GRAND NEW LIMERICK COMPETITION!

MONEY PRIZES FOR READERS!

No. 792. Vol. XXII1. Week ending April 14th, 1923,

The 5
ang brar 2

School 3 Dcﬁve Stories.

i
i

T ]
T o gt g
) Eies Yile i,ﬁ--:- "
e 8 '_* i
., L L Ty i
. [ A g s Ly
(o RN
:ll'."'l:r.‘.'..!_ .

''''''

............

L L i

TN ==

STRAIGHT FROM THE SHOULDER!

A powerful incident from the long complete school story of Harry Wharion & Co., inside.)

F N

U 3
Published by Howard Baker Press Ltd, 27a Arterberry Road, Wimbledon, London, S. W. 20, I‘; “'l.l'
L w
W e



2 Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums!

OUR GRAND NEW LIMERICK
COMPETITION!

T the bottom of this page you

A will find our simple Limerick

Competition, of which mention

was made in last week’s

issue of the MAGNET. Beveral hundreds

of readers have requested me to start euch

a competition, and as each mail brought

a further request I at once got to work

to supply the need, as it were. And here

it 18! A glance at the verse given below

will prove to you that there iz nothing

difficult about it—mnearly as casy as falling
off a log.

Those of you who imagine that
rhyming is difficult would do well to read
a few times verse given below and
then sit down with a peneil and paper
handy. You will astonish yourself!
Once you get the swing of the thing the
rest 18 easy. A little time, a little
patience, and—who knows?—you might
be one of the lucky ones. Try your luck
at ance. Daon't put it off until to-morrow,
The ather fellow might get there first!

“HOW LEVISON MINOR CAME TO
GREYFRIARS !
Next Monday’s magnificent story

reveals your popular author in great

form. The intricate plot woven around
young Levison—formerly of 8t. Jim's—
13 exceptionally well handled. I am not
going to dilate upon the theme of this
coming treat, for that would be giving
away a good thing, which = all the better
for keeping ; but I go so far as to say that
this latest triumph from the pen of Frank
Richards will live long in the memaeries
of my readers. Take a tip. Don’t miss

“HOW LEVISON MINOR CAME TO
GREYFRIARS ! »

In addition to the above-named yarn
there will be another splendid story of
Ferrers Locke, the famous detective, and
his youthful assietant, Jack Drake,
entitled :

“A HOUND ON THE TRAIL!”

The hound in quesiion is none other
than Lion, who, as the majority of my
readers will recollect, played such an
important part in one of our recent
detective stories. Every boy at heart is
fond of animals, dogs mn particular, and
Lion will soon endear himself to you all.
In this magnificent story he proves the
turning-point, so to speak, in the career
of a ecrook, who has long defied the

THE “MACNET” LIMERICK GO

far-reaching arm of the law. Keep your
eyes on Lion—he has come to stay.

A PIRATE NUMBER !

The budding authore and poets of
Greyfriars have come up to the scratch
with a Pirate Supplement which will
both soothe and gladden the heart. Such
a delicate subject as piracy has been
extremely well trealed, and the resulte
are, if somewhat improbable, highly
entertaining. Therefore, my chums, keep
your ‘peepers open for next Monday's
special Pirate Number.

ANOTHER £10 IN PRIZES!

Page B8 containa the names of the
fortunate readers who share the magnifi-
cent money prize mentioned above. Why
iEn't YOUR name amongst them? Qur
Picture-Puzzle Competition iz perfectly
simple to solve, although at first sight it
might appear frightfully intricate. Give
it a five minutes’ trial, and see what
result you obtain.

I have much pleasure in awarding
reader H. SWANN, c¢/o 54, Queen’s
Walk, Stamford, Lines, a money prize
of s, for the following speech:

“A movement which is now progress-
ing rapidly among boys is the Scout
Movement, Many boys hate recently
become Scouts, because they can foresee
the advantages of it when they grow
alder, They acquire a thorough all-round
knowledge before they go out into the
world to earn their living.

“Hundreds of boys go annually into
the country to enjoy a spell under canvas.
Not only does this good work keep them
fit. but it teaches them to rely upon their
own resources in time of need.”

your €ditor.

MPETITION !

NO ENTRANCE FEE REQUIRED.

First Prize

and

X1

1s. Od.

CONSOLATION PRIZES OF 2/6 FOR ALL EFFORTS PUBLISHED.

In order to win one of the above prizes all you have to do is to supply the last line of the
verse given below, taking care to see that your effort bears some apt relation to the theme.

RULES GOVERNING THE “ MAGNET " LIMERICK COMPETITION.

- 1.—The First Prize will be awarded to the sender of what,
in the opwion of the Editor and a competent stafi of adjudi-
cators, 18 the best Last Line received.

2.—Consolation prizes of 2s. 6d. will be awardéd from week
to week to those competitors whose efforts show merit.

3.—The coupon below entitling you to enter for this com-
petition must be either pasted on to a postcard, in which
ﬁﬂ Erl;:m; Last ll.lgiéd must bﬁ] written IN INK directly

neath it, or enclo separately in an envelope with vour
Last Line effort utfl'c'hed.[m ' ot :

§.—Competitor's name and full postal address must accom-
pany every effort sent in.

5.—Entries must reach us not later than April 19th, 1923,
and MUST NOT be enclosed with entrance forms for any
other competition. They must be addressed * MacNeT
i:l{]‘:__l}iﬂ;lﬂk No. 1,” Gough House, Gough Square, London,

6.—Your Editor undertakes that every effort sent in will
receive careful consideration, but he will not hold himself
responsible for coupons lost or mislaid, or delayed in the
post. Proof of posting will not be accepted as preof of
acveptance. ) -

T1.—~This competition is apen to ANl Readers of the Com-

Tiue MacNeT LiBRARY.—No, 792,

panion Papers, but the result each week will appear only
m the MacxeT,
8.—It iz a distinct condition of entry that your Editor's
decision must be accepted as binding in all matters.
Acceptance of these rules is an express condition of entiry.
Employecss of the proprietors of this journal are  nol
rligible to compete,

---------------
lllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

“MAGNET " LIMERICK COMPETITION.
Neo. 1.

"I fear there’s a burglar about,
With my rifle THl ferret him out !”

Mr. Prout did exclaim.
Then he took careful aim
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THIS EXAMPLE WILT. HELP YOU.

. And smashed the Head's window, ne doubt!
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Who is the best author ? Frank Richards, of course!

I'l_l:l!:ll;lllal:

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Surprise Attack!

4 J TS jolly windy !” said Johnny Bull.
“*The windfulness is terrific!”
agreed Hurree Bingh.

Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry,
and Frank Nugent held on grimly to
their toppers as they walked down the
Friardale Lane, and agreed that the
“ windfulness,” as Inky described it in
his weird and wonderful English, was
truly terrific, ]

Billy Bunter rolled along behind them,
puffing and blowing prodigiously.

The Famous Five and Billy Bunter
were arrayed in their Sunday best, with
glistening toppers complete. They were
returning to Greyfriars from Cliff House
School, where they had had tea with
Marjorie Hazeldene & Co.

Harry Wharton & Co. often went over
to Clif House to partake of tea with
their girl chums, but not so Bunter. Billy
Bunter was not a welcome visitor at
Cliff House. Marjorie & Co. preferred
Bunter's room to his company. But Billy
Bunter had a sister—Bessie—at Chff
House, and he had taken upon himself
the privilege of wvisiting his sister that
afternoon, Billy Bunter would not have
taken the trouble had he not known
beforehand that there waa to be a feed at
ChLff House. And Bunter, with all his
}t‘i[ﬁs, had insinuated himself into that
ced.

Y“Br-rer-r 1" he growled. "1 say, you
fellows, you might wait for me, you
know! This wind—grooocoogh—makes
m¢ breathless, and Yah! Wooogh!
My topper!™

There was a bump, and Billy Bunter's
topper went sailing into the air.

But 1t was not the wind that had
carried Bunter's topper away. A huge
lump of turf, whizzing at it from over
the hedge near by, had stfuck the topper
amidships, and inm:ked it from Billy
Bunter's head.

Bunter gave a roar and made a dive
after his topper, which the wind was/
now bowling merrily down the lane.
Unfortunately he caught one of his feet
in a rut in the road, and sat down heavily
in a puddle made by the rain which had

“Yarooopogh! Yah!

fallen that morning.
Wow | yelled

Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Harry Wharton
& Co.

Next minute, however, their laughter
ceased, and cries of amazement burst
from their lips.

Another chunk of turf, from the same
source as the firsf, whizzed at Billy
Bunter and struck him in the nape of

his neck just as he was about to rise |

from the puddle. Bunter gave a wild
yell and collapsed once more into the
murky wetnesa. That lump of turf was
followed by another lump, which landed
beautifully on Bob Cherry’s nose, and
another which Johnny Bull caught on
the left ear, and then several other
chunks of turf whizzed amongst the
Famous Five and sent their toppers
spinning off their heads.

Whiz! Crash! Wallo

* Yaroooocooogh!” how
as another large-sized
emote him foreibly in the eye.
“Wh-what the dickens Yow-ow |
I'll slaughter the chap who threw that!
Yah! Great pip!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"” came a roar of laughter
from over the bedie.

The Removites wheeled round and
blinked in amazement at a party of
village boys who had ambushed them
from behind the hedge. The boys of
Friardale Council S8chool were headed by
a tall, lanky, freckled-faced fellow named
Towler. T{ney shrieked with laughter at
the plight of the Greyfriars fellows.

“Mum-my hat!” gurgled Frank
Nugent. “ 3o it was those bounders who
threw the turf ! The fearful cheek! We
can't stand that!”

““No fear!” exclaimed Harry Wharton

rimly. *There's plenty of turf grow-
ing at the side of the road here. Give
'emn a volley, chapa!”

“Back up, kids!” sang out the valiant
Towler, leading a fresh attack with a
lump of turf that hit Billy Bunter on the
nose. ‘‘8Sock into 'em !”

Whiz! Wallop! Thud!

The village boys had evidently Supplied
themselves with plenty of ammunition,
for they sent a perfect hurricane of turfs
at Harry Wharton & Co., and simply
gave those luckless youths no chance to
pull up turfs for themselves,

“Yooooop !” roared Frank Nugent, as
turfs crashed all over him, *“ This is too
beastly awful for words! We shall have
to run for it, Harry!"”

!
ﬂ!d Bob Cherry,
chunk of turf

A long complete story of

Harry Wharton & Co., of

Greylriars, introducing a

new character in the

shape of a local curate—

a real good sort, as you
will all agree.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Towler & Co.,
pelting away energetically.

Harry Wharton & Co. had no choice
in the matter; they had to run away
from that crashing fusillade. The villag.

lads dashed out of their ambush, laden

with armfuls of turfs, which they flung
thick and fast at the retreating
Removites.

Minua their toppers, and their beaudi-
ful Sunday clobber bespoiled with mud
and mould, the Greyfriars juniors beat
a hasty retreat down the Friardale Lane,
with Towler & Co. in full chase.

It was not an unusual occurrence for
the village boys and Harry Wharton &
Co. to engage in a friendly rag.

Towler & Co. had decidedly the best
of the present fracas, however, becaus:
they shad come Er&parﬂ]. They fairl
bombarded the Greyfriars juniors wit
turfs. Harry Wharton wondered whero
they had got them all from until, round-
ing a bend in the lane, he saw that road
excavalions were in progress, and that
the labourers had dug up the grass at
the side of the lane in order to make a
trench, and had piled up the turfs by tha
hedge.

Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed.
“This way, chaps!” he shouted,

making for t trench where the turfs
were hﬁaped up. ‘' Plenty of ammunition
here! Now we'll get our own back!”

“Hurrah!™

Towler & Co. looked alarmed, and, see-
ing Harry Wharton & Co.’s move, tried
to head them off. But the Removites
stuck to their course and reached their
objective under terrific fire from the
enemy.

They snatehed up turfs from the large
pile at the side of the road, and returned
the fire with vim and vigour.

“Drive 'em away, boys!” shrieked
Towler, prancing in the fore of the
village contingent. * Burround 'em and
then Yarcoooogh!”

Towler broke off with a vell as a tur!
of prodigious size crashed upon the side
of his face and left it plastered with wet
mould. Bob Cherry had aimed that
shot, and he followed it up with another
that found its mark on Towler's nobse,

Harry Wharton & Co. aimed turfs into
the enemy's midst as fast as they could
[f,the-r them up, and the ranks of Towler

Co. became sadly serried.
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'l Another £10 in Prizes this week }

Fven Biily Bunter, who had scuttled
away to a safe distance directly on
getting out of the puddle, valiantly
linrled turfs at the foe.

Wallop | Thud|

“Yarocooh! ™

“Wow-wow-wow I

“Rush 'em!” shricked Towler, who
was smothered with mould and clinging
tufts of grass. “We've got to get ‘em
away from that trench| Hush 'em!”

A wild and whirling struggle ensued
1oind the exeavation in the road.

The old and ancient watchman, who
hud been frying sausages in a pan over
a fire, hobbled out of his Little wooden
hit and gazed upon the struggling school-
biays in wrath and amazément.

“Hoi | he roared, brandishing a stick
aloft, “Wol’s hall this? Gerraway, vou
littlg rascals! Which you'll ave all the
poles down and—"

“Back up, boys!™®
Wharton,

“Kim on, kids !" shricked Towler.

* Yaroooooooogh ! Yah! Help 1™
liowled Billy Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove, in hiz excite-
ment, lost his footing on the ¢dge of the
liole 1n the road, and fell headlong down
it.  His fat body just, fitted the hole,
and he got wedged upside down in it,
I1is hittle plump legs kicked wildly in

yvelled HHarry

the air, and {rom below came the
mnfed sound of yells,
“Yarrrrugh ! Groogh ! Help !

AMuarder!  Yowl
lemme get up 1"

But Harry Wharton & Co. had no time
to look to Bunter, Towler & Co. were
pressing hard. There were seven village
luds to the Fantaus Five.

(ragh |

The watchman’s little wooden hut went
over and buried its occupants beneath it.
\Wild yells came from within. But Harry
Wharfon & Co. wers ungble to pull it up
nnd release the watchman, for tﬁp simple
reason that Towler & Co. were piling on
top of the overturned hut, and looked
like rushing the position, after al.

Suddenly Bob Cherry gave a wild
whoop,

Thrae Greyfriars fellows came sirolling
down the lane. The Famous Five looked
round and saw Harold Skinner of the

I say, you fellows,

Remove and his two cronies, Snoop and
Stott,

“This way, vou chaps!” roared Harry
Wharton., * You're just in time to give
a hand! Rescue, Remove!”

Blijnner & Co. hesitated at first. They
were not of the stuff of which heroes are
made, But they either had to lend a
hand in driving off Towler & Co. or

 suffer a ragging at Greyfriars after-

wards, Bo they chose the lesser evil, and,
runniflg up, joined in the proceedings.

*“Hurrah !" roared Bob Cherry, fling-
ing turfs to left and right and straight
betore him. * We've got 'em on the hop
now! Give "em jip!”

‘Whiz! Wallop! Crash!

The arrival of reinforcements to Harry
Wharton's side definitely turned the tide
against Towler & Co. They retreated
before the Removiles’ volley of turfs like
chaff before the wind, There was still
plenty of ammunition at the side of the
road.

The village lads roared as the heavy
mizsiles  burst amongst their serried
ranks, and they dashed into the bushes
at the opposite side of the lane,

Harry Wharton & Co., shouting with
laughter, sent volley affer volley of turfs
whizzing at the retreating foe across the
road.

Suddenly a loud howl rent the air, and
a tall, burly figure that had walked up
from the direction of Grevfriars was seen
to stagger in the very thick of the bom-
bardment.

Gerald Loder of the Sixth had arrived
just in time to receive the full brunt of
Harry Wharton & Co.'s volley of iurfs.
Loder had heard the disturbance in the
lane, recognised the voices of his old
enemies, Harry Wharton & Co., and had
come along to sed what was the matter.
Lader had come looking for trouble—and
he found it! It really was a most hasty
and thoughtless thing for Loder to do, to
rush like that into the midst of the
fray. He found himself being made the
target of gigantic lumps of turf that
came whizzing across the road in great
profusion.

Whiz! Wallop! Thud!

“Yarooocoogh! Yah! Ocoogh! Help!
Ow-wow ! yelled Loder.

He staggered about in the road and

., Make the acquaintance of Jimmy Silver & Co. '

in our Splendid Companion Paper,
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waved his arms wildly, ducking &nd
dodging in all manner of weird positions
to avoid the whizzing missiles.

A turf, hot from Johnny Bull's hand,
struck Loder in the nape of his neck, and
foose mould disported itself down his
back. Just as Loder was opening his
mouth to give a long, loud yell, another
turf, aimed by Bob Cherry, crashed into
the wide-open orifire, and Loder’s yell
trailed off into a muffled, choking gurgle:
G“ﬁ;alrrfrughl Oooocogh! Yah! Gug!

ug!

“Oh, jeminy !” ejaculated Harry Whar-
ton, blinking across the road in horror.
*“*Hold on, chaps! Cease fire! It's
Loder "

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Rude Awakening !

L ODER ™ .
I The Removites fell back and

gasped the name in horror.

“ Mum-my only _ hat!”
gurgled Bob Cherry in a faint voice, *Is
that Loder? He sounds like a raving
Hottentot ! My only hat !

Skinner, Snoop, and Stott trembled
violently,

“Loder!” stuttered the cad of the
Remove, going pale. * Loder’s caught
a packet! Oh, erummbs! I'm off I

“RBame here!” paid Snoop and Stott
togrether,

Rkinner & Co, slipped away quickly
into the shadows, and disappeared just
as Loder recovered sufficiently to look
round.

“You—you liitle sweeps!” he rasped,
his voice trembling with rage and hatred.
“You dare assault me like that! You—
you—you—"

“We're awfully sorry, Loder, old sport,
but you shouldn’t have barged in, you
know ! said BBob Cherry sweelly.

“Are vou hurt, Loder!"” asked Frank
Nugent mnocently.

Loder rave a bellow,

“Hurt!” he raved. “I'll hurt you!
I'll ieach wou to throw chunks of turf

1 at me with impunity!”

“There was no 1mpunity about it,
Loder!” retorted Harry Wharton hotly.
“You ought to have seen that we and
the village thaps were having a friendly
scrap! There's no law against harmless
ragging !”

**No; but there is about assaulting a
prefect!” snarled Loder. * You little
sweeps can pitch a fine yarn, but it won't
wash with me. TI'll make it hot {for you.
Look at the damage you've done here, for
one thing!”

“Yow-wow-wow! Lemme oul, you
fellows ! came a muffled gurgle from
down the hole.

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned in spite
of themselves. The =sight of Billy
Bunter's little fat legs still kicking wildly
in the air from down the hegle in the
road was really funny,

The watchman at that moment
managed to extricate himself from under-
neath his upturned hut. He hobbled
forward, gesticulating wildly.

“Young rascals ! he hooted.
“Turned over my hut! Upset my
sassidges ! Look 'ere, sir, at my sassidges |
They've been upset and trodden on!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry,

“Bilence " grated Loder furiously,
“TI'll make an example of you young
rotters when I get you back at Grey-
friars. All right, my man, I'll see that
they're punished !

“T1 say, vou fellows—wowp—wharrer-
hout getting me out " howled Bunter,
from down the hole.

Don’t forget—Frank Richards writes only for the MAGNET and the * Popular”’ §
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The Famous Five, grinning in spite
of themselves, wefit over to the hole, and
succeeded, after a great deal of labour,
in.getting Billy Bunter out of the hole,

The Owl of the Remove looked a very
funny spectacle indeed. There was a
good depth of muddy clay at the bottom
of the hole, and his head and face were
plastered with it.

Billy Bunter groped for his eyeglasses,
seb them on his muddy nose, and
glowered, ronnd him.

“Yow-wow!" he moauned. *I'm hurt!
I've been shamefully treated! I say,
Loder—grooocogh—I wasn't in this, you
know! I did all I could to stop Whar-
ton and the others from engaging in such
unseemly conduct with those village
rotters——"

““Why, you fat toad!" roared Harry
Wharton indignantly.

He was about to fall on Billy Bunter
and smite him hip and thigh, when
Loder’s strong grip descended on him
and he was swung round.

- " Now then, Wharton!"” =aid Loder,
in his burly way. “There's been enough
rowdyism this afternoon. I'm going
to -make you little rotters pay for this!”

“I tell you it was an accident that
you got biffed, Loder!” exclaimed
Wharton,

“Don’t tell lies!” snarled Loder. *1I
sAw Bull and Cherry deliberately take
aim at me!”

“0Oh, draw 1t mild!" exclaimed Bob.

““'UhEE!-}E it, Loder!” growled Johnny
Bull.

“Don't argune with me!” = hissed
Loder, picking up his muddy cap. “ You
httle sweeps will follow me back to

1r:-

Gireyiriars |

“ Look here, Loder o

“Hold your tongues, and follow me!™
snarled Loder, belween his teeth.

The Famous Five looked helplessly at
each other. Loder was a tyrant and a
bully of the first water. He was always
“down " on Harry Wharton & Co., and
never missed an opportunity of getting
them into trouble on the slightest pre-
text. Loder was in a royal rage now,
and could not be argued with. Loder
ivas a prefect, and a prefect’'s word was
aw.

The Famous Five exchanged grim
glances, and, after whipping round to
pay the watchman for his spoiled
sausages, thev followed Loder down the
road,

Billy Bunter rolled behind them, mop-
ping at his head and gasping.

Skinner, Snpop, and Stott, who were
hiding in the trees opposite, chuckled
mirthfully. They had listened, and seen
all that had passed between Loder and
the others.

“My word! Wharton and his gang
are in for it now, and no mistake!”
breathed Skinner softly. “Jolly lucky
we nipped out of the way in time—
what?"

“Ha, he! Rather!”

Snoop.

William Stott was looking uneasily
round him. He had rather sharp ears,
and he caught a sound from the trees
opposite.

“I—I say, you chaps, what about get-
ting out of the way?" he said. “JI--I
believe those village rotters are over
there, and they mean business! 1
Yaroooooogh !™

Stott broke off, and emilted a fiendish
howl, for at that precise moment a large
chunk of soft, clammy turf came
whizzing at him and caught him in the
eye.

Skinner and Snoop wheeled round in

On no account must you miss

he

.

sniggered

PO bty s Lo e e
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A regular bombardment of turfs smote the Famous Fivé, and their toppers
went spinning from their heads. Billy Bunter collapsed limply in a puddle of
water, and caressed the back of his neck—where a turl had landed. A
roar of laughter echoed out from behind the hedge. (See Chapter 1.)

alarm, and next minute they both went
staggering under a rain of missiles,

The Friardale boya had been away to
fetch reinforcements and gather fresh
ammunition. Spotting Skinner & Co.
standing near the road excavations, they
opened fire with deadly effect.

Whiz! Whiz! Wallop!
“Oh crumbs! Yah! Woooooop!”
roared Skinner, as he found himself

assailed from every side., “ We're sur-
rounded! Wow!"

“Yow-wow-wow wailed Snoop,
dodging about like & Dervish in his
vain attempts to avoid the whizzing
turfs.

“Back!” gurgled Skinner, wiping a
handful of wet mould out of his right
eye. " They've got us in a cleft stick!
Back to that blessed hut!™

The cads of the Remove gave ground,
and floundered behind the poles which
the watchman had just re-erected, A
volley of turfs came flying at them, and
the merry shouts of laughter of Towler
& Co. rang loudly in the air.

Turfs thudded on Skinner, Snoop, and
Stott from all sides. They ducked and
dodged and hopped about wildly, but
they could not avoid Towler & Co.'s
devastating bombardment,

Skinner looked wildly round him, and
a cunning gleam came 1nto his eyes when
he saw a heap of coke piled up behind
the watchman's hut,

“ Let's ¢huck some of this stuff at the
rotters!¥ he panted. “ We can't reach
the turfs now, They' ve captured 'em!
We've got nothing to chuck except
earth, and that's too soft. Give 'em

the coke. That'll
back !"

Snoop and Stott were nothing loth to
follow their leader's suggestion. They
scrambled back to the pile of coke, and,
gathering up handfuls of the stuff, com-
menced to hurl it at Towler & Co.

Whiz! Crash!

Startled yells and cries of pain came
from the village bovs when the coke
burst into their midst. ‘The missiles,
although fairly light, were painfol
enough, and Skinner & Co. did not con-
fine themselves to throwing one or two,
but, encouraged by Towler & Co.'s con-
fusion, they took up the coke in large
quantities, and threw it in a continuous
volley at the village lads.

“You cads!” shouted Towler, clasping
a hand to his forehead, where a piece
of sharp coke aimed by Skinner hadl
struck. “ Where's your sense of fair
play? You Oh erumbs! Ooooogh!"

Another piece struck Towler's face—
an extra-large piece—and a dull red mark
showed at the spot where it hut.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared BSkinner.
“ This is where we turn the tables! Keep
the pot a-boiling, you chaps! "

“ What-ho!” sniggered Snoop.

The Friardale boys drew back, many
of them slightly cut and bruised.
Skinner & Co., glorying in their success,
sent volley after volley of the havoc-
wreaking coke at the village lads.

“Play the game, you rotten cads!™
shouted one of them angrily, “Is that
the way Greyfriars fights?"
“Bhame!"

keep the rolters

‘“« How Levison Minor Came to Greyfriars ! "’—next Monday !

Tae MAGKET LiBrarY.—No., T2,



6 Free Real Glossy Photos in the ‘‘ Popular ’’ every week!

Skinner & Co. only jeered, and kepl
up their bombardment.

Towler & Co. retreated inlo the trees.

Tha cads of the Greyfriars Remove
gent up triumphant shouts and hurled
a fresh volley spitefully after them.

Suddenly, quick footsteps were heard
on the road, and, looking round, the
(sreyfriars juniors saw a young, hand-
some man, dressed in clerical garb, run-
ning towards them.

Skinner & Co. sneered, and paid no
special heed to the clergyman. They
did not expect him to do them any
TIAT.

“You little rascals! How dare you
adopt such cowardly method:!" came a
ringing voice; and, wheeling round,
Skinner found himself face to face with
the young clergyman,

His handsome face was flushed, and
his eyes flashing with rage and contempt.

He laid hold of Snoop and Stoit, and,
despite the struggles of those two
youihs, held them firmly in his grip.

“ My hat!” ejaculated Skinner, * What
the dickens—— Don’t you interfere
with us! Mind your own business!”

‘“This is my business!” retorted the
voung elergyman, between his teeth,
“1 am going to see that you are
punished for your cowardly conduect.

.

“ Bowl.
recklessly,

The clergyman did not look any more
than twenty-two years of age, and he
was slim and by no means dangerous-
lnoking. Bkinner deemed it quite an
vasy task to get rid of him., Bnoop and
Siotl were of the same opinion,

The three young rascals set about the
clergyman, intending to bowl him over
and run for it. But they found that
that was not such an easy matter as
il seemed.

A pair of partienlarly strong hands
flashed out, and next minmte the heads
of Snoop and Stott came together with
a résounding crash.

“ Yow-wow-wow | howled Snoop.

“ Yarooooogh !” yelled Stott.

They collapsed on a heap of wet clay,
and lay there moaning. The young
clergyman stood ower them, looking
down with hps compressed tight and
eyes flashing contemptuously.

Skimmer, more valiant than his two
cronies, pushed back his cuffs, and aimed
a terrific blow. at the young clergyman,
But the blow did not land. The other
side-stepped neatly, and a moment
later Skinner received a cuff over the

himm  over!"™ =aid Skinner

head which speedily evaporated his
courage.
“Yar h!” he yelped; and, losing

his balance, he fell over near where
Snoop and Stott were lying.

“There, you little rascals!” exclaimed
the young clergyman angrily. “It is
not a usual thing for me to engage in
any kind of brawl with hoys, but I
think the present circumstances amply
warranted my action. Do you want
any moref”

Snoop and Stott certainly did not want
any more. They dragged themselves up
aixd took to their heels.

Skinner was not eo fortunate, As he
was jumping to his feet the young clergy-
man's hand descended om his coat collar,
and Harold Skinner felt himself being
whirled round like a sack of flour on a
crane,

“ Now, you little seoundrel! 1T'm not
letting you off so lightly !” exclaimed the
other grimly,

Skimner looked round for Snoop and
Ptott, but those two fellows had made
themselves ecarce, They cared more

Marry Wharton
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aboul their own skins than that of their
leader.

But, as it happened, Snoop and Stott
did not escape without further trouble.
In their haste they hadn’t noticed which
direction they had taken. Instead of
running towards Greyfriars, they bolted
towards Friardale.

And a little way along the Friardale
Lane they ran into Towler & Co., who
had halted and were taking toll of their
casualties,

“Great pip!” ejaculated Towler, with
a start, when he saw the two scared-
looking Removites. *“There are two of
the rotters. Nab "em !V

Snocp and Stott halted like trapped
foxes. Nexf minute the angry Friardale
fellows dashed at them. The Removites
turned to flee, but too late.

“Yaroooogh! Leggo!"

“This way!” said Towler grimly.
“Now we'll show you what we think
about your caddish ways! We're going
to rag you baldheaded!”

Meanwhile, S8kinner, struggling in the
grip of the young clergyman, hit out
furiously. He still imagined he could get
the better of him.

Skinner really asked for what he
received. The young clergyman hit back
—using an open palm, after the manner
of a parent punishing a refractory child.

“Yah! Wow! Oh! Groooogh!
Stoppit!” gasped Skinner.

““Have you had enough?” demanded
the young clergyman at length.

“Groooogh! Yowp! Yes!
go!"” moaned Skinner.

“You asked for What you got,” went
on the other grimly. “ And you deserve
much more than 1 have given you. A
thorough good thrashing would do you

Lemme

good [
"‘LE&.VE me alone!” snarled Skinner
bitterly. “Who are you, anyway, to

interfere with us?”

**I am the Rev. John Tremaine, the
new curate of IFriardale ! came the cool
response, *‘I have formed a boys' club

Jfor the young fellows of the village, and

am their president, so, you see, this affair
is very much my business. 1 was never
more shocked in my life than when I saw
vou boys, belonging to a large public
school near here, behaving like mﬁganﬂ
and cowards. You certainly do. not
reflect any credit on Greyfriars, and 1
trust that K you three are not true speci-
mens of the boys of that school.

“T intend that -you shall be made an
example of, and shall not hesitate to
m\mrt this matter to your headmaster.
I have not long left college myself, and
it rankles with me to have to bear tales
to a master, but I consider that under the
circumstances 1 am fully justified. What
158 vour name?i"

Skinner did not rﬂplff. , His brain was
busy with a eunning plan.

“Do you hear me?

U

What is your

name?
“Wharton, sir!” muttered Skinner,
avoiding the Rev., John Tremaine's

searching gaze. “H. Wharton.”

“And the names of those other two
who ran away?”

“Cherry and—and Nugent, eir!”

“Very good! I will see that your
headmaster is acquainted with your
despicable conduct. Go!”

He released his hold of Skinner’s
shoulder, and the cad of the Remove
slunk.away.

He turned and saw the tall, athletic,
handsome-looking curate looking after
him, with eyes glinting and lips curling
with contempt., Harold Skinner averted

his gaze, scowled, and crawled painfully
back towards Greyfriars grinding his
teeth with rage and hato.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Drastic Consequences ]
éé owp !
i “Yow-ow I"
“ Yoooogh 1"

These and other weird
expressions of a similar woebegone
nature were uttered by the Famous Five
as they walked down the Sixth TForm
passage. They had just emerged from
Gerald Loder's study, Harry Wharton
and Frank Nugent and Hurree Singh
had their hands clasped beneath their
armpits; and they seemed to be trying to
fold themselves up hike penknmives. DBob
Cherry was wagging both his hands
about in the air in a desperate endeavour
to create a cooling breeze to relieve the
smarting of his palms. Johnny Bull was
blowing on his hands with the same
purpose In mind,

“Wow-wow " moaned Nugent. “I'm
hurt V7

“The hurtfuiness of my own esteemed
self 1z terrific!” gasped Inky. “The
rotten cadful Loder beast should be boil-
fully put in o1l !™

“Yerrugh!”

It did mot require the deductive
nowers of a Sherlock Holmes to guess
what had been happening in Loder’s
study since the rascally prefect of the
Bixth had marched Harry Wharton & Co.
in there.

Gerald Loder had laid it on hard and
thick with his stoutest ashplant; and
Lader had no end of vim in his strong
right arm,

The Famous Five were all as hard as
nails, and they could usually take a lick-
ing without wineing or betraying any
signs of suffering. But the licking
administered by the raping Loder had
been more than human flesh and blood
could stand. Harry Wharton & Co. were
hurt, and they could not help showing 1it.

The Sixth Form passage re-echoed with
their moans and grunts of agony as they
crawled away in a sorry band towards
the Remove quarters.

They gathered in Study No. 1, and
there proceeded to “let off steam ™
against Loder,

“The rotten, bullying cad!” muttered
Wharton, whose hands felt as though
they were on fire. * He's pitched into ue
like this simply because he happened to
catch a few lumps of turf. Tt was his
own fault, too. Oh, that outsider ought
to be pulverised !”

“Yowp! That's too good for him!”
moaned Bob Cherry. *“1f I had my way
I'd have Loder hung, drawn, and

quartered !

“*Yow-ow-ow I

“Let's go for a walk in the quad
said Johnny Bull, “My hands are so hot
I feel T'd like to rub ’em on the flag-
stones 1’

The others felt a desire to be in the
open air, too, so they left Study No. 1
and went downstairs.

Three figures came in at the gates and
crawled across the quad. One of the
youths were dabbing at his nose, another
was tenderly caressing his ears, and the
other walked with a decided limp and
hugged his chin.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo 1" said Bob Cherry,
recognising Skinner & Co. " You chaps
heen in the wars,” as well! My hat!
What's happened?”

!!‘?
L

& Co. are well in the foreground—
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“You look as though wou've been
through the mill, and no muistake!"” said
Harry Wharton.

Snoop and Stott certainly did. Snopp’s
left eve was assuming a purple hue, and
his nose appeared to be very much too
big for his face, whilst Stott also looked
decidedly the worse for wéar. Skinner
did not appear to be in such a parlous
state a8 his cronies. Nevertheless, his
brow was black as thunder, and ever
and anon he paused to caress gently
the side of his head, where the energetic
curate’s palm had landed.

“(Grooough!" moaned Snoop. “ We've
been half killed by Towler & Co.—all
through a blessed hooligan who calls him-
self a clergyman——""

(11 Eh '-.:|11

“It’'s true,” chimed in Skinner, who
had no strict regard for the diruth.
*“Chap named Tremaine, the new curate
at Friardale. He piled into us while we
were being ragged by those village
rotters. kle took their part, and set
about us——"

The Famous Five forgot their own
achea and pains, They blinked at
Skinner & Co. speechlessly for some
minnies.

“My hat!"” ejaculated Wharton at lasi.
“You don't mean to say that a clergy-
man pitched into you like that'”

“Groough!"” groaned Stott.

That interruption on the parl of
William Stott saved Skinner from plung-
ing into further falsehoods. He merely
nodded asz if in assent.

The Famous Five looked at him. They
looked at Snoop and Stott, and they
gasped.

“Wall, carry me home to die, some-
body !" murmured Bob Cherry. * This
Rev, Tremaine chap must be a regular
fighting parson. I'm blessed if 1 can
make out why he and Towler & Co, went
for vou like that, though. They must
have had some reason. What were you
doing ?"

“Nothing,” said Skinner savagely.
“After Loder marched you off Towler
and the others came back on us, and
gave us a regular tousing with lumps of
turf. Then this parson beast interfored.
I suppose it went against his grain to
see Towler and the others beaten back
by you, and as you were gone he vented
Ins spite on us,"”’

“Great  Seott!”  exclaimed Harry
Wharton, a frown crossing his handsome
face. * Surely a clergyman wouldn't be
so narrow-minded and unsportsmanlike
lo resent a thing like that. We defeated
Towler & Co. in a regular stand-up
battle, and it was all fair and above
board. What interest has he got in the
viilage chaps, anyway 1"

“He's formed a boys’ club for the
Friardale fellows, and he's president and
chief cook and bottle-washer!” said
Skinner bitterly. “I suppose he's taken
them under his wing and doesn’t like to
see the poor little things given a licking.
I suppose the rotters 'went whining to
him in the first plare—"

“Towler and his friends wouldn't do
that., I'm sure!” said Harry Wharton
quickly. “I've always regarded them
a3 decent sorts, and good sportsmen. Of
coursé, we don't know anything about
this new village curate. If what you
say 13 {rue, Skinner, he's a narrow-
minded bully with more sense of his
own hitting powers than of fair play.”

“He's a beast,” said Skinner. * And
he’s got you in for it, too, Wharton, so
}'I"!_I‘I'{! better look out "

‘“I'b!v : 7 gasped the Remove caplain.

Yes; he's got your name and the

names of one or two of you others from

somewhere,”” said the cad of the Remove,

darting a crafty look at his two cronies.

i:‘ He'll be complaining to the Head next,
expect.”

““Great pip!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Burely he wouldn't be such a mean cad !
There's no law against ragging, so long
as it doesn’t turn to ruffianism. And we
only had an ordinary harmless scrap with
Towler & Co. If Tremaine complains,
then he’s as bad a rotter as Loder!”

“Towler, or some of the others, must
have given him our names, as he doesn't
know us from Adam ! growled Johnny
Bull. "It looks as though those village
chaps are a lot of sneaks and rotters,
after all!”

A troubled look
Wharton's face.

“I'm blessed if I can understand it,”
he said. “I always thought Towler &
Co. to be true blue. Anyway, we shall
see if anything comes of 1t."”

The Famous Five went indoors with
Skinner & Co.

Soon the whole Lower School at Grey-
friars was buzzing with the news, as
spread by the malicious tongues of the
battered cads of the Remove. Unpleasant
things were said concerning both the Rev.
John Tremaine and Towler & Co., of the
village.

Skinner & Co. were careful not to
mention any reference to the coke-throw-
ing episode, Harry Wharton & Co
would have been “down ” on them
immediately if they had known of
Skinner & Co.’s cowardly tricks.

Just before bed-time that

crossed Harry

night

-
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Trotter, the page, poked his tousled head
in at Study No. 1, where the Famous
Five and Vernon Smith, Peter Todd, and
Tom Brown were discussing footer topics
together,

“Dr. Locke wants to see Master
Wharton, Master Cherry, and Master
Nugent in his study at once,” he said.

The Removites exchanged uneasy
glancas.
“My hat! More trouble!” said

Frank Nugent. “I wonder what the
rumpus is this time? I—I hope it's got
nothing to do with that horrid rag!”

“"Come on!"” said Harry Wharton
quietly, leading the way to the door.
““1It may not be trouble, after all!”

But the three chums of the Remove
were doomed to disappointment,

They tapped at the Head's study door,
and in response to his grave summons
they entered.

Dr. I.ocke was seated at his desk, and
he greeted them with a grim look.
Loder was standing by his side, grinning
maliciously.

““Ah, Wharton, Nugent, Cherry! 1
have to speak to you on a very serious
matter,” said the {Iead coldly, "I have
here a complaint from the Rev. John
Tremaine, the newly-appointed curate at
Friardale, to the effect that you three
lads were engaged, with others belong-
ing to this school, in a fight.avith certain
boys of the village this evening. Is
that so "

“That's quite correct, sir!” replied
Harry Wharton.

“They can't deny it, sir! " said Loder.
“I caught them at it red-handed

Crash ! Down came the pail of whitewash, the clay, and the r:inuld.
completely swamping the luckless person underneath. He was bowled

over like a ninepin, and sank beneath the white deluge with a wild,
gurgling ery. The booby-trap had worked like a charm ! (See Chapter 5.)

—and Billy Bunter hovers in the background !
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in the Friardale Lane when the
ruffianly affair was at its height. They
actually had the impudence to pelt me
with turfs, I had no alternative but
to cane them severely for it."”

“That's it, pile on the agony, Loder !
said Bob Cherry, raising his voice in the
heat of his indignation. *If you had a
spark of deceney or fair play 1n you at
all, vou'd admit that it was your own
fault, and——"

“ Qilance, Cherry! How dare you raise
your voice in here !” exclaimed the Head
angrily. *“Loder has already told me
the facis of the affair, and as he ha:
already caned you, I should have let the
matter rest. But I cannot overlook this
complaint made by Mr. Tremaine, whom
I have met and respect very highly. He
says that vou carried out your part of
the affair with cowardly ruffianism, and,
in fact, inflicted several injuries on a
number of the village lads.™

“That's not true, sir!” burst out
Harry Wharton heatedly. *“We are not
ruffians! We fought aquarely, and could
not possibly have injured anybody. Mr.
Tremaine’s a har!”

“Wharton! How dare you!” cried
Dr. Locke, in horror. *“*Mr. Tremaine
ia a reverend gentleman, and—"

“Y don't care, sir!” flashed back
Wharton angrily. “If he says we fought
like ruffians and inflicted injuries on the

village boys, then he tells lies! We deny
it absolutely!”
“Yes, rather!” said Nugent and

Cherry together emphatically.

Dr. Locke rose, his eyes glintimg with
anger, his usually kind old face set in
hard, stern lines,

“Wharton—Cherry—Nugent ! Are you
rot ashamed of yourselves?” he ex-
claimed. “ Such conduct i1s not worthy
of boys of this school. I should never
have believed it of you had not the com-
plaint come from the Rev. John Tre-
maine; who assures me he was an eye-
witness of the affair. Moreover, Mr.
Tremaine's ' statements are corroborated
by Loder,, a prefect, who himself was a
victim of your ruffianism. Mr, Tremaine
particularly requests in his note that none
of you should receive corporal punish-
ment. You are quite unworthy of this
gallant gentleman’s leniency. I shall not
chastise vou, therefore, but you will be
detained in your Form-room during the
half-holiday to-morrbw, and each will
write out five hundred lines of Virgil,
to be delivered to me by the evening.”

“Bull and Hurree Singh were with
these three young sweeps, sir!” put in
Loder, with a malicious look at the. three
amared Removites, ‘' They should re-
reive the same punishment. They're all
tarred with the same brush, sir!”

“Very well,” said Dr. Locke, * You
will informmn Bull and Hurree Singh of
their detention and imposition, Loder.”

“ Look here, sir; there's a ghastly mis-
fuke somewhere!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton hotly, *“ Mr., Tremaine has not
iold the truth about wus.

d. ¢ We are all
quite innocent of—"'

“That is sufficient, Wharton,” said the
Head sternly. “You three lads may go.”

“But, sir—" began Bob Cherry.
But I1‘_th: Head cut him short with an
imperions wave of the hand,

“Cio I?

The three Removites went, their chesis
heaving with rage and their hands
clenched tight,

They were quite incapable of saying
anything at the moment; but when they

With such a combination of characters, you
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got back to Study Neo. 1, Beb Cherry
burst out with :

“Well, if that doesn’'t absolutely beat
the band !

“It doesn’t seem real!” gasped Frank
Nugent. *1 shall wake up in a minute !”

The others looked curiously at them.
E“;\-I’fhut’s happened 1" demanded Johnny

ull.

Harry Wharton,
tones, told them.

The Remaovites
astounded.

“Great Scott!” gurgled Johnny Bull,
“Detained to-morrow afternoon, and an
impot of five hundred lines on top of it!
[t’s too thick !™

“The too-thickfulness is terrific " ex-
claimed Inky indignantly.

“Well, there you are!” said Harr
Wharton, and he ground his teeth witﬁ
rage. “We've got to grin and bear it.
All through that cad of a curate, with
his tale-bearing and mean interference !
And Towler & Co. must have backed him
up, too, by giving him our names and
letting him carry matters so far. This
absolutely licks everything !

“Yes, rather!”

The chums of the Remove raged at the
gross injustice of it all.

And when Skinner, Snoop, and Stott
heard the heated discussion that took
place in the dormitory that night con-
cerning Harry Wharton & Co.’s hard
luck, they winked at each other and
chuckled craftily,

in quiet, subdued

gasped and looked

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
More Trouble !

! HE Famous Five and Squiff, the
Bounder and Penfold, went to-
gether into the Hall next morn-
ing and crossed to the letter rack,

There were two letters for Wharton.

One was from his uncle, for he recognised

the writing. The other was addressed

ST TR TR TR T T

ANOTHER £10 IN
PRIZE-MONEY'!

Result of Notts County
Picture-Puzzle Competition,

ST T T T

LHETLTTHE LT

ST

J. BOARD,
Dowell Street,
Honiton, Devon.

The Second Prize of £2 10s. has heen
divided among the following five competitors,
whose solutions contained one error each:

Mrs. J. Board, Dowell Street, Honiton,
Devon; T, Johuson, 2, Charlotte Street, Tidal
Basin, E. 16; Tom Loyud, 17, Clementina
Terrace, Carlisle; Robert Scott, 424, Par-
liamentary Road, Glasgow; Fred Brooks, 16,
Nichols Square, Hackney Road, E. 2

Fifty-one competitors with two errors each
divide the ten prizes of 5s. each, one shilling
heing added to the prize lizt to make up a
round zum. ‘The names and addreszes of
these prizewinners ¢an be seen ou applica-
tion at this office,

SOLUTION.

There are few older {football teams in the
eountry than Notts County. It poes back
practically to the commencement of the
game, The club made swift headwayv, and
reached a magnificent position in the First
League table. Sioce then fortune has ehbed
and flowed,

in a swall, neat hand that was strange to
him. The envelope bore the Friardale
postmark.

With a perplexed look, Harry opened
the letter, and read the missive inside,
His face took on a look of blank astonish-
ment.

“My only hat!" he ejaculated.

“What's up, Harry? Not bad news,
I hope,” said Baob Cherry.

“ No, it’s not bad news,” replied the
Remove captain, gritting his teeth. * But
the fearful cheek of it! Read this, vou
fellows. It's from the new Friardale
curate."”

Bob Cherry took the letter, and a
crowd of Removites gathered. round
eagerly to listen as he read it out loud.

“To Master H. Wharton,” it ran. “I
am writing on behalf of the Friardale
Rays' Club to cancel the football match
that was'to have taken place on Saturday
afternoon next between the Greylriars
Junior Eleven and the team of the ahove
club,, This step has been thought desir-
able in view of your conduct vesterday
evening. I very much regret that the
match has had to be seratched, but the
Friardale Boys' Club team are all sports-
men, and would prefer to play only with
teams having the same spirit,

(Signed) *JoHN TREMAINE,
“Hon, Secretary.”

A chorus of aslounded gasps arose.

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Frank
Nugent, looking at his leader aghast.
““He had the nerve to send that to us!
The insulting cad!”

Harry Wharton compressed his lips
hard. His eyes were gleaming with
anger,

*This is the last straw,” he exclaimed.
“I've never heard of anything like it in
all my life! Towler & Co. are heginning
to show themselves up in their true
colours, the mean snobs! And this busy-
body curate of theirs seems to be backing
them up. ILet them scratch the match!
We wouldn’t be found dead on the same
football field with those worms.”’

*“No fear!”

“What are you going to do about it ?"
demanded Johnny Bull, in his burly way.
“You're not going to take that insult
lying down, are you? I vote we make
up an expedition, go down to the village,
and give those rotters, Towler & Co., a
thorough good ragging.”

Wharton bit his lip.

““No. We shall only make matters worse
by starting reprisals,” he said quietly,
““The best policy is to hold aloof and treat
all this with t{m contempt it deserves,
We should only be lowering ourselves by
going down to the wvillage and rngginﬁ
Towler & Co. Let them see that suc
petty epite i3 beneath us. We'll have
nothing more to do with them, and when
we see this Rev, John Tremaine, we'll cut
him dead. That'll show him what we
think of him."

** Hear, hear ™

“ That's the best idea, Harry.”

“] suppose you're right, Wharton,”
said Johnny grudgingly. *“If we were
on a level with those cads, we'd fight 'em
for their cheek and insolence. 1'd like
to have a go at that Tremaine merchant.”

“Up to now there's been no question
of the Friardale fellows being as good as
ue,” said Harry Wharton. *' 'We were on
friendly terms with them, and we always
got on well together. But, as it seems
thev're out deliberately to make trouble,
stirred up by this interfering curate of
theirs, we'll let 'em get on with it.”

He tore the letter from the Rev.*John

can bank—



Laugh and grow fat.

Tremaine into shreds and cast them into |

the fire. Then he turned on his heel and
walked away with his chums, leaving the
Hall in a buzz of excited conversation.

After dinner that day, when the other
juniors went out for footer and other
recreations, the Famous Five had te
underga detention.

They ground their teeth in rage at
their undeserved punishment.

Gerald Loder, with & malicious leer on
his face, came along the Remove passage
and herded them away to the Form-room.

“You'll stop there till half-past five,
vou young rotters,” grated the rascally
prefect, with evident enjoyment of the
Removites’ plight. “The Head's asked
me to keep an eya on you, so I shall be
looking in from time to time to see that
vou're obeyving orders. Woe belide you
if I find any disturbance going on.”

The Famous Five compressed their lips
and remained silent, They could not trust
themselves to reply to Gerald Loder.

As soon as the Form-room door closed
behind their old enemy, however, Dob
Cherry rose and commenced slogging
away savagely in the air with his fists at
an imaginary figure of Gerald Loder,

“I'd give a term’s pocket-money just
for an opportunity to push Loder’s face
back a fortnight!" grated the fighting-
man of the Remove. “Five hundred
lines of Virgil! Stuck in a musty
Form-room on a lovely afternoon like
this! It's unbearable!”

“I'm afraid we can't kick over the

traces, Bob,” said Harry Wharton, with
a rueful shrug of his shoulders. “*We've
got to grin and bear it.  Better sit
down and get on with the washing, old
chap !

Bob Cherry sat down, and soon the
only sound that disturbed the tran-
quility of the Remove Form-room was
the scratching of five pens as they
churned out lines of Virgil at a furious
rate.

Ten minutes passed, and there was a
heavy step in the passage outside. The
class-room door opened, and a fat
form came in,

It was William George Bunter of the
Remove,

Billy Bunter blinked at the five indus-
trious juniors at the desks.

Harry Wharton & Co. glared at him
with far from welcome looks.

“Bo you're hard at it, you fellows
—what?" chuckled Bunter. * Jolly
rotten, being stuffed up here writing
impots on a half-holiday, I must say!”

“ Buzz off, Bunter!” growled Johnny
Bull, grasping a lexicon threateningly.
" 0Oh, really, you know,” expostulated
Billy Bunier, glowering through his
spectacles. “ You might be polite to
a fellow who——"

“Are you loocking for something,
Bunter?" asked Bob Cherry, with
deadly calmness.

“Eh? What do you mean'?

“Well, if you're looking for a thick
ear, porpoise, you've come to the right
place to get it!" said Bob, rising from
his seat. “In fact, you can have heaps
of thick ears, We feel just like giving
'em to somebody this afterncon !

“Really, Cherry, you beast——"'

51y

“Scat, Bunter!" howled a chorus of
four voices,
Billy Dunier did not “scat.” He

blinked at the Famous Five reprovingly
through his spectacles.

“I say, vou fellows, T havea't eome
for a row! I want to do you a favour! ™
he piped. *“I know how rotien you
must feel in here. You'll be jolly

Read the MAGNET! g

Smack !

lungry by the time you do get oul.
Lock here, T'll be a pal and get & fine
tea ready for you in your study.
Gimme the money, and I'll do the neces-
sary!”

“*My hat!” ejaculated Harry Wharton,
““¥ou fat fraud! You don't think we'd
be fatheads enough te entrust yon with
money for our tea!"

“Oh, really, Wharton "

“That trick won't work, Bunter!
We know you of old!" said the Remove
captain grimly. *“*You can go and eat
coke! And clear off as quickly as you
like! You're disturbing us!™

“Well, of all the ungrateful beasts!”
exclaimed Billy Bunter indignantly,
“As if I'd swindle anybody! I'm a
strictly honourable chap, 1 am, and——

Yah! Ow! Yaroocogh!”
Johnny Bull took aim with the lexi-
con, and the heavy volume struck

Billy Bunter's snub nose and caused
him to give vent to those fiendish yelps.
“Yow-ow-ow! " howled Bunter,
“I'm hurt! Wow! You've broken
my nose, and——"
“We'll break your beastly fat neck,
Bunter, i1f vou don't go!"” roared Bob

Cherry. “Will vou vamoose?™

*Nunno ! Yowp! 1 want that
money ! I-=I mean, T want to do you
chaps a favour and gel vour tea ready,
and Yarcoogh! Hi! Wharrer
vou at? Yaroooogh!”

Bunter gave a wild yell as the Famous
Five, in great exasperation, arose from
their desks, and bore down upon him.
Billy Bunter was a short-sighted youth,

The Rev. John Tremaine took a step forward, his hand
flashed out, and it landed with a resounding smack on Loder’s faee.
““ Yarooogh!®’ roared the prefect, staggering back.
gurgled Bob Cherry In wonder.

““ Mum-my hat!*?
(See Chapter 6.)

but he saw the danger lights gleaming
in their eyes. He turned round,

dragged open the Form-room door, and
fled for his life.

“Mangalise  him!” roared Bob
Cherry ferociously.

“Yarcoogh! Yah! Help! Murder'
Ow-wow-wow !" bellowed Bunier as he
ran.

Crash! Wallop!

Two resounding thuds sounded in the
passage outside, followed by two yells—
one in Billy Bunter's dulcet tones, and
the other in a voice that brought up the
Famous Five with a jerk, and caused
them to gasp with horror,

“Yooop! Grooogh! Yah!"” moaned
Gerald Loder, who, in striding along
the passage to see what was going on in
the  Remove Form-roowp, had heen
bowled completely over by Billy Bunter's
headlong dash for safety,

Loder was hurt. His nose waa
sn“.*n!.hered with dust where it had
forcibly struck the linoleum. He

dragged Bunter to his feet, and hauled
him into the Form-room.

“Oh, jiminy!" gasped Bob Cherry.
making a dive for his dezk. ““That's
done 1t "

“The fatfulness is in the esteemed fira
now, my worthy chums, and no giddi-
ful error!” murmured Inky.

Loder glared round at the
Five.

“Yow-wow ! howled Bunter 1n
terror. “It wasn't my fault, Loder!
Thev were chasing me! Woorooogh!
[ didn't see you coming, and—"

Famous

—on next week’s story being a real scorcher !
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“8hut wp, Bunter!” hissed the pre-
fect between his teeth. *"*Go along to
my study and fetch me a cane. Do

sou hear?”

“Ow-wow! Ye-es, I hear, Loder.”

The Ow] of the Remove scampered
away. Loder looked at the Famous
Five with eyes that glinted with rage
and malice.

“1'll pay you little sweeps out for
this!” he muttered. “‘I've never come
across such am unruly lot of young
reprobates in all my lLife!"

arry Wharton made a hot retort,
Lut the rascally prefect was in a royal
rage. There was no arguing with him.
'The Famous Five exchanged melan-
choly looks, They were in for it again,
with a vengeence. They felt like
revolting, but saner counsels prevailed.
'They would only make matters worse
for themselves by going for Loder,

Billy Bunter rolled in with the cane,
a look of terror and apprehension on his
fat visage. Loder took the ashplant,
swished it menacingly in the air, and
then called out Harry Wharton & Co.,
one by one,

Swish | Bwish ! Bwish ! Swish!

Loder brought the cane down across
their palms with all the force he could
muster. He gave them four cuts each.
Harry Wharton & Co. were biting their
lips hard when they went back to their
desks,

““Now, Bunter !” grated Loder.

“0Oh, really, Loder, I don't see why
I should be punished!” quavered
Bunter, “I—7

“Hold out your hand ! " roared Loder,

Billy Bunter did so.

Swish !

“Yow-wow-wow |”

Loder gave him three cuts, and by
that time William George Bunter was
doubled up. His moans and groans
were heart-rending. Loder drove him
from the Form-room. Then the prefect
iurned and grated a threat to the
IFFamous Five, and finally went away,
glamming the door behind him.

Harry Wharton & Co. clasped their
ssuarting hands together, and looked at
each other with savagery in their hearts,
They were too full for words. Their
looks were eloquent enough, If ever
five youths felt ready to commit homi-
cide, Harry Wharton & Co. did. Their
thoughts concerning Gerald Loder
would not bear utterance,

And from the distance far away came
the voice of Willilam George Bunter be-
wailing his lot, and the burden of his
plaint sounded something like this:

“Wow-wow-wow-wow-wow !"

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Vietim !
L E'VE stood too much from

W Loder lately, chaps,” said

Harry Wharton 1  Study

No. 1 next day, after tea.
“He's got to be made to sit up for his
eaddishness |”

** Hear, hear ! chorused the Co,

The Famous Five were all present,
also Squiff, Vernon-Smith, and Peter
Todd,

Harry Wharton & Co. were still brood-
ing upon the gross brutality of Gerald
Loder's behaviour towards them during
the past two days. There was never any
love lost between the Remove and Loder
of the Sixth, and the rascally prefect
always had his knife particularly in the

Famous Five, But now Loder’s caddish-
ness had passed all sufferance.

‘Harr

“Then -it's resolved that my plan of
revenge shall be carried out!” sad
Wharton,

“What-he !"

“Carried unanimously, old top " said
Bob Cherry. *“A booby-trap in the
wood is just the thing! Loder’s going
to the village now—I fmd it from young
Myers of the SBecond.”

arry Wharton nodded.

““Yes, Loder had an appointment with
Caobb, of the Cross Keys. Myers told me.
Loder always takes the short cut through
the woods to get there; he stands less
chance of being seen when he goes that
way. Consequently he'll be returning in
time for locking-up. That will be our
chance to lie in wait for him and get
our own back. He'll never know. He'll
have no proof of who did it. Anyway,
it's a risk, and it's worth it. There goes
Loder!”

They looked out of the study window
and saw the burly figure of Gerald Loder
crossing the Close towards the school
gates,

“"Come on!" sald Frank Nugont.
“We've got to fox Loder, and then get
the necessary articles in Friardale.”

“ Rather !”

The heroes of the Remove left Study
No. 1. Vernon-8mith and Peter Todd
had to go to their own studies to write
out impots, but SBquiff accompanied the
IFamous Five on their errand of ven-
geance,

They followed Loder down the Friar-
dale Lane, into the wood, and down to
the towing-path, where the Cross Keys
public-house was sitnated.

Gerald Loder very ofien had dealings
with Mr. Cobb, the rascally landlord of
the Cross Keys. Betting arid gambling
went on in the little back parlour, and
Loder was very partial to these pastimes.
If the Head got to know of Loder's
sporty ways he would have given him
the *‘sack " instantly from greyfriars.
But Loder was wily, and he took good
care that his surreptitions visitz to the
Cross Keys did not reach the knowledge
of Dr. Locke.

Frank Nugent and Squiff waited in the
vieinity of the Cross Keys, to keep watch
lest Loder should come out before they
expected him to, whilst the other four
proceeded into Friardale to procure ome
or two requisites for their projected jape.

They were walking through the sleepy,
old-fashioned High Street, when sud-
denly Bob Cherry gave vent to an ex-
clamation of surprise,

“Why, look! That must be the Rev.
John Tremaine, the new curate! He's
helping old Blind Joe across the street !”

The Removites halted and looked at
two figures that were crossing the road
a short distance ahead.
wizened, bent old man, known locally as
Blind Joe. He was being guided across
the street by a tall, handsome, athletic-
looking clergyman,

“My hat!” said Harry Wharton.
“ Burely that can't be Tremaine, He
looks too decent to be the interfering ead
who's caused us all this trouble lately.
Hallo, here's Jerry !™

Jerry, the village printer’'s boy, came
along just then, He raised his cap re-
spectiully to the Greyfriars fellows. They
knew Jerry well, for the school copies of
the “Greyfriars Herald ” were printed
by Jerry's master, and the boy was a
frequent visitor to the editorial den in
the Remove passage.

“1 say, Jerry, is that the new village
curate ?” asked Wharton, indicating tﬁe
ciergyman in front, who had by now
safely piloted the blind man to the pave-
ment,

Cne was a

Knoumn all over the globe—Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars!

“Yes, Master Wharlon. That's Mr.
Tremaine,” replied Jerry heartily.
" And a jolly good sort 'e 15, too! 'E's
wakened things up in the village since
'e's been ’ere. Perfect gentleman, and

as kind-'earted as they make ‘em. And
'e's a regular sportsman! You should
see him box, and play football! °‘E's

formed a top-'ole boys’ club, and they
'ave foolball, boxing, fencing, wireless,
games, an’ all sorts of things! I'm
joinin’ next week !™

Jerry was evidently sincere in what he
said, for he waxed quite warm to lns
theme.

Harry Wharton & Co. listened in great
surprise, They looked in perplexity at
each other as Jerry moved away.

“Great pip!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
*This Tremaine merchant is supposed to
be such a good sort, yet he's behaved hke
a cad towards us!”

Johnny Bull gave a growl.

“He must be s-avera? sorts of a hypo-
crite, then !” he said. *'I expect it's all
done to curry favour in the village.
With us Greyfriars chaps he's not so par-
ticular as to his conduct. He certainly
hasn't behaved like a gentleman to us,
We're not going to recognise him, of
course "

**No jolly fear!”

Harry Wharton & Co. set their faces
grimly as the Rev. John Tremaine walked
along the pavement towards them,

His handsome face fushed slightly
when he saw the Greyiriars juniors
coming,

Harry Wharton & Co. noted it, and took
it to be the sign of a guilty conscience,

At a nod from Wharton they all swung
on their heels and deliberately crossed
the road wilhout giving the clergyman a
second glance. o all intents and pur-
poses they were quite unaware of his
existence,

They had given him the cut direct !

Johnny Bull chuckled when he saw
the Rev. John Tremaine halt and glance
ta_.fter them with a troubled look on his
ace,

“That’'s got his goat out !” he said.
“He’s looking quite peeved!”

“Berves him right!” growled Bob
Cherry. “We don't want to have any
truck with his sort. It's a rotten thing
to do, and I don't like cutting anybody,
but Tremaine deserves it. He started
the ball rolling by carrying lying {ales
to the Head about us!”

“Yes, rather!”

The Rev. John Tremaine was now
walking on, his hands clenched tight, and
his face red and troubled looking.

Curiously enough, Harry Wharton was
more than usua ﬁ' quiet as he walked
along with his chums. His brow was
wrinkled in perplexity. He was begin-
ning to wonder whether there might
have been a mistake somewhere. This
was the first time he had seen the new
village curate, and hiz appearance had
been quite the opposite to what the
Greyfriars fellows had imagined it to be.
His looks and bearing seemed amply to
justify Jerry’'s enthusiastic eulogy of him,
The Rev, John Tremaine looked honest,
straightforward, and a gentleman.

But it was impossible to set their faces
against the facts,

The juniors turned te dizcussing the
jape on Loder,

“We'll want a large tin tray, or some-
thing hike it, to hold the whitewash, and
some ropes!” said Bob Cherry. ‘' My
word, a booby-trap in a tree is a ripping

wheeze. Loder won't suspect what's

going to drop on him as he comes

tramping through the wood, will he ?”
‘““Ha, ha, ha! XNo fear!”

Be well advised—order your copy of the MAGNET now !

Tre MacseT LiBRARY.—No, T2,



School and Detective stories every week !

They secured a large tin tray from the
ironmonger's, and a large quantity of
stout ropes, and a pail of whitewash.
Chuckling, they made their way back to
the Sark, and reached the Cross Keys.

“ Good egg! You've got the neces-
saries, then!” grinned Frank Nugent as
they came up. ‘Loder's still in there.
But time's gettjng on, We've got none
to lose!”

“Kim on, then!”

_ The Famous Five and Squiff plunged
into the wood and traversed the path
they knew Loder would be taking. They
chose a part of the path where it was
narrow and heavily sheltered on either
side by evergreen-bushes, Tall trees,
their branches in full blossom, towered
over the path.

The chums of the Remove set about
fixing up their booby-trap.

The tray was suspended between two
tree branches directly over the path,
vwhere it could not be seen by anybody
coming round the bend. The tray hung
by means of ropes, and it swung cradle
fashion. A releasing-rope stretched down
to a spot behind the bushes, where the
lapers would lie in hiding to operate it
at the requisite time.

The pail of whitewash was then stood
on the tmf up above, and mould and
lumps of clay were heaped all round it
till ﬁa tray was full.

“"Now the trap’s all ready!” chuckled
Bob Cherry, as he climbed dgwn from the
tree. ““One jerk at this giddy rope, and
the whole lot will eome down on top of
Loder. He’'ll have the shock of his life!
Ha, ha, ha!”

! Better make sure that he’s coming,”
said Harry Wharton. “ Franky, you buzs
off down the path and see if you can see
any signs of [oder.”

“Right-ho I’

Ernnk Nugent ran off; and a short
while later retutned with an excited
flush on his cheeks.

““Loder’s coming ! .T saw him leave the
Cross Keys, and I followed him a little
way along this path. Then I cut back
here through thé trees. He won't be
long now."

“Good egg!”

The Famous Five and Squiff waited in
ambush, Harry Wharton holding the
rope. A few minutes passed, and then
a . ;f“’ step sounded on thé woodland
path,

The Remavites e:nhanﬁfd glances,

They were all bubbling with suppressed
excitement,

“Loder's coming!” breathed Bob
Cherry.

“'S-hush-sh !” hissed Wharton. **Don't
let him hear us, fgr goodness’ sake, or
he'll twig there's mischief afoot. Now!"

The fﬂatstﬁps came nearer, and a figure
walked round the bend in the path.

At that precise moment Harry Whar-
ton pulled the rope.

Swooooosh !

Crash !

_ The tin tray overturned, shooting out
its load in an avalanche as it did so.
Down came the pail of whitewash, the
clay, and the mould.

Swoooooosh !

The whitewash swamped all over the
luckless person wha ﬁappened to be
underneath. He was bowled over like a
ninepin, and sank beneath the white
deluge, giving a wild. gurgling cry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Harry Wharton
& Co.

Their booby-trap had worked like a
charm!

“Dnnﬂqﬂﬁﬁh I" came in gurgling tones
from their hapless victim, who was re-
clining in a most ungraceful position on

' moaned Bob Cherry.

the ground in the midst of a wide-spread
uddle of whitewash. “Good heavensl|
ah! Bless my soul! Oh dear!”

Harry Wharton & Co. were just pre-
paring to make their exit, so to speak.
They stood rooted to the ground in spell-
bound amazement. It was not anﬁﬁr's
voice at all!

“Mum-my hat!"” stuttered Bob Cherry.
“We—we've made some horrible mis-
take! Tt isn’t Loder! We've slopped
that lot over somebody else! Who the
dickens——"'

* Look " screeched Squiff,

The victim of the booby-trap wasg sit-
ting up and gouging whitewash out of
his eyes and mouth and egrs. Harry
Wharton & Co. fell back armd blinked in
horror at the features that at length
became disclosed. They blinked and
blinked again, hardly able to believe the
evidence of their own optics.

“Good heavens!” gasped Harry Whar-
ton in a faint voice. “It’'s the Rev. John
Tremaine! We—we've bowled over the
new village curate !”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Truth Leaks OQut !

“j ,7 OU little sweeps! What have
you been doing?”
This time i1t was Loder's
voice. The burly prefect cama
striding :{lnng the path, and he gazed
at the scerle in astonishment. '
Harry Wharton & Co. almost collapsed.
“Oh crumbs! The game's up!”
“Things couldn’t

11

possibly be worse! Tremaine and
Loder!

Now for a real cartload o}
troubla! ™

, Loder’s eyes glinted as he assisted the
Rev. John Tremaine to his fﬂ:::.

The clergyman was in a sorry stale.

It was quite useless for Harry Wharton
& Co. to run now, They were bowled
out completely., They stood there, quite
dazed with their hard luck,

“Why dido't you come along a few

jnutes ﬂﬁﬁ’ Loder?’ moaned Bob
Cherry. “That little lot was meant for
FI?U! 1 You've spoilt the whole. giddy
show 1"

“Good heavens! Then wyou little
rascals did not deliberately lay that trap
for me!" exclaimed the Rev. John Tre-
maine, looking hard at the Removites,
~ “No, sir,” said Harry Wharton. *We
intended it for Loder. But now we're
bowled out I don’t mind speaking
grlnmly. We're not sorry you caught it.

ou deserve it "

““Bless my soul! You insolent boy '™

Loder’s eyes glittered.

“Wharton, how dare you speak so
impertmently to this gentlaman!” he
rapped savagely. * You shall pay dearly
for this!"

“I consider we've already paid—and
with interest!” retorted Harry Wharton
bitterly. ‘' You and Mer. Tremaine have
told the Head a pack of lies about us,
and got us lickings, detentions, and lines
for. nothing. I'm not beating about the
bush now. 1'm speaking plmng, so that
Mr. Tremaine can hear, and deny it if
he can!”

““Hear, hear !"” said Bob Cherry, “I'm
backing up Wharton!”

T
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Skinner & Co, were whirled across the trunks and roped
“* Now, chaps, let’s see what we can do at carpet-beating,”” said Wharton
grimly. Three cricket stumps travelled aloft and then descended ; and the
cads of the Remove made the box-room eécho with their howls, (See Chapter 6,)
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face downwards,
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“Same here!” said the others in
unison,

The Rev. John Tremaine was looking
at the Remove captain in perplexity.

“I fail to comprehend you, my lad,”
he said, ““Did I hear your sc.-hnc:i,rief!ﬂw
here address you as Wharton#”

“Yes, sirr My name is Wharton,”
said Harry, looking unflinchingly at him.

“But—but there must be two Whar.
tons, then, You are not the young
rascal Wharton who is captain of the
Ht:.mm*ﬂ Form at Greyfriars!"”

. :I am, sir!” repled Harry quietly.

There are not two Whartons at
Greyfriars,”™

There was a pause, during which time
the Rev. John Tremaine seemed to be
thinking swiftly. Then he turned to
Loder.

*“What are the names of these other
boys?” he asked,

Loder, nothing loth, gave him
nates of the Famous Five and Squiff.

The clergyman's look of perplexity
deepened. )

“But the two lads I know as Cherry

and Nugent are not the ones you have
pointed out to me,” he said. *There
must be a mistake somewhere, Thase
lads apparently have a grudge against
me. What is the nature of your imagin-
ary grudge, my lads?”
. “There's nothing imaginary about it,
sir 1" growled Johnny Bull bluntly.
'ﬂlau reported Wharton, Nugent, and
Cherry to Dr. Locke for fighting with the
village boys. You made the lving state-
ment that they fought like hooligans and
injured Towler & Co,”

“The lads 1 reported to Dr. Locke
certainly did behave like hooligans, and
their despicable conduct fully warranted
my complaint!” replied ‘the curate
calmly. “I do not consider that I was
over-severe with them. 1 particularly
requested Dr, Locke not to cane them, as
I myself had already chastised Skinner,
and the other two had suffered somewhat
—ahem !—severely at the hands ot
Fowler and his friends. They thoroughl
degerved jt! It is a very cowardly tl‘ii:ﬂ
fer boys to use such missiles as pieces of
coke 1"

“What do you mean, sir?” asked Harry
Wharton qumkl}y. “We didn’t throw
any coke at Towler & Co. We used turfs,
the same as Towler & Co. threw at us.”

“The lads I reported to Dr. Locke
were gathered round an excavation in the
road, and were hurling coke ct Towler
& Co., like little savages!” said Mr.
Tremame grimly,

“Great pip!”

*The rotters!"

The Friardale curate looked hard at
the astounded Removites. He read
penuine surprise and consternation on
their [aces,

“If you three lads are Wharton,
Nugent, and Cherry, and have suffered
for the misdeeds of the others, then I
can understand your truculence towards
me,” he said quietly. *There has been
a grave mistake somewhere.”

He then proceeded to give Harry
Wharton & Co. an account of the incident
lwo evemings ago that had resulted in
Skinner, Snoop, and Stott turning up at
Greyfriars looking battered and bent.
~ The Remaovites gasped. Loder listened
:_u wonder, with a sneer on his rugged
ace,

“My hat!" exclaimed Harry Wharton,
“From what you say, sir, 1 reckon that
the fellows you pitched into were three
shady rotters belonging to our Form—
Skinner, Bnoop, and Stott!”

“By Jove! You've got it, Harry!”
chortled Bob Cherry, They took our
namnes in vain! The cads!”

the

Harry Wharton then told the Rev.
John Tremaine how he and his chums
had been detained and given lines—
punishments which S8kinner & Co. richiy
deserved.

He also gave a scathing description
of how Loder had exaggerated and made
matters worse for them,

“So you see, sir, we've had a lot to
put up with lately,” finished up the
Remove captain with a rueful smile.
“We were naturally down on you and
Towler & Co., for we were guite inno-
cent of the charges laid against us.”

“Yes, most certainly you were!”
exclaimed the curate. “I can quite zee
now how the misunderstanding came

about. Those boys, Skinner, 8noop, and
Stott, and Loder here, have played a
most unworthy part i getting you
punished without cause. I am glad
that the matier has now been cleared
up, as I am the last person in the world
desirous of being on E:‘ul terms with any-
body. Let us now be friends, my lads.”

The young curate held out his hand
to Harry Wharton,

“My hat!” exclaimed the captain of
the Remove. * You are going to make
fricnds  with us—after—after being
swamped with our booby-trap?”

The Rev. John Tremaine smiled.

“Had it not been for that trap the
misunderstanding  wounld  still  have
existed between us,” he said, *“ It was
worth it, my lads. Besides, the trap
was not laid for me, was it? 1 assure
you I bear you no ill-will.”

Harry Wharton & Co.
heartily with the
curate,

Gerald Loder scowled.

*Look here, gir, if you're content with
letting these young sweeps off lightly,
I'm not!” he grated. * That booby-trap,
on their own admission, was laid for me.
I ¥

“From what 1 have gathered of your
character, Master Loder, you deserved
it—and more!” ryeplied the young
cleric, looking Loder full in the eyes.
“These lads have suffered two wholly
unnecessary canings at your handa
during the past two days. Your con-
duct proves you to be a surly, vindie-
tive, bullying cad!”

“You—you—you—"" stuttered Gerald
Loder.

“In fact,” went on the Rev. John
Tremaine, his voice tremulous with
anger—""in fact, you merit a thorough
good hiding yourself, Loder!”

“Hear, hear,” chortled Bob Cherry
with great heartiness. *I beg to second
that, sir!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gerald Loder was gquite speechless
with rage. He looked at the drippin
curate as though he would have Iikegl
to eat him. He gave a savage snarl.

“Mind your own business, you hlack-
coated, wheedling mollycoddle!” he

rated. ‘*Who do you think you are?

ou aren't much older than I am. And
you think because vou're a curate you
can put on airs and graces over me?
You look a pretty fine specimen now,
I must say! Ha, ha, ha! Taking the
part of these young rufians who. with
their booby-trap, have swamped you
with whitewash——"

Smack !

The Rev. John Tremaine took a quick
step forward, his hand flashed out, and
it landed with a resounding smack on
the prefect's face.
“Yaroooooogh !"" roared Loder, stag-
gering back and clasping a hand to his
face.

shook hands
young Friardale

“Mum—my hat!” gurgled Bob
Cherry in wonder.

The young curate stood facing Loder,
his hands clenched tight and iiﬁ eyes
flashing angrily.

“That for your imperlinence, wyou
rascal ! he exclaimed. *“You dare

speak to me like that again!”

Harry Wharton & Co. stood there
amazed, The Rev. John Tremaine had
smacked Loder's face! Gerald Loder,
of all people |

Loder seemed to come ont of a trance,
He darted a baleful look at the young
curate,

“You—you hound!” he snarled. " 1'll
pu'v you for that I

[e made a terrific rush at Mr.
Tremaine, but a well-placed left-hander
under the chin and a punch in the ribs
sent him staggering back again,

Harry Wharton & Co. loocked on in
wonder and elation. The Rev., John
'I'remaine {ook his stance like a real
boxer, and when Loder came lunging at
him again he gave him a volley of
smashing drives that made the prefect
howl and dance,

“0Oh, my giddy aunt!” gasped Boh
Cherry, as the young curate landed a
beauty on Loder's jaw. “This is prime !
Loder's catching it! Go it, sir! One
for his chivvy-—that's it! Another on
the nose—hurrah !”

Crash }

Loder went reeling from that last
terrific drive, lost his footing, and went
sprawling over, to fall into the puddle
of whitewash on the ground., There he
lay moaning and ruﬁbing his injured
nasal organ.

- The Famouz Five and Squiff sent up
joyful chortles.

" Loder's hcked !™

“Knocked out, by gum !"

“ Bravo, sir!”

The Rev. John Tremaine looked down
at the grovelling prefect.

“Have you had enocugh?” he asked.

“Yes, hang you!”

The wyoung n_:h'.rg}'mﬂn stepped  back,
and Loder rose, His nose was swollen,
his face was the picture of hate and
malice. He was smothered with white-
wash. The langhter of the Remaovites
rang mockingly in his ears.

“You can laugh ! he hissed furiously
as he stagpered away. “ Wait till you

et back to Grevfriars! The laugh will
EE on my side, then! This bunﬁy-tmp

was rigged up for me! TI'll flay you
little sweeps alive when you get
back Yah!"”

He gave a yelp as a heavy grasp

descended on his coat collar, and he was
swung round like a rat in a terrier's
mouth. He found himself looking into
the handsome face of the young village
curate,

“¥ou will not dare to make furiher
trouble for these lads, Master Loder !
gaid the Hev. John Tremaine meaningly.
“If you do, I shall not hesitate to report
you to Dr. Locke for frequenting a low
public-house in this neighbourhood !”

Loder erumpled up at that.

“What—what do you mean?” he
panted. :

“1 mean. that I happened to be inside
the Cross Keys while you were in there,
and saw you playing billiards and smok-
ing with a disreputable character named
Joliffe I came the quick retort.

“What were vou doing in there?”
sneered Loder vicionsly.

“1 entered the low-down place to
fetch away one of my parishioners to
hiza wife, who had been suddenly taken
il 1" saxd the young curate grimly, “1
recognised you, Loder, as a Greyfriars

(Continued on page 17.)

Why does he run away from $t. Jim’s ?
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¢ By HARRY WHARTON. ¢
> Y
MONG the suggestions contained fo
our “Hints and Improvements ™
Number, some time back, was a

plea for a Special Fishing Number.

There are dozens of amateur fishermen at
Greyfriars, and they have the advantage of
bemg able to indulge in river angling or
sea lishing, which ever they prefer.

Whitebait, pilchards, and turbot abound

off our coast, and many fine young trout
have been hauled out of their watery home
in the River Sark.
_ Personally, I haven’t much time for fish-
ing—a pastime which requires the patience
of Job. The last time I flshed—from the
jetty at Pegg—I caught a number of very
tiny sprats, and I bhauled up about half a ton
of seaweed. I packed up in disgust, and
went home.

The Remove's keenest fishermen are Mark
Linley, Monty Newland, and Dick Penfold.
It's all very well for Penfold, who is a poet.
He can sit for hours on the bank of the
Sark, holding his rod in one hand, and
seribbling verses with the other. They say
that poets are never lonely. But to a fellow
without genius, who ¢annot beguile the time
by writing on ode to a bloated bloater, fish-
ing is rather a bore.

Fishing i3 by no manner of means the]

most popular gport in the Eemove. Foothall,
cricket, boxing, and cyeling are the chief
attractions, and fishing comes a long way
down the list., But it certainly makes a
refreshing change when one has an afternoon
to spare.

Whether you are fond of fshing or not,
you are bound. enjoy this number, for
the cheery staff of the " Greyiriars Herald "
can find humour in everything.

On the subject of fshing the Remove is
divided into three camps, There are those
who are simply crazy on fishing; there are
others who are blandly indifferent to the
gport ; and there is a third section which
condemns fishing as being & mug's game.
To this last section Tom PBrown belongs,
and he has written a rather satirical article
on fishing. But you mustn't take any notice
of Browny's moods!

There is plenty of fun and sparkle in - this
issue, and those are qualities for which the
“Greviriars Herald " is renowned the world
over. Even our bitterest eritic, Billy Bun-
ter, cannot accuse us of not heingz lively!

HARRY WHARTON,

- Yo-ho |
Supplement i.]
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Conducted by Monty Newland.
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ARK LINLEY reports the capture of
a large fat trout from the River
Rark. “I had seem it twice

¥ before,” said Linley, “and on each

occasion it gave me the slip. But the third
time I made no mistake, and managed to
liaul my catehh on to the bank. It is a real
beauty, and I'm thinking of having it stufled
amd put in a glass case.”

TRTRT

S

<

Another ardent fisherman, Billy Bunter,
reports the capture of a gigantic whale in
Pegz Bay. Here is Bunter's deseription of

| the event: “I was out in a rowing-boat the
{ other

afternoon, when suddenly something
struck the boat with territick force, nearly
capsizing it. Looking round, I saw a huge
wail, which had attacked the boat with its
tale. I hadwn't a harpoon handy, but I
wasn't a bit scared, and I determined to slay
the savvidge beest. Grasping an oar in bhoth
hands, 1 stood up in the boat and dealt
the wail a terribul blow between the eyes.
It sank like a stoan. The water was stained
erimson with itz blud. 1 then rowed ashore
and informed the fishermen of - Pegg, and,
with their nssistance, I suxxeeded in drag-
ging the monster to the shore. 0Of corse, |
shall bave it put in a glass ecaze, alonz with
the butterflies I captured last summer.”

If anybody believes Billy Bunter's gro-
tesque fairy-tale, then he iz capable of
swallowing anything! -

®

Master Dicky XNugent reporta the capture
of 2,000 winkles—all alive-ho! The faras have
been busy on the winkle-beds for some days
past, and they seem to have reaped a rich
haul. The winklese will be publicly boiled in
the fags' Common-romn, and a great feast
will be provided on Saturday night. Those
who intend to come and join the merry
hangquet are requested to bring their own
pins !

] L ¥

Bolsover major announces that he has dis-
covered a pair of “museles.” We will forgive
Holaover hiz grim joke. He is not referring
to shell-fish, but to the muscles of his brawny
arms. Bolsover's fighting abilities are well
known. TUnlike Billy Bunter (who iz heavily
in debt), Bc}lsﬁvi:.'r is a.ll'a:rs :squaring up”!

The QCGreyfriars Deep Sea Fishing and
Angling Association will hold its annual
meeting in the Remove Common-room. on
Monday evening next. Mark Linley will take
the chair, and Billy Bunter will report him
to Mr. Queleh for stealing!

The finances of the azsociation are in a
rather unsatisfactory econdition. as will be
seen by the following balance-sheet for the
past year:

Dr, Cr.
8. d. £ s d.
To &0 subscrip- By purchase
tions at 1. of fishing
each .4 21 tackle ..10 4 2
Dehit Balance ... £10.

We don't want to see the association go
hust, =0 pull together, boys, and let's have

a biz revival!

- B L

QIRHIHIR TR nsamnmmns

FISHERMAN'’S
LUCK'!

By Frank Nugent.
HEGNIHE RO e RS

QUHTL LT

A new and handsome fishing-rod

I horrowed from Alonze Todd.

I then set out, with much commotion,
In Redwing's tub, the Quecn of the Ocran.

I hoped to cateh a portly plaice,
Or, failing that, a dainty dace.

I slung my line when it was baited,
And, squatting in the stern, T waited.

The minutes passed, but ncthing cameas
I murmured: “ What & weary gamel
The fish seem none too pally, butb
Soon I shall land a halibut!™

Then, for three solld hours or maore,
I sat and fished, In sight of shore.
My luck was out, I tell you fAat-=
I didn't even catch a aprat!

“Now, all ve fish,” I eried aloud,

“Come and be captured in a crowd!

Roll up, ve pike and plaice and perch,
And please don't leave me in thé Iurch®™

But not a fish would come my way,
Though there were thousands in Pegz BaY.
1 lingered on, in hopes of sighting

A carp, a herring, or & whiting.

Diusk fell; the ztars began to twinkle,
I hadn't even caught & winkle!

I felt inclined to dig for oysters,
And then display them in the Cloizters.

But presently I felt a tug;

My line I then began to lug.

“By Jove! It is & heavy bounder!
It's bound to be a sixteen-pounder!®

Alas, alas, for my fond dream!

Things are not always what they seem.

“’h::ﬁt d‘ijd I catch? Well, naught that mat-
ered—

A pair of sea-boota, old and tattercdl

A special ¢ Pirate ' number next week !
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BOB CHERRY :

Yes! Fishing worth

certainly
while—if it's too cold for bathing, and
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too hot for footer, and too wet for
cticket, and too atuﬁF indoors for ludo
or snakes-and-ladders ! Only under these
conditions do I consider fishing worth
while. But perhaps I am prejudiced,
having fished for four solid hours in the
River Sark and. brought up nothing
bigger than a baby tadpole! Other
fellows may have different views.

MARK LINLEY:

If I had more leisure I should devote
at least a couple of hours a day to fish-
ing—preferably in the early mornmng.
'l'o my mind, there are few things to
equal the joy of the angler when he
lands a good-sized trout, and brings his
own breakfast back to Greyfriars with
him! Of course, fishing ra&u:res a cer-
tdin amount of patience. You may be
lucky, and get a ‘' bite'’ as soon as you
have cast your line. On the other hand,
you may have to wait for hours. But the
enthusiastic angler—the fellow who is
heart and soul in the game—doesn’t
mind how long he has to wait. He goes
on waiting and hoping until the cows
come home! And he usually reaps a
good reward at the finish. a fellow
who cannot learn to wait would be wiser
to give fishing a miss,

BILLY BUNTER:

Fishing is well worth while, if you
kiow the way to go about it. A fellow
who fishes for ovsters with a rod and
line will t nothing for his panes:
naither will a fellow who tries to catch
spratts on the winkle-beds! Fishing is
a fine art, and it calls for much skill and
endurance. Before a fellow takes it up,

Read what the Gay
'Friars have to say on
the aubject.

he is advised to come and have lessons
from W.G.B, the gratest angler that
ever dangled a wriggling worm into the
water ! %will give you lessons, using a

rar of goldfish as a river. The rod and
i e

ine will consist of a ruler and a
of cotton attached to it. There will be
a bate on the end, of corse, and I'll show
you eggsactly how to catch goldfish,
Then you will be able to go fourth and
catch wails, and other monsters of the
Mity Deep! 1 might also add that I
excel at another kind of fishing, namely,
fishing for information !

ATONZO TODD:
1 consider ﬁuhin%
manly pastime,

is a vexy noble and
t has none of the
brutality and hooliganism of football
and other sports, ow sweet to st
among the buttercups on the bank,
angling for minnows and other monsters
of the deep! My Uncle Benjamin
declares that fishing is a really splendid
exercise, and wonderfully beneficial to
one's constitution. The effort required

in hauling up a large trout, for instance,
considerably strengthens the biceps.
1f everybody took up fishing we should

be & hardy, healthy, sturdy race, instead
of a lot of undersized weaklings. (We
can’t say we have ever noticed anything
pnrticu]ar]f aturdEd about the Iragile
form of Alonzo!—Ed.)

FISHER T. FISH:

I sort of guess and calculate that
there's no fish worth catching in English
waters. Gee! You want tgﬂ rivers of
America for fish! I once caught a
conger-eel which measured forty feet
after it was straightened out; and I've
caught many a gna salmon which has
turned the s&cale at thirty pounds!

THE MONSTERS OF
THE DEEP!

By Tom Redwing.

A huogry shark is the last thing on earth—

| or, rather, in the sea—that any man cares

to meet.

The only sharks that visit the coast of Eng-
land are the blue sharks, and these anly pay
us a visit once im a‘while. But they are
not nearly so big or ferocious as thé white
sharks. Some of the latter are over forty
feet long. They are fearsome monsters, and

B they will often follow a ship for weeks, feed-
i ing on all the waste matter that is thrown

]

Very

HAVE never seen. a sea-serpent.
few people have, as a matter of fact.
It Is a matter for doubt whether they
really exist.

F have pever seen a shark, either, or a

whale. But we know that these exist. My
father haz often told me about them. He
bhas had some flerce duels with sharks in
hi= time, and they are not nice creatures,

overboard.
There are many types of sharks, but per-

haps the worst type of all is the hammer-
| head shark, its head being shaped just like

the head of a hammer.

Sharks have long been the foes of man,
and the more ferocious of them will hite a
man in two with comparative ease. Small
wonder that shipwrecked szailors are terrified
of them!

The whale {8 the hipgest monster in the
world. 1t is said that a bhoat and its crew
could fioat in the mouth of the baleen
whale. The length of its jaw is about six-
teen fect.

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

These miserable littl& sprats that yom
catch off the coast of Kent—bah! Are
they worth wasting a business 1nan's
time over? The answer is: * Nope- em-
phatically nope! ™

DICKY NUGENT:

Yes, 1 konsider fishing well worth
wile, but 1 am a bit fed up with catch-
ing tadpoles and minnoes and such like.
i want to have a go at oclopuses and
sea-lions and seels and crockerdiles and
sharx, and other dennizons of the Deep.
Will anybody come with me on a wail-
catching eggspedition? 1'll buy the
boat, 1f sumboddy will lend me the
cappital What about it? (Very dar_inr
of you, Dicky, but methinks there will
be nothing doing !—Ed.)

WILLIAM GOSLING :

I don’'t hold with this here fish-
mongering. What 1 says is thizs he
leave the pore fish alone, that's what
says. They ain't done no harm to
nohoddy. ow would you like it, if you
was bathing and a giant came along and
dangled a doughnut on the end of a
string, and when you made a bite at it
you was caught on a hook and hauled
out of the water? You'd start squeal-
ing, as sure as hegge is heggs. ery
well, then. Leave the pore fish alone.
I've got a puddle of my own in the
backyard, but I forbids the young
rascals of Greyfriars to fish in 1t. (How
much do you charge for the fishing
rights, Gossy’—E4d.)

NOTISS TO ALL GREYFRIARS

-

FELLOWS,
If you want a light snack or a harty
meai, come to

GATTY'S FISH & OYSTER BAR
(Third Form Common-room).
Kippers cured, whatever their kom-
plaints. Herrings fried on penholders.
Sackulent spratts served hot at any
time. ‘Tasty tadpoles, fresh from the
pond. Bquirming eels from the bed of

the North Sea.

COME AND TASTE 'EM! ¥YOU
WON'T WANT TO WASTE 'EM.

Before going to bed, sample one of
GATTY'S sellybrated Fish Suppers, and

you'll sleep like a top!
R W N N L W W W,

The most objectionable type of whale [s
the grampus. It is the greediest beast in
the sea, and this doubtless explains why
Billy Bunter is often called a “greedy
grampus,” The grampus is & cannibhal whale,
j and eats its own kith and kin.

The cruellest fish in the sea are the saw-
fish and the sword-fish. The latter seems to
' have a spear growing out of it, while the
saw-flsh has horrible, saw-like teeth.

Other creatures of the mighty deep, much
lesa formidable, are dolphins and porpoises.
Dolphing are noted for the way in which
they frisk and gamhol and turn somersaults
in the water. Porpoizes also hound merrily
along in shoals, as il they enjoy life.

Then we have the sea-lion, the sea-
unicorn, and the walrus. These are al) quite
harmless by comparison with sharks and

sword-fish.

Not many of us would ¢tare to have lived
in the days of our earliesf ancestors, when
gigantic sea-dragons infested the coast. We
have often seen pictures of them reariog
their ugly heads out of the water. Truly
terrifying these monsters must have been,
and I expect the Ancient Briton, when he
went for his early morning dip, was jolly
careful not to go ont too far! A Eea-
dragon would have made short work of him.

Fearful and yet fascipnating are the mon-
sters of the deep. Hut 1 shouldn't relish
the job of capturing whales or sharks. I

prefer to fish for minpows in the River Sark!

A peep into the dashing days of old—next Monday !

Toar Maicxer LiBRARY.—No. T92.
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

1 0 tea for ua this afternoon,” I
remarked to Bulstrode, my study-

mate. " Hazel's out of funds, and

you're out of funds, and I'm in
the zame boat. There's a2 famine in the
land.”

“We can bave tea in Hall—" bhegan Bul-
strode,

“Perish the thought! A hunk of bread-
and-margarine, and tea that's so weak that
it can't support itself in the cu%! That sort
of thing may appeal to you, but it leaves
me ¢old.™

Suddenly Bulstrode was struck by a brilliant
idea. At least, he called it bright. I called
it something else.

“What about catching our own tea?™ he
suggested.

“Ehf"

“1I've got a fishing-rod, and we ecan dig
up some worms for hgit. Then we can go
and fish from the jetty at Pegg.”

“What an exciting way of spending a hall-
holiday!" I said sarecastically.

“Better than playing footer, and then find-
ing we've got no tea to come back to,”
said Bulstrode. " You'd better borrow Harel's
fishing-rod, Browny, and come along with
me."”

“0h, right you are,” I said. " Anything's
better than going without grub.”

And so, armed with fishing-rods, we Bset
out for the little fishing village of Pegg.

“What are you hoping to eateh, Bal-
strode?” I asked, as we tramped along.

“0Oh, lots of things,” said Bulstrode hope-

fully. “There's turbot, and skate, and
whiting, and bhalibut—in fact, crowds of fish!
Lucky I've brought a basket along.”

“Do you think that basket will be bi
enough?” I said. " Are you sure we sha'n’
want a pantechnicon?”

“Don’'t be funny, Browny! I know you're
mot very keen on fishing, but after you've
landed a twelve-pounder you'll be as keen
a3 mustard.”

“Perhaps!™

In due course we reached the little jettry,
and strolled out to the end thereof. We
sat down, dangling our legs over the side.

Bulstrode had broucht some live bait with
him in the basket, and we secured the
wriggling worms to our hooks. .Then, having
cast our lines, we awaited developments.

Bulstrode glanced at his watch.

“It's two o'clock,” he remarked. “We
ought to have that basket full in an hour.”

But he was an optimist—a super-optimist,
in fact.

An hour passed, and the fish seemed
strangely shy. We didn't get o single bite.

I began to ygwn, but my companion was
as keen as ever. These fellows wha have
a mania for fishing, like Bulstrode, possess
a store of patience that Job would have
envied. Nothiog seems to ruffle them, or
make them loze heart. |

“ How much longer are we going to sit
here like a pair of graven images?” I growled.

“Be patient, Browny."

“T've bDeen patient for
pothing’s happened.”

“No: hut the little hegoars will soon begin
to bite.”

Even as Bulstrode zpake 1 felt a sharp tug.
With feverish hands 1 bhauvled up my line,
only to find that the worm had disappeared
from the hook! SHome daring fish had helped
himsell to afternoon tea, and swum gaily
away.

an hour, and

Bulstrode had a similar experience. He
hauled up his line, only to find that the
bait had disappeared.
“This is rotten Iuck.” he said. “They
were the only two worme 1 had. We shall
have to go and dig for more.” === J .
The great . B. as a pirate—next week 1

Supplement dis.)

Digging for worms is not what you might
call a thrilling and breathless pastime. 1
was jolly well fed-up by thia time, and I
told Bulsirode so, with more emphasis than
politeness. But Bulstrode urged me to give
fishing a fair trial.

“Don't condemn it on the strength of an
hour’'s bad Iuek,” he said. *“As soon as
we resume our luck will change. I shall
land the bhiggest ¢atch of the season, and
you'll land the next biggest.”

“Bulstrode, old chap,” 1 sald, "I used
to think Bob Cherry was the biggest optimist
i:; the Remove, but now I award the palm

you."

Having obtained more bait, we again took
our scats on the end‘'of the jetty.

A drizzle of rain began to fall, and the
conditions were cold and checrless. There
we sat, like a pair of stuffed mummies, with
our lines dangling into the water, and our
cold and cramped fingers clutching the rods.

“Oh, what a game!” I groaned.

Another hour passed, and then another.
And then darkness descended over land and
sea. We became ravenously hungry, and
the prospect of tea seemed farther off than
ever.

At last, just as despair waa beglnning to
naw at my vitals, Bulstrode uttered a
oyful ery.

“A bite!” he excleimed.

And he began to haul up, leaning forward
in his excitement. He leaned forward a little
too far, and lost his baldn¢e, and took a
very ungraceful dive into the sea.

There was & splash and a yell.

Bulstrode was a fairly good swimmer, but
it struck me that he might be in need of
assistance, so I plunged in after him. It
was a good thing I did, for he was hall dazed
by the sudden ducking.

Turning on my back, I supported Bulstrode
under the arms, and towed -him to shore.

We were like a pair of drowned rats when
we emerged from the water.

“(Gug-gug-gug ! spluttered Bulstrode.

“Gug-gug-gug!” I replied, joining in the
chorus. “We're in a pretty plight, and no.
mistake! Better race each other hack to
Greyfriars, or we shall catch fine chills.”

Bulstrode's rod and line were in the sea,
and we didn't trouble to salvage it. 1 wemt
and fetched Hazel's, and then we sprinted
back to the school.

When we had changed our clothes we went
down to the study. aze]l was there.

“Where on earth have you fellows been?”

15

he demanded. "M had a remitiance hy the
aiternoon post, and 1 bought some ripping
sausagea for tea. But they began to get
gold, and as you didn't come in I invited
Penfold and Newland to come and help me
out with them."”

“You—you * gpluttered Bulstrode. * And
here are we, simply famished !"

Hazel murmured his apologies, but they
were wasted upon Bulstrode for the moment.
He was visualising those sosses as only a
hungry person can, and his appetite increased
accordingly. Luck, it seemed, was dead
against him, for the aymptoms of a cold
began to make themselves manifest—
gvidently the product of his dip in the briny.

Gradually Hazel learned the whole story,
and a smile of amusement crosazed his face,
but Bulstrode, eatching sight of it, picked up
the nearest thing to hand—a cushion--and
hurled it at his grinning studymate’s head,
whereat Hazel's smile departed.

As for me, I threw myself down on to the
gofa, with feelin%u too deep for words, And
I'll never go fishing again—never!”

THE THREE FISHERS!

By DICK PENFOLD.
(After Charles Kingsley.)

Three fisherse went sailing out into the
Sark,
Out into the Sark as the sun went
down ;
They were Quelchy and Prout, who were
after the trout,
And also old Capper, a gent of renown.

For Prout must sail, 'tis his obstinate
wish,
And nothing will stop him from
catching the fish, _ )
Though the Quelchy - bird
moaning !

Three prefects were watching ; they stood
on the bank
On that bitter March eve when the sun
went down.
And Wingate said: “Gee! It would not
surprise me
If we saw those three fishermen capsize
and drown !*’

For Prout must sail, though it's fear-
fully dark,

And treacherous currents abound in
the Sark.

And the Quelchy-bird is moaning!

Three fishers went floating a-down the
dark stream,
And never a sign of a trout did they
see,
And old Capper looked black, and he
murmured, ‘* Alack !
I don't think we’ll have any fish for our
tea !”

For Prout must sail, though the,
current runs strong,
And our top-heavy boat simply
gallops along.
And the Quelchy-bird is moaning!

Three splashes were heard, and thrée
anicky shouts, _

As t[iue vessel heeled over, discharging

its crew.

prefects plunged in,

managed to win

Their fight with the current —a narrow

squeak, true!

¥

The and they

But Prout must eail, though he isn'é
a sailor,

And the face of old Capper giew
paler and paler,

And the Quelchy-bird was moaning}
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

& RE you going fishing,
Prout?”
Mr. Quelch asked the question.

Hia colleague, the master of the
Fifth, was attired in a weird and wonderful
suit of oilskinz, and he wore hefty sea-boots.
His oilskin hat was not. the least amusing

my dear

part of his sartorial equipment. It was
flattened down over his head like a pudding
basin.

It was a half-holiday, and Mr. Prout had
forsaken his old love—golf—in favour of fish-
ing. Mr. Prout was growing a little tired
of the links. He was what is known as a
plus-four man, and hé could find no opponent
worth contending against. Mr. Prout—in his
own estimation, at ady rate—towered over
them all. Had not he defeated Tom ‘Niblick,
the Courtfield professional? Could not he
defeat Duncan and Tolley, and all the lot of
them, amateur and professional? Of course
he could! And so, suffering from a surfeit of
victories on the golf-links, Mr. Prout was
seeking fresh worlds to conquer.

“Are you going fishing, my dear Prout?”
asked Mr. Quelch, for the second time.

The master of the Fifth stopped short. Amn
expression of annoyance crossed his face.

“My dear sir, surgly you can deduce from
my appearance that I am not going rabbit-
shooting or polo-playing '™ he said teatily.

“Pray do not be annoyed,” said Mr.
Quelch. I merely asked you a eivil question.
'i‘uuYare going deep-sea fishing, I take it?"

“Tes."

“Then I hops you will be bitten—er—that
Is to say, I hope you will get a bite!" zaid
Mr. Queleh.

“I thank you, sir, for your clumsily
expressed wishes,” said Mr. Prout stiffly,
“and 1 bid you a good-afternocon!”

Bo saying, the master of the Fifth passed
on, and he was soon waddling along the road
which led to the shore.

Mr. Prout was very anxious to make a
good “cateh.” Most of the Greyfriars
masters were good fishermen, and they some-
times scoffed at Mr. Prout’s amateur eHorts
with the rod and line. Most of them had
landed something really big during the term,
and it was now Mr. Prout's turn to show
what he could do.

On reaching the shore, Mr. Prout chartered
a8 small fishing-boat for the afternoon, and
an aged boatman of the “Beaver ™ tribe
rowed the master of the Fifth out to sea.

For a couple of hours Mr. Prout fizshed
without having any luck. The hoat was
atationary on the placid waters. The boat.
man kept yawning. Mr. Prout kept sighing
for a bite.

And at last, at long last, he had his heart's
desire. There was a tightening of his line,
and he started to haul up. The boatman
looked on with languid interest.

“It's a nallibut,” he sald morosely as a
wriggling fish bobbed up above the water.

“A what?" gasped Mr. Prout.

“A nallibut. Ain't you never heared on
‘em, sir?"

“QGracious!” said Mr. Prout.
mean & halibut?"”

“That's jest wot I zaid!™

“Surely you

“It is & beauty, too,” said Mr. Pront, as
the fish was taken aboard. “How much
should you think it weighed?"

The boatman cocked a thoughtful eve at
the wriggling captive.

“About ten pounds,” was his verdict.

“1 must return to Greyiriars at once, and
acquaint my colleagues with details of this
remarkable catch,” said Mr. Prout. *I will,
in fact, lectare to the boys about it in the
lecture-hall. Would you be good enough to
clean this flah for me, and then bring it up
to the school "

The boatman nodded, and proceeded to row
Mr. Prout back to the shore.

On, the way back to the school, Mr. Prout
happened to meet Mr. Capper.

“Capper!” he exclaimed. “I have just
made a splendid eatch—magnificent catch !

“"Surely you have not been playing
cricket?* said Mr. Capper, in astonishment.

“No, sir; I have not! 1 have been fishing
—a fact which you might bave surmised
from my attire.”

“ Not necessarily,” said Mr. Capper. “You
can never tell what particular form of sport
a maan 1s engaged in simply by what he la
wearing. Many people go about in flannels,
yet they never handle a tennis-racket or a
cricket-bat. Many people wear ° plus-fours,’
and do not, know the firat thing about golf.
I am not being personalt’ added Mr. Capper
hastily.

Mr. Prout’s eyes were gleaming excitedly.

“1 have caught a halibut, Capper!" he ex-
claimed. "It weighs—— Let me see, what
did the boatman say? Fifteen pounds!”

Mr. Capper was impressed.

“Truly a remarkable catch, Prout,” he
said. *“I should like to see the fish in
question."

“Then you had better come to the lecture-
hall in an hour's time,” said Mr. Prout. *I
shall then exhibit the fish, and describe how
it was caught.”

"I shall be there,” sald Mr. Capper.
he nodded and passed on.

On reaching Greyfriars, Mr. Prout lost no
time in spreading the story of his great cateh
—the catch of the season, as he described
it. Like most anglers, Mr. Prout was too
excited over his success to stick closely to
facts. Consequently, the size and weight of
the flsh grew to alarming proportions.
Originally, the halibut had weighed ten
pecunds. Mr. Capper was informed that it
weighed fifteen. Mr. Quelch was told it
weighed twenty. Mr. Lascelles was amazed
to learn that it weighed twenty-five pounds,
and was twice the size of a Rugby foothall,

“durely it must have been a cod that you
canght, and not a halibut!" said the young
mathematica master.

“"Well, & halibut is a member of ths eod
tribe,” said Mr. Prout. “It certainly may
have been a cod. But the boatman said it
was 8 halibut, and I took his word for it. At
all events, you will be able to see and judge
the fish for yourself shortly. I am going to
lecture about it at five o'clock.”

Mr. Lascelles promiszed to turn up at the
lecture.

Even the Head came to hear of Mr. Prout's

And

wonderful catch. He was the last person to
be told; and by the time he got the news,
the weight of the fish had increased to forty
pounds.

“A gigantic fish!’ said the Head. *“I will
certainly come and see it exhibited.”

At five o'clock Mr. Prout took up hiz posl-
tion on the platform in the lecture-hall.
Crowds of fellows were present, as well as
the Head and most of the masters.

The boatman had not yet turned up with
the fish, but he was expected at any moment.
And presently he came.

There was a dramatic silence as the aged
boatman shuffied towards the platform.
There was no sign of the wonderful fish.

Mr. Prout broke the silence.

“Where is the fish, man?” he exclaimed.

The boatman, keeping a perfectly straight
face, took out of his pocket a amall piece of
paper. Thizs he unfolded, and then he pro-
dueed, to the amazement of the onlookers, a
tiny, miserable-looking fish. It was a white-
bait—one of the smalleat fishes in the sea!

Thrusting the midget fish into Mr. Prout's
hand, the boatman touched his forelock, and
withdrew.

There was a roar from the audience.

“Oh, what a spoof !"

“It's a blessed sardine!” yelled Coker of
the Fifth.

“And it was supposed to
thirty pounds ' howled Potter.

Mr. Prout stood glaring and gaping at the
tiny fish. He was at a loss for words.

Grimly the Head advanced towards the
piatform.

“1 am surprised at you, Prout!” he thun-
dered. “You have gathered us together
under falae pretences! So this is the monster
of the deep which you eaught this after-
noon—an insignificant whitebait'"

*I—I—"" stuttered Mr. Prout in dismay.

“You are an impostor, sir! You have
wantonly and deliberately deceived me, and
all eoncerned! 1 will dismiss this assembly
at once! If you wish to lecture on the
subject of this mighty monster "—the Head's
sarcasm was crushing—"you may lecture to
yourself !"

8o saying, the Head stalked out of the
lecture-hall. And the others followed suit.

Mr. Prout hurled the whitebait to the
floor, where it landed with a sickening thud.
Then he, too, stalked out of the lecture-hall.
utterly unable to account for what had
happened.

Mr. Prout did not puess that Skinner of
the Remove had played & little prank at his
EXpense,

Skinrier had met the boatman on the way
to the school. A bribe had changed hands,
and the halibut had been exchanged for the
tiny whitebait. Skinner considered that Mr.
Prout deserved this showing-up in public for
having exaggerated so much,

Greyfriars laughed loud and long over the
Incident. And in the masters’ room thit
evening Mr. Prout was regarded with icy
stares by his colleagues. And when the con-
versation turned on the subjeet of fishing,
Mr. Prout abruptly changed it in favour of
golf !

weigh abhout
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(Continued from page 12.)

fellow, and was shocked at your pre-
sence in that place of ill-repute. I do
not consider it within my province to

bear tales about you to Dr. Locke,
although I cevtainly think that he
should be mnformed of your rascally

ways; but I fhall nol hesitate to show
you up in your true colours if you con-
tinune with yvour unreasonable oppression
of these lads. Take this as a warning,
Loder, and let your saner counsels pre-
vatll !

Loder ground his teeth in a royal rage.

He muttered something under his
hreath, and then turned on his heel and
strode off.

Harry Whartou & Co. looked in great
admiration at the Rev. John Tremaine.

“My word, sir, you're a brick!” ex-
claimed the Remove captain, drawing a
tdeep breath. “We had no idea you
were so splendid ! Many other men
would have reported us for that booby-
trap, in spite of the misunderstanding
that existed beforehand. You're a jolly
good sport, sirl”

“And so say all of us!” chortled Bob
Cherry. “The way you walloped Loder
did my opties good, sir! You're a giddy
hero! And we can’t say how sorry we
are that you caught that giddy booby-
trap—

“EYE-E, rather, sirV’ chorused the other
Removites,

The young clergyman smiled.

“Don't worry about that. TI'm all
right !” he said. ‘It was a mistake, and,
as I sa1d beforve, I bear no 1ll-will.”

“You're a real brick, sir!"

Squiff, at a word from Harry Wharton,
ran off and fetched the station cab along
tn the entrance of the wood in Friardale
[ane. Harry Wharton & Co. escorted
the Rev. John Tremaine through the
woad, and they secretly had a whip-round
and paid the driver.

The yvoung clergyman was grateful for
the conveyance, as he could not very well
appear in public in his present state.

He shook hands warmly again with
them from the cab door.

“Good-bye, ny lads!” he egaid in his
rich, deep voice. “1 cannot =say how
gratified I am to find that you Greyfriars
lads are the very opposite to what 1
imagined you to be. And with regard to
that match on Saturday b

“Come to tea with us to-morrow, sir,

and we'll arrange it!” zaid Harry
Wharton eagerly. *“ Bring Towler as
well. You'll come, won't yout”

“Yes, most certamnly. I shall be very
pleased ™

“ &heerio, sir

The chums of the Remove looked at
each other as the cab bowled away,

“Well, 1=n't he a sport!” said Bob
Cherry enthusiastically,  “The way he
knocked old Loder out was a sight for
gods and men and little fishes !V

““Yes, rather!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & (Co. went back to
that fateful spot in the wood and eleared
away all traces of their booby-trap. Then
they eet out for Greyiriars.

Harry Wharton had a very grim look
on his face.

“The first job when we get back, kids,
s to find SBkinner, Snoop, and Stott!”
he said. * Those rotters are going to
et 1t where the chicken gets the chopper
—in the neck!”

!‘.‘I

“Hear, hear!" esaid Bob Cherry.
“We'll rag the cads baldheaded !

Arriving back at Greyfriars, the
Famous Five and Squiff went in search
of Harold Skinner & Co., armed with
cricket-stumpe.

Skinner's study in the Remove passage
was empty, so they looked farther aficld.
Harry Wharton had a shrewd suspicion
where they would find Skinner & Co.
He led the way up the back stairs to the
upper box-rooms.

In Box-room No. 3 8kinner, Sncop, and
Stott was seated on trunks quietly
enjoying a packet of cigarettes between
them,.

Skinner & Co. were addicted to these
shady little habits, Smoking cheap and
nasty cigareites was a pastime that
appealed to their peculiar sense of enjoy-
ment.

The dingy young dogs of the Remove
jumped up in  alarm  when Harry
Wharton & Co. entered.

“Here are the rotters " roared Johnny
Bull, brandishing hie cricket-stump aloft.
“Now we'll give it to "em !

“T.ook here, wh-what's
demanded Skinner, turning
backing towards the window,
done nothing, and 4

“You've acted like the dirty, miser-
able, abject worm that vyou are,
Skinner!” exclaimed Harry Wharton
bitterly. “ We've been talking to the Rev,
John Tremaine, and have discovered the
truth !

Skinner & Co. went limp at that. They
blinked at their grim-looking Form.
fellowe in dismay and terror.

Next minute Harry Wharton & Co.
surged forward and laid violent hands
on Skinner, Snoop, and Stott.

They whirled the three young rascals
off their feet, and roped each of them
across a trunk, face downwards.

“Now, chaps, let's see what we can do
at carpet-beating ! said Harry Wharton

the row?”
pale and
“We've

grimly. * We'll take it in turns to swipe
these rotters!”

“Yaroop! Yah! Yow! Lemmego!”
wailed Snoop.

“Leave us alone, you rotters|” snarled

Skinner. “Don’t you dare hit us with
those stumps! We Yarooooooogh !V
Whack !

Harry Wharton took the first swipe.
The cricket-stump descended heavily on
the person of Harold Skinner, and a
cloud of dust arose from that youth's
trousers. The captain of the Remove
sot his teeth and proceeded to give
Skinner a thorough lamming.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yooooooooop! Wow! Yow-wow!
Stoppit! Yah! Yooroooooogh!” howled
Skinner, squirming in his bonds on the
trunk.

Snoop and Stott were each whacked in
turn.

Harry Wharton & Co. were justly
incensed at the scurvy trick that Skinner
& Co. had played, and they did not spare
their vietimas,

When at last Skinner, Snoop, and Stoti
were allowed to get up from the trunke
they could hardly stand.

Their moans and gasps and grunts
were heart-rending to listen to.

“T.et that be a lesson to vou, Skinner,
to play the game in future!” said Harry
Wharton, looking at ihe cad of the
Remove in contempt. “You dezserve
more than what you've had., Let us find
you out in any more caddishness, thal's
all! Come on, vou chaps!”

The chums of the Remove departed,
leaving Skinner & Co. leaning against
the boxes and bewailing their lot.

17

And when Skinner, Snogp, and Stott
crawled downstairs halt P« hour after-
wards and limped along the Remove
passage, looks of condemnation and bitter
remarks met them on every ride,

Harry Wharton & Co. had told the
rest of the Remove of the misundersiand-
ing with the new Friardale curate and
Towler & Co., and the part that Skinner
& Co. had plaved in 1t, and the newa
had aroused anger and disgust from -all
the Form.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Wiles of the Wicked !

e HIS way, sir!” chortled Bcob
l Cherry.

“There's a epiffing feed ready

in our study!" grinned Frank

Nugent cheerily. . :

“The welcomefulness to Greyfriars is
truly terrific, most esteemed and reverend
gahib!” murmured Hurree Singh in his
weird and wondroua English.

The Rev. John Tremaine smiled, and
Towler of Friardale grinned cheerfully
as they walked together across the quad-
rangle at Greyfriars next day.

True to promise, they had come to tea
and to discuse Baturday’s footer-match
with Harry Wharton & Co. The Famous
Five and a large number of other
Removites had met them at the gates
and were escorting them indoors.

The handsome, athletic-locking young
clergyman sattracted attention from all
quarters. IHis genial smile seemed to
radiate perfect good-fellowship.

Gerald loder, crossing the Close,
caught sight of the new Friardale curate
and scowled blackly at him. The Rev.
John Tremaine did not appear to-notice
it. however, but went on chatting cheer-
fully with Harry Wharton & Co.

An appetising smell greeted the visitors
when they walked into Btudy No."1 m
the Remove passage. William George
Bunter was kneeling in front of a huge
fire. He was busily engaged in the
operation of frying eggs and bacon and
making toast. :

Billy Bunter turned a fat, red visage
round as Harry Wharton & Co. and the
visitors came in.

“T spy, vyou fellows, I don’t think
there's enough of these pork sosses o go
round " he said. *“ I've cooked all there
were. 1 should advise you to get another
fow pounds. They're spiffing sosses—
lovely flavour, and——"

“Why, you fat cormorant, you've been
scoffing the sosses!” roared Bob Cherry.
“JT.ook at the grease round his mouth,
you chaps! There are ﬂ]]].g’ five sausages
left, and I connted nine when we bought
'em! Bunter's been helping himself, aa
usual ! Oh, why did we let Bunter do the
cooking 1

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” ‘

Billy Bunter blinked through his huge
spectacles,

“Oh, 1 say, really, Cherry, you know,
I haven't eaten four sosses!” he expostu-
lated feebly. *‘1—I believe I ate one juet
to see whether they were good!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“The greedy little toad’s been scoffing
the cakes, too, and the pineapple!” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton. * Bunter, |:l)'l:-u
young burglar, we'd mop up the floor
with you if we hadn't got visitors. Aes it
i3, we'll discharge you from our service.
Buzz off before we slaughter you!”

“(0Oh, really, Wharton, I'm not going
to be treated like that!” exclaimed Billy
Bunter wrathfully. “You agreed that

How do you like our Wireless articles ? Opinions, please !
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if I did the cooking I could have my

share of the feed—"

“Well, you've had your share—all
you're going to get, at any rate!”
retorted Harry Wharton. *“You took
your payment 1n advance, you know !"

“ Why, you—you fraud!” hooted Billy

Bunter, giving Wharton a glare that
bade fair to crack his spectacles. * You
cheat! I'm going to stay to tea! I've

been slaving here, working hard to get
tea ready, and now you tell me to clear
off! I haven't been paid!”

Harry Wharton withdrew a sixpence

from his pocket, an#l held it ocut to
Bunter,
“Thera you are, Bunter!” he said.

“Consider that the remainder of your
payment. It's more than you're worth,
anyway !"’

“I—I won't!” roared Billy Bunter
wrathfully. “I'm going to stay to tea!"

Harry Wharton turned to the Rev.
John maine and Towler, who were
grinning,

“Do you mind if we kick this fat
fraud down the passage?” he asked,

““Not at all |” smiled the young clergy-
man; “so long as you don't break any
bones !

“We'll try not to break his bones,
sir!” said Bob Cherry. * Of course, we
can’t guarantee it. a're liable to do
all sorts of things when we're roused,

ou know. Do you think we'd break

15 bones if we kicked him along the
passage, chucked him down the stairs,

soon be over, and then we're going to
shbw you what we can do at cricket!”

““You had a spiffing team last season !
said Harry Wharton, “If Mr. Tremaine
can play fooler and cricket as well as
he fights—well, Greyfriars will have to
look to its laurels, that's all1™

In the general flow of conversalion
nobody heard a stealthy movement at
the study door.

Harold 8kinner had been listening to
the arrangements for the match on the

morrow. His foxy eves glinted with a
mtnmnpi_l light, and when he had heard
az much as he wanted he moved away

from the door of Study No. 1 and went
into his own room.

Ten minutes later Skinner tapped at
the door of Gerald Loder's study in the
Sixth Form passage. He pushed the door
open and entered next minute, and
caught Loder in the act of hastily throw-
ing .a half-smoked cigarette into the fire,

Skinner grinned and closed the door
softly behind him.

“¥You needn’'t have chucked it away
for me, Loder!” he said easily. * Don't
mind me, vou know, Carry on with the
good work !"
~ Loder glared at the smiling Remove
junior.

“ What-—what do you want, Skinner ?"
he panted.

“I've just come to have a chat with
you, Loder, on a matter that is of great

mterest to, both of us!” replied the cad
of the Remove in an affable way., “ We

Once a reader, always a reader—of the MAGNET !

Btott to come inlo the joke with me, but
they're too funky. So I ecame to you,

er, knowing that you'd be only too
EI-EME{I to get an opportunity of paying
ack Tremaine for the licking he gave
you."’

Loder scowled.

“¥ou needn't mention that again,
Skinner !” he muttered. * What is your
joke, anyway? If—if there's anything
in it, I—I might take a hand with you.”

Skinner came nearer to Loder's chair,
and then began to talk sofily and
earnestly to the prefect. Skinner had
worked out his scheme well beforehand,
and Loder's eyes gleamed when he heard

it.

“Great Scott! Tt's a bit thick,
Skinner, but—but——"

“We can work it, can't we?” de-
manded Skinner eagerly,

“Yes, I think we can, S8kinner., Two

L

won't be encugh, though
“What about getting Jeremy Slagg, of
the Oross Keys, to come in with us?"
said Skinner. ‘““He'd do anything for a
few bob. You know 8lagg well, don't
}Tuu?!?
Loder glared at Skinner.

“How do you know, you young
sweep ! he demanded.

“Oh, I know all about wyeur little
flutters at the Cross Keys, Loder !” said
Skinner waggishly., *There's no need
for us to argue on that, though. As I
said before, we understand each other,

Tz
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and then jumped on him together?
WE 1)

“Yarooooogh!” roared Billy Bunter,
grabbing the sitpence and making a
wild break for the door. “ ¥Yah! Murder!
Help! Firel Yooooocogh! Iemme get
out !"

The Famous Five put on threatening
looks, and advanced towards the door.

Billy Bunter ripped it open and
travelled down the Remove passage as
fast as his fat little legs would take him.

The occupanta of Study No. 1 roared.
They did not expect to see any more
of Billy Bunter!

A fresh supply of sausages was
fetched, and Inky and Frank Nugent did
the cooking.

Soon the festive board was all ready,
and Harry Wharton & Co., the Rev.
John Tremaine, and Towler sat down to
a most appetising spread.

The tea was a great success. The
chums of the Remove and their visitors
chatted cheerfully of things in general,
but most particularly about the footer
match which was to take place on the
morrow between Greyfriars and the
Friardale Counecil 8chool,

Both Harry Wharton & Co. and Towler
were keen for the event—especially as
Mr., Tremaine was captaining the Council
School team.

“You don’t know all that Mr. Tre
maine can do yet, you fellows!” sgaid
Towler, with a grin. “ You should see
him play footer! [He's become captain
of our team, and he's going to play in
every match. Footer, of course, will

The day when everyone smiles—Monday !
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understand each other, I believe, Loder.
You know me, and I know you—what %"

“ Look here,” said Loder grimly, *‘if
this ia a silly joke, young Skinner—"

“Well, as 2 matter of fact, it is a joke
that I've come to see you about, but it's
not a silly one !” grinned back Skinner.
“It’s about that beastly Friardale curate,
Tremaine.”

“Oh!" said Loder,

The prefect’s manner changed, and a
savage expression came over his face,
— “He licked you in Friardale Wood
yesterday, didn't he, Loder?"” asked
Skinner blandly.

ILoder gave him a glare like that of a
basilisk. :

“Shut up about that, Skinner!"” he
rapped. ““It's none of your business,
anyway! I suppose you kids in the
BEH’E{“’E have been simply chortling over
it !

“Wharton and the others have, cer-
tainly !" grinned Skinner, * That young
curate chap has made you lock pretty
small, Loder. I've also got my knife in
him. I've hit on a good wheeze to get
a bit of our own back on him. I want
you to help me.”

“My hat!” exclaimed Loder. * What
fearful cheek! You, a Remove kid, come
to me to help vou in a joke against o

‘““Oh, cut that out, Loder!™ said
Skinner abruptly. “I'm looking at
things from a broad-minded point of
view., Both you and I have suffered
pretty severely at the handa of this pre-
cocious parson chap of Friardale. You'd
like to make him sing small, Loder, and

so chould T, I've asked Snoop and

dcrn’tr'ﬁ'e. Loder? You'll get Slagg into
co. with us? "

““All right,"” growled Loder. “I'll be
down at the osa Keya to-night. T'll
speak to Slagg. But this is strictly be-
tween ourselves, Skinner. If vou dare
breathe a-word to anybody else, I—I'll
flay you alive, even if it means my
having to leave Greyfriars for it !”

“Rely on me, Loder!” grinned
Skinner coolly. “I'll be as mum as a
baby oyster. Cheerio, Loder!”

The prefect did not reply, and Skinner,
with a soft chuckle, withdrew from his
study.

Loder sat in the arm-chair and stared
out of his study window.,

He did not quite relish the idea of
working hand-in-hand in mischief with
a junior, but his desire for revenge on
the Rev. John Tremaine outweighed
that consideration. Skinner, he knew,
was a8 unscrupilous a rascal as he him-
self. And the rascally prefect knew that
he could trust S8kinner,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
To the Rescue !

“HALL{}, hallo, hallo! Here wae
are again!'" sang out Bob
Cherry breezily,
“Come for a licking 1" said

Towler, with a grin.

““Ha, ha! Wait and see, old son !”

Harry Wharton & Co., looking fresh
and vigorous in their footer togs, walked
on the’ footer field belonging to the

it’s MAGNET day !
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Friardale Council School, and were
greeted warmly by Towler & Co., on the
next afternoon.

The Friardale boys were a healthy,
sturdy company, and all of them were
as fit as fiddles and eager for the fray.

The field was crowded with spectators.
Greyfriars fellows mingled in full force
among the crowd, chatling -good-
humouredly with all they rubbed
shoulders with,

It was the last footer match of the
season, and crowds had come to watch
it. Another week or so, and King
{‘.rliriket would be holding sway on the
Lield.

Everybody was interested io see how
the Rev. John Tremaine would shape
in the match. The popular young
curale was captain of the village lads’
team, and great things were expected
of him,

Harry Wharlon looked the
lield.

“Where's Mr. Tremaine?' he asked.
“1 can't see him anywhere."”

Towler looked a little worried.

““ He hasn’t turned up yet,” he said.
“ He promised to be on the ground at
two o'clock. It's twenty past now. The
kick-off is at two-thirty. But I expect
he'll turn up in a tick.”

Harry Wharton & Co. and the village
bovs amused themselves by punting the
hall about the field. Everybody was
wondering where the young curate had
rot to. Half-past two chimed from the
parish church, and still there was no
«<ign of Mr. Tremaine.

One of Towler's chums, who had been
lespatched to Mr., Tremaine's house to
inquire afler him, returned with the
il —

round
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information that the curale had been
called away from his house by telephone
at about two o'clock, presumably by one
of his parithioners who was ill.

Towler's worried look deepened.

“J—I hope Mr. Tremaine isn't going
to leave us in the lurch!” he said.
“Burely, if he was called away, and
found that he couldn’t get back in time
for the match, he would have let us
known somehow?! 1 can't understand
it a bit!"

“Let’s postpone the kick-off till three
o'clock, and go in search of Mr. Tre-
maine,”” suggested Harry Wharton to
Towler,

The handsome young leader of the
village boys brightened considerably.

“‘ Right-ho, Wharton!” he said. “It's
jolly good of you to suggest it. There's
no need for a crowd of us to go. Per-
haps Mr. Tremaine has been detained
unexpectedly, and can't let us know.”

The Famous Five and Vernon-Smith
left the footer ground with Towler,
Bryce, and Kennedy.

They went to Mr. Tremaine's house,
and his landlady told them that, in
response to a telephone inessage, the
curate had gone out, and she had eeen
him walking up the High Street Lowards
the wood. ‘

Harry Wharton & Co. and Towler
& Co. pursued their inquiries along the
village High Street, and several people
had seen Mr. Tremaine hurrying {lo
Briar Walk. Briar Walk led into Fnar-
dale Wood, and thither the young foot-
ballers bent their steps.

A labourer told them that he had seen
the Rev. John Tremaine walk into the
wood about an hour previous.
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“Come on!" said Harry Wharton.
“] expect he wa# called to the wood-
man’s lodge. Old Tucker muat be ill.
We're bound to find Mr. Tremaine at
old Tucker's lodge.”

They hurried on through the wood.

Suddenly Frank Nugent caught Harry
Wharton by the arm and halted.

“Hark!” he exclaimed. *Can ryou
fellows hear anything?”

The others halted, too, and listened
intently.

“My hat!" ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Sounds like a fight going on some-
where !”

“And it's close at hand, too!” said
Harry Wharton grimly.

Sounde of heavy, trampling feet came
to their ears from behind the trees near
by, and once or twicé a cry of pain and
rage was heard, as if somebody was
heing hit rather violently.

“Yes, there's a rumpus of some sort
going on,” said Towler. *“Let's see
what's up 1™

“(ome on!"” said Harry Wharton.

They plunged through the trees, and
then, all of a sudden, they halted just
in front of a clearing in the trees, and
gave vent to low cries of amazement.

The woodman’s hut was right in front
.of them, and the Rev. John Tremaine
was standing in the doorway, shoulders
set squarely back, fighting in a masterly
manner with three others.

The young curate’s assailanis each
wore long cloaks, masks, and caps,
which effectively pmvente{i them from
being recognised. They were hitting
out savagely, evidently with the inten-
tion of driving their -vietim back into
the hut. The hut door was broken
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down, and several lengths of rope were
lying on the ground, to be trampled
underfoot by the combatants.

The Rev. John Tremaine was acquit-
ling himself magnificently with his fists.
He drove them like flails at his three
aggressors, and resisted all their efforts
to drive him back into the hut.

“ My only Sunday topper!” ejaculated
Harry Wharton. “Those three cads
bave set about Mr, Tremaine! They're
}:ryntl'u_p.' to keep him a prisoner in the
wit !

“Who the dickens are they?!” gasped

Frank Nugent. *“JI—"
“Come on!" said Harry Wharton,
between his teeth. “We'll soon see!
Blon’t let 'em get loose, for goodness’
sake!"

Harry Wharton & Co. and Towler &
Co. sprang out into the open to Mr,
Tremaine's aid. They took the three
disguised ruffians completely by surprise.

Biff! Wallop! Crash!

The lusty, healthy schoolboys: hit out
hard and wvigorously, and the three dis-
guised assailants went reeling under the
sudden onrush,

Mr. Tremaine let out a glad cry when
he saw the boys,
 ""All  serene, sir!” chuckled DBob
Cherry, as he planted a terrific upper-
et on the jaw of one of the mysterious
attackers who tried to knock him out
of the way, *“We'll soon settle these
rotters!”

“Yarooocogh! Yah! Woooop!” came
from the recipient of Bob's wallop.

" The young curate dashed out of the
hut, and lent his two fists to the deadly
work. His three assailants were simply
nowhere against him and Harry Wharton
& Co. and the village boys.

_ They tried to break away and run for
it, but the boys hemmed them in, and
whirled them to the ground.

“Got you, my beauties!” said Harry
Wharton grimly, when the disguised
trio were lying on their backs in the
grass. “Now we'll see who you are!”

The masks were wrenched from their
faces, and, to the amazement of all
beholders, Loder, Bkinner, and Jeremy
Slagg, the notorious loafer of the Cross
Keys, were disclosed to view!

“Yah! Gerrugh! Lemme go!"
moaned Skinner, writhing. *It was only
a joke—-"

“My hat!” ejoculated Harry Whar-
ton, “Bkinner, you rotter! TLoder,
you awful cad! So it was you who

lured Mr, Tremaine here and attacked

him !"

“Ow-wow-wow !" moaned Loder.

Mr. Tremaine loocked round with
Aashing eves.

“You lads intervened at a most timely
moment,” he said, I suppose Lhis was
an underhanded method of keeping me
away from the mateh, thought out and
engineered by these two rascals, Loder
and Skinner. This was to hbe their
revenge upon me. The telephone mes-
sage which lured me into the wood was
probably sent by Loder. When I
reached this spot, they waylaid me, took
me by surprise, roped me up and gagged
me, and took me into the hut, intend-
ing to leave me there a prisoner for
the afternoon,”

“The rotten outsiders!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry, clenching his fists,

“Their plot, however, did not work
quite according to plan,” went on the
young curate, with a smile. “] man-
aged to slip my bonds just after they
had departed, and then I broke the door
down, intending to escape. But they
heard me, and came back. They at-
tempted to get me back again into the
hut. I was standing up to them when
you came along.”

“My word! ¥You were fighting like
a Trojan, sir!” breathed Harry Whar-
ton in admiration. “We're jolly glad
we chipped in. Loder, you cad, you're
bowled out!”

Loder struggled into a sitting posture.
His face was as white as a sheet.

“It was a joke, Wharton!" he mut-
tered thickly., *“There's no necd to
niake a fusa about it. I—I admit 1t
was rather ﬂﬂl];' of me to help Skinner
mn his idea—"

“You lie, Loder!" screeched Skinner
desperately. “It was your idea! You
put me up to it! You threateped to
lick me if I didn't help! ™

“You—you lying young scoundrel!”
shouted Loder, going livid. *“You—
you dare to shift the blame on me!
Why, I--I—"

“0Oh, ring off, Loder!" said Harry
Wharton curtly. “It's no use either of

-_"Il-ﬂ—‘
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you whining - explanations.
bad as each other. As for
down rotter, Slagg—""

“Don't give me in charge, young
gents !" wailed Jeremy Slagg, in abject
terrar.  * Master Loder paid me ten
bob to "elp! I was 'ard up, and——"

“Just as I suspected!” rapped Mr,
Tremaine. “ Hand over the ten shillings
to me, you rascal, and I'il put it imio
my Church Fund. Then you can go!”

Jeremy Slagg only too willingly
turned ont the ten-shilling note and
gave it to Mr. Tremaine.

Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Towler
then seized Mr. Slagg, and propelled
him forcibly down the woodland path,
helping him vigorously with their boots.

Jeremy Blagg's howls rose erescendo.
He fairly tore through the trees when
Bob Cherry & Co, let him go. The last
they saw of Blagg was the spectacle of
that gentleman losing his footing on the
edge of a murky ditch in his haste to
get away, and sliding headlong into the
muddy water and slime.

Loder and Skinner wriggled in the
grasp of Harry Wharton & Co. and the
village boys.

“Wh-what are you going to do?”
muttered Loder fearfully. “If you tell
the Head e

“You would he expelled from Grey-
friars, Loder, and it is no more than
you deserve!” said the Rev. John Tre-
maine sharply. *‘However, it is not my
intention to wreak vengeance to the full
on either you or Skinner, Although I
can be violent when I like, as you have
discovered to your sorrow, I am a
clergyman and & man of peace. It is
suficient for me that you have been
shown up in your true colours.”

Harry Wharton & Co. and Towler &
Co. exchanged grim glances.

“We sha™n't let them off so lightly,
gir!"” said the Remove captain mean-
ingly, “We don't bear malice, but in
this case I think these two miserable rot-
ters should meet their just deserts.
We're going to give them a thorough
ragging—after the match.”

Mr. Tremaine smiled.

“You may be sure I shall not inter-
fere, my lads,” he said. ““ What means
of retribution you mete ocut to Loder
and Skinner is no concern of mine. But
what about the match ?”

“We'll get back at once, sir, and take
these cads with us.”

Loder and Skinner protested wildly,
and struggled; but Harry Wharton &
Co. were adamant.

They utilised the ropes that had been
used on Mr. Tremaine to bind the two
crafty schemers, and they carried them
back to the village boys' football-field.

Cries of welcome and cheers greeted
the return of Harry Wharton & Co. and
Towler & Co. with Mr. Tremaine.

The two prisoners were flung into the
pavilion, and several Hemove fellows.

headed by Bolsover major, guarded
them.

The *“wardera” could walch the
match from the pavilion window.,

Mr. Tremaine hurriedly changed,

and the clock was chiming three when
the two teams lined up for the com-
mencement of the match, The young
clergyman proved himself a pillar of
strength in the ensuing game—a game
which resulted in a single goal margin
for the Greyfriars eleven, The pace was
a forced one from beginning to end, and
the members of both teams had bellows
to mend when the final whistle blew,

Limerick Competition !
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“Jelly good game !"” said Towler en-
thusiastically, slapping Harry Wharton
on the back as the players trooped off.

Like the sportsman he was, Towler
took his defeat in the right spirit, as did
all the Council S8chool boys,

The Rev. Tremaine smiled cheerfully
at the Greyfriars juniors as he took his
leave.

““Bee yon again soon,” he said.
“You'll have to excuse me dashing off
—I've an appointment at the vicarage.”

“Good-bye, sir!”  chorused the
Rermovites in unison.

And they watched the athletic form of
the young curate striding towards the
village with undisguised admiration.

— i, (—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Paying the Penalty !

‘i OW for Loder and Skinner!™
sald Harry Wharton grimly.
“*1f those two cads had suc-

ceeded in their designs, there
might not have been a match this after-
noon. In any case, Mr. Tremaine would
not have played.”

“We're going to rag the rotters bald-
headed ! said Bob Cherry. ** And we'll
do the same to anybody who sets out to
injure Mr, Tremaine. He's a jolly good
sport, and one of the very best!”

“Hear, hear!” said the Removites
and the Friardale fellows in complete
accord,

Loder and Skinner were still in the
pavillon, where Bolsover, Trevor,
Micky Desmond, and a number of others
had been mounting guard over them
during the match.

“Wh-what are you going to do, you

young sweeps?” grated Loder. *“1If you
dare assault me, a prefect—"
" Prefect rats!"” said Johnny Bull, in

his blunt, direct manner. *“ You're not
fit to be at a decent school, let alone
hold the office of prefect! We're going
to show these Friardale chaps the way
we deal with black sheep in our fold !"

“Hear, hear!”™ eried the Removites
heartily.

Loder and Skinner roared when they
were dragged up violently by Harry
Wharton & Co,

“We'll make 'em whack each other!”
grinned Harry Wharton, “Don’t yon
think that's a ripping wheeze !

““Ha, ha, ha! Rather!” chortled the
others,

A cricket-stump was fetched from the
pavilion store-room.

Harry Wharton & Co. bent Loder down
and tied his hands to his boots.

The rascally prefect of the Sixth
looked a very comical sight, thus stand-
ing in the middle of the pavilion dressing-
room, touching his toes and unable to
remove his hands !

“Yerrugh! Wow! Lemme go, you
little rotters!”™ he roared.

“Not yet!” grinned Harry Wharton.
*“Now, then, Skinner, take that stump
and start whacking Loder !

Loder glared round under his waist-
coat at Skinner,

“You dare lam me with that stump,
Skinner !"” he grated. “I—I'll half kill
yvou afterwards, if you do!”

Harold SBkinner’s face was almost green
in hue.

“ Look here, you chaps—" he began,
but Harry Wharton ecut him short,

“Get on with the Wwashing—I mean the
lamming !” he ordered sharply. It
will be the worse for 'you if you don’t !"

Skinner had to give way. He stood
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“ Got you, my beauties,’’ said Wharton, when the disguised trio were lying
on their backs on the grass. *‘ Now we’ll see who you are !’ The masks
were wrenched from their faces, and to the amazement of all, Loder,
Skinner, and Jeremy Slagg were disclosed to view.

(See Chapler 8.)

hehind Leder, raised the stump, and
brought it down with a thwack.
“Harder!” roared Dob  Cherry.
“You're not hitting hard enough,
Skinner !”
Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner whacked at Loder energetically
with the stump. He saw that there was
no use kicking over the traces, so he
took full use of his opportunity to inflict
a few bodily hurts on Gerald Loder.

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Put some heef into it,

rinned Frank Nugent,

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Skinner put plenty of beef into it.
Loder howled at the top of his voice,
and at last, when he could stand no more,
he gave a hop, failed to regain his
balance, and clattered over on the floor,
his hands still tied to his feet.

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked Harry
Wharton & Co. and Towler & Co.

Loder was unbound and held in many
strong hands,

Skinner made a dive for the door, but
Johnny Bull and Squiff promptly
grabbed him,

““This way to the slaughter, old top!”
chimckled Jcﬂ;nn}' Bull. “Loder's going
to lam you, now !} And, judging by the
lonk on his face, I should say you were
in for a very warm time of it, Skinner !"

““Ha, ha, ha!™

Loder broke loose. He rushed at
Harry Wharton, intending to commit
instant assault and battery. A horde of
Removites grabbed him, however, and

Loder was swung back,

Skinner !"

“No larks, Loder!” said Harry Whar-
ton quite cheerfully., * Take this giddy
stump, and do unto Skinner as he has
done unto you! Make S8kinner touch his
toes, chaps!”

“What-ho 1™

Skinner was bent over, his arms pulled
EI-:nwnward, and his hands roped to his
cet.

“Now then, Loder!” rapped Ilarry
Wharton. “Get on with it!”

Loder saw that the juniors had him
fully in their power, Ie gritted his
teeth and got on with it,

Whack ! Whack! Whack!

Loder needed no bidding to hit hard.
He smote Harold Skinner with the stump
with all the force he eould muster. And
Loder, in his present homicidal meood,
mustered quite a lot!

“Yaroooogh! Yah!
coop !” wailled Skinner.

Loder whacked away as though his life
depended on it,

He showed no signs of wanting to stop,
and when Harry Wharton & Co. deemd
that Skinner had had enough they
dragged Loder away.

“That's what you've got for behaving
like rotien cads!” said Harry Wharto
grimly, *“ Let it be a lesson to both of
vou. You ought to thank your lucky
stars that you've got a jolly good sport
in Mr, Tremaine to deal with. Another
man would have gone to the Head, and
‘ou two precious beauties would have

een sacked ! Chaps, let’'s give 'em the
noble order of the boot in another way !
Kick 'em out!”

(Continued on page 21.)
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HE object of this dictionary is to
explain iq‘ simple language the
meaning of the technical terms or

_ expressions used in connection
with electricity and wireless telephony.

The term microhenry is used for con-
venience, because the henry is too large
a unit. A microhenry equals one-
millionth part of a henry.,

The inductance of a circnit is its
tendency td oppose any change in the
flow of electricity. It is entirely different
from the ohmic resistance offered to the
flow of electricity in a circuit. In the
former case it wiﬁ oppose the flow of the
current when it is frst started, but it
will also oppose any attempt to stop the
How after it has started. gu the case of
ohmic resistance there is a constant
opposition to the flow of the current,
the energy being transformed into heat
and therefore lost as electrical energy.

Where a body is at rest it shows a
tendency to oppose being put into
umiotlon, This tendency is called inertia,
Once the body is in motion it shows a
tendency to oppose being stopped—this
tendency is called momentum.

A simple illustration is that of the fly-
wheel of an engine. When starting the
engine, resistance is offered to the engine
being put into motion by two things—
one being the friction of the engine-
shaft turning in the bearings, the other
being the inertia of the ﬂj‘\&iﬂuﬂ]. In the
former case the power required to over-
vome the friction of the bearings is lost,
for all practical purposes, becauss the
encrgy reappears in the form of heat,
and 1s dissipated because there is no use
to which it can readily be put. In the
case of the Oywheel the energy required
to overcome the inertia is not lost, but
15 only stored, so that when the steam
i3 shut off the engine continues to run
for some time because of the momentum
of the fiywheel, which gives back the
energy which had been used to overcome
its 1nertia.

The same thing occurs in an electric
circuit. When pressure is applied the
Aow of electricity is opposed by two
things—one being the resistance in ohms
offered by the conductor, the other being
the reluctance, or inertia, of the electrons
to be put in motion. In the first case,
the energy required to overcome the
ohmic resistance is lost, being dissipated
mn the form of heat; in the second case,
the energy required to overcome the re-
luctance of the electrons to be put in
motion is only stored, because any
attempt to bring the electrons to rest, by
removing the pressure, will be opposed,
and the current will continue to flow
for some time wunless the circuit he
broken. This latter phenomena is called
the inductance of the circnit.

Inductance i8 due to the magnetic field
produced by the flow of electricity
through a circuit, and the inductance of
a circuit depends upon its form. For
example, the inductance in 2 wire of a

given length would be greater if the
wire were wound into a coil than it
would be if the wire were straight.

In the study of Electro-Magnetics this
will be explained at greater length, but
for the present it is sufficient to under-
stand in a general way what is meant
by the inductance of a circuit.

MAGNET.—This was the name given
to certuin hard, black stones found in
Asia Minor. The ancients looked upon
them as magic stones, because they had
the power of attracting iron and steel.
In the tenth or eleventh century these
stones were found to have the still mora
remarkable property of pointing north
and south when suspended by a thread.
This property was taken advantage of
for the purpose of navigation, and there-
after the name was changed to LODE.
STONE—meaning Leading Stone.

Artificial magnets are made by rub-
bing steel wilth lodestones. The stesl
takes the same properties as the magnet,
and will attract small pieces of iron or
steel, and if suspended will point north
and south.

The attractive power of a magnet
resides in two regions, the two ends—or
poles, as they are called. The portion
of the magnet which lies bhetween these
poles does not attract so strongly, whilst
exactly midway between the poles there
15 no magnetic attraction at all.

If a magnet iz given a distinguishin
mark at one end and is then suspende
it will be found that the marked end
will always point in the same direction,
thus showing that one end always points
lo the north, whilst the other end wiil
always poinl to the south. Because of
this we speak of the north pole and the
south pole of a magnet. The ordinary
magnets which vou purchase in a ghop
Aare always marked to indicate the poles,
red being the colour chosen for the north
pole, and blue indicating the south pols,

MAGNETIC ATTRACTION AND
REPULSION.—If a compass-needle is
suspended and approached by a magnet
it will be attracted or repelled, according
to the pole of the magnet which
approaches it. For example, if the north.
seeking point of the needle 1s approached
by the south pole of the magnet the
needle will be attracted. If the north-
seeking point of the needle is approached
by the north pole of the magnet the
needle will be repelled. It will be found
that the north-seeking pole of a magnet
will repel the north-secking pole of
another magnet, and the south-seeking
pole will repel the south-seeking pole of
another magnet, but a south-seeking pole
will attract a north-seeking pole.

There are, therefore, two kinds of
magnetism, and the foregoing experi-
nment enables us to determine the first law
of magnetiam, which 15—like magnetic
poles repel one another; unlike magnetic
poles attract one another.

MAGNETIC TFORCE.—If a small

piece of iron or steel, a sewing-needle, a

small piece of copper, a small silver coin,
and a piece of paper are placed on a table
it will be found, on approaching them
with one end of a bar magnet, that the
steel or iron and the zewing-needle are
attracted to the magnet, whilst the
copper, silver, and paper appear to be
unaffected. If the bar magnet is reversed
and the opposite pole is brought near to
these articles precisely the same effect
will be noticed. It will also be noticed
that the force of attraction is not always
of the same strength ; it is greater nearer
to the articles than it is when the magnet
is farther away from them. It may be
stated as follows—the attraction due to
a magnetic pole falls off inversely as the
square of the distance from the pole.

Whenever a magnetic force acts on two
bodies it endeavours io move both of
them, This was demonstrated by Sir
Isanc Newton, who floated a magnet on
a piece of cork, and caused it to cross a
basin of water by holding a piece of 1ron
near it.

This magnetic force also has the power
to act across certain bodies, If a sheel
of paper is taken and a sewing-needle
rested upon it, then, if a magnet 18 held
underneath the paper, 1t will be found
possible to cause the needle to be movel
by moving the magnet; thus, although
the magnet apparently has no effect on
the paper, it has the power to exerl ils
force across if.

It is of the greatest importance to those
studying wireless that they should clearly
understand the forces of magnetism,
because they are closely allied to electr:-
cal science ; 5o a little Lime must be spent
in ascertaining what the force iz, and
the medium across which it acts,

MAGNETIC INDUCTION.—A piece

of iron may be magnetised withoul
coming into actual contact with u
magnet, If a short, thin unmagnetised

bar of iron 1z placed near some iron
filings, it will, when approached by a
magnet, have the power of attracting the
filings: that is, the presence of the
magnet induces magnetism in tlie iron
bar. This effect was also noticed In
the experiments in static electrical in-
duction: and the likeness poes even
further than that, because 1t will be
noticed that both ends of the iron har
attract the filings, and that the cndl
nearest to the magnet will be of the
opposite pole to the pole of the magne
nearest to it, In other words, if the
north pole of the magnet is nearest to the
bar of iron, then the end of tha bar of
iron nearest to the magnet will be a
south pole. It is obvious, therefore, that
when a magnet attracts a body it firsl
of all induces that body into a state of
magnetism, that is, induction precedes
atiraction.

(Thia splendid serics of articles wilf
e continued next week. Tell all yous
Jriends who are students of wireless (o
gtart reading our Iietionary, They
will thank you.)

Another brilliant Wireless article next Monday 1
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A prince of detectives—Ferrers Locke!l
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A thrilling mystery story of the East—staged on the scene of the recent amazing

discoveries of the ancient Pharaohs—that will hold you spellbound.

A varn with a

topical interest, by your popular author,

OWEN CONQUEST,

THE FIRSET CHAPTER.
A Call to Cairo!
Ferrers

UTSIDE the residence of
Locke, in Baker Street, a magni-
ficent blue Rolls-Royce motor-car

purred luxurbously. Inside the
detective’s house was the owner of the car
—a titled gentieman, whose mname had
been receiving much prominence inm the news-
papers of late. For RBir Cave Brender was
the patron of the famous Allistair Expedi-
tion, whosze recent discoveries in Egypt had
crea}&ed a sensation throughout the civilised
world.

The distinguished visitor had been shown
into the consulting-room by Sing-Sing, the
Chinese servant. After extending a cordial
greeting to him and providing him with a
comfortable armchair, Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake settled themselves to hear the
reason of his unexpected wvisit.

Sir Cave Bremder took a piece of paper
from hizs wallet, unfolded it, and handed it
to the famous sleuth.

“That iz the cabled message [ received
from Professor Edwin Allistair this morning,
Mr. Locke,” he gaid. "“The original mes-
gage as gent by Allistair from Cairo was
in private code known only to himszelf and
me. What you hold in your hand is, of
course, the text ol the message as deciphered
by mysell.”

The meszage ran:

“Thadthmes stolen. Send expert detectives
immediately. Shepheard’s.—Allistair.”

Having peruszed the briel message, Ferrers
Locke passed It over to his youthful assistant
to read.

Sir Cave Brender drummed his finger-tips
together in mnervous fashion.

“You quite understand the purport of
the cable, Mr. Locke?" he said.

“Undoubtediy,” replied the detective.
“1t almost takes one's breath away. That
the mummy of the great Thothmes I.—the
find of the centuries—should have been
stolen, is scarcely credible.”

“Yet no one else could have sent that
message, Mr. Locke,” said 8Sir Cave Brender.
“Not even Mr. Burrill, the professor’s
assistant, is aware of our private cipher.
The professor, as the whole world knows, is
a man of the highest integrity. Amnd,

believing the message to be a perfectly
genuine one, I have come here to reguest
that you and your assistant, Drake, should
proceed forthwith to Cairo™

“Very well, 8ir Cave,” said the sleuth
calmly. "“We shall be ready to leave in
fifteen minutes,”

He touched the bell,
brisk orders to Sing-Sing.

After he had departed,
turned to the baronet.

“Well, 8Sir Cave,” he e=aid, “Drake and
I will go and attend to a few little matters
ourselves, if you will excuse us, By the way,
how do you propose that we shall travel?”

“Ry air,” replied the vizsitor. *“While you
are getting ready, I will telephone through
to the Speedway Air Line, at their Croydon
terminal. It iz of the greatest urgency that
you should get to that famous hotel, Shep-
heard’'s, in Cairo, where, apparently,
Allistair s staying, as soon as possible.”

Exactly on the expiration of the quarter
of an hour Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake
completed their personal preparations, and
returned to the consulting-room. 8Sing-8ing
was down in the hall with their luggage.
This Sir Cave ordered to be placed in his
car, then he ushered In Locke and Drake,
and seated himself, after tetling his chauffeur
to drive with all epeed to the Bpeedway
Company's hangars at Croydon,

The entire conversation in the smooth-
running Rolls-Royece was upon the subject
of Egyptology. Locke and Drake were
intenzely interested inm much that Sir Cave
Brender had to say, but they knew they
would have to wait till they reached Cairo
hefore learning anything further of the case
they had undertaken at such short notice.

Certainly the case itsell promised to be
interesting in an extraordinary degree.

and gave a few

Locke again

Some months previously, thanks to the
financial generosity of 8Sir Cave Brender,
Professor Edwin  Allistair, the famons

Egyptologist, was able to lead an expedi-
tion to Thebes, on the Upper Nile, The royal
mummies of the Amenhotep 1.; Thothmes 11,
and Thothmes ]11I., and the three Pharaohs
of Dynasty XIX.—Rameazes I., Seti I, and
Rameses lI.—and many others had long
before been discovered. Then had come the
great dizecovery of Tutankhamen's resting-
place near El-Uksur, or Luxor, as it is
commonly called.

But one of the greatest mysteries of the
ages still remained to be eolved. Where-
beneath the s=oil of Egvpt lay hiddem the
mummified remains of Thothmes 1.7

Upon this subject, which had puzzled the
Egyptologists of the world, Frofeszor Edwin
Alliztair had given much intensive study.
Gradually he had evolved a theory as to
where approximately this mummy had
been removed.

8ir Cave Brender had fAnanced an expedi-
tion, and Professor Allistair had proved his
theory correct by unearthing Thothmes I.
The papers had been full of the achievement.
Tutankhamen had been put’ very much In
the shade, temporarily. For, unlike the
mummy of Thothmes 1I1., which was hroken
in three places, Thothmes [. was in & perfect
atate of preservation.

One of the famous Bpeedway passenger
aeroplanes was already on the aerodrome
at Croydon when the Rolls-Royce arrived.

Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake saw their
luggage put aboard, and bade farewell to
Sir Cave, who wished them “Good-luck and
bom voyage."

There was a dealening roar in crescendo
a8 the propellers revolved and the plane
taxied along the ground. Then she rose
like a bird in the air, and, with her nose
pointed towards the skhy above the distaat
Eliuunel, elimbed higher and higher inta the
ether,

The route that the pilot took was via the
S8outh of France and ltaly, The air voyage
was full of interest to Locke, and especially
to Jack Drake. But for engine trouble

after leaving Brindizi, in Italy, the pilot
might even have notched a fresh *“pas-
gsengers ¥ record for the trip. As it was,

the plane had to make a forced landing on
the island of Candia, in the Mediterranean.
Yet late in the afternoon of the second day
after leaving England, the deteetive and hia
assiztant were in the Land of the Pharaohs,

The aeroplane landed at & QGovernment
aerodreme on the outskirts of Cairo. And,
needless to say, Locke and Drake lost no
time in proceeding to Shepheard's. Here at
the hotel they booked rooms, and then
inquired for Professor Allistair.

- A polite attendant in a red fexr and a
white ecoat took a pencilled message from
Locke to the professor's room. A shortb

A Hound on the Trail ! **—next week’s detective yarn |
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Interval enzued, and the attendant returned
and beckomed the two to follow him.

As the sleuth and Drake were uzhered into
a comfortably furnished room they saw a
slight figure, grey-bearded, and wearing an

alpaca coat and ‘Yortoiscshell glasses, rise
from a wicker lounge chair. It was the
famous Egyptologist himsell.

He came forward rubbing his  hands

together nervously like a newly-appointed
shopwalker. There was a curious, half-apolo-
getic smile on his wizened face.

~-#Mr. Locke,” he said, it i&
pleasure to make your acquaintance.
ah, 'm!—I'm afraid I must make you a
deep apology for briogiog you all this dis-
tance.”

“Not at all, professor,” replied the sleuth
heartily. *“It is almoat a universal concern
that a great effort should be made to find
the miszing mummy.”

“Ah, h'm'!—yes," said the professor, his
eyes twitching behind hia spectarles. “Bat
—ah!—1l'm afraid you and your excellent
young assistant have had your journey for
‘?ut-hilng. The missing mummy has been
ound ™

indeed a

THE SBSEOOND CHAPTER.
Within the Inner Tomb!

T had been a big surprise to Locke and

Drake to learn in the first place that

the mummy of the great Thothmes I.

had been atolen. Now it ¢ame as an

equaily big surprise to hear that it had
beén found.

The detective helped himself te an

Egyptian cigarette from a box which the'

professor indicated.
 *Well, professor,”
gratulate you. It

relief to you.”

“It is indeed a very great
Locke,” said the prefessor. “The whole
affair was most mysterious, But permit me
to order tea for you, and then I will tell
you about it.”

He touched a bell, and ordered tea of the
attendant who came in response to the sum-
mons. During the interval which elapsed
before thia was brought the old gentleman
briefly explained the situation.

“Until three days ago,” he said, “I had
spent all my time at Thebes, at our excava-
tions and the tomb of Thothmes. Mr.
Burrill and myself have spent the greater
gnrh of every day about the place. We have

ad armed Arab guards over the tomb day
and night. " One morning, five days ago, Mr.
Barrill and L found the three Arabs who
had been mounting guard over the entrance
to the outer chamber unconscious on the
ground. Some sleeping draught had been
Imtroduced into their drink. When we
entered the inner chamber of the tomb we
found to our utter amazement and dismay
that the remains ¢f Thothmes had heen
removed.”

The old professor took out a linem hand-
kerchief and feebly patted his brow.

“We didn't let the newspaper reporters
get an inkling of the news” he resumed.
“None of them have been allowed to enter
the inner chamber of the tomb. That the
mummy should have been taken away was
such a catastrophe that for a time we did
not know how to act for the best. True, we
questioned the Arab guards, but they pro-
fessed to know nothing.”

“You examined the tomb and the ground
earefully, professor?” '

“Yes, Burrill and [ ferreted about. Buat
I'm afraid we hoth know rather more ahout
Epgyptology than detective work. Judeing
from the footprints in the sand outside the
entrance to the tomb. we came to the con-
clusion that the theft was carried out by
some native Ecyptians.”

“You speak the language of the natives,
of course, professor?”

“I speak Arabic fairly well. Burrill iz a
very fluent linguist. He has lived in many
countries, and can converse in every dialect
in Egypt and Arabia. Without letting 1w
leak out that the mummy had heen removed,
he iostituted some tactful inquiries in the
bazaars of Thebes. DBut he learnt nothine
to arouse his suspicions az to who had con-
ducted this stranzme theft.”

*And now you have received a messapge
to the effect that the mummy has been re-
stored to the tomhbh?”

“That ia so0. A Government air pilot
brought me a private letter from Burrill

he said, "I must econ-
must be a tremendous

relief, Mr.

But—-

to-day. Burrill states that Thothmes was
returned last pight to his former resting-
place as mysterionsly as he had been taken
away.”

* A most extracrdinary business altogether,”
was Ferrers Locke's comment.

Over the teacups the old Egyptologist gave
the only explapation le ecould of the mys-
terious Aaffair.

“At the time that the mummyr disap-
peared,” he said, “my assistant, Mr. James
Burrill, suggested a very interesting theory.
There is, we happen to know, an Egyptian
secret society with a branch at Thebes which
has as its chief object the veneration of the
illustrious Egyptians of the past. They extol
in their ceremonials that great period in
Egypt's history when the mighty ‘Pharaohs
held sway. Well., Burrill suggested that it
was members of thiz secret society who
had raided the tomb."”

“Indeed ! When are you returning to
Thebes, profezzor?” then asked Ferrers Locke.

“To-morrow I shall start. I feel quite
upset at having induced Sir Cave to send
you and Drake out here. But now you are
in Egypt I hope you will take the oppor-
tunity of viewing the wonderful finds of my
expedition. I shall he delighted if you will
both accompany me to Thebes,”

Both Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake

accepted the imvitation with enthusiasm. By
oo means were they going to misa such a
chance of seeing the five-thousand-year-old
tomb of the great Pharaoh now they were
in Egypt.
_ Arrangements were discussed before leav-
ing the professor that afternoon. They
stayed at Shepheard’s that night, and on *he
following morning embarked with their dis-
tinguisbied old friend on board a Nile
steamer,

The journey in the stern-wheel paddle-boat
occupied two days. Drake, who had never
made the wvoyage before, found everything
fresh and delichtful. It was guaint to zee
the long caravans of camels, ?IEB:‘.-‘H}' laden
with merchandise, trekking through the un-
dulating stretches of desert much as they
had doune thousands of years before. He saw
the giant Pyramids and the inscrutable
Sphinx frowning upon him, and that won-
derful engineering achievement of modern
times, the famous dam at Aswan, near the
First Cataract.

Eventually the professor, Locke, and Drake
disembarked on the east bank of the Nile,
This was in the heart of that district famous
for the Thebes monuments which extend
over an area of some two or three miles on
both banks of the river. The fourishing
and ancient city of Thebes itself is now no
more. But the professor had his quarters
in one of the native villages on the old
site, and thither he led hiz two companions.

Together they had a light lunch served
by Egyptian servants.

“Now, my friends,” said the professor
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afterwards, “how would you like to walk
along .to our latest discoveries? 1 expect
Burrill is on the spot.”

Naturally, Locke and Drake were as keen
as mustard to get along to the sacred ruins.
The sun was high and strong in the skv,
and all three donmed %their solar topees.
Then they set out to walk the mile to where,
on the eastern bank of the Nile, the excava-
tions of the Allistair Expedition were
situated.

As they walked farther and farther among
the sand and high rocks, Locke and the boy
were abla to distinguish a babel of woices
raised in chatter. Then, turning rounmd =
high bhluff, they came upon a surging crowd
of  tourists, npewspaper correspondents,
Egyptians, Arabs, and members of the
Allistair party, outside the main entrance to
the newly-found tomb of Thothmes.

The professor was recognised Instantly by
Therc was a
:.jl!:i]ck[_m:_: of cameras, and greetings on every

£

“Ah, here's  Burriil!®  erled Proles:or
Allistair, hurrying forward to greet a middle-
aged, stocky man in rouzh khaki drill. " How
are you, Burrill?. Everything s all right
again?  Splendid—splendid, indeed!"

Taking his assistant into the emtrance of
the tomb, he quietly introduced him to
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake.

Burrill shoeok hands cordially with the two,
and expressed his regret that the professor
had seen fit to bring them such a jourmey
for nothing. Then, turning to Professor
Allistair, he said:

“1 think I can ¢laim my theoty was right,
sir. The other night the Arab sentries heard
strange noises progecding from the eastern
gide of the excavations. They went along
to 2ee what wasz happening. Finding some
of the village youths there, they stopped
to smoke and chat. Meantime, without the
sentries being any the wizer, the mummy
wias taken back into the inoer chamber where
it is now. By Jove, it was a pleasant sur-
prize for me when T came along here on
the fellowing morning to find old Thothmes
back in his place.”

“1t waz a reliel to me, too, to get vour
message, Burrill,” replied the professor.
“But come, let us go to the inner chamber.
I have promised Mr. Locke and young Jack
Drake that they shall see Thothmes before
we close up the inner tomb."

Taking out thetr electric torches, ther
penetrated farther into the cliffis. At the end
of a very short rallery was the large outer
chamber which the explorers had found full
of wonderful treasares—statues, sacred
vessels, and other objects wrought in
alabaster, gold, bronze, and acacia wood.,

In single file they passed through another
corridor cut into the cliff, and at the end
of this was the inner chamber of the tomb.

Both Locke and Drake involuntarily stag-
gered back at the foul odour that greeted

their nostrils. Then there was a sound ol
flapping wings as a score of bats went
fAuttering about them, distarbed by their

entry. And it was the foul smell of the
bats which pervaded this ancient tomb ol
the mighty monarch of Upper and Lower
Egypt. _

The chamber was small but fairly lofty.
and the rock of which it was formed
appeared to be crumbling in parts. Odd
pleces of rock lay on the uneven floor. But
it was two tall statues—gaunt and un-
canny like ancient Egyptian sentries on
guard—which first attracted the attention
of Ferrers Locke and the bhoy. And there,
between them, in its case covered with
ancient hieroglyphics, was the mummy of
the illustrions Pharaoh!

For some momenta the four men gazed
down at the mummified remains in silence.
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake felt a strange
awe and reverence in the presence of this
thing which once had been a man and had
walked the earth five thousand years before
them.

As they were about to turn away, Ferrers
Locke tapped the professor on the shoulder.

“ Professor,” lLe said, “don't you think it
wonid be hetter if vou were to examine the
mummy thoroughly? Possibly some harm
may have come to it as it has been in the
hands of strangers.”™

Burrill regarded the detective coldly.

“I have examined the mummy already,”
he put in. *“No harm whatever has come
to it Apparently, it was merely used aa
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the piece de resistance
ceremonial.™

“But perhaps I liad better look over it,
Burrill,” murmured the professor meekly.
“It would do no harm.”

“Of courze, if you doubt my word or my
ability, Professor Alllstair,” said Burrell
testily, "do so by all means, There¢ is no
néed, T assare you,"

“If 1 were you, professor,” said Ferrers
Locke ecalmly, “I should examine the
muminy yourself, noiwithstanding the [act
that you can rely on the integrity and skill
of Mr. Burrill, It would be so much more

in some religigus

satisfactory to yoorself when you return
to England and see Bir Cave Erender
again.”

The professor hesitated. IIe ahsolutely
trusted his second-in-command. On the
other hapd he saw Locke's point. As head
of the expedition—financed by Sir Cave—he
felt that he had a personal duty to per-
form in the matter,

Mumbling a half-apology to hiz assistant,
the old gentleman stepped close to the
mummy-case.

“You will see better from this side, sir,”
said Burrill. “I will stand here and give
you the _benefit of my electric light over
your shoulder. Perhaps Mr. Locke and you,
Drake, will stand on the left side of the
professor with your torches.”

The positions suggested by Burrill were
taken up—the four lining one side of the
mummy-case. The professor stooped down,
magnifyving-glass in hand, to examine the
delicate wrappings of the remains. Burrill
drew hack a little and raised his hand as
though to ward off the unwelcome atten-

tionz of one of the numerous bats which
darted about the tomb,
Almost simultanecusly, there was a dull

thud. Professor Edwin Allistair gave a
short, sudden gulp and staggered forward,
unconscious, over the mummy-case of the
ancient king!

o

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

On the Desert Trail !
G

00D HEAVENS! "
Ferrers Locke ejaculated that
cry as he darted to the profes-
sor's aid. Jack Drake, who had

been on Locke's left, ran round behind his.

chief and dropped on one knee by the right
cide of the professor before even FEurrill
had attempted to do so.

“Crumbs, sir!™ muttered Drake, tfo
Ferrers Locke. “It's lucky the professor
had his topee on, or he would have been
killed for a cert!”

Locke nodded. His quick brain had also
taken in the situation. A great slab of
rock had become dislodged from the
crumbling rock of the gloomy chamber and
had fallen on the professor's head.

“Come, Burrill,” said the sleuth sharply
to the Egyptologist. *“Help us get Pro-
feszor Allistair into the open air. He has
heen completely stunned and there is a
nasty wound on the back of his neck.
What the blazes are you doing? ™

#“I—I was just looking at this chunk of
rock which fell," answered the other, rising
sharply. “Buat, hang it all; Mr. Locke,
there's no need to snap at me. I've been
a friend of the professor for years. I'm as
gorry for him as vou are.”

Between them the three carried the un-
conscious form of the professor out into the
apern. There, among the many tourists
assembled, was an American doctor who
examined the old gentleman.

“He has had a very nasty knoek,” the
doctor told  Burrill. “1 guess you had
hetter have him conveved home, sir. He

1;'{1!1”& be it for much for at least three
days.”

A litter was hastily improvised, and four
sturdy Arabs carried the professor. The
American doctor went with them to render
what farther assistance he could. Loeke,
Drake, and Burrill, remained behind for
reasons of their own.

While Burrill was giving a namber of
orders In Arabic to the native workmen who
were in attendance at the entrance to the
tomhb Locke called his aszaistant aszide.

“Well, my boy,)' he said, “what did you
make of that? A most curious coinei-
dence, en? "™

“In my opinion, sir,” sald Drake, In a low
tone, “that chap Burrill had semething to

do with the old fellow's ' accident.’ Io-
stead of going to the old man's help at once
he snatched at something from that bit of
rock that fell fromm the roof! ™

“I don’t trust Burrill at all,” said Ferrers
Locke, *“IHe's as crooked as a snake or 1I'm
no judge of a guap.  Let us slip back into
the innev chiamber!™®

But ¢ven ad the two sought to glide into
| Lthe entrancé of the excavated tomb, Jawmes
I Burrill came striding up to them.

“I'm afraid, Mr, Locke,” he said, "you
cannot go in theré, We are starting in a
few minutes to seal the inner tomb.”

“Indeed? * said Ferrers Locke. 1 didn't
hear Professor Allistair give any order to

that effect before he met with that un-
fortunate —er--aceident! ™

Burrill’'s brows contracted In a fierce
scowl.

“But now that

“Perhiaps not,” bLe said.

1 motived

75

that Burrill himself laid out the professor.
He had this ehd looped pound the end of
that slab of rock in the roof of the inner
ciiamber. Reaching up, he grabbed the
string and dizlodged the rock.”

“Will you tax him awith it, sir? ™

“Not yetl We hive angther and mors
importapnt thing to do. If, as it clearly
seems, Burrill laid the professor out, he did
it for some strong miotive. What was that
Of that there isn't the slightest
doaubt in my own mind. JFames Burrill did
it want Professor Allistdir to make an
examrination of that mummy. Now, I'm no
expert if Egyptology, buk I'm going into
that inner chamber again to have a look
round.. Afterwards, I may produce sulficient
evidence, real or false, to have a re-examina-
tion of that mummy made on behall of the
Egyvptian Government, who have an interest

in all finds of antiquities, in this country.”

g oS g
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As Ferrers Locke came up with the Arab, Hussein drew a long, curved sword
and slashed at the head of the detective’s mount.
from the butt of his sporting-rifie, Locke sent Husseln reeling from the saddle,
(Yee Chapter 3.)

With a well-timed blow

Professor Allistair is hors de combat, T am
in charge ol arrapgements here. Owing to
the change in the weather it is high time
the inner chamber was sealed to ensure the
preservation of its roval tenant. Therelore,
I am starting the work to-day, and shall

finigh to-morrow, I trust. Meantime, 1
forbid anyvone to go inside the tomb. If
vou of anvone else disobeys my orders 1

shall command my Arabs to use foree!”

Both Locke and Drake realised that there
was no good to be achieved by openly dely-
ing the man. But they realised that much
might be done by strategy.

“YVery well, Mr. Burrill,” sald TFerrers
Locke calmly. *“1 think Drake and I may
as well retire from the scene. Come, let us
return to the willage, my boy.”

Leaving Burrill, the famous slenth and
his assistant trudged on a couple of hun-
dred yards in rear of the profezssor's litter
until ont of sight of the ecrowd by the ex-
cavations, Then Jack Dirake drew a piece

of thin, black-coloured string from his
pocket.
“Do you see this, sir? " sald the hoy,

“The end of it was sticking out of Burrill’s
jacket pocket. 2o 1 took the liberty o
helping myself to it. I'm positive Burrill
picked it up in the tomb.”

Ferrers Locke took the strip of thin
string and examined it.
“By Jove!" he muttered. “This is proof

A-mE .

Returning to the village, Ferrers Locke,
through the kind officea of a British oiticial
—to whom he made himself known—secured
two Arab costumes, Then he and Jack
Dirake went to their guarters, and, with the
aid of the make-up box withoéut which they
never travelled, they darkened their faces
and adjusted curly black hair to their chins
by means of a special preparation of spirit
gum, Then, garbed in the Arab costumes,
they swaggered out into the narrow dust-
swept streets.

Such was the genius of Locke when it
came to matters of make-up that none
would hawe dreamed on seeing them that
they were any other than Arabs of the
lower classes,

With loping strides they made their way
hare-footed to the vieinity of the tomb.
Sharp rocks cut the soles of their feet, and
the hot sand felt blistering. They in-
wardly longed to be shod in shoe-leather,
but by no sign did they give betrayal of
their discomfort.

Reaching the scene of the excavations
they mingled with the throng. A number
of Arabs were ecarting in dirt, rocks, and
cement for the rezealing of the inner tomb.
Locke stooped down, heaved a hefty chunk

' with

of rock on his broad shoulder, and went in
the other men., Drake followed suif,
Fortune favoured them in the scheme they

Rogues stand in the dock, thanks to Ferrers Locke !
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had in mind. It was elear that there was
no likelihood of the. inper chamber being re-
setuled that day. A pumber of rocks and
bags of cement- were left lying about just
inside the echamber near where the narrow
corridor opened into it. Ferrers Locke and
Jack Drake seized an opportunity when no
ong¢ was looking and darted behind the
cement bags,

The Arab workmen quit their job promptly
on time—seven o'clock—that evening. The
noises gradually ceased from outside the
tomb. A grim, eerie sllence ensued, broken
only by the flapping of a bat's wings or
the movements of one of the sentries bhéyond
the distant outer chamber.

“Now, my boy,” whispered Ferrers Locke,
“take up your position by the entrance of
that corridor to give me ample warning if
anyone approaches.”

While Drake kept “cave,” the detective
took out hiz eleciric torch and placed it
on tiie hands of one of the guardian
atatues so that the light shone directly on
to the mummy-case. Very reverently he
raised the mummy in his arms, his inten-
tion being to examine the interior of the
inscribed case. Then something seemed to
snap, amd the thing he held bent double in
hiz hand.

For & moment Locke was aghast, Had
he broken the precious human relic which
once was monarch of the Egypts? e
lowered his burden and felt against the thin
linen wrappings. Distinctly his fingers met
a smooth, even edge.

Locke's knowledge of mummies and mummi-
Acation had been obtained in museums and
from books. But his keen eyes had noted
one thing about the mummy before him.
The face was yellowish in tint, as was correct
in & mummy from the best Theban epoch.
But the mummies of that period had also
another characteristic—a peculiar supple-
ness and elasticity of the limbs. The in-
vestigator raised the mummy again by the
feet, and he noted that there was a hard-
ness and brittieness about the limbs.

His. suspicions now thoroughly aroused,
Ferrers Locke hastily began to unfasten the
wrappings. It was slow work, but he had
his reward. The wrappings, although old,
wegre certainly mowhere near flve thousand
yYears of age. There were not so many of
them as would be wrapped about a royal
mummy. At last he had made a space, into
which he peered by the light of his torch.
Instead of mummified flesh, his eyes beheld
a plaster cast!

It was enough.

“Drake,” whispered Locke, crossing to the
boy, “we can get away now. The mummy
of Thothmes is not in this tomb!"

“Crumbs! Then Burrill himselt had
removed "

“Yes; he 'had it taken away to have a
model made of it. No doubt the work was
done secretly by Burrill himself in the
village. Apparently he was unable to do
the work in the tomb itself, for it would
have taken two or three nights. At last,
however, he fashioned a mummy so like
the original one of the ancient Pharaoh that
It would have deceived even the professor
himself, unless the old man had made a
detailed examination. Why Burrill has

taken the mummy is a mystery still to be
solved.”

Together the slenth and his assistant
erept along the corridor towards the outer
chamber, lighted by a solitary lantern.
Suddenly a form rose from among some
debris as they reached this chamber, and a
revolver-shot whistled dpa.st the detective's

it

head. A voice snapped out a command in
Arabic.
Locke and Drake hurled themselves

behind cover.

The mam who had been
ruing and who had fired roared another
command in Arabic. Two =entries came
darting down the sloping mnarrow passage
into the tomb. One held a lantem in his
hand, and the additional light revealed the
form of a broad, middle-aged Englishman
crouching down, with a pistol in his hand.
It was James Burrill!

Yery quietly Locke drew his own revolver.
He took careful aim. There was a flash of
Yellow flame, a deafeming report that echoed
through the tomb and again sent the bats
'l'heeh_ng madly, and a human yell of fear.
Locke's shot had sent the pistol hurtling

lurking in the

from the hand of the startled Egyptologist.

" Now, Burrill,” eried Ferrers Locke, step-
ping out, *put up your hands!”

Instead of doing so, Burrill dashed madly
up the sloping exit of the tomb, bowling the
Arab guonards to right and left of him.
Despite the daenger from the other men
Locke had mo desire to fire again. He
dashed after Burrill, and Drake followed
him. The Arabs cpringed on the ground,
I’riﬁhtened nearly out of their wits and
calling upog Allah for aid.

The sleuth and Drake leaped over them,
but Burrill had got a good start. They
caught a glimpse of him under the stars
which hung in the viclet Egyptian sky,
galloping madly off on the back of a white
HES.

“Come on, Drake!” sald Locke cheerily.
“Let's trot back to the village. Burrill won't
get away from us!”

Their feet felt sprer than ever by the
time they reached the village. They called
at the house where Burrill had resided, but
the place waa deserted. Their next move
was to institute inquiries, through their
friend the British official in whom they had
confided.

Presently an old Arab was brought in.
This fellow, in reply to questions in Arabic
by the Political Officer, averred that Burrill
had purchased two riding-camels from him
that mnight. He stated that Burrill and
his servant, an Arab named Hussein, had set
off in an easterly direction.

“It looks to me,” said the official, "as
though Burrill was making for Kuseyr, the
port on the shore of the Red Sea. Probably
he intends to take boat from there out of
the country.”

“That I muat stop him from doing at
all coats,” said Ferrers Locke., *“Can you
obtain the hire of some fast riding-camels
and a couple of guides for me?”

After much bargaining with the old Arab
the matter was arranged. An hour later
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake, still wearing
their Arab disguises and accompanied by
two trostworthy servants of the Politieal
(}ffcer, set out from Thebes., They had
borrowed a couple of sporting rifles from
the friendly official, too, and they had every
hiope of catching the Egvptologist.

Mounted on their riding-camels, they loped
out through a valley between two ranges of
mountains, and so imbo the desert beyond.
The stars and a crescent moon peeped down
at them from the velvet sky, and Jack Drake
almost laughed with glee at the novel
experience.

But this feeling of exhilaration did not last
for long. A ecamel has a most peculiar
atride, and the boy soon began to wish he
could get off and walk, When he remem-
bered that he had about a hundred miles
to travel on his “ship of the desert ™ he
groaned feebly.

“M-my hat!" he muttered. " This giddy
camel of mine thinks it's practising the latest
fox-trot, I think. Hi, you brute, don't
spread your legs out so much! You nearly
had me off that time! Crumbs, vyou're
snough to give anybody the hump!"

But right through the night the little
party went on their way. The sun came up
—a pgreat red ball of fire between the sand-
hills of the desert. One of the guides picked
up the tracks of two camels which had passed
that way shortly before them. They
accelerated their pace. Right ahead they
saw A mirage of an oasis—a picture of
palm-trees and water inverted in the sky.
And as the mirage faded they perceived two
black, moving specks on the desert.

“Egad, there they are!”

TUttering that exclamation, Ferrers Locke
induced his eamel to amble along [aster
and faster. Drake, despite much coaxing and
persuading, could obtain no such result.
But as the other three camels went ahead
Drake's beast suddenly took the motion to
get a hustle on, too.

Away it went, its long, ungainly legs
moving awkwardly over the sand.

Soon it was clearly seen that it was
Burrill and the Arab servant ahead. Burrill
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turned and fired a revolver into the alr, Bs
though to scare off his pursuers. Locke's
two Arabs drew rein in alarm. But the
sleuth and the boy went on. Burrlll hégan
to draw farther ahead of his servant, whose
camel was laden with some baggage.

As Ferrers Locke came up with the Arab,
Hussein drew a long, curved sword, and
slashed angrily at the head of the detective's
mount. With a well-judged blow from the
butt of his sporting-rifle, Ferrers Locke sent
Hubsein reeling from the saddle of his riding-
camel on to the hot desert sand.

“8Stop, there, Burrill!" rcared the sleuth.
“The game's up!”

He fired his sporting-rifle inte the air,
And, fearful of his life, the late second-in-
dommand of the Allistair Expedition drew
in his camel.

But whereas Burrill surrendered to the
great English detective, he would say not a
word as to the whereabouts of the missing
mummy.

Locke and his party ftook Burrill and
Hussein along with them to the port of
Kuszeyr, and handed them over to the
Egvptian authorities.

Then, with a theory in his mind, the
sleuth set out to make some further inguiries.

It struck him as probable that Burrill had
arranged in advapnce to go to Kuseyr, in
case of having to make a quick get-away
from Thebes. Bo Locke, flrst of all, took
note .of what shipping was in the port,
Among the ships was a small yacht, called
the Frankisfurt, owned by a wealthy
foreigner who was on a holiday tour.

Az soon as Locke learnt this his face
lighted.

"By Jove, my boy!" he said to Drake., *II
I haven't hit upon the solution of the whole
mystery of the missing mummy, you can
call me a boob! The FramKisfurt is owned
by Profeasor Carl von Weinbeck, the famous
millionaire and eollector of antiguities.”

“But the mummy, sir?” _

“You can bet that it has been sent, suit-
ably disguised, by caravan from Thebes, for
shipment aboard the Frankisfurt. Weinbeck
ias probably one of that type of collector who,
il he sets his mind on possessing an antiquity
of any kind, will never be happy until he
gets it. No doubt he got round Burrill with
a mighty big bribe to let him have the
famous mummy of Thothmes. Burrill saw a
safe way of doing if, and, but for our
timely appearance at Thebes, I believe he
would have succeeded in hia foul design.”

Locke's clever theory was proved eorrect.
An examination was made of a number of
articles which were stored in some sheds,
awaiting to be be put aboard the Frankis-
furt. Among the number was an ancient
boat of the Nile, wrapped in much canvas,
which Weinbeck said he was taking as a
gift to a Continental museum. The wrap-
pings were taken from the boat. Inside,
quite intagt and unharmed, was the mummy-
cagze and mummy of the great Thothmes 1.

“Well," murmured Locke, after thiz dis-
covery had been made, “I think that Durrill
and Weinbeck will spend a nice long, restful
holiday in an Egyptian gaol on account of
their rotten scheme. And we can return to
London, Drake, feeling that we have per-
formed some slight service to Sir Cave
Brender and Professor Alliatair and the
world at large, owing to our brief vizit to the
Land of the Pharaohs!”

THE END.
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{Condinued from page 21.)
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- “What-ho !

Loder and Skinner rushed for the door,
but before they got there a dozen hefty
boots were planted behind them.

“Yaroooooogh !” roared Loder.

“Wow-wow-wow !"” yelled SBkinner.

They were kicked forth into the open
air, and they collapsed on the green
sward of the ‘fﬂmha]l field in a heap.

Theéy arose in hot haste, however, when
they heard IHarry Wharton & Co.
coming.
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Willlam Speer, 18, Linthorpe Street,
Newtown, Sydney, N.S.W. Australia,
wishes to correspond with readers any-
where. Interested m coins.  All letters
answered.

Ernest Burns, Bangalow Road, Byron
Bay, New South Wales, Austraha,
wishes to correspond with readers who
collect stamps. All letlers answered.

Burnett E. Parks, 49, Gowre Street,
Newlown, Sydney, N.S.W., Australia,
wizhes to correspond with readers any-
vwhere. Interested in stamps.

Members wanted for a correspondence
club. Write for particulars to F. W,
Rimmer, 27, Walsingham Road, =Sea-
combe, Cheshire.

Miss Dora Slack, 59, Lordsmill Street,
Chesterfield, Derbyshire, wishes to corre-
spond with readers anywhere,

Miss Ida Ross, 4, Frankfield Terrace,
Summerhill, South, Cork, Ireland, wishes
to corvespond with girl readers—French
or American—ages 13-14. :

Miss E. Teare, Baldromma, Lezayse,
near Ramsey, Isle of Man, wishes to hear
from readers interested in all literary
gsubjects and sport. Age 17 upwards.

Wm. Hughes Jun., 31, Trafford Road,
Foeeles, Manchester, 13 desirous of
organising a sketching and caricaturing
club, and would hike to hear from readers
interested in cartoaning, ete. All letters
answered, and specimen cartoons sent
free on request,

Ernest Cravino, 4, Neltle BSireet,
Bendigo, Victoria, Australia, wishes lo
correspond with readers., All letters
answered.

Roy Edmonds, 11, Raper Streel, New-
town, Sydney, N.5.W., Australia, wishes
to correspond with readers anywhere.

Basil G. Yeend, Ellesmere Sireet,
Kenzington Park, South Awustralia,
wishes to correspond with readers, ages
18-20. Al letiers answered.

Lee.epl. W. Adshead, 5172716, Drums,

Loder and Skinner took to their heels
and ran as fast as their legs would take
them. It wgs an undigniﬁﬂl thing for
Gerald Loder to do, but he cared nothiug
for decorum now.

The two cunning schemers disappeared
through the gates of the ground, and
Harry Wharton & Co. and Towler &
Co. sent up loud roars of laughter.

When the victorious chums of the Re-
move returned to Greyiriars they found
Skinnet nursing a swollen nose and
bathing a still more swollen eye, He
had other wounds that hurt hin sorely,
The cad of the Remove was bemoaning
his lot. Loder was responsible for his

hurts, and Skinner felt that life was |
really not worth liriug.
Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled. They

had no sympathy for Skinner,
Loder kept himself carefully to himself

2nd  Gloucestershire Regt., Connaught
Barracks, West HRidge, Hawal Pindi,
India, and Drummer G. F. Walker,
5173467, wish to correspond with readers
of the bﬂmpnniﬂn Papers.

Members wanted for the Mill Road
Sporta  Club. Apply Ronald Mann,
Baldarroch, Mill Road, Yoker, near

Glasgow. Within ten miles of Yoker.

Swimming, cyckng, -boxing, football,
cricket, ete.  CUycling mewmbers specially
wanted.

Cecil Zeeman, 3, DPlein Street, Johan-
nesburg, Transvaal, South Africa, wishes
to correspond with readers anywhere,
especially U8 A, All letters answered.

Walter Smart, 5 Woburn Road,
Kimpston, Bedford, wishes to hear from
a reader in Russia.

Miss M. Ingham, Cnastguard-station,
Berwick-on-Tweed, Northumberland,
wishes to hear from readers of Lhe
Companion Papers. Ages 15-17.

Ernest Blundell, 43, Westgate, Slea
ford, Linecs., wishes to correspond with
readers in America, Canada, Australia,
and anywhere else. Apes 16-19.

Maurice Webh, 81, Park Road. Lan-
caster, desires members for the Fourth
Estate Club. Monthly magazine issued.

Al amateur journalists and literary
readers should write,

Eric Radburn, 48, Latham Sireet,
Bulwell, Nottingham, wishes to hear
from readers anywhere, All topics,
especially footbhall. Ages 14-16.

Miss Bessie Hutton, 40, Hunter Street,
Clarence Road, Cardiff, wishes to corre-
spond  with readers anywhere. Ages
16-17,

Len Cass, 6, Aberdeen Terrace, Secar-
borough, wishes to correspond with
readers anywhere,

8. A, Dunn, 2, Dunkeld Street, West
Derby Road, Liverponl, wishes to meet
a Liverpool reader willing to partner hun
in the production of a first-class amateur
magazine, All letters answered.

Edward Barnett, 21, Chiswick Lane,
Chiswick, W.4, wishes to correspond with

readers interested in fretwoark. Ages
12-14.

Miss Coralie M. Standish, Spring
Street Post Office, Paddington, W.2,
wishes {o correspond with readers.

Joe B. Altner, T8, Bt. Dominigque
Street, Quebee, Canada, wishes to

27

that evening and the following day.
When he difmme into contact with the
Removites he scowled blackly at them.
But no word passed his lips as to the
indignities he had suffered at their hands
m Towler & Coa.’s pavilion,

Which was as well for Loder. for the
consequences of publicity would have
meant mstant dismissal for him.

And while Loder and Skinner mourned
like Rachael of old, and would not be
comforted, Harry Wharton & Co. re-
joiced ; and when Mr. Tremaine came to
tea again next day with the Famous
Five, he received a warm welcdome by the
enthusiastic fellows of Grevfriars,

TIIE END.
(Don't miss " How Levison Minor
Came o Greyfriara!”—ncxt  week's

ripping story.)
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correspond with readers outside Canada,
interested in stamps and coins,

Miss Doris- Rider, 21, Sutton Place,
Hackney, K., wishes to correspond with
readers who are interested in painting.
Apes 1T upwards.

David Briant, 47, Thornwood Drive,
Partick, Glasgow, wishes to correspond
with readers, ages 15-18, interested in
tishing, photography, and coin collecting.

Wilham M. Green, 58, Alliance
Avenue, Hull, wizhes to correspond with
readers, ages 16-18, in Hull district. .Any
subject.

Guardsman A, Hewitson, 2nd. Bn,
Coldstream Guards, DBrigade Police,
Pirbright Camp, DBrookwood, Surrey,

wishes to correspond with readers, ages
20 upwards, living in Canada,

I, Norman, 48, Craven Street, Kings-
land, Southampton, wishes to correspond
with readers keen on going to Canada,
also rveaders fond of adventure. All
letiers answered by return of post.

Christopher Sheridan, Main Street,
Carlingford, Co. Louth, Ireland, wishes
to correspond with readers on the subject
of stamp collecting, and the Companion

Papers. - Readers overseas especially
asked.

Rfn. C. F. Bateman, D Company, 1st
K.R.R.C., White Barracks, Quetta,

India, wishes to correspond with readers,

Thomas Wm. West, Crossmacreevy,
Moneyrea, Comber, Co. Down, Ireland,
wishes to correspond with readers in

London, New York, New Zealand,
France, Spain, Italy, ete. All letters
answered.

Edward Brown, c.o, Cutler & Wilson,
P.(}. Box 131, Port Elizabeth, South
Africa, wishes to correspond with readers

anywhere, Ages 16-Z1. All letters
answered,
Miss Lilian Blackburn, Homeleigh,

College Road, Harrow Weald, Middlesex,

I:'S iﬁll'gﬂ'? to correspond with readers. Ages
Miss Vera Windscheffel, 10, Bruce

Road, Wealdstone, Middlesex, wishes to
correspond with readers., Ages 15-16,
James A. Aitken, c.0. Curtis, B1,
Walter Street, Dennistoun, Glasgow,
wishes to correspond with readers, ages
15-18, in France, BSpain, and utE:r
European countries; also with readers in
the Colonies, '
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£2 00“ Worth of Cheap Jobh Photographic Material, ©
) Send at Once for CATALOGUE AND SAMPLE FREE. —
HACEETTS WORKS, JULY ROAD, LIVERFOOL,

from packet of 500,

“’ CHOOSE 40 STAMPS FOR 6d. 7.0 f”

B. L. CORYN, 10, Wave Crest, Whitstable, Kent.
All you require—Boots, Buits, Costumes, Raincoats, Overcoats, Accor-
deons, Watches, Rings, Clocks, ete., from 4/- monthly. Write. for
free catalogue to Masters, Ltd., 6, Hape Stores, Rye, Sussex.

CUT THIS OUT

' The Magnet." PEN COUPODN. VYalue 2d.

Send 7 of these coupons with only 2J9 dlrect to the FPlept Pen Co

118, Fleat Street, London, E-,ﬂ.ﬁ. ou will recelve by return & Splendid

British Muade 34-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Fen, value 10/6 (Fine,

Medlum, or Broad Nib). If only 1 eoupan is sent, the price is 3/8, 24. being

allgwed for each exiras comnpon up to A i_lr’mkg_ lp, 44.) Hatisfaction

Elﬂ-i'lﬂtﬂﬁﬂ or odsh returned.  Special New Offer—¥our own name In gilt
tters on elthep pen for 4

- R,
Lever Seif-Filling Modei, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra,
NN

AL®,

MAGNET LIBRARY.

400

ARG

isall you pay for our No. 4004 Jady's
or gentleman's Mead " Marvel V=
the finest cycles ever offered on
such exceptionallyeasy termes. Built
to stand hard wear. . Brilliantly
plated; richly enamelled, eXqul-
sitely lined in two colours. Sefit
Packed free, carriage paid on

15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.

Fully warranted, Prompt delivery
Money refunded if dissatisfied,
Big bargains in slightly factory
soiled mounts,  Tyres and
Accessories 33%% below shop
prices. Buy direct from the
factory and save pounds.
How a seven-year-old MEAD
which had traversed 75.000 miles,
heat 650 up-to-date machines and
T.’m'“.f. thle world’s record by covering
4,366 miles in 368 days is explained in
our art catalogue. , Write TO-DAY
for free copy—brimful of in-
formation about bicycles and
containg gigantic ‘photos
graphs of our latest models,

MEAD CYCLE CO. (Ing.)
{Dept. B787)
Birmingham

REHEUMATISN

NEARLY ENDS -WALKER'S CAREER.
Now,thanks to Urace, he hreaks World's Record.
_ Paddington Recreation Ground.
Sirs,—1 suflered from acute Rhenmatism.s My knees, ankles
and thumbs being terribly swollen, A friend advised me to
try Urace; very soon the terrifile paine had vanished, and
te my astenishment I wga"back on the track again, My
recent record-breaking walk from London to Fdinburgh, of
420 miles in B2 hrs. 5 mins. 44 2.5 meca., proves 1 have
ridd my system of Tric Acid by your k‘iluahﬁ: preparatiou

Sta I T L faithfnlly, - e LOED, CUMMINGS,
e World' s Professional Walking Champion,
URACE. and URACE -alone, can cure Rheumatism.wItadirently attacks the
caunge—uric acid--dissalves and expels it from the system, :a'mi'L provents ils
reappearance. This !&.11'-1-15 it CURES,' ind CTR¥S QUICKLY.

3, 3/-, and 5/- per box. " -

From Boots, Tinm'.-]n.- 1ﬂ."r-.:uls- % o, Tavlor'z, and all Chemists and Stor
ar dlr:‘{'t#'um the THACE Laboratories, : i A
O

108, Woburn Houge, Store Street,

ACE

LOERE R R Ty HINE AT

NDERSCOPE

Every Boy should possess this Scientific
Novelty, indispensible for Botany. Chem-
1stry, Zoology, containing Field and Opera
(tlass, Telescopo, Sterroscope, Burning,
Reading and Magnifying Glass, and Compass.
o Finizshed in Metal, 1'8: Ivorine, 1/'9; Best
L finish Strong Lens, 3 /- Bend Stamp for Lista.

L. MANN & CO., 13, Red Lion Sqguare, High Helborn, W.C.1.

CIGARETTE PICTURE ALBUMS

- Have a * Cyg-Pye." Holds 650 at one view.
A wnecessity to all Cigarette Picture Collectors.

£25 in PHIZES also partienlars of our gt

cash of a wonderful Pocket Knife,

Price post free: One, 8d., three, 1/10, six for 3/4. Send Postal Orders,
Thousands already gold.

THE QORDON BUSH Co., 16, Qt. Russell E't.': London, W.C.1.

STOP STAMMERING ! Curs yoursell as L i o5

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C. 1.

HEALTH AND STRENGTH ARE YOURS if you will
for Great Strength ™ will show you how., ™ Health is of greater value than
the 1/-, wEh&‘._-“h ig returned if disgatisfied. —CHAS. G. TEEVOR, 17, Penford
Street, 5.E.0.

London,

L N R R R |

1/3, 3/- & 5/-

From Boots and
" all Chemists.
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All applications for Advertisement Space
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager,
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.
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