
Morne headland dusk was settling over the
grim Cornizh coast. He entered the light-
house, and introduced himself to Baydon,
who was plainly very glad to have him there,

The first portion of the night passed with
out incident. - Locke aesisted Baydon with
the ordinary duties of the lighthouse, On
occasions either the detective or the assist.
ant  lighthouse-keeper stepped outside to
where a number of fishipg-lines lay ceiled on
the ground. This they did in the hope oi
being able to obtain a elimpse of anyone
lurking in the vicinity.

Once Baydon after an expedition of this
sort came back with a face bereft of colour

“I—I think I saw him, sir,” he whispered
to the sleuth. * There was someong—--"

“Listen to me!"' muttered Locke. “"Have
your revolver ready for instaut use, and do
what I say. Go outside, gather up thosze
flshing-lines, and take "em down to the beach
as though youn were going to =et 'em for the
night. Lock the door &s you go out, and
when you return serape twice with the kev
down the woodwork before you unlock it.
Do you understand 2™

“Yea, sir. But—but you aren't roloz (o
stick in this place alone?”

“That is my intention.,” said ¥errers Locke
calmly. “And I ooly hope this mysterious
Demon pays me n yisit,”

Proud to be of assistance to the world
famous sleuth, Baydon set out to fulfil his
tazk, though not without considerable mis
givinga, He locked the stout wooden door
of the lighthouse on the outside, and
departed with the fAshing-lincs for the beach

Meantime, Ferrers Locke quietly crept
down the stone steps: inside the building, and
took up his position immediately behind the
door., In his hand he held an antomatic
pistol, his forefinger resting Hghtly om the
trigger.

The minates dragged slowly by.  All the
detective could hear was the moaning of the
wind without and the steady thump-thump
of his own heart-beats,

—m——
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Then gradually another sound obtruded itself into hiz conscious-
ness. It was the stealthy approach of footsteps over the rocks
heyvond the closed door. Locke listened intently for the double
strape of the key én the woodwork, DBut gothing of the =ort
oceurred, -A key was gently inserted into the lock without pre-
ainble, and the door pushed slowly inwards.

Tuch by inch the waiting sleuth gave ground as the door moved
wider and wider. A head wrapped in a hlack scarf gradually
inserted itself. 1t was followed by a burly body.

With a lightning movement Ferrers Locke stepped forward.

“IMut your hands over your head or 1 fire!” he rapped out.

A flerce snurl left the lips of the intruder. Hizs hands went
upwards and outwards, A long, twisted coloured bhandkerchicf
which they held, enwrapped itself about Locke's neck., The sleuth
thirew back his head contemptuously and thrust the muzzle of Lis
pistol bhard against the other's body.

“Cut that out!" he commanded curtly.
that way. The game's up, you Thug!"

It was Locke's intention to take the fellow alive. But at the
fast word a fury possessed the man, Thrusting one hand down, he
tried to wrest the automatic from Locke's grip. The detective's
forefinger tightened ever so elightly on the trigger. There was a
fHash of fame and a deafening report—and the Demon of Morne
sauk in a mwotionless huddled heap at the detective's feet!

“1'm pot to be caught

L - L | [ ] L] [ L

On the following afternoon Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake were
seated in a room of the inn at Mornehamn reeceiving the con-
gratulations of Sir Fulgarth Sterpley, who had journeyed down
from London. Every newspaper in the Kimgdom had got the
“gtory,” amd it had been a hard job for the famous deteetive to
ret clear of reporters for a few minutes. Morneham and the
whole Cornish coast rejoiced that the terror which had beset the
guardians of the headland light had been exterminated.

“ And wow that we have a few minutes at last in quietude, Mr,
Locke,” said Bir Fulgarth, 1 should like to Lear from your ewn
lips how you solved the mystery.”

© “There is not much to tell,” replied Locke maodestly., © Frankly,

I'll admit that at first I was completely batfled. But gradually 1
pieced together a theory which eeemed more or less watertight.
By the very mature of the crimes, [ deduced that sheer blind
hatred was the motive. Then there was the method by which the
erimes were committed. There are several ways in which a man's

neck may be broken without showing external marks of violence.

It was after Drake had described the man who wore a scarf
round his face that I definitely plumped for the method adopked
by this eriminal.”*

“And what was that, Mr. Locke?"

Ferrers Locke answered the question by asking another,

“Have you ever heard of the Thugs, Sir Fulearth$?

“Why, bless me, yes! They were—er, some sort of semi-

religious robber sect that existed in India at owe time, were they

not ¥

MQuite right ! A Thug, nsed to Kill his victim fnstantly by means
of a kind of scarf or handkerchief known ws a roomal. The roomal
wis drawn roand the victim's neck; the Thog gave a twist of his
powerful wrists, and the unlucky vietimn's weck was dislocated. |t
wias a feat requiring much skill and practive. Ju fact, if [ hadn't
adopted that beastly uncomfortable dog's collar, my own neck
would have paid the price!”

“ By Jove, it sounds awful!™

Locke calmly lit his pipe.

“tiradually, as I developed my theory, I became mere and more
convinced as to the identity of the scouudrel wha had eommitted
the erimes on the headland, To iny idea, it was someocne with a
reason for hating the chief keeper of the Morne Light, amd who
had =pent some time in India. Bomeoune, too, who might have a
key of the lighthouse door, My theory, as it happened, proved
correct.  The Demon of Morpe was none other than James Heury
Muir, one-time keeper of the light himself, who was sentenced to
imprisonment after the =hip, Dounglas Dav, had gronmded on the
rocks, You told me about his case when 1 first visited you in
London, Sir Fulgarth.”

“Yes, 1 remember.
raving imad!®

“ Not exactly,” said Locke. “Ohviously, e helieveid he had bein
upjustly treated. He brooded upon it. Hiz mimd became nohinged
on this one matter. He hated to think of any other wan
vecupying the job he considered his by rightz. While in India he
learned from someone the trick of the Thugs. He developed deadly
skill hinself. Then he returped to England. =0 changed had he
become in appearance after his life in the East that no one knew
that Jake Hawken, the fisherman, who came to live near Morne-
ham, was pone other thanm James Muir, the [ormer lighthouse-
keeper.®

“Then it must have been Muir that Jack Drake saw watching
the light from the beach the other might,” =aid Sir Fulgarth.

“Undoubtedly But it i3 now clear that it was shortly aflter
Hawken, alias Muir, took up his residence here that the first of
the crimes were committed. I have also discovered by inquiries
that Hawken left Morneham again for a time, Apparently Le
endeavoured to keep away, hut hiz madnesa, recurring with greater
force, drove him back. So it came abhout that olher fine fellows
met their death at the hands of this cuuning waniae who lay in
wait for them.”

Sir Fulgarth Sterpley gave a shudder.

“It  has been terrible—terrible!™ e wmnftered. Then, in a
tone of heartfelt relief, he added: % But, thank soodness, owing
to your splendid efforts, Mr. Locke, the lighthouselien on the
headland wpo longer peed fear the dread Demion of Morpe !

Muir must have been mad for years—

THE END.

(Next Monday's long complete story of Fervers Locke, dcaling
"‘".‘.h the greatest rivcer zporting event of the year, is entitled :
“The Maw in the Light-Blue Vest 1 Dot miisg it )

DANGER SIGNALS
FOR YOUR HAIR

““Harlene Hair-Drill ”” Brings New Life,
Lusire, and Bounteous Hair Beauty.

START A COURSE OF “ HARLENE HAIR-DRILL*
TO-DAY-—FREE,

HE Danger Signals in the path of Your Hair must not at any
cost be ignored, Neglegct of the lirst signs of any Hair
Defects 18 courting disaster, for once your Hair commences to
split, Fall Out, and Become Dull and Brittle, it is not long until
it turns drey and even Baldness results,
If you have the faintest signs of any Hair trouble, post the
FEEE wift Coupon below TO-DAY, and let ** Harlene-Hair-Drill
remaove the danger at once,

A WONDERFUL FREE GIFT FOR YOUR HAIR.

S0 that all persons who are wot already personally acquainted
with the wopderful Hair-llealth giving, Growth Promoting, and
Beawutifying properties of ~ Harlene " muy test for themselves the
eflicacy of this wonderfud wethod of llair Culture, the proprictors
of “Harleme Hair-Drill” huive decided t0 offer te the public
:.liii}u,t],'m complete FLEE Outdits, eseh of which will contain the
ollowing :—

1. A TRIAL BROTYLE OF *“ HARLENE ""—the mcst wanderful
discovery of manksd, jfer sankind. It poes directly to the roois
of the Hair, awaken:ng them te Mew Life and Vigour, making the
Hair grow Lomg, Thick, and Lustrous, and bringing hack lost
colowr. It is Tome, Food, and Dreasing in ene.

Are any of the signnls in

Heaith s2t al danger? [f step®

to rectify them at once Ly " pozting the FREE

" Harlene-Hair-Dedl” 4:f# Coupon TO-DAY.  Negleet of these warning

siguals inay end in disaster for goar Hair, It may quite possibly go W hate,

und even Baldness may resill. uun;: Welnyg another day. Post the Caupon
NOIF,

2. A PACKET OF " CREMEX " SHAMPO0O.—Thig is an anti
septic purifier which thoroughily cleanses the hair and scalp of ali
scurf, etc., and prepares the hair for the " Hair-Drill "' treatment.
You should aveid groasy, hair-matting cocoanut oils.

3. A TRIAL BOTTLE OF " UZON" BRILLIANTINE.—This
gives a perfect finish to '* Harlene-Drilled " Hair, and adds that
touch of radiant lustre, recognised everywhere as a sure sign of
the perfectly dressed man or woman,

4. THE SECRET MANUAL OF *“HARLENE HAIR-DRILL,”
containing the discoverer's detailed instructions for the most effec.
tive method of carrying cut the * Hair-Drill."

The demand for this Outhit is expected to be colossal, so do not
delay another moment in posting the Coupon, and so0 avoid a great
disappointment,

If vour Hair is Grey, Faded, or losing ecolour, yon should try
“Astol ™ at once, free of charge, by enclosing an extra 2d. stamp
for the postage and packing of the “Harlene Hair-Drill * pareel—
e, Gd. stamps in all—when, in addition to the * Hair-Drill,” a
trial bottle of “ Astol " will alse be included.

After a free Trial yon will he able to obtain further suppliea of
“Harlene " at 15, 1id., 2s. 9d., and 4s. 9d4. per bottle; “Usnn ™
Brilliantine at 1s. 1id. and 25, 91, per bottle; “Cremex " Shampoo
Powderas at 1s. &, per box of seven shampoos (single packebs
3d. each), and * Astol" for Grey Hair from Chemists and Stores
all aver the world,

the path of your Hair's
g0, take inunediate

“HARLENE” FREE CIFT COUPON.
Detach and post to EDWARDS' HARLENE, Litd, |
0, 22, 24, & 26, Lamb's Conduit " St., London, W.C.1.
Bear Sirs,—Please send me vour Free “ Harlene ™ Four-Fold
iluirrfir;::wii_lﬂ H;lt-fit i& anpounced, I enclose 4d. in stamps
& d tack - :

or postage and packing to my dl]ﬂ]'l:.'hﬂ.ﬂnwwt. 1713, 23.
NOTE Tﬂ_HEABEH.

Write your full name and address clearly on a plain piece
of paper, pin this coupon to.it, and post as directed above,
{(Mark envelope ' Sample Dept.")

N.B.—If wour hair is GREY, enclose extra 2d. stamp—ad. in
dll—and a FREE beoitle of * Astel® for Grey Hair will also
be sent to you.

e .
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"SUPER- KREEM
_TOFFEE

This handsoms Full-s{zed Gant's LavarWatel

sont upon receipt of L-. Afer approval
™ nud 1/ mors, thes balance may then be
pald by 5 monthly [netalments of B-sach
W Guarantesd § years. Chain given Frea

. AL with svery wateh. Wrish Watches, elc,

gﬁ* in stock on same terms. Caah returned

. o full if dissatizfed. Bend - now Lo = _

e/ Simpsons Lid., (Dept. 90 ) B4,

R Quesn’'s Road. Brizhton. SI.I.H-I:*

w H Y BE SHORT 2?2 1lt» few extra inchea are what
pommenece the Girvan Belantific

wt pnpe, Carrled out in your own homs, gquita privately. .
be astonish r_uj_ at the improvemeant in your appearance.

ou need,
raatment
Your friends will
Btudents ‘roapork

from 2 to 5 inches increase. You will werk, eat, and sleep better.” Bend
¥Y.C. for particulars and £100 guarantes to ENQUIRY DEPI. A.M.F.,
17, STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, HK.4.

Worth of Cheap Job Photographie Material, Cameras, ke,

52!000 Bend at Onee for CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES, FREE.-—
HACHKHETTS WORHKS, JULY EROAD, LIVERPOOL, E.
Cure yourself as I did. Par-

STOP SITHMHEHiHGI ticulars Free. — FRANK B.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1

AUTOMATIC REPEATER PEA PISTOL

Eent with liberal aupply ﬂ-f ammu. 2 '6
nition, Part postage, 3d. I

CHAMPION REPEATER WATER PISTOL

Ejects six sprays with one loading, 19, post free.
FILMS. 1001, 1/8, post free.

lllllulrated Catalogue post free.
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THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

isall you pay for our 0. Mhld'}
ov gentleman's' Mead ** Marve] "=
the finest cycles ‘ever ' offered on
such exceptionallyeasy terins. Built
to stand -hard - wear. Brilliantly
plated ; r1-|:hl'r enamelled, exqui-
sitely lined in two colours. Sent
packed'free, carriage paid on

15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.

Fully warranted. Promptdelivery
Money refunded if dissatisfied,
Big bargains in slightly factory
soiled mounts.- Tyres and
Accessories 33%8% below shop
prices. Buy Wirect ¥Yrom the
factfory and save pmmds '
How. a seven-year-oldw MEAD
which had  traversed 75000 _miles,
beat G50 u]:-vm-nhm machines and
brake the world's record by covering
34,966 miles in 365 days s explained io
our art catalogue. Write TO-DAY
for free copy—Lbrimful ‘of in.
formation about bicycles and
contaming * gigantic  photo-
graphs of our latest models,

MEAD CYCLE CO. (ine.)

(Dept. ITBH
!irmmlltlm -

iIil0.*‘.#.*‘.*.‘.0.0.0.0.0.

YOURS for

AN EXCEPTIONAL OPPORTUNITY.
Snecm!' ﬂfﬁ:r of—

MELODEGNS

Buperfine Solo Melodeon ; hapdsome
Patighed . Cabinet, - 'l':t-l:l 12-fald
Metal-bound Dellows; 10 Keys and g
4 Bass Chords. This ingtrument iz - §
the acme of perfection in construe- fy
ton, and & magnificent szample
of carefully studied musical detail,
unegualled for execsllence of tone
apd power. 1/« Deposit ouly is
required, and we will dispateh this
Supard, Melpdean to your address.
Ii Eutlinal:p' ta your satisfaction,
bala is .payabla 3/ within 7T
i ﬂ.nd & j« monthly until 358/- ia pald—or complete. h.l.l.i.-um m.l;h:
ﬂwh 30 /-, making Cash Price 11|'* only.” » - -
(Dept. HH},

-T.I'. A DAVIS ﬁ 0.
26, Denmark Hill, Camberwell, London, S.E. E
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WIRELESS [t

1ha mysteries of Wireless made clear.,

WIRELESS FOR ALL = = = §&d
and iis sequael P
SIMPLIFIED WIHELE55 - = lf=

At all booksellers or 1/9 post free Jfrom

RADIO ]_ 3. Dcureux Bmldmcd.s.
PRESS

HEIGHT INCREASED

- 5 /_* Complete
IN 30 DAYS. ‘Course.
o Applmntal NoDrugs. NoDisting. The Melvi Etmn; Elntnm

MNEYFHR FAILS. ~ Full particulars’ and -Testimonials,” stam
Melvin Stroog, Lid. (Dept. 8.}, 10, Ludgate HIM, London,

ﬂl

|| CHOOSE 40 STAMPS FOR 6d.’ fitfik ‘é'“"'-!li
| B. L. CORYN, ‘

10, Wuu Crest, Whlut.ahlu. Eent.

rwrerk

All you require—Boots, 8uits, Costumes, Raincoats, Overcoats, Accqr
deons, Watches, nga Elu-ck.!. ‘ete,, from” 4/ mﬂnthl}r “Write'for
free catalogue to Haltlﬂ, I.ttl., B, Hup- !Iﬁrll-. H:ﬂl, Susdex. -

CUT THIS OUT

“The Magnet.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

3cnd T of these coupona with only 279 mrml'- to the Fleat Pem Co.,
119, Fleet Street, London, E.C.4. You will receive by return & Bplandid
British Made 14<t. Gold Nibbed Flest Fountaln FPen, valuo -“]i'ﬂ 4 Fina,

b ' " Medium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, the price 18 3/9, be
E MYS FRIENB' wke | allowed for each extrs coupon up to 6. Pookst Clip, 4d.) El“lfui}“'n
guaranteed or cash returned. Special New Offer—Your own name 18 gils
¥ E letters on g¢ither pen for 1/- extra.
' A A wil i wd wd Nd Wi Wi LT T
R A e e e g g ST e b e ha fate ha it fe il Lever Self-Filling Mode!, with Safety Cap, 2/ extra.
NN 17-3-23
.ﬁ" MAGAZIN "{{a -.
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