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#«THE JESTER OF GREYFRIARS!"”
KINNER is a bold and venturesome
fellow, as well known for his par-
tiality to wit as he is for his highly
developed bullying ahilitiq}s—tﬁwn
the other party carries no weight! In
next week’s yarn of Greyfriars we find
Skinner at the top of his form; not a
conspicuously great form, but such as it
is we are at liberty to give Skiuner
credit for, and one can even congratulate
him on his hardihood. He rushes in
where miore experienced people would
hesitate, but the result is hilarious, so
all is well.

One expecis {o find pleniy of humour
and sparkle round about All Fools’ Day,
and there isn't a reader of the MAGXET
who will not feel a debt of gratitude to
Skinner for what he does in this amusing
yarn, in which the fun is fast and furious.
Of course, it is the fashion to ran down
Skinner.
the meaner lights and {oadies, and it
has to be admitted Skinner has some
very shady actions 1o his diseredit. But
he can play a betier part. It will long
be remembered to his credit the yeoman
service he did for Billy Bunter by curing
the sudden dumbness of the porpoise.
The faculiv of speech soon came back
io the poor old Owl when Skinner
bumped his crapinm  on  the table.
Drastic remedics are often excused by
reason of their lighining-like effect.

Without a doubt, Skinner slaris afresh
in next week's tale, 112 plays up to the
merry, jest-inducing spring-time. April
the First has often shown a fellow in
new colours, Mr. Frank Richards has
hit on some very bright and engaging
wheezes in *“Thoe Jester of Greyiriars.”
1 refer vou in confidence to next Mon-
day’s treat for full particulars, but don't
‘run away with tne notion that the
kaleidoscopic and often fickle Skinner
irols off with all the honours. He 12
not the only jester or quip merchant at
Greyiriars, so he need not think it
April 1lst is celebrated at the school in
the most becoming fashion, and you will
laugh over the story, and be ready to
hand out the sympathy just where it is
wanted. But | am not going into that
maiter,

AN APRIL FOOLS’ SUPPLEMENT.

The “Grexfriars Ilerald 7 has a grand
issue next Monday., The anniversary is
duly honoured. Somcebody must have
started the business way back in the
limbo of the byzone, but who the first
April Fool may have been escapes me.
Anyway, the worthy wight has left a
handy Jate in the calendar for the bene-
At of the world. April jests are what
people expect. These may be bags of
sool and treacle, or the joke may par-
tako of a subtler trend. 1f the latter is
the case, so much the beiter for the
wseful individual who is the means, in-
directly, of supplying a hearly langh for
others. Who would not be ready to

He geis reckoned in with all |
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stand forward and sacrifice hiumself
the noble cause of laughter, and the dis-

sipa.lin(f of long faces? Iave you never
noticed how right down pleased the
“victimn 7 of an April jest always locks?
You call the fellow a victim, but il's
the wrong term. He iz no victim, but
rather the hero of the piece. It is said
of Herminius in the Lays that he
“started back,” and as Lk .?‘j as not he
had some adequate cause, but it would
ill become the chief actor in an April
i‘nkﬂ lo do any such thing. Let him go
orward and be smothered by a booby

trap, or otherwise immolate himself on |

the altar of good fun. 1 should like to
point out that Apiil the First has been
dealt with in masterly style on this
pecasion. The journalistic spirits have
risen to it like trout o the alluring fly.
And theve iz heaps more to be sand of
the great day. You can sce all the bright
sparks of the staff hard at it, that is if
vou direct your mind's eye to lhe scena
—inkpots upset in the excitement, groans
over copy which some giddy genius has
gent in, and Harry Wharton skipping
round with his blue peneil,

“THE CLUE OF THE EIGHTH
CHAIR!”

But it would not do for me to linger
over tho lightsome side of the picture.
There s sterner stuff, T will say this
for Mr. Owen Conquest’s latest Ferrers
Locke vyarn, bearing the above title—
namely, that it is one of the brainiest
and most brilhant delective yarns ever
penned. You [ind yourself in a perfect
labyrinth  of eonjecture, and Ferrers
Locke himself has a tidy time of it un-
ravelling the tangled skein of hlack crime
and sinster intrigne,

A SURPRISE IN STORE!

Among a horde of new features, T have
an Al competition connng very shortly,
the most captivating which even the
MAcxET can boast. Of this more anon,

——

THE WIRELESS DICTIONARY !

The useful guide to radio has setiled
down into a well recognised stand-by;
but, of course, this was only what counld
be cxpected. considering ihe immense
fascination of the subject.

THE FOOTBALL COMPETITION !

Thase readers wha have nol as yet
troubled to look iuto this business would
be well advised to get on the track of
the substantial monev prizes which I am
offering. It is cash for next to nething,
merely a little brain exercise, and that is
good for everybody.

}

ol

When you've the time, drop me a line!

“THE PEN!"

This is the title of a new amateur
magazine issued by Ernest C, Ford, 176,

Essex Road, Islingion, London, N.1.
"There will ba ver ss:sciai features about
this magazine which will make i of

particular interest to all who are keen
on amateur art and literary work. It
will contain sixteen printed pages.
Ernest ). Ford will be glad to hear from
anyone who can assist him in the work
of production, ele,

A NEW CORRESPONDENCE CLUB !

Mr, Alan 8. Richards, 16, Upper Win-
chester Road, Blythe Hill, Catford,
4.E. 6, informs me that he, in conjunction
with F. 8. W. Wiffen, Bruige End,
Hocking, necar RBramiree, Kssex, 13
forming a correspondence club, with
amateur magazine, for the benefit of all
readers of the Commpanion Papers.

e
—

CORRESPONDENCE.

F. H. larris, Ebor ITouse, 16, Acland
Road, Willesden Green, N.W. 2, wishes
to hoar from readers on the subject of
the ** Ioliday Annual.”

H. Morgan, 36, Longford Sireel,
Regent’s Park, N.W. 1, wishes to hear
from recaders interested “in his forth-
coming amaleur magazine. The maga-
zine will cover a lot of subjects, including
wireless and cinematography. ;

I1. PPage, 115, Durham Road, Newporl,
Mon, wishes (o correspond with readers
in~ Australia, South Africa, and Canada,
Subjects: All kinds of sports, also to

exchange posicards and newspapers.
Apges 14-17.

Olive Morzan, MacPherson Streel,
Clapham, South Australia, wishes to

correspond with readers in England and

America. Ages 14-15,
Albert E. Walker, 58, Constance
Sirect, Valley, Brisbane, Queensland,

Australia, wishes 1o correspond with
readers anywhere, interested 1n stamp-
collecting. All letters apswered.

J. Marvis, Stokedavle, 26, Balfour
Road, Ilford, Essex, wishes to correspond
with readers interested in theatricals and
entertainments,

Leslie Riley, 5 DBray Sircet. Lrskine-
ville, Sydney, N.8.W. Ausiralia, wishes
to correspond with readers anywhere
inleresled 1in stamps.

Gerald McBrien, 42, Mounipoiiinger
Road, Belfast, wishes (o correspond with
readers interested in hoxing.

. M. Stainer, 19, - Northbrook Read,

Lee, London, S.E.13, wishes lo corre-
spond with readers overseas for the
exchange of forcign slamps.

W. Morrison 38, Fdward Sireei,
Depiford, S.E. 8, wishes to correspond
with readers imteresied mn erncket
Australia, New Zealand, and South
Afnvica. '

R. TPelis, 24, Faraday Road, Wimble-
don. S.W. 19, wishes 1o corvespond with
readers  in Ireland, Australia, and
Amoerica.  All letters answered,

Will Alex Laing, of 20, Woodworth
Avenue, St. Thomas. Ontario, Canada,
write to A, Beasley, 243, Market Street,
Shawflorth, near Rochdale, Lancs?

T. Young, Reception Tlouse, Bridge
Strect, Pai.-:!e?', withes to carrespond with
readers anywhere. Ages 14-17,

Your €ditor.

A smile, a laugh, a roar—next Monday’s MAGNET !
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A leng complete story of Greyfriars, with a powerful mystery theme, which
finds its solution at the hands of Harry Wharton & Co.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
In Distress !

ARRY WHARTON sat up in bed
H in the Remove dormitory at
Greyfriars and listened intently.

It was a wild, wintry night.

Oulside, a fierce gale shrieked and
howled round the ancient roofs and
turrets of the school with fiendish vio-
lence. Sweeping gusts of rain and sleet
struck the windows of the dormitory,
making them rattle and shake, while
doors creaked and groaned all over the
building,

But though the noises of the storin
were terrifying enough, it was another
sound 'I-"-'l'lil:f'l had caused Harry Wharton
to sit up and listen. His straining ears
had caunght a curious, mmufled, booming
gound, carried by the wind from sea-
wards—a sound that seemed to tell of
iragedy and disaster happening out there
on the storm-swepl sea,

Owing to the storm the juniors had
been unusually late in falijing asleep,
But, try as he would, IHarry Wharton
could not sleep. For hourd he had lain
theve listening to the tumult outside and
the 1.‘:'.1:nfr. breathing of his schoolizllows
mside,

Now, however, as he sat up on hearing
that ominous booming sound he dis-
covered that he was not the only luckleas
feliow who could not sleep. From a bed
near him another dim figure sat up,

“That wyou, Harry?" came DBoh
Llierry’s drowsy voice, “8ll awake,
ihen?”

“Yes. I thought I was the only one

awake, though, Bob. How these chaps
can sleap through all this ayful din beats
me, But I say, did you hear that noise
1t now—a dull, booming noise?’

3 _i;.'tm-.imi I did—vyes. You think i
et —

“A rockei-gun,” said Harry gravely.
“I'm sure of it. And that means a
wreck, Bob. I pity any vessel-in distress
oul there on a night like this!”

Bob Cherry nodded in the darkness,
Ilis wzually cheery face was now grave.
The two juniors sat up in bed motionless,
hardly hearing tho incessant roar of the
atorm 1= they listened apprehensively for
a repetition of thal dread sound again,

It camc again al lasi, clearly and dis-
tinctly this time, above the voice of the
storm,

Boomn !

As they heard the deep, ominous note
the anxious faces of the juniors whitened,
and their hearts began to thump faster.
Hardly had it sounded, however, when
Harry Wharton was out of bed and at
the tall windpw, peering out into the
inky blackness of the storm-filled night,

For a moment he could see nothiug,
and then he caught a swift glance of a
blue streak of highrt that shot up into
the inky-black sky, startling him with
1ts vividness,

There was no doubt about it now, un-
fortunately. HSomewhere out there ol
that rock bound coast a vessel was in
danger, hapless men were fighting for
their lLives.

“It's a signal, right enough,” said
Harry unsteadily, “It's a rocket fired
from the lifeboat-station.”

In a flash Bob Cherry was oul of bed
and standing by hiz chum’s side, starving
into the murky confusion outside in
breathless silence.

Hearing the sound of voices, oihers
wera by now awake m the dormitory,
and from several beds came drowsy
gurestioning,

“What's the maller?”

“What are vou chaps doing oul of
bed, Wharton®”

“Phew! Whalt a stor!
wrong, vou fellows?"”

Someone produced and hghted a pieco
of candle, and then Wharlon (urned
away from the windoy,

“Tt's a vessel in dislress, 1 think.” ho
saiel,  ““Bob and I heard the signal go,
and I've just seen the light of the rocket
[rom the hifeboail station.”

“My hat!”

Faces wenl tepse and white in Lhe
candle heht, and & low murvaor of ex-
cited chatter avoze, Ii ceased, however,
as vet again came that sullen, dull,
hooming echo through the night. A
riush was mmade for the window, and
wany of the _jl:'rli{n'.-: were qust i tune Lo
see the warning sienal streak across the
SKY.

Billy Bunter, who was silting vp in

Anyihing

bed with the clothes huddled round him
and looking like a great gargoyle, gave
an excited gasp.

“1 say, you fellows, can you ssee the
wreck " he inquired,

“No, you ass!” said Harry Wharton,

turping away from the window. *“1It
was only the—— What are you doing,
Bob "
, Harry broke off with that startled
question on seeing that Bob Cherry was
huddling on his clothes as fast as he
could.

“1I'm going to see the wreck, if there's
any chanee,” said Bob grimly,

“It's jolly risky ! nwmttered Harry
uneasily. ‘' There'll be trouble ii—"

“ Blow trouble!” rejoined Bob Cherry.
1t 't every night we get the chance
to see a wreck,  Desides, we may be able
to help.”

“That’'s true,” saul Tom Redwiong
fquietly. "Tom Redwing was the son of a
satlornan, and it was not so long since
he had been a sailormman himself, He
knew that every hand was of help on
sich an ocension ug this. “I'm coming,
too, Dol Chervy ! he added,

“And I!" said Johuny
Hurrea Singh ahmost together,

There would doubiless have been maore
willing to risk breaking bounds that
might, but just ot that mement a heavier
gust than ever shiook the building, awmdl
thie sound of the fierce sheels of rain
and hailsiones hurled agaminst the win-
dows acted as a strong detervent.

“ Nob for me—no jolly fear!” remarked
Bulsirode, pulling the sheets closer round
nis shoulders,  “It's bad enough haten-
ing to M in here, withount going out n
it without reason. What good can you
idiots do? lLeave 1t to {ne coaslguards
and lifeboatinen, whose job 1t s

It!lil

Buil

“Wouldu't caleh me going!™  saul
Slolt.

“You sily asses can go if yon want
tos,  but you won't get me! I

Shkinner's contribation.,

That speech of Bulsirode's awd the
supplementary vemarks of Skinner and
Stotd settled  the malter for Harvry
W hailon,

P Macxer Lapraiy.—No, 790,
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4 Look out for the Grand New Competition—Starting shortly !

“Trouble or no trouble, T'll come, too,
Bob !" he said.

“Count me m as well,” added Frank
Nugent promptly,

“Good! Then buck up!” urged Bob
Cherry.

Once having rvesolved fo go, the =ix
juniors—Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, Bull,
IHurree Singh, and Redwing—set abbut
the business {briskl}*. In a very few
moments all were dressed, and within
five minutes they dropped one by ane
through a lower box-room window into
the ghstening quad,

Then, turning up the collars of their
raincoats, they stavted ont.

Onitzide, the gale was worse even than
it had seemed to be from indoors. The
branches of the old elms in the guad
swayed and shook grotesquely in the fury
of the wind, Blinding gusts ol 1wy ran
and hailstones beat into their faces as
they battled their way acrvoss the Close,
They could searcely see a yard before
them, for moon and starz were hidden
behind huge banks of flying clouds that
overspread the sky.

Almost in silence the six adventurers
clambered over the school wall and
dropped down into the readway. Then,
staggering ahead, scarcely able to keep
their feet, they battled seawards in the
teeth of the gale.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Rescued !

1] HEW ! What a night!” panted

P Bob Cherry breathlessly. * Hark

to the bLreakers, you fellows!”
(C'onfused and battered by the
bufféting wind, with faces that burned
and stung with the entting hailstanes
that swept into their faces hke showers
of steel, the juniors had now come
within sound ﬂfl the waves. And a 1or-
mlic tumult of sound it was,

They had had {o fight every inch of
the way, and the force of the wind.
blowing dead on shore, grew more ter-
yific as they advanced, They could see
nothing of the sea as yet, but its spray
was on their lips and showered salt rain
npon titem,

There wasz no mistaking the fact, how-
ever, that they were near it, for the
roar of the breakers was deafening.

Then guite suddenly they saw lights
flickering and dancing before themn,

“Lantern: on the beach!” pgasped
Harry Wharton. “We're not the first,
then.” R

With venewed energy the junors
staggered ou, now with stinging sand
and seawced and fAying blotches of foam
blowing in their faces, :

Almost before thev were aware of it
they feli sand and pebbles beneath rhoeir
fect, Then dark groups of dun figures,
gsorie of whom held flickering lanterns,
loomed before them.

Most of these were Pegg fishermen,
with here and there a white-faced, silent
woman. All were staring out to sca,
and the juniors followed their glances,

They could see nothing at first—
nothing but gigantic, white-topped waves
racing shorewards, to break into masses
of water and foam on the beach. The
blinding wind, the flying stones and
eand, and the awlul noize confounded
ther,

Then they saw it—lose in upon them.

It was a small lishing-smack, lifting
and striking with inconceivable violence,
helpless in the grip of sea and storm,
Her mast was broken off short, and lay
over the side, entangled in a maze of
sail and rigging. A single glance was
encugh to show that she was doomed,

l Redwin

oL B

As his eyes fell upon the craft, Tom
Eave a cry.

“Good heavens! It's the Cristabel, of
Pegg; I know the old hoat well. An
old chum of mine—Sid Hemsley—helps
his father and another man to run her.
If old Swd's on her now i

He broke off with a gulp, and grasp-
g the arm of a grizzled old beatman
standing stolidly by, he asked a question,
shouting to make himself heard.

“Yes: you're right, lad! It's the old
Cristabel right enough,”™ was the answer.
“She’'s made her last trip, 1'm afraid.
And them poor souls o

“But iz nothing being done? What
about the lifeboat " said Tom Redwing,
in horrified alarm. “Haven't they =

“They've tried, you bet!” swas the
grim response. ' But it ain’t no good;
couldn't get near her. No bouat built
could do 1t to-night.”

“But—bnt s there no chance—no way
of saving the crew?”’ cried Redwing
wildly. * Couldn't—"

“There's a chance—ay,”" saud the boat
man, jerking his head in the direction of
Pegg village. “They're fetching the
rope-rockel from Pegp now, They'll
save them poor chaps if-—if the rockel
don't get here too late”

And the old man turned his anxious

gaze again towards the wreck. The
juniors understood what he ineant, Cer-
tainly, if communication between the

wreck and the shore could be brought

-about by means of the rope-rocket, theve

was still a ehance. But it seemed im-
possible  that the tiny, storm-buffeted
fishing-smack could =stand much more of
that awful rolling and beating from the
tremendons seas,

~In a silence fraught wirh suspense the
juniors watched and waited. Now they
could see two figures, at least, clinging
desperately to the broken stump of mast.
Suddenly there came a commaotion a few
varda away. In the hght of a lantern
they saw a group of men, coastguards
and lifeboatmen, drop something on to
the beach.

“It's the rope-rocket come at last,”
sald the boatman,

He struggled awav (o join the men
gathered round the “mortar™ and the
rest of the rocket apparatus that had
been dumped on the beach. The juniors
were about to follow when a sharp cry
came from Redwing, whose keen eves
had never left the wreck.

“One of them's gone!” he cried. “ It
oung Sid, I think., T saw him dive
overboard—with a rope or something.
Look—there he 13!”

They followed hiz pointing finger. The
wild moon, seeming to be plunging head-
long, showed just then throngh a rift in
the heap of tossed-up clouds, and in its
feeble light they caught a swift glimpse
of a black speek, rising with the huge
waves, falling into deep valleys, lost

beneath the rugged foam, but borne
steadily towards the shore, striving
valiantly.

“Oh, good man!” hreathed Harry
Wharton. ’
But nobody heard Lhim. The tenze
attention of all was fixed upon that
strugghng  figure.  The distance was

nothing, but the force of the buffeting
waves maude the fight deadly.

Then for a full, breathless minute the
black head vanished. In silent suspense
they watched for its reappearance. It
was Tom Redwing who saw lum firsi
again.

His keen eyes caught a glimpse of a
dark object struggling amidst the foam
of an incoming breaker, and he dashed
headlong into the surf.

In a moment he was swept from his
feet, but his grasp was upon the dark
object he had seen. l‘f:) clung on
desperately, buffeted by the water, and
half-dazed. And but for Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry, who had dashed to the
rescue, both Redwing and the form he
held would either have been swept out to
sea, or badly knocked about on the
shinglv beach.

With their help and ihe help of others
who had come rushing into the surf, the
two were hauled out of danger and laid
gently on the beach,

Hegwing, however, was on his feet
again in a moment, bending over the
still form, clad in fisherman's clothes.
fle was but a hov, with fair, curly hair;
but his weather-stained face was now
ashen, There was blood also on his face,
and he was insensible,

Quickly, feverishly, the line was untied
from around his waist, and while Red-
wing, Harry Wharton, and Bob Cherry
strove to bring life into the still form.
nthers worked hard getting the carrvying
cable fixed between the boat and shore,

Though badly knocked about, the
voung fisherman was not seriously hurt,
anid he opened his eyes presently and
slanced about him, With a mighty
eflort he strove to sit up, but Tom Red-
ving pushed him gently back,

“Take 1t easy for a nt, Sid, old man,”
he said. *“You've done your whack.
Fhese fellows will soon have your father
and Jackson in safety now.”

“My—my father—-" The survivor's
volce trembled weakly, My father’s

gone!  We missed him some minutes
arn, He muzt have been washed owver-
board.  Theve's—there's only Jack

left on H]c' wreck.,  Be quick, or
His voice trailed away, and he sank
boack exhavsted on the beach.

“Poor kid's done up,” s=aid a burly
fisherman, “Better get him to bed
somewhere,  Have to be Friavdale, 1
suppase—""

“No. The school is the nearest
place,” interrupted a quiet voice,

As they heard it, the juniors spup
round i alarm, It was Mr. Quelch.
He stepped into the lantern-light, clad
in a ranecoat that seemed fo cover him
from head to toe, Behind him were the
drenched forms of Wingate and several
other seniors.

Without sceming to notice the juniors,
the Remove master knelt by the boy
and made a swift examunation. Then he
turned to the group of men standing
round,

" Rest and caveful attention will sean
put him right,” he said. *“J1 sugpgest

that he be carried up to the school. In
the school infirmary he will receive the
care and attention he needs, Faulkner

and UGwynne, you had better accompany
him to the school. Wingate and the rest
can remain with me here in case we are
needed,”

There were plenty of willing hands,
and, helped by the two seniors detailed
by Mr. Quet:-i’], the almost unconscious
hoy was lifted and borne away into the
darkness schoolwarda,

Then Mr., Quelch turned a steely eye
upon the juniors.

“You six juniors will return to Grey-
friars at once!” he snapped. 1 will
sprak to you in the morning concerning
your presence here at this time.”

There was a note of finality in the
words, and the juniors knew better than
to argue with Idh Quelch, It was hard
lines having to leave without seeing the
finish; but the juniors had the satis-
faction of knowing they had been of
some little use, after all,

Who is the jester at Greyfriars 7
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“We're booked for trouble, of course,”
muittered Harry Wharton, as they turned
and tramped away through the darkness.
“But I'm glad we came, for all that. 1
wish we could stop, though—— Hallo!
What's that?"

The juniors turned on hearing a loud
cheer from behind them. They were
just in time to witnesa the last of the
rescue work,

Suspended from the carrying cable,
which had been shung between the wreck
and shore, could be seen the carrying
cradle, creeping slowly shorewards, and
hauled by lusty arms. In it could be
discerned the l:g;l]“li higure of a man.

Breathlessly the juniors watched it as
it passed over the ﬂuiling surf, and then
they heard another loud cheer as 1ts
burden was received in the waiting arms
of the rescuers,

“Oh, good!"” breathed Harry Wharton
thankfully. “They've got Jacksorf,
then !

“Only just in time, too,"”
Nugent quickly. *“Look!™

Following his glance towards the
wreck, they were in time fo see a vast
hillside of water sweep over it. It
swept on shorewards, and the place
where the wreck had been was empty.
The fishing-smack had vanished,

Awed and silent, the six juniors turned
angain and tramped back schoolwards.
They were satisfied now. Within five
minutes of reaching Greyfriars, they
wers safe between the sheets in their
dornntory.

And though the night's exciting adven-
fures ended there, in so far as Harry
Wharton and his chums were concerned,
they were to hear further developments
vel of the wrecked fishing-boat from

1'egg.

said Frank

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Find !
[

Boh Cherry sang out that
question as the Famous Five
met  Hedwin when they

dinner the next day., It was a half-day
at Greyfrairs, and the juniors were {_uﬁl
starting out for a walk along the cliffs.
trifle heavy-eyed and sleepy, had suffered
physically from the drenching and ex-
posure of the night before.
suffered much in any other way. For
the interview they had dreaded with
Mr, Quelch proved to be a very tame
light in comparisen with the crime,
Certainly the reprimand they received
from their IForm master was  severe
sentencing them to two hundred lines
cach, they felt theisclves extremely
lucky, But apparently Mr. Quelch had
out solely to be of help if necessary, and
had taken this into consideration when
punishing them,
the direction of the school infirmary,
was looking very grave as he came up to
the chums. Like the Famous Five, he
the stormn had passed away with the
dlawn that morning, there was a stit}
breeze blowing with a keen nip in the

HITHER bound, Redwing "

werpy crossing towards the gates after

None of the six, save for feeling a

Nor had they, to their surprise,
affair, and their punishment extremely
enough ; but when Mr., Quelch ended by
taken it for granted that they had gone

Tom Redwing, who was coming from
was wearing a thick overcoat, for though
air,

“T'm just going over to Pegg,” said
Redwing in  answer: to Dob Cherry's
questton. * Poor old 5id Hemsley wants
me (o take a message to the old dame

Read next

who cleans up the cottage for them. 8id
and his Father, you know, lived alone just
ovi=ide Pegg."

“How ave the patient=?"
Whartou.

“ A good sloep soon pnt Jackson right,
and he's alrcady gone lo his home at
Pegg. Sid, though, is stll very rocky.
He's upset about his father, too, poor
kid. I suppose you've heard they picked
up his bodv on the beach this mornmg "

“Yes; (osling told us a few minutes
agn,” said Ilarry, with a grave nod.
“It's hard lines on young' Hemsley. 1
suppose the Head'll let him stay here for
a day or two?"”

“He is staying hore for good.” replied
Redwing aquietly, Then, seeing the sur-
prise on the faces of the others, he went
on—"It'e like this, you fellows, young
Sid i3 an old chum of mine, and T mean
to help him all I ean. He's not only
lost his father, but his employment as
well, And there's hittle work going at
Pegg. Anyway, ['ve seen Quelchy abount
him, and—well, the Head's going to find

azlted Harry

him a job on the outside staff here.”
“0Oh, good!" said Harry Wharton.
“He seems a jolly decent sort, poor

beggar. I hope he'll do well hero.”

“I think he will,” said Redwing.
“0Old Quelchy was awfully decent about
it. Anyway, I'll be getting on, T
suppose you chaps don't feel ]if;ra a tramp
that way ?"

“We do--we does,” remarked Dob
Cherry, ““As it happens we're just

going along the cliffs, Reddy.”
“No reason why we shouldn't go along
“What

to Pegg,” put in Johnny Bull,
aboul having tea there?”

“Jolly good 1dea,"” said Harry, " Just
nass the afternoon away——"

“1 sav, yvou fellows——""

Harry Wharton was interrupted by the
opening remarks of Billy Bunter, as thar
fat junior rolled up to the group.

“1 say, you fellows,” repeated Bunter.
“Isn't that lucky, now?"

“What's lucky " ejaculated
Wharton.

“Why, I just—just happened to hear
vou say you were going to Pegg for
tea, Harry, old man. Matter of fact,
I'm just off there myself, so I'll come
along with you. DBit of luck, T call 1t!”

“For us or for you?" ingquired Bob
Cherry blandly.

“ Well—ahem—for
You—you see——"

“Wa see,"said Bob Cherry, nodding.
“Well, we've no objection to you going
to Pegg., of course, Billy. But I'm
afraid you'll be unlucky if you bhappen to
stray within twenty yards of my boot,
I'll promise you!”

“You shut up, Cherry.
were addressed to Wharton,

Harry

you, of course!

My remarks
Look here,

Harry, eld man Ow!  Stoppit,
Cherry, you beast! Ow! Wow! BStop
it!”

Bunter departed hurriedly, helped not
a little by Cherry's hefty boot.  Tha
Famous Five and Redwing walked
through the gates, chuckling.

But though a trifle discouraged, Bily
Bunter was not dismayed. He stopped
spme distance away, and watched the
juniors vanish through the gates, his eyes
glittering with rage. Then with sudden
decision he rolled after them.

Harry Wharton and his chums wallked

Tom Redwing caught a glimpse of a dark object struggling amidst the foam of

an incoming breaker, and he dashed headlong Into the surf.

was swept from his feet; but his grasp was now upen the unfortunate mariner.
(NYee Chapter 2.)

In a moment he

i
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fast, but apparently they were unaware
that Bunter was behind them., Very
soon the =ea. calm and unruffed now,
came into sight, and a few minutes later
they were treading the springy turf of the
L-iif% path.

By this time Billy Bunter was puffing
and panting in his efforts to keep up with
the jumiore in front. Though surprised,
he was aquite relieved when the juniors
ah{ﬁnanl vanished over the brow of the
cliff.

But Bunter knew where they had gone.
At that spot a series of rock-hewn steps
led down {o the beach. Evidently, he
reflected, the Famous Five intended to
linish their walk to Pegg along Lhe
beach.

He hastened his steps, and was soon
descending the winding path to the
beach bielow. Barely had he disappeared,
when, from a vile of boulders near the
cleft in the cliff-edge, six juniors emerged.
They hstened a moment to Bunter's foot-

steps on the rocky steps, then they
clambered out on to the turf.
“Now we've got rid of that fat

nuisance,” remarked Bob Cherry, * we'll
get on towards Peeg. Exit Bunter!”
“Ha. ha, ha !"

And laughing at Bob's litile ruse for
getting rill of the troublesome Bunter,
the Famous Five and Redwing con-
tinued their walk along the top of the
chiff.

They still kept their eves on the look-
out for Bunter, however, and preszently
they saw his fat figure relling across the
sands below them.

Apparently Billy Bunter had not dis-
covered their ruse yet., A jutting
shoulder of rock hid from his sight the
stretch of sand beyond, and. it was
evident he believed they were still ahead
of him.

“Poor old Bunty,” remarked Harry
Wharton. *“It's rough going on those
sands, and I fancy Bunter will be like a
wet rag before he gets to Pegg.”

“He won't get there,"” grinned Bob
Cherry. “He'll turn back when he
reaches ithat- shoulder of rock and finds
we'ro not in front. You watch.”

_ They stopped walking, curions to see
if Bunter would keep on or not. Sure
enough, Bob Cherry proved to be right.
As the fat junior came in sight of the

stretch of empty sand, he stopped and
blinked wrathfully arcund him.”

For a moment he stood undecided, and
then he turned and retraced his steps
with obvious disgust,

“Ever get left 7" chuckled Cherry, 1
wizsh, though, he'd gone—— Hallo,
what's the fat azs up to now?”

Bunter had stopped suddenly, his eyes
seeming'y lixed upon some object that
sparkled in the sun a2s it bobbed about
on the incoming tide necar the water's
edge,

“1t's a bottle,” =aid Redwing, whose
eyes were keen. " Looks as if Bunter
means to get "’

All the juniors were nterested now.
They watched Bunier as that wyouth
hovered along the brink of the water,
waiting higs chance to make a grab at the
bottle as the incoming waves brought
it shorewards.

It came at last. A wave sent the
bottle rolling over the =zand, and as the
waler receded, Billy Bunter pounced
upon it, and bore it out of danger,

* Must be thirsty,” chuckled Johnony
Bull,

Harry
CUTIOLS,

“1 fum{

Wharton was looking very
he thinks it mayv contain a
message of some sori—from shipwrecked
mariners or something like that,” he
zsaid, half in jest. “ For all we know,
it may be, too, I—— Halla!"”

From the beach below came the faint
sound of breaking glass.  Apparently,
unable to take the cork out of the bottle,
Billy Bunter had smashed it upon a
stone. Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed
a trifle excitedly as he saw the fat junior
bend down and snatch something from

the scattered pieces of broken glass,

Even from that distance they could
sece that it was a piece of rolled paper.

“My hat!” breathed Harry Wharton.

Their amusement gone now, the esix
juniors watched Hiﬁy Bunter as he
eagerly scanned the missive he held,

Apparently it was not a very long
message—if  message 1t was—for after
blinking at the thing for a minute, Billy
Bunter stuffed it into his trousers-pocket,
and started with great haste for the
steps up the eliff.
“My hat!” repeated Harry Wharton,

exchanging a  glance with the others,

T
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——“

“Of course, it may be a hoax—a mare's
nest.  But—but .

“ Better tackle Bunter and see,” sug-
gested Frank Nugent. " Won't do any
harm, anyway. Soon get rid of the fat
rotler again.'

Redwing nodded, as Wharton glanced
al him, and next moment they were
hurrying back to the top of the chif-
path. They had scarcely arrived there
when Billy Bunter reached the top, pant-
ing and puffing and perspiring.

He gave a start on seeing the =ix
juniors waiting there.

“I—1—1 say, you fellows,”
hesitatingly.

“What was it you found down there,
Bunter "’ asked Wharton,

he began

“ F-found !” gasped Bumier., * Why,
nothing.  Absolutely nothing. 1 was
just——""

“You fat fAbber,” said Bob Cherry,
“we saw vou from up here. You—"

“You fellows are mistaken,” said
Bunter uneasily. “If you chaps think
there was anything in that bottle, you're
1olly well” wrong., There wasn't., Cer-
taimnly not. * Besides, there wasn't any
bottle—""

“ N-nun-no bottle ¥

“Of course not! I must say I'm sur-
prised at vou fellows, spying round on
me like this,” said Bunter loftily. " Can't
a fellow even take a quiet walk out with-
out you chaps hanging round him%"

“0Oh, my hat! Why, you fat fibbey,"”
roared Bob Cherry, * weren't yvou hang-
mg round us? Weren't you—"

“'Nuff said, Cherry,”
Bunter, waving a fat hand.
rather a hurry. But kindly refrain from
spying on me in future. When I want
your company I'll ask for it.”

And with that Billy DBunter rolled
awayv—rather hurriedly—towards Grey-
friars.

“Well, the cheeky rotler,” gasped Bob
Cherry. “ Come on—after the fat toad,
We'll bump him well for his cheek, and
we'll soon make him tell us what he's
found.”

“Half a mo,” said Harry with a laugh,
“ Let the fat ass go. It's probably only a
fake, and mn any case, we can’t very
well go through Bunter's pockets—too
high-handed even for dealing with him,
Let's get on.”

Bob grunted, and somewhat reluctantly
followed the others along the top of the
chiff to resurne their delayed walk, But
though Harry Wharton had decided
against using force on Billy Bunter, he
was very thoughtful and curious as he
strode along with his chums.

It was fairly plain that Bunter had
found something in  the bottle, and
equally plain that Bunter had no inten-
tion of telling them what it was. What
had Bunter found? Knowing PBunter's
queer ideas of right and wrong, Harry
Wharton began to wish now that he had
agreed to the somewhat high handed
action suggested by Bob Cherry,

exclaimed
Eu I:lt_Ij |1',|.

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
The Message !

i EASTS !V
B That, apparently, was Billy

Punter’s opinion of the Famous
Five and Redwing,

Not until the juniors had disappeared
from his sight did DBilly Bunter slow
down. He had [ully expected them to
chase him, and he was not a little sur-
prised that they did not; but he was
ntore relieved than surprised,

Puffing and blowing, he stopped ab

Harold Skinner steps in where others fear to tread—
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last, and sealed himself on a fence to
rest and to consider the position,

“ Beasts ! he repeated with s grunt,
“Thopght they'd rob me of what T've
found, dil they? Then they'd rush off
to that chap Hemsley with it, and leave
me out of it—collar all the glovy them-
selves, No jolly fear. I'm laking this
to Hemsley myself. If the bounder’s any

good, he'll stwmp up handsomely,  Lot's
have another squint at it.”

And taking the crumpled =crap of
paper from his pocket, Dully  Dunter

began to study it with eyves that gleaned
excited]y,

It was a dirty piece of paper,
message on it was ilbspelt and Dbadly
written in pencil,  But the me-sage itself
[airly made Dunter blink as Le read 1t

It ran as follows:

and the

“To the person what linds s,

“1, Caleb Hemsley, am wriling this
auick and rough, as the old Cristabel 15
doomed, "and 15 sinking fast, and 1 know
I sha'n't ever see Pegg agen, and I
swear what I say is true. Young Sid,
what evervbody thinks 15 my son, 15 not
my own son.  His name is Cyril Lembolt,
and he 1z the rightful hare to the Towers
at Courtheld. He was stolen when a kid,
and I've been paid by his unele to bring
him up as my own., BPut 1 know my
number’'s up, and I'm =sorry now I did
it. I've never been a good father to
him; but he's a good kid, and I mean
to do what's right by him now. Me and
Jackson can't swim, but voung Sid can,
and he stands a chance. That's why I'm
writing this. The proofs of what [ say
will be found m the rosewood box,
Young Sid knows——"'

The tragic message broke off abruptly
there. Evidently the fishing-boat had
struck the rocks just then, and knowing
every moment was precious, Caleb
Hemsley had stuffed his confession into
the boltle and flung it into the =ea,

But 1t was enough for Billy Bunter,
Not for one moment did he doubt that
the message wasg genuine, or that the
confession was the truth,

It was undoubtedly queer. Dut it was
impossible to imagine the skipoer of the
Cristabel, feeling that death was near
him, could have written such a me:sage
unless it were the truth.

Again and agein Bunter read the
crabbed handwriting, Then, relurning
the paper to his pocket, he diopped from
the fence and rolled away at top speed
for Greyvfriars,

Billy Bunter loved the limelight, and
to be the bearver of such exciting news
filled him with glea. Besides, a fellow
deserved a reward for finding the thing,
reflected Bunter, And when Hemszley
I]i{l COne ii]]’.l.'? !-.Ii"'n il]l"l-ﬁl'il’-ﬂl'li'L'. []'L' "-"n-'l:“]]li
undoubtedly handsomely reward the
fellow who had brought such good for-
tune to him.

That was how Bunter looked at it.
And the more he looked al it in that way,
the more nuportant his own parl in the
||1|-~[m 55 became in his own cyes,

“Hang it all,"” mused the fat junior,
as he rolled .f:lfnn::, “that bLlessed scrap
of paper must be worth thou-ands to
Hemsley. And lm blessed 1f ' gmng
to part with it for nothing. XNo fear!
Hemsley's only a h][*th{ d cornmion fisher-
lad, and if T give it vp to hiee he'll not
even thank me. A cad like that wouldn't,
I wonder——""

By the time Billy Bunier reached
Greyiriars he had ceased to wonder, and
had made np his mind.

Lie would not hand the document to
young Hem:ley at all--npot. vet, at all

Todd.

you beast ! Oh crumbs ! ™

‘“ Bunter, you fat thief—ihat’s Wharton’s jlgger you've got ! ** yelled Peter
** Mind your own business, Toddy,”” snapped Bunter.
Toddy made a grab at the Owl, and Bunter
promptly shoved out a iat hand, more to save himself than anything else,

““ Here—leggo,

Crash | Peter Todd sat down with a yell. (See Chapter 4.)
events, Naot until Le bad exhausted | removed his pipe and eved him
other ways of parting with the valuable | suspiciously.
document which would promize to be “1 eay, Gossy, old fellow,” began
more prolitable to himsell, The pro- | Bunter eagerly, “ you've been a long time

spect of a reward from Hemsley was a
little too remote,

Bunter knew the house ealled the
Towers, near Courtfield, fairly well, It
was o large, unp:hmg Lhouse, Htﬂndirg
i ifts own grounds juszt off the main

road. While passiug the houze less than
a weck ago, vunter remembered having
seen a loxuorious car emerge from the

gates, and in it was reated e fat,
perous-looking  geatloman,

That, of course, would be Hemsley's
real father, and young Hemsloy would
be his lnng lost son. Duuter, in his own
fat mund, had hotle doult about that.

“I'll take it to him,” mesed Bunter,
grinning at the thovght “My hat!
Won't he just jump for jov when I break
the good news to mlu He'il give me
a thumping big vewarvd for bringing such
good tidings, 1l  het, Plow YOung
Hemsley himnself | A bird in the hand's
warth two in the bush, My hat! De-
gicles, the outecome of 11 all will mean
the =ame for Ilew-lcy.”

Full of this new Lilly Bunter
entered the school gales alinost at a run.
He pulled np shart, however, at sight of
Gosling, the school porter, who was
dreamily smoking lis after-dininer pipe on
the doorstep of his lodge,

It occurred lo the fal jyouth that it
would be just as well if he made sure
of his facts before niocecding further with
his schewe,

As Nunter rolled up

pros-

=Ty

; 1 1 =Ty
to him, Gosling

round here, haven't you?"

“Wot I sez is this 'ere.
puling my leg, Master——"

“OF course I'm not! Wouldnu't do such
a thing,” exclaimcd Bunter indignantly.
* Liook here, (zoeling, old man, 1 know
you're a good sorl, and I know you've
been here a long time, And—-"

“Man and bov, I've bin "ere nigh on
fifty years,” said Gosling, a trifle
mollified,

“Then vou'll know something about
the people at the Towers, just outside
Courtfield, Gosling,” said Bunter quickly.
“Who hives there now, Gossy, old man®"

Gosling blinked eurionsly at Dunter's
excited face,

“I've 'ecard tell of ‘emr—wus,” hLe
remarked, puffing stolidly at his pipe.
“Not as I knows much about 'em, excepl
that the fellev’s mname's Lemboll—
Godfrey Lembolt, if 1 recolleots  right.
And I've "eard tell as he's a "ard "un with
thiem as works for 'tm, too.”

Bunter's eyes  gleamed  Dbelind
speclacles.

“Then

If you're

his

then wasn't there a son—a son
who was lost, or stelen, years ago,
(rossv?"  breathed Bunter cagerly.
“Have you heard

“T did "ear tell of summat of the sort.”
zaidd  Gosling, rubbing hiz Lald head
reflectively, “But that was nigh on
fifieen years ago, I reckon. The kid was
only a year old, and folks sayv he was
stolen by gipsies or sninmat. 1 dunno;
but he wasn't this "ere Godfrey Lom 0

—and the result is far-reaching in its effects !
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But Billy Bunier didn't stay to hear
more, unfortunately. To Gosling's
surprise, he turned and scuttled across
the guad towards the School Houee, his
fat face ablaze with excitement,

1f Billy Bunter had had any doubls
before, he had none now. To his fat
mind Gosling’s remarks had proved the
case up to the hilt.

To his great relief Study No. T was
empty, and in & moment Billy Bunter
had snatched pencil and paper, and after
learing several pages from his exercise-
book, he began to make a careful copy
of Caleb Hemslev's confession,

Very few people trusted Billy Bunter,
and, contrariwise, very few people were
trusted by Billy Bunter. The crafty Owl
of the Remove had no intention of part-
ing with the original document until he
himself was ready to hand it over.

The handwnrting  was  almost  as
illiterate as Bunter's own, and after many
attempts the Owl succeeded 1n making a
fair copy of the original. He burnt the
spoiled sheets, and stuffed the original
into one pocket and the copy in another.
Then he snatehed his cap and hurried
round to the evele-shed.

Bunter's own luke was ouly it for the
scrap-heap, and after careful considera-
tion lhe selecied Iarry ‘Wharton's
machine,

“0Old Wharton won't know,” grinned
Bunter, as he wheeled it out. *“ And T'll
bhe bmck agam before he returns from
Pegg. My hat! T'm in luck, and no
mistake. Now for old Lembeolt "

He ran the machine across the guad,
heedlese of the curious glance Gosling
gave him as he huwrried through ithe
gates,. He was just mounting the
machine when Peter Todd and Dutton,
his study-mates, came along. They stared

m astonishment at Billy Bunter. Then
Peter gave a yell.
“Bunter, you fat thief, thal's

Wharton's jigger vou've got!” hLe yelled,
running towards Bunter. **Where the
thump are you off to with 141"

“Miud your own business, Toddy!”
snapped Bunter, who had just succeeded
in mounting the bike. * Here, leggo, you
ass! Oh crumbs!”

Toddy made a grab at Bunfer, and
Bunter shoved out a fal hand, more to
save himself than anything else,

Crash !

Peter Todd sal down with a bump in
the lane, and gave a vell of wrath and

pain. For one dizzy moment Billy
Bunter wobbled unsteadily, then he
regained his  balance, and - pushing

desperately at the pedals, shot away down
the lanc.

There was likely to be trouble for
Bunter when he arrvived back at Grey-
friars. But Buanter had almost forgotien
ithe 1neident Dbefore he had gone a
hundred vavds. His fal mind was too
occupied with the business before lnm to
worry about such sinell maitters,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Bunter !

ILLY BUXNTER didn'{ enjoy that

B ride to Courtfield. Exercise did

not appeal to the fat junier. and

the fact that the saddle of the

machine was much teoo high for him

made the journey addilionally uncom-
fortable.

But the thought of the glory and profit
in store kept him going, and he plugged
away uniil the perspivation streamed
down his fat face, and he panted and

wheezed and grunted with every push of
the pedals.

Exhausted and spent, he arrived at the
Towers at last, and fell rather than
diemounted from his — or. 1ather,
Wharton's—machine.

Breathing heavily, he pushed the bike
along the gravel drive up to the entrance
doors.  There he leaned his machine
against one of the stone pillare, and only
stopping a moment to regain his breath,
rang the bell.

A trim maidservant answered the door,
and she eyed the fat, red-faced Bunter
curiously.

“I want to see Mr. Godfrey Lembaoll,”
announced Bunter with all the dignity he
could muster, “My business is most
important—of vital 1mportance, i fact.
Tell him that. My name is Bunter—
William George Bunter.”

Evidently Buuler’s name—or  his
message—1lmpressad the owner of the

Towers, for within a couple of minutes
Bunter found himself ushered into the
library and facing Mr. Godfrey Lembolt,

Billy Bunter was not at all favourably
mnpressed by the look of him., He was
fat, like Bunter, certainly; but his eyes
were sharp, and set too close together,
and there was something about his hard,
tight mouth which made the excited
Bunter shiver,

“Well, boy,” bhe began, eyeing the fat
junior irritably, **what do vou want with
me?, What is your business?”

I“If——it’a like this,” gasped Bunier,
17 s

He broke off feebly, Mr. Godfrey
Lembolt’s appearance and greeting did
not put the fat junior at his ease by any
means. With those hard, suspicious eyes
fixed upon l:im, he found it anything but
easy to lead up geutly to hiz errand as he
had intended to de.

“It—it's like this, sir,"” etammered
Bunter. *I've come about—about your
son—the one who was lost vears ago, you
know."

“What 7"

Bunter fairly jumped.

“What on earth are you talking about,
bov?" thundered Mr. Godirey Lembolt,
gripping DBunter by the shoulder and
rshn.l-:ing‘ghim fiercely. * My—my son, you
say. Loet! Why he's in the house here
now. Ia this a joke, or—"

He broke off abruptly, and a sirange
cxpression  came over his  face—an
expression which terrified Bunter more
—than ever.

“Nunno! It isn't a 1oke, sir. T swear
it 1sn't!"” gasped Bunter. *I—=I mean
yaur—your other son—the one who wae
supposed to Lave beeu stolen by gipsies
vears ago.”’

“Oh!"

“That's it,"" muttered Bunier, more
than a little startled by the sudden glitter
in Mr. Godfrey Lembolt's smnall eyee.
“ He—he wasn't stolen by gipsies at all,

sir. I know where he is, 1n fact. I've
found him for you, eir. I've got the
confession Ly a chap nawed Caleb

Hemsley which——"

Bunter again broke off. Mr. Godire
Lembolt had -given a ery at the soun
of Caleb Hewmszley's name, and his face
had gone livid. But it was ouly for a
rmoment, His look of rage changed
swiftly to a stuile of amusement,

“Go on, my boy,” he emiled
encouragingly. * You were saying some-
thing aboul a confession—aboui & man
pamed Hamsley—or was it Hemsley

“Hemeley,” corrected Bunter, en-
couraged by the sudden gemality in the
man's tone.  And next moment the fat

junior was felling his story—iot by any

to tell it,

means as he had intended

however.

It came out in a sudden rush. Bunter’s
nerve had gone, and he couldn’t help
himself.

He told of the wreck of the fishing-boat
the night before, of young Hemsley's
bravery, and of his (Bunter’s) finding of
the bottle containing the confession that
afternoon.

“Ah! Very amusing ! was Myr. Lem-
bolt's conl comment, when Ihlly paused
breathlessly at last. * And you have the
—the message with you now, have you?
Let me have a lock at it, my boy.”

DBunter hesitated a moment, and then,
reluctantly, he drew from his pocket the
copy he had taken, and handed 1t over.
Though bewildered by the unexpected
turn of events, the Owl was ﬁufﬁﬂjently
wide awake to stick to the original
document.

Mr. Lembolt took the paper from hum
carelessly enough. He read it through
with a smile on his face. Bunter quite
failed to see the hard glitter in his small
eyes, however.

Ile looked up at last, and fixed &
curious look on Billy Bunter. Though
that fatuous youth did not know 1t, My,
Godfrey Lembolt had already summed up
his obtuse mentality fairly correctly.

“And thjs is the precious confession,
is it?"” he exclaimed, smiling amusedly
down at the astonished Bunter. " You
have not, 1 presumne, shown this—er—
document to anyone else?"

“Not a soul, sir!"”" said Bunter cagerly.
“You—you see, I wanted to be the first
to bring vou the mews. 1—I thought
you——""

“You haven't even mentioned the
matter to this—this boy Hemsley—eh 1"

* Cer-certainly not!” gasped Bunter,
not a little surprised at the way Mr.

Lembolt referred to lus newly-found
“son."”
“Ab, that 1s very fortunate!” re-

marked Mr. Lembolt grimly.

As ha spoke the words, Mr. Godirey
Lembolp tore the document into tiny
pieces, and scattered them into the fire.

“I—1 say, sir,"” stammered Billy
Bunter, * What——"

“Very fortunate—for you, my boy!”
repeated Mr, Lembolt calmly. * Cannot
you see, you silly fellow, that this is
either a stupid hoax, or, worse, a
blundering attempt to get money out of
me. If the police were to discover that
you had brought that paper to me, they
would immediately arrest you as being a
member of the gang |”

“Oh—oh dear " groaned Bunter,

“You have no need to fear anything,
however,” proceeded the genial Mr.
Lembolt, * providing, of course, that
you keep this matter strictly to yourself.
I believe you are innocent of any inten-
tion to blackmail me, my boy. ¥Yeu
imagined that you were bringing me
good news, I shall therefore reirain from
acquainting the police about your wiat.
But you must, of course, never mention
this matter to anyone—for your own
sake !” he added grimly.

* M-mum-must 1 not ¥ gasped Bunter,
ilis }fat knecs kpocking together with
right,

“Naturally., There i3, however,
another very serious point,” went on Mr.
Lembolt, shaking his shead gravely.
“You realise, of course, that vou have
lain vourself open to a long term of im-
prisonment by taking upon yourself the
responsibility of opening that—that bottle
and keeping the contentsi”

*Oh dear !”

Skinner has tha laugh of the whole school—at first !
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“Yes. It was vour duty. of conrse, to
take it to the nearest coastguard or police-
man. Instead, you have actually read-‘it,
and brought it to me, hoping to profit by
it. I am willing to believe, however,
that you acted in ignorance of the erime
you were commithing, and, as far as i3
possible, I will try to save you from the
CONSEqUENCes, Only your own silence
and secrecy can save you. You realise
that, of course?"

Bunter did—or thought he did. HHe
was bitterly disappointed, and he ecould
have wept at this unexpected end to his
hopes. But he was more terrified than
disappointed now, Mr, Lembolt had
played upon his fears and his ignorance
with marked success,

“1 wouldn't dream of mentioning a
word of it,"” he mumbled at length, *I—
I thought——"

“OF course you did. Well, that ends
the matter so far as I am concerned. You
should consider yourself a very fortunate
young man that I have chosen to take
such a lealent view of your excecdingly
questionable conduet,””

Bunter actually did at that moment.
That Mr. Godfrey Lembolt was bluffing
him with absurd lies and bombast he did
not dream for one moment. And the
next moment Billy Bunter felt himself
still more fortunate,

“However,”, resumed Mr. Lembelt,
putting his hand in his pocket, “as I say,
I vealise that you acted solely on my
behalf, and 1 feel I must compensate you
a little for the trouble you {Iu".'ﬂ taken.
Take this, my boy."

Bunter took 1t. It was a small piece of
paper that crinkled crisply in his fat
grasp. It was a five-pound note. Bunter
was staggered, but not too staggered to
delay pocketing the fiver. Hardly know-
g whether he was on his head or his
heels, the fat junior found himself being
led to the door by the “kindly ™ Mr.
Lembolt. At the door, however, the
latter paused,

“One moment. I had alinost forgotten
that young rascal Hemsley,” he said
casually. " You say he is rcmaining at
Greyfriars ¥

“Ye-es, sir.”

“Ah! Then I strongly advise vou lo
have nothing to do with the rascal in an
way. IHe is undoubtedly in leagne witﬁ
the gang who are engintering this—thia
plot, if plot it is. DBut if you should
happen to hear or see anything further
concerning this affair, come to me, my
boy—come to me, I can see you are an
unusually shrewd and clever bhoy.”

Bunter purred hike a well-fed cat.

“ About the rosewood box mentioned in
the paper,” went on Mr. Lembolt re-
flectively, “ It 15 absurd and unhkely
that =uch a thing exists. You—vou
haven't, I suppose, seen or heard of it 7"

“ Nunno, sir., That's all rot, of course.
If that old chap Hemsley did have it, 1
expect his son will have it now, though."

“Al! Quite so. Well, I musztn’t keep
vou longer, 1 suppose.”

And, with a last warning regarding
secrecy, Mr. Godirey Lembolt laid a fat
hand on Bunter's fat shoulder and showed
him ont,

Billy Bunter staggered down the steps
to his bike, his mind in a whirl, but his
fat face beaming. He was =till a little
vazed and bewildered, and his thoughts
were confused as he rode unsteadily down
the drive, ‘

Une thing was clear to his fat mind,
however, There was now no guestion of
breaking the news (o young Hemsley or

narrow escape, and Mr, Lembolt’s re-
marks concerning arrest and imprison-
anent had terrified him. Not for the
world would Bunter have breathed a word
to anyoue about the matter now,

Bunter was dense—very dense ; but had
he only thought deeply about the matter
he would perhaps have perceived several
obvious flaws in Mr. Lembolt’s remarks.,
And had he known what Gosling almost
told him—that the present owner of the
Towers was not the father of the missing
heir, but the successor to the estates--he
might have realised that Mr., Godirey
Lembolt had a very good reason to wish
that the missing heir should not turn up.

But Bunter did not know that, nor did

he think deeply about the matter. He
had no desire to do so, either. Things
hadn't twmed out guite as he had

expected ; but,on the whole, he was quite
satisfied. He had a erisp fiver in his
pocket, and, by accepting Mr, Godfrey
Lembolt’s view of the affair, he felt there
was a chance of more fivers coming his
WaY.

It was dusk as he entered the old gate-
way, and, running Wharton's bike across
the Close, he shoved it inside the eycle-
shed, and made a dive for Mrz. Mimble's
tuckshop under the old elins,

That fiver was burning a hole in
Bunter's pocket, and his one desire was to
exchange a goodly portion of it for as
much of Mre. Mimble's stock of pood
things as he could pack under his fat skin.

As he was crossing the quad, Billy
Bunter caught a glimpse of the Famous
Five and Redwing entering the gates, and
ho felt a momentary twinge of appre-
hension.

But the six juniors did not see him,

g

In fact, by this time they Bad Yorgotien
all about that gueer scene on the beach.

It was only when Harry Wharton and
Nugent were doing their prep that evens
ing that they were reminded of the in-
cident by the entry into Study No. 1 of
Peter Todd,

"1 say, wyou fellows,"” began Peter,
whose face was unusually grave, “I supe
pose you don't know of anvone who's losg
or mislaid a Gver "

“A—a fiver? Whyi"

Harry Wharton, L

" Because that fat thief Bunter's got
hold of one from somewhere, He went
out on your bike this afternoon, Whar-
ton, and o
~ “My bike?" ejaculated Harry, jumpe
g up suddenly, “The fat—"

“No good thinking of walloping him
now, Wharton; he’s too ill. The greedy
rotter’'s already blued half his fiver in
the tuckshop. Ie's gorged himself ill,
and he's groaning away in Study No. 7
row, or I'd jolly well wallop him myself !
I tried to stop him taking your bike, and
the fat ass actually bumped me gver.”

“But—but the fiver i

“Blessed if T know where he got it
from!" said Peter Todd. “I thought
1'd I:]PHE[‘ make il‘iquiri{?a, in Case any-
l:".'ll'lr'li'.;ﬂ lost one. You know what Bunter
is !

_ And Peter Todd departed {o pursue his
investigations elsewhere, Peter con-
sidered himsell Bunter’s keeper, and he

demanded

dleemed 1t his dutv to find out if the fat

youth had come by the fiver honestly.
When he had gone Harry Wharton
lonked at Nugent expressively,
“That's jolly queer!” he said, shaking
his head, "lI:'rm' on earth could Buntey
have got hold of a fiver? My hat! It

= i
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With a howl of wrath Billy Bunter shot out a fat hand and gripped Manton’s
Then he tugged viclously at it.
sat down with a bump and a roar of fury.

raised right foot.

anvone else, e felt he had had a

The conclusion

The bully gave a yell and
(See Chapter 6.)

finds him ¢ Jaughing !’ somewhat differently !
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couldn't have been a fiver he found in
that bottle this affernoon, surely?”

“Ilardly likely,” said Nugent. *'It's
rumnmy, though, First, Bunter finds
something on the beach, and gwears
afterwards he hasn't. Then he rushes
back to Greyfriars and collars your bike.
It 1sn't like Bunter to take exercise of
any kind without a good reason. 'Then
he comes back with a fiver. The fat
rotter has some shady game on.”

“No doubt about that,” murmured
Harry Wharton thoughtiully. *1'd
better tackle the fat ass about it
to-night.”

And Harry Wharton did. That nmight
in the dormitory he questioned Billy
Bunter, But 1t came to nothing.
Bunter was still suffering from the
effects of overeating, and he did not
feel like answering ¢questions of any
kind. And at last Harry Wharton gave
it up and left the fat junior to groan
and grunt himself to sleep.

L

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The New Boy !
ARRY WHARTON & CO, kept a

H very close eye on Billy Bunter
during the next few days. But
the gwl knew he was tunder
observation, and he was wvery careful
of what he =aid and did. And gradoally
the Famous Five allowed the matter to
pags from their minds. 'They had other
important matters to think of without
bothering aboup the doings of Billy
Bunter. , They had almost forgotten
about that wild night of the wreck, too.
Young Sid Hemsley bhad settled down
qui:rkFy at Greyfriars. He had heen
given work in the Head's gardén to do,
and he had soon made himself a popular
favourite with all. He and Harry Whar-
ton & Co. became great friends—much
to the disgust of snobs like Bkinner,
Stott & Co.

Then. about & fortnight later, came an
event which cavsed no little excitement
among the Remove. It wag the arrival
of a new boy at Greyfriars. Billy
Bunter, of course, heard about it first,
and he was soon in possession of the
facts that the new boy's name was
Manton, and that he was to go in the
Remove Form, 3

Manton arrived at the school durin
afternoon lessons, and Mr. Quelch tooik
the opportunity of introducing him to
the Form. And Harry Wharton & Co.,
at least, were not favourably impressed
by the newcomer,

He was stout, like Bunier, but taller.
His features were pasty and pimply, and
he looked much older than the fifteen
years he claimed to be. .

It was Billy Bunter also who came inlo
contact with the new boy firet. Bunter
always made a point of being friendly
with new boys. It was usually quite an
casy matter to raise a loan 1 that
quarter on the strength of a mythical
postal-order—until the unsuspecting new
fellow learned that the postal-ordeis
neveir came, and that Bunter never paid
up.

In the case of Manion, however, Bun-
ter found himself up against 2 snag.

e found him wandering disconsolately
ahont the guad after lessons, and he
rolled up to him. Bunter’s five pounds
had long ago found ‘its way into Mrs.
Mimble's till, and he was in his usual
ptate of mipecuniosity.

But he End great hopes of touching
Manton for a bhab, &t least. In a vaguc
sort of way Bunter fell that he had seen
Manton's ill-favoured [eatures somewhere

i

betore, and be antended to work up to
tho question of a loan on the slrength
of it.

“Hallo, new <hap!” began Buuter,
with a [at somle. 1 was just looking
for you. Fact! 1 eay, haven't 1 zcen
yon before somewhere?”’

Manton stopped and stared offensively
at Bunter,

“Not that 'm aware of, fat face,” he
reiuarked coolly., * Lemme see, though.
I fancy Fve secn vou somewhere,
it in the Chamber of llorrors, or the
mankey-house at the Zoo? 1 think it
was in the monkey-house; 1 remember
naw.,’’

Bunter's fat face flushed crimson; even
Bunter couldn’t stand ithat from a new
leidd.

“Why, I'l}=T1l—— Yow!
Leggo by dose, you rodder! Yooup

But Manton did not let go of Bunter’s
htelo fat llﬂﬁﬂ]fﬁl' iﬂm ll]ﬂﬂlil.;"“t. Htil:
seipping it tightly belween hinger anc
Eh1m1h,-glm runblim lnckless Punter back-
warda and sat him down with a bump on
the hard stony guad. Then he released
his grip and carefully wiped his heavy
hoots on Billy Bunter,

It was too great an indignity for Billy
Bunter. With a howl of wrath he shot
out a fal hand and gripped Manton™
raised right foot in a fat, vengeful grasp.
Then he tugged viciously at it,

Yarough!

-
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= “THE WEDNESDAY” =
= PICTURE.PUZZLE =
=  COMPETITION. =
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In this eompetition two competitors sent
in eorrect solutions of the pictures. The
flr=t prige of £56 has therefore bheen divided
between the following:

G. PURDEY,
#, loscdale Road,
Rlclimond,
Hurrey,

BIRA WILLIAMBON,
49, Willoughby Street,

Gainshborough
Ho mmif( competitors qualified for the
third grade of peizes that division among

them of the prizes offered was impracticable.
e gegond prize of £2 10s. and the ten
prizes of 53. each have therefore been added
together and divided among the following
gixteen competitors, whose solutions con-
tained one error eacli:

¥eter Weod, 21, Pleaaance, Edinburgh;
w. &, Ellsey, 87, Carlton Terrace, Hadcliffe,
Munchester: Cyril H, Horton, Rodford, Wes-
tevieigh, Chipping Sodbory, Glos; Mra,
WeMahon, 8§56, Macelesfield Street, Chester
Towd, Hulme, Manchester; Henry Urguhart,

115, Caunsewdyend, Aberdeen; E. Xunmns,
1, Alexzamdra Road, Windermere; James
Hucseliy 44, Norman Street, Glasgow, E.;

Cecil Winslow, 4, Fairfield Terrace, Douglas,
LU, ¢ Wm. Mustoe, §, School Lane, Ciren-
eester; R, B, Curtis, Hillside, Taplow, Bucks ;
Narman Reed, 44, Northeote Hoad, Clapham
Junetion, S W.11: David Johnstohe, 380,
Martin Street, Diridgeton, Glasgow ; Misa D,
stephenson, 8, Heppel Road, East Ham,
¥.: Fred Aveher, W, Humberstone HRoad,
Plaistow, E. 13; Leslie Tapacott, 141, Corona-
tion Avenwe, Btoke Newington, N.16; 8
Witker, 2, Padwell Road, Seuthampton.

SOLUTION.

Tiue Wednesday i3 an ancient club, for it
bewan in the 't9°s, 1?7 yvears before foothall
properly {30k root In the provinees. Like
many ather weilbknown clubs, the Wednesday
has had zeveral homen, and 1ts association
witht the Cup competition has been long and
hongurakle.

Was |

Free Real Sporting Photos in the ‘' Popular ’—every week!

Mauton guve a yell and sat down with
a bump and a roar of fury. What hap-

ned afier that Billy Bunter hardfy

new—though he felt quite a lot during
the nexi few moments,

Barely had the fat junior scrambled
to his feet when Manton sprang up and
went for him with fury in ﬁis little eyes.
A fist liko a leg of mutton took Bunter
full in the mouth, and Bunter staggered
back with a yell of pain., .

That blow was followed by another
and another until the hapless Bunter was
reeling about blindly under the rain of
savage, bruatal blows, and his yells for
help rang out far and wide.

There came the sound of hurrying
foolsteps and a shout; but in his blind
fury the bully did not hear. e sent
the unfortunate Bunier to the ground
at last with a punch under his fat chin,
and_ then he kicked the prostrate fat
youth in the ribs,

At that moment Harry Wharton, fol-
lowed by Bob Cherry and a crowd of
fellows, ran up. They could scarcely
belicve what they had seen.

“You--you howling cad!” eried Harry
Wharton through his teeth. *“You
beastly bully 1™

He grabbed the scowling Manton by
his collar and flung him angrily against
the wall of the school:

**Now put your hands up, you rotter!”
shouted Wharton.

But Manton hardly waited to be told
to do that. With a savage growl he
went for Wharton, his long arms
whirling.

But Wharton was ready, His right
fist shot out, and Manton reeled back-
wards, gasping. The next moment the
two were at it hammer and tongs.

“Go it. Wharton !" yelled Peter Todd,
“Mop the ground up with the cad!
We'll teach him to use his boots like
that 1"

And Wharton did o it."” In a
moment a ring wis macE-, and the fight
—if fight it could be called—went on at
a mad pace.

Though enraged, Harry Wharton
kept his head. But Manton had lost his
long ago. Moreover, though he was

fully a head taller than Wharton, and
well built to boot, his blotchy face was
a good indieatiqn of his physical fitness.
He was fAabhy, and he was soon panting
and gasping painfully,

Up to now Harry Wharton had con-
tented himself with defence—cleverly
avoiding the mad rushes of his ﬂﬁpﬂm_.‘nt
But seeing Manton was winded he sailed
in in fine style, hitting out right and
left. It was soon over.

A hefty right hook sent Manton down
at last, and he stayed down.

Harry Wharton mopped his heated
face and looked down at the groaning
Manton.

“That settles you, you cad!” he said
grimly. “You've jolly soon shown the
type of rotter you are, If you start an
more of your bullying games here you'll
get another licking hike that., Savvy?”

If he did “savvy,” the new fellow did
not reply. He staggered slowly and
painfully to his feet and tottered away,
glaring back with a deadly glare at the
fellow who had licked him,

“My hat! What a specimen!” re-
marked Dob Cherry, staring after him,
“Fancy having a chap like that in the
Remove !

The group of fellows was breaking up
now, and ITarry Wharton turned to Billy
Bunter, who was still standing near,
nirsing his nose and groaning.

“How did it begin, Bunter}” he asked
curionsly,

Thaere’s a deal of truth in the old saying—
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“Tt—it wasn't my fault!” groaned
Bunter. “I merely spoke to hun, and
the beast——"

Billy Bunter was interrupted by an
exclamation from Frank Nugent, who
had picked something up from the
ground. It was a pocket-knife.

“That rotter must have dropped it,”
said Nugent, examimng the knife care-
lessly. “I'd better— My hat! 1
thought that chap's name was Manton "

“So it 1s," said Harry Wharton
curiously. “Why, what—-"

“Nothing, only the name scratched on
this knife 15 Lembolt—Leonard Lembolt,
Funny  that. Perhaps, though
What's the matter, Bunter "

For on hearing that name Billy Bunter
had forgotten his iniuries. He gave a
violent start, and eyved Nugenlt with
gogrling cyes,

lII

: say, Nugent—what—what name
did you gav?" he gasped.

“Leonard Lembolt—why, do  you
know the name, Dunter?”

“Know it? I should just think—
Nurno, I mean 1 don't know it!"™

gasped Bunter hurnedly. “Why should
I? Never heard of it, 1n fact.”

Harry Wharion and hizs chums eyed
Buptar curiously.

“Blessed 1f T can understand you these
davs, fatly,” rvemarked Ilarry keenly.

“What the thump's the matter with
you? VYou know the name, and yet you
don't, eh? You ass | Anyway,

sill
come along to the {lﬂtlh-rﬂﬂﬂ'tﬁ to gel
c-'Iear}Ed up before Quelchy spots us like
this,”

And IHarry Wharton led the way
indoors, not a little puzzled about both
Bunter and Manton. But he did not
refer to the matter again; neither did
Billy Bunter.

But the fat junior did quite a lot of
thinking in the bath-room., A vague and
curious suspigion was forming in his
mind. Tho name of Lembolt had re-
minded him in a flash of his wvisit to

the Towers, and he knew now why

' W
Manton's features seemed familiar to
him.

Manton was the living image of My,
Godfrey Lembolt. Though younger, ihe
new boy possessed the same flabby
features and close-set, pig-like eyes as

the owner of the Towers. It was an
amazing likeness.
Bunter  vemembered now that My,

Lembolt had mentioned hiz son, who was
in the house, he had said. And the name

nnm the haft of Manton’s knife was
Leonard Lembolt !

What did it mean? Was it possible
that Manton was Mr. Lembolt's son?
And, if so, what was he doing at Grey-
frints under another name? The more
Bunter thought about 1t the more did
that vague suspicion grow, astonishing
as it secmed.

Bunter determined to satisfy  This
euripsity on that point, and on leaving
the bath-room he hurried up to the
Remove dormitory, There was no one
elze about, and in & moment Bunter was
kneeling by the new boy's locker,

Evidently Manton had already un-
packed, for besides being unlocked, the
locker was full of his belongings. PBui
Bunter had not to hunt far. Ha soon
found an Eton jacket of Manton’s, and
in the lining of the pocket he found what
he sought—a narrow linen tab stitched
to the lining. It was marked with the
pname of * Leonard Lemhbolt.”

—* There’s many a slip *twixt the cup and the lip.”

! went down to

11

befora him.

Manton started back with a strangled yelp of alarm as he saw the flve juniors
Something he carried beneath one arm dropped with a hollow
erash f{o the stone floor, and then his electric torch beamed out,
spying hounds !’ he breathed hoarsely. (See Chapter 7.)

** You—you

That was not all. All Manton's
underclothing was marked. Some of it
was new, and marked with the initials
“J. M."; bui the older garments and
collars were marked with the initals
"L L.

Bunter left the dormitory, his eyes
glittering  behind his  bhig spectacles.
His suspicisn was a certainty now,
Manton was none other than the son
of Godfrey Lembolt, masquerading
under another name. The discovery
brought a new idea into the fat junior's
mind.

Manton was a roller, undoubtedly.
What about his father? During the
last few davs a ¢im suspicion had been
growing in Bunter's mind that he had
been bluffed by Mr. Lembolt, though
how and for what reason he wasn't clear.

Bunter wasn't willully wicked, and
now his eves were opened he began to
view AMr. Lembolt’s strange conduet in
a new light.

“My hat!” Dbreathed Bunter, as he
tea. *“*I wonder, after
all, if that message in that bottle was
i{ﬂlmin{-, and young Hemsley 15 the lost
weir. But, hang it all, why should old
Lembolt say what he did if the kid’s
really his long-lost son. Queer. Anyway,
I'm jolly well going to keep my peepers
on that new rotter. T'll put a stopper to
his game, whatever it is. That rosewood
box now. I wonder——"

Bunter reached Study No. T just then.
The table was set for tea, and his eyes
glistened as they fell upon a big plum
cake on the while eloth., And Bunter
stopped wondering then, and drew his
chair up to the tgble,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
More Mystery !

FTER what had happened it was
unlikely that Manton, the new

boy, would make many friends at

Greyfriars. As a matter of fact,
he made none. Ewven Skinner and his
set fought shy of him. He had been
placed 1in Study No. 5 with Hilary and
Oliver Kipps, and they were not proud,
or pleased with him.

But curiously enough, Manton did not
mind—or rather he did not seem to
mind. It seemed to suit him to be left
severely alone.

“ Blest 1f I can make the beggar out,"”
sald Harry Wharton, as the Famous Five
were disoussing him some days laier.
""He's a rotter—there’s no doubt about
that. Tilary and Kipps are fed up with
him already. He smokes and uses rotien
language, I believe,”

“1 notice he's trying to pal on with
the servants now,” remarked Johnnv
Bull.  *8een himm chatting with old
Gossy a lot lately, and he seems to be
pally with young Hemszley. ™

Harry Wharton nodded a trifle uneasily.

“I've noticed that, too,” he said, with

a frown. “"He can’t do much harm ia
Gossy, but I'm not so sure about
Hemsley, He's a decent sort, and I

think we ought to warn him of the sort
of fellow Manton i1s.  Look here, you
chaps, we'll go and have a chat with
yvoung Hems:ley now., Come on!"”

The suggestion was promptly approved
of by Cherry and the others, and they
went in search of Hemsley, They found
him round by the woodshed at last, clean-
ing a spade.

Ask Skinner !

THE Macxer LiBRARY.—No. T90,



13

.He dropped the spade, however, as the
juniors trooped up to him and greeted

im cheerily,

Young Sid Hemsley looked a different
fcllow now from the white-faced and
hedraggled young fisher-lad who had
swum ashore from the wreck that event-
ful night. His cheeks were rosy, aid
his eyes wparkled with health. There was
abaut him something—a suggestion of
refinement—that made - itself manifest
ilespite the rough clothes he was wearing.

Harry Wharton came to the point at
once, as was usual with him,

“Tiook here, Hemsley,” o exclaimed
sovionsly, * we've seen you several times
chatting with that chap Manton of our
Form. What does he want with yon—
what's he after, T meani”

Hemsley shot a curious look at his
questioner,

“1 don't know," he =aid quietly, “I've
wondered that mysdlf, But—but he
sopms 1o take *an interest in me, and—
well, it's not my place to tell any of
the young gentlemen here to clear out.
1 admit I don’t like him, though. He—
he seems curviously interested imn my
family affairs; said be'd read about the
wreek in the papors, Still, he was
decent enough about it, and wants me to
iake him to my home m Pegg some-
time.”

“But—but what for—what’s his little

ame ! gaspod Wharton. * Look here,
lemsley, don't have anything to do with
the rotter. He's a bad egg, and up to
no good, I certainly shouldn’t take him
to vour home.”

“1 can't very well; it's shut up now,”
said Hemsley quietly.  **In fact, alter
to-inorrow, the cottage will be empty.
The zale’s in the morning, and I'm sell-
ineg up eversthing. 1've told lum s0.”

“Well, I'mh hanged !

The juniors were astounded. What
connection or interest g lordly, supercili-
ous fellow hke Mantan could have in a
humble fisher-lad’'s private affairs they
could not imagine. But Hemsley was
ahout to surprise them still more vet.

For a moment he stood hesitating, his
face flushing., and then, as if he had
come to a deciston, he said slowlys

“Look here, you fellows, I—1 wasn't
gong to meniion il to a soul, but now
vou've tackled me about that chap
think I ought to tell you. Last night
I—1 wokea up to find him rummaging
about my things in my room. He must
have got to know where 1 :leep, and
he was after something—goodness knows
what. Ounght—ought 1 to report it?”

The juniors were staggered.

“That fairly beatz the band!” gasped
Harry. * But—Dbut if nothing was taken
I don't think I should sav anything 1o
anyone, Hemsley, Look here, you can
leave Mr. Manton to us. We'll keep
an eyve on the sneaking rotter after this. ™

The sound of the dinner-bell just then
put an end to the conversation, and
Harry Wharton & Co. hurried indoors.

But all that afternoon and evening
thev thought a great deal about what
Hemsley had told them, and though they
were no nearer to the solution of the
mystery by bed-time, they had decided
apon one thing.

They would keep a c¢lose watch on
Manton, and if he should make any
more nocturnal excursions to the ser-
vants' quarters during the night, they
would be ready for him,

Until long after lights-out the five
juniors remained awake, listening and
watching. But nothing happened. and,
one by one, Cherry, Nugent, Bull, and

Hurree Singh dropped asleep, until only
Harry Wharton waa awake.

The new fellow’s bed was opposite to
Harry's, and he lay gilent and motion-
less, staring hard into the darkness
before him.

And at last Wharlon's
rewarded.

There was a movement in the bed
opposite, and Harry saw a dim figure
sit up and shp from between the sheets,
Breathlessly ilE watched Manton dress,
and then, as the new boy crept to the
daor and vanished, Harry sprang out of
bed and hurriedly wakened his chonms.,

Rapidly he told them what was afoot,
and rapidly the juniors flung on their
clothes.  Obviously, Manton intended
to leave the school this time, and they
were not a little surprised. But they
were to be still more surprised before
the night was out.

Leszs than a minute from the time
Manton had vanished the juniors were
dreszed and following Harry out of the
dormitory on liptee. Harry guessed
that the new beoy hadr learned how to
leave the house after hghts-out, and
he led the way at once {0 the lower box
room,

Sure enough, the window was open
slightly, anﬁ- the juniors clambered
cautiously through and dropped on to
an outhouse, and from thence to the
quad below,

Then they paused, undecided, Staring
around him, Harry Wharton suddenly
gave a start as he caught the gleam of
a light across the dark quad,

“The cyele-shed!” he whispered,
“My hat! The beggar must be going
out on his bike! Wonder how he got
hold of the bike-shed key? And how an
earth does he expect to get out with a
bike?"

They were goon to know. They saw
the dark figure of the junior crossing
the quad with his machine, and they
followed cautiously. To their amazo-
ment, he stopped at last by the little
sidde-door used only by masters, awd after
a moment’s halt there, he passed
through. Evidently he had obtained
the key of the door also, though how
the fellow had got hold of it they could
not lmagine,

But there it was, and as they realised
it the juniors dashed to the cycle-shed
for their own machines, Fortunately,
lanton had left the door unlocked
behind him, and in a moment they had
vanked out their bikes and were runmng
across the quad.

Manton had also left the side-door
unlocked, and in a flash they wore
through it with their bikes and out into
the road. ‘Then the juniors locked for
Manton.

They soon saw him—a dim glinnmer
of licht far up Friardale Lane.

“Better not licht up—he may look
1'm||:*1!d,” warned Harry Wharton. * Buck
up !

“But—but what about old Tozer?"

“Blow old Tozer! Come on!"

And Harrv jumped inlo his saddle and
led the way at top speed in pursuit of
the light in front. He was deiermined
not to allow P.-e. Tozer or anyone else
to stop hiu from solving the mystery
now he was fairly on the {rail.

vigil was
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Pass on this MAGNET to a non-reader; he will be Grateful!

Fortunately, it was not a very dark
rnight, and riding was simple. Though
it was cold, and the juniors were with-
out their greatcoats, the brisk exercise
kept them warm enough.

The juniors had supposed that Alanton
was boupd for Friardale, but they were
shon undecelved. Jusl on the gutshirts
of the village the mysterious juniov
branched off to the right at the cross-
roads.

“Making foir Pegg,” breathed Harry.
“My hat! We might have guessed it
I'll bet he's making for the coltage
where young Hemsley lived—though
goodness knows why!"

And Harry proved to be right there,
It was not a very long way to Pegg by
road, and very soon the twinkling lights
of the fishing-village came into sight,
rive minutes later they saw the lights
from their quarry's machine go oub
suddenly.

Manton had reached the end of his
strange journey, and, as Harry had pre-
dicted, it proved to be the little cottage
where Hemsley had lived with his
father,

Redwing had pointed the place oul o
the chums when they had visited ihe
village with him. Cautiously the exeited
juniors free-wheeled towards it, and
when about fifty yards away, Harry gave
a whispered word to dismount.

Leaving their bikes against the hedge,
the 1]L,miunrs crept towards the cnttuﬁe.
No lights showed from the place; the
tiny windows were shuttered. It wa= a
lonely spot, for the cottage stood on the
outskirls of the village.

Almost buarsting with excitement and
curiosity, the five juniors crept nearer,
until they were right up tq the shuttered
wimlow of the front room. Leaning
agrainst the wall, they could make ouf

the shape of Manton’s machine, Fvi-
dently the midnight adveniurer waa
inside.

Then suddenly a tiny gleam of light
winked from between the shutters of the
living-room, and Harry Wharton peeped
cauntiously through the crack of tho
shutters.

What he saw astounded him—though
he had expected it. Manion was thero
rtght enourh. He was rummaging about
in the living-room, obviously in search
of esomething, for the flash-light ha
carrted was moving about {rom cornes
to eorner of the little ropm,

It was burglarv—mothine less! That
a junior of Greviriars—even a new
fellnw—should undertake such work,

amazed and borrvified him. DBut what on
earth wa=s Manton after in HﬂmE'!E!}"*ﬂ
cottare? What did it mean?

“Tha nerve of the rotter!” gasped
Harry, as his chums joined him at ihe
shutters. “Hush! Not a sound! We've
fairly oot the beggar now !"

Ciuessing Manton  had  found an
entrance at the back, Wharton led the
way with breathless caution rvound the
building. He stopoed at last near the
little kitchen window, The shuttera
hung wide, and the window was open,
A braken pane showed how Aanton bad
reached the catch.

The window-sill was low, and it was
the easiest thing in the world to climb
through. One by one they passed
thromgh, In a mement all stood silent
as mica in the little kitchen, listening to
the sounds of movement from the next
Py,

Buddenly those scunds ceased, to be
followed a moment later by a faint gasp
of satisfaction. Ividentlv the youthiul
burglar had found what he sought., A

(Continued on page 17.)

b

The Remove in the limelight—next week |
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By George Wingate.
ST
HE life of an explorer ia full of
I thrills and fasecination. Whether he
goes cxploring in quest of new and
unknown land, or whether he iz juat
A treasure-hunter, he gets quite a lot of

pxcitement out of existence.

The greatest discovery of recent years is,
of course, that of the tomb of the ancient
Egyptian king. The newspapers have heen
full of this amazing fAnd, and no wonder.
How thrilled the discoverers must have been
when they stumbled upon these relics of a
bygone age!

But here at home, within a couple of miles
of Greviriars, some wonderful discoveries
have been made.

tur school foothall-field was dug up In the
year 1572, and the ground was entirely re-
turfed. Whilst this work was in progress,
the workmen discoverad human bones and
Iragments of swords and battle-axes: so we
may be zure that Greyfriars was once the
seene of a great battle. This must have
taken place many centuries ago, for battle-
axes are by no meuns modern weapons.

On Courtfield Common the remains of a
Roman eneampment may still be seen,
There are also a number of curions stones,
gimilar to those at Stonehenge. The ohject
of these stones has uever been ascertained :
but they date right back to the Dark Ages.
thousauds of years B.C. Some say that the
Druids used these stones for the purpose ol
making sacrifices; but antiquarianz say thaf
the atones were erected long before the
Druids came.

The caves by the seashore have hoen a
happy huoting-ground for explorers. There
have been several diseoveries of treasure-
trove, one in recent years.

Greyfriars fellows are still fond of explor-
ing these caves, in the hope of locatine
treasure, for we have proof that there is still
a good deal of undiscovered wealth, buried
by smugglers and others: but it takes g
deal of finding! One might dig and burrow
for week2, months, or even vyears without
tangible reward.

A few years ago a party of Greviriars
fellows were excavating on the shore near
Pegg when they diseovered the bones of a
gigantic monster of the deep. In the days
of Ancient Britons these monsters abounded -
but they no longer infest our shores—mueh
to the relief of the bathers! The bonez in
question were presented by the =schonl
authorities to the Natural History Museum.

Ancient coins have been found in abund.
ance. Our own school museum iz full of
them. And other relies of past generations
are continually cropping up. ]

There are worse wavs of spending a half-
holiday than to go  exploring. In  this
historic corner of Kent there must be
enough hidden treazure to make the finder
a millionaire,

Let us hope that the next great discovery
of treasure-trove will fall to the lot of a
Greyfriars fellow. And if he will have the
kindness to remember me in his will, 1 shall
be duly grateful!
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HERE are very few fellows at Grey-
friars—or anywhere else, for that
;nat-ter—wh-:r are not fond of explor-
ng.

I well remember one of my earliest ex-
ploring stunts, which was ecarried out when
I was six years old. 1 set forth to explore
the woods in the viecinity of Wharton Lodge.
[ wandered for miles, right off thé beaten
track, and got lost! Darkness came on, and
I was in a sorry plight. I velled for help,
but the only response was the ecrv of the
night-owl. “Tu-whit, tu-who! Here's a
pretty go!” it seemed to be saving, 1 sat
down on a tree-stump, and started to howl,
for one hasn't a great deal of fortitude at
81X years of age. Eventually 1 was dis-
covered by one of my unele's gamekeepers,
who took me back to Wharton Lodge, where

| was severely lectured and sent supperless
to bed.

That was one of my first experiences as an
explorer, and I wvowed that I'd never g0
exploring again. Bot there is a4 touch of
magic and romance about exploring, and I
apon broke my vow. | am now as keen am
explorer as ever. Nothing can damp my
enthusiasm for exploring lonely caves or wild
tracts of seashore.

kKnowing, as 1 do, that a love of exploring
is in the heart of every bov, I am not a
bit nervons us to the reception thiz number
of the “Herald " will receive. Some special
numbers I launch in fear and trembling,
wondering whether my readers will approve
of them or otherwize. But I have no quaims
at all about this Hpecial Explorers Number.

All our [uvourite contributorzs are to the
fnrf: this week with brilliant stories and
articles. Even Mr. Queleh has unbent to

the extent of writing an article, Billy
Huntﬂ: tried to get Mr. Queleh to write
exclusively  for his  “Weekly,” but the

Bemove master wasn't having any!

I am allowing Bunter a column in thils
issue, and this onght to pacify some of my
correspondents, who complain that the fat
junior doesn’'t get a fair show. Bunter
offered to fill the whole issue with a atory
of hiz exploring feats on the Congo: but his
kind offer wus declined—without thanks'®

HGTH&4|

HARRY WHARTON.
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COKER’S
CRUISE !

By Tom Brown.
T T T T 1
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0ld Coker, in a cockleshell,
Once started out exploring; _
Iilack was the sky, the wind was high,
And the rain was =imply pouring !

The giant breakers boomed and crashed,
And loudly pealed the thunder;

And Coker said. in tones of dread,
“ Bhall I survive, I wonder?

“1 wish I'd never started out
Upon this mad excursion ;
For storms at sea unsettle me,
They are my pet aversion.

“1 want to find the Mystic Isle,
Where treasure-trove is hparded ;
But if I sink, I hardly think
That I shall be rewarded !

“0Old Polter warned me not to come,
And Greene wa= anxious, also,
I'm in despair; I cannot bear
To see waves rise and fall so !’

3

The tiny craft then reeled and rocked
Till Coker grew quite dizzy;
The thunder crashed, the
flashed,

The elements were busy !

lightnicg

Old Coker then pulled hard for shore,
Though much against his wishes;
A swift retreal he had to beat,
Or he'd be food for fishes !

The boat was swamped from helm to
stern,
And Coker's clothes were dripping ;
“If 1 can reach the friendly beach,"”
He panted, “’twill be ripping !™

Then came a mighty tidal wave,
Which washed old Coker over;

And far away, beyond the bay,
Twinkled the lights of Dover,

“Oh, help! TI'm sinking!™ Coker
groaned,
“This 15 the giddv liit,
The Dblessed shore's a mile or more,

It's much too rough to swim 1t 1"

What dreadful agonies of wmind
Dhid poor old Coker suffer!
Till be awoke, and Potter spoke—

“It's rising-bell, you duffer !

A special April Fools' Supplement next Monday !

Supplement i.]
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HE story of Robinson Crusoe is
one of the greatest talez of adven-

ture and explozation which has
ever been written.

The adventures of this amazing hero,
on a desert island, are prrely imaginary,
but when the story was first pat:hhqhw]
it made a tremmendons sensation, and
nearly everybody believed it 1o be a true
tale. This 15 & great tribute to the
writer, Daniel Defoc; for mnet many
writers can make the reader feel that his
characters arve living beings. Defoe, by
ihe way, is known as the Father of KEng-
lish Fiction.

Having made a flortune as a sugar
planter in Sounth  America, Robinson
Crusoe decided to embark on a life of
adventure.  Aecordingly, he and a
number of others =et sail for Africa.
But they were overtaken on the twelfth
tlay of their voyage by a terrifie storm,
o
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'd love to sail unchavted seas
In nuest of spoil and treasore

For precions stones and ancient bonoes,
1'd search with ecager pleasare.

tr, landing ow some lonely 1zlo
(Some day I'm suie o o so).

1'd delve and i1oil- beneath the soil,

And dig up Robinson Crusoe !

1'1 love ta sec the Blue Lagoon,
Where not ‘a breath of brecse -

Or lind the i=le where man is vile
But_ every prospert pleascs,

Ta Treasure Island I'd embark
H I could get permission ;

In vain, in vamm! Who'll entertain
My cager proposition?

I'd Iove to yun away from school
And be a Scott or Peary;

The Southern Pole would he my goal,
And I'd be gay and cheery.

I shouldn’t mind the cold a hit,
1'd brave it like a hero;

Onwards 1'd pass, a]thﬂup:h the glass
Had dropped right down 1o zero!

I'd give the world if 4 could he
A daring deep-sea diver;
The ocean bed, which countless dread,
Would yield me many a “fiver."”
The mansters that mfest the deep,
The sharka and fierce sea-dragons,
I'd put to flight, and then 1 might
Bring home the loot in wagomns)

-4 condition,
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DICK PENFOLD.
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ROBINSON

By Mr. H. H. QUELCH, M.A.
5 S S Sele S I te Se S S S S Se S SeiSe g

and, themwr vessel being in a battered
they resolved to make for the
West Indies. But another tornado came
along, and they were helplees, and could
do nothing but drive before the wind.
FKven tmﬁly the erew had to take to the

boats. The seas were nountain high,

arsd the Little crafi was soon overturned.

All were drowned with the exception of

= Robinson Crusce, who was miraculously
A thrown upon a

desert island.

Of course, U'ruzoe was delighted at this
slroke of good fortune., DBut his troubles
were by no means over. Here he was,
stranded on a desolate islend, without a
change of clothing and without food and
drink, his sole possessions being a knife,
a pipe, and a quantity of tebacco. More-
over, it was beginning to gel dark.

On selting out to explore the island,
which was unighabited by man, Robin-
son Crusoe discovered \mlu and
quenched his thirst. Ile slent in a tree
that first night—a very wise precaution
in case any wild animals should be prowl-
ing around,

Next day the slorm had pagsed, and
Robinson Crusoe, by swimming oul to
the wrecked "-*EFLHLI was able to obtain
quite a store of pmvisimu. He swam
out several times, and brought back lo
the shore everything he conld lay his
hands on. He employed a rvaft for bhring-
ing the provisions ashore,

The next item’ on Crizoe’s programme

#
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But what's the nse of dlveaming dicams
Indulging each fond fauey ?

'l never sail, through gust and gale,
On board the * Lady Naney.”

Bat here at Greyfiriars T'I1 vemain,
Where work is dull and boring ;
For 1'm not free {o taste, yon see,

The pleasures of exploring !

-panion,
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CRUSOE ! %,
3

L was to build for hims=eli an island home.

He enlamged the hollow of a rock inlo a
spaciots cave, and constructed a strong
fennce, which neither man nor beast could
overcome. Into this cave which he had
made—it was fairly easy to mmke, the
rock being soft— lm carried all his pro-
visions,

Robinson Crusoe was a very ingenious
person. In order not to lease count of
time, he cut the following words on a
post: *“I came on shore here on Septem-
ber 30th, 1659.” Every day he cut a
votch on the sides of the post. A special
notch was made to mark the Sundays.

Urusoe was twenty-three years on Lis
desert island before he found a com-
This was a black man, who had
been brought to the island by cannibals
to be devoured. Crusoe rescned him,
and christened him “ Friday,” this being
the day of the week on which the inei-
dent occurred.

Crusoe and Friday shared their island
home for some time, and even wlly an
English vessel came in sight, and in this
Robinson Crusoe set sail for the Ol
Country. He was destined to have many
more adventures, however, but these do
not come within the scope of my artiele.

Altogether a remarkable story 1s
“Robinson Crusee,” and 1 do not
wonder thal it is as popular with the
boys of to-day as it was with the boys
of bygone gencrations,
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DICKY NUGENT.—I onge dug a hole
in the Head’s garden, six foot deep, to
see if 1 conld discover gold. T didn't!
But when the Head discovered the hole
I had made, I discovered that he was
angry, and he discovered his cane, and
1 dm overed that he knew how to lay
on! So between us wo made gquite a lot
of discoveries that day. 1 have never
made a really grate discovery yet, but I
trussed the happy day will scon dor.

BOLSOVER MAJOR.—T once had the
].Lﬁ-.hl fortune to find a halfpenny in the

Jlose.  That’s about the biggest dis-
covery I've ever made. And that was a
beastly sell, because when I went along
to the tuckshop to buy a ha'porth ol
bullseyes, Dame Mimble informed me

that the coin was a bad one! Never
mind. Better luck next time!
MARK LINLEY.—Afraid T have

to report. I sat doiwn i
Friardale woods one day last stmmer,
and discovered a wasps' nest. I hope my
next discovery will be less painful |

DOCTOR LOCKE.—My greatest dis-
covery was that of an erigimal manuseript
of the poet Milton, They were some
verses he wrote when a boy at 8t. Paunl's
School. 1 have no doubt they would
realise a lot of money, but I prefer to
keep them,

nothing excitin

Look out for the funny merchants at Greyfriars |
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By PETER TODD.

HHALL{]! Where's Dunter off
to?™

Harry Wharion glanced
from the window of Study

No. 1 as he spoke.
It was tea-time at Greyfriars. Bat
Billy Bunter had either had his tea
already, or he was giving it 2 miss—a

sarprising thing for Bunter to do.

The fat yomwor was rolling down to
the school gates. Over his shoulder ha
carried a spade, which looked suspici-
ously like the property of Mr. Joseph
Mimble, the school gardener. In his
other hand Bunter carried a lantern,
which bore a- striking resemblance to
the lantern belonging to Gosling, the
porter.

Bob Cherry, who had just dropped in
to Study No. 1 for tea, gave a mirthful
chuckle,

“T've pulled Bunter's leg beauntifully !
he said.

“How %" asked Nugent.

“Tell us all about it,
chum,” said Hurree Singh.

Bob Cherry proceeded to explain, Mis
eaplanation was punctuated by chuckles.

“1I drew up a document, on a musty
old sheet of paper, relating to on ocak
chest, full of treaswre, that was sup-
posad to have been buried in the sands,
a couple of miles from Pegg Bay, by one
of the old-time smugglers. 1 wrote u
lot of doggerel about this treasure, and
I drew a chart showimg the exact spot
where 1t's supposed to le bavied. 1 left
the document on the desk in my study,
lnowing that Bunter would get hold of
i and swallow the bait.”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

*1 heard Bunter's footsteps 1n the
passage,’”’ continued Bob, ““and 1 dodged
behind  the screen.  Bunter came nto
ihe study—prowling around for grub, I
suppose—and the fArst thing he saw was
the document on my desk: He grabbod
i, and read it, and hiz eyes nearly fell
out of his head in his excitement !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He's now going off in quest of the
merry treasure,’ sgid Bob Cherry: * It
will ba a wild-goose chase, but it's
Bunter's own faunlt for being such a
Nosey Parker!”

*“*“Yea, rather!™

“He'll go to the exact spot I have
described,” said Bob. ‘'So many paces
to the south, then =0 many paces to the
west, and so forth, and he'll dig for the
ofd oak chest that isn't there!™

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Wish we could follow him and soe
the fun!” said Johnny Ball.

“We haven't time, I'm afraid,” eard
Wharton, “Chess tournament comes ofl
after tea.” ~

It was a merry meal in Study No. 1.
At the thought of Billy Bunter, with
his coat off, digging away furiously on
the lonely shore. the Yamous Five
laughed long and loud,

Bunter was a gulhble youth, and he
had never doubted that the docnment

my worthy

he had found on Bob Cherry’s desk was
perfectly genuine, He had st forth with
spade and lantern 1n guest of the buried
treasure. Ha left Greyfriars with two-
pence-halipenoy 1 his pocket; he hoped
to return to the school rolling in riclres.

Bunter had not told a soul® about the
treasure, He never shared a good thing
with others. lle mtended to dig for
the treasure himself, and to keep it to
himself when he got it. lven his minor
HBammy was not taken into his .confi-
dence,

After tea, the Famous Five forgot all

abount Bunter. The chess tournament
claimed thewr attention. They went
plong to the junior Common-room,

where the great tussle of brains was to
take place,

Darkness descended upon Greyiriars,
and with the darkness came a fierce
storm. The wind whistled around the
oll tower and turretz, and the windows
of the junior Common-room creaked and
rattled. Doors banged all over the
building.

Bunter sets forth on his expedition,

And still the Famoue Five, in the heat
of the chess tournament, were forgetful
of Billy Bunter.

After many games—most of them
short, sharp, and exciting—Hurree Singh
got into the final with Mouty Newland.
And it was while tlus last tussle was
taking place that Dob Cherry suddenly
remembered his jape on Bunter.

“My only aunt!” ejaculated Baob,
springing to his feet, " We've forgotten
Bunter!"

“He'a surely back by
Wharton,

“Let's go and see.”

Leaving Hurree Singh to go on with
his game, the other membera of the
Famous Five set off in search of Bunter.
But the fat junior was not to be found.

Bob Cherry's usually sunny face was
clouded over. IHe lﬂu':ﬂul quite anxious,

“1 don’t like the idea of Bunter being
out in this storm,” he said, **And it's

pitch dark outside, too!"

now 77 sand

“ Betier go and find the porpoise, and
fetch him hame"' said Johiny Bull.

“ Yes, rather!”

The jumiors put on their caps and
raincoats and sallied forth into thé
storm.

It was a wild night. A gale was blow.
mg from the eea, and Greyfriars cavght

L the full force of it.

Harry Wharton & Co. had to baitle
their way against the bolsterous wind,
They eaid very little as they trudged
along, for the stromg wind caught their
breath. They took the narrow, windin
road to Pegg, and when they l'ﬂaclmﬁ
the little fishing-village they were aston-
i1shed and alarmed to find how rough the
sea. was. Bhowers of blinding spray were
dashed into their faces. Giant breakers
hurled themselves on to the rocky shore.

“We've got another couple of smiles ta
go,”’ =aid Bob Cherry. *'Come on!”

Harry Wharton gave a violent start.

“Where was the treasure supposed o
be, Bob—on the faur side of the heade
land ¥*' ha asked.

i YBF._ ¥

“Then no wonder Bunter hasn't re-
lurned. He's cut off by the tude!l 1t's
nes rl‘}' high water!”

“*GGreat Scott!”

“It will be useless for ns to go alon
ihe shore. We sha'n’'t be able Lo g
pa=i the headland!™

Wharton's chuins realized that he waa
stating a fact. Billy Bunter was in a'l
probability cut off by the tide!

Bob Cherry was pale as death now,
His little fape on Bunter looked like
having tragic results. Bob would never
have played =such a japé, could he have
forescefi the possible consequences.

“The tide 1sn't at the full yet, thanle

goodness " said Frank Nugent. “So
Bunter will be safe for a titne. But how
are we going to get at him? No boab

could live in a sea like this!"

“We must get a rope, and go alapg
the chffs,” said Bob Cherry. And h
rinshed away in the direction of the near-
est fisherman's cottage. Here he obe
tained a slout c¢o1l of rope; and the
juniors then hurried up tﬁ: cliff-path,
and made their way along the elifi-top.

When they had proceeded about two
miles, they bawled Bunter's name in
chorus. For rome time there was no
answer, but they persevered, and eventye
ally a faint cry came from far bLelow.

“Thank goodness he's safe!” muttered
Bob Cherry fervently.

Bob threw himself down on the sadden
grass, and wormed hia way towards the
edge of the cliff. He (Fu.zed down the
alinost sheer wall, and presently dis-
cerned & crouching figure at the base.

“Bunter!” he roared. “Hold onl
There's a ropa coming down!”

There wae a reply from below, but
Bob Cherry eould not eatch it.

“1 think you fellows had better lower
me down,”™ he said, “'T've an idea thas
Bunter's ]‘lg,ﬁtty well whacked, and will
want help!

Tales of japers and their victims—next week |
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Accordingly, the rope was tled round
Euh'.‘a middle, and his three chumas

wered him, very gently and cautiously,
down the face of the cliff,

¥
Bob reached the shore in safety, to

find DBilly Bunter wunhurt, but scared

glmost onut of his wits.

“Ow! Bave me!" pleaded the fat
junior.

“You're all right now,” said DBob.
“Let me fasten this rope round you.
There are three fellows at the top waii-
ing to haul you up,”

*I—1 =ay, Cherry, will the rope stand
the strain?”

It was a natural gquestion to ask, for
Billy Bunter turned the scale at four-
teen stone, and the rope would be
severely tested. However, it was an
exceptionally strong rope, and there was
little fear of it snapping.

Bob Cherry did not reply. The tide
was conung in fast, and there was no
time for idle conversation. He made the
rope secure round Buunter's waist, and
shouted a signal to his chums.

Billy Bunter was gradually hauled up
to safety. And when this feat had beer.
accomplished, the rope came down again
for Bob Cherry's benefit. It did not
come a moment too soon, for the water
was already up to Bob's knees.

Bob was his old cheery self when he
bobbed over the edge of the cliff. ©I
his own danger he had recked nothing
His one concern had been for Bill,
Bunter,

“I say, you fellows,” panted the Ow!
of the Remove. “I'm drenched to the
skin, and I'm bound to get pnenmonia
or something. I hepe wou don’t think
I came down here to search for treasure-
trove, or anything like that. The fact
15, I was just taking a stroll along the
shore, when the tilﬁ} came in and cut
me off."

“But you den't need a spade and a
lantern to walk along the ﬂ?mre,” aaid
Nugent, glancing at the two articles
which Bob Cherry had brought up with
him, %

“Oh, really, Nugent——"

“Tell the truth, Bunty,” said Bob
Cherry. “You came along to dig for
treasure. You found that decument on
my desk, and you swallowed the bait.”

“What!” roared Bunter, facing round
on Bob. “Do you mean to say that the
document wasn't genuine? Have you
been japing me, you rotter ?"

"Guilty, m'lord!"” said Bob.

**You—you—"  spluttered Punter
wrathfully. “This might have cost me
my life!”

“How much is that worth?” asked
Joheny Bull.  “Fourpence "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Now that the danger was over, the

%unimrs could afford to laugh and jest.
Jut they had felt precious little like
laughing and jesting when they had sot
out from Greyfriara.

The rope was returned to the fisher-
man's cottage, and the party made their
way back to Greyfriars, arriving just in
time for locking-up,

It had been a night of adventure and
peril, but all had ended happily, except
for Billy Bunter,

The next time Billy finds a document
relating to buried treasure, he will seni
it to the Antiquarian Society to make
sure it is genuine before he ‘arms him.
self with spade and lantern and goos
exploring !

THE EXD.

Next week’s war-cry—
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8 the readers of the *“Greviriars
Herald » are aware, I am a fellow of
many parts. By this I don't mean
that you can unscrew my arms and

iegs, or anything like that. I'm not a fellow
of many pieces, but a fellow of many attain.
ments.

As an eggsplorer, T have no enqual at Grey-
friars. I devote nearly all my spare time tv
cegsploring studdy cubberds in search of
tuck.

Some of you may larf, and sav that it's
‘asy to eggsplore eubberds: but it is a Very
lelicate snd dangerus bizziness, and you have
to tread warily.

I also eggsplore every nonk and cranny 1
come across. Some fellows don't cali this
cggsploring. They have another name for
it. They say it's prying. As if a fellow like
me would deszend to he a Paul Iry!

There have been lots of famus eggsplorers,
Columbuss, Livingstone, Seott, and Shackle
ton are names which leap reddily to the
mind. To this list must be added the name
of W. 3. Bunter.

Wha discovered the trezzure that was
herried from underneeth the tuekshop to the
hollow oak in Friardale Wood? Me again!

Who discovered the winkle-beds off the
coast of Pegg? Once again I plaice my hand
on my hart, and bow!

It waz Columbuss who discovered America,
but then he had an unfair advantage, being
horn ahout five hundred years before me.

But wait! The East Pole and the West
Pole haven't heen dizscovered yet: and that's
where W.G.B. will come in! When I get
enuff money saved up, 1 shgll equip an
cgespedition, and go zailing away in search
of these two Poles. Wonder what they will
ba like? Broomsticks stuck in the ice, 1
ecgapect. Can you picture me, dear readers,
wrapped up in. furze, strutting proudly over
the ice, with the Union Jack in one hand, a
chopper in the other, and a tellyscope in
the other. (Firat time we knew vou had
three paws, Rilly!—FEd.)

When 1 go eggsploring, there will he no
stopping me. I do not fear the feerce heat
of the Antartick regions, or the intense,
hitter cold of the Eguator, Ieebergs and
heat-waves are all the same to me. I shall
push on to the goal, az the centre-forward
said when he fainted past three opponents in
successjon !

I mean to add many new Colonies to the
Empire when 1 grow up. Aleenwile, 1 must
content myself with eggsploring  studdy
eubberds. It jan't nearly so egesiting as
finding a Pole; but if T eggsplore Loder's
study 1 shall find, not a pole, but an ash-
plant.!

An eggsplorer’s life is not all honey, and
his motives are often misunderstood. But a
Hunter always marcheas breast forward, and
never turns his back on any enterprise.

I must now konklood this artikle. as 1
wizh to go egesploring in Atuddy No. 1.

(The moment we see the tip of your nose
protruding round the door of our study, we'll

let Hy at it with our peazhooters '—Ed.)

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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OUR FOOTBALL
COLUMN!

By H. Vernon-Smith.
(Sports Editor.)
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OMFE of you may think that a
S football column 18 our of place
in a Special Exploring Number,
But it isn't, for the Remove

Illeven had to do quite a lot of cxplor-
ing  last Wednesday afternoon. The
village of Little Plumpton had chal-
lenged us to a match, to be played on
their ground. Their skipper had tele-

phoned to Harey Wharton, and he
accepled the challenge.

L = »
Little Plumpton happens to le

five miles from a railway-station. and
there were no conveyances to take us
there. So we had to tramp the distance
—in a drizzle of rain, too. We were
anything but a cheery party, I can tell
you!  Even Bob Cherry wasn't in a
mirth-making mood. We tramped along
the slushy road in a dismal procession,
until at last we reached ve ancient

village of Little Plumpton.
= * £

But our troubles were by no means
over, They had, in fact, only just
begun!  On reaching the village, we
were unable to find the football-ground.
'here was an old-fashioned inn called
the Cricketers’ Arms—but the cricketers’

armé couldn’t have ached so badly as
the footballers’ legs! There was a
village street, and a village hall.

There was one general siore, which was
nost-office, grocery store, butcher's,
baker's, and barber's combined. But
there was not a sign or a suspicion of a
football-ground.

* = #

pretty go!” grunted Harry
“What are we going to do

“Here's a
Wharton,
about it?”"

" Here comes the Oldest Inhabitant,”
said  Boh  Cherrv, as an ancieat
" Beaver " came hobbling into view,
" Let's ask him where the footer-ground

“1 say!” shouted Wharton. “(an
you direct us to the football-ground*”

The old man stopped.

“Which I've lived in this 'ore village,
man an’ boy, for nigh on ninety year,”
he said, “but there ain't never been
no football-ground ‘ere, not so far back
as I ean remember,”

"My hat!"

" This is Little Plumpton, isn't i7"
sald Johnny Bull,

*“Ah, it be!”

“And there's no footer-ground here "

The Oldest Inhabitant shook his head.

“We don’t go in for them noo-fangled
things, young gents,” he replied. nd
e bade us good-afternoon, and hobbled
on his way.

4 i #

Gradually it dawned
that we had been hoaxed,
no football eleven at Little Plum ton,
Some  practical  joker had  calle up
Harry Wharton on the telephone, and
spoofed him,

15

upon 18
There was

We  discoversd, anon, that {he
ractical joker was Skinner of ihe
emove, And we gave the precioas
rascal a bumping that raitler every

bone in his miserable body !

‘“ April Fool | "

[Supplement iy,
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A MESSACE FROM THE SEA!

{Continaed from page 12.) l
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moment of silence, and then he appeared
in the doorway of the inner room,

He started back with a strangled yelp
of alarm as he saw the dim, silent figures
of the juniors before him, Something
he carried beneath one arm dropped
with a hollow crazh to the stone floor.

For a tense moment Mantan stood as
if turned to stone. Then his electrie-
torch flashed full upon the juniors. As
he recognised themn he gave a snarl of
rage.

“You—you H[‘II\:ng‘
breathed hoarsely.
lowed me! You—you—

“Exactlv.!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Wa've Lowled you out, iy burglaring
iippin! Now, tell us all abont 1l—do.
Whai's that you've gol there, eh?”

For answer, Manton bent suddenly and
snatched up the objecl from the floor.

“No, ¥%ou don'td” ,snapped Harry
Wharton. * Collar him, you chaps!”

Many hands grasped tim fimining rascal,
and  his frantic struggles availed him
little. Harry Wharton easzily snatched
the object from him. It proved to be
r box: and it seemed to be empiy. In
the light from his torch, Wharton ex-
amined it curiously, end noted that it
was old, and made of thin rosevwood.

Taking it into the living-room, Harry
placed it on the top of a ecupboard, and
returned to Manton and eyed him
grimly,

“Now, yvou rolter!” he said quietly.
“1 suppeo=e il's no good azking yon to
tell us what this means—you'd only tell
us some yarn 3

“T'll tell you nothing, hang you!”
suiarled Manton. “I don’t cave what you
do with me—though I suppose you'll get
me expelled for this!”

4

yonng hounds!” he

“You—you've fol-
12

“1 ought to!” said Harry, his lip
{-111-1111%:. “But yoa'll get expelled soon
erough, if you go on at this rate. You've

proved yourself only fit for a reformatory
—not a dec#nt school. But I'll decide
what we're to do with yon later, you
cad! For the present, you'll come hack
with us to the school. 1'll watch wou

don't gol up to any further tvicks, Out
with him, yeu fellows!”
Ta their surprise, Manlon did net

resist, and the nexi moment they were
all outside, and Harey had closed and
shutiered the window again.

Then, having no desire to be caught
there in such circumstances, the juniors
mounted their bikes, and, with Manion
ricing in their midst, they made all haste
back to Greyfriars,

Hardly a word was spoken during
the return journev, and not until the
school was reached did Wharton address
Manton. Then, es they housed their
Likes, Harry spoke {o hun sharply.

“I'm not going to mention a worl of
this—{for the present,” he told him.
“You've done o rotten and serious
thing to-night, but I don't want to be
the means of getting vou expelled. 1
don't know what on earth vou want to
poke vour nose into Hemsley's business
for. But T warn you that if there's any
more of this I'll not hesitate to report
it 1"

Manton said nothing. He f{ollowed
the juniors in silence as they crept back
to their dormitory. In silence they
disrobed and crept into bed.  The

mystery of the whole business was
beyond them, and they were too tired
out to puzzle their brains about it—for
that night, at least,

—_—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Disappointment for Bunter !

INCE s hittle affray with Manton
S in the guad that Lirst day, illy
Bunter had given the big now
fellow a wide berth. Buat Like the
Famous I'ive he kept a close watch on
Manton's movements, for all that. With
the result that he very quekly found
out what Harry Wharton had already
discovered—that young Hemsley's com-
pany held a peculiar attraclign for the
new bovy.

Unlike Harry Wharton and his c¢huns,
Billy had no scruples whatever as to ihe
manner in which he obiaived hiz in-
formation. Kevholes and such-like were
simnply  listening-posts in an honourable
campaign, to DBilly Bunter.

And though the chums of the Remaove
believed that the story Hemsley had tald
them of the ransacking of his room by
Manton was a close secret, the crafty
Dunter was soon in possession of the
facts.

And this settled the matler for Billy
Bunter. He already knew who Manton
I"EFI."F' was: he now kpnew that Manton—
alias Leonard Lembolt, was at Grey-
friars for a purpose—to get something
which belonged to Hemsley, Was it the
rosewood boxt Did such a thing really
exist?

In his own fat mind Billy Bunier was
certain on that point. What else could
it be? Onee settled upon that fact, 1t
did not take Billy
the box was not in Hemsley's possession
at Greyfriars, end to reason it out that

the thing must thercfore be at the
coltage,

Then DBunter learned what Manton
had been told by Hemsley himself—

that the fow sticks of furniture and
other belongings of ihe skipper of the
Cristobel were to be sold by auction,
and that the cottage was to Dbe given
up.
But Bunter only learned this last on
the morning of the sale, and the news
filled him with alarm. Was  the
myvsterions rosewood box to bo lost after
all?

“T'm blessed if T know what T ought
to do,” mused the Owl of the Remove,
as he rolled out from dinner that moin-
ing. “I suppose I ought to tell every-
thing to Wharton or somebody, but if
I do, where do I come in? They'll say
I should have taken that blessed paper
straight to that chap Hemsley, and T
shall get it hot. Na, I've simply got
to get hold of that blessed box somehow.
When I've got that, and the proots, 1
can easily wangle out of it somehow.
Mvw hat! Blessed if I don’t go 10 Court-
field and iry to get 1it!"”

Luckily it was Wednesday-—a half
and Bunter, once resolved, set to work
briskly.

“T'll tackle Mauly for a :mall loan,”
mused Bunter, at last.

And he did so—to such good purpose
that when he left Lord Mauleverer's
eosy study some minules later he had
several silver coins  jinglmg in his
pocket. "Then Bunter made a dive fox
the eycle-shed.

He had noi been ragged, alter all, for
“horrowing " Wharton's hike, but he
decided not 1o tempt Faie too far, so
this  time he selected Mauleverer's

| to mquire at the offices of the auctioneer

long 1o find out that
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glittering machina. And soon the [ab
Junior waa riding hard for Courtfield.
Bunter was obtuse, but he had a
certain amonnt of commeon-sense, ad ha
had reasoned it out that the quickest way
to find out who had bought the box was

the of

who had put through sale
Hemskey's belongings.

He went straight there on arrival in
Courtfield, and very soon learned what
he wanted,

The rosawood box had been pur-
chased by Mr. Soloman Lazurus, whose
dingy second-hand shop was in the IHigl
Street.

“Mv hat!” breathed Bunter. “I-—I
might have guessed it. Just the sorl of
thing old Lazurus would buy. Crumbsl
1'm fairly on the trail.”

Bunter was delighted with such earlg
success, e hurried to the shop of Me,
Lazurus, bhreathless with excitement.
And searcely had he crossed the thress
hold of the frowsy shop when he realised
that hiz guest was ended.

?n the shop floor was a pile of mis-
collancous, honsehold  goods — rubhishy
mogtly—that had evidently been dumped
down there recently. And on the top
of the heap was a box. 1t was nof
farge, and it was old and battered. An
Fthe wood it was made of was rosewood
Bunter’s eyeas gleamed.

It was undoubtedly the rosewood box

he was in search of. Bunter didn't
doubt that for one moment,

He rolled into the shop.

Young Relly, Mr. Lazurus' hopeful

son, was behind the counter. He knew
Bunter very well—indeed, he knew most
bof the fellows at Greyiriars.

“Hallo, Billy, old man!” he greeted
him, with a cheerfil prin, “Is this a
blethed social visit, or 1s 1t bithness "

BBilly Bunter gave him a lofty blink
through his spectacles,

“ Business, of course”
dignity.

He glanced ecarelessly round the shop.

“T want a box—a small box to keep
my—my private correspondence in,” he
savd, “"Just a cheap box- Ah! This
old hox will do micely. How much is it
~—a bobh "

And Bunter picked up the rosewood
box and planked it on the counter.

Young Haolly eyed him rather sharply.

“That box,” he esaid briskly, *‘wath
bonght at a sale thith morming. But
I'll gell it to you, Bunter, for three bob,
Ith a very fine box, 1 might tell you,
and i

“What rot ¥ sported Bumier. * Why,
the blessed hox sn’t worth sixpence!
Look here, Tl give you a bob for it,
Solly s that's gencrous!”

“Ath there 1sh't a key to the blethed
box,” said Bolly, “T'll let you have it
for two beob, DBunter. Thath a bargain
at that.”

The fat junior grunted; but he was
far too eager to possess the box to bar-
gain further, and he agreed to the
price,

“Right,” sgaiud Sally.
the colour of your money, Dilly,
thon.”

Billy  snorted indignantly; but he
planked down the two shillings without
comment, unpatient to be off. A
niinute later EE left the shop with a
brown-paper parcel under his fat arm.

Once  outside the shop, however,
Bunter's disgusted expression gave place
to one of beaming satisfaction. Nith
desperate haste he tied the parcel to his
carrvier, and next moment he was riding
hard along the High Street.

he said, with

“Now let'h =ea

old

He had s=carcely gone many »yards

Bunter finds a use for his powers of ventriloguism !
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when another oyclist dismounted in front
of Mr. Lazurgs’ shop, and hurried
ip=ide. It was Manton, the new boy,
ﬁis flabby face was red, and he was
breathless and panting.

But Buntér did not see him; he was
too excited to notice anyone just then,
Wobbling from side to side on the
saddle, he plogged away, and not until
hie reached the outskirts of Courtheld
did he slacken his speed.

Then, onee in the quietnes: of Friar-
dale Lane, he slowed down and dis-
mouinted. Running the machine on to
the grass, he rested it against the trunk
of a tree, and with t{rembling fingers

unticd the parcel and laid it on the
grass,
Bui even as his fingers closed on the

lid of the mysterious box there came a
gudden whir  of eyvele-wheels, and
Manton came scorching up.

He sprang from his machine, and
Fonging it away from him, dashed
towards Billy Bunter,

The Owl sprang to his feet in alarnm

“Wharrer matter?” he gasped,

“That hox!"” gasped Manton ﬁurwlv

“Hand it over, you fat fool! Quick!”’
He made a rush for the box, but
Bunter was too quick for him, He

grabbed 1t under his arm, and staggered

back, iz fat face set and determuned.
”H[lq*p off, you ecad!” he panted.
“1'm not Hl'bll'.l“ this box up! Ii—if

you touch me, 'lIl—7

“Yon silly fool!” breathed Manton,
He scemed gbout to take the box by
force, and tlmn he paused and grinned.

11 knew Bunter's reputation fairly
well; but he did not know that even a
Bunter had his limats,

“Now, loek here, old chap,” he said
vonningly, “I kpow all about you. 1
kuow that a certain gentleman gave you
a fiver for a certain document the nt{mr
day. If you hand over that box without
any fuss, I'll see you get another fiver—
a tenner, in fact. Hand it over!”

T won't!" gasped Bunter, though his
voice shook., * 1 don't care what you do,
yoii rotter, but that box belongs rightly
to Ilemsley, and he's going to get it. 1'll
spoil vour dirty game——""

Bunter got no further. With a grunt
of rage, Manton flung himself upon him,
But the fat youth's star of fortune was in
the ascendant,

Once again thére came the whir of
eycle-wheels, and six juniors rushed up,
and there was a clatter of falling bikes
as Hwrry Wharton & Co., and Redwing
Aung themselves upon Manton.

Manion had tracked down Bunter and
the box, certainly ; but he little dreamed
that, in his turn, he had been followed
and tracked down,

In a moment he was hauled from the
yelling Buuter, and held helpless in the
juniors’ grasp,

“1Up to your bullying games again!
exclaimed Harry Wharton ﬂngrll:,
“You howling cad! I've a jolly pood
mind to give you another hiding now.
Clear out, you ?n'utf_*. before I do it !

Manton scowled, and was about to

ak, but Bob Cherry grabbed him by
t 1e seruff of the neck, and, with 1-]{1!,'1!].]1".-'
Bull's help, ran him across the grass, and
Hung him into the lane.

Manton picked himsalf up, hesitated,
and then, with red and furious f.ﬂ.n-
walked 1o his bike, and, mounting it, rode
away,

Then Iarry Wharton's eyes foll upon
the box, which Bunter had taken charge
of :uf:.uu

“Buniter,” he eried in  astonishment,

"where on earth did you gei that ? How
h.‘u that come here 9"

“T1—1 just. bought it from—{rom old
Lazurus ! gasped Bunter. **It was this
that beast Lem—I mean, Manton—was
after, You—you——~"

The fat junior stammered and hesi-
tated. Harry Wharten gave him a

searching look,

“*Look here, Dunter,” he said quictly.
“1 can see youn know sowmetlung about
this business—this business of Hemsley's
rosewood box, 1 mean. Now, no hum-
bug! What do you know about 1t? 1
advise yvou to tell vs for your own sake.
This atfair looks like becoming serious,
It'll pay you to act straight with us.”

Bunter had already come to that con-
cluston.,  Moreover, he saw that Wharton
knew something about the matter, though
how, and how much, he had no idea. He
decided to tell all.

“It's all right, Wharton!"” he gasped
eagerly. “1 was going to tell you. 1
was only waiting to get that box first, 1
know all about it. I'll tell you every-
thing."

And he did. He told the story as he
knew it, omiftting no details. And as he
prﬂLEE{]m.{ the juniors listened spellbound,
When he had finished, Bob Cherry gave a
Easp.

“Well, that takes the giddy bisenit!™
he breathed, eyeing Bunter admiringly.
“T've heard a few Dunter varns, but
this one’s the limit, And yet, hang it all,
there must be some truth in it !"”

Harry Wharton nodded. His
were sparkling with excitement, There
was undoubtedly truth in it. He re-
membered the occasion when Bunter had
found something in a bottle on the beach ;
that he had gone off somewhere—that
same day—on a bike, and returned with
five pounds. Then there were the initiale
on the penknife, and finally the curious
Ehm’inur of Manton, and the rosewood

x,

Astounding as Bunter's story scemed,
m‘exjthmg fitted perfectly with it.

nd—and you say you handed that—
that confession of (aleb Hemsley's to
this Mr., Lembolt himself ! asked Harry,
after a silence,

Billy Bunter gave vent to a fat, satis-
ﬁ{*d amirk,

“*Not me,"” he grinned. “I was just a
bit too smart for that, Wharton. Trust
me for that ! What I handed to him was
a blessed copy—one I took myself. He,

eyes
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he, he-! I've got the original here somes
where, "

And, fishing from his trouser-pockets a
Lr;:ngr'ﬁunmrntml mass of siring, marbles,
toffee, and other articles, Billy selected
a Etir-ky, erumpled, dirty piece of paper,
and handed it over to Wharton.

Wharton opened it out, and read the
pencilled message on it, And as he read
that tragic, eleventh-hour confession of
the hapless Caleb Hemasley, all iz doubls
went.,

Sudently he handed i
101&

“And that box contains ihe prools, does
it?" he remarked grimly at length.
“My hat! Lucky we came along just
now. You've acted hike a fool, Bunter.
You ought to have taken this straight to
yourg Hemsley ov to Mr. Quelch. Any-
way, you played up well by refusing to
hand the box to that brute, and by owne
ing up just now, so f suppose woe mustn'{
be too hard on \,n-

“But the fat clam muzt have known
this Godfrey Lembolt wasn't the father
of the missing kid " said Johnny Bull,

in his chums to

“1 didn't—never dreamed of it!”
gasped Bunter, with a start.
“0Of course he.wasn't, Bunter!™ said

Harry. 1 remember being told about it
by someone. The kiddie's mother died
when he was born, and his fatlier died
just after the kid was lost. This God-
frey Lembolt is the kid's uncle.  Anyway,
'!N_ s see to that box now, No, don’t open
it: that's young Hemsley's job—if we
can call him by that name now., We'll
take the box to him, and then, when
we've got the 1}1'{.:{1!'5_, we'll take the whoele
thing to Quelchy.”

Thp box was packed again ia the brown
paper, and the jumiors staried back for
Greylriars,

It was mnearly tea-time when they
arrived, and once again they found young
Hemsley at the woodshed., He was put-
ting his gardening implements away, and
he looked up in surprise at the excited
faces of the juniors.

Harry Wharion planked the rosewood
box on a bench just inside the door of
the shed,

“We want you to open this, Hemsley,”
he said, in a voice of suppressed execite-
ment. ' Unleas we've besn hoaxed, I
fancy we've wonderful news for you."

And as ITemsley gazed in surprise at
the box, Harry began to tell the strange

story. IIumﬂle_', listened quietly at first,
But as Iarry proceeded, helped by
Bunter and the others, his face showed

his growing bewilderment and agitation.
“ But—hbut Ilrlun understand,” he
stammered huskily, when the story was

finished. “I—1 ean't believe 1t, It—1it
can't be me——"
“Look at that,” szaid Harry quietly,

He handed the confession to the trem-
bling l:m;; “Is that your—your father's
writing ¥

Hemsley took the paper. 1le read it
glowly, Then he turned a white face to
the chums.

“It—it's his writing right enough,"” he
stammered. “ Bui tfniuﬁ lHemsley—not
my father! I can't believe——  And yet,
now 1 think of it, I remember many
things, I—1—"

“What thing=?" azked Harry quickly.

“I don't know, But—buat he didn't
seem fond of me. And——  Yos, he
always appearved to have lots of money
to spend. People used to wonder where
he got it from.”

“I've heard aboul that,” added Red-
wing quietly.

“Well, this hox contains proof,” aid
Harry. *Open it.’
“But it ean’t,” =aid Hemslev, with a

And Gerald Loder’s nohle Iag |$ pulled !
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wry smile.  “ There's nothing in the box,
1 know. [
day. 1 was clearing up—getting ready
for the sale. There was nothyng but
rubbish inside. Look!”

He fumbled with the lid of the box.
swung open at last,

The box was empty ; there was nothing
to be seen—nothing !

The juniors were staggercd.

“Then—then it must be a hoax, alier
all 1" muttered Nugent,

“I can’t believe it—I won’t!” snapped
Harry. He wag bitterly disappointed—as
all were. But he wasn't dismayed.
“ What about the {acts—Manton, and the
rest of it? What did vou take-out of this
box, Hemsley, and where did you put the
stuff 7"

“There was onl

It

rubbish in it—a few
old letters and oddments. Nothing ol
value,” said Hewmsley., “1 glantnd
through them, and shoved them in a chest
of drawers, meaning to go through them
later and destroy what I didn’t want lo
keep. But I forgot about thewn. The
chest of drawers is sold now.™

“Then our course is clear,” said Harry.
“We've got to find it and get that stuff
back. The proofs may be among the
rubbish, and you've overlooked them.”

“I don't think so0.”

“We're going to try it, anyway. For
the present, though, say nothng to any-
one of this. You hear, Bunter? We'll
keep it a secret until we've found the
stuff and the proofs!” said Harry grimly.
“Take charge of the box and paper,
Hemsley, and guard them well. To.
morrow we'll hunt round, and when we
find the proofs, we'll go straight to
Quelchy. Elnw let’s get some tea.”

The juniors crowded out of the shed
and etreamed across the quad, chatting
excitedly in whispers. Young Hemsley
picked up the box, placed the confession
inside, and went out dazedly with the box
under his arm.

He crossed the quad in the gathering
dusk to the servants’ guarters; and as he
did so & hulking youth, with a Habby,
pimply face, emerged from behind the
woodshed, It was Manton, and his small
eyes were glittering.

He had waited for the juniors’ return
by the gates, and had followed them to
the woodshed. And after waiting a while
he had crept near to listen,

He had not heard much, but he had
caught Wharton's last words to Hemsley,
telling him to guard the box and paper,
and that on the morrow they would take
the proofs to Quelchy.

But it was enough for the epy. He
waited another minute, and then he
hurried indoors, his thick lips compreszed,
and made straight for the prefects’ room.

Most of the prefects were at tea—a
fact Manton knew, and the room was
empty. In a moment he was ai the tele-
phone, ringing up the exchange. And
the number he gave was the number of
the Towers. '

And had Harry Wharton & Co. ounly
heard the long conversation which
followed they would have been very
startled indeed !

— .

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Midnight Adventure !

ARRY WHARTON
H suddenly and abruptly.
What had awakened him he
did not know., He rubbed Lis
eves sleepily, and then quite suddenly he
became aware that someone was shaking
him by the shoulder.

awoke

I emptied it myself only yester-
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the servants” quarters.

The juniors crowded out of the shed and streamed
Hemsley picked up the box, placed it under his arm, and made off in the direetion
nfa And even as he did so a hulking youth, with a
flabby, coarse face, emerged from behind the woodshed,
(VYee Chapter 8.)

2Cross tl;a quad. Young

It was Manton !

IHe blinked into the darknesa of the
dormitory, startled for the moment, and
then he saw a figure standing by hia
bedside.

He sat up quickly.

“That you, Bob! What's the matter?”

“li’s Hemsley, Wharton,” came the
hurried, excited reply. ‘' Something's
happened. 1 thought I'd better come and
tell yon at once. That fellow Manton's
been in my room again. IHe—he's taken
the rosewood box [

“ What "

Harry was wide awake now. He leapcd
from his bed. Almost unconsciously his
glance went across to Manton's bed. It
was empty.

“Where is he=quick !"" snapped Whar.
ton, beginning to rueh into his clothes,

“He's left the school, 1 think. 1 woke
np to find him in the room. He'd found
the box then, though, and before 1 conld
get. out of bed he'd vanished.”

“Was he fully dressed 7"

“Yes, 1 dashed after him, but he'd
rone downstairs then,” said Hemsley., *1
conldn’t follow, as 1 don’t know how lo
get out at night.”

“Right! Cut off and get some clothes
omn. Then come back here,” enapped
Harry. “I'll see to that rotter!”

As he spoke ITarry stepped to Bob
Cherry’s bed and cautiously wakened him,

“Listen, Pob,” whispered Harry, as
(‘herry sat up in bed. “Manton’s gol
that box. He's left the school with it, 1
think. Wake the others quickly, and
follow me out. I'll wait by the wall if
I don't sce anything of the rotter.
Understand 7"

—_—

Bob Cherry soon grasped the situation,
and, leaving him to rouse his chums,
Harry hurried from theé dormitory. He
knew his way abouf without a lhight to
guide him, and hastened downstairs to
the lower box-roont. A moment later
he was out in the dark, silent quad.

His first thought was of the cycle-shed;
but there were no lights or signs of move-
ment there. Then suddenly he gave a
atart, From a pari of tha roadway beyond
the school wall came a blaze of white
light,

“Great Scolt!” breathed Harry. “A
var! 1 beti he'a got his rascally pater on
the job }?

And with the thought, Harry Wharton
dashed across the quad, heedless of the
darkness. He did not fear a mistake.
He realised it must be after midnight,
and for no other reason would a car be
omdsidde the school walls at that time of
the night,

In a very few seconds the school wall
lgomed up bhéfore him. A large tree
almoet touched the wall here, with ite
branches oyerhanging the road beyond.

In a mowmoent Wharton had swarmed up
iha tree, and had dropped down on the
other side of tha wallk into the roadway.

He found himself standing {ull in the
glare of the headlights of a large motor-
car, less than twenty yards away. Almost
instanuy there camé a sharp, alarmed cry
from that directjon.

Harry recognised tha voice in a flash.
Tt was Manton's! And the leader of the
| Famons Five hesitated no longer,

He could see two figures seated in the

car, but he never thought of the odds.

Even Lord Mauleverer wakes up for the occasion !
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Yrom the top of the wall Harry had seen
one—the bigger of the two—stooping
down in the driving-seat, working away
at something at his feet. Evidently some
part of the mechanism of the car—
probably the starting gear—was giving
trouble, which would account for the
rascal’s delayed departure.

Now, however, as Wharton started
forward the engine gave a sudden roar,
and he knew it was now or never.

He gave a shout, and made a running
leap for the footboard. His feet rested
upon it, and he made a desperate grab
at the arm of the driver as he reached
for the clutch.

With o savage exclamation, the man
half rose, struggling furiously to free
himself from the junior's frantic clutch.

But Harry hung on like a terrier.
With his free fist the man rained savage
blows at his face and body. From
bevond him, Manton, his flabby face
flushed with rage, was doing his share
whenever his fist found an opportunity
of petting home.

For fully & minute Harry Wharton
held his own, though half-dazed and sick
with pain under the slorm of blows,
And then from the wall came a sudden
Leartening shout.

“*Hold on, Harry—hold on

And one by one six fizures dropped
from the wall. With a rush they came up
and swarmed over the car and its
orecupanta,

“Quick ! panted Harry. “ Collar the
rotters!”

The “rotters™ were collared quickly
cnough. Fighting furiously, they were
dragged from the car into the roadway.

rH

As Manton came flying out something
else came out with him, and fell to the
road with a crash.

It was the rosewood box.

Harry Wharton, though still half-
dazed, fairly blinked at it. For the crash
had sent its lid Aying open. And from
inside several white objects—a couple of
photographs, several old letters, and one
or two documents tied with ribbon—
fluttered out on to the road.

Harry and the others ecould scareely
believe their eyes. How had this come
about? The box had been empty—they
had seen it empty,

Harry stooped and picked up the box.
He examined it in the light of the lamps.
Then he started,

He saw the reason now. In the bottom
of the box there was a secret compart-
ment. It was open now. That crash a=
the box fell must have released a hidden
catch.

“ Well, my hat!” breathed Harry.

He picked up the precious documents
and the other articles. He did not doubt
what they were. They were the missing
proofs—-the proofs mentioned in that
measage from the dead.

Harry placed them in the box and
ciosed the lid.

As he did so the big man, who had
been standing motionless in the strong
grasp of Cherry, Hurree Singh, and
Frank Nugent, now gave a furious
exclamation, and began to struggle
desperately, striving to reach Harry
Wharton.

“You young houndsa!™ he hissed.
“Let me go. gI"l-i—I’Il make you suffer
for this. I'l-I'll—"

HERE'S AN OPPORTUNITY FOR YOU'!
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competition below!

The man’s voice became inarticulate
with rage. His fat, small, close-set eyes
were plittering savagely, his fat features
red with mortification and apprehension.
But Harry Wharton had already guessed
who he was.

“It 1s you who will suffer, Mr. Godfrey
Lembolt,” he said quietly., *Yes. ]
know who you are, and what vou are
here for. But the game's up, you rascal,
You can shove those rotters in the car
now, you fellows., Hemsley, you had
better take charge of the box again, and
to-morrow  we'll take it to Quelchy
before——"

“* Quelchy,” as you choose to call him,
15 here, Wharton!” came a stern voice.

And from the side-door in the wall
near by there stepped Mr., Quelch, the
Remove master. He had every appear-
ance of having hurriedly dressed, and he
carried a lantern, Ie glared at the
scene 1 amazement.

“Wharton!” he rapped out. “ What
is_the meaning of this extraordinary
affair? I am amazed. And why are
you boys holding that—that gentleman,
and that—- 3less my s=oul, it is
Manton! Release them at once!”

But the juniors had already released
the fuming father and son. And now,
neither the boy known as Manton, nor
the elder man, made any effort to reach
Wharton and the box he held.

With the coming of Mr. Quelch, they
had realised, if they had not done so
before, that the game was up. The
moment they wero released they both
sprang for the car.

None of the juniors made any attempt
to stop them. They had got all they
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wanted. Next second there was the sound
of a clutch being driven viciously home,
and the car shot away.

Mr. Quelch fairly blinked after it,

“Manton !” he almost yelled. " How
daye you? Come back at once!”

But Manton—otherwise Leonard Lem-
holt—did not come back. A mufHed
imprecation echoed out to them {rom the
dark lane as the car shot away, and it
was as_well that Mr. Quelch and the
juniors «id not cateh its significance.

Breathing deeply in his agitation, Mr,
Quelch turned and glanced expressively
from Hemsley's white, thoughtful face
to the excited faces of Harry Wharton
& CUo. When he spoke his voiwce was
hard.

“T need not say how astounded and
hewildered I am,™ he said in a grim tone.
“ But this 15 neither the time nor place
for an explanation. You may return to
vour domitories now, as quietly as pos-
sihle, please.”

Harry Wharton hesitated, Then his
face set determinedly.

“ Excuse me, sir,” he began. “ But—
but 1T don’t think this matter sught to
b left until the morning. It—it’s rather
miportant. Those rascals may do a lot
before mormng. If—if you could deal
with it now, siri”

Mr. Quelch frowned
Then he nodded.

" Very well, Wharton,” he assented
yuietly. * Boys, follow me to my study.”

They followed in silence, Within two
minutes all were standing round the
table in the master's study. Hemsley
placed the box on the table in the lLight
fromm the shaded reading lamp.

o

§

and lLesitated,

O
M HE object of this dictionary is to
I explain in simple language the
meaning of the technical terms or
expressions used In connection

with electricity and wireless telephony.

It 15 of first importance that you should
understand the relationship to each other
of the measarements, given at the end
of last week’s article, and the application
of Ohms Law.

You must know that the coulomb re-
presents a definite quantity of electricity,
and that 1t is the unit by means of which
all quantities of electricity are measured.
Just as you express a quantity of water
as so many gallons, the gallon being the
unit of quantity of iquuds, so vou express
a quantity of electricity as =0 many
conlombs,

In the performance of work it is
neeessary for the electricity to be con-
ducted from the place where it is
generated to the place where the work
15 to be done. Thiz flow of electricity
from one point to another, through a
conductor, 18 called an electric current.
The unit of current iz the ampere, and
we know that the alnpere reprezents a
flow of one coulomb of electricity per
second, that the amperes depend on the
electromotive-force in volts applied, and
to the resistance offered to the flow by
the conductor.

There are two methods of increasing
the flow of most things—one is by in-
creasing the speed of the flow, the other
is by increasing the quantity without
increasing the speed: but in the case of
an electric current it 1s impossible to
increase the speed because this iz con-

stant—that is, 1t never varies, however |at which the beads can move.
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“Now, Wharton, I am wailing,"” said
Mr. Quelch grimly, “ You may begin.”

And Wharton began, He told the full
story, clearly and concisely. And when
he had finished Mr, Quelch’'s face was
a study.

“Here is the confession, sir," con-
cluded Harry, handing the master the
dirty piece ﬂf aper. " And the proofs
of it all are, I hope, in that box.”

Mr. Quelch took the confession almost
mechanically, He read it carefully, and
placed it on the table. Then he opened
the box. He took out first the photo-
graphs., He looked from them to the
Aushing Hemsley.

It was then that his face took on a
keen look of interest. But he made no
comment, and turned to the letters. He
perused  them  carefully wvet quickly.
When he looked up at last iiﬁ face bore
traces of keen excitement,

“You were right, Wharton,” he said
aquietly. “ This boy we have known as
Hemsley 1s undoubtedly the missing son
of the former owner of the Towers. And
these documents are certainly genuine,
and prove his claim without guestion.”

He turned with a smile to young
Hemsley, or, as we must call him now,
Cyril Lembolt, and held out his hand.

“Allow me to congratulate you, my
boy,” he said.- 1 would not raise your
hopes unless I felt certain, you may he
gure, Of course, a certain amount of
delay and legal procedure will have
be Eat-ecl, but you need not fear that.
Nor need you fear any further trouble
from vour rascally uncle, or your cousin,
the boy who has so wickedly deceived us

the pressure causing the flow may vary.

No matter whether the pressure be
high or low, eleetricity always travels at
the same speed, the distance travelled per
second 1s always the same, Thereiore, to
increase the rate of flow per second the
number of coulombs travelling abreast
of each other must be increaszed.

To illustrate this in a simple manner,
imagine that there are four rows of beads
lying in four parallel grooves; if you
imagine that a pressure applied at the
end of any row causes the beads {0 move

forward over a distance equal to the
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diameter of one bead in one second, then
you will get 2 flow of one bead per second
when the pressure is applied, and all the
beads will move forward simultaneocusly
at exactly the same speed, so that at any
point along the groove you will get a flow
of one bead per second.

Assume that this is the greatest speed
Now, if
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all. If he and his scoundrel of a faiher
are wise, they will never show themselves
in this neighbourhood again. And now,
my boys, you must retire, I will place
the whole matter before Dr. Locke in
the morning.”

Mr. Quelch proved to bhe right.
Neither Mr. Godfrey Lembolt nor his
precious son gave any further trouble,
In fact they vanished completely from
that night forth. If any further proof
were needed, their disappearance sup-
plied it. But no further proof was
needed. And so Cyril Lembolt, the
erstwhile fisher-lad, came into his own.

The affair was more than a nine daxys’
wonder at Greyfriars. And one bright
day, some weeka later, quite a crowd
of juniors spent & day at the Towers
as guests of the new owmer. Ilarry
Wharton & Co. were there, as were Red-
wing, and, of course, Billy Bunter. And
an right royal time they had,

“You'll see a lot more of me later on,”

rinned Cyril Lembalt, as he parted with

is friends. “ Dr. Locke has advised me

to have a2 tutor for a few months, and
I'm doing so. And later on, I shall be
coming to Greyfriars.”

“I'm jolly glad,” said Harry Wharton
heartily,

And the rest of the juniors, including
Bunter, were not slow to respond in Like
fashion.

THE END.

(Yext Monday's grand story of Harry
Whartan & Co. 13 entitled "' Tlee Jester
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| you want a flow of two, three, or four
beads per second, past any given point,
it would be necessary to apply pressure to
the second, third, and fourth rows,
according to the desired flow; then, by
increasing the pressure—that is, by caus-
ing pressure to be applied to more rows,
you would increase the flow at the rate
of two, three, or four beads per sécond,
without increasing the speed, ause the

additional flow is obtained by the beads
moving abreas| of each other.

This is exactly what happens in the
case of electricity. If a pressure of one
volt is applied to a conductor having a
resistance of one ohm, a current of one
ampere will flow—that is, one coulomb
per second ; now, if you increase the pres-
sure to two volts, then two coulombs wiH
flow per second (two amperes), but they
will flow abreast of each other. The
speed of the current will not be increased,
it will be exactly the same as it was when
one coulomb was lowing under a pressure
of cne volt.

We have spent some fime in trying to
make this clear to you, because it iz 1m-
portant that you should realise that when
vou increase the rate of flow of an electric
current you do so by increasing the
| density of the flow, and not by increasing
the épeed of the flow.

Now let us ascertain what we learn Ly
applying ohms law to an electric circuit,

In the accompanying diagram A B C
is a circuit in which resistances (~oox)
have been inserted. C A is a battery of
twenty cells, each cell having an E.M.E,
' of 1.5 volts. Therefore, as the cells are

(Continued on page 27.)

Another splendid Wireless article next Monday |
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The most amazing sleuth-hound of modern times - Ferrers Locke!

A further thrilling episode from the career of Ferrers Locke, and his no less redoubtable
assistant, Jack Drake, related by

OWEN

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Who Kidnapped Tracey ?

HEEE wvoieas sounged in conver-abion
from the hallway of Ferrers Locke's
house in Baker Street. Each was in
marked cbntrast to either of the

others. The first was loud, aggressive, and
naszal; the second, gulet and flavoured with
the Dxford accent: the third was a curious
faleetto piping ftorth the “pidgin-English "
of Hong Kong and Bhanghai.

Ferrers Locke, examining some corre-pond-
ence with his young assistant, Jack Drake, in
his consulting-room, looked up with n smile.

“Listen, Drake!" he said. “ You bhave read
gl about the case ! the Kidnapped school-
boy in the newspapersi”

“Why, yes, sirl"

“Well, unless I'm greatly niistaken, Sing-
Sing is about to show wup two of the prin-
cipal characters in that ¢ase"”

Footsteps sounded on  the stairs, amd
halted outside the door of the consulting
room. Then Bing-Sing, the Chlinese seérvant,

appeared.

“Dr. Glaham and Missa Thooy ! he
announced.

The two gentiemen éenlergd. They bad
Leen relieved of their hats and coats by

=ing-Sing down in the hall. Amd a curicus
contrast the pair presefited!

One was burly, red-Taged, and pompouns,
and garbed in a tweed suoit of green-and-
brown mixture. A large gold nugget tepin
was stuck ecarelessly into his red, florval tie.
The other was slizht, white-haired, and
sehiolarly  looking e wore guict, black
morning clothes, and his anguiling nose was
surmounted by a pair of gold pince nez. The
gtoop of hiz shoulders gave him a geuted!
and weary air.

As Ferrers Locke and Jack Druko rose to
greet the visitora, the burly individaad inbros
duced himself and his business with hlnut,
American directness,

“Bay, vou're Mr. Ferrers Locke? 1'm Ford
. Tracey, of Chicago! Bhake! You've
heard o me, [ oping? Folk back in the
Middle West call me the Wallpaper King.
I've lost my son. Kidnapped] Guess yon've
read about it in the dailick, ';"r';mt your Lelp
to find Lim., Heard you're some slenth!™

“Bomeone was kind to tell you that, Mr.
Tracey,” said Ferrera Lofke with a1 smile,
“Tauke a seat, sir! And vou, Dr. Graliam,
vou'll find that armelpir by the iire a com-
fortable one.”

“Thank you, Mr. Locke!” said the white-

haired old gentleman as he sank gratefully
into the seat indicated. "1 trust we have
called at no inconvenient time. DBut as yon
can imagine, we have been greatly worried
bav 2

“0Of course we have!" boomed Ford B.
Tracey. "Say, your Britizh police are slower
than a broken-down trolly-car! Why, way
back in the States——"'

“Perhaps, Mr. Traceyv,” interposed Ferrers
Locke quietly, "if you wish me to aid you,
vou will be good enough to give me all the
information you ecan of the ease. I've read
the newspapers, but I =should like to have the

faets from the lipa of yourself and Dr.
Graliam.”
“Waal, Mr. Locke,” saild the American,

“mebbe vou know I'm n tolerable wealthy
man—worth a couple o millions or s0, Some
moenths ago in Chicago, where 1 have my
biggest wallpaper factories, I was warned of
two crooks, called Chip Davson and Tyzon
Cornby. These fellows, so0 1 was told, in-
tended, to kidnap my son Harry Ford Tracey,
and hold him to ransom. One night a patrol-
wan found the pair of ‘em slinking around
the back of my house on Sixteenth Avenune.
They got three months apiece as suspected
clinracters. Before they were due to he
released, the police advized me to send my
zon away from Chicago.”

“Evidently the Chicago peolice didn't want
the responsibility of keeping an exe on Lhim,"”
commented Locke, *They preferred to shift
It to someone else’s shoulders.™

“I opine vou've about hit the nall on the
lrend, Mr. Loeke. Anyway, 1 reckoned thut
it'dl be snfer to send Harry to an Englizh
public schooal, Six months ago 1 sent him
to Dr. Graham, of Bingham. He went in
charge of an old buziness friend of minco.
Lazst week I arrived in England to see Harry.
Atter booking a suite o' rooms in the Gramd
Metropolitan, |1 went down to Bingham
School and had an interview with my son.
He was his bright young self, but he told
me that two guys had been hanging aronnd
the school. He reckoned they were uone
other than Chip Davson and Ty Cornby, wno
had come over from the States on his traek
ngain, Gee, it sure gave me a nasty searg!”

Mr. Tracey paused to light a black eigar,
ad resumed ;

“You bet T made swift tracka for the head-
mazter's study. Dr. Grabham inatituted in-
auirtes. My sons hosom pal, a fellow named
Rlasgheck, said he'd glimpsed the men one
dav, vut no one clse had eyer secen ‘em."”

Don’t miss ¢ The Clue of the Eighth Chair ! ”’
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The schoolmaster toyed with the gold
watchehain which apanoed his watsteoat,

“Alhem!"” he zaid. " When Tracey dis-
appeared ”

“0One moment,” interposed Locke briskly.
“Let's have the Tull details from the begin-
ning. How long after Mr. Tracey’s visit was
it when young Tracey disappeared?”

Dr. Graham thought for a moment.

“Three days,” he said. *“The boy dis-
appeared on Saturday, the twenty-fourth of
this month. 1t was a half-holiday, and be

and his friend, William Blaszcheek of the
Fifth Form, went off together into the
countryside. Blazcheck took his camera with

the idea of obtainjng some znaps for a
forthcoming photographic competition. He is
an ardent member of the school photographic
aociety.

“At four-thirty in the afternoon, as they
werg returning along a little-frequented lane
towards the school, a motor-car drew up by
them. DBoth the occupants of the car were
heavily muffled and wore goggles, One man
presented a brace of pistols at Tracey and
Blaschieck, and told Blascheek to walk on for
a eouple of hundred yards without looking
back, Naturally, the hoy was exceedingly
frightened. He did as he was bidden. As he
walked he heard the car drive away, and,
when he looked round, the road wis entirely
deserted.”

“Ah," said Locke, "“that was the state-
ment that DBlascheck himszelf made to you
ol his return to the school, and which has
heen published in the papers.  Yon asked
him, of course, if he could deacribe the
men and the car?”

“Certainly. As you may imagine, the
hoy was wearly torrified out of his wita
hy having a pistoel pointed at him. He was
quite uuable to describe the car. But he
said the men were zlim and of medium
beight, The one who addressed him spoko
with an American accent.”

“That's just it!” boowmed Ford B. Tracey
from the depths of his chair. “If the two
sectundrels who took my son away weren't
Clhip Davaon and Ty Corchy. I'll sénd a gift
0" wallpaper to every hoszpital in London!
Besides, 've ot on me the note that arrived
at my hotel.”

He drew from his pocket a well-thumbed

letter gmd handed it to the deteetive. 16
read as follows:
“Ford B. Tracey. 8Sir,—We are holding

your son to ransom. Stnmp up £2,000, or his

life will pay the forfeit., We will give you

next week !—



Known all over the globe-the *‘‘ Tiger''!

till Saturdar, March 1he thirty-first, to raise
the dibs, Briog the money in  British
Treasury notes of one pound denomination
to the second milestone due west of Tanford
on Lhe Londow road. Be there at ten o'clock
prompt oo the night of the thirty-first, and
put the money dowh by the milestone. If
vou bring anyone with you or attempt any

trick, your own life as well as your son's

will pay the penalty. It is no use your

hunting for your hey, as we have got him

*I;'iht*r_f' all the police in Britain will not find
m."

The pote was written in block capitals, and
Lhe k{rnwlupc bore a South London post-
murk,

“The police tried to find ont who posted
that.” said Ford B. Tracey, “but there waa
nothivg doing. They're a dud lot—couldn't
even get on the track o' ihe ear ithat took
my son awav, And, =ay, what do you think
the crazy galoots want me to dot?”

“T think 1 can goess," replied Ferrers
Locke, smiling. “They want you to visit
the milestone and let a couple of 'tecs watch
in the neighbourhood.”

“Gee, that’s real cute o you, Mr. Locke!
That's just it. The hoohs want me to
double-croes the=e kidnapper=. Chip Davson
and Ty Cornby are too :zlick to he tricked
like that, helieve me, They'd fulfil the
threat they set down in this note of theirs—
kill Harry and me, too.”

Ferrers Locke closely examined the note
through a magnifving-giass.

“This was written with a fountain-pen,”
he remarked. “If vou will leave the letter
in my poassession I can make tests to dis-
cover the exact Kind of ink that was used,
as 1 presume the police have done. Now
give me a description of the missing boy."”

Ford B. Tracey did so, together with a
photo of the Tad and a euwlogy of his son's
cleverne=s, prowess in athletics, and moral

virtues, The detective and Jack Drake
examined the picture with interest. It re-
vealed a slim, good-looking lad of sixteen

who dil not, however, appear to possess the
phyzigue of aun athlete.

At the ¢nd of his recital of his son's
attributes the American said:

“Waal, Mr. Locke, you must excuse my
staying any longer: ['ve an appointment at
the Grand Metropolitan at twelve. 1 you'll
agree to take up this easze I'll pay yon your
own firure, and add five hundred pounds if
my #on's restored and his kidnappers are
behind bars by the thirty-first.”

“And should 1 fail te find y¥our son by
that day, Mr. Tracey—what, then®"

*Then,” replied the Wallpaper King, "1
fuess 1 shall have no oaption than to fall
in witin the terms of Davson and Cornbhy—
drat ‘em "

As Fond
Dr.
Ferrers
seat.

“Perhaps,
would accept

B. Tracey rose from his <¢halr,
Graham alse prepared to leave.  Buat
Locke ushered him back into his

Dr.
my

Graham.” he said, " vyon
hospitatity to luncheon?

You may be of some assistance to me in
this case.”
“1 should be delighted if T ean he of

auny help whatever, Neadless to say, 1 am
deeply grieved that sueh an—an untoward
occurrence shonld bhave befallen a pupil at
my school.”

When Sing-Sing had shown Mr. Tracey out,
the atmosphere of the consulting-room seemed
;lb]uut fitty per cent more guict and peace-
ul.

“Now, Dr. Graham.” said Ferrers Locke.
“T ecan yuite npderstend a father's opinion
of hia own flesh and blood, hot I shonld
like to have yours of young Tracey. Was
he the model youth his father made out?
1 douhbt .7

“Ahem! To be perfectly frauk, Mr. Locke,
I found Tracey zomewhat bhackward in his
studies. His doting father supplied him with
too much pocket-morey, and, naturally, the
hoy was always scexing wavs of spending
it. He waz helped to this end by Blascheek,
a vouth who ic even more backward thau
Tracey himself.”

“How did Tracey spend hiz money?”

“On luxuries and hooks.  Upon examina-
tiom I found his study full of hooks of
high!y-coloured adventures. Blascheck has
somewhat similar tastes, hence the friend-
ship of the two. This boy [ fear haz gaimned
for him=elf a rather unenviable reputation
for bullying.”

Ferrers Locke elosed his exves in thought
for a few seconds,

“1 think, Dr. Grabam,” he seid at leogth,
“I should like to start my investigations
at Bingham School fromm where Tracey set
out on his last fateful half-holiday jauot.
You could accept a boy for your Fifth Form,
I suppose?™

“Why, yes, Mr. Locke. But what—"

“Then I will send my sssistant, Jack Drake,
to school. Drake, how would von like to be
a schoolboy again?”

“Top-hole, sir!” cried the youngster en-
thusiastically,

“Goodd ! Then that’s settled. Now. Dr.
Graliam, could you arrange for me to come
4% o master for a few days?”

The Head of Bingham looked surprised,
but he answered readily enough.

“1 eould arrange that, teo, As it hap-
pens, my games master has been called to
the North of Secotland on urgent private
matters. Of course, 1 did wot intend to have
anyoue in his place, ag he willi only be away
for a few days. Bul you ecan come to
Bingham aud act «as games master for a few
days, with pleasvre. It would create no
great comment.”

“It's agreed, then. T think that Drake,
by associating with Blascheeck, may possibly
obtaipn a slight clue from his lips. Boys are
notoriously shy of the police or of any
official inquiry. And I've a fecling that
careful handling might indoce Master Hlas-
check to rememher some apparently slight
feature of the kidnappiong which may he of
Immense help in unravelling this puzzling
affair.”

“Quite so, Mr. Locke.
propoge to ecome?"

“f shall return with you if you are going
hack this afterncon. Drake zhall ¢ome down

When do yvou hoth
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Newcomers at Bingham !

HE worthy and venerable headmaster
of Bingham School—situated four
miles from the town of Tanford,
Sussex—sat at his desk in his private

study. By his side, garbed in a black gown
and mortar-board, stood a  tall, athletic
ficure. Thiz was the new games master,
Henry Lavery, alias Ferrers Locke, the

worlid’s preatest detective.

It was the mworning following the wvisit of
Dr. Graham and Mr. Tracey to the sleutl’s
abode in Baker Street. Bingham had been
rather surprised by the advent of the new
ma=ter.  But the hoys merely regarded the
pewecomer's appearance as a sign that their
former games master would be absent longer
than had heen expected. Moreover, those
of them who had caught o glimpse of Locke
voled the new man “a decent-looking sort "
who was not, however, likely to bhe easzily
impased upon.

“Well, Mr. Locke,” Dr. Grahom was =ay-

ing, *how——-"

“Lavery, if jou please, =it,” murmured
the detective.

“Yery well, Lavery.,” sail the Head
gravely., “How did you get on last night?

—It’s a real detective thriller !
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You were guite comiortable ip the guarters
that were prepared for you, iltri.lat"f"

“Quite, sir. 1 went for a long stroll last
night, and did not get back until late. I
walked as far as Tanford.”

Althongh he did oot trouble to mention
the fact, Locke had also found his way to the
spot where, as Blascheck had averred, Tracey
had heen kidnapped by the two motorists.
This was three miles from the school.

Az Dr. Graham was about to make some
comment, a knock on the study door sounded,
and a tall youth of about sevewtcen diffi-
dently entered the room.

“The Form master told me you wished to
interview me at ten o'clock, sir,” lLe sahl
to the Head.

Dr. Graham adjusted his pince-nez with
a [rown, as though trymg to recollect the
oceasion.

“Ahem !—ah, yez, Finden!"™ He opened a
drawer of his desk and took out an envelope.
Ferrersa Locke excused himself, and started
ftowards the door, but the Head restrained
him with a pesture.

“ Please don't go, Mr. Lo—Lavery,” he said.
“This is but u matter of ordinary school
routine.”

Theu, turning to the tall youth, he zaid:

“Finden, as a prefect, you should he fully
cognisant of the rules of the school relat-
ing to ‘out of bounds.! You know that it
is strictly against the law for any boy to
enter licensed premiges in the village of
DMacombe or any other hamlet or town in this
distriet.”

The prefect grew a shade paler.

“Why, ves, sir,” he said. " But—"

“Do not trouble to assert your innocence,
Finden,” said the headmaster stermly. 1
have the proof in this envelope that ¥You
were playing billiards in a hostelry koown
a8 the Coach and Man in Dacombe.”

The lips of the aceused youth trembled
perceptibly as Dr. Graham took a small
photograph from the envelope and extended
it towards him.

“The camera never lies, Finden,”' he said.
“Is not that you standing by that window
in your shirtsleeves, and with a ecue in your
hand %"

Finden looked at the photograph in blank
dismay.

s P | Yes, it s, sir! I—I was at the
Coach and Man last Haturday. 1t was the
only occasion.”

The Head took the photo from the youth's
nerveless fingers.

“That picture was zent me anonymously,”
he said. " But however much I may regret
the mean spirit of the person who took this
underband method of giving you away, |
cannot overlook the faet that you, a prefect,
have deliherately hroken the rules of the
achool. Your name will be erased from the
roll of prefects forthwith, and you are
‘ gated ' for the rest of the term. You may

o!"

EFimle_n, deathly white now, Ineclined his
head, turned about and staggered out of
the Head's dreaded sanctumn.

When he had gone Dr. Graham showed
Ferrers Locke the photo whiech had brought
about the downfall of the tall prefect.

“It is a remarkably good photograph, ah—
Lavery!” said the Head. “ And in my opinion
it was taken by one of the boyvs of this
school. 1 wish I knew by whom. Finden, 1
happen to know, is thoroughly disliked by a
section of the junior school, but I am sorry
that anvone should have -seen fit to take this
unsporting method of bringing bim to book."

As a matter of interest, Ferrers Locke took
the picture in his wand, and looked at it
elozely. To the right was a window and a
tall fignre in shirtsleeves, in profile. which
the sleuth had no difficulty in recognising as
Finden. To the left was the portion of the
outer wall of a building with some leitering
and a large clock.

“That must have been taken from the
pther side of the road in Dacombe [rom
which the Coach and Man is situated,” mur-
mured Dr. Geaham. 1 recognised the clock
immediately fds that just at the side of the
hilliards-room of the inn.” .

But the detective was regarding the picture
with an air of one whose thoughts were pre-
occupied with some problem of their own.

“Four-thirty ! he muttered, as though to
himself.  *“Four-thirty!  Wasn't that the
time given by DBlascheck when Tracey was
kidnapped near Tanfordi"”

Tue Macver Liprany.— Noo 794
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“It was  Bobt what bos that affair to do
with the case of Finden @~

“There iz no connection hvhﬁen them, as
far 25 1 am aware, Ur. Graham,” apswered
¥errers Locke, with a light Imlgh. “Omnly the
hands of this clock in the photo point to the
hour of balf-past Jour. Floden himself
admitted that he was in the Coach and Man
on Saturday last. Probably it is the merest
coincidenca that Tracey wns kidnapped at
the same time as the camera wa: recording
the indiscretions of the unfortunate Finden.”

“Ahem! Dear, dear!” murmured the Head.
“It is certainly’ a curious—hum !—coin-
cidence, Mr. Lo—Lavery. 5till, there can be
no significance in the matter. 1 will déstroy
the photo, and—"

“Please don't!"™ esald Ferrera Locke.
“There mayv be no special signilicance in the
matter, as you say. On the other hand, the
coincidence is sufficiently curious that it is
worth bearing in mind. With your permis-
gsion, Dr. Groham, I will take charge of this
photograph for the time being.”

“Uertainly, if you wish! But—ahem !—it 15

etting on for hall-past ten. The—ab—new
go Drake—I—ah—mean,
arrive at Dacombe Station at ten-tifty. 1
will proceed to carry out the instructions you
goave me.”

Ferrers Locke nodded, and the venerable
Head of Bingham School tounched n bell. A
short interval elapsed, and & pageboy
appeared.

“Send Blascheck to me."

A few minutes later & burly lad with
close-cropped, sandy hair entered the study.
He appeared cbnsiderably more ill at ease
than Finden had donre. Usually a summons
from the Head portended a severe caning lor
Bully Blascheck, who now wondered for
which of his many unlawful acts he had
been thus brought up “on the carpet.”

“Blascheck,” said Dir. Graham in a kindly
vpice, “1 wish you to go to Dacombe to
meet Derwent, a new boy, who will join the
Fifth Form. Stibbins may gn with you.”

Bully Hlascheck grinned like a Cheshlre
cut. Not only waa he intenzely relieved that
he was not to get a licking for anything,
but also he welcomed the opportunity of
missing gqlass that morning. He knew that
Stibbins, one of his cronies, would be Bgually
delighted.

“1 hope you will give Derwent o very
cordial  welcome,” Blascheck,”  aaid Dr.
Graliam, * After you have brought him here

for me to interview, you can help him to
shake down among his future Form-fellows."

“Yes, sir.”

“{(Mi, and one moment, Wlascheck! Mr.
Lavery, who has just joined my staff, wishes
to despatech  some important gregistergd
letters, You and Stihbins will show him the
Dacombe pnst-office before you proceed on
to the station.”

“Yes, alr.”

But thizs time Blascheeks tone was not
quite so enthusiastie. He had no wish to
have the company of a master on hiz jannt
with stibbins to the village. However,
flespite thiz fly In the ointment, Blascheck

i ,ﬁ\
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Derwent—shounid

went off in high spirits to find his fellow-
Fifth-Former, Stibhins.

Five minutes later Ferrers Locke, in the
company of the two boys, strode briskly
through the school gates and down the lane
leading to the village of Dacombe. Blas-
check poeinted out the post-office, and the
glauth thanked him and stepped inszide.
When, however, the two Fifth-Formers had
gone hurrying on to the station, Locke
emerged and atrolled cazually to the Coach
and Man Inn.

Casually he glanced up at the Luilding ana?
sdw the clock depicted in the photos whicl
had been the undoing of the prefect. The
proprietor of the inn was standing outside
tlif bnilding. Locke got into conversation
with him, and, while comparing his own
wateh, with the hig timeplece, managed tn
elicit the fact that the clock was nlways
kept correctly to time,

As the inokeeper went inzide hiz hostelry
to attend to a customer, Locke walked across
the road to a newsagenit's shop, where he
purchased =ome atationery. From the
appearance of the photograph, he was con-
vinced in hiz own mind that the apap bhad
been taken from the firat-floor window of
the newsagent's shop. But although by
gentle insinuation he tried to pump the news-
agent, Suooks, the man refused to be drawn.

Meantime, while Ferrers Locke was
amuzing himsell with what appeared to be
gquite a side issue of the case, William Blas-
cheek and Jame: Stibbins  reached the
gtation. The train came in promptly to time,
ns it happened, and they watched curiously
for the new boy they had been sent to mert.
They bad no dificalty in discerning thelr
quarry, as only one person stepped from the
train, save for the uniformed guard.

The neweomer waa a lad of about RBias.
check's own height. He was dressed in on
smart Eton suit and cap, and carried an
m-e[t:nat and n bag marked with the initials,
“J. D"

Blascheck thrust his hands  Into
pockets, and strolled up to the neweomer,

“Hallo!" he grunted in an insolent tone.
“You're the new kid for Bingham, [ suppose?
Pick up your traps!™’

Without a word, Jack Drake—<for it was
he—picked wp his bag and followed Blas-
check and Stibbins from the station, As
they went through the village, both the
Bingham boyz gquestioned Drake with the air
of prefects addressing a new fag. But the
voung detective answered their queries good-
humouredly, though inwardly he was laugh-
ing at the check of the couple, either of
whom he could have licked with one hand.
None suspected that Ferrers Locke was
wabtching them from the interior of a hosier's
shop, which he had entered on the pretext
of purchasing some handkerchiefs.

Just after passing the Coach and Man
Inn, William Blascheck halted suddeniy.

Pris

“My annb!™ he muttered. “1'd almost for-
gotten. I've got to buy a packet of en-
velopes. You go on, Stibby, with the new
kid!”

someliow, as Blascheck hastened back and
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dived into the newsagent’s shop, Drake knew
that the Fifth-Former had lied.

When, hualf a minute Inter,
caught them up, he said:

“Look here, Derwent, 1 and my pal Stibby
have our own affairs to discuzs. You can
drop back about twenty vards, and follow
us. If 1 whistle, double along and cateh ns
up agaln—and be slippy, too, anlez:z von are
looking for a licking !’

It took the greatest effort on the part of
Jack Drake to restrain his inclination to give
the cheeky schoolboy a sudden and 2evere
“hiff.”  But in Locke's service he had been
schooled to control his feelings while en-
gaged wupon important buzinesz, and he
meekly did as he was requested.

Having asaured themselves that the "new
kid " was about the allotted distance behind
them, Blascheck and Stibbins slowed down
tn a snail’s erawl. It wasz clear that pneither
of the worthies were in any hurry to get
hack to schnool.

Hearing brizsk fontsteps to the rear of him,
Jack Drake glanced hack to see a tall, athlotic
figure in bortar-board and gown hurrying up.
At firat he did not recognize his chief. When
he did, he merely contented himself with
raising hiz cap politely, as any boy would
do in the presence of a master.

"Drake,” whispered Ferrera Locke, as ha
came #abreast of the boy, * Blascheck was
handed a stamped letter over the counter by
the neWwsagent. [ want you to fnd out the
comtents of that letter if you ecan™

Theu, in & few words, he put hiz assistant
wize to what had occurred zinece his advent
at the school on the previous day. even
mentioning the case of the prefect Finden.
Drake, i response to Locke's inguiry, told
the detective of Blascheck's whim that he
should walk  behind  the mighty Fifth-
Formers:,

There was a merry twinkle in the eye of
Ferrers Locke ns he hastened to cateh up
with the precions couple.

“Ha, bovs!" he cried cheerily. “It's a
splendid morning for exercise, isn't it? You
both look athletie feilows., We'll have a run
back to school and see if we can't do it
under five minutes flat. Here, give me your
bag, Derwent! That shall be my hamdicap.”

Croaning voder their breath, Wlascheek
md Stibbhin: bad no option but to obey the

“master.”’

Ferrers Locke set the pace—a cood, last,
loping trot. Dirake, always in the pink of
coudition kept level with him. Not to bae
outdone by the pew kid, Blascheck and
Stibhins plodded along gamely. When at
length the schoo!l hove in sight, the pair
were running with perspiration and panting
and grunting like porpolses.

“Now!" ecrieill Locke.
athool gates, boys ™

Blascheek and Stibhinsg respomlded, while
Drake sprinted over the remaining streteh of
road like a hare. As he halted at the schonl
rates the Fifth-Formers staggered up red-
faced, and with bellows to mend, to drop,
paaping, at his feet.

Blazcheek

wee vou to the

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Clue of the Negative!

HEN, a few minutes later, the four
WEPR inaide the  achoolhiouse,
Ferrera Locke, in hiz role of

master, =ent Stibbhins to the Fifth-
Form eclass-room.

“You, Blascheck,” he said,
along to Dr. Graham!”

Blascheck did =0, and from the Head,
hud made & previouz arrangement with
Locke, he learnt that the new hoy was to
ahare his study in the place of Tracey for
the time being,

“You can zhow Derwent the study now,
Blascheek,” gaid Dr. Graham; “then you
may proceed to vour-Form™

Not at a2ll pleased at having the new lad
thrust upon him, Blascheck nevertheleazz took
Dirake to hiz study, and told him bruaguely
too unpack his gear. While Drake waz dning
gn, the TFifth-Former turned his back and
drew A stamped envelope from his pocket.

“take Derwent

Wi

Drake, with an eyve on his companion,
gueszed it was the letter Blazscheck hnd
received in so furtive a fashion from the

newsagent in Dacombe,
A=z Blascheck appeared to finizh reading

Ferrers Locke is confronted with a most complex case—
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the letter, Drake got up suddenlv and threw
vjpen the door.

tsomecne called, I think,” he said. Then
aloud, he cried: " All right, sir! 1'Il telf
him !

Turning to Plascheck again, he said: " Mr.
Livery's wanting you.”

But Blaseheek was not to be panicked into
any hasty action.

“Let him wait!” he growled.

Very carcfully he laid some newspaper in
the firccerate. Striking a match, he lighted
thiz, Then he placed the letter full into
the Aames, and watched it blaze up.

With a sudden bound, Dvake piaszhed the
Fiith-Former violently away.

“Look out., you erazy ass!” he eried,
suntching the burning paper from the grate.
“Do you want to set the chimnev vi flre?*’

He =tamped the paper out with his foot,
leaving the

: ~ charred remnants of paper
smoulderiiig in the fender.
“You cheeky Rid!" snapped Blaseheel

savagely. “1've a good mind to give vou »
thumping good hiding for bumping into me!
Wait till i've seen Lavery!”

Having satisfied himself with a glanee
that there was practically nothing left of
the letter he desired to destrov, he left the
rooni. As lils footsteps died away, Drake
bent down and rummaged quiekly among th
burnt scraps cof paper. A portion of the
nhewspaper had escaped the fire, but only one
tiny serap of the letter. This Drake hastily
slipped between the leaves of his notebiook to
examine at his lelsure.

Hardly had he done this when Blascheek
returned.

“Od Lavery wasn't in Liz reom.” he said
“Yon mnst have been mistaken about hear
ing him calling—uenless that was vour idea of
n jape! Lucky for vou I ean't stop now
['m going along to elasz. You can stop here
and get your gear straight. 1°10 deal with
you latep ™

When Rlascheck had gone, Drake hastil:
finished his unpacking. The possibility tha!
Hascheek had heen bribed by the pair of
American crooks to lead Tracey into a trap
wias now to the forefront of hiz mind. 1
therefore began a search of the study.

S0 engrossed did he become in his sell
appointed task that he failed to notice the
paszage of time. It wos noon when, havine
made a fruitless hunt through the rest of
the study furniture, he found himeelf cen
fronted by a small locked drawer in Blas-
check's desk. Taking a skeleton-key from
his pocket, he managed to unlock it after a
little manipulation.

Only some old excreise-books zeemed to be
in  thiz dusty drawer at first, until n
thorough search”™ revealed a quarter-plate
photo negative. But before he had a chance
to look at the negative, he heard footsteps
approaching. Without a moment's hesita-
tion, the Loy dropped the negative into his
coat-pocket and shut the drawer quietly.
Then he dropped down on hizs kneez, anid
began sorting over a few of his hooks which
he had taken out of his swit-case. He was
onlv just in time, for Blascheck and Stibbins
cntered the study.

* fallo! Haven't you finished straighten-
ing your gear yet, new kid?" Hlascheek said.
“I hoped to find you here. I'm going
to Hek you for trying to make a fool of me.”

He picked up a wooden ruler from the
study table., and ecurtly ordered Drake to
“hold out his hand.”

Dirake did put it ont—with clenched fist—
and more suddenly than Blaschieck expected.
The blow caught the bully on the chest, and
Blascheck reeled back, knocking Stibbins
head over heels into the eoal-scuttle. Then,
before the two could recover from their sur-
prise, Jack Drake., with a merry laugh,
darted gaily from the study.

He found Ferrers Locke surrounded by a
group of healthy young Bingham boys at
the end of the passage-wayv.

“Please, sir,”" said Drake, diffidently
approaching. “I—I'm the new boy Derwent.
11 play footer, and——""

“Ah, then T don't supposze your name Is
on the lists Dr. Graham gave me,” =aid
Locke. “Come along to my room, my boy.”

And little did the other juniors guess that
the master and boy who walked off together
were the world's greatest detective amd his
famous young assistant.

Ferrers Locke shut the door of his room

—bhut his
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With a sudden bound Drake pushed the Fifth-Former violenfly away. *‘ Look
out, you ass ! ’* he eried, snatching the burning paper from the grate.
you want to set the chimney on fire ? >’ (See Chapter 3.)

L Dﬂ

after e had uszhered Drake
plugged the keyhole,
“Now, my boy!™ he
luck ¥
For answer Drake drew out his notehook
and revealed the secrap of paper whieh he
had rescuoed from the fire lighted by

Hlascheck,
“You did well

inzide, and

murmuréd. “ What

“H'm!" ejacnlated Locke.
to get even this, my boy."

Together they examined the scrap which 1s
reproduced here:

“Crumba !

muttered
wrinkled in perplexity.
to learn much from that, sir.”

For some time Locke =aid nothing.
he took from his pocket the letter demand.

Drake, his hrow
“We're mnot likely

Then

ing the ransom, which he had borrgwed
from Ford B. Tracey on the occasion of the
latter's visit to Baker Street. He placed this
side by side with the scrap of paper, and
e:ltamined both under a powerful magnifying-
glasa,

“There's not a doubt about it!” he =zaid,
looking up. “The kidnapper's letter and the
letter to Rlascheck were written with the
same fountain-pen and with the same thin
kind of ink. That iz a eurious eircumstanes.”

“1t looks to me, s=ir,” said Drake, *that
thizs chap Blascheck has been the tool for
the scoundrels who Kidnapped Tracey.”

LLocke neither agreed nor disagreed with
this theory. He rose amd took up a diree-
tory of Tanford and the villages in the Bing-
ham locality. Opening ¥, he ran his finger
down the zection containing the list of hotels
and Inns. There was a =mile of trivmph on
his keen, elever face as he looked up to Lis
young assistant again.,

“Al, here we have it, my bay—the clue to
the mysterious letter Blascheck received.
The upper two words—or, rather, portions of
words—on the scrap of paper are part of
the name Yellow Bull, which is a hostelry in
Tanford. That immediately suggests to me
that the figure on the lower line refers to
a ‘ hundred up,” an expression, as vou know,
commonly used in billiards. It is possible

.,

that someome has Invited Blascheck to the
Yellow Bull for a * hundred up. You must
make it your duty to shadow Blascheck, my
hoy., But do not go inside the inn or let him
become aware that he is belng followed.”

“My hat, you're a giddy marvel, sir!”
exclaimed Drake. “ By the way, 1 found
this tucked away in his desk.”

He handed Locke thie photographic nega-
tive, and the sleuth emitted a low whistle,
It was the negative from which the photo-
graph of Finden had heen taken!

"Ry Jove, this iz imporiagt!” said Ferrers
Locke, " Undoubtedly it was Blascheck him-
self whe took the picture of Finden. It
is the time—four-thirty—which is repistered
hy the clgek in the picture which iz so im-
portaut. The inokeeper told me that cloek
has alwava been kept right. Yet this is the
time that Blascheck said Tracey was kid-
napped three miles along a road in the
opposite direction from the school. I'll have
another shot at pumping that newsagent
fellow,”

Locke was as good as his word.
successfully  did

And 20
he perform hi=s task that
he discovered that Blascheck alone had
visited the shop to secure the photo of
Finden, whom he hated.

Jack Drake meantime shadoweéd Blascheck
in the spare time he had mway from class,
Om the Friday evening he was ahle to report
to Locke that Blascheck had indeed visited
the Yellow Ball at Tanford.

“"Thanks, my bov,” Locke said: "“the case
is a8 good as finished,”

And he went to the Head's private study,
where he put a trunk telephone call through
to the Grand Metropolitan Hotel.

“Mr. Tracey,” he gaid over the wires,
"to-morrow night at tem o'clack you must
put the ransom at the apot arranged in the
letter sent to you if you want your son
back., Afterwards proceed fto the Yellow Bull
Hotel in Tanford, where I shall meet you.”

“Then you have {failed!™ came through
Lhe telephone-receiver in a nassl groan.
“However, I guess I'll meet you in Tanford
and pay you your fees.”

"Thank you,” replied Locke quietly. “Au
revoir!" And as he hung up the receiver
he gave a satisfied chuckle.

It was dusk on Saturday evening. Leav-
Ing his young assistant to the tazk of shadow-
ing Blascheck, the detective made his way

(Continued on page 28.)

master-mind proves equal to the occasion !
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HE usual weekly meeting of the Grey-

friars Parlisment opened up with a

short speech from the Apeaker

detailing briefly the number of
subjects to come under diseussion.

In the middle of his address $hae Speaker
was compelled to call a halt, for the rowdi-
nesa amongst the lower portion of the House
--that occupied by the hon. members of the
Second Form—was such as to drown effectu-
ally any attempts at oration.

The Speaker: “I would request that the
hon. members of the Lower Bench ob:crved
the golden rule of silence——"

Severisl members: “Hear, hear!™

Mr. DIicky Nugent: “Why don't jou
ohserve it vourself ¥

Mr. Coker (angrilyy: “Order!”

Measrs. Nugenty, Myers, and Tubb (in
unison): “Go and fry yvour face, Coker!”

Mr. Coker: “Mr. these young

Speaker,
sweeps of the Second sll:ﬁuld be barred from
the House. You beard what they said?

The Speaker: “The bhou. member, Mr,
Coker, asked for it. It is the duty of the
speaker to rule this Houwse—not the hon.
mwembers !

Expressive snort from Mr. Coker, duly
echoed by his confreres, Mesasre, Potter and
Lircene,

The Speaker (zevercly): “If there is any
furthier disturbapce from the Lower Bunnﬁ
U shall deem it my unpleazant duty to
refjuest. those hon. members who are respon-
sible for it to leave the House.”

Mr, Coker: “Why can't you =ay you'll
chuck "em out? They're no blessed poomd,
anyway! Look at Gatty—eating toffee! I
ask you, Mr. Speaker, Is it good for the
dignity of this House that its junior
membera should turn the place into a
common tuckshop? This ia the place wlhcre
one has to think—mnot eat!”

Yoice from the Lower Bench: “What on
earth are you deuing here, then, fathead?”
{Laughter.)

Mr. Coker (rising to hia fect): “If you
won't make an example, Mr. Speaker, I'll
take it upon myseli to do the community
a service!"

Mr. Dicky Nugent: “Good! He is golng
to leave us In peace. Shut the door Lehind
You, Ceker!"” (Laughter.)

The Speaker (severely):
Please!”

Several members: “ 8it down, Coker!”

Mr. Coker (in, warlike attitude): “Wha's
telling me to sit down? I'll jully well stand
il T want to——a"

Mr. Myers; “Your blessed fect are large
enongi, anyway!"

. i';l_‘ulli. all parte of the House: “Ha, ha

"

The speaker (fravtically): “Gentilemen, 1
beseech you to be—"

The Lower Bench, as one man: "Come off
it, Wharton! Those stunts might work with
the Remove, but they eut no ice with uz.
Give your chin a rest!”

Blr. Coker: "Let me get at ‘em!”

The Lower Beoch: “Come on, then, fat-
head! We'll mop up the floor with vou'"
That genial “im‘ﬂ-atiun " eould best bo
likened unto the application of a lighted
match to a barrel of gunpowder. Tt was use-
less for the Speaker to call for order. The
memibers of the Lower Bench had entered
the Honse in search of trouble—and they
looked like meeting {t!

Mr. Coker's voice was ralsed above all
others. The mighty Horace, who bad a way
all hiz own of dealing with recaleitrant fags,
ahed, as it were, his last garment of dignity,
and charged headlong at the junior portion
of the House.

Whiz!

An orange, 0 well matured that even a
ravenous Second-Former could find no better
use for it, flew in a deadly straight line for
the head of Horace Coker. And its fight
wius the signal for a regular bombardment
of sundry other edibles of doubtful origin,

i

"Urder—order,
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Crash! Whiz! Crazsh!

“Yowp! Ow—wow! Gronugh!”

Horace Coker, mighty man of valour
thiough he waz, could not advance in
face of such oppositlon. He staggered
wildly under that bombardment, elutche:
for support, and fell. Like the cohorts of
old, the Se¢cond-Formers swept down upon
their old enemy with an ear-splitting whoop
of triumph. DPotter and Greene, who had
rushed forward to assist their fallen chief,
came in for a rongh handling at the hands
—and fists—of the exubcrant juniors; and
ere two minutes had elapsed they were
adding their yells to these of the mighty
Horace—on the Bopr!

“My hat!"” exelaimed Wharton., *“ What
a din! Thiz blessed row will bring a dozen
prefects on the scenc! 1 think it's about
time we took a hand., Pile in, chaps!'”

The “chaps " pecded no sccond bidding.
With ome accord they rushed towards the
struggling heap of humanity on the floor,
and commenced to bhaul off the fags of the
Second by the simple process of grabbing
them by the scroff of the neck—a process
3'.}']""" added cousiderably to the prevailing
in.

But if they expected the mombers of the
Lower Bench to give in without a struggle,
they were doomod to disappointment. Dicky
Nugent nnd his merry crowd of followers had
enterced the House well armed. As if from
nowhere a dozen bad eggs and over-ripe

fags, but only for a sccond. The next, and
thiy were specding towards the crowd of
Removites in a showering [usillade,

“Yowp!”

“Grrogouuggh!”

"Oh—ow! Stoppit! Yarooh!"

The marksmen of the Second were well
in form, Removites dropped like so many
nineping under that terrific fire.

Only one person in the House was un-
affected by the disturbance, sl that was
Lord Mauleverer., The schoolboy earl was
stretchied out on a beuch just bepeath the
window, snoring tranguilly. Temple, Dabney,
and ¥Fry of the Upper Forth surveved the
procecdings with digdainful grimaces, and
cndeavoured to fight thelr way to the door
-t A very easy task.

“"Backs to the wall, Sccond!™ Dleky
Nugent was velling, “We'll show ‘em whab
we're made of! Take that, Franky!”

“That "' was a wvery stale epg, and it
caught Dicky's major fairly on the point of
the chin, Followed a wild howl and a erash ;
Rnother of the enemy was rendered hors de
combat—for the time being, at auy rate.

The House now resembled a miniature
hattlefleld. Coker had scrambled to his feet
and was rushing into the fray with renewed
vigour, His face was a picture. The yolks
of several egus gave a vivid touch of colour
to his bectroot complexion, whilst the juice
of several oranges and tomatocs, plentifully
sprinkled with both red and black ink, com-
Meted a fair fmitation of a Futerist land-
seape.  His stndy-mates, Potter and Green,
proacoted much tue some type of plecture—
only more 5ol

Harry Wharion & Co. were havine the
tussle of their Hves, DBacks against the
wall, the Second-T'ormers peited all who came
within rangs; and the toll was heavy,

“Back ap, vyou fellows!” spluttered Whar-
ton, who was endeavonring to clear his
vision of the remupants of an orange. * Rush

rm

“Yah'!" hooted Dicky
“Try it on! Plenty muore
came from, old scout!”

“Altogether - go!” commanded the leader
of the Famouz Five, who had now mustered
tus foreea. “Collar the cheeky young cobs!”

Tho Removites caught hald of any missiles
that coame to hand—chiefly those which had

Nugent deliantly.
where that onre

already been used against them—and onee
again the nir wias thick with edibles which

RS PARLIAMENT!

oranges appeared in the grubby hands of the

TR AT T

had been placed in the balance and found
wanting, eo to speak.

A chorns of "cheers, catscalls, and hooing
fzsued from the ranka of the valiant Becond-
Formers, f{ollowed by & heavy counter-
attack.

In the midst of the seufMe a piercing yell
woent up from the region of the door, It
proceeded  from  the dignifled Reginald
Temple of the Upper Fourth, who had chosen
for his intended exit from the scene of
operations an unfortunate moment. He
stuggercd under the impact of two stale eggs,
. e & his surprise and consternation
i a manner most unhecoming to such an
illustrious member of the Upper Fourth :

“Yaroooh! Wow! Yooop!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Hostuilinies  ceased for the moment, and
both factions displayed their appreciation
of Temple's little effort in & roar of
laughter.  Spluttering wildly, Temple swayed
digzily wpon his feet.

“ Who—ow ! —dared  to — yowp ! — t-throw
those ezez?" he feebly demanded.

“"One of them came from me, Temple, old
bird!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“And the other came from me! crinne
Dicky Nugent. “You are quite welcome
to it."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'll skin you. you
Temple savagely,

He took a rapid stride forvard with the
inteution of putting his threat into practice,
bute a sigpibeant glance passed hetween
Dicky Nugent and hiz bhand of followers,
Ten grubby bands  grabbed at  anythiog
within reach, and a perfect shower of articles
gped in the direction of Reginald Temple.
Checring and  yelling, the HBecond-Formers
pelied the enraged junior of the Upper
Fourth, and Harry Wharton & Co. added to
the nwise by tucir uncontrolled laughter,

“Boys!”

In the, midst of the bombardment no one
poticed the arrival of the Head, who stood
petrificd with amazement in the doorway.

“Boys, what doecz this mean¥ Bless my

Httle beast!” roared

soul! Stop at onece! Do you hear? Stop!”
“Give him  another ronnd!” roared the
voice of Dieky Nugent. “ All together! Oune,

twn, three—go!”

Crash! Wallop! Whix!

"Boys—yvowp! Oh, d-d-dear! B-Lub-bless
my =oul'!"

Fumyp!

The luckless Temple reccived a  gooadly
portion  of that bombardment, but e
managed to dodge the greater part of il
Tho revercud Head, however, wag not &0
fortunate, A peculiar Fate had ordained
that he =hwuld be in a direct line with

Beginalid Temple, and that same Fate bad
decreed that whatsoever pazsed the Fourth-
Former by szhonld not e wasted. Every
articie was destined to find a billet, apd ju
thiz ease the hillet was Dr, Locke himself.,

Gasping and spluttering 83 several eggs
splashed over his features and clothes, the
Head enliapsed in a twisted heap upon the
floor. Amd when the hilavious juniors saw
the magnibuwde of their offence, a pin might
have been heard to drop, so tense was the
sitenee.  Harry Wharton was the first to
break it

“O erumba !t he muttered, horror-stricken,
" The—the Head!”

Starting forward, followed elaszely hy Bohb
Cherry and the remainder of the Co., Harr
reached the side of the prostrate lead-
master,

"We--we—we're awfully sorry, sirl” stui-
tercd the leader of the Famous Five. " We
d-d-didn't k-know v-you were in the donr-
way, sir—i-did we, you chaps?"

“Nunno!” gasped the Co. in unison.

“Grooungh!  Oubtrageons—owp ! mumibled
Dr. Locke, who had not recovered from that
unexpected attack. * Assaniting your head-
master! Twoheard of ! Groouwugh!”
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“Let me assist you to your feet, sir,”
said.- Wharton, politely ffering his arm.

But the dignity of sueh am august per-
sonage a8 the Head of Greyfriars had sue-
taimed such & bhlow that, for onece in a way,
Dr. lLovke was positively uugracious.  He
swept Wharton's arm aside and serambled
to his feet unaided, his eyes—all that could
he scen of them through a flm of egg volk,
ete.—gleamed with righteous wrath.

“Boys!" he thundered, and every
quaked in his shoes, “How dare you!
dare you!”

. Harry Wharton, feeling that it was up
to him to explain, commenced a spasmodic
statement of the facts: but Dr. Locke was
in o mood to listem to him. He torped
upon him furiously.

“1 have heard epough, Wharton,” he
rajiped. “Your excuse only adds to the
cnormity of the offence "—which was a trifle
unjust, but, in the circumstances, perfectly
nuderstandable.

“If yow please, sir,” commenced Dicky
Nugent, coming forward somewhat nervously,
it was our faualt, sir—usz Sccond-Formers,”
he added hastily, “The fun—ahem!--I mean
the accidend, sir—started at the hegmning
of the meeting of the Greviriar- Parliament.
We came into the House with the ahem'—
intention of a rag, apd—="

“ludeed!” was the Head's sareastie re-
mark. “Then it is full time that this—er—
tareylriars Parliament, as you call it, shonld
he  aholished. If such au experience as [
have met with to-day at the hands of you—
er—hou. members iz a sample of the husiness
of this—er—House, then the sooner this par-
ltament—abem !—iz out of power the better!™

Tle jaw of every junior Jdropped as one
matr.  This, indeed, was retribution of a
heavy kind.

Harry Wharton stepped forward.

“But, sir,” he expostulated, " the speeches!
What is to become of all those speeches
which have been selected for dehate?
Readers will be expecting prizes and—"

“That is no affair of mine. Wharton !™
snapped the Head a trifke noreasomahly.
* Throueh your own mismanagement of aWairs,
resulting in » perzonal and savage attack
upon  your headmaster, this—er —-House is

jumnior
How

closed. You understand? A parliament,
indeed! A common hear-carden would be
a4 more fAtting description.”

“Oh dear!” murmured Dicky Nuogent
miserably.

“Every hoy present.” went om the rasping
voice of Dr. Loeke, “will write out a

hundred lines from Virgil, and will he gated
for a month.”

The Head swept hLis gimlet eyes over the
whole assembly, and then turned on his heel.
At the doorway he pauwsed,

“Wharton !”

“Yes-es, sir!"

“You fully understand that this Greyfriars
Parliament must po longer continue.”

“Ye-es, sir!” answered the leader of the
Famous Five.

“Yery well, Wharbon ; 1 shall lwok ta you
to see that my orders are obeyed.”

The majestie fAgure of the Head
ot of the Honse,

The moment his footsteps had died away
along the passage a scething bubble of com-
ments, groans, amd rebukes rent the air.
Harry Wharton & Co. told Horace Coker
apd the Second-Formers exactly what they
thought of them without mincing words,

Thus was the passing of the Greylriars
Parliament.

But in his earerness to put himself right
with those readers of the = Magoet " whosze
speeches had already been accepted hy the
Editor, Harry Wharton wrote a lengthy
letter of explanation, placing the hlame of
the whole affair upon his own  showlders
in cousequence of his ipability to conduet
the affairs of the House in the way they
should go. He finished his epistle with a
reguest that the Editor would see  that
justice was dome in the matter of suceessiul
speeches which were now, alack, upomn the
"F-h’l._‘.rf r:-!

A telegram came for the
Famous Five the followiag morning. 1t ran:

“Hard lines re abolition of Parliament.
Take comfort:

rustled

‘Maropet ' from week to week, and the usual
moncy prizes awarded.—The Editor.”

' THE END.

leader of the

readers’ suecessiul speeches
will he published in the Chat page of the |

terrific! 4
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THE WIRELESS DICTIONARY
FOR BOYS.

(Continued frem poge 21.)

ST PRI TN AR TR
connected in series—that is, the positive
terminal of one cell is connected to the
negalive terminal of the next cell—the
total E.M.F. is 1.5 x 20 eguals 30 volts.
The internal resistance of each cell 18
0.15 ohuns, giving a total resistance from
C to A of .15 » 20 which eguals 3 ohms.
- Now, to ascertain the current flowing
through the circuit we must apply ohws
law which 1s:

T
limninin

Electromotive -foree

Current = —— ¢ istance 4
The resistance must be the total resistance
of the crcuit, including the internal re-
sistance of the battery. The E.M.F.
equals 30 volts, and the total resistance 1s
A B equals 3 ohms, BB C equals 4 ohms,
and (© A equals 3 ohms, which gives a
total resistance of 3-4-3, which eguals
10 ohms. Thus the

Current =} =3 Amperes.

The current flowing through the cir-
cuit 15 therefore three ampercs, and this
current 15 the same at any part of the
circuit. There are 3 amperes flowmg
from A to B, from B t{o U, and from C to
A. We are aleo able to learn by ohms law
the voltage required to push the current
from A to B, from B to C, and from
(> to A. This will alse give us the drop
in pressure at the points A, B, and C,

(Thiz wonderful dictionary will be ocon-
tinwed In our next issue. Readers who
are keen followers of wireless should
make a pomt of keeping ihese srticles
handy, so that they can read siraight on

from artwle to article)
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TRACKING DOWN
TRAGEY!

{ Continuwed from page 25.)
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second milestone on the Tanford—
London road,  Instead of walking up the
dughway atself, he furtively «¢rept alopg
hedges: and among gorse, -
# small entrencinng tool such as was used
by the infantry in the Great War.,  Also he
Iiad o revolver stowed in his hap-pocket.

I
]

I

too the

The gorze near the milestone was rathers

sparse.  But Locke quickly and quietly dug
him=elf a small pit behind some thin bushes
#0 that he could see without himself being
keen.  Then, well wrapped up in” his over-
coit, he settled himz=elf down to wait.

‘At ten o'clock- prompt he saw a barly
figure approach and deposit a sealed  packet
Deliind the milestone.” “Then the Figure went
ol in the direction of Tanlord.

“There goez old Pa Tracey—two thousand
{ulirr_ui.ﬂ the poorer!” thouglit Locke to him-
F-d i I

The minutes pazsed. Then a youthful
ficure emerged from some gorse on the Tan-
tord side of the nilestone. ” Going to the
stone, the neweomer dropped on one knee
and picked up the _sealed packet. Imme-

diately Locke crept out of his hiding-place
and approached the fellow, whoze back was

Then he stood like a gaunt
i hand, waiting for the

turned to hitm.
spectre, revolver
fignure to rize.

SBlowly the fellow got up and faced about.
aud a hoarse gasp left his lipa as he  found
himself confronting the immovable figure of
the sleuth.

With him he had

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

. Sliosh! Wihi —who are
shoot ! Ded-don't shoot !
Ferrers Locke extended his left hand palm

upwaris,

“Give me  that  packet, Harry  Ford
Tracey!" said Locke slowly and deliberately.
“Your father iz a wealthy man, but he ean't
afford to lose that., Al, thank you! Now
promise to come quietly back with me to the
Yellow Bull Hotel”

The yonpgster gave a stattering assent.

D-d-don't

Y7

¥

“There's no need to he alarmed,” said
Locke.  “This revolver -isn't loaded, I°11 put
it away. It wouldn't look well to carry it

openly into Tanford.”

Togetier they marched into the Yellow
Bull Hotel at Tanford, where Mr. Tracey
was walting, He started to question Locke
at the rate of a hundred words a minute,
but the detective led the way into a private
room which he had engaged. 7

“Yes, Mr. Tracey,” he said, “1 am glad
that your son is-restored to you. And here
is the packet you so carelessly left Iving
abont mear thevrhilestone.  You micht have
lost it, you know.”

“By gum!" gaspod the Wallpaper Rine.
“ You're wondecful; sir!” I thonzht the kid
nappers had taken that.” |

“The kidnapper tried  to,”
“*Ask. him! :
hims=elf,"”

Mr. Ford B. Tracey sank floundering in a
chair, gasping like a stranded goldfish.

“1'm. afraid,” went on  Ferrers - Locke
gravely, “your =zon isn't by any means the
model youth you have helicved him to be.
He had o bad eompanion cealled William
Blascheck, who may have helped to lead
him “astray. What the lads obviounsly in-
tended to do was to get a goodly sum of
money out of you amd go abroad in search

] saild  Locke
You see, vour son kKidoapped

i

-

of adventure.- Roth bovs, 1 discovered, were
Eeen on books of wildly improbable fiction.

My voung as:istant Drake has been shadow-
g Blascheck, who 4s probably waiting at
Tancord Station for thiz lad to how up with
the plunder.”

XYoung Tracey dropped in aseat and Daried
his face in hiz hands,

“It’s true! It's.true—every word of it!™
he groaned. " You didn’t let me have ‘enough
money, pop, and =0 Blaschieck and I hit
on this scheme for getting some.  We played
ot the notion® thint there was a conple o
crooks after me. "As far as 1 kiow, Chick
Davson and Ty Cornby aren't in this country.
It was all lics about my havieg ‘seen 'em,
1 EIUIlJ!}' left Blascheek last Saturday after-
noon as we had arranged, made some changes
In my appearabcee, and got a joh as hilliards-
marker in thi¥verd fiotél until we should
collar the cash.”

Then for five minutes Pa Tracey spoke his
mind without stopping for hreath.

“And, gee-whiz,” he eonclided, “1I'1 take
you right back to 1"l olil Chicawo with me,
you young ecrook,.sod put vou to work in
one of my wallpaper factories!”

Having receéived a handsome reward from
the “American, Locke [wint  to  Tanford
Station, wihere,ssure enough,” he found Drake
keeping an eye on Blaschegk, who “was be-
pinming to wonder whiat | had  detained  his
fellow  conspirator. Locke took. the orest-
4allen lud back to the school, from which he
wias expelled later by Dr. Graham.

"A mosat interesting | little case,”  was
Locke's comment to Drake, "1 have dealt
with Kidnapping stunts before, but it is the
first case I've tuckled in _which the. kid-
napped person was also the kidnapper?”

THE END.

(Next Monday s- coinplite story of the
world-famous detective iz one of the finest
Mr. Owen Conquest has éver written., Make
a note of the title; “The 'lue of the
Eighth Chair!')
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TERMS ever put before the British Publio
by one of LONDON'S OLDEST-ESTAE-

400

MODEL.

d.

only

Free

s | Watch.

An absolutely FREE Qift %
of a Solid 8ilver English =TS

_ Hall-marked Double Curb Albert,
Ay with Seal attached, given FREE with every
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overwinding.

Specification : Gents’ Fuil-size
Keyleas Lever Watch, improved
action; fitted patent recoil click, pre-
venting breakage of mainspring by

10 YEARS' WARRANTY.

=
e

N BN NN NN EN R

more.

if dissatisfied.

i

B 3ent on_receipt of 6d. de-
posit ; after, approval, send 1/6
1 The balance may then be
pald by 9 monthly payments of
2{- each. -. Cazh refunded in full
dend 6d. now to

J. A. DAVIS & CO.

(Dept. B7), 26, Denmark Hill,
London, 8.E.5.

g 12 ‘imﬁm

isall you pay for our No. 400A lady's ]
oF gemtienmman's Mead Marve! —
the fnest cycles ever offered om
~such exgceptinnallyeasy terms. Built
to stand hard wear, . Brilliantly|
plated: richly enamelled, exqui-i
sitely lined in two colours. Sent
packed free, carriage paid on
15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL,

Fully warranted, Promptdélivery
Mbney refunded if dissatisfied,
Big lLargains in  slightly factory
sotled mounts. Tyres and
Accessories 334% below shop
prices.. Buy direct from: the
factory and save pounds.

How a seven-year-old MEAD
which had traversed 75,000 miles,
beat 650 up-te-date moachines and
brolie the world's record by COVEring
H3E6 mites in 365 days is explained in
ourart catalogype, Write TO-DAY
for free copy—brimful of in-
formation about bicyeles and
Ccontains  gigantic  photos
graphs of our latest models,

MEAD CYCLE CO. (ing.)

{Dept. B797)
Birmingham

DON'T BE SHORT. [/ Jou are under 40

Boientlific Treatment.,

will succecd in
P.C.

businmess,

. Biudents report from 2.to 5 inches inorease.
gyuile permanent.  Yopr health and stamina will. be greatly improved. ~You
Over ten years" unblemished reputation.
to-day fTor parficulars ard our £100 guarantes to ENQUIRY DEPT.
AM.F., 17, STROUD GREEN BOAD, LONDON, N.4.

ou ocan eanily
¥ the Qirvan
Besuiin

Bend

Worth- of Ct
£2,0W Stgﬂ u.rﬁ ﬂnc::mur UAT&I:EH'EH

HACEETTS - WORKS, ' JULY RO

Job FJlntnEi:auhin Material, Cameras. &o.
AND SAMPLES, FREE.-—
"LIVERFOOL, E.

CUT THIS

“The Magnet." PEN COUPON.

Send 7 of these coupons with enly 29
119, Fleet Street, London, ¥ G'Td

Medlum, 0v Broad Nib).
allowed for each exira ocoupoen up to 6.
uaranteed or cagh returned.

tters on either pen for 1/- extra.

Laver Belf-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/. extes.

f dlreict‘. to the Fleat Fen Co.,
.C. ou will receive by return a Splendid
Eritish Made 14-0t. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Fen, l
If only 1 coupon {s sent, the
{ Focket Clip, 4d.)
Special New Offer—=Your own name o gils

ouT

Value 2d.

valua 10/6

{ Fine,
rice is 39,

2d. being

INSTANTLY
KILLS PAIN

Everyone suffering pain should try {he guickes!
surest, and safest way of obtaining immediatoe
2asd, This i3 the VIEWIE way. No matter how
the pain is caused, whether by Rheumatism,
Gout, Lumhagoe, Neuritis, - Neuralgia, Synovitis,
Cramp, Sprainz, Hruises, or by any kinmd of
muscular strain, VIKWIK is the finest pain-
killing. curative liniment known. Soothing and
conling, it penctrates immediaiely, healing tha
aching, inflamed muscles and piving instant and
lasting relief, Get a bottle NOW. Pries 1/3 and
3= from Roots, Taylor's, Timothy White's. and
a1l Chemists aud Stores, or direct (rom The
VIEWIK C0O,, Desk 108, London, W.0O.1.

TRAWAD

13 & 3/- per bottle,
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Batisfaction

All you require—Boots, Sults, Costumes, Raincoata, Overcoats, Acoor-
deons, Watches, Rings, Clocks, ete.,
free catalogue tc Masters, Lid., 6, Hops Btores, Rya, Sussex.

from 4/- monthly. Write for

31-3-23.



