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“THE TWIN TARGLE!”
L T EXT wez=k's topping Greyfriars
yarn has a special fascination
all s own, .ls'mrjhud]r likes a
puzzle. That he-ing] so, there is

no question as to the

stofy next Monday, for it carries on
with the amazing mystery which has
fyirly electrified Greyfriars. It is all
ag:mt, this strange [ellow, Quentin
Willesley, the chap who is one day a
fipst-class athlete, ready for anything,
and the next day a poor, wambly person
mrgus grit, and a fumbler pure and
shnple at all forms of eport. The title
is explanatory, but the title alone will
not take you far.- You want to read
the yarn, and see how deftly Mr. Frank
Richards contrives the mystification.
The substifution is m-lnaFe:i in brillidnt
{ashion; you eannot call it impersona-
tion, for we are dealing with a bearer
of the honouwred name of Willesley - all
tune. The only thing is that one
twin has the invidious front name of

Cuthbert, and the other s Quentin, a | bhapp

_ n fomiliar encugh to anybody
m read about the hefty wielders
of hattle-axes at the Crusades,

The plot of next week's story cony
tains some dramatic surprises. Those
deloctable” partners, Messrs, Cobb and

I:l'itj" "d the [~

" tarest

Hawke,
Quentin. is
pair, and the latter try
advantage of his position, and so make

ar in their old colours.
ard pressed by the preci-g

ap

him pay for his brother’s misdoings.
gu.r Wharton is the only junior .at
reyiriars who has t hold of the
truth. He would heF: Quentin if he
cauld, but circumstances tie his hands,
. When vou read the next issue of the
MAGXET 'you will be fairly swept off
your feet by the right-dewn ingenious
ness of the whole thing. Box and Cox
are not in it. They were the celebrated
characters who “changed over" with
amusing consequences. But in “The
Twin Tangle " there is real drama, and

we have not seen the end yet by long
chalks !

“THE CASE OF THE HAUNTED
HOUSE ! ™

Do you kmow the good old town of
Uxbridge, in Middlesex? If you do
en to have sesn the old-world spot
with its many ancient houses, -your in-
in next week's Ferrers Locke
story will be intensified,, n6t that this
personal experience is in the least neces
sary, for the coming treat is a
It will appeal te yeu ‘all, precissly as

to take a mei:q,

o |
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Your Editor is your best friend—write to him!

the mystery surroundipg the old "Tudbe
wangiori where i ppen ' caught
the attention of sevaral - people who
figure most prominently in this roasing
story of detection and mtrigue. People
who do not care have set down the
amazing sounds: which emanate from the
ghostly stronghold as just s0 much
imagination, but the estate agent of the
property Js deeply troubled. He knows
it 35 not mere ‘“moonshine.” There is
something particularly  sinister behind
the ugly, reputation which the venerable
donncile has earned for itself, .and
Ferrers Locke has a big task before
him to unravel the threads. I want you
to pay special attention to this yarn. Tt

i

|is unrivafled for its network of baffling

detail. Make a,note of it -for Mongay,
You will not be disappointed, I give
you my word,

OUR TRAVELLING SUPPLEMENT.

This is a positive prize, right up fo
all the demands of .the season. As the
fime wegther comes along we @l know
what that “holiday feeling * is.- It de-
scends on young ahd old. People E‘Dl}ﬂ'
to get away. Well, it is just here that
the magnificent .supplement to the
MaaxeT—the “ Greyfriars Herald,” to
wit—comes in with some really up-to-
date tips about travel. The esteemed
oditor_has taken the bull by the horns.
I am not referring to Johnny of that
ilk, though all the big men of the
Remove have had a chance in the com-
ing supplement. It will be found re-
plete with sparkling information about
trﬁ:elling—-hﬂ-}v toe do it, when, and
where, etc. It 15 peripatetic, piguant,
and pleasantly pepﬂ’?:l.pn To+ all who
might, would, ori should take a jaunt
it will have a rare appeal.

Your €ditor.

THE “MAGNET” LIMERICK COMPETITION|

NO ENTRANCE FEE REQUIRED.

First Prize

X1

and

1s. Od.

CONSOLATION PRIZES OF 2/6 FOR ALL EFFORTS PUBLISHED,

In ordef 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.

BULES GOVERNING THE “MAGNET “ LINERICK COMPETITION,

1.—The First Price will be awarded to the sender of what,
in the opinion of the Editor and a competent staff of adjudi-
cytors, is the best Last Line received.
2.—Consolation prizes of 2s. 6d. will ba aywarded from weck
o week td those hanwﬂn whose efforts show merit.
3.—The ' below entitling you to enter for this com-
petition must either pastad on te a postcard, in which
=] Elr Last ﬂllama must hnl!rE written INIINK u:lhimctly
it, or enclosed separately in an envelope with your
4. —Competitor's name and full postal address must accom-
pany every effort semt in.
5, —Entries must reach ws not later than July 5th, 1923,
; MUST NOT be enclosed with entrance forms for any
ofher competkion. They must be addressed *‘ MaGNET
Eﬂmﬁ'ndt No. 1%,” Gough House, Gough Square, London,

6.—Your Editor undertakes that every effart sent in wi
peceive. caamful conmderstion, but he will not held him

for coupons lost or mislaid, or delayed in the

Prond of posting will not be accepted es proof of

THE l'l;gﬂsn Lierany.—No. 803,

1.—This competition is open to AH Readers of the
Companion Papers, but the result each week will- appear
only in the MAcNET, 3 ;
8.—It is a distinct vondition of entry that your Editor's
decision must be accepted as binding in all matters.
Acceptance of these rules is an express condition of entry:
EmFIu}'ees of the proprietors of this journal are not
&

eligible to compete.

:  “MAGNET” LIMERICK COMPETITION |
: No. 12. :
: “I'll sing you a song of the sea!” :

Tom wing exclaimed, in great glee.
But the chaps in the crowd 3
Said it wasn't allowed—

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

: THIS EXAMPLE WILL HELP YOU:
And missiles then flew—aso did hel -
- M.
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Beating all-comers—Frank Richards! 3
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Bad Beginning !
ALLO, hallo, hallo! Coming

)

H mlong to cricket, Harry, you

old slacker?!”
It was Bob Cherry who

spoke thus, finding his chum, Harry

harton, after a search which had ex-
tended to fully three minutes, and had
seemed to the impatient Bob something
like three hours in duration,

“Can't!”

“Oh, rats! Why not?"”

* (ot to go to the station to meet a new

fellow. Quelchy's orderas—at least, he
didn’t exactly order me to go. He asked
me quite nicely and politely. But it

comes to the same thing."”

“It isn't all violets, being Form
skipper,” said Bob, with a momentary
clouding of his cheery face—which was
really no more than a reflection of the
look on Harry's.

“It iz not!” Wharton
emphatically.

“You couldn’t possibly see your way
to get someone elss to go—someone who
doesn't matter so much, taking into con-
sideration the fact that vou are cricket
captain, and -

“Borry, but I can’t, Bob. There really
are special reasons.”

“Right-ho, if wyou esay
Anyone going with you?"

“Frank said he'd come.”

Bob wavered. o

“See here, I don't like missing net
practice, but I'll come, too, old top. If
you and Franky are to be away—and
I know the Bounder isn’t playing to-day
—and——  Oh, well, let’'s hunt up
Johnny Bull and Inky, and we'll all go.
It's a bigger honmour than any blessed
new fellow deserves, to be met at the
station by the whole Famous Five, but
there you are!”

“Glad to have you, Bob. T, Inky!”

Wharton had just canght sight of
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob
of Bhanipur—* Inky,” for short—cross-
ing the quad.

“Did you call me, Wharton?"

A fat form rolled up—the form of
William George Bunter,

“1 didn't, Bunter."

““*What did you expect Harry to call

you, porpoise? Nothing complimentary,
1 should think."

returned

so, Harrv!

“I'm not talking to you, Cherry. I
disdain to talk to you!" said Bunter,
elevating his fat little nose. ‘I thought
you might perhaps like me to go with
you to meet the new fellow, Wharton.”

“Think again, and think something
diferent! What do you know about the
new fellow, anyway?"’

“I know what I know,"” replied Bunter
oracularly. ‘' Perhaps more than you
do, Wharton. I suppose you would be
surprised if you heard that Quelchy had
taken me into his confidence in the
matter "

*1 shouldn't be surprised if il was from
you I heard it, because I'm never sur-
prised at any beastly crammer you tell;
but——"

“0Oh, really, Wharton! Perhaps you
will believe me when I say thal—g way,
Cherry; you've no right to hear this;
it's confidential between me and Whar-
ton—when I tell you that—— Are you
going away, Cherry?"

“The answer, Bunter, is in the nega-
tive, as they say in the House of
Commons—where I wouldn't wonder if
you found yourself some day, if you go
on as you're doing.”

Harry Wharton, and Inky, who had
come up, grinned, They understood
that Bob inferred a low opinion of the
House of Commons, Bunter smirked.
He inferred on Bob's part a high
opinion of William George Bunter.

Bunter could be very obiuse at times.

“1 shouldn't mind,"” he said. *Not
that the salary would have any attrac-
tion for me. A measly four hundred
quid! Why, my pater has made as
much as that in a week on the Stock
Exchange! But, as we're all pals
here——"

“The palfulness is not of the fourful-
ness, but rather triangular, my esteemed
and degraded Bunter,” struck in Inky.

“What do you talk such rot for? How
do you expect anyone to understand you,
vou silly black ass?” returned DBunter
crossly.

“ Inky means that Harry's his pal, and
he's my pal, and Harry and I are pals,
but that's where it stops short. See,
bladder of lard?" =aid Bob polilely.

Just then Frank Nugent and Johuny
Bull came up together, and the Famous
Five were complete—quile complete
without Bunter, who would have liked
to make of them, in his own weird
fashion of spelling, the Selebrated Six.
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Willesley, the new boy at Grevfriars, makes a bad
beginning with Harry Wharton & Co., lll‘lil is soon
dubbed by the majority of the juniors a
Suddenly this latest addition to the Remove comes
strong as a real sportsman—a change of
character which leaves
Willesley would appear to be the possessor of a
dusl character, but there is something far more
deeper bebind this remarkable change of fr
the explanation of it all is deftly given by popular

FRANK RICHARDS.

worm."'
the Hemovites guessing.

“Scat, Bunter!” said Johnny, always
blunt, but never disposed to waste
any politeness he might have to spare
upon the Owl of the ﬁﬁmﬂ-t’!}.

“Oh, really, Bull! I was explaining
to Wharton that I ought really (o go
with him to meet the new fellow, see-
ing that Quelchy has told me—— What
are you looking at my feet for, Cherry?”’

““I see they're both tied up all right,
Harry,” remarked Bob, contemplating
thm:ght.full_}' the boots of Bunter,

“Yes, 1 see that, Bob,"” answered
Harry, smiling.

“Bunter been listening outside doors
again?” inquired Johnoy Bull.

“I don't know that he has. I only
guess it from something he's said,” re-
plied Bob., “I've noticed before this
that when Bunter's taken into Quelchy’s
confidence, our respected Form master
doesn't know anything about it. Also,
after it's. happened, Bunter’s bhootlaces
are carefully tied up. It's rum how
they will come undone just as he's pass-
ing Quelchy's door if there happens (o
be anyone inside, isn't it?"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the other four.

“Very well, Cherry,” said Bunter,
with ineffable dignity; “I won't come to
the station with you now. If you went
down on vour bended knees to me I
wouldn't come! All T have to say 1s
that a fellow with a feeling heart, like
me, 13 far better suited to meeling a new
chap who is in trouble than such fellows
as you and Bull. I say nothing about
Wharton and Nugent and Inky——"

“Just as well not!” put in IFrank
Nugent. _
“Yah! I don't wank to come with

vou, anyway. I only wanted to be kind
o a new fellow. And I don’t suppose
I should have got anything out of it-
not with all five of you there, T know
that! If the new fellow’s gol a tuck-
hox or any cash worlh speaking of, you'll
farm it—positively farm il—that’s what
vou'll da! The rest of. us won't get a
look-in until it's gone. Yah!” .

And Billy Bunier rolled away, just 1n
time to escape a kick that would certainly
have registered a goal from Bob Cherry.

Whai's this gas Bunter's giving us,
though?" Sie

“Yes, T'll come.” saisl Johnny DBull,
“We may as well all go together,

“T'm afraid he musl have been lisien-
ing again,” answered Wharlon, kuitimg
Tue MigseT LIBRARY.—No, BO3.
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¢ The best of the batch—the MAGNET !

his brows. " He seems to have got hold
of very much what Quelchy told me.
The new fellow is in some sort of
trouble. Quelchy didn’'t say just what
it was—only that it wasn't his own fault,
and he wanted me to be decent to him."

“ Which you would be, anyhow,
Harry,” said Frank Nugent.

“Oh, well, I think he meant specially
decent, you know! I shouldn't have
done more than hint it to vou fellows if
that fat idiot hadn't let it out. He's
Eettlng too thick for anything. 1 only
ope Quelchy will catch him at his Paul
Pry games one of these days—he won't
forget it in a hurry, I guess! Come
along, or we sha'n’t be at the stalion
before the train’s in."

They hurried off, and Bunter, from
afar, watched them go, with a very
lu%ubri-nus expression upon his fat face.

unter always looked upon a new
fellow as a possible prey. That was
not, of course, the way in which Bunter
would have phrased it. He would have
Pm-‘:la.imc-ni himself actuated by the most
audable intentions. All he wanted was
to be friendly with the newcomer, and
show him the way to the tuckshop, and
point out Mrs. Mimble's choicest
comestibles, and testify to his belief in
their merits by practical demonstration
—and perhaps borrow a trifling sum on
account of a postal-order which was sure
to turn up to-morrow.

As things were, Bunter feared that
Willesley, the new boy, might be warned
against him before he ever set eyes upon
him. It would be just like the Famous
Five to consider the feelings of a blessed
new chap, instead of those of a fuellow
they had known for ages—a fellow who
had practically been one of their
fraternity in the past.

“T should think it must have been a
death in the family, or something of that
kind,” said Johnny Bull, as the five
passed out of the gates, unheeding the
shouts of Dick Ogilvy and Bob Russell,
who were crossing the quad in flannels
at that moment, and were almost aghast
at seeing the five going off thus in
ordinary attire, plainly cutting cricket
for that forenoon.

Harry shook hiz head.

“Quelchy wouldn't have said it wasn't
his own fault if it had been that,” he
answered. “It would hardly harve
fitted.”

“Nunno. You're right there, Harr{.
Well, just let's don’t worry about it. If
Quelchy says the kid’s all eserene, I
reckon he is. I can’t always see eye to
eye with Quelchy, but I've some respect
for the man’s judgment.”

They made their way at a good pace
towards Friardale Station; but it was
evident while they were still half a mile
distant that they would not be in time.
Already they could hear the rumbling of
the train in the distance.

When they reached the platform the
train had passed out, leaving the new
fellow behind.

But he was not alone on the platform.
Bolsover major, Skinner, and Stott were
also there.

To those three the sight of a new boy
was tempting. Bolsover had his decent
points. He was a long way off being so
complete a rotter as fiam d Skinner or
William Stott. But he had a tendency
towards bullying, and his present com-
panions were just the fellows to egg him
On.

“Hang it all! They might give the
fellow a chance,” growled Johnny Bull.

Trouble had developed, it seemed, for
Bolsover had the new boy by the seruff
of the neck and uppenl'edytu be anxioug

to get his face down low enough to rub
it upon the gravel of the platform.

“Chuck that, Bolsover!” snapped
Wharton.

- “Hallo, here's nursie, with nursie's
little friends 1" sMeered Skinner.

“You're all right now, Whatsyourname !
Our .esteemed Form master has sent
along the dear kind skipper of the
Remove to see that no evil-minded per-
sons molest you before you get to Grey-
friars. Better drop it, Bolsy !

“Dashed if I do!” snorted Belsover,
showing a heavy face red with fury.
“This new cad cheeked me, and I'm
going to make him taste dirt 1"

“That’s where you're wrong,”
marked Bob Cherry coolly.

“Who's going to stop me?” howled
the burly Removite,

re-

“We are, if necessary,” answered
Harry Whartion. * But it oughtn’t to be
necessary. We're five to one, Bolsover,

you know "

“Five to three—or six to three, if you
count this worm!” Bolsover returned
defiantly. *It's longish odds; but I bet
I can jolly well hurt him before you get
him away from me "

“8ix to one!” said Johnny Bull sig-
nificantly. “Are you such an ass that
vou count on Skinney and Stott to back
you up*”

If Bolsover had counted upon that he
saw now that he had been miistaken.

Skinner and Stott were fading away.
They had no mind for taking a share in
a tussle with the Famous Five,

They were within their rights, from
their point of wview. They had not
touched Willesley. But Harry Wharton
and the rest could guess that they had
urged Bolsover to aggression, and they
felt more contempt for the departing two
than for the furiousfaced bully who
stood his ground defiantly,

Though Bolsover stood his ground, he
released the new boy,

*“All right!” he said sullenly. o |
haven’t a chance now! But you just
wait till I get one. T'll show you !™

Then he lumbered off.

THE SECONY CHAPTER.
Was Mr. Quelch Mistaken ?

s OU'RE Willesley, T suppose?”
said Harry Wharton, extend-
ing his hand.

“That's my name,” replied
the new boy ungraciously.

"“We've come to meet you—I'm Whar-
ton! This chap’s Cherry; this Nugent;
this Bull; and this Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh—called Inky, for short.”

“I didn’t know you had niggers here.
What sort of a school 1s Greyfriars, any-
way, with black boundere and chaps like
that hulking brute who piled in on me
for nothing? As for coming to meet me,
I think it would have been hetter if you'd
come a bit earlier. And as for your
blessed names, you can’t expect me to
remember them straight away.”

The Famous Five looked at him—
looked at him long and hard.
He had nol t.ﬂ.Een Harry’s hand, and

none of the others offered theirs. In their
minds was more than a little sympathy
with Percy Bolsover. It was not likely
that Bolsover major had been as polite as
Wharton ; but if the new fellow had only
been half as rude to him as he had been
to them they could quite understand the
short-tempered Bolsover's wanting to

.deal with him drastically.

He was not at all an 1ll-looking fellow.
About Wharton's beight and build, he
had auburn hair with a slight wave in it,

clear blue eyes, and a fresh complexion.

Just now he wore a very disgruntled ex-

pression ; but that was not altogether sur-
rmng, considering the manner in which
e had been bandled,

With an effort Wharton restrained his
feelings sufficiently to speak civilly., The
best the other four could do was to re-
strain theirs enough to keep silence.
And for Inky, who particularly cbjected
to being called a nigger, that was a good
deal to do.

“I don’t know that it matters much,”
Harry eaid. *““You'll get to know every-

ody in time, of course! Are those your
traps ?"

“Yes; as I'm the only passenger who
got out at this hole you might guess
that, T should think.”

“T'll get a porter to bring them up to
tha school,” answered Harry, still keep-
ing his temper.

*“*Have I got to walk up, then "

" “:I‘h,at’s the idea! It’s not so very
ar,”’

“Isn't there a taxi about 7"

“Neo. If you wanted a taxi you should
have got out at Courtficld. Youn might
perhaps have got one there. But Conrt-
field izn't exactly crowded with taxis.”

“Oh, well, if T must walk I muet,
though it’s a beastly fag. 1 say, what
time does the next down train get
here "

“Don’t you mean the next up train?”
inquired Bob.

The new fellow gave him a scornful
glance,

“1I mean what T say,” he returned.
“Why should I want an up train #"

"It struck me that it might be quile
a good notion for everybody concerned
if you took the next train back,” replied
the candid Cherry.

“Oh, did it? Well, I'in not out to
please you, and the sooner you get that
into whatever little bit of brain you may
happen to have the better it will be for
you.™

And, as no one showed any disposition
to answer his question as to the next
down train, he stalked over to the front
ﬂflfthﬂ booking-office and looked for him-
self.

“My only Aunt Sempronia Martha
Jane !” pasped Bob. “This new chap
fairly walks off with the giddy cake!
We've had some gqueer specimens before,
and eome of thems have turned out all
serene after all, and some haven't: but
I'll cat Johnny's fat head if this par-
ticular ﬂhliert is ever anything but a
nasty job lot!”

“Quelchy said it—whatever it was—
wasn't his fault,” growled Johnny, over-
locking Bob's polite reference to his
eranium in his wrath against the new

boy. “Now I reckon that's where
Quelchy’s wrong. Someone’s been kid-
ding him. Whatever it was—and I

wouldn't put it toe low—it might have
been manslaughter or it might have
been worse—I should say it jolly well
was his fault !

“That's what T think,"” agreed Frank.
“He's us unpleasant a bounder as I ever
ran up against. Talk about gratitude!
He never even said * Thank you ' te us
for rescuing him from Bolsy's clutches.”

“I dom’t believe he’s ever learned the
words ! Bob said.

“Shush! He's coming back. Give
him a chance,” pleaded Harry. * Bol-
sover and Skinner and Stott aren't

exactly calculated to give any fellow a
pleasant i1mpression of Greyfriars, you
k]’l{'ﬂ“ﬁ'.”

“But he's seen us,” said Bob.

“The seefulness is of the obviousful-
ness. But the pleasefulness does not seem

A story that will grip you from first to last—
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dge : nearly 16 years! And still going strong ! 5

to be terrific,” observed TInky, in  his

weird and wonderful English,

Willesley certainly showed no sign of
being pleased He was scowling as he
turned from the time-table.

“Well, come on!"” he said impatiently.
“You don't want to stay here all day,
I suppose 7™’

The six passed out of the station
together. 1t was a fair question which
of the other five most utterly disliked
the new fellow. But there was no ques-
tion as to which of them best disguised
his feehngs.

“Let's see—your name’'s Quentin Wil
lesley, isn't it?" asked Wharton,

“No: I mean yes, of course, But
what does the christian name matter?
Are you fellows such kids that you use
each other’s christian names? I hate all
that Tom, Ihck, and Harry business.”

“You needn't worry ! It will be some
time before anyone wants to use yours,”
said Johnny Bull dryly. *I should say
that the better you get known the less
vou'll get called * Quentin.’ 1 could
think of lots of other names—all nastier—
that would fit you better.”

“ Fancy vourself clever, don’t you? I
say, Wharton, are there many brutes lhike
that chap you called Bolsover, at Grey-
friars ?"”

“0Oh, Bolsover’s not altogether a bad
sort. You must have said something to
annoy him, Willesley.”

“] only made a remark about his face.
He came swanking up to me as if he
owned the giddy neighbourhood, with
those two other apes chortling behind
him, and said, ¢ Hallo, redhecad! Are
you the new kid? ™"

“And what did wyou
asked Frank Nugent.

“I said, *Hallo, Hippo-face!
vou one of the old kids?" "

“¥Your hair is red, anyway,” Johnny
Bull said.

““ And Bolsover's faceis hike the biggest
hippo at the Zoo. If he's to be allowed
to say what he likes, why can’t I say
what T like?"

“That's not it,”
“You're a new chap,

say to that?"”

Are

replied  Harry.
vou know, and,

anyway——  Oh, can't vou see it for
yvourself? Haven't you ever been to
school before? There may be some

excuse for you if you haven't, but if you
have you must surely know that a fellow
has to stand a bit of chaff without get-
ting on his ear.”

“ Besides, wvou called Inky a nigger
when he hadn't said a blessed word to
you!" growled Johnny.

“Well, he 18 a mgger, 1sn't ha?" re-
torted Willesley, without the least
regard for Inky’s feelings.

“And wou're a redhead, aren’'t you,
hang you?” snapped Johnny., *If I
were in the shoes of Inky—who is really
an Indian prince, not a migger at all—I'd
jolly well say what I thought about
you !"

“TIt is hardly of the worthwhilefulness,
my esteemed Johnny,” said the Nabob
of Bhanipur quietly. “I will only re-
markfully mention that, though for red
hair I have the admirefuloess, and
though 1 find no great faultfulness with
the countenance of the worthy and
degraded Willesley, his manners give
me the sickfulness.”

“If I couldn’t talk English any better
than you T'd go home to the cannibal
islands ! Willesley snorted.

Inky did not answer him. He and

Johnny Bull went on ahead. Bob
Cherry and Frank Nugent dropped
behind. Harry Wharton was left alone

with the new fellow, and Harry had no

relwbh for his task.

But he honestly tried to make the best
of things. He could not fit the bound-
ing new fellow into the mental picture
conjured up by what Mr. Quelch had
told him. He had expected to see a
boy rather weighed down by trouble,
perhaps not responding fully to friendly
advances, because of the weight on his
mind, but at least civil.

The reality was as unlike thizs as any-
thing could be. Vernon-3mith, when
he first came to Greyfriars and earned
for himself the name of the Bounder,
had certainly not been more objection-
able than Willesley was.

“If you can take a bit of advice—'
Harry began.

“1 don't see why I should,” broke in
Willesley. “I've been at school before,
and I know jolly well that if a fellow
will let himself be sat upon he's
going to get sat upon, and that's all
gbout it. So when anyone starts being
cheeky to me I give him back as good as
I get—see?”

Harry almost gave it up as a bad
job.

If it had been only that. DBut it was
very far, indeed, from being only that.
Putting aside the matter of DBolsover
major, Harry resented the wanton insult
to his chum Inky, who had gone to the
station with the best intentions towards
the newcomer.

“Well, all I ean say is that it's to be
hoped you're pretty handy with your
fists, for vou're going to need them at
Greviriars ! Wharton said.

“1 dare say I can figcht as well as the

next chap, but I'm not keen on it. Even ]

T T T L
L= —mE
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““ Grooo !

been fakin® with my glass ? **
‘** Disgustin®, 1 call it.

if you win vou get hurt, and what’s the
use of that?"

“Play cricket?"

“When 1 have to-wnot else.™

“What's your game—footer?”

“0Oh, my word! Silliest mugs' game
on earth!”

“But he's a nailer at marbles, and you
ran't beat him at hopscotch!” came Bob
Cherry's voice from the rear.

Harry gave it up finally and com-
pletely. They did not speak another
word during the rest of the walk, and,
Greyfriars once reached, Wharton tock
his charge to Mr. Quelch’s study, and
left him there joyfully.

— ey

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Willesley Finds a Pal I

HAT passed between the Form
W master and the new boy Harry
never knew, of course. The
interview must have been
quite a short one, for inside ten
minutas Willesley was in the quad, his
hands in his trousers-pockets, his
shoulders slouched, his whole aspect
that of a fellow who is at odds with him.
self and the world in general.

The quad was almost deserted, for
most of the fellows were still on the
playing-fields, whence their voices came
to the cars of the Famous Five, who
were unanimous in feeling that they had
wasted time, that might have been put In
at hard practice, on a most unprofitable

Atishoo ! Groo ! spluttered Cecil Temple.

Those Uppe
outside edge in bad manners."’

object.

““ Who's
Squiff winked at those near him.

r Fourth fellows are really the
(See Chapter 4.)

— The Twin Tangle ! "—next week’s magnificent treat !

—
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6 The man who scores the winning hit every time—Mr. Richards !

Buf tliere was ome Removite in the
quad. Billy Bunter came across {rom
the window of the tuckshop to Willesley.

Eunter was determined to be friendly,
and Bunter in that frame of mind could
not easily be inszulted.

“Hallo ! he eaid, extending a podgy
and unclean hand. *“ You're Willesley,
} know., My name's Bunter.”

“You look like it,” said the morose
new bo

“He, he, he! I've noticed myself how
names seem to fit the people they belong
to sometimes,” replied Bunter ingra-
tiatingly. “Come far this morning,
Willesley 7"

“I don't know that it’s any business
of yours, but I've rome from town, if
you must know.”

“I-didn’t ask out of mere curiosity.
I hope I'm above that sort of thing,”
taid Bunter loftily. “I merely thought
that you might be a bit peckish, and in-
tended to give you a friendly hint that

the dinners here aren’t all they might |

be. The quality’s poor, and the quantity
1:n't what one would expect.”

Willesley eyed him up and down with
a bard stare that might have made a less
obtuse fellow yearn to slay him.

But Billy Bunter, on the make, had a
hide proof against anything of that kind.

“You don't lock as if you did too
badly,” remarked Willesley.

“He, he! 1 fatter myself that T have
a well-developed figure,”” answered
Bunter. “ But that's because 1 don't
tepend on the school rations. You see,
Willesley, old chap, my pater's on the
Stock Exchange, and he makes heaps of
tin. I get an allowance that would open
your eyes if you saw it.”

Willesley's stare was no longer so
hard. e even condescended to smile
upon Bunter, though doing so seemed to
hurt his face.

“Look at Skinner! There's & proof
of what T've been saying,” went on the
Owl of the Remove. “ Skinney's always
hard up, and, in consequence, he's always
hungry. He eats all he gets in Hall.
He'll scoff another chap’s tommy if he
has half a chance. 1 often give him
mine, That's the sort of chap T am,
Willesley—open-hearted and free-handed.
And, of course, 1 really don't need
inferior grub after I'm full up with Mrs.
Mimble's good stuff.”

Willealey's respect seemed on the up-
ward grade,

“It’s jolly decent of you, Punter!” he

mMurmured,
“ Bunter, not Punter. Look at Whar-
ton agsin! There's another skinny

specimen, ‘The times I've taken that

R T T A AT AT W N N L A" AYa A A

fellow into the tuckshop and stood treat
to him out of sheer charity—well, you
might not believe it if 1 told you. Come
along and have something with me,
Willesley! I like the look of you, old
top, and I'm sure we're going to be
pals,”

“Well, T don't mind if T do,” said
Willesley. “ You're the first fellow here
who'e been civil to me, anyway. T1'll do
as much for you another time.”

Bunter hoped he would. But, anyway,
he was going to do as much this time,
though he might not realise it, for the
only coin in Bunter's pockets was a bad
halfpenny ; and when two fellows went in
together and ate Mrs. Mimble’s deli-
cacies she saw to it that if one could not
pay the other should.

Willesley, smiling, though the smile
still seemed an effort to him, thrust his
right arm inside Bunter's left, and
moved towards the tuckshop, with the
Owl rolling by his side,

From the window of Study No. 1 in
the Remove passage, Johnny Bull saw
them go, and called to his comrades, All
five were there. :

“That’s all right, Johnny,” said Bob
Cherry. " If ever a chap came to Grey-
friars that I'd hand over to Bunter's
tender mercies without turning a hair,
thia Willesley is the one. They're just
two pigs together.”

“But it isn't the decent thing,” pro-
tested Harry Wharton, knitting his
browa, * At best, Bunter's sponging on
the new fellow ; at worst, he's swindling
him. T think I'll go down and stop his
little game.”

“You won't!” snorted Johnny Bull.
“We'll jolly well all sit on you before
we let you do that! Ieave them to it.
That’s the thing to do."

Harry gave it up. After all, it was
no use to think at this late day of keep-
ing Bunter from wallowing deeper in
the mire of greed and infantile sharp
praotice. And Willesley seemed so very
sure that he could look after himself that
H would be waste of energy to look after

im.,

In the tuckshop, whence Mrs. Mimble
was absent for the moment, Bunter
turned upon Willesley with a large and
gencrous smile. It creased the fat face
that was already red with anticipation
of the gorge to come. It seemed to run

‘round right to the back of the fat neck.

old fellow ! aaid

“Help wyourself
his hand in a fine,

Bunier, waving

generous gesture. “Tuck in! Don't
spara it! I'm standing this treat, and
I want you to enjoy yourself. I'm not

particularly peckish; but I ean toy with

RESULT OF

‘“ Magnet "’ Limerick Competition (No. 6).

In this competition the first prize of £1 1s, for the best line sent in

has been awarded to:—

WILLIAM CLARK, 39, Head Street, Beith, Ayrshire, whose line

was:

Proved that “Tuck Shops ™ and Cricket don't mate.

Three consolation prizes of 2s.

been awarded to the following:

6d.

each for the next best have

GEORGE SPENCER, * Rabv,” 51, Klll}"{; Road, Streatham, 8.1V,

WILFRED ACWORTH, 8, Crieff Road,

andsworth, 8. W, 18.

HENRY R. SAUNDERS, 5, Boulogne Cottages, East Deckham,

Paddock Wood,

the grub just to keep you in counten-
ance, as they say.”

*What do you recommend?” asked
Willesley, just as Mrs, Mimble came
bustling in.

The worthy dame, than whom none
knew better the chronic impecuniosity
of William George Bunter, saw that he
had come in with a stranger, and
naturally assumed that the stranger was
paying,

New boys usually had money, and it
was no new thing in the experience of
Mrs. Mimble to find them wasting some
of 1t upon Bunter, She did not regard
the fat fellow's tactics with approval;
but it was not her business, and, after
all, a new fellow had to find Bunter
out, and the sooner he did so the better,

“Rabbit-pie!” answered the Owl,
smacking his lips. *“Got any nice and
hot, Mrs. Mimble 7"

“¥Yes, Master Bunter, There's a
batch just out of the oven,”

“That’s the ticket! Myrs. Mimble's
rabbit-pies, Willesley, old top, are what
the classics call non plus ulster. You
can't beat them! Let's have two each,
Mrs. Mimble! I hope you've been cook-
ing tarts, too!"

“I have, Master Bunter. I've done a
whole lot of cooking this morning,
I'javiﬂg been nearly cleaned out yester-

ay.
unter smacked his lips again.

“I do like hot pastry, don't voun,
Willesley " he said,

It appeared that Willesley did.

Though there was no one else at Grey-
friara who could have stayed the pace
with William George Bunter in a gorg-
ing competition—not even his muinor,
SBanuny of the Second Form—there were
others who had aptitude in the matter of
putting away provender., Bob Cherry,
for instance, had a big, healthy
appetite, and Harold SBkinner had a big,
unhealthy one,

But neither the cheerv Dub nor the
eneering Skinner would have stood any
chance in competition with this new
fellow,

He astonished even Bunter.

He did not outdistance Bunter. That
would have been too much to expect of
anyone merely human. A boa-constrie-
tor might have done it. But a boa-
constrictor with any prudence and any
knowledge of the capacities of these two
would have hesitated to pit himself
against them in conjunction,

They began with rabbit-pics, and
Mrs, glimh e's rabbit-pies were not enly
:-mvuurﬁ, but also substantial, Rabbits
were cheap in the Greyfriars neighbour-
hood, and some people would have con-
sidered one of those sixpenny rabbit-
pies the best part of a meal.

Bunter and Willesley had three each.
The only difference thus far was that
Dunter had drunk two lemonades, while
the new fellow had barely touched his
glass of ginger-pop.

They got on to raspberry-tarts, vary-
ing them with apricot. They must have
had nearly a dozen each when Willesley
asked Mrs. Mimble whelher she had no

gooseberry. This sweet jam, he said,
rather cloyed.
Mrs. Mimble had no gooseberry.

That jam was not much 1in demand ot
Greyfriars, where few fellows could
afford to eat tarts till they reached the
cloyed stage. But she had some straw-
berry, and, though Willesley mumbled
uncomplimentary things, he and Dunter
had two or three each of those,

They tackled cream-puffs next.
Bunter was hIﬂwin% and perspiring
hard. Dut if Willesley imagined that

Have you ‘¢ tried your luck '’ in our Limerick Competition ?
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those signs indicated his nearing the
end of his tether, Willesley was mias-
taken. Bunter had a fourth lemonade,
and suggested sausage-rolls,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Loses a Pal !

Y this time the tuckshop had filled

B up. 'Thirty or forty fellows of

the Remove and Upper Fourth

were there, with a sprinkling of

fags and a few Fifth-Formers, The

Hdixth did not patronise Mrs. Mimble at

times when the place was likely to Le
crowded.

Peter Todd was present, and Bunter
sedulously aveided Peter's searching
glances. Bunter knew that Toddy would
know that this was a wangle of some
sort.

Squiff, Delarey, and Tom Brown had
rome in together, Cecil Reginald
l'emple was present, with Dabney and
I'ry. Russell and Ogilvy, Hazeldene
and Bulstrode, Micky Desmond and
Morgan, Kipps and Wibley, were all
there, and all watching with interest.

For the most part they were in
flannels, thirsty rather than hungry,
drinking lemon-squash or ginger-pop,

and perhaps taking a tart or two, or a
few biscuits with it, by no means fearful
that so slight a snack would spoil their
dinners,

“Faith, Bunter's found his match at
last !"” said Micky Desmond.

“Il's early yet to say that!” chuckled
Squiff. “They can’t have started before
about five past twelve,
four o'clock, and you may be able to
puess the winner., If Bunter isn't under
the table by that time, he’ll have
swollen till he's all over it. But, my
word, that new chap's a knock-out!"”

“Disgustin’, I call it!"” said the lordly
Temple, elevating his classic nose,
“You Remove kids really are the
atrocious limit for greediness,” *®

Squiff's reply to that was to shake a
well-filled pepper-pot over the lemon-
squash of the lordly Temple, while that
important personage was 'lm:king his
contempt of Bunter and Willesley.

It was not with contempt that some
of those present looked at the indus-
trious pair, however, Sammy DBunter
sidled up to his major,

“I say, Billy——" he began.

“(x'way!” rumbled Bunter major, his
mouth full of sausage-roll.

“Groo!  Atishoo! Groo! Who's
been fakin' with my glass?"

(Cecil Reginald spluttered angrily.
Em&ii’f winked at those near him, and
aald ;

“Disgustin’, T call it! Those Upper
Fourth fellows are really the outside
edge in bad manners. Temple, old
sport, don’t be ill in here; go away!”

“Well, but, Billy 4

“Hook it!"” snorted Bunter major.

“Your minor, eh?” said Willesley.
“Thought it must be—same piggy face
—same pigegy eves. But don't ﬁ.} mean

with the kid. Tuck in, young Bunter!”
“That's right, Sammy. You tuck
in!"” said William George, reflecting

that, after all, since the new fellow
would have to pay the piper, it was
but fair to allow him to call the tune,

Sammy did not neaed to be told twice.
Sammy tucked in, ome of Sammy's
Second Form pals watched him with
yearning eyes.

“I believe vou put pepper in
rlass, Field!" said Temple hotly.
“I've often noticed that
rather  a  rcredulous chap,

my

you're
f " L& ]
Femple,

The Editor ; ‘ Any complaints ? "’

Give them until -
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Temple
intended to do.

Form-room near. Suddenly Mr. Quelch appea

What are you doing to the new junior ?*’

replied 8quiff coolly. *"Did you see me
put aAny pepper in his glass, Piet?"”

“I did not,” nnﬂweref Delarey, with
complete truth, for he had not chanced
to be looking when the thing was done.

“There wyou are! Hallo, another
competitor for the Great Grub Stakes!
Weight for age, eh? Go it, Samivel!
But I don't think I'll back you this race.
A promising two-year-old is all very
WEIE but he ecan’'t hope to stay the
course with older competitora!”™

Sammy grinned, jammy did not
mind whether he could stay the course
or not: did not, indeed, know what
Squiff was talking about, and did not
care. Sammy was busy.

“Are you attendin’ to me, Field?”
snorted Temple.

“Not particularly, old bean. Attend
to Temple, Browney, will you? I'm
watching the contest. Take him out,
away from the disgustin’ Remove
fellows, and give him a nice glass of
cold water to clear his little throat. TIf
it ise pepper he's swallowed—I don’t say
it is, and I don't say it isn't—it’s liable
to make him cough and splutter, and
that sort of thing really isn't quite nice
in company.”

Temple, in no mood to attempt hostili-
ties, went out, coughing and splutter-
ing, amidst a fenm*ul roar of laughter,
in which even his chums joined.

At that moment the first dinner-bell
rang, and a general exodus began,

Sammy Bunter looked wistfully at the
counter,

“I say, Billy,"” he whispered, " need
we go in to dinner? It's compulsory,
I suppose, but after all, we'd only get

iweaked the new boy’s arm—harder than he had really
Willesley let out a yell that was heard in every

red. * Temple !
(See Chapter 5.)

lines for not being there, and it would
be worth it.”

“Of cpourse we must go in to dinner,
you young idiot!” retoried William
George. “Do you think I want to
iujni:'?"my system by missing my proper
grub?

\-‘r‘ri”i}s]{?* shot a queer glance at him,
The new fellow had a big appetite, and
was greedy. He had eaten az much aa
Bunter, But he did not feel at that
moment that dinner had the slightest
atiraction for him,

Quite otherwise, indeed. What would
it be? Roast beef, perhaps, or it might
be boiled mutton, with lota of fat, and
plenty of potatoes and turnips—ugh!
The very thought of boiled mutton
made Wiﬁesle_ﬁr shudder,

Gatty and Mpyers, with backward
glaﬁﬂﬂa, faded out, last of the throng.

ammy helped himself to two raspberry-
tarts and two apricot, on the principle
of making hay while the sun shone, Hia
fat young face was jammy and greasy,
but in his small eyes was the Light of
a great happiness

His major gave him a warning kick
under the table, and then began to
fumble in his pockets,

“Where's my wallet?” he muttered,
“T must have left it in No. 7. Yon
don’t happen to have a quid or two on
you, do you, SBammy ?"

“Not to-day, Bflly,” replied Bunier
minor, stretching out a hand as podgv
as his brother’'s and even less clean
towards the tarts again.

“What's become of that fiver the
pater sent you vyesterday, you young
duffer ?"

The readers: ‘““NO ! ”
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"1 don't carry fivers about. when T'm
playing cricket!” answered Sammy,
cramming his mouth full and winking
at his major.

“Oh, really! It's a beastly nuisance,
Willesley, but I'm afraid I shall have
to ask you to lend me enough to pay
the hill. Only until to-morrow, vyou
know, I shall be getting a post—I
mean, a biggish cheque then.”

DON'T MISS NEXT
MONDAY'’S
SENSATIONAL
- DETECTIVE STORY—

R P P P el e e s tof

“ Why till to-morrow?
sutd you'd left it in No, T?
vour study, I suppose?”

There was a distinet gleam of sus-
picion in the eyes of Willesley.

Bunter did not like it at all. Tt hurt
him to find the new fellow so0 lacking
in faith,

“1 suddenly remembered that I spent
it all—that is, I mean, I lent it to a
fellow who was badly in need of it,” he
said. "I may never get it back, but
I sha'n't care. That's me all over—too
generous for my own good.”

Willesley was not credulous enough to
believe that. ITe suddenly saw Bunter
as what he was—a fat fraud. And, look-
ing at Sanuny, who sat grinning at his
major's cleverness, he realised that
there were at least two fat frauds in
the Bunpter family.

But they would not find it so easy
to do him down! He would show them !

“Well, you can have it booked up to
you,” he =aid sullenly.

“Oh, really! My dear chap, I thought
you- and I were going to be pals! If I
even suggest that to Mrs, Munble there
will be a beastly row !”

“I rechkon she knows you too well—
ehi”

“Not at all! Nothing of the sort!
If there is one fellow at Greyiriars whom
Mrs. Mimble would trust, T am that
fellow! But it’s against the rules of
the school, and she has orders to report
‘“EGHE who tries to get tommy on

tick.”
the

I thought you
That’s

Mrs. Mimble came to counter
again at that moment, and cast towards
Bunter a glance that, to say the least
of it, was not exactly overflowing with
trustfulness. And Willesley saw it. He
knew that he had been done brown,
But he meant to turn the tables later.
He would have his money back, or in
some other way he would make Bunter
give value for it.

He swaggered to the counter,

“I'm settling,” he said. *“How
much "

Mrs. Mimble hurried with the addi-
tion, for she knew that the second bell
for dinner would be going in a mirute
or iwo.

Very little change was left out of a
pound note when she had taken what
was due,

" Come along, or we shall be late for
dinner, Willesley !” said Bunter cheerily.

“I don’t want any dinner,” replied
the new fellow morosely.

. “That’s no odds. You've got to go
in, you know.”

Sammy had already ambled off. Now

¥

Bunter started to run, his fat little legs
going like clockwork,

And Willesley ran, too. He did not
like it. He did not care about running
at any time, and just then it made him
feel quite ill.

He left the food on his plate un-
touched, not feeling that he knew any
of the lean kine well enough yet to offer
it 1n supplement of their rations—not,
indeed, feeling that he had the least
desire to do anyone that or any other
good turn. The two mentiments upper-
most in him were physical discomfort in
the region covered by the waistcoat and
rage against the Owl of the Remove.

But Bunter was quite unconscious of
the storm which raged within his dear
pal—so soon adopted, so early lost.
Bunter ploughed Eia way through the
food supplied to him as though he had
Eut crossed Mrs Mimble's threshold that

ay.

e ———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Like and Unlike !

OME fellow-Remaovite whom Willes-
S ley did not know by name—it
was Hazeldene—asked him civilly
enough 1f he knew where the
Form-room was.

Willesley answered, not at all civilly,
that he supposed he would not have any
difficulty - in finding it when the timne
came, as he had eyes in his head to see
where others were going. Hazeldene

“ THE CASE OF THE
HAUNTED HOUSE !”

turned on his heel, with a snort of con-
tempt, and told half a dozen fellows
within the next five minutes that the
new chap was a rank outsider. Wherein
Hazeldene, though he really had not a
great deal to go upon, was quite right.

When the bell for classes rang there
did not happen to be a single Removite
known to Willesley in sight. But he saw
Temple, with Dabney and Fry, and he
followed them, remembering that he had
seen them in the tuckshop, and too un-
easy internally to be capable of thinking
clearly enough to realise that the fact
proved nothing.

The three chanced to be the last of
the Upper Fourth to file in. Mr. Cap-
per, the Form master, was already at
his rostrum, in rather a snappish temper,
and he frowned at the trio for nearly
being late, He could not well say any-
thing to them, for it was no worse than
very nearly,

Then his gaze fell upon Willesley, and
he glared at the intruder.

“Who are you, boy?"” he rapped out,

“I—I think I must have come to the
wrong room,” mumbled Willesley.

“What's that? Speak up!”

“I think I've got into the wrong
room,”

This was not Mr. Quelch, and Willes-
ley could not see Bunter or Wharton or
Inky or Bob Cherry. He had a sense
of injury. Willesley often had that sense
of injury when he had made a mistake
or been guilty of a misdemeancur. He
was one of those who cannot believe
that what happens is their own fault,

Not here to-day and gone to-morrow !

“BSay 'eir? when you address me!”
thundered Mr. Capper.

Beeing no occasion to address the
master further, Willesley remained
obstinately mute,

“Temple, will you have the goodness
té conduct this stray lamb to the fald
to which it belongs?” said Mr. Capper
sarcastically.,

“Certainly, sir!” replied Cecil
Reginald, who rather prided himself on
keeping on good terms with his Form
master,

“Beast!" muttered Willesley,
hated sarcasm.

Temple heard him, but said nothing
till they were in the passage.

“Who's a beast?” he snapped then,

“I didn’t say you were. I meant that
rotten master of yours!”

“Turn round !I” ordered Temple.

Willesley obeyed before he had time
to think what he was doing. The
elegant boot of Cecil Reginald made
forcible 1mpact with the trousers of

Willesley,
You're a beast, too!” snarled

who

“Ow !
the new hoy.

* Bay that again—if you dare!”

Willesley did not think it judicious
to say 1t again,

But his silence failed to satisfy Temple.

“Say, ‘ Mr. Capper is a gentleman
and Temple is a gentleman, and I am
a low and greedy fag, with no man-
ners!’” commanded the captain of the
Upper Fourth.

Willesley shut his mouth stubbornly.

Temple was not a bully. But he loved
“bossing '’ people, and he had taken an
acute dislike to Willesley.

He seized the younger fellow’s right
arm and twisted it hard—harder than he
had really meant to do, possibly.

Willesley let out a yell that was heard
in every Form-room near.
door opened suddenly and Mr.
Quelch appeared, Cecil Reginald, flush-
ing with shame and anger, dropped
Willleslny's arm as though it were a Eut
coal,

“What were you doing, Temple?”
snapped Mr. Quelch, frowning por-
tentously.

“Er—this new boy came into our
Form-room, sir, and Mr. Capper asked
me to take him where he belonged. I
rather fancy he's Lower Fourth, sir.”

“1 asked you what you were doing to

him, Temple !

“Oh, doing to him, sir? I see! He
was—er—cheeky, sir, and I—"

“I gquite understand, Temple! 1 have

nol hitherto regarded you as a bully, but
I fear that you are no better than that!

—A WINNER FROM
BEGINNING
TO

END'!

I shall report your conduct to Mr.
Capper !
“VYer
Temple
justification.

well, sir.”

was too proud to attempt
He would not even tell
his own Form master that he had
kicked the sulky kid for calling him—
Mr. Capper—a beast. He would take
what might come to him, But he would
not forget why it had come,

What happens to Quentin Willesley 2—-
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The sympathfes of those in the
Remove Form-room who had heard and
who knew Willesley were entirely with
Temple, But their sympathy would not
help him much.

He stalked back, Willesley, meekly
though sulkily, followed Mr. Quelch in,
and sat down at the desk brusquely in-
dicated to him as his.

But he could not give his mind to his
work. It happened that he was rather
above the average standard of the
Remove in the subjects dealt with, and
he answered from memory the few gues-
tions put to him. But all the time his
mind was busy with other things.

e was thinking of the afternocon
train and of someone it might bring,
and he had begun to wonder whether in
what he had done he had acted for the
best—that is to say, for his own benefit,
which was all that ever concerned him.

It was a tremendousg relief to him
when the afternoon’s work was over—
and yet not wholly a relief, for now he
had something else to face. He found
himself dreading what was to come. But
that was partly because he could not
make up his mind yet as to whether he
wanted to stay where he was,

He had beea rather afraid that his
movements after classes might be inter-
fored with,

‘But no one took any notice at all of
him—not even Bunter,

And he did not quite like that. It
suited him, and yet he did not like it.
He had a large sense of his own import-
ance, and to be ignored thus was galling.

He saumtered up to the gates. Gosling
stood outside his lodge, and Willesley
scowled at the porter. Very likely he
did not know that he was scowling, for
when Gosling returned the compliment
he felt agg ~ieved.

" Nice sort we git "ere these days, 1
don’t think!” muttered Gosling.

If he had known all about this par-
ticular junior he would have felt more
than ever justified in that expression of
opinion. But if he had known as much
as that he would have been aware that
Willesley had no right to be at Grey-
friars !

Beyond the gates,
quickened his steps. He went towards
Friardale, looking nervously around
him from time to time.

On the loneliest stretch of the road
he saw what he had expected to see.
Coming towards him was a boy, who
looked so exactly like him that they
could hardly have been distinguished
from one another, even when standing
side by side.

With hair of precisely the same shade
of auburn, they had features which
matched in every detail. They were of
the same height within so small a
fraction of an inch as did not matter.
Their figures were similar, and their
actual weights tallied within a pound.

There was one difference, but it was a
difference that no one who did not know
them fairly well could have perceived.

It was in expression,

On the face of the Willesley who came
now from Greyfriars sat gloom and dis-
content, This fellow was at odds with
the world because it would not accept
him at his own wvaluation.

The other face, though clouded now,
was naturally a bright and cheery face.
The fellow to whom it belonged did not
worry much about what others thought
of hun, He thought well of others, as
long as they would let him. He took
life cheerily and philosophically, and had
never even started to look upon himself

the new fellow

as a&_very unselfish person, though he
was that. But the end of unselfishness
is usually in full sight when anyone
begins to pride himself on the possession
of it.

“I thought you'd come!” said the
fellow who had been Bunter's pal for
a brief space, meeting his double,

“You jolly well might! That was a
nasty trick you played me, Cuth.”

“Well, I didn't see what else to do.
Why should I put up with staying at
that dull hole with old Nurse Robbins,
while yvou came along here?”

“ My word! Why should I put up
with it while you came, I'd like to know?
Not that it's such a dull hole, really,
and old nurse is one of the best. You've
no right here, Cuthbert—you know that.
They wouldn't have you, if they knew.
But you saw a chance of squeezing in
under my name, and——"

“Shut vou up in your bed-room and
went off in yvour place, eh?” struck in
Cuthbert Willesley, with a sour grin.
“ Rather a brainy trick, wasn't it, Quen?
Old nurse didn't think too well of you
for not wanting to go and see me off.
No, that's not right. She didn’t think
too’ well of me for not wanting to see
you off—because I was you and you were
me—see, Quen?”

“I'd have shouted the giddy house
down, only T knew there would be a
row, and she'd have reported you to
Mr. Scrutton. I didn't dream at first
what you were after—thought vou only
meant to make me miss my train—and
it didn't seem to me to matter a fat lot

whether I caught that one or the next.
So I lay low. But when I got properly
fed up, I shinned down by the rain-pipe,
Then I found out from old nurse that
you'd gone off.”

“*And gave me away to her, I suppose,
ou rotter?” said Cuthbert “’illgghl
itterly.

“What do you take me for?
do anything of the kind.
back by the next train, she may nag
you a bit for staying out so long; but
that will be the worst of it.”

“8Bhe wouldn't nag wou,” said Cuth-
bert sulkily,

“Might not.
old girl than you are.
you don't.
difference."

“You'd like anybody, almost. Chaps
like you get all the best of things.
There’s hardly anybody I like. I don’t
think there's anybody at all. No, there
isn’t. I hate everybody!”

And Cuthbert Willesley looked as if
he meant what he said.

“You don't give people a chance,”

I didn's
If you geh

I'n more civil to the
I like her, and
That makes a bit of

-replied Quentin,

In every word he spoke to his brother
there was a certain queer tolerance, as
though he had made up his mind long
ago that nothing but the worst could be
hoped for from Cuthbert, but that,
Cuthbert being what he was, one had
to make the best of him,

And that pretty accurately sums up his
feeling. He could be a rare good pal;
but he and Cuthbert had never been
pals, The bond that united them was

Coming towards Cuthbert

like him that they could hardly have been

Willesley was a boy who looked so exaetly
distinguished Irom .one
another. **I thought you’d come,”” sald Cuthbert, sulkily.
(See Chapter B.)

—Youw'll find the answer in next Monday’s MAGNET !
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far apart from that tie, seeming more
than mere ordinary brotherhood, which
commonly unites twins.

~ "Well, what are’ we going to do about
17’ asked Cuthbert morosely,

He had usurped his brother's position
at Greyfriars, well knowing that he
would not have been received there if
he had not gone under false pretences.
But now he spoke as if he were the
mijured party,

“I should think you might make some
euggestion about that,” replied Quentin
good-temperedly, “1 can only see one
way out, You go back to Hampstead,
and I walk in at Greyfriars. You might
give me a tip or two about the fellows
you've met, so that I-shouldn't seem
such an utter fool, But if you feel tpo
pulky to do that, you needn't. I shall
just keep a close mouth till T find out
the hang of things, that's all.”

“You fanty I'm going to give way to
you, theni"” gnarled Cuthbert,

“I don’t see how you can expect that
¥ shall cave in about this. Look here,
Cuthbert, I don’t want to rub it into you
about Wi’lj’ we had to leave Arundel
House, But—well, everyone there
Enows, though it was only by a stroke
of luck that it was made clear that I
hadn't any hand in the games you
played.”

“Jolly rough luck for me!” Cuthhbert
grunted,

“I don't see that. A fellow ought to
do a bit in the way of shouldering his
vwn burden, I've never asked you to
take punishment for what I've done, but
I've taken it for you a good many times,
and not made a noise about it. You
can’'t deny that.”

“1It's easy for you. You're such a
dashed saint, that you never kick over
the traces, Besides, yon promised the
mater, when she lay dying, that you'd
sland by me through thick and thin.
You can't deny that, I rveckon, if it
comes to denying things.”

Quentin Willesley's bright face sud-
denly saddened. But even now he kept
his temper, extreme though the provo-
cation was,

“Yes, I promised her,” he said.
“I've never forgotten that, Cuth, and
I can tell you it's needed the thought
of it to keep me going a good many
times, But do you really think that
she'd have expected me to give way to
you in this? For I don’t. And don't
ou call me a saint, for I don't like 1t!
‘'m no better than the next chap, but
I don't do dirty things, though I've had
the discredit for some that you've done.”

Cuthbert laughed harshly.

“0Oh, well,” he said, “you go along
to Greyfriars and see how you like it!
Four or five hours of it has been enough
for me."”

Quentin might have guessed that with-
out even a hint, For his twin never
did anything from an unselfish motive.
He was in a strong position now, for he
knew that if he chose to hang on,
Quentin would not give him away,

But he did not choose to hang on.
He had sampled Greyiriars, and he did
not like the place. So his brother might
have a chance, Cuthbert had a grudg-
mg suspicion that Quentin might like
it. But that could not be helped, One
thing he knew—he had done nothing
there to make smooth his brother's
path.

He felt a sour satisfaction in the con-
vietion that the Famous Five, Bolsaver,
and Temple were all disposed to dislike
him, to say the least of it.

“1 suppose you started in by making
yourself disagreeable?” said Quentin,
with a cheery smile. “Well, I've got
that to wipe out. It may take some
time. I'll say this for you, Cuth, yeu
can pack as much disagreeableness into
a little time as any fellow I know. But
I guess I can manage to live it down.
Wﬁl you condescend to give me a few
pointers? I think you owe me that
much, after going and queering the pitch
for me iIn a?i-v&nee.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Quentin’s Turn !

¢« 'LL: tell you one thing, to start
with,” replied Cuthbert. “You
owa me nineteen and six."

“My word, that's fairly steep!
How do you make it out?”

“The cash is owing to me by a fat
fraud named Bunter. He's in my Form
—our Form—your Form, 1 mean., He
chummed up to me, and took me to the
tuckshop. His beastly minor came
along, and I had to pay the rotten bill 1"

“"More silly ass you, if he promised
to stand treat! But that's your way,
Cuth; youn thought you were sponging
on him, and only found out too late that
he was sponging on you! All serene!
Here's a quid noté; you can give me
sixpence change.”

“I haven't got sixpence.”

“Never mind, then. Take the note

|r

and get on with the washing!

The wallet from which Quentin had
extracted the note had several other
“Fishers " within it. These two boys
—without parents, brothers, or sisters,

Wt P Py i P P PP P P i Py

MONEY FOR THE
HOLIDAYS!

£10 in Cash Prizes!

Result of Cricket MNo. 1
Picture-Puzzle Competition!

In this competition one competitor sent
in a correct solution of the pictures. The

first prize of £3 has therefore been awarded

to:
E‘l DI""ERI
33, Rutland Road,
South Hackuoey, E. 9.

The second prize of £2 10s. has bheen
divided among the following five competitors,
whose solutions contained one error each:

M. A. Howard, 31, Blandford Road,
Beckenham, Kent. ;

F. Crickmere, 50, Louden Street, Irvine,
Scotland.

Lizzie Dakin, 63, Albert Street, Burslem,
Stafls,

. Nixon, 45, Rose Street, lanley, Stafls.

Harry Morgan, 27, Victoria  Hoad,
Folkestone,

Twenty-three competitors, with two errors
each divide the ten prizes of 5s, each. The
names and addresses of these prizewinners
can be obtained on application at this office,

SOLUTION.

The Cricket season commences this week,
and as the picture puzele competitions on
celebrated foothall teams have been so re-
markably popular, your Editor is pleased to
say that he has arranged to ecarry on with
the County Cricket elevens. The same
money prizes will be oflered for correct
solutions.

Not here to-day and gone to-morrow!

left in rharﬁa of the family solicitor, as
trustee of their mother’'s estate, and by
him entrusted to their old nurse, who
was very fond of Quentin and bore with
Cuthbert for his sake and his mother's—
had plenty of pocket-money.

*1 say, you're %ﬂing to dun that fat
beast, aren’t you’

“I'll see about that.”

“You jolly well won't!
promise to, the deal’s off |

“Right-ho! T'll promise to dun him,
then. But he doesn’t sound to me like
the sort of chap it would be much use
dunning,”

“He's & loathsome, podgy, tripe-
hound, and I'd like to see higrg sizz.lil:lﬂg
in hot oil! But he isn't the worst.
There’s a big brute named Bolsover—I
reckon you'll have to fight him before
you get a chance to settle down. You
II:;IB;E;EI' did mind fighting. I don't like
it.

“Right-ho egain! Item one—to dun
Bunter. Item two—to fight BoMover. I
shall have to take a bit of time to find
out who Bunter and Bolsover are first,
though, 1f I started in to dun Bolsover
and fAght Bunter it would be awkward.
What else?”

“1 don’t know that there's much else,
Oh, if you get half a chance to do a
chap named Temple, in another Form—
the Upper Fourth, I think—a bad turn,
Just you do it on my account.”

“I'm not keen on doing any fellow a
nasty turn,” replied Quentin.

““Noj; you're too dashed soft!"

“Give me a tip or two about the
geography of the place,” Quentin said,
ignoring that speech,

do

His brother proceeded to
though he did it all reluctantly,

“Thanks! What about vour study?
All the chaps have them, don't they?
What's its ‘number?™

“Don't know, It wasn't settled. The
Form master—a stern beast named
Squelch, or some such rotten name—
sald he'd let me know, Scems they
are pretty full up. You needn't fancy
Fulmfa.’ll;e going to have a study all to your-
self !

I didn’t fancy anything of the sort.

Be rather funny i1f I have to pig in with
Bolzover -or Bunter, won't it?"

“ Your notion of *funny ' isn’t mine,
by long odds!” growled Cuthbert,

“T've noticed that. What you think
really funny is seeing someone hurt., I
say, you're gomg back straight to
Hampstead, aren’t you? Old nurse will
be worrying.”

“"A fat lot T care about that! But
I suppose 1 shall have to go back. Thera
doesn't seem anything else to do.”

He spoke morosely. But, then, he
generally spoke morosely, and it was
only Quentin's soft heart that made him
feel a trifle snr? for this fellow, who
was never sorry for anyone but himself.

“Well, buck up, old top!” said the
cheerful twin. *“Give yourself a chance,
and things onght to turn out all right.

Unless you

850,

I supposze 1'd better be going. So-
long !

He held out his hand.

*“What's the good of that rot?”

snarled Cuthbert. *“ You wouldn't care
if I was dashed well dead.”

*1 should. But I'm hanged if T know
why I should!” replied Quentin candidly,

And on that they parted,

“Looks as if 'e'd found a tenner!™
muttered Gosling to himself, as the twin
whom he had never seen before passed
his lodge. * Went out with a face like
a bloomin' thunderstorm, an’ comes

A fight—Willesley v. Temple ! Who wins ?
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back shinin’ like twe roarey boarealis!
Well, there ain’t never no accoutin’ for
them himps of boys!”

As Quentin made his way across the
quad a cricket ball, hurled by Bob
Cherry, came straight at his face. He
shot out his right hand, and caught it
neatly,

“Sorry!”  shouted Bob. “Didn't
mean to do it, so don't look cross!”

“Didn't know I did,” replied the new
fellow. *“1 don’t feel so.”

And he threw the ball hard, sending
it far over Bob's head, to drop into
the hands of the Bounder sevenly yards
or more away.

“1 say, Willesley, I thought you never
played cricket unless you had to!” re-
marked Harry Wharton, as the auburn-
haired junior neared him.

“I guess [ wasn't gquite myself when

I =aid that,” answered Willesley,
smiling.
“You mean, you weren't in a very

good temper—eh? Well, you had had
something to put you out, though you
brought it on yourself, I consider.”

“Yery likely. By the way, I don't see
why my chucking the ball proved that
I hiked cricket. I might have chucked
it out of spite, you know."

Harry was puzzled. Never in his life
had he seen so great a change in manner
wrought in anyone within so short a
time. He did not suspect the truth; but
ha wondered.

“A fellow doesn't throw like that un-
less he has been keen on cricket at some
time or other,” he said. *“And that
catch wasn't a fluke!”

“Well, I am keen, really,” said Willes-
ley, seeing a chance to wipe out from
the mind of one fellow a wrong impres-
sion that Cuthbert had given of him-—
though it was a correct one of Cuth-
bert, who was a slacker at all games,

“Wharton!” shouted Ogilvy, from
some distance away.

“Right-ho! I'm Harry
shouted back.

That was one point scored. Willesley
knew Wharton now, and it was plain
that Wharton had talked with the wrong
twin.

The right twin stood aside for a few
minutes, watching the catching practice
and making mental notes.

The name of the fellow who had
shouted at him first was Cherry, though
most of the others seemed to call him
“Bob.” He was popular, that was
evident. He looked like the sort of
fellow who would be, with his eurly hair
and his cheery face.

The broad-shouldered boy was Bull,
and the dark-skinned one was called
“Inky "—though that could hardly be
his name, * Bguiff,” again—that must
be a nickname. And * Rebel” was
surely  another. “Browney " — oh,
Brown, of course—that was an easy one.
And “Toddy " might be Todd—what a
queer-looking individual Todd was, with
his big nose and the lock of hair falling
aver his  forehead! He had brains,
Willesley fancied.

Bolsover and Bunter were not there,
it appeared. But the new boy caught
sight of a pﬂndermls]i,' fat igure moon-
ing about disconsolately at some distance
from the rushing and shouting crowd,
and he guessed that this must ba *“the
fut fraud,” whom his pleasant brother
would have liked to see sizzling in hot
oil.

When Quentin Willesley made a pro-
mise he always did his level best to
keep it. He had undertaken to dun
Bunter, and, though he would very much

coming !

They

're coming along !

on the mark ! "' exclaimed Bob

Willesley’s right shot out, with all the weight of a young, lithe body
behind it, and Bolsover went down, sagging at the knees,

{Yee Chapter 7.)

“ Well

Cherry. ‘*He's down and out !

have preferred to let the matter slide,
he thought he might as well dun and
he done with it. He had a shrewd sus-
picion that the fat fellow would not cash
up, and he considered that he would
have carried out his promise after a single
request for the money and a single
refusal or evasion,

Bunter. saw him coming, and rolled
in another direction, But Willesley felt
his keenness augmented by the obvious
desire to get out of the way which the
stout sponger displayed,

“1 say, Bunter!”

But Bunter seemed deaf. In another
moment he would have made good his
pscape, for Willesley would have had
no chance once they were indoors, know-
ing nothing of the interior of Greyfriars.

Bunter's luck was out, however. Sir
Jimmy Vivian stopped him,

““ That new chap's velling to you, por-
poise,”” he said.

“Let him vell,” replied Bunter. “TI'm
not oblized to take any notice of a new

§ e

ass unless 1 choose, 1 should hope!

“ Fram what I can make out,” said
the schoolboy baronet, *'you took a bit
of notice of him in the tuckshop before
dinner. The yarn goes that you had the
gorge of your life at his expense!”

“ Nothing of the sort! You don't
nnderstand !"” Bunter said, with as much
dignity as was compatible with an
evident desire to dodge past the agile
Vivian, who had no notion of letting
him pass. “*As a matter of fac i

““ Now for a thumping whacker!”
claimed Sir Jimmv.

And just then Willesley came up,

ex-

Sir Jimmy smiled at him, and he
smiled back., Sir Jimmy's smile was a
token of appreciation of the humour of
the situation. Willesley's smile was a
complete surprise to Sir Jimmy. For
already the Remove had heard that the
new fellow was a disagreeable rotter;
and it seemed to Vivian very queer that
a disagreeable rotter should have so very
pleasant a smile,

“You wanted Buntér, I think?!" said
the vouthful baronet.

“Quite right! I did—and I do.
Thanks for stopping him! My names
Willesley."

“Mine's Vivian.”

Sir Jimmy held out his right hand,
and Bunter tried to dodge past him.

But Sir Jimmy also stuck out his left
leg, and DBunter only just managed to
avoid sprawling over 1it.

*Yaroooooh ! What  you
Vivian, vou beast?’ he howled.

Sir Jimmy, having grasped Willesley's
hand firmly, let it go.

““(et on with the washing, old top!”
he said amiably. “But don't expect too
much, When Bunter's postal-order does
turn up you're the last in the queue,
you know."

Willesley grinned cheerily.

“You seem to know him,”" he said.
“I say, Bunter, I hope it won't reali{
inconvenience you if I ask for the ca
Jineteen-and-six was the

doing,

I lent wyou.
amount,"”’

“It won't inconvenience DBunter a
scrap,”” said Sir Jimmy. “It's you
that's going to suffer, Willesloy, not

Bunter,’

Photographers ! Look out for another camera article—coming shortly !
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“Really, I'm surprised at wou.
Willesley ! said Bunter loftily. * Vou
must surely remember that I told you
I would cash up to-morrow, when I am
expecting a large remittance. It's ex-
ceedingly bad manners on the part of a
new fellow to——"'

“It's no use, Willegley. You won't
get it—not to-mmorrow or ever. Bunter
never does, you know. At least, he
does—he does down anyone who gives
him half a chance. But he never, never
never cashes up!”

“I'll see  you to-morrow, then,
Bunter,” said Willesley, with as stern
an aspect as he could assume,

“Come along with me now, and see
your study,”’ said Vivian., *“I just met

Quelchy, and he told me that—for the
present, anyway--you are to share
Study No. 12 with Mauly and the Rebel
and me. I don't think it will be too

bad for you. Mauly's one of the best
when awake, which isn't often; and
when he's asleep he's all right,

Delarey’s a real good sort, and I'm not
80 bad when you know me.”

“I'm jolly glad. I think it's luck
for me,” answered Willesley.

“I should think you would!
an rich as Cresus, and
Delarey have plenty of
Bunter enviously.

Mauly's
Vivian and
cash,” said

“Well, what's biting you? You've
had my cash. T don't want theirs, but
I'm glad I've had better luck than to

be put in the same study as you!" re-
torted the new boy,

Then he went off with Sir
quite happy; and Bunter turned sorrow.
fully away, to stand in front of the
tuckshop window and meditate on the
hardness of the world and the emptiness

his interior.

Jimmy,

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Standing Up To Bolsover !

UENTIN WILLESLEY felt that
he had fallen on his feet at
Ureylriars.

He had a capital tea with
Lord Mauleverer, Sir Jimmy Vivian,
and Piet Delarev, who all treated him
as though they liked him. He certainly
liked all of them, and congratulated
himself on the luck which had prevented
Cuthbert's being assigned to a study at
once, with the natural and almost inevit-
able consequence of his setting the
whole study by the ears before he had

been there half an hour.
Quentin had no illusions about his
brother. He knew Cuthbert to be

greedy and spiteful, slack and cowardly,
a liar and worse. Cuthbert had heen a
most unpleasant small boy, and he had
not changed as he grew older.

But the older of the twins—it was
only a matter of hours, but if hoth had
come to Greyfriars in the ordinary way
Quentin  would have heen Willesley
major—had made a promise to his
mother when she lay dving, and for the
sake of that promise and her to whom
it was given he had always done his
best for Cuthbert, though it had been
hard to go on doing it without gratitude
or even acknowledgment from his twin.
* Cheery at all times, he felt now un-
usually light-hearted—much as Sindbad
the Sailor might have felt when sud-
denly relieved of the weight of the Old
Man of the Sea. Just such an incubus
to Quentin had Cuthbert been as was

that  objectionable old person to
Sindbad.
After tea was over Mauly settled

down upon the couch, remarking that

)

| hirn.

he felt tired, begad! With Delarey and

Vivian, Willesley went down to the
Common-room,
There was no crowd there. Half a

dozen fellows were
middle of the room,
chess in a corner. In front of the fire
stood Belsover major, legs astraddle;
and with Bolsover were Stott, Skinner,
Snoop, and Bunter.

“Here he is, Bolsover!” cried Bunter
gleefully.

That was enough for Willesley.

Bo this burly brute was Bolsover!
He looked a tough handful.

But Quentin Willesley did not fear
He could not recall ever having
feared anyone, indeed.

talking in the
Two were playing

“Hallo, you new bounder!” said
Bolsover,
“Hallo, you old—er— gentleman !” re-

plied Willesley,

Isover stared. The biggest fellow
in the Remove was a very long way off
being the brightest fellow in it.  But
the same thing that had struck Gosling
and Marry Wharton struck Bolsover
now.

There was a marked difference in the
new boy's manner. It was almost as
though he had been doped with some-

thing that had given him cheerfulness

and courage. Bolsover had thought
Willesley a worm at the station—a
cheeky worm, it is true. But this
fellow had nothing about him that was
wormlike.

“Really, that's pretty good cheek !
said Bunter. “I should lam him if I
were you, Bolsover.”

“Rats! It wasn't cheek—only a mis-
aatement quite excusable in g
stranger,”” Delarey said, “ Willesley

called Bolsover a gentleman—an old

gentleman,. We know that the sub-
stantive is as inaccurate as the
td‘ja-ctive."

‘Hear, hear!” cried Dick Rake,
looking up from his game of chess with
Morgan.

" Hear, hear, Piet!" chimed in Jimmy
Vivian.

Bolsover scowled upon them darkly.

His heavy face was flushed, and his
hands clenched and wunclenched them-
selves,

“That new cad,” he growled,

“cheeked me at the station. I didn’t
get a fair chance at him then, because
Wharton and his crowd came along,
But I've got one now, and I'm going

to take it!"

"Good egg, Bolsy!" applauded
Skinner.

Delarey and Vivian and Rake said
nothing It was all wvery well for

Wharton to interpose between Bolsover
and the new boy. As skipper of the
Form: sent by Mr. Quelch to meot
Willesley, Wharton had some right to
do that,

Thev had none. They knew well. toon.
that Willesley—or any other newcomer

—must find his level by showing his

capacity—or want of capacity—to stand
up for himself. And somehow Delarey
and Vivian, at least, were confident of
his ability to hold his own.

Not necessarily to lick Bolsover,
That was no easy task. But victory
was not the thing that mattered most.
Let Willesley show that he did not funk
punishment, and it would not be of any
great importance if he were beaten.
Win or ee, he would have no more
trouble with Bolsover, who, with all his
faults, had lots of respect for pluck.

" What do you mean to do to me?”
Willesley asked, very quietly, but with-
out the slightest sign of fear.

| the station,

“ Ten Pounds Reward!’ This week’s ripping St. Jim’s story in the * Papular *’ |

“Give you a dashed good hiding !"*
snorted Bolsover, “Rub your face on
the floor; we'll see which of us looks
most like a hippo after that! Then, if
you beg my pardon for cheeking me at
we'll call it straight.”

‘“That’s the style, Bolsy!" chuckled
Skinner,

" All that sounds as if it would hurt,
rather,”” remarked the new boy.

"“It’s going to hurt—rather "’ retorted
Bolsover,

“It's not going to he done!” said
Willesley,
“Do you mean that yvou'll fight?"

roared Bolsover,

“Just that!"

“But you haven't a dashed chance
agamst me, vou know.”

"MEE!:E not. I'd prefer fighting you
rand taking what came to me that WRY,
to caving in and being manhandled by
you !"

Bolsover looked at him with increased
respect.

“You didn’t seem to feel like that at
the station,” he said slowly.

“Didn’t show a sign of fight then,"

Stott said,
“Never mind about the station,
I'm ready when

We're not there now.

you are, Bolsover!"
& 3 -

. "There’s no time

jected Vivian,
“Plenty of time'

before prep,” ob-

It won't take mie

twenty seconds te knock him out,”
growled Bolsover.,
“There's twenty minutes,”! Delarey

said, glancing at his watch.
to do, if we hurry up.”
“Let’s %3 to the gym,” Rake sug-
gested. “ Morgan, old top, cut off and
tell some of the rest. They'll be sick
it they miss this. I seem to remember
Bolsy’s biting of more than he ecould
chew before, and if it's going to hap-
pen again Wharton and the rest of
LI:ET' would like to be there to see, you
EMnrgnn and one or two more hurried
off.
Bolsover,

“That ought

followed by his satellites,
stalked out of the Common-room and

alﬂn{r the passages that led out into the
quad,

Willesley went along with Vivian,
Delarey, Rake, and a few others,
“I'll second you, old chap!” said the
schoolboy baronet eagerly,
“I was just going to offer to do that,”
Delarey said. “ But it’s no odds which cf
Ever done any boxing,

us take's it on.
Willesley 1"

“A little,” replied the new boy
modestly.  *“Mare fighting than proper
boxing, though.”

“Sounds all right. Let me give you
a tip or two. Bolsover's a strong briite:
he can hit jolly hard, and he doesn’t
mind being hit back. But he's a long
way off being clever, and he's clumsy on
his feet. You don't look as if you would
be. Keep him moving; dance in and hit
him; get to distance again; and wait
your chance for one to the point of the
jaw or the mark, with al vou know
behind it."”

“Thanks, Delarey !”

Within five minutes there was a erawd
in the gym. The Famous Five came at
once; Squiff and Tom Brown came,
Russell and Ogilvy, Kipps and Wibley,
Bulstrode and Hazeldene, Mark Linley
and Hilary, the Bounder and Redwing.
Peter Todd and Dutton, Micky Desmond
and Napoleon Dupont, and more behind
them. .

The sympathies of most were with the
new fellow. He did not seem such a

bad sort, after all; perhaps his early
(Continued on page 17.)

How do you like this story, chums ? Your opinions, please !

T Maicrer Lirary.—No. 803,
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1 REYI'RTARS ought io put up a
candidate,” saud Frank Nugent.

“"Too jolly hot for a five

mile walking race!” grunted

]Bcuh Cherry, mopping his, perspiring
MOW,

“The event i3 open to anybody under
sixteen, and it would be a great honour
if & Greyfriars fellow went in and won,”
said Harry Wharton, “But, as Bob
says, it’s too jolly hot. Fancy striding
along for five mi{esﬁ in this awful heat.
Phew ! The mere thought makes me
perspire !

There was a big walking race due to
take place that afternoon. It was to
begin on the far side of Courtfield, and
finich at the village pump in Friardale.
The event was open {o anybody under
sixteen, and the Mayor of Courtfield was
presenting a silver cup to the winner,
who would hold the trophy for a year.

In the ordinary way, Greyfriars would
have put up a candidate, But the
country was sweltering in the throes of
a heat wave, and to walk five miles a
top speed would be a truly terrible ordeal.

“The fellows who go in for it will Le
roasted alive ! said Johnny Bull

“The roastfulness will be terrific!”
agreed Hurree Singh.

Frank Nugent looked very thoughtful.
“I've a good mind to have a shot at
it,” he said. *“Grevfriars ought to be
represented.  Yes, 1'll enter, dashed if
I don't!"
“This
Wharton.

this heat!”

BBut Nugent had made up his mind,
an<d he was not to be turned from his
purpose. He dud not under-estimate the
ordeal. He knew perfectly well what he
was in for. He would have to endure
“the heat and burden of the day,”
striding along for five miles under a
scorching sun, DBuat he did not falter.

18 mardness, Franky !" gasped
“Why, you'll simply melt in

¢ Tips for the Traveller 1 ¥

Supplement 1.)
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GLORY FOR
GREYFRIARS!

By H. VERNON-SMITH.

RN =

The sun was at its hottest when
Frank Nugent lined up that
afternoon with the rest of the
competitors., These were few 1n
number, There would have
Lbeen a large entry but for the
Lieat.

Dick Trumper, of the
field County Council
was one of the entrants.
he was hot favourite for
event.

TOO MUCH FAG!

Verses Written during
the Heat Wave.

{'ourt-
School,
And

the
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By LORD MAULEVERER.

When summer suns are streaming
down.

My spiritz seem ta droop and flag ;

I can't play games with Bull and
Brown—

Ii's too much fag!

Some chaps-explore the rocky coast,
And nimbly leap from erag to crag;
Such energy I cannot boast—
It's too much fag'

Qome fellows like {o fight and scrap,
I'heir enemies they love to scrag;
ut I am not a war-like chap—
It's too much fag'

Ol Prout goes shooting every day,
(ollecting bunnies in a bag,
The heat would make me faint away—
It's too much fag!

When seated in the Form-room hor,
The long hours seem to crawl and
drag;
I cannot study, think, or swol—
It's too much fag!

Upon my word, I feel as limp
And helpless as a piece of rag;
Can't search for winkle, prawn,
shrimp—
It's too much fag!

or

I'd like to rest beneath the shade,
And read an interesting mapg.
But even this stunt, I'in afraid,
Is too much fag!

The walkers toed the mark, and the
starter fired a pistol. Then the grim
struggle began.

The sun beat fercely down upon the
unprotected heads of tﬁe walkers. They
were soon perspiring profusely, and 1t
did not comfort them to know that the
race would last nearly an hour. But they
meant to stick it out.

Crowds of Greyfriars fellows ambled
leisurely down to Friardale, in order to
see the finish.

““ Afraid poor old Franky will be right
out of the picture,” said Bob Cherry.
““He hasn't the stamina of Dick Trumper.
It was mad of him to compete—but, by
Jove, it was plucky, too!”

““Yes, rather "

Dick Trumper had taken the lead, and
he looked like keeping it. Trumper was
one of those fellows whose energy ia
never affected by heat. He covered the
parched road at a giant stride, with
Frank Nugent sticking doggedly to his
heels,

In the rear, the rest of the walkers
struggled along gamely, but they could
make no impression on the two fellows
in front. It looked like being Trumper’s
race, with Nugent a good second.

Frank's head was nearly splitting, and
he regretted he had not brou ’l_'lat-.his
Panama hat, for protection from the sun,
He wondered if Dick Trumper was ever
going to slacken his speed. The fellow’s
energy seemned inexhaustible,

But even Trumper was affected at last
by the sultry conditions. Half a mile
from home, his stride became shorter,
and his breathing more laboured.

Now was Nugent's chance, and he
went all out. Physically, he was almost
“whacked,” but his dauntless spirit kept
him going.

But although Nugent made a mighty
spurt, he seemed to gain inches only, 1n-
stead of vards. And he was still behind
Trumper when they turned into the
village street of Friardale.

Harry Wharton & Co. iooked on with
shining eyes. They could sea what a
great fight their chum was putting up.

“Good old Franky !"”

“Stick it out, old man!”

It was now only a matter of twenty
vards to the village pump.

Dick Trumper clung tenaciously to hia
lead: but Nugent, walking as he had
rever walked before, overhauled his rival
foot by foot—drew level with him,
passed him—and staggered blindly past
the pump, the winner of ope of the
sternest struggles on record !

Tt was a great triumph for Greyfriars.
Frank Nugent was hoisted on to the
shoulders of his exuberant chums, and
earried back to the echool in triumph, a
cheering throng of fellows bringing up
the rear of the procession.

Nugent's great effort will alwaya
occupy a high place in the annals of
Greyfriars sport.

Look out for the next supplement 1

THE MaoxET Lisrary.—No. B03.
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BELL-TENT FOR SALE !—SBuitable
for person wishing to sleep under canvas
during a heat wave. 1 will be quite
honest about the tent, It is not brand
new, My grandfather camped out with
it in Afghanistan over fifty years ago.
The canvas 1s punctnrmf in  fifteen
places, having been riddled with bullets
on one occasion, The rain comes in by
the bucketful on a wet mght. But 1

TOM BROWN, Study No. 2, Remove

Passame,

MOSQUITO-NETTING FOR SALE!
—A  dozen sgquare vards of this
valualile malerial. Keeps away mos-
quitoes, dragon-flies, wasps, daddy-long-
legs, and other pesls. Going for a song
—*Glorious Devon!” preferred, as I
am rather keen on  that.—Apply,
CLAUDE HOSKINS, Shell Passage.

OVERCOME RY THE HEAT?—
Then come and have one of my iced
shampoos, and wvon will feel tons
cooler ! Shower-baths also  provided,
by means of soda-water siphons, If
%'nu feel lhke a parched pea in a
rying-pan, ¢ome {p FISHER T. FISH,
and he will make you as cool as a
cucumber.—The - American Toilet Saloon,
Study No. 14,. Remove Passage,

TRY Mis. Mimble's ice-cream, in five
different flavours! Cooling, delicious,
and refreshing. I am a past-mistress in
the art of making ice-cream. Genera-
tions of Greyfriars boys have rolled my
wes on their tongues with the keenest
enjoyment. My tuckshop is patronised
by l.ord Mauleverer, the Nabob of
Bhanipur, Sir James Vivian, and other
society  swells,  Also try my home-
made lemonade, prepared from an old-

am not azking a big price for my bell.
tent. Will take half-a-crown.—Apply,
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HOW TO KEEP
COOL!

Some Useful Hints.

EEEEZRSNES
SEEREEESR

By TOM BROWN. 6
ﬁﬁﬁﬁ$ﬁmﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ

EE that your attire is as scanty as
Pﬂas:’:}le, That duffer Alonzo
l'odd wears two flannel vests, a
shirt, a cardigan, and a waistcoat,
angd then he wonders why he feels tlie
heat so much! A cricket-shirt, a pair
of flannel bags, and a pair of white
shoes, should be all-sufficient during a
heat wave. Personally, I should like to
be allowed to go through the routine of
the day in a bathing-costume |

#* * =

“The coolest Flane in all Greyfriars is
the crypt, 'Take your books down
there, and seat yourself on one of the
cold stone slabs to do your prep. Much
better than sweltering in a stuffy study !

L * L

Den’t drink too much ginger-pop. It
doesn’t help you to keep cool. Besides,
you mught go off with a bang, if you
imbibe too much of the stuff. When
thirsty, come to Tom Brown's Soda
Fountain, in Study No. 2, and sample
my wonderful variety of iced drinks, at
threepence a time!

= * .

Take no violent exercise during a
heat wave. Get your minor (if any) to
push you through the Close in a bath-
chair.  Then you'll beeome delicionsly

fashioned and secret recipe !|—MRS.
JESSIE MIMBLE, the School Shop.

L, L T
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the heat—till a blucbottle perches on
your nose and wakes you up!

& & -

Cut down your supply of bedclothes to
a minium. One thin counterpane is ail
the covering I have at night, during a
heat wave. Billy Bunter sleeps with six
blankets on his bed, and wonders why
he feels roasted! ‘

Fix up an electric fan in your Form-
rooi, If funds won't run to this
luxury, ask the fellow who sits next to
you 1n class to fan you gently with an
exercisc-book !

L - =

Don’t consume hefty joints of beef in
the dining-hall, or you-will feel the heat
all the anore. A diet of strawberries-
and-cream, or stewed fruit and custar
15 ideal during a heat wave,

- + »

Bathe as much as you can, either in
the sea, the River Sark, or the schosl
| fountain, But don't let the Head catch
ou swimming in ithe bow! of ihe
atter!

] ® x*

Strange as it may seem. a cup of
steaming hot tea is a fine thing to make
you cool. At first, of course. you will
perspire profuselv., but a few moments
after a delicious sense of ease and com-
fort will pervade your whole being.

A REQUEST!

WHEH you have finished

with this copy of the
MAGNET, kindly hand it toa
NON-READER.

drowsy, and drop off to zleep and forget

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD

ELECTRIC COOLING-FAN FOR
SALE !'=FPerforms a hundred revolutions
per sécond, and will keep your study
beautifully cool. Owner, being hard up,
will part with it at a great sacrifice.
These fans are simply topping during a
heat wave, I am only asking a paltry
ten pounds for mine.—Apply, HAROLD
SKINNER, Remove Form,

BATHING-HUT FOR HIRE, on
Pegg Beach. Not a very spacious affair,
You will have to ecrawl inte it on all
fours, No pegs for hanging clothes on,
but you.can.duvmp them on the sandy
Hoor. Bmall cracked mirror provided.
Also hairbrush, and comb (minus twelve
leeth). I am reluctantly parting with
my hut, because one of the old fisher-
men - informs me that it will blow
down during the next hig storm. Will
let at two pence per week to a careful
and respectable tenant.—Apply, PETER
TODD, Study No. 7, Remove Passage.

N.B.—No use Billy Bunter applying.
He would never be able to squeeze his
ample form into the hut!

IF you feel fammished, come to the
Fags' Boop Kitchen! Finest pea-soop,
made from real peas pinched from the
Head's garden! One penny per plate.
1f the Head finds out where we gof our
peas from we shall be in the soop, and
there wi]l{lm a frightful stew !—Pro-
prietor of Soop Kitchen, ICK
NUGENT. l N 5

(Nothing doing—too hot, Dicky.—Ed.)
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5 ODE TO
A WASP!

By
DICK PENFOLD. -

AECEEEEEEREEREEERXY

I hate you with a fearful hate !
When 1 was having tea with Morgan,
You sniffed the jam upon my plate,
Then perched upon my nasal organ,

I smote at vou with all my might;
Your buzzing made a fearful din,

You vanished from my nose all right,
Only to poise npon my chin!

“Be careful, -Peunfold! Swat the pest!”
Cried Morgan, with a sort of shriek.
And then yvon gave my chin a rest,
And calmly perched upon my cheek.

“Buck up and swat the beastly thing!"
e ¥ elled Morgan, in great consternation,
“Or else the brute will start to sting,

And then you'll get an inflammation !

I promptly warned you off my face:
One moment longer did you linger,
And then swooped downwards into space,

To land upon my little finger.

“That wasp will sting you,
enough !
Said Morgan, quivering with alarm.
“Look out! It's setitled on your cuff,
And now is crawling up your arm !”

L I

CEREEEREES
BEEESEREN

Eure

I shook you down into the grass;
I think vou landed on vour head,.
“*Now squash the brute, vou silly ass,
Or it will sting you !” Morgan said,
Then up you rose into the air,
Buzzing with anger, 1 suppose,
Then came a shriek of wild despair—
You'd stung old Morgan on the nosel

‘ Ructions on the Railway ! !’ by Peter Todd—next Monday !

THE Macxer LiBrary.—No. B03.

[Supplement ii,



THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

" SAY, you fellows "
I “Dry up, Bunter!”

“Go to .sleep!”

“'I'hat’s” just what 1've ‘been
irying to do for the last hour ™ groaned
the fat junior. **But it's such 'a beastly
hot night. 'T'his dorm’s like an oven.
1'm sure I shall Le roasted before the
morning !’

“Wa euch Tuck!"™ s=aid Bob Cherry.
“QOuly the good die young, Bunty.
Now, stop chattering, for goodness’ sake.
You're not the only fellow who wants
in get to sleep.”

Billy Bunter mumbled and grumbled,
and tossed restlessly on his bed.

It was indeed a sultry night, All day
long the sun had blazed fiercely down;
and when at last it sunk over the
western hills no cool breere sprung up
to take its place. The night was hotter
than the day had been, if possible,

Very few fellows in the Remove dor-
mitory had managed to woo slumber suc-
vessfully, although it was -eleven o'clock.
Lord Mauleverer's gentle snore could be
heard : also the louder snore of Bolsover
major. But the rest of the fellows were
still awake,

Presently a bed creaked, and there was
a heavy thud upon the floor. Hilly
Junter was turning out.

“What are you up io, Bunter?" de.
manded  Harry E’-.'hartnn, peering
through the gloom.

“1 ean't stick this
prowled the fat junior,
sleep out,”

“ Ags! Where can you sleep?”

Bunter’'s reply fairly staggered
echoolfellows,

“Up a tree,” he said. “Yon know
the old oak-lree, in the corner of the
ericket field? Well, I shall rig up a
hammaock in the branches. There's an
old hammock in the lumber-room that
will answer the purpose nicely. It will
Lie jolly cool, sleeping up in the oak-
tree.”

“You mad chump!”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—-"

“You'll he breaking vour neck if yvou
start trving to emulate Tarzan of the
Apes.  Your ancestors might have been
wlly  good  climbers, but then, they
weren't nearly so fat az von. Get back
into hed, and don’t be a prize idiot!”™

“Ti's not a hit of use trying to sleep
Lere,” s=aid DBunter, getting into his

p1s

any longer!
“I'm going to

his

ll.]"l'l

burning

clothes,
sleep In a
furnace,”
\ “I forhid yon to
go——"" began Wharton.
But Bob Cherry chipped
in.

“0Oh, let the silly duffer
go ahead! He'll never
be able to stick it up in
the oak-tree. He'll be
back in the dorm. within
an hour.”

2o Billy Bunter was allowed to carry
out his erazy scheme,

The Owl of the Remove stole quietly
down the staira and made his way to
the lumber-room,. Here he found the
old hammock, which had rather a
weather-beaten appearance. Nobody
knew who had onginally owned it, It
had lain in the lumber-room for years.

“TI'll just cart this hammock along to
the oak-tree, and then I shall be com-

SOONCT
tiery

fortably fixed up for the night,”
muttered Bunter,
But he was an optimist. It sounded

' very romantic to talk of rigging up a

hammock in an old ocak-tree on a hot
summer night. DBut it proved a very
difficult task for a clumsy fellow hke
Bunter, He made his way across the
darkened cricket field, in one corner of
which the giant oak rose out of the
ground like a grim sentinel of the night.

Now came the task of climbing the
iree. And Bunter, as Harry Wharton
had pointed out, was not exactly a
Tarzan when it came to climbing.

It was an casy tree to climb, as oak-
trees usually are. An agile fellow like
Wun Lang would have been up it in a
twinkling. But Bunter, handicepped by
the hammock, found it a colossal task.

At last, however, the fat junior man-
aged to heave himself up on to the
lowest branch. After which, progress
was less difficult,

Bunter ascended the tree until he was
at a good height from the ground. Then
he started to fix up the hammock. It
was corded at each end, and Bunter lied

“ I say, you chaps—

Are you reading
The ‘POPULAR’S’
wonderful ROBIN
HOOD Serial?

It’'s the greatest
story of the age ! ”’

OUT TO-MORROW!!

the cords securely to two branches,
He had brought no blankets with hio,
He .didn't think he would need thems
He got into the hammock, after a hreathe
less seramble, and then curled up like
a plump dormouse.

But he did not sleep. Rleep was as
much out of the gquestion here as in the
HRemove dormitory.

Strange noises of the night came to
Bunter's ears. Already he was half re-
penting him of his scheme,

Tap, tap, tap!

Bunter sat up in his hammock with
a start, What was causing that weird
tapping?

The mnoise continued, close at hand,
and Bunter's heart pounded against hie
ribs. And then he realised that 1t was
merely a woodpecker at work,

Bunter laid down again. But the
sinister hooting of an owl caused him to
shudder. Bob Cherry would have said
that there were two owls in the same
tree! And one of the owls—the human
one -was decidedly scared.

Ghostly whisperings were audible, too,
Bunter might only have imagined he

heard them. But, whether _real or
imaginary, they were anything buk
pleasant,

At last, his ear having grown accus
tomed to the mvsterious noises, Billy
Bunter composed himself to slumber,

The branches were creaking omine
owsly. They had to support Billy
Bunter's weight, which was considerable.
Bunter had not selected the strongest
branches by any means, and his position
was perilous in the extreme,

Just as the school clock was booming
the hour of midnight, a tall figure made
its way across the gloomy cricket field.
It was the firure of Mr. Quelch, who,
finding sleep impossible, was taking a
stroll,

The Remove master was within a few
yards of the old oak when a terrible
rending sound was heard, followed by
a mighty crash.

A deluge of leaves and twigs came
hurtling down ; and then a plump hiuman
form alighted at the Form master's
feet.

‘““ Bunter!"” shouted Mr. Quelch, rooted
to the ground with astonishment,

“Ow-ow-ow-ow-ow !"’

““ Bless my soul! Whatever were you
doine in that tree®"

“Yow! Sleeping out, gir. Would you
mind sending for the dnctor? I—X
believe my back’s broken!™

It didn't turn out quite so hadly as
that. Beyond a scvere bruising, Billy
Bunter - was unhurt. Mr. Quelch
marched the unhappy junior away to hia
dormitory, and gave him a stern lecture
en route on the folly of sleeping in the
tree tops. He warned Bunter not to
do it again—a warning which, needless
to state, was superfluious. Bunter will
stick to his bed in future, heat wave or
no heat wavel

THE END.

You won’t be able to stop yourself laughing at our next suppiement 1

Supplement iii)
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HE heat wave we are now ex-
periencing is nothing compared
with some of the heat waves of
Years ago.

I have been burrowing into the
chronicles of the past—a favourite
amusement of mine—and I find that in
the summer of 1886 thers was an appal-
ling heat wave, which seemed to affect
thia particular c¢orner of England more
than any other place.

So terrific was the heat on this occa-
sion that lessons took place under the
trees on the ericket-field. And the head-
master of that period decreed that the
whole school should sleep under canvas.
Two of the masters were affected by
sunstroke, but both happily recovered,
S0 strong was the sun that it caused
the cricket-pavilion to catch fire, and
the conflagration was only extinguished
with great difficulty. In those days
fire-appliances were very crude and
primitive affairs.

A writer in the *School Magazine "
of that time gives the following de-
scription of the heat wave:

“Greyfriars has sweltered for seven
days beneath a scorching sun. Most of
the pupils are as brown as berries, and
in many instances their faces are 'peel-
ing.' All cricket matches have had to
be suspended, for it is impossible to
think of games during this fierce heat.
The nights are as bad as the days, for
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HERE is one great risk about
ublishing a8 Heat-Wave Number.
‘e go to press several weeks in
advance: and although, as T
write, the sun is blazing down from a
cloudless sky, the weather conditions
may be quite Arctic when this number
actually appears. You can never trust
an English summer; and the Clerk of
the Weather is a treacherous fellow,

At the moment, Greyiriars swelters
under a scorching sun. The heat wave
is here, with a vengeance! Everybody
13 affected by it—even the energetic
Bob Cherry. As for Lord Mauleverer,
the slacker of the Remove, he declares
it's too much fag to breathe! It is too
hot for ericket: the Form-room is
stuffy bevond description: and in the
Remove dormitory feverish youths toss
to and fro in their beds, in a stifling
atmosphere.

Some fellows revel in a heat wave.
Others groan and grunt in the throes
of it. Billy Bunter declares that he is
melting away under our very eyes; but,
as a matter of fact, the fat junior is as
corpulent and substantial as ever,

All roads lead to the sea, during a
heat wave. We love to float idly on our
backs through the cool water. Tt is
pleasant, too, to glide in a punt down
the River Sark, and to rest in some
shady backwater.

There 15 a vast amount of humour to
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By
E WINGATE

we get no cool breezes. The atmo-
sphere is heavy and oppressive, and few
of the boys are able to get to sleep,
even under canvas., Only the lightest
garments are being worn, and there are
no lessons in the afternoon, when the
sun seems to be at its hettest, Natur-
ally, sea-bathing is the order of the day:
but even this gives littla relief from Lﬁsz-
heat, for the seca-water is lukewarm. It
seems that Greyfriars School has been
suddenly transplanted to the tropies.
We shall all be devoutly thankful when
this fierce heat wave is over.”

There was yet another terrible heat
wave in the summeér of 1895. The pro-
prietress of the tuckshop must have
made a fortune, for the records show
that she sold no less than five hundrad
bottles of mineral waters per day while
the heat wave lasted. We can imagine
what a rush there was on the tuckshop,
and we can picture the frenzied cries
of “Iced lemonade, please!”

This heat wave lasted for more than
three weeks. Then came the cool, re-
freshing breezes for which everyone had
pined,

It must have been a truly appalling
heat wave that visited the country a
few years later, for we are told that
the River Sark was completely dried

up. Many ponds and lakes in the Gray-
friars district suffered a similar fate.
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By Harry Wharton.
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be squeezed out of a heat wave. All
sorta of amusing things happen when the
thermometer rises to blood heat. So I
have whipped my parched and drowsy
sub-editors into action, and insisted upon

o
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a Special Heat-Wave Number. We have

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

So fierce was the heat on this ocrasion
that lessons had to be abandoned, and
the fellows were allowed to take it easy
in their studies. This would have
snited Lord Mauleverer down to the
ground !

We are now passing through another
heat wave, but it cannot compare with
ity predecessors,

Bunter of the Remove declares he is
melting away to nothing; but it won't
hurt him to lose a pound or two In
weight.

Cricket and other sports are proceed-
ing as usual. All of us are looking
bronzed and sunburnt, but we can find
plenty of ways and means of keeping
cool—in fact, the heat wave doesn't dis
tress us a little bit.

Personally, I prefer a heat wave to
a cold snap.

The worst spell of cold weather that
Greyfriars experienced was in the winter
of 1866, when the school awoke one
morning to f{ind that the water had
frozen in the taps!

S0 intense was the cold on this ocea-
sion that special sleeping-bags. such as
Arctio explorers use, were issued to all
the fellows. Hoaring fires in studies
and dormitories helped to fight the ex-
treme cold, and pots of beiling cocoa
were served to all the boys before
bed-time,

During this cold snap a daring mem-
ber of the Remove Form caused a great
sensation by appearing in the Form-

{ room in a sult of furs, as if about to

embark upon a Polar expedition! If
this practical joker felt cold we may
safely assume that his Form-master soon
warmed him up!

If T had to choosa hetween a cold
snap and a heat wave, I should plum
for the latter every time. I muech
prefer King Sol to Jack Frost.

I will now despatch my fag for a
cooling draught of iced lemonade, and
hurl defiance at the heat wave!

e i .
" L ll-i- L

.
I‘l I-‘-l

& &

o e b R R
Ll

. » Iy
he o 1:1- o

L

been working in our shirtsleeves, with
windows and doors wide open, and wei
Hannels round our craniums. And ever
and anon we have paunsed to sample u
ginger-beer and ice, or to suck lemon-
ade through a straw, It's the very
dickens of a job to keep cool, bur we've
managed 1t somehow,

I wonder if Billy Bunter, my rival
editor, will now produce a Special Fat-
Wave Number?

“Born Tired” (Southampton). —
“Cricket is a fearful fag on a broiling
hot day. I prefer to recline in the
grass, and take foriy winks in the sun-
shine.”—You must be a blood relation
of Lord Mauleverer!

Gladys T, (Dorking).—" Will Billy
Punier ever become champion of any-

thing? ' —He 15 already the Remove s
champion gorger.  DBack Billy in any
cating contest, and you will be on o
“dead  cert.” Bunter is alse the

Remove’s champion {ibber,

J. F. (Tonbridge).—"I've got to go
to the dentist's on Wednesday."-——Hopo
it won't be a long ““drawn our ™
affair !

“Determined ' (Dorking).—*1 mean
to capture a prize in the Macxgi
Limerick competition.” — That's  tho
spirit., Lo in and win!

Don’t miss ““ A Traveller’'s Diary 1’ by Billy Bunter !
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marozeness was due to the tronble about
which Mr. Quelch had =poken in guarded
words to Wharlon,

He showed no aigns of {rouble now.
His face was quite cheerful. As he took
off his jacket, waistcoat, and shirt, leav-
ing only a thin vest on the upper pari
of his body, they perceived that his
muscular development was good, though
nothing like Bolsover’s,

Hazeldene, who was in one of his
queer moods, and had taken more offence
at Cathbert Willesley's boorishness than
was at all worth while, proffered his
services as second to DBolsover, and was

accepted readily, to the disgust of
Skinner and Stott. Mark Linley was
chosen as judge, Harry Wharton as

referee, and Johnny Bull held the watch.

The preliminaries left really very
scanty time before they must all hurry
hack to prep.

“There won't be time for more than
three rounds at most,” said Linley.
“Three-minute rounds, one-minute inter-
vals, you know, Willesley."

Bolsover had not troubled to take off
anything but his jacket. He was con-
fident that he had a soft thing on.

The first round undeceived him,
During its course he did not manage to
land a single telling lIl:n.n'wh upon Wil-
lesley ; but the new fellow hit him hard
several times, and showed himself the
possessor of a left with a real punch in
it.

Bolsover, blowing hard, divested him-
self of waisteoat and shirt, and went for
Willesley like a tiger, when “Time!”
was called,

Twice the new boy dodged blows that
must have come near putting him down
for the count had they connected. He
was very quick on his feet, and his
quickness did not end with that. A
bit in the rough at present, he had all
the makings of a clever boxer, and he
was already a fighter, which some clever
boxers are not. _

Bolsover's guard, always defective,
got too high. Willesley heat one, two,
three, four on his ribs and chest without
taking anything in return, and disen-
gaged smartly.

The big fellow pressed in. And then,
in a flash, the fight ended,

It might have been luck.
saw held it =0, but not all.
there was something besides luck in it.
DBob Cherry said afierwards that if he
ever found himeelf up against Willesley
he should look out for that right of his.
The left had a punch in it, but the right
had & punch and a half, according o
Bob.

The right shot out, with all the weight
of a young, lithe body behind 1t: and
Bolsover went down, sageing at the
knees as if he were going to fall forward,
then, partially recovering, standing
straight for a moment with a wild look
in his eyes, and thereafter subsiding upon
his back with a thud.

“On the mark!” said Bob.

Bolsover did not stir till some seconds
after he had been counied oui; and even
when he did make a convulsive move-
ment he was little more than half-
CONBCIONE,

Willesley was among the three or four
who helped him to his feet. He =aid
nothing till Bolsaver spoke.

“You've licked me!" said Bolsover.
“Who'd have thought it? Shake hands,

A smile,

Some who
Anyway,

will you? I don’t bear you any malice.
I'm sorry I took you for a funk!”

Willesley shook hands readily.

“It’s all nght,” he said. “ May have
been a fluke, 1 dare say. I wasn't keen
on hightin but vou wanted to. Any-
way, it's :ﬁlj over, and there's nothing lo
hinder us being good enough friends in
future,”

“I eay, we shall have to hurry up, or
there’ll be a jolly row!” said Johnny
Bull, *It wants just nineteen seconds to
time for prep!”

There was an immediate exodus from
the gym, and across the quad flitted a
couple of score or so of figures—just in
time not to be too late!

THE EiGHTH CHAPTER.
Cuthbert’s Trick !

UENTIN WILLESLEY found no
difficulty in getting on with his
prep in Study No. 12, Delarey
and Vivian went at their work

with obvicus determination to get it done
and done with; and Mauly snoozed over
his, and bothered nobody.

Of the twins, Cuthbert was distinctly
the cleverer. Without ever exerting him-
self greatly, he had always kept ahead
of his brother in class. Lizuenim, good
at games, taking life cheerily, was rather
solidd than smartl in the matter of scholar-
ship. What he knew he knew pretty
thoroughly ; but he could pick up a new
stroke or learn a new break at ericket,
think out some way of stopping a fast
forward, or grasp the meaning of a row-
ing coach uien he gave advice, with a

readiness that he somehow c?uld not
bring 1o bear upon classics and
mathematics.

The work the Remove had on hand
that evening would have been simple to
Cuthbert. It bristled with difficulties
for Quentin. But he plugged away at
it doggedly after the Afrikander and
Vivian had finished, and while Mauly
roused himself sufficiently to give some
sort of sleepy attention to it.

“Stuck, Willesley 1" asked Delarey, in
friendly fashion,

“J am a bit. This equation won't
come out.” _ ‘
Piet Delarey on one side, Jimmy

Vivian on the other, came to his help.

The new boy felt i]lpp:,r. He had t
cheerful under difficulties at Arundel
Hounse, where his brother’s escapades—a
mild name for the things Cuthbert had
done—had caused him continual trouble.
Here. with good pals like these, with
(uthbert away at Hampstead-—or soon to
be there—the situation seemed to him
almost like paradise.

Delarey chuckled. )

“1t never will come out if you mix
it up that way,” he said, _

“When you change over from one side
to the other, old top,- you must remember
that the =igns change,” remarked Sir
Jimmy. “Plus becomes minus, and
minus is plus.”

“0Oh, of course! I am an ass, really!
But, I sav, it’s fair for you to help me, I
suppose "’

“Fair enough. That's
it, Mauly ! said Delarey.

“(Oh, begad, vaas! TI'd let them do
mine for me, Willesley, only they're such
obstinate bounders, they won't! It
wouldn't be any harm if 1 copied it out.
I don't see what u=e algehra’s goin’ to
be to me, begad! DBut—"

“Tt's all right, then. I don’t want to

right, isn't

copy it. T think I can see my way clear
now. Thanks ever so much, you two!"
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iil.}ﬂlllt
lightly.

e sauntered off to find Squiff and
Tom Brown, and a minute or two later
Sir Jimmy also left the study. Mauly
yvawned, and drew faces on his scribbling-
paper. Willesley kept doggedly on.-

A quarter of an hour passed. Then Sir
Jimmy came back, looking rather gerious.

“I'rotter, the page, has just come in,
Willesley,” he said. “He had this for
you. It was given to him by a chap he
met on the road near the gates, who said
it was no end urgent, say, I don’t
want to interfere in what ain't my bizney,
but i1t's breaking bounds to go out after
call-over.”

Willesley had taken the note, but had
not yet opened it.

His heart was like lead within him,
There was no name on the envelope—no
writing at all on i1t—but he knew thak
the note came from Cuthbert.

“I—what makes you think that I
should want to go out?” he asked, his
volce faltering ever so little.

“Only that the fellow who gave
Trotter the note for you asked questions
about whether we chaps could get out at
this time of night.”

* What sort of fellow was he?"

“Trotter didn’t see properly. It's
pretty dark to-night, you know. But it
wasn't @ man—he was sure of that.”

Jimmy Vivian did not add that Trotter
had collected half-a-crown from him, say-
ing that the siranger had told him Wil-
lesley would pay him for carrying the
message. 1he new boy looked so troubled
that he thought he had better leave that
til next day.

‘““Buppose a fellow had urgent reasons
for getting out?” inquired Willesley.
To Jimmy Vivian it seemed that the
question came reluctantly, as if forced
from him by circumstances, “How
could he manage it? The gatea are
locked, of course.”

“You bet! The only way is over the
wall, and that means a jolly old row
if you're caught out!”

“T shouldn't go if I were you, Wil
lesley,” said Mauly kindly. “Won't it
kecp, begad?! If a chap wants to see
you let the chap wait till to-morrow
an’ come along at a decent time,.
he was a decent chap, bﬂqli he’d do
that of his own accord; an’ if he 1sn't,
the less you have to do with him the
better.”

“There's some good, fatherly advice
for you, old top!"” said Sir Jimmy.

Then he went, for somehow it seemed
to him that Willesley was bound to
think out this matter and decide for
himself. In some ways the schoolboy
baronet, who had once been a street
arab, was shrewd beyvond his years,

Mauly said no more. He went on
languidly with his equations while the
new boy read the note, and kept silence
even when Willesley got up, took his
cap, and thrust it into his pocket.

Interference was never much in the
line of Herbert, Lord Mauleverer., He
had said all that he felt it good manners
to =ay. .

Quentin  Willesley’s heart was bitter
within him as he made his way down-
stairs.

He had thought himself clear of the
weight of Cuthbert. But he had
reckoned too soon. Cuthbert never did
keep a promise if it did not suit him
to keep it.

Cuthbert had not gone back to Hamp-
stead. He was hanging about round
(Greyfriars. He wanted to see his
brother at once—demanded to see him,
in fact. And Quentin felt that he had
to go. How could he sleep with

mench!” teplied Delatey
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knowledge that the brother for whom
he had promised always to do his best
was wandering round like a lost dog,
pn&?hly unable to find lodgings for the
night ?

t was galling to Quentin’s pride to
sneak out as he did now. He was no
paint, no prig; he would have shared
a night expedition after tuck or for the
sake” of some practical joke readily
erough,

But this was different. To be steal
ing out of the school which he had
already come to like as if he were on
some nefarious crrand, with his heart
in his mouth lest master or prefect
should bar his way, reluctant to risk
being seen even by his own Form-
fellows—it made him feel sick,

Jawck was with him—if, indeed, it
were luck that he should get out unob-
geryed. What would not have been
easy for a fellow who knew well every
ddor and passage was accomplished by
this fellow, who had sometimes to guess
his way, as though he wore a fairy cloak
of- 1mvisibility.

Again, in the quad, when he looked
up at the high wall and saw no chance
ﬂ[’ scaling it, Fate secemed to make easy
his way to—what?

Workmen had left a ladder, He
stumbled against it. He did not know
what any of the fellows insidé could
have told him—that the men wonld cer-
tainly hear about it to-morrow if any-
one in authority saw the ladder before
they arrived to resume their work. But
he. guessed that it was an unusual
chance that served him,

He put the ladder against the wall
and mounted to the top, feeling that
anyway he was bound to go through
with this business, let the result be
what it might.

Wondering how he was ever to pget
back, he dropped.

He landed on his feet, though with a
nasty jar.

“Is that you, Quen?” came out of
the darkness,

“It's me. I say, Cuth, you are a
voung cad, really! You promised me
}'-:}u'dggﬂ back to Hampstead!”
“You're a liar!” snarled Cuthbert.
“I only said that T didn’t see what
else thera was for me to do. Now I
do see, so that alters things.”

“What do you intend doing, then'’

“That's telling! You shall hear after
a bit. But I wanted to know how
you got on inside there, anyway. Like
it?”

“Ripping place, that's what I call it!
The fellows seem to me a jolly decent
lot."”

““ Ah, you haven't run up against that
brute Bolsover yet, I can see!”

“Not hard enough to hurt much,”
anawered Quentin, grinning in the dark.

“He said something at the station
about being afraid Squelch would put
me in his study. Are you there?”

“No. Btudy No. 12 1z my study.
There was something =aid about 1t
being only for a time. But I hope 1
sha'n't have to change out.”

“Who are the chaps in it?"”

“Vivian—he's 8ir Jimmy Vivian, a

51

baronet. or something of that sort;
and Mauly—no, Lnrﬁ Maunleverer—I
believe it's the Karl Mauleverer by
rights; and a South African fellow,

named Delarey.”

There was no trace of snobbery in
Quentin Willesley’'s make-up. He had
taken Mauly and Sir Jimmy at face
value, without thinking that their titles
mattered.

But Cuthbert was full of snobbery.
To him the titles seemed to matter no

The Companion npars make mrry da

Tar Macxer Liprany.—No. 803.

Cultivate the MAGNET habit right

end. He was more keen than ever on
the scheme that he had thought out.
“"Dunned Bunter yet?!” he asked.

“Yes. Didn't get anything, though.
Vivian says it's no go. Ile never does
cash up. He's alwavs got a postal-

order coming, but it never comes,”

“Ugh! Swindling, fat beast!”

“What did vou want to szee me for,
Cuth? It wasn't the decent thing to
fetch me out like this, you know., I
should get in no end of a blessed row
if T was caught!”

“You're not going to get into any
blessed row,” replied the othar twin,
with some mysterious meaning, un-
fathomable to Quentin, in his words,
“1'll explain directly, Come this way.”

He took his brother by the arm and
hurried him along the wall towards the
gates, g

“ Look here, you know, I'm not going
to put up with this!” protested Quentin.
“What do you mean by 1t?"

Then, as the lighted window of the
porter's lodge gleamed through the iron
scrollwork of the gates, he suddenly
guessed.

“You rotter! You think you're
going in, and that I'm soft enough to
stay outside, do you?! Not hkely!
You've been a handicap to me for these
last three or four years; but you can't
take everything.”

“I can take this, and I'm jolly well
going to! Remember what you promised
the mater! I'm going to ring the bell
and fetch that wooden-faced old porter
chap out to let me in. If he'll take
five bob to keep it dark he can have it;
if he won't, he can report me. 1 shall
say that T went out, not knowing the
rule against it, and lost my way, and
found the gates locked.”

“You won't tell any such beastly lie;
for I shall be there, and I—"

“Not you, Quen! If wou do, the
porter chap will see that there are two
of us. He won't know which is which,
and I don't see how anvone at Grey-
friars 15 poing to. T shall stick it out
that I'm Quentin Willesley, and that
you are my rotten brother, who was
sacked from Arundel House. Then the
porter will fetch the masters, or somebody,
You can deny it. and tell your own
tale: but mine will sound truest, for I
shall say that you followed me here.
Anyway, you won't get a fat lot of
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change out of Greyfriars when tha
yarn's been told, even if they believe
that you're the saint and I'm the
sinner—see And you promised the
mater!"

Quentin's head fairly whirled, Ha
had known his brother as one withoul
conscience or scruple; but he had never
suspacted him of such baseness as this,
or such craft. Perhaps the craft was
the more surprising.

At that moment the sound of foot
steps on the gravel of the guad came
to the ears of them bhoth. They drew
aside together into the shadow of the
wall, close to the small gate to which
masters and prefects had keys.

One of those kevs grated in the lock
now. 'The gate opened, and a tall figue
emerged,

Wingate, captain of Greyfriars, =lood
outside the gate for a moment belore
he relocked 11, gazing up at the dark
skv. Rain seemed likely, and Wingate,
on his way down to the village, was
wondering whether 1t might mnot be
worth while te turn back for his rain
coat,

Cuthbert Willesley slipped behind him
and through the gate!

Quentin al] but yelled out. But he
shut his month with such a snap thar
his teeth hit upon his tongue, Ile
could not bear the explanations, the
arguments, the disgrace for them both,

which must follow 1f hizs brother and
he were confronted and Cuthber
carried out lns threat.

And Cuthbert would! It was not

mere bluff. He was bad enough even
for so rotten a trick as that,

Wingate made up his mind, e
would chance it. He turned and lockel
the gate,

A dry sob shook the boy who heawnd
the key graie again. With that sound
hope seemed to %IIEIH dead.

How beastly it was! Mauly and Sir
Jimmy and Delarey—pgood fellows all,
who had been ever so decent to hini—
what would they think of him
twenty-four hours' time?

Cuthbert would never behave decenily
for so long as that. If only Quentin
could have belioved that this meant a
new start for his brother he would not
have grudged him the chance so much,
i,hnugﬁ his heart would have been sick
for Greyfriars and his
there.

But there was no possibility of that,
Cuthbert was a rotter through and
through—a funk, a slacker, a swindler,
a thief!

And Cuthbert was fumbling his way
across the dark quad to the warmth and
light of Greyfriars, while he, Quentin,
was left outside—shut out—hopeless !

own chance

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Lying Down to Bunter!
il

UTHBERT WILLESLEY
‘ not know much about the in-
_terior of the School House at
Greyfriars. But he managed o
get in unnoticed, and to make his way
to Study No. 12 on the Remove passage
without mishap.

There he found Mauly snoozing, and
he did not wake the somnolent school-
boy peer. He took advantage of
Mauly's slumbrous propensities to find
out as much as he ecould about the study
and the fellows who shared it.

He felt pleased. Neo. 12 suited him,
It looked no end comiortable, and this
slacker liked his little comforts,

He handled his brother's prep work,
and sneered as he noticed the troubla

a sunny one !
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Quentin had had with his quadratie
equations, He added a line or two to
some of the work, and he did it in a
handwriting  hardly  distinguishable
from Quentin’'s, even by an expert.
Their likeness went even farther than
the likeness belween twins generally
does. Except that Quentin spoke
cheerily as a rule, while Cuthbert had
a way of whining or growling, their
voices were similar., They had never
thought alike; but they wrote, spoke,
and moved in much the same ways.

Sir Jimmy and Piet Delarey came in.
(C'uthbert nodded to them, but said
nothing. 'The schoolboy baronet said
nothing, either. He had told Delarey
about the message for Willesley, and il
was only the gloomy look on the vew
fellow’s face which prevented ane or ihe
other of them from asking him how he
had fared.

Cuthbert lay low. He went up to the
dormitory when the others did. and zot
into the bed !.'u‘:ini'.cd out: ton lnm as his
without spealiing to anyone,

No remorse at the manner in which
he had treated his long-suffering brother
kept him awake. He might have
worried if he had thought that Quentin
would do anything to put matters
siraight. Dut Quentin had stood =o
much that Cuthbert imagined he could
and would stand anything,

He pursued the same poliecy next
morning, lying low, finding out all that
ha ecould, and deing nothing to arounse
g spicion,

Morning classes came to an end, and,
since 1t was Wednesday and a half-
holiday, with ¢ricket in the afternoon,
the time between twelve and dinner
was used by a good many of the Remov-
ites in expeditions out of gates.

Delarey and Vivian asked Willesley
whether he would care to go down to
the village with them. He refusad
rather churlishly, and as they joined
Tom Brown, Squiff, and Bulstrode, the
South African said :

“(Can't make that fellow out a hit,
e seemed no end decent yesterday—
to-day he's as sour as can be!”

“He's got something on his mind,"
returned Squiff, “Bull told me that
Quelchy told Wharton that the chap
liad been through it, rather, but that
his troubles weren't his own fault,
l.eave him alone, Piet, and he'll come
round all serene,”

Sir Jimmy and Delarey glanced at
ane another significantly. They
thought they knew that what had hap-
pened the night before—though they
really did not know what had happened
-—was part of Willesley's mysterious
irouble,

Then they forgot all about him. There
was a fair of sorts at Friardale, and for
the fair they made.

Bunter might haye gone to the fair
if he had had any money to spend there.
But, as usual, Bunter was stony.

When a fellow is in that condition he
does not like being dunned. The only
worse time for being dunned, from
Bunter's point of view, was when ane
had money, for then it might be diffi-
rnlt to dodge paving out some of it
ut it was so seldom Bunier had dny
that this happened rarely.

Cuthbert Willesley was as keen on the
main chance as Bunter—keener, mavhe,
for while Bunter had cash in his pocket he
was not given to tronble himself about
acfUIring  more, Cuthbert, with ten
paunds 1n his wallet, would have gone
i quite a deal of trouble to add ten
shillings to it.

Thus it ecame
mooning  aimlessly

Bunter,
aquad,

about that
about 1the

£10 in cash prizes !
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Wingate stood outside the gate for a moment, gazing up at the dark

sky.

Cuthbert Willesley slipped behind him and through the gate.

Quentin all but yelled out. But he shut his mouth with such a snap

that his teeth bit upon his tongue.

found a hand laid on his shoulder, and
iurned to see lus creditor—his latest
creditor, that is, for there were few
fellows in the Remove to whom he did
not owe something. )
“ What about that remittance?” asked
Willesley unpleasantly. ) 1
“It hasn’'t come this morning. I'm
expecting it by any post now,” r#plm’dc
Bunter. ‘‘Really, Willesley, I don't
consider that you ought to make .all
that fuss, considering.”
“Considering  what #7
new fellow. :
“Well, you know, as I'm your senior
—1 suppose I've been in the Form as
long as anybody—it would have been
much more decent if yon had offered
to stand treat to me, insiead of——m

gnapped the

Well, I won’t call it sponging, for 1'm.

an open-handed chap, and—— Wharrer

doing? Stop that! Yaroooh! That
hurts !’

Cuthbert Willesley, who had that
streak of the bully in him that the

coward often has, had somehow got the
notion that Bunter was so essentially a
non-combatant that nothing was to be
apprehended from him, whatever might
be done to him.

Goaded to fury by Bunter's burbling,
he had twisted the fat junior’s right
arm, pulled it behind his back, and
twisted it viciously. He was an ecxpert
at the trick, as the small boys at
Arundel House had known to their cdst.

1f Willesley was goaded to fury, so
was Bunter. He did not like fighting;
but he was not wholly incapable of
standing up for himself. He forgot.

(See Chapter 8.)

that he had seen—as he believed—ithis

felbow thrash the burly Bolsover, He

forgot everything but the pain and the

ignominy of being thua dealt with by a

fellow who had not been twenty-four
Arm away,

hours at Greyfriars,

He dragged his and
smacked Wﬁlesloy"a face—hard.

The moment before they had been
practically as much alone as if they
were on a desert island. But the sound
of that smack seemed to make the quad
populous of a sudden,

The two were in a few seconds the
centre of an interested throng. The
Famous Five were all there, with a
dozen others.

“What's the matier, porpoise?” in-
quired Peter Todd.

“Hit him again, Fatty!” grinned
Skinner,
“J—I— Oh, see here, you know, 1

didn't mean anything!' T'll apologise if

you like, Bunter! don’'t suppose 1t
really hurt, but I'll apologise!”
muttered Willesley, to everyone's
astonishment,

But Bunter's blood was up. He

forgot everything except his wrongs,
“1 won't accept an apology!” he said
valiantly. *I'm going to fight you!”
““Oh, my hat!”
“Bunty on the warpath!"”
“PDon't be an idiot, DBunter! Yon
haven’t an earthly chance, and you
must know it!” interposed Wharton.
Bunter wavered, Suddenly he remem-
‘bered.

But he could not quite reconcile him-
self to backing down. He would put oh

Enter for our simple crioket competition 1
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the gloves and stand up to this fellow,
It would not be necessary to go on after
Willesley had punched him once. No
cne would expect him to win, and he
would get a little credit for his readi-
ness o fight.

Besides, Willesley could not decently
dun him again for a day or two after
knocking him out.

“I'm going to fight him, and T don’t
carc what you think about it, Whar-
ton'!" he said dogrgedly.

“I think you're an utter ass, and that
you deserve what's coming to vou!”
snapped Wharton,

But he went along with the rest {o
the gym.

There had been long fights at Grey-
friars, and there had n short fights.
This was expected to be one of the
shortest on record.

So it proved. But it did not turn out
&s everyone, even Bunter—everyone but
Willesley—had expected.

The two went at one another from the
call. Bunter's arms were going like
mill-saila, Willesley seemed to be
;hinking of nothing but guarding his
ace,

Bunter’s fist caught him on the right
ear, and he dropped as though shot.
Johnny Bull, who was referee, began
to count. Most of those present antici-
pated that Willesley would be on his
feet again by “three ™; they could not
understand gﬂw that random blow had

felied him, indeed.
He did not get to his feet. He lay
there as if helpless. As Johnny Bull

told off the seconds the face of William
George Bunter underwent a mighty
change. At “one” it had been pallid

with anxiety; at “eight ” it looked like
the rising sun.

‘““Nine—out !

Bunter had won! Bupter, who had
only put on gloves to save his face, in-
tending to take but one punch and cave
in, hag knocked out the conquerer of
Bolsover,

o it seemed. But somehow no one
believed it. Willesley could have got
up and gone on fighting had he chosen,
He simply did not choaose,

It was a puzzle for Greyfriars. No
one knew what to make of it at all.

But the puzzle was to be solved in due
course,

THE END.

(There i3 another ripping story of
Hurry Wharton & Co. next Monday,
entitled ** T'he Twin Tangle!—a yarn
that delves further in the amazing
mystery surrounding Willesley, the new

boy tn the HRemove. Be sure you
read 1t!)
A WARNING.
Frankly, I am proud of our Corre-

spondence Column, for it performs a
really fine service in bringing readers
into touch. But, of course, the best
things are apt to be misused. I say this
in connection with a complaint I have
just received from a reader at Leicester,
who tells me that when he wrote to a
correspondence club he was asked to pay
fees. Now, it must be clearly understood
that the mrmayunde-nce feature in the
MaaeneTr and “Popular * is not run on
such lines. Let me strongly advise any
reader who is asked for money to drop
the correspondence at once.—ED,

Are you one of the lucky ones mentioned on page 6 ?

A DOWNRIGHT
CRITICISM !

A correspondent writes to me on the
subject of Don Quixote of all things in
the world. He says he saw some men-
tion of the book in a paper, and his
curiosity was excited. “I made it my
business to get a copy of *Don
Quixote,” " he says, “and I tried to read
it, but it bored me stiff.” I am not alto-
gether surprised. In the old days when
Cervantes wrote his book, which is now
a classic, it was the fashion for an author
to stroll about amongst the questions of
the day, and stop to chat about things in
general. This was pesitively rotten for
the thread of the narrative. Now as
regards the old romance of Don Quixote
of La Mancha, the grand old knight who
wore a barber's basin for a helmet,
having no other, and sallied forth to fight
windmills and cross a lance with harm-
less country folk, it is a story you want
te know, but it is not necessary to wade
through the whole library of interpolated
stories and fables with which the book is
crammed,  Stripped of its extras, the
ancient story has a tremendous fascina-
tion. It has no end of humour in it, and
you come to admire the shrewd common-
sense of Don Quixote's body-servant,
Bancho Panza.—Enp,

GRAND NEW CRICKET COMPETITION !

BIG CASH

PRIZES.

Solve the Simple Picture-puzzle, and send in your solution.

Here is a !
which I am sure will interest you.
page you

WHAT YOU HAVE TO Do,

splendid Cricket competition
On this

will find a simple history of

Nottingham Cricket Club in picture-puzzle
form. What you are invited to do is to solve
this picture, and when you have done &9,
write Fuur solution on a sﬁuet of paper. Then
sign the coupon which appears below, pin it
to your solution, and post it to * Notting-
ham *' Competition, Macxer Office, Gough
House, Gough Saquare, E.C. 4, 50 as to reach
that address not later than THURSDAY,

July 5th, 1923,
"l'{m FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be awarded
WE SELL THE g was g to the reader who submits a solution which is
exactly the same as, or nearest to, the

} CHOICEST £ ? GORGEOVS
SWEETS oMLY I8 5 ss | FNger solution now in the possession of the Editor.
T Y B ’ B sSucce b o - - : e
A AR EW'L- L) In the event of ties the prize will be divided.
.

FIRST PRIZE £5. SECOND PRIZE £2 10s.

Ten Prizes of Five Shillings each.

The dance |

'__ _.?.':i:ll.

1 The other prizes will be awarded in order
£ of merit. The Editor reserves the right to
add together and divide the wvalue of all,
or any, of the prizes, but the full amount will
be awarded. It is a distinet condition of
entry that the decision of the Editor must be
regarded as final. Employees of the pro-
prietors of this journal are not eligible to
compete,

This competition is run in conjunction with
the *““Boys' Friend,” * Gem,"” and *“ Popular,”
and readers of those journals are invited to
compete,

I enter “ Nottingham " Competition,
and a%‘ree to accept the Editor's decision

as fina
_S.I_g‘_' Ei' '._ PRE ] Addre.a;m.l.l.l:....__ i



Don’t miss next week’s Bumper Number—it’s great!
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A WORD ABOUT CAMERAS!

(A chatty little article which will be of use to
the amateur photographer.)

By A DEALER.
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to buy cameras—old men, young

men, professionals, amateurs,

ladies, people who know what
they want and who don’t, and others who
baffle description.

And the customers I like the best are
the boys.

! LL sorts of people come to my shop

As a rule a boy knows the sort of
camera he wants, and if he doesn’t he lets
me tell him. And he usually knows how
much he can spend, too.

Of course, there are exceptions.
There's Billy Bunter, for example, I
remember when he came to me and
ordered a half-plate reflex with a tele-

hoto lens. Of course, it would have
een no use to him, and I knew him too
well to trust him with a fifty-guinea in-
strument if it had; but if it had been
Harry Wharton now—well, there would
have been a temptation to sell the camera
instead of recommending something
much cheaper as being more aporopriate.
Very expensive cameras and lenses are
really only fit for experts, and some of
the best work I have seen has been done
with fairly cheap cameras. It depends a
lot on the man or boy behind the camera.

You know those little box cameras
which T sell for twelve-and-six? You
can take your friends and pets with those
cameras very well. You only bave to
remember not to hold the camera nearer
than six feet from the “wvictim.” Lots
of people get so close that the photo-
graph 1s ruined by being out of focus,
these cameras being built to get as
much as possible between six feet and
far distance in focus at once. But nearer
than six feet they will not work properly
unless a “ magnifier ¥ or supplementary
lens is used with them. The same applies
to dearer folding cameras, which are
provided with a focusing scale. But
don’t try to work nearer than six feet
even if you can afford supplementaries or
a camera that will extend past the six-
foot focusing mark. That is, unless you
are working for a professional, doing
copying or process work; then it's very
different, of course.

Most people nowadays go in for film
cameras. Years ago everybody used
plates, If you buy a rell film camera
you will be able to load your camera with
sufficient ammunition to last for six,
eight, ten, or twelve pictures. And you
can load it np in daylight. You can also
unload it when the spool is used up, and
hand the spool to me for developing and
printing. And vou will never see the
inside of a beastly dark-room. But if
you prefer a plate camera, yvou will be
able to tackle serious picture-making with
the aid of the focusing screen on the back
of the camera, and as we do not generally
specialise in trade development of plates,
you can enjoy yourself watching the
results develop in the cellar or pantry at
night. Daon't bother with snecial shutters
and other fakes (o keep out the daylight.
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Old King 8ol will dodge you all right
when you want to make an exposure and
badly need him, but try to fasten him out
of your best parlour—or, if you're at
school, the prefect’s study—while yon get
on with your developing, and you'll be
glad to give it up. A little moonlight
won't give much trouble or interfere with
the red light from your lamp. And.
though I like to sell “posh ™ lamps, 1
will tell you this—but don’t pass it on—
when I was a boy I used a tin box with
a candle inside and & cover of
“ Answers 7 fastened over the open end.
And, what's more, I have used the same
gadgel since, many a time,

But you will have a few spoils and
accidents. Don't run away with the idea
that photography i1s all jamm and pickles.
Just as you will fall off that new bike
sooner or later, so you will come a
cropper with your camera. But don't
despair over a trifle. Come and ask me
what's wrong. It pays me to tell you.

Most of the spoils I see are caused by
photographers not giving sufficient
exposure, It is not enough for the plate
or film to just see the slickest glimpse of
any old light. Tt must have at least a
definite amount if you want any result.
This amount, of course, varies with
different cases, but I can tell you how to
caleulate it. Get a cheap caleulator. If
you buy the “Kodak Magazine," two-
pence per month, you will find a chart
telling you what exposure to give. The
figures refer to Emﬂtks and Kodak film,
but if vou use any other camera, or
plates, your dealer will tell you what
alteration to make in the figures, if any
18 required,

Another source of trouble is shaking,
through holding the camera in the hand
when giving long exposures. Now T will
tell you something. Although I have
been in the business for more years than
vou can remember being on earth, I
seldom or never use the camera in my
hand. When ever possible I put it on a
stand. or hold it down on a table, box.
or wall. When I snap, I hold it against
my nose—I use a direct finder for sight-
ing, like a rifle. Don’t hold a camera

against your chest—the side of a lamp-
post 1s better. But if you have a bulb

and tube, or an antinous release fitted,
you can take snaps of a fifth of a second,

or less, without any rigid support.

And don’t forget, whenever you are in
doubt, ask me or whoever you buy your
things from. It's our business to help
you out and show you how to get the nice
pictures. Not that I have any fear for
your photographic luck. DBoys are not
easily upset in this or any other line, and
I find that they get on very fast even
when left to their own resources, So the
best of luck, and when you buy a camera,
or dig up your old one, may you never
regret 1t,

Yours,
“THE DRALER.”

a

EL T D T LR T R T T T

CORRESPONDENCE
EXCHANGE !
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Stuart 8. ]
Head, King-smn-uan’hames, Surrey,
wEhﬂ to correspond with readers any-
where,

James Gorman, 19, Balmore Road,
Possilpark, Glasgow, wishes to corre-
spond with readers who are interested in
the violin,

H. Carr, 20, St. George's Park Avenue,
Westcliff-on-Sea, Essex, wishes to hear
from readers wilhing to join a cycling
club; ages 13-14, Southend district pre-
ferred,

D. Rowed, 6, Leighton Terrace, York
Road, Exeter, Devon, wishes to corre-
spond with a reader on a farm in either
Canada, or Australia, Ages 15-16.

Miss Violet Rawson, 4, Hopkinson's
Yard, off Lordasmill Street, Chesterfield,
Derbyshire, wishes to correspond with
readers,

Oscar =~ Magnusson, Kotupna, via
Nathalia, Victoria, Australia, wishes to

correspond with stamp collectors in
England.

Kevin Quigley, Port Pirie, South
Australia, wishes to correspond with

readers anywhere, interested in pigeons,
and snaps.

P. Cowlard, 29, Brown's Road, Sur-
biton Hill, Surrey, wishes to correspond
with readers interested in magic lanterns
and foreign stamps.

Miss Lilias Baylis, 120, Beaufort
Street, Perth, Western Australia, wishes
to correspond with readers anywhere;
ages 15 upwards; interested in sports,
photos, etc.; all letters answered.

Curly Clifton, Burns Street, Camp-
sie, Sydney, N.8.W., Australia, wishes
to correspond with readers interested in
sport.

George P. Burgess, 13, Richmond Hill,

'Port Elizabeth, South Africa, wishes to

correspond with readers anywhere; ages
15—17.

(lifford Hardy, 32, Corson Sireet,
Great Lever, Bolton, Lancs., wants mem-
bers for his new sports club; within
fifteen miles of Bolton. Also, he requires
partners in a sports’ magazine; football,
ericket, cycling, boxing, ete

J. F. Richardson, 37, John Street,
New Hindmarsh, Adelaide, South Aus-
tralia, wishes to correspond with readers;
ages 18 up; interested in stories, the
Companion Papers, specially; photo-play-
writing, and cornet playing,

Misa Marjorie Quigley, Port Pirie,
South Australia, wishes to correspend
with readers anyvwhere; ages 12-13;
interested in stamps.

Frank Lee, c.o. Singer Sewing Machine
Company, Central Agency, Bingapore,
wishes to correspond with readers angy-
where ; ages 17 upwards; hobby—stamps
and postcards.

Another top-notch story of Harry Wharton & Co. next week 1}
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.,
The Mysterious Bottle !

LDT‘CDGH at nine o'clock in the
morning on any- weekday pre-
sents an amimated spectacle.
From mnorth, south, east, and
west thousands of City workers pour
into the metropolis to their employment.
And at nine o'clock one morning, at the
end of June, as Ferrérs Locke and his
young assistant—Jack Drake—strode
along <past Westminster Abbey, the
throng of pedestrians was unusually
great,

It was a fine morning, giving promise
nf a hot day. The fainous sleuth and
the boy had been carly astir. They had
left Baker Street at eight o'clock, in
response to an urgent summons from a
well-known resident of Chelsea. Tt was
supposed that a wvaluable brooch had
been removed from the drawer of his
dressing-table. It took Locke exactly
five minutes to find the missing article
attached to a lace collar hanging to a
knob of the dressing-table mirror, where
the owner had carelessly left it and for-
gotten it.

This simple case satisfaclorily disposed
of, the world-famous detective and Jack
Drake set off to walk to Charing Cross
Tube BStation. The walk would give
them an appetite for breakfast, and at
Charing Cross they could get a train
back to Baker Street.

Stopping  opposite the Houses of
Parliament, Locke purchased a morning
paper. He glanced at the front page,
and gave a cﬁucklﬂ. For in large type
at the head of the firet column was the
bheading :

“THIEF BREAKS INTO SCOTLAND
YARD!"

-Fnlimring was an account of a theft
from the Lost Property Office, which is
1:]'-:_15':]{15 the many depariments of the

ard.

“That's pretty rich!” langhed TLocke,
as he indicated the news item to Drake.
“Poor old Scotland Yard—being roasted
again by the Press! 1 expect our old
friend, Inspector Pycroft, is mighty sick
about it. Of course, it's no fault of the

s
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police themselves, but the papers always
manage to saddle "em with some of the
blame when the least thing goes wrong.”

He pub the newspaper in his pocket,
and, with Drake at his side, walked
towards Westminsier Dridge, and turned
to the left up the Embankment. As
they approached Scotland Yard they saw
a number of City folk pauvse and view
the great bunilding with amused smiles.
Then they became aware of a familiar
fignre- in uniform, chatting to a con-
stabla at the corner of a side street.

Ferrers Locke quickened his pace,
and clapped the burly figure on the
back.

“Hallo, Pycroft!” he cried cheerily.
“Fine mornmg —eh ™7

The inspector spun round on his heel,
and looked at Tocke and Drake glumly.

“A rotten morning, I call it!” he

grunted. " You've seen the papers, 1
suppose "

“Yes. According to the ° Morning
Clarion ’ you've had the burglars in.”

"It was nothing really,” said Pycroft.
“But, of course, ithe papers have made
tho most of it. They give me a pain.
You should have heard some of the silly
questions that passers-by have put io this
constable, too. The public have a sort
of notion that Scotland Yard is packed
in every corner with policeinen and
‘tecs, like a hive is full of bees. They
can't understand that the Lost Property
Office isn't hedged round with a cordon
of police.”

“Well, they'll think it ought to be for
a cert now,” returned Locke, with a
smile, * What exactly was stolen? The
paper I rcad stated that it was only a
brown handbag.”

“That's true. The thief got through
a skylight of the Lost Property Office and
evidently searched especially for it. It
was & queer kind of robbery. A hand-
bag was found in a taxi last evening at
Victoria Station, and brought here. It
contained only onc article, and that was
of no value.”

“What.was that?"

“A bottle of medicine.™

“My aunt !" chuekled Drake,
“Perhaps, though, the thief had an
attack of liver, and knew that the bag

Locke's remarkable Jaculty for
unravelling o

small clue, which officials in high

authorily have apparently re-
gorded as worthless, Recounted
3 in glowing style by —

OWEN

mystery from a

CONQUEST.

contained a boltle of the only dope that
was able to do him any good.”

Inspector Pycroft frowned al Drake’s
levity,

“Why the dickenz a fellow wanted io
risk a term in the lock-up merely for a
bottle of medicine T'm blessed if 1 can
meke out!” he said crossly., *“It was a
transparent sort of stuff, and the bottle
was labelled, ‘ To be taken three times a
day.” Nothing remarkable about the
thing as far as anyone could see. I——"

He broke off suddenly, and his eyea
grew wider. A man had just passed
round the corner. He was carrying a
small brown handbag.

“Excuse me!” said Pycroft hastily.

He hurried after the man and stopped
him, and became engaged in earnesi
conversation. Then he beckoned to
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake. As the
two approached they saw that the in-
spector's ruddy face was beaming with
a triumphant smile.

“Eureka!" exclaimed Pycroft, * We've
recovered the bag. That shows that
Scotland Yard is pretiy smart on the
Job. When the robbery was discovered
this morning we immediately telephoned
to the police all over London, and had
the officials at all the railway-stations
notified. This man is a porter from
Liverpool Street Station, and he saw a
{}ﬂ”ﬂ:::’ about to entrain with the stolen

ag.

Locke took the bag in his hands, and
indicated a small splash of blood on the
side. Then he turned the bag over. As
he did so, a emall spot of the blood was
transferred to the front of hit own coat.

“H'm!" said Pycroft, as he took the
bag back and examined the bloodstain,
“It looks as though the thief injurc
himself."”

“Well, is the bottle of medicine safe?"
asked Locke in a concerned tone,

Pycroft opened the bag. The bottls
containing the thick, transparent Buid
was intact, There was nothing else in
the bag. Having thus satisfied himsell,
the inspector led them all into the Los
Property Office to restore the article tn
one of the attendants. Evidently expect-
ing some sort of reward, the porter ex-
plained his recovery of the bag in detail.

“l was a-wheelin’ some luggage to

‘“ The Case of the Haunted House !’ is the title of—
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Then look forward to his next thrilling adventure!

No. 7 plaiform,” he said. * SBuddingly
I saw a thin-faced bloke in a check suit
carrying a brand-new travelling-rug
over a brown bag. 1 accidentally like
bumped into him. People is alluz get-
tin’ in the way o' ue porters. Well, as
I bumped him the travellin’-rug slipped,
and 1 caught sight o’ the inttials on the
bag. They was H. C.”

“Weo asked the railway officials to keep
an cye open for a brown bag marked
with those initials,” explained Pycroft to
Ferrers Locke,

“Havin’ been informed as a bag like
that had been pinched from the Yard,”
went on the voluble porter, “I asked
this 'ere thin bloke what he was a-doin’
with it, O course, I did it tactful like.”

“Of course,” agreed Pycroft.

“Yes, I give him a dig in the ribs
and got a-hold o’ the bag so's he couldn’t
push off. Then I beckoned to one o' our
coppers. The thin bloke epotted the
copper movin' towards us and got
gcared. He left the bag in my hand and
beat it like as "ow he'd only got 'alf a
minute to catch his train.”

“Then the man got away completely?”
said the inspector, in a disappointed
tone.

“Well. what about 1t 7' said the porter,
“I got the bag back for you, didn't 177

He w i}wd his mouth with the back of
his hand, and Pycroft gave him a ten
shilling note from his own pocket. Then
the inspector tried to get the porter to
give a detailed description of the thief.
But the man could only =ay that the
person fromt whom he had taken the
handbag was thin-faced and wore a check
=uit. '%he only other plece of informa-
tion that ecould be drawn from him was
that the porter had had breakfast before
bringing the article back to the Lost
Property Office.

As there was nothing else to be gained
by keeping the porter, Pycroft dismissed
him and handed over the bag to be put

in the racks among the other lost
property.  Meantime, Locke and Drake
viewed with languid interest the cut

window of the skylight through which
the thief had gaincd entrance to the office
during the night.

“Pity the railway constable wasn’t
able to nobble the thief,” murmured the
irspector, as he rejoined the private
slenth. “However, we'll notify the
papers that Scotland Yard has recovered
the issing goods, That'll be one
frather in our cap. The bag will have to

remain here until  it's claimed in the
ordinary way.”
Hardly had he spoken when a bLent

tigure dressed in sombre black entered
the Lost Propertyv Office, and approached
the attendant behind the counter. The
neweomer was apparently an elderly man
for the hair which showed beneath his
felt hat was almost white. He wore a
pair of tinted glasses, and, when he
spoke, his voice sounded gentle and
refined.

“I left a brown hag in a taxi on
my way to Vietoria Station yesterday,”
he said. *In my newspaper this morn-
ing I saw that a bag—answering to the
description of the one I lost, had been
stolen from here. It has not been recov-
cred by any chance, 1 presume?”

The attendant nodded to Pyeroft, bul
the inspector was already on his way tc
the enquirer's side. In a few words he
cxplained how the mis=sing article had
been returned,

The elderly gentleman rubbed his
gleved hands together with intense satis-
faction,

“Thank goodness!” he breathed.

—next week’s detective yarn |

“You don’t know what a relief it is
to me. May I have my bag now "

“You may,” answered the inspector,
“nproviding you give your name and
address and sign for the article in the
usual way. But I should like to know
if you are aware of any reason why any-
one should deliberately risk imprisonment
to secure a bag which contains nothing
more than a bottle of medicine?”

“T will tell you. My name iz Henry
Culham. 1 was granted a medical degree
in Vienna, where I studied many years
ago. 1 specialised in tropical diseases,
and lately 1 have given up my time to
experiments in my hmne near Bourne-
mouth. The bottle in that bag doez not
contain medicine. It contains glucose,
in which I have bred miliions of the most
virulent rabies microbes.”

The attendant who had fetched the
bag from the rack dropped it on the
counter with a bump, and edged away.
Pycroft glared at the old gentleman with
eves of steel.

“Great Scott!” he muttered. I
ought to take you in charge!  It's
positively dangerous carrying a million
of microbes about in a little bottle
labelled, ‘To be taken three times a
day!* Why, I suppose there are ennugh
germs there to give the whole popula-
tion of London hydrophobia !”

“There are,” admitted the cld doctor,
“iatill, even if the bottle went astray—as
indeed, it did, thanks to my absent-
mindedness—no one would be foolish
enough to take doses of a medicine he
knew nothing about. It miust have been
a madman who stole the bag from here.
You see, I've been on a visit to a pro-
fessional colleague who has shown some
interest in my culture of various types of
virus. I took him some of the rabies
microbes to demonstrate by meana of the
microscope how speedily the germs would
breed under certain conditions. He wished
me to give him some to try a few
cxperiments of his own. I did so. As he
hadn’t the proper sort of receptacle for

‘them, I gave him some in the bottle I

had brought with me. The remainder I
put in a medicine bottle he supplied me
with, merely to take home.”
“H'm, I see!” grunted Pycroft. He
thought for a few moments, and then
said: ““Just wait here for a brief space,
will you? Don’t go yet, Mr. Locke.”

The inspector left the Lost Property
Office, and five minutes later returned
to say that the old gentleman could have
the bag. He had consulted a directory
and had satisfied himself that a doctor
of medicine, named Henry Culham, did
actually live at the address near Bourne-
mouth.

The brown bag was handed over to the
caller, who duly signed for it.  Then,
with many thanks, the old gentleman
tottered out of the Lost Property Office
and moved off down the street with his

ueer luggage.
¥ Inspecﬁrﬁ- EPycr—::-ft took a large red
handkerchief from his pocket and wiped
his brow.

“ Thank goodness, that bag’s gone out
of here again!" he said fervently.
‘“ Bless me, that bottle might have got
hroken and we all should have got
hydrophobia as like as not.”

“1'm surprised you let the old chap
have the bag without having the con-
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tents of that bottle analysed !"" remarked
Ferrers Locke, lighting a cigarette,
“He's gone now, and it might be diffi-
cult to trace him if you want him again.
Still, it's no business of mine.”

“ Phsaw,”” said Pyeroft; “I have his
address. Anyone can see what the old
boy is—a harmless old fossil who spends
most of his life in reeking chemical
laboratories. I was jnil?v glad to see the
last of that beastly bag! What troubles
me, though, is for what sinister purpose
the thief wanted those microbes.”

“Have you found no clues about ihe
skylight or in this office?”

“None! Perhaps you would care to
cast your eyes over the place while you're
here, Mr. Locke?"”

By climbing up on a ladder Ferrers
LDEKE examined the skylight. The glass
had been cut with a Jdiamond or some-
thing of that sort, and then pushed 1.
It had fallen on some kit-bags, and so
had made but little noise. 1nrd Were
no finger-printa. It was =afe to con-
clude, therefore, that the thief had worn
gloves for his nocturnal task.

When he had had a look round, Locke
admitted Pycroft's assertion that there

were indeed no clues to go upon.

In company with the inspector, Locke
and Drake were just about to leave the
Lost Property Office when a well-
dressed man of about thirty-five entered
hastily. Locke recognised him immedi-
ately, although he had not seen him for
some  years, The caller was Horace
Clements, of the experimental depart-
ment of the Admiralty. Ferrers Locke
had met him once in f’nrtanmuth, while
the sleuth had been engaged on a case.

Clements, without noticing the sleuth,
walked straight up to the counter, ahd
addressed the sttendant in an agitated
VOLCe,

“Can you tell me, please, if a brown
bag, bearing the initials H. C., has been
brought here?"

Inspector Pycroft swung round as
though stung. Then he tapped the caller
on the shoulder.

“Here, what's the game?” he de-
manded suspiciously.

“The game? I1—I don't understand
rou ! ;
? The Scotland Yard man tugged his
moustache and glared.

“Have you seen the newspapers?” he
asked.

““No,” replied the caller, looking at the
burly inspector wonderingly. 1 have
travelled post-haste from Portsmouth this
morning and did not buy a paper. 1
have been too worried to read. Yester-
day 1 carelessly left my bag contain-
ing a small bottle in a taxi at Victona.
[ did not discover that the bag was
missing from among my other luggage
until I reached my home at Havant, near
Portsmouth, last night. But—but what
was in the newspapers?” )

There was a note of intense anxiety
in the question.

“The newspapers—drat 'em !—gave a
good deal of prominence to the fact that
a brown bag marked ‘ H, C.° was stolen
last night from Secotland Yard.

Horace Clements gazed at the inspector
with horror-filled eyes.

“8tolen?” he gulped.

“V¥es. But this morning the bag was
brought back by a porter of the North-
Eastern Railway.”

“Ah!”

The exclamation came in a tone of
immeasurable relief from the lips of the

caller,

“But,” ““a few

resumed Pyeroft,

A real thriller, chums |
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minutes agy an old chap dropped in
here and claimed the property and
took it away.”

“Great heavens! You—you mean to
say you gave that brown bag with the
little bottle in it to somebody else?
Do you know what that bottle contains?”

Clements, deathly pale, and clutching
the counter with nerveless fingers, almost
hissed out the question.

“Yes,” replied Pyeroft blandly, "1
know what it contains all right.
Microbes !

The Admiralty man looked at the
inspector much as a casual visitor to
a mental asylum might look at a
dangerous lunatic.

“*Microbes be hanged !" he burst out.
“TI'll tell you what that bottle contains !
Enough explosive to blow Scotland Yard
and half the Thames Embankment to
the skies!"”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Clue of the Blood-spot.

O say that the little group in the

Lost Property (Mfce were aston-

ished would be expressing the

situation mildly. But there was

s ring of truth in the utterance aof the

caller which to Locke and Drake, at
Jeast, carried conviction.

Inspector Pycroft, however,
clined to
Clements had regarded him—namely, as
a dangerous lunatic,

“ Look here, my good sir,” began ihe
Scotland Yard man soothingly, * just
calm down a bit and—"

"I am calm!” thundered the visitor.
“And don’t you f good sir’ me! How
dare you give my bag to another?
You'd better get moving and get it
back for me! I shall write to the news-
papers about this!"

“Gror-r-rh ! groaned Pyeroft, whose
mind was reeling. *“‘If—if a mistake has
been made, you may be sure that we
#hall do our best to rectify it., What
proof can you give that the bag belengs
to you?"

“1 can only describe the contents, and
refer you to a gentleman who saw me
with the bag yesterday. T am Horace
Clements, of the Experimental Depart-
ment of the Admiralty.”

“I can vouch for that,” put in a quiet
voice at his side.

Clements turned in surprise and faced
the speaker.

“By Jove! Mr. Locke! I'm glad to
seo you here! Perhaps you will help me
out of the awful mess I've got myself
mnto?”

“I will do anything I can for you,
with pleasure,” said the sleuth, And he
mentioned to Pycroft how he had met
Clements during a previous case at
FPortamouth,

“Come to my private room, gentle-
men,” said the inspector wearily. * We
must try to get to the bottom of this
matter. It's as puzzling an affair as
I've butted up against for some time.”

Inspector Pycroft led the way out of
the Lost Property Office and to his room.
Entering that comfortable sanctuary, he
showed Locke, Drake, and Clements to
seals, and then seated himself at his
desk.

“Now, Mr. Clements,” he said, *let’s
have your story from the beginning,
please.”

“Perhaps you may know,” said the
visitor, “‘that the Admiralty have some
new experimental laboratories at Havant.
These laboratories are used for a variety
of purposes connected with the Navy.

was in-

regard Clements muych as'

Among other things, we teat explosives

of all kinds, and endeavour to improve r

upon them. For some time I have been
working on a new type of explasive dis-
covered by myself. It looks almost iike
glycerine or pglucose. But it 1s even
more powerful than the turpinite used
by the French during the great War,
A shell filled with it would be twenty
times as powerful and devastating in
effect as one filled with picrie, for
instance,"”

“Gosh!” said Pycroft. * And do you
mean to tell me you carried some of
that stuff in a little medicine-bottle in
o handbag 7"

“Yes. Unless the bottle was subjected
to a direct flame or was hurled heavily
against something hard, there was no
danger. Once I dropped the bag from
my hand, but it did not alarm me.”

“It would have alarmed me!” said
Pycroft. * It strikes me as being a very
careless way to carry explosives!”

“I am used to them,” replied
Clements, “ and I know exactly what this
particular explosive can do. I simply
ladled some into a bottle to show Sir
Wilfred Sternden, of the Admiralty,
while I was making a call at Whitehall
yesterday. If you will be good enough
to telephone him, he will confirm my
statement."”

The inspector, to make no error this
time, phoned Sir Wilfred. From this
high official of the Admiralty he learned
that Clements had ealled on the previous
day with a brown bag and a small botlle
containing explosive,

With all his doubts removed, Pycroft
quickly set to work to try to find out
as much as possible from the real owner
of the bag. Clements explained how he
had carelessly left the bag under the
seat of a taxi, and had reached Havant
on the previous night before he had dis-
covered his loss. In answer to a gues-
tion put by Ferrers Locke, he stated
that he had told several of the other
workers at the laboratories of his loss,
It was then too late to do anything, so
he came to town this morning and made
inquiries of the taximen at Victoria,
afterwards coming along to the Yard.

“Do any of vour fellow-workers know
of the composition of this explosive you
have discove:ed?” asked Locke.

“No,"” answered Clements. “No one
in the world, to my knowledge, knows
the secret save myself. I had intended
revealing it to their lordships of the
Admiralty after the tests that were to
take place shortly."

“What object do you think anyone
would have in wanting the stuff 7" next
asked Locke, ""Have wyou anything in
your mind on the subject?”

Clements wore a worried expression.

“I—I'm afraid it would be just pos-
sible for a clever analyst to discover
the composition of the explosive from a
sample,” he zaid, *“ Needless to say,
other Governments pay highly for
knowledge of the latest inventions of
rival Powers in matters of armaments
and explosives, and so forth."”

“Then you think some spy may have
got hold of the stuff, in the hope of
discovering its composition and selling
the secret? If that is so, it looks to
me as though there is a spy at Havant.”

“I—I'm sure none of the fellows at

the laboratories had a hand in the
affair,” said Clements.

““But they knew that you had lost the
bag containing the explosive. None of
them left Havant last night, to your
knowledge 7"’
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“8tll, doubitless it was possible for
one of them to get a message through
to London. In my opinion, the man
who has secured the bag was pul up lo
it by one of those who knew of your
loss, And the thin-faced man in the
check suit who broke into Scotland Yard
and the old doctor who waltzed off with
the bag are probably one and the same
person.”’

Inspector Pycroft drummed his fingers
on his desk, and then, with sudden reso-
lution, pressed an electric bell-button.

“Thig 1s most annoying-—most annoy-
mg!"” he mumbled in his moustache.
“It 13 a pity the bag was given up to
that plausible old man. But then, the
attendants in the Lost Property Office
cannot be expected to see through a
clever rogue like that. I will set the
best detectives of Scotland Yard on the
track of him at once.”

Locke also rose to his feet.

“And as you wish me to assist in this
case, I will also get to work, Mr.
Clements,” he said. *“Where can I get
in touch with you if there is anything
to report?"

“I shall stav at the Grand Metro-
politan Hotel for a few davs,” weplied
the Admiralty man., *“And here is my
card with my Havant address on it."”

As Pyeroft requested Clements to
remain for a few minutes longer,
Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake took

leave of then and went out together,
Outside the great police headguarters,
the sleutlh thrust a fiver into the hand

of his voung assistant.

“Jump infe a taxi, my bov.,” he
ordered, “and catch a train to Havant.
I want vou to make some inguiries there,
Get back to Baker Street as soon as
you can.'

In a few words he pave Drake im-
plicit instructions, and, after a quick
handshake with his chief, the voungster
hurried away.

Locke himself walked to Charing
Cross Station lost in thought. The case
was a very curious and bafling one.
The absence of all elues as to the identily
of the thief did not promise any speedy
solution of the mvsterv, But then he
remembered the blood spot on his coat,
and his eves shoue with a fresh hope.

He caughti an undereround train from
Charing Cross to Baker Street, and
hastened to hizs own residence.  Arriv-
ing there, he told Sing-Sing, his Chinese
servant, that he was not to be disturbed,
Then he retired ints the small labora-
tory adjoining his consulting-room on
the first floor.

In this small laboratory Ferrers Locke
had some of the most modern inventions
and appliances used in the detection of
crime, He switched on a high-power
¢lectric licht and divested himself of his
coat.  That done. he applied rome
special solution to the blood-spot, which
had dried in the texture of the ecloth,
After a few moments he was able to
transfer a apeck of the blood on to a
tiny glass slide.

His next move was to insert the slida
into a powerful microscope fitted with
a Rontgen lens. He suspected that the
bloodstain which was on the brown
handbag when the railway-porter re.
turned it to Scotland Yard iwas that of
a human being. But he wanted to
make certain, This might, or might not
be, important in subsequent investiga-
tions,

Through the powerful microscope he
was able to see the blood-spot broken up
into a hundred queer little red and white
disks, Thesa were the corpuscles, which

What is the seoret of the mysterious house at Uxbridge ?
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¥ary in human beings and animals and
other living creatures, In his posses-
sion he had a series of charts depicting
the magnified appearance of the blood
in creatures of all kind:, And, after put-
ting the blood-speck to this test and a
final chemical test, he was able to defi-
nitely establish its origin. It was not
human blood which had stained the side
of the bag—it was the blood of a fowl!

“Corks!"” muttered Locke, as he made
this discovery, “It's queer that the
thief should have got chicken’s bload on
the bag between the time he broke into
Scotland Yard and reached Liverpcol
Street.”

But there was another line of investi-
gation open for him to follow., He be-
lieved that the man in the check suit,
froni whom the porter had taken the
bag, had returned to Scotland Yard dis-
guied as an old doctor to claim the
article again. That being =0, he deter-
mined to start his trail of the crook at
Liverpool Street Station,

At the preat terminus of the North-
Eastern Ratlway he was able to open up
a conversation with the veoluble porter,
But the man could throw no further
light on the affair.

Not until long after lunch was Lecke
able to get any more forward with the
case, Then, after patient inguiries, he
unearthed a taxi-driver, who admitte]
having a fare early that morning whoe
answered to the deseription of the
wanted man.

“Where did vou pick up the fare:”
asked Ferrers Locke.

“ At the eorner of Gracechurch Street
and Leadenhall Street, sir,” was the
reply,

With an eager light in his eves, the
sleuth leaped into the cab and ordered
the driver {o proceed there post-haste,

By Leadenhall Street he paid off the
man and tipped him handsomely., Then
he entered Leadenhall Market.,

Again, the famous sleuth embarked on
a series of inquiries, It was tedious
work, and the hour was late when at
last he reaped the reward of his in-
dustry. He found a poulterer with
whom the man in the check suit had
been in conversation early that morning.

The poulterer, when he found that his
caller was Ferrers Locke, the famous
private detective, willingly gave all the
information he could.

“I reckon the chap you're asking after
12 an old customer of mine,” said the
mar, “His name is Adolph Crouch,
and he's a veterinary surgeon, who lives
at Epping. He had a standing order for
me to send him a brace of fowls twice
a week. First thing this morning he
dropped in to tell me not to send 'em
any more. I reckon he's going away.”

“Did you notice whether he had a
brown handbag in his possession?”

The poulterer thought for a moment.

“Yes, come to think of it, he did.
He stood it down on that counter over
there alongside of some freshly-killed
fowls,*

Concealing the intense satisfaction he
felt, Ferrers Locke obtained Crouch’s full
address, Then he left the market and
iook a taxi back to Baker Street. The
clue of the blood-spot had proved useful
indeed. 'T'here was no doubt in Locke’s
mind that the stain had found its way
on the handbag in Leadenhall Market,
and that Adolph Crouch was the man
who had committed the theft from
Seatland Yard,

It was still light when he reached his
residence in DBaker Street to find that
Jack Drake had returned from his
journey to Havant.

“ Well,
Locke.

“1 found out one thing which may
prove important, sir,” replied the boy.
**An assistant in the Admiralty labora-
“tories named Jules Farman caught a
late train to London last night, He
arrived back at a very early hour this
morning. Clements knew nothing of
that, neither did any of the other
workers of the laboratories, 1 believe.
It was an old porter at Havant Station
who put me wise to the fact.”

*“Ah, we must bear that in mind,”
remarked Locke., “Now, I'm gomg o
have a hurried wash and change while
vou catch Miggles, the cat.”

“Catch the cat, sir?"”" said Drake.

“ Exactlv,” said Locke, “ You'll
prabably find it sitting on the fence in
the back-garden., When wyou’ve caught
it, put it in a basket. Then we'll take
the animal along to the surgery of a
certain vet. named Adolph Crouch,

my boy, any luck?”
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“That’s awkward,” he murmured.
i‘I i'ﬂwu a poor little cat here that

“Call the
woman,

1t Hli;;l‘ht be too late,” said Locke
gignificantly, * What time will the
veterinary surgeon be back!”

“Don’t know !

“Then if you don’t mind, we'll wait.™
And before the woman could stop him
Locke, followed by Drake, entered the
house and took a seat in the waiting-
room of the surgery.

The woman was plainly nonplussed
by this action on the part of the visitors.
At first she inclined to be indignant, but
at last, to get rid of her callers, she
admitted that Crouch was not returning
that night.

Although Locke had half-suspected
Crouch might not be at his address, vet
he felt a cold chill of depression wt

to-morrow!"”  snapped

With a cry of rage the trapped man hurled the medicine bottle, which contained
high explosive, full at the bulkhead behind the detective.
of alarm Locke leaped high in the air.

the deadly missile just in time. (See Chapter 3.)

With an exclamation
His outstretched fingers clutched

Drake stared at his chief in bewilder-
ment. But he made no further com-
ment.  With some difficulty he caught
the reluctant Miggles and packed it in
a roomy hasket with plenty of air-holes,

“Good!" said Locke, when the lad re-
turned to the house., “We must now

| take a trip oul to Epping. The cat will

afford an excuse in case the vet. 1 wish

} to see 1z at home.”

On the train journey to the little
town on the North-Eastern Railway the
sleuth informed Drake of the result of
his own work that day. It was dark
when they left Epping Station and
sought out the house of Adolph Crouch.

In response to the ring which Locke
gave to the bell, a fat, elderly woman,
obviously the housekeeper, shuffled to
tha door.

“What do vou wanti" she asked in
no very pleasant tone.

“T wish to see Dr. Crouch,”
Ferrers Locke.

‘“He's not in!"

The woman prepared to shut the door,

galdd

but the sleuth quietly inserted his boot.

fquickly get on the trail again.

the He realised that he must
To do
s0 he must learn all he could of this
woman, But the housekeeper was
coldly reserved, and, as a last resort, the
sleuth decided to startle her if possible
out of this attitude, Rising to his feet,
he locked her sternly in the eyes.

“Do you know, madam,” he said,
““that there is no likelihood of your
master returning here?! 1 am a detec-
tive and I have urgent business with
him. When did he leave this house,
and where has he gone? Tell me!”

The housekeeper was plainly scared.

“He—he's not coming back!’ she
muttered. ‘‘ Not coming back—and him
owing me three months’ wages! The
scoundrel! The scallywag! 1 might
have known he was crooked.”

Locke sternly repeated his questions.

News.

Crouch, so the housekeeper said, had
left the house only ten mirutes before

the arrival of the sleuth and his assis-
tant. He had said he would be away
all night on an urgent case, but had »ot
stated where he was going.  She

Performing the seemingly impossible—Ferrers Locke !
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veadily gave the visitors permission to
search the house,

A hasty but thorough scarch was made.
At the bottom of & wardrobe in Crouch's
bed-room was the brown handbag bear-
ing the initials “H. C.,"” and still show-
ing traces of the bloodstain. On a chair
nearby was an A.B.C. Railway Guide,
evidently tossed there hurriedly, The
page giving the times of the trains to

arwich was slightly erumpled, and bore
a faint thumbmark.

“The bird became scared and took a
hasty flight, " muttered Locke., * Crouch, I

uess, means to get from Harwich to the

ook of Holland., At all costs we must
stop him getting to the Continent with
the bottle which he stole from Scotland
Yard.”

He rapidly turned over the leaves of
the time-table. There was a train from
Epping to Liverpool Street which would
give their quarry time to catch the boat-
train to Harwich, But it was now too
late for Locke and Drake to get to
Epping Station in time.

Locke thrust a pound note into the
hand of the astonished housekeeper.
Drake grabbed the basket containing
Miggles. Then the two left the house.
Post-haste, Locke led the way to a
garage which he had noticed on his way
up. A fast motor-car was quickly
arranged for, and the two were soon
speeding towards London.

Luck was with them. Not once were |

The Harwich boat-train
was due to ve at ten-thirty, and the
big clock at the Liverpool Street ter-
minus pointed to twenty-five minutes
past ten as Locke and Drake bounded out
of the motor and into the station.
Hardly had they entered when Drake
gave an excited exclamation :

;Ltta-ﬂ!:, sir !" _

slim man carryin
ing the initials, PX. E‘
ing through
train.

“By Jove, that's Crouch himself,” mut-
tered Locke, * or that poulterer gave me
a wrong description of the fellow.”

“"He dashed forward to the barrier,
but a burly policeman and a ticket-
collector barred his progress.

“My man,” whispered Locke, to the
railway policeman, “I wish to get
through h{axl'le at nnmﬂ;n keep in sight a
man I'm following, My name is Ferrers
Locke."” " '

The constable scowled.

“You tell that to the Marines.,” he
said. “Mr. Ferrers Locke has gone
through here already, and without

they held uia

a suit-case bear-
%" was just pase-
the barriers to the Harwich

ticket.” .
“What ?” gulped Locke., *Who did
you let through?”
“That chap with the suit-case just

getting into the train. Now move off,
and don't try any more o' your little
tricks or I'll take you in charge.”

The detective gritted his teeth in
chagrin. It looked as though by some
means Crouch had got wind of the fact
that he was being tracked, and had
adopted the name of the famous sleuth
to make sure of catching his train. But
It _was useless to argue with the stolid
railway constable or the “unimaginative
ticket-collector. Grabbing Drake by the
arm, Ferrers Locke hurried back to the
booking-office. There was still time to
get a ticket if he was quick,

But at the booking-office a shock
awaited the sleuth. Half a dozen
people were before him. There was only
a4 minute left now before the train was
due to leave. But Drake, with great

.!‘-Es;jenc-e of mind, took the matter in
Tid.
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“{iet into the queue, sir!” he whis-
pered. *I'll see what I can do.”

MNo sooner had Locke taken his place
than the boy put the basket containing
the unfortunate Miggles on the ground,
Then he staggered back against a pillar,
hia eves rolling, and making curious
gurgling noises with his mouth.

“ By Jeremy!" exelaimed the man at
the head of the gueue, who was not
going by the Harwich train. **The lad’s
in a fit. Fetch some water, someone !”

The man himself and one or two
others hastened to Drake's side. The
remainder hastened off in different
directions. The queue had disappeared
like snow before a hot sun. Locke dashed
to the wicket.

* First single Harwich ! he cried.

The ticket was thrust out to him.
He grabbed it, and, without waiting for
his change, rushed away. The barrer
was being closed to the platform, but
Locke, showing his ticket, rushed
through in the nick of time, to leap into
the train as it began to move out of
the station.

Drake's ruse had succeeded! By it
L.ocke had been enabled to catch the
train—this boat express in which Adolph
Crouch, the wanted man, was seated
somewhere in another compartment.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Dash to Harwich,

ERRERS LOCKE sat back breath-

F ing a trifle hard as the train drew

out of Liverpool Btreet Station.

An old gentleman in the corner

looked up from his paper and shook his
head.

“(Tut it a bit fine, didn't you, young
man”" he said. ‘' No good that; bad for
the heart—bad for the liver!”

Locke admitted he bhad *“cut it a hit
fine,”” and got into conversation with his
fellow traveller. Nevertheless, he was
not at all pleased at the presence of the
old gentleman. However, he {eclt pretty
safe as to Adolph Crouch. The train was
fast gathering speed. It was unlikely
that Cronch knew of his presence on the
train, But he badly wanted to locate the
fellow and shift into a carriage near
him so that he could easily watch his
quarry when the latter alighted.

The train sped on through the night.
There was but one stop—at Colchester.

2

Why ? It’s easy, you bel—

Here the old gentleman alighted. Bo
did Locke,

The famous sleuth turned up the collar
of his light summer overcoat and walked
up the platform, peering into the com-
{Jartments. There were, as it happened,
yut few people on the train, and Locke
had little difficulty in locating the man
he firmly believed to be Crouch,

Crouch was itting alone in the far
corner of a first-clasa carriage, his suit-
case bearing the initials “ A, (" on the
rack above his head. He had his face
turned away, and this fact led Locke to
pause momentarily before the carriage
window to make sure that it was indeed
the man whom Drake had pointed out
to him a¢ the terminus.

He saw the man make a slight move-
ment, and he at once moved a little
higher up the train and entered the next
compartment. Little did he know that
Crouch, whose nerves were strung to

their highest pitch, had been looking
direct at the glass of the opposite
window. In this glass he could see re-

flected the forms of anyone passing on
the platform on the far side. And it was
because he had seen someone halt and
gaze steadily at him for a brief space
which had caused the man to start
slightly.

n an empty compariment himself,
Locke watched the platform until the
train started. Soon the express was
again thundering through the night at
a sixty-mile-an-hour clip. Locke settled
back to read an evening newspaper,
satisfied that Crouch was safely in the
trail until Harwioh was reached.

He had just finished reading a face-
tious paragraph guying Scotland Yard
over the recent theft at headquarters,
when the train slowed down perceptibly.
The detective tossed his newspaper on
the floor. The progress grew slower
and slower. Locke glanced at his
watch. They were drawing into
Harwich.

Then, for no tangible reason, a great
sense of uneasiness possessed the sleuth.
He rose to his feet, lowered the window,
and looked out, Above was a star-
studded sky; below, a steep, grassy
embankment; ahead, the lights of the
famous port to the Continent,

Locke withdrew his head, and tried to
settle himself to wait. But the sense of
uneasiness persisted. By thia time the
speed of the train had been reduced to
about ten miles an hour,

At the expiration of a restless couple
of minutes, Locke rose and looked out
again, Then, with sudden determina-
tion, he opened the carriage-door and
got out on to the footboard. Cautiously
he worked his way to the compartment
in the rear, and glanced 1a.  Tm-
mediately an exclamation of dismay left

his lips. The compartment was emply !

“Good heavens! The chap must have
suspected my presence, and given me
iy

the slip!
The thought was galling in the ex-

treme. Certainly, Crouch was not n
his seat, neither was the suit-case in
the rack.

Two solutions to the mysiery =ug-

rested themselves to the sleuth. Either
Crouch had got out of the train on the
up-line side at Colchester, or else the
man had changed to some other com-
partment. The second solution secine
possible, for he was certain the man
was very anxious to reach Harwich,
Very carefully Ferrcers Locke made
his way down the train on the foot-
board. As he reached each eompart-
ment he cautiously peeped in at the
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—fo find the right answer.

Then, as he failed
he bent down and

side of a window.
to lind his man,
passed on his way.
- 'He had just looked in one third-class
carriage and had almost reached the
door of the next, when he stopped and
drew back. The doorhandle of this com.
partment moved. Then the door slowly
opened away from him. Locke drew ks
revolver and waited, every nerve strung
to.its highest pitch.

Suddenly a suit-case was hurled out
of the carriage, and went rolling down
the embankment, Then Adolph Crouch
stepped out. The detective took a pace
forward along tha footboard, his
revolver pointing at the man's body.

“(Get back into that carriage!” he
ordered brusquely, " Get back at
once+"’

A raspmg exclamation left Crouch’s
lips. © His hand came down with a
sweeping motion which sent the sleuth’s
revolver clattering down on the foot-
board. Next instant Crouch leaped
from the train. The detective threw
out hiz hand to clutch him, but lost his
balance, and the two men went hurtling
dewn the embankment, rolling over and
over like shot rabbits,

Adolph Crouch, who had fallen frst,
was the first to pick himself up. With-
out thought of retrieving his suit-casze,
he rushed away into the night. ILocke
tlashed after him, but the other had
obtained a good start, and was run-
ning like a hare,

Entering the town, Crouch made a
lucky strike. He found a disengagod
taxi, and, entering it, was driven
rapidly : away. It took Locke some
minutes to #d another vehicle. Dy the
time he hau done so, Crouch had gained
-another useful start.

The detective glanced at his wrist-
watch, He knew the Hook of Holland
boat was due to =ail at midnight. Ho
guessed that Crouch had made a dash
for it, and it looked as though he him-
self was going to be ioo late. But he
did not hesitate to grasp at the faint
chance left to him.

“To the docks!" he aordered the taxi-
driver, *"“Get there in five minates, and
you'll earn a pound-noté!”

With thizs incentive, the driver set hig!

old vehicle ratthing through the streocts
at such a pace as it had never gone

.Jetty; the gangway was still down.

before. The docks were reached within
the time allotted, and Locke Ijumpefj out
and pressed the money into the gratified

driver's hand. The boat was still at the

Locke rushed up to a couple of police-
men and mentioned his name and- his
errand, The men in, blue had never
seen the famous private sleuth befors,
but his card and his reputation worked
magie. The quartermaster at the gang-
way, to whom Locke also explained
matters, was willing to asSist hiin.

"o to the top of the gangway’™

Locke said to the policeman, *and
allow no one off this ship until T
return.”

He darted on board, and hastily

looked among the passengers on deck
But Crouch was not there, Next he
went below. As he entered the sinoke-
room, he saw the man he sought stand-
ing at the bar. Evidently Crouch was ]
under the happy delusion that he had
shakén off pwrsuit,

But as the detective eniered and
approached the man, Crouch swung

round. There was a look in Lunke’nl
keen grey cyes which startled -him,
Leaving his drink untouthed, he slunk

hastily out of the oppasite door andrran
up the companion-ladder to the deck:
above. Locke bounded after him.

Crouch was just making fof the gang- |
way to leave the ship when focke
shonted to the two policemen. The men
in blue started forward. Crouch was
cainght like a rat in a trap. He realise:] |
the fact, and the madness of rage

ossessed him. He swung round, and
1is .hand dropped inte his ket.

Next moment Locke, w had the
stgei bulkbead behind him, saw the man
wrth his arm high above his head, his
fingers clutching a small medicine-
bottle. 1

“Godd heavens! Don't throw that, }
you idiot "

The evil face of Crouch worked, with
rage. His hand shot forward, sending
the bottle hurtling through the air. 1In
one dreadful gpoment Locke realised the-
danger, not only to himself, but tor Lthe

whole ship. That botitle. contained 2o
portion ,pf the highest explosive ever
concoctod. If it struck the sieel bulk-

head he and all others on board woukhl

be blown to atoms. y
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Even as the awful thought Rashod
through his mind, he caught the glitter
of the bottle as it flew through the air.
With a terrific 'bound,. the detective
leaped forward and upward, his right
hand outstretched above his head. Then
he folt ﬁﬂlt‘l&thiﬂ? sirike his fingers and
stick theve, ITe had brought off & great
one-handed cateh such as he had dene
many a time on the cricket-field in the
old days. DBuat instead of it being a
cricket-ball and the matter of saving
a few runs, it was a bottle of deadly
explosive and the saving of a hundred
lives or more |

His fell purpose thwarted., Adolph
Crouch dashed for the side of the ship,
but the policemen’s hands graspéd his
shoulders, and the handcuffs clicked on
his wrists, :

New thai the worst had -happened to
him, the prisoner's anger gave plaoe (o
a tired listlessness,

“Well,” he said, scowling at Ferrers
Locke, “you've got me all right. DBut
who the dickens you are and who put
you on my track, I don't know.”

“I mam Ferrers Locke, at your ser-
vice,” answered the deteclive, mtowing
the bottle carefully in his breast-
pocket, “But you wish to know who

ave you away. Perhaps you havo
ieard of a certain gentleman of Havant
known as Jules Farman—-"

“Jules Farman!” Crouch gulped eut
the name with a sudden return to

r.
1 “So it was that white-livered muzﬁn

split on.me—the very man who caine to
town to. put me.on to the job!”

So; by this strategic chance shot,
Locke obtained  sufficient evidehce 10
arreat Farman, the spying colleague of
Clements in {he laboratories.. But the
credit of the two arrests went'to the
police, and completely washed' out the
slis -an- Seotlend- Yard; mwuch-<to the
relief of Iaspector Pycroft. The ssceet
of the new deadly oxplosive had been
preventéd from reaching the knowledge
of a foreign power. And Locke's con-
crete reward was a hahdsome chague
which he received from Horaer
Clements, of the Experimental Depart-
ment of the Admiralty.

THE END,
(Do’

wmiss nexd weekl's fine story,

chumas.)
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