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“AN ISLAND MYSTERY!"
By Frank Richards.

THOBOUGHLY rousing mystery
A story i always welcome, and

next Manday’s grand yarn of

Greyfriars in the MaeNET will
oome up to every ekpectation. There 13
just the right atmosphere abount this
yars, for the weird stories circulating
abeut Black Rock have stirvred up enor-
imous curipsity,. ‘There is plenty of
cxcatement, but you will also find an
abundance of humour. ¥You ‘all know
that Coker's ideas are generally funny,
kot whatever Messrs. Potter & Greene
reay think in private about the pugnacity
amd headstrong tactics of their chief, at
Jeast it can be admitted that Coker has
the conrage of his convictions. If the
burly fellow does not really assist much
m the elucidation of the problem, he
pertainly adds to the spirit of a remark-
ably strong, story. The actions of Harry
Wharton & Co. are well in accordance
mith the fine traditiens of Greyfriars,

“THE BROTHERHOOD OF
WHITE HEATHER! ™

BF wk x‘!l’

Perhaps it is not called for to say much
concerning the tepse and vivid chapters
carrying on this great narrative next
week. We glimpse the tragic happenings
in the North, with the red ruin and the
breaking up of law. Landmarks are
swept awav, and those brave spirits who
have dared to oppose the erimson sway of
ruthless anarchy are enmeshed in the net-
work of the conspiracy to destroy the
country. You will read next Monday of
the doings of Red Mask with tremendouns
interest, and the raid on the church,
where a meeting 15 being held, is wonder-
fully described, So is the superb audacity
of those who stand between the over-
whelming tide-of destruction and some
of the ill-starred victims. It cannot be
gainsaid that each instalment of this
marvellous romance is a real live drama
in itself. You reach a climax, hut there
= more to come; and through 1t all 1s
the ring of appealing actuality,

THE

« THE KING'S RIDER ! *

Yon will find in next week’s magnifi-
cent * Galloping Diek ' story just one of
‘those prime notions which always get
home to one. It is a record of duty, and
of that higher dutv, the call to which
comes to everybody at some time n life.
We get here the character of a dashing
officer of the King, a man of the Army.
and as brave a representative of the great
Service as could be wished, This young
soldier with his necessarily martinet-made
rules of what he has to do, and what

leave alone, i1s rendered a signal service

by the knight of the road.  Galloping
Dick comes upon the officer of the King
in a very ticklish® situation, and it 1s
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thanks to the pluck and resource of the
highwayman that the victimm of mischance

gels clear,
fiturned. It is put by Fate in the power
| of the officer to make good. DBut the man
he can serve iz a highwayman! That's
the point, The way tgis business 1is
nandled by the author does more thamn
command respect. It will evoke unstinted
admiration,

il

A NEW ZEALAND MAGNETITE.

My chum, Harry Miller, of Lawrence,
New Zealand, sends me a splendid album
of views of his country—the moonlit lakes
and rivers, the beautiful cities, the
geysers, and - mountain peaks. But he
does not stop there! “ It is strange,” he
writes, ‘' that while the MagxeET still
shines . wrth all its eold glory, or with
ereater glory than before, I have noticad
that other books, issued weekly or
monthly, are falling off in the quality of
their varns. Perhaps this is merely that
they are thrown into the shade by the
MacxeET, but, anyway, it is grand that
Mr. Richards’ stories are as good as ever,
‘or better.”” Tt is generous testimony of
this sort that is appreciated to the full.

—

BUNTER FOR EVER!

I receive o vast number of letters re-
ferring to Dunter. W. Jenkins writes
from Tarporley to the effect that the
MAGxET has too much Bunter, but in a
footnote he says the Porpoise makes him
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And then the tables are’

laugh, so what’s the odds? Actually; T

{ feel-that we cannot really have an-aver-

dose of anything that produces miirth,
for its laughter the world wants.” A
laugh drives away most evils and clears
the air. It is just the lack of a sens¢ df
humour which spoils the lives of same
folks, They get indigestion. Now
Bunter seldom suffers this way. If
trouble he laughs it off. See the Owl in
the new volume of the *“ Holiday
Anpual,” likewise in the MAGNET week
by week. He is a tonic—a perfegtly
priceless personage. Good luck to him.

A FOOTBALL SUPPLEMENT !

[Tarry Wharton & Co. might be con-
sidered to have a big task to do honour
in novel fashion to the opening of a new
football season,  The .years roll along
faster and faster, and it may net always
be a fresh and easy affair to deal lightly
and with erisp novelty with the subjecis
| which crop up when the leather gets
spinning again. Buot one can say this for
the conductors of that smart abd ever
Jdively weekly, the * Greyfriars Herald ”
—they are never at a loss for sparkling
originality. Where they get this quabty
from is a gdeep mystery ; nothing sinister
about i1t, but just a good, all-rpund
mystery. That does not signify. 'E‘hﬁ.v
may have a kev to some eecret depot
where bright ideas are in bond in un-
limited quantity, but whatever iz the
explanation, II. W. & Co. are all there,
Read the new BSupplement, and you will
agree with me that there has been no
more invigorating treatment of the good
old autumn, when goals are to the fore,
than is to b found in the coming ** Grey-
friars Herald.” Tt is jaunty, informative,
and well ahead of the times,

“THE PEN.”

My, Ernest C. Ford, 176, Essex Road,
Leonden, N. 1, sends me the first 1ssue of
his bright little magazine bearing this
title. ¥You should see i1t! ITis Nature
.story is right on the spot. Good luck to
 * The Pen ¥ !

STAMP COLLECTING.

Of late T have received a great many
extremely interesting letters from stamp
collectors, and 1 should like to deal with
this famous hebby in the MauxeT. The
enthusiastic philatelist—that 1s the Sun-
day, po-to-meeting name for the hard-
working stamp collector—has a bigger
opportunity than ever these days to
make his collection really interesting.
New States have sprung into being all
over the world; fresh designs of all
kinds have been made; and the modern
stamp has come to mean a great deal
more than ever before A good stamp
collection really amounis to a section of
the histor'y of the world, It is a record
and a reminder. If your tastes rin
that way I strongly recommend an im-

mechate beginning. The new Irish
issnes are worth studying; those of
Czecho-Slovakin provide a  lesson  in
rood  drawing.  But there are any

number more. Stamps are worth col-
leeting, - You will never get a complete
set, hut the smallest collection iz worth
having. It puts vou in immediate touch
with what is passing outside in the big'
world.

your €ditor.

An oft-repeated warning—get your ““ HOLIDAY ANNUAL ** Now !
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A FPriendly Sociely, if carried out on orthodox lines, 18 & very fine thing. Fisher T. Fish thinks #-a vipping idea to
- form one for the benefit of his fellow Removitex, snd, sirangely enpugh, they agree. Later, however, the cute
American junior introduces some original business ‘“"stunts,’”’ with the result thaf the Friendly Society hardiy

lives up to its name.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Luck for Fishy !

i“ GUESS [ want to talk to you
I galoots !

Fisher T, TIish made Lhat

_ announcement as he looked in at
Study -INo. 1 in the Bemove passage al
CGreyfriars. -

Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, Frank
Nugent, Hurree Singh, and Johnny Bull
—known to posterity as the Famous I'ive
—were at home, The “galoots " glared
al Fisher 1. Fish in a most unwelcome
manner. They had not been locking
Twst pleased with themselves when
I'ishy had poked his hatchet features in
at the doorway. 7The looks they gave
Fisher T. Fish would have scared a more
sensitive youth away. But Fisher T,
I'ish, the wyouth from the Yew-nited
States, was not g bit sensitive, except as

far as his pocket was concerned. He
smiled cheerfully, and walked in.
“Sheer off, Iishy!” growled Bob
Cherry,
“Buzz off!” said Frank Nugent,

reaching for the study poker.

“Hyer, I say, you jays can cut o
the rough stulf!” said Fisher T. Iish
hastily. “I guess I've come to say a
friendly mouthful—-"

““Say it outside, Fishy |" eut in Harry

Wharton, frowning. “There’'s the
toor !

Fisher T. Fish sighed.

“Oh, let up, you jays!"” he said.

“The fact is, I've come to interest you
in a little proposition—""'

“(Go and bury it, Fishy!"” snapped
- Wharton irritably. * You can't interest
us in anything—unless you can tell us
who has raided our grub-cupboard and
burgled all the tuck we laid in for tea!"

Fisher T. Fish's keen eyves glanced
towards the open cupboard of Study
No. 1. That cupboard, like Mother
Hubbard's, was bare., Fishy then
realised the why and the wherefore of
the Famous Five's dismal looks.

“(ruess some rustler's cleaned out the
whole shebang, eh?” he chuckled, *1I
euess that's hard lines. Dut never mind
the tuck——"

“*Neover mind the tuck !” howled Dob
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with Fisher T. Fish—the cute

{

A delightiul story of Harry
Wharton & Co. of Greylriars,

American junior—as the central
figure. Told by

FRANK RICHARDS.

Cherry. * Why, you burbling -idiot, we
—we're as hungry as hunters. You—

LK)

you—= _
Bob Cherry, in his indignation, could
find no words sullicient to express his
feelings.
Fisher T,
soothingly.
“1 kinder reckon I know how wou

galoots feel,” he said. “But don't let
it get your goat. Now, listen to me——"

““We're not going to listen to you!"
snorted Johnny Bull.  “Get out,
Fishy !

“Look hyer, my new proposition-—"

“Ring off |"”

“I tell you it's the stunt of the cen»
tury !” bawled Fishy indignantly,
tell the world it's a regular top-notch,
high-rolling, gilt-edged scheme!”

* Br-r-r-r-r!"

Iish waved his bony hand

The Famous Five were not a bit im-
pressed, They were nsed to Fisher T,
Fish's “eilt-edged,” ““top-notch "

schemes., Fisher T'arleton Fish, of New
York, U.5.A,, was a great business man,
and was Rlways staggering humanity
with some new wheeze, DMany a little
scheme for money-making had he foisted
upon his schoolfellows at Greyfriaras, He
had blossomed forth as a moneylender,
a pawnbroker, an insurance agent, and
a vendor of cheap “lines ¥ in jewellery
and sports goods. All of his schemes,
however, had ended in disaster,- and
Greyfriars had come to regard any fresh
proposition of Fish's with suspicion.

“1 kinder reckon, guess, and cal-
kewlate that you galoots will sit up.and
take notice when I've propounded my
prﬁp-t)ﬁiti{m!” went on Fisher 1, Fish,
“It's a new idea altogether——"

““A new swindle, you mean!” growled

Johnny Bull,

“'"Tain't a swindle this time—I—I
mean, there isn't any swindle at all!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

I'ishy glared,

“Yon—you silly mugwomps!” he
snorted. “Can’t you give a galoot a
hearing? When yon know what I
propose to do——"

“We know who you propose to do,
Fishy, and that's little us!” said Bob

ki I"ll i

“But you won't do us
We're too fly 17

Cherry blandly.
this time, old son!
““Ha, ha, ha!"

“I guess I'm not going to swindle
you!" howled I'ish. * Look hyer, I'm
going to do you all a good turn! I
guess I'm poing all ont to become a
publiec benefactor ! Listen hyer, you
jays! There's no catch in this—nope,
sirs; I guess not! When I've got you
wise to the R.I.I".S.—"

““The whatter?"”

“The which?”

“The R.IF.F.5.

“That must mean Raving Fatheads
Fishy Swindles!” said Squiff thought-
fully,

““Ha, La, ha!"”

"

“You burbling jay!"” howled I'ishy.
“Tt doesn't mean anything of the sort,
I guess W

“ Rotten Teeads on  Fourpenny
Sausages! How's that!?” said DBob
Cherry.

Fisher T. T'ish pave an emphatic
snort.

“0Oh, won all-fired mugwumps make
me tiged!” he moaned. I guess 1
might as well talk to a lot of lunatics!
1f brains were tombstones, I gueass you
wouldn't be able to raise a hatful of
marble c¢hips bobtween you—nope, 1
guess not!”’

“Buzz off, Fish!” said Harry Whar-
ton irritably. *It's no use your trying
to interest us: in any morve swindling

wheezes, We've had some! You can
skedaddle!"
“This gilt-edged proposition of
- Ty

mine

“Do you prefer to walk out or be
thrown out?” inquired Bob Cherry
pleasantly, *“We don’t mind what it 1%,
Fishy!"

40h, Jehosophat!
talking sense to this sleepy outht?”
groaned Fisher T. Fish.r **You jays
have got about as much noose as a bunch
of rummies on a batchigalpup.™

“Great pip!”

““A brace of wops in a shebang could
show more savvy than you all-fired mug-
wamps !"” snorted Fish, * Blessed if a
real, red-hot business man isn't wasted

THE MacexeT Liprary,—No. 815,
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school, T—

war

at this hyer Hyer,
wharrer you at

Fish gave a roar as the Famous Five,
laoking grim and carnest, advanced
npon him, Ile found himself grasped
i many hands, and he was whirled over
violently.,

“Yaroooocogh! Yah!
ujpr, you jays! Hands off !

inump!

The lanky form of Fisher T, Fish went
Nying through the eopen doorway of
Study No. 1,.to land on tho linoleum
outside with a {ervific bump.

Slam |

The door of Study Neo. 1 shut
forcibly. Fisher T'. Fish moaned, picked
hims=elf up, and limped away, gasping.

Wow! Let
Oooooop !"

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Fish Gets Busy!

" LGUESS T must do something !

I Thus soliloquised Fisher T.

IFish as he walked up the back
stairs as Greyiriars,

Thé American Removite had been
going the rounds of the Remove studies,
trying to interest his Form-fellows in his
lnatest wheeze.  DBut Fishy had been
rebufied everywhere. Nobody had given
him a chance to explain his idea. The
Removites knew their Fish, and turned
deaf ears, a3 it were, to his entreaties
for a hearing. Sowe of them, when Fish
became  persistent, had resorted to
violenee, like Harry Wharton & Co,

The Tranzatlantic junior walked dis-
consolately along the rear corridor,
puzzling his brain as to the best nweaus
of getting the Doubiting Thomases
iterested in his new wheezo.

Ho halted and looked out of a side
window dismally, still thinking.

A few minutes passed, then suddenly
stealthy footsteps sounded on the back
stairs. TFisher I, Fish pricked up his
vars,

The footsteps came necarer, and Fish,
peering along the corridar in the semi-
darkness, saw a plump figure come into
view beanng two large parcels,
~ “Bunter|” breathed Fisher T. Fish
1 a soft voice. " It's Bunter, by gum!
I wonder what tho fat clam's up to*"”

Billy Bunter stood stock still and
blinked in alarm at Fisher T. Fish when
that youth calinly walked out of the
window alcove and confronied Lin.

“I—I—— Obh, really Nugent—"
spluttered the Owl of the Remaove.

“'"Tain't Nugent: it's me, Fish!" said
the American junior. *“Look hyer,
Bunter, what's the lay? You've stolen
those parcels, I guess, What's in 'em—
vats '

:‘Ents " gasped Billy Bunter.

‘Grub, then, if you can't understand
rsood English!" said Fish., *“I kinder
reckon, guess and calculale, Bunter,
yvou've got stolen grub in those parcels.”

“Oh, really, Fi-ﬁrj 1" gaid Billy Bunter
{rebly, “I—— QOw! Haunds
ulf, you rotter!”

Fisher 1. Tish seized the parcels sud-
denly and rvipped open one of them. A
krand assortment of tuck was disclosed,

M1 guess my opine was correct, sir!”
chuekled Fish, *You didn't come by
this honestly, Bunter, You're a regular
. young hard grafter. I guess I'm going
1o confiscate this hyer provender!"

“Why, you—you thieving rotter!”
¢pluttered - Billy Buunter  wrathfully.
“Gimme that tuck, Iishy, or I'll tell
Mr. Quelch.”

“Tell away!” chuckled Fish, “I

Leggo!l

. Bunter

guess Quelchy will want to know where
you got it from. You ecan’t pull the wool
over the cyes of a galoot from the
U.5.A.; nope, sir, I guess not! You
may have had a little trouble in getting
this tuck, Bunter, so I reckon you're
entitled to something by way of com-
pensation, Hyer you are!”

Fish extracted a sixpence {rom his

pocket and generously gave it to Billy
Bunter.

Bunter blinked as Fishy walked away
with the two parcels of tuck.

IFisher T. Fish was quite right in his
surmise that Billy Bunter had stolen the
tuck contained in those parcels. William
George Bunter was an  everlastingly
hungry youth, and was an adept in the
art of filching other fellows' tuck. He
had been on his way to the upper box-
room to enjoy a great feed on his own
E:]*nim. unfortunately, encountercd by

ish.

“You—yon rotter, Tishy!” howled
Billy Bunter wrathfully, “Gimme my
tuck !"’

“It's not your tuck, Bunter!”
IFish over his shoulder.

“]—I—— Oh, really, Fishy!" splut-
tered the luckless Owl, I say, old
chap, wa’'ll go halves!”

“Nope, sir, I guess you've heen com-
pensated ! was Fisher T. Fish's parting
rejoinder, and he disappeared down the
stairs,

“The—the beast!” pasped DBilly
Bunter, clenching his fat fists. * The
thieving rotter! Pinching a chap’s tuck
under his very nose and calmly giving
him sixpence! Beast! After all my
trouble in raiding that tuck from
Wharton's study, too! For two pins I'd
go after that mean Awmerican beast and
mop up the floor with him!”

But William George DBunter thought
betler of it, and rolled downstairs dis-
consolately. He went over to the tuck-
shop and sought small consolation in
spending the solitary sixpence kindly
bestowed upon himi by Fizher T, 1Vish,

Fisher T, Fish came into the tuck-
shop a short while aflterwards. Billy
was scatedd on an upturned
ginger-beer crate, endeavouring {o per-
suade Mrs, Mimble to allow him *““tick ™
on a few tarts. DBut the pood dame of
the Grevfriars tuckshop folded her arms
and steadfastly refused.

She gave Fishy a glare, too, when he
came in, Fisher T. Fish was not a good
customer at the tuckshop. He was ex-
tremely ‘“‘tight " with his money, and
did not often spend it at the school tuck-
shop.

To the surprise of Mrs. Mimble, and
the utter amazement of Billy Bunter,
Fisher T. Fizh planked down a ten-
shilling note on the counter.

“I guess I want the equivalent of that
in tuck, ma’am,” said Fishy, *“I reckon
you can put in a bit extra on a bulk
order like this, eh?”

“I'll see. Master TIMish,” the
astonished Mrs., Mimble.

Billy Bunter rolled off the crate and
blirked at Fish.

“I say, Fishv, old chap, whai's the
idea?’ he asked inguisitively. ' Are you
going to stand a feed 1"

“Wait and see!” snapped Fish.

““Look here, Fishy, that tanner you
gave mo didn’t go far,” said Bunter
peevishly, “You might gimme a few
tarts and a glass of pop. I'm famished.
I think I'll try one of those doughnuts.”

“Hyer, hands off those doughnuts,
Bunter!” roared I'ish, as Bunter ex-
tended a fat hand towards a bag of

said

said

doughnuts Mre, Mimble had just put out |

on the counter, “T guess I'm not stand-
ing treat, you greedy clam! You're not
getting anything out of me; not a crumb,
sir!  You can vamoose the ranch,
Bunter !

“*(th, really, Fishy i

““Hallo, halln, hallo! Tishy's buying
up the tuckshop!” said Bob Cherry
breezily, coming into the tuckshop just

then with Harry Wharton and the Test

of the TFamouz Five,
wheeze, Fishy "’

“I guess you galools will soon know,”
said Fisher T. Fish with a wise look.
“I kinder reckon, guess and calculaie
you'll be sorry for the rough way you
lreated me a little while ago. I'm not
a guy to bear malice; nope, sirs, A
business man always expectz to hit the
hard rocks sometimes in this sleepy, one-
horse island. You galoots have run out
of grub for tea, I believe? Well, don’t
worry. I'm standing you a feed to-day.”

“Wh-a-a-a-at!”

“Hold me up, Franky!” gazped Boh
Cherry, collapsing limply in Nugent's
arms, “"Do I hear aright? Say it again,
Fishy 1"

“I guess you jays needn't try to pull
my leg,” said Fishy. *“If you don't
believe me, go into the Hall and take a
slant at the notice-board.”

“What's the

“Take a +what?® gasped Harr
Wharton. 1
“A slant—a lock V' eaid Tichs.

“Blessed if it isn’t time 1hey bhegan to
teach the English language at this hyer
school !"

The Famous Five staggerced away and
went indoors. They found a erowd
gathered round the notice-board. They
blinked at the solitary paper displayed
thereon. and the inseription in the long,
spidery serawl of Fisher 1. Fish. Tt

ran
“NOTICE!
] R.F.I'.S.!
This Concerna Chaps of the Remove
Only !

REMOVITES, TAKE NOTICE!
A GRAND INAUGURAL MEETING
AND FEED WILL BE HELD IN THE
RAG THIS EVENING, AT 6 O'CLOCK
SHARP!
R.F.F.8. 1!
FEED COMMENCES 6 O'CLOCK !

DON'T FORGET! ROLL TP,
REMOVITES !
YOU CANNOT AFFORD TO MII&S
THIS!

YOU WILL BE SORRY I YOU DO!
. R.F.F.S. 11!
None Except Removites Admitted to the
I'eed.
R.IF.1I.S.1111
Pleuty of Grub! No Charge for
Admission! Roll Up!! !t

(Signed) TFISHER T. FISH,
President, R.I'.F.8."

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at the
amazing notice and gasped.

“My only hat!” exclaimed Frank
Nugent. “So Fishy's standing a feed—
to the whole Form! What's the maticy
with him? He must be off his rocker to
break out like that in his old age! And
what the merry dickens can R.F.1".4.
mean?”

*That’s what Fishy was gassing about
in our study a little while ago,” eail
Harry Wharton thoughtfully. * Chaps,
it isn't often anybody stands a Form
feed. We've got no tuck, and funds
are pretty low, so this offer comes like
corn in Egypt. We'll go.”

" Rather !

This was the decision arzived at by
all the Removites who saw the notice,

Everyqne loves a mystery, so ‘“ An Island Mystery ! *'—

TH1E MacxET TIBRART.--- N0, 815,
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And at six o'clock sharp the Rag was
crowded with eager Removites. ‘I'hree
jarge trestle-tables had been erected in
the room, and there were enough chairs
to accommodate all.

The tables were laid neatly, and there
was an assortment of tuck that made
the eyes of the Removites glisten,

Fisher T. Fish was standing at the
head of the middle table, rubbing his
bony hands and smiling benevolently.

When all the Removites had arrived |

he locked the Rag door and returned to
his place at the head of the middle
table. Then he raised a bony hand aloft.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Great Wheeze !

és ENTLEMEN—"
“Hurrah!"

““Gentlemen, I guess I'm

glad you've responded s0

nobly to my invitation!” said Fisher T.
KFish, “I reckon we're all ready for the
feed i

** Hear, hear!"

“ Passed unanimously !”
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” . -

“Then, gents, pile in!" said Fishy.
“There’s plenty ﬂiI everything, I reckon,
I guess you can go ahead.”

The Removites needed no sécond
hidding. They went ahead, Fisher T. Fish
had thoughtiully seen to everything, The
tea was a little weak, and there was
rather @ scarcity of sugar, but the
Removites did not worry over that.
I'rank Nugent said he thought the butter
was a trifle ““niffy,” and Bolsover major
mentioned the obvious {act that the jam
had been watered to make it go further,
But it was Fishy’s feed, and the
Removites wired in cheerfully,

Fisher '[. Fish sat at the hoad of the
table and partook sparingly of the viands,
There was a glint of satisfaction in his
narrow eyves, and several times he rubbed
‘tris bony hands together under the table.

Cheerfulness and good humour reigned
supreme. Iishy's feed, unlike most of
tho other “stunts ” in which he invited
his Form-fellows %o parlicipate, was
proving a great success,

Harry Wharton & Co. might not have
felt so friendly disposed towards Fisher
T, Fish had they known that their own
tuck formed a goodly part of the feed.
Billy Bunter guessed that this was the
case, but he dared not denounce the wily
Fish for the sake of his own skin, The
Owl of the Remove consoled himself by
waking the hest of the feed whil~ it
lasted. It mave Fisher T. Fish a pain
to watch Billy Bunter shifting the tuck
al his usual express speed, and he
heartily wished that he had somehow
debarred the fat Removite from coming,

But everyone else seemed salished,
and Billy Bunter had to call a halt at
last. when the last morsel was gone.

“Well, that was prime!” said Bob
Cherry cheerfully, laving down kmfe
and fork.

“Rather!" said Tom DBrown,

“T'he primefulness was terrific!”
murmiired ITurree SRingh, in his weird
and wonderful English. *The honoured
and worthy Fish has repeuted of his
dishful ways. As the proverb puts it, it
is never too late to do a stiteh in time!"

““Ha, ha, ha!"” roared the Ilemove.

Fisher 'I'. Fish arose from the table and
stood upon a chair.

“Gentlemen, I guess we are all
gathered here in a spirit of friendliness,”
he said impressively.

roared Bob

“T reckon it's up |
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the conflagration.

to us all, as members of the same I'orm,
Lo maintain that spirit of friendliness as
far as we can.”

“My hat!” said Hnrrf Wharton, look-
ing hard at the bencvoleut-faced Iishy.
““What's bitten him 7"

Fisher 1", Fish waved hiz right arm.

“1 guess you chaps have been wonder-
ing wﬁy I invited you hyer to this feed?”
he said. )

““Yes, we have! It's so unlike you,
Fishy, to bo so liberal,” said Johnny Bull
in his direct, blunt manner, **Have you
suddenly come into a fortune and {urned
philanthropist?" :

“ Nope, sir—I guess I've como into no
fortune,” said Fish. * But, gents, I've
come into the most corkin’ idea you ever
dreamed of! I kinder reckon, guess and
cal-kew-late that avhen you've been put
wise, you'll be plumb tickled to death
about 1t!"”

“Oh!” said Frank Nugent. “That's
why you invited us to the feed, Fishy—to
tell us about your latest wheeze?”

“I guess you'vo hit it, sir,” said Fishy
with a benign smile. ‘*That feed, gents,
is part of the wheeze. The whole wheeze
is one in which the Remove Form, and
the Remove only, will participate.”™

Y Well, Fishy, if the rest of the wheeze
is like the first part, we'll join in
heartily,” said Bob Cherry with a grin.

“Hear, hear!"”

Fisher T. Fish's hatchet
creased into a pleasant smile,

“] guess you'll be pleased when you
hear sbout it,"” be said. * It's the best
wheeze of the year, I—"

“Oh, it's bound to beo

features

another

The farmer and his men, attracted by the smoke, dashed up to put out
They fairly swamped the inside of the barn, and
Skinner, Snoop and Stott were given a thorough drenching.
Help ! * howled Skinner.

‘* Yarooh !
(See Chapter 4.)

Bolsover
“ IFish's schemes always are.
clear off and do our prep.”
‘“ Hyer, you stay and hark out to whal
I'm goin' to say!"” exclaimed Fisher T,

swindle!"  growled

major.
I vole we

Fish. *“(haps who have tho grace to
attend a feed can find grace enough to
attend a meeting afterwards, I guess.”

“Go ahead, Fishy—we'll give you a
hearing,” said Harry Wharlon, with a
good-natured laugh. “Yhat is this
wheeze of vours?”

“RLF.ELS,T said Fish impressively.

“Great pip! That beastly thing
again!" sgid Squiff. - What is it, Fishy
—a new American drink "’

“Nope, sir: 1 guess nix," said Fish,
“The R.ILF.S. stands for the Remove
Form l"riﬁif'ml;r Society."

S Ont”

The Remove juniors looked at Fishy,
and looked at each other. There was
silence for a few minutes.  Fisher T.
Tish stood on the chair and rubbed his
hands, and waited for the great news lo
sink in.

“Remove Form Friendly Society!”
gaspaed Harry Wharton.

Fish nodded. .

“Yep! I guess that's the size of 1l
gentlemen, This hyor is the grand in-
augural meeling of the R.I.F.3. I
guoss it was quite a fitting thing for it
to start wilh a feed, to show that we're
all friendly.” *

“Great Scott!”

The Removites stared at Tisher T.
Fish. Tho Amecrican Removite calmly
took a paper from his pocket and un-
folded it.

—next week’s Greyfriars yarn—will go like *¢ hot cakes’ |
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6 On your travels, jaunis, and capers—

“ Gentlemen, these hyer are the rules
and articles of association of the
R.F.F.8..,” he said impressively. “The
Remove Form Friendly Society is hereby
inangurated——" :

“Who said c0!"” demanded Bul:ztrode
pertinently. |

“J guess we're all on terms of friend-
ship—"’

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

“We have all {aken part in the grand
inaugural feed, 1 guess—"

“Go hon!” .

“ Look hyer, you galoots might give a
chap a hearing!” snorted Fishy. 2
guess the R.F.I'.8. i3 the greatest stunt
I've thought of so far, and I've thought
of some good wheezes in my time— yep,

sirs—just a few!”
“You have, Fishy—ihou

grinned Bob Cherry.

“But this hyer heks the whole lot to
a frazde! It eclipzes the whole constella-
tion, I guess ! =aid Fish enthusiastically.
“The Remove Form Fricndly Society 1s
a thing the Form has been in need of
for some time. It's a thing the Form
is in real need of. The R.F.F.5. will
take the schoo! by storm, I guess. 1
kinder reckon, guess, and calculate that
when the others hear abeut it, they’ll
all be jealous. They'll want to form
friendly societies of their own. Diut the
Remove will be first in the held, With
a keen, level-headed, business man to lead
the way, the Remove will go ahead and
he the envy of other Forms. Gentlemen,
this wheeze 13 a real, gili-edped top-
notcher 1" ‘

“Well, carry me home to die, some-
body " gasped Frank Nugent. * Who-
ever heard of a friendly society at a
school 1"

““That hyer is just it! This hunch of
mine is novel, gents—just a few!" said
Fisher T, Fish eagerly, *“ Why shouldn’y
the Remove Form get together and form
n friendly society? 1 guess it would
unite us in an everlasting spirit of
friendship, mutual help, aml co-operation,
(Gentlemen, I haven’t put you wise to
the real beauties of the scheme yet. As
time's short I reckon I'll explain briefly.
Each member of the R.F.F.3. puts six-
pence a week into the society funds as his
subscription i

“There you are! T thought money
was connected with it somewhere ! said
Peter Todd trinmphantly.

““He's after our money again!" said
Morgan. ‘“That’s Fishy's main wheeze,
ien’t it, whateveri”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Fish snorted,

“T1 wish you jays wouldn't interrupt
he said. “I guess I'm entitled to a
hearing, and then if you don’t like the
idea, you can turn it down. 1 reckon
that’s fair enough. As I was saying, each
member contributes sixpence a week to
the society funds., At the end of the
term there will be a share-out, in which
every member will get back what he has
paid in, plus the interest on loans, and
lrss his share of the expenses which have
been ineurred for the good and proper
conduet of the society.  Further-
morg—"

“Is this the part where you make your
little bit, Fishy " mquired Tom Russell
swoetly,

“*Nope ! I'm

hast 1"’

p12

poe

makin’ nothing!
snapped Fishy, ‘*This hyer idea is for
the good of the Form, I guess. I don’t
figure on makin' durocks for mysclf—not
a Continental brass cent, sir!"

_“_Eqw-wt}w ' saidd  Bulstrode un-
Lelievingly.
“Members of the R.F.F.8. will all

share and ghare alike! That's the under-

lving principle of a friendly sociely, you
galoots!” said Fishy, with some heat.
“Turthermore, as I was saying, members
of the society whose subscriptions are
paid up to dale are entitled to borrow
cash from the society’s available funds
up to seventy-five per cenl of the total
amount of their subseriptions already
paid. I'hat’s another principle of o
friendly society—to assist members 1n
difficulty.” :

“H’m! That's not a bad idea!" said
Bob Cherry. *“ A chap very often gets
into financial difficulties. That’s when a
cash loan would help him. There may
be something in Fish's idea, after all,
chaps. What about the repayments,
Fis.hp i

1]

ﬂoans arc repayable by inslalments,
or in bulk, the rate of five per cent in-
teres{ being charged, this interest going
to the credit of the society funds and
being included in the share-out,” said
Fish.
The Remove juniors looked imipressed.
“ Everything is done on a purely co-
operative basis, and in a friendly way,
the aim of the R.F.I'.3. heing to en-
courage thrift, unanimity, and a share-
and-share-alike spirit in the Form,”
said Fisher 1. Fish, “ Moreover, therc
is another good feaiure of the scheme.
When a chap gets into difficulties
through no fault of his own, the R.F.F.8.
helps him. Ior instance, suppose a chap
runs his bike into a fence belonging to a
village resident, and damages the fence,
and the owner of the fence demands pay-
ment. If the chap is a member of the
R.F.F.8., a special levy is made on the

society funds to help him out of his|

difficulty.”

“Great Scotl!"

i Stand together and help one
another '—that's the motto - of the
R.F.F.5.,"” said Fisher T. Fish unpres-
sively. ‘'If the whole Form co-operates,
we'll make a good thing of it. I guess
it's the niftiest wheeze 1've ever struck!
What do you say, gentlemen "

There was a burz of conversation in
the Rag.

Harry Wharton & Co. and most of the
Remove were greatly taken up by Fisher
T. Fish's scheme. It was somewhat out
of the usual run of the ideas which
were conceived by the . alert Trans-
atlantie Junior with the dominant motive

of "liming his own pocket.”

This one, however, scemed {o be
different, and it was certainly novel. It
appealed to the Removites strongly.
Fisher T. Fish seemed to be in earnest
this time.. Had be not stood the Form a
foed to demonstrate to them the
principles of the friendly society ?

“YWaal, gents, I reckon  you're all
agreed that my wheeze is a real high-
roller!” said Fisher T. Fish, getiing
down from his chair and cleaning a
corner of the table, *“Now, I guess I'll
enrol you all in the R.F.F.8. You first,
Wharton? As captain of the Form, 1
guess it's up to yeu to take the lead.”

“Right-ho, Fishy; put me down!”
said Harry Wharton with a laugh.

. Fisher T. Fish scrawled Wharton's
name in the regisier hefdre him, and
then he extended a large, bony palm,

" Bixpence, please!” he said,

ITarry Wharton handed Fishy sixpence,
which the American junior’ pocketed
with a grin of satisfaction. hen he
looked round on the others,

“Roll up, gents!” he said, “1 guess
you'll all have to join. ¥You'll be out of
all the benefits if you don’t. Your six-
pence, pleaso, Cherry.”

“There's two bob—that will square for

Inky, Johnny; Nugent, and myself,’? said
Bob Cherry, planking down a florin,

Fisher T. 1'ish seized it in his horny
palm and wrote down the four names,

Peter Todd, Vernon-Smith, Dick Pen-
fold, Tomr Russell, and Dick Rake were
the next to pay their sixpences, Half
the rest of the Removites good-
humouredly came into ling and cnorolled
in the R.F.F.5,

“We'll see how the thing pans out,”
said Harry Wharton, as he and his chums
lefi the Rag., ‘' Fishy may make a good
thing out of it—with supervision. A
friendly society for Remove chaps is not
a bad idea, provided it's run properly.
Of course, it may fizzle out in a weelk,
but it's only cost ns sixpence ecach so fu
—and the feed was worth that.”

“Ha, ha! Rather!"”

Meanwhile, seated at the table in ihe
Rag, Fisher Tavleton Fish was kept
busy enrolling his Forintdlows as
members of the R. IV IS, e raked in
the sixpences and scrawled down the
names with a willing and never-tiring
hand. )

Business was so brisk, indeed, that
when DBilly Boanter asked for his sube-
seription to be held over until a postal-
ovder arrived from one of his titled
relations;, IFishy magnanimonsly agreed,

At last all the Remove were enrolled,
and Tishy, left alone in the Rag, rubhed
his bony hands and c¢huckled.

He closed the vegister, and brought
out the subseriptions and a little private
cashbook.

He counted the money carefully,

“Thirteen and six—and sixpence
Bunter owes me, that makes fourteen
bob ! chuckled the business man of the
Remove to himsclf. “Gee whizz! I
guess .that's not so bad for a start! I
guess I shall have to rharge up in-
angural feed expenses. The galoots had
their feed, and I guess it’s enly fair to
make 'em pay for it, although I didn't
mention it. Lemme see! We'll put the
feed expenzes down at ceventeen and
six—that's letting 'em off lightly., That
leaves a dehit balancea to me =o far or
three and six. I guess I can wait for
that till next weeck’s subseriptions roll
in. Fourteen bob a week! Gee whiz!
The galoots will have their friendly
society all right, but I kinder reckon,
guess, and cal-kew-late that I'm the guy
who'll attend to the financial part of the
affair—yep, sir! IFourteen bhob a week |
I guess I've made two bob hard ecash
already, and the society owes me threo
and six, I guess that's pgood for a
start, This R.1\.F.35. business is goin'
to be a real good thing, or my name's
not I, T, Fish!”

Thus ruminating, the American junior
snapped his cashbook together, put the
“takings '’ back into his pocket, and
proceedad to tidy up after the feed.

If everything panned out according to
his shrewd calculations, the R.F.F.8.
was going to be a good thing—{or Fisher
Tarloton Fish.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Skinner & Co.’s Benefit!

LL Greviviars was soon talking
A about the Remove TForin
Friendly Society. Everybody

agreed that it was a good idea.

The Remaovites were guite enthusiastie.
Fisher T. Fish, ever a bhusiness man,
borrowed Mr. Quelch’s typewriter, and
made out a little hook of rules, which he
afterwards hectographed, and  dis-
tributed one each to every member of

The Famous Five are the central figures on the stage next week—
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the K.I'.1°.S. The Juniors roceived the
book cheerfully, little thinking that, in
the privacy of E‘;tud; No, 14, Tisher T.
IFish entered 3d. against each accounk for
*administration and printing expenses,
e.t{“”‘

Fishy pocketed twenty-eight three-[

pences—plus  the three-and-six the
society ‘““‘owed " him—out of the second
week's subseriptions, Ten-and-sixpence
out of fourteen shillings did not leave
much to the balance of the society, but,
as I'ishy told himself, the thing was as
yet in its infancy, and every society
newly formed has various preliminary
eXponses,

The members of the R.F.F.8. would
have to admit that, he guessed, if there
was any trouble at the share-out at the
end of the term,

But the time for the share-out was
still far distant, and Fishy's main con-
cern was the weekly income of fourteen
shillings that hs, as president of the
society, would be able to dabble with.

T'ish went out one afternoon with a
very thoughtful expression on his face.
It was evident, from the look of the
Transatlantic junior, that some new
scheme was being evolved in his alert
brain,

Fish walked out of the school gates
and turned into the wood from I‘riar-
dale Lane.

Passing into the village from the other
sidle of the wood, Fish saw three juniors
wearing the Greyfriars school caps creep
stealthily into a barn.

Ho recognised the trio as Skinner,
Snoop, and Stott, the three dingy
voung rascals of the Remove.

Fish guessed their object in stealing
mto the barn, but shrugged his lean
~ shoulders and walked on,

What Skinner & Co. werc up to was
no “bizney " of Fisher T. Fish's, He
had business of his own to sce to. and
stalked over the little bridge crossing
the Sark, and went into I'riardale.

Skinner, Snoop, and Stott, mean-
while, had settled themselves comfort-
ably in the straw in the barn, and

tigarettes and a pack of playing-cards
wers produced,

The gay dogs of the Remove il
- cigarettes, and proceeded to while away
the time in a little game of nap.

Smoking and gambling were pur-
siiits strictly vetoed at Greyfriars, Had
Skinner & Co.'s partiality for them

become known to the Head or the pre-
' fects, serious trouble for them would
have resulted. DBut Hareld Skinner and
his cronies were too crafty to let news
of their surreptitious * Autters 7 oot to
the cars of Dr. Locke, althongh their
shady ways were well known in the
Remove. Harry Wharton & Co., and
all the decent fellows were down on the
rotters’ brigade, and Skinner & (o,
when caught smoking and gambling at
Lireyiriars, were ragged unmercifully,

But, in the quiet seclusion of the barn,
Skinner and Co. felt safe from all inter-
ference,

. They smoked and gambled till the air
i the barn was one thick haze of
tobacco-smoke,

e T, T o
was winntnge,
Snoop 2 )

“Thanks ! "

olknner hit himself another eigarette
with great bravado, and carelessly threw
away the wnatch. He did not notice
that the mateh, =till burning, had fallen
into a pile of dry straw,

The three young rascals of the
Remove  proceedod  with  their  little
game of nap, quite oblivious of the fact
that the straw had begun to smoulder!

grinned Skinner, who
“* Have another Easper,

“Whew! The air in here is getting
frightfully stuffy |” gasped Skinner sud-
denly. *“I—oh! Oocoogh! Groogh!
What the dickens——"

“The straw’s on fire!” howled Stott,
leaping up.

“Help! Ow-ow!
moaned Snoop,

The three young rascals dashed to the
door of the barn. The straw was by
now well alight, and smoke was coming
from it in vast black clouds,

Az Skinner, Snoop, and Stott reached
the barn-door and opened it, a torrent
of water came through and burst upon
them, bowling them over like ninepins.

Swoooooosh !

“Yarooooogh !

* Gerrugh 1™

Skinner, Snoop, and Stott epllapsed on
the barn floor, and squirmed and yelled.

The water came from a hose held by
the farmer and two of his men, who,
attracted by the smoke issuing from the
barn, had dashed up to put out the con-
fagration.

They fairly swamped the inside of the
barn, and the three luckless juniors on
the floor were given a thorough drench-
INg,
~When at last the fire had been ex-
tinguished, the farmer and his men ran
into the barn, grasped Skinner & Co.,
and yanked them forth.

“Now, you little warmint '” roared
the angry farmer, shaking Skinper till
that youth's teeth rattled. * You coomn
on my land and set foir to my barrn!
The whole place might have been
burrned down! T'll make you pay for
it, by goom! I'll—"

We'll bé burized 1"

A tn

o ..-—"""'_._-—.

“Yaroooogh! Leggo! Help!” howled

Skinner, * We didn't mean—"

Whack, whack, whack!

. The farmer and his men did not waste
time in words. They took Skinner &
Co. across their knees, and commenced
to belabour thein heartily with the stioks
they carried.

The howls of Skinner, Snoop, and
Stott raug out shrilly across the fields.

TFisher T, Fish, returning from the
village, stopped short and blinked at the
scene of woe,

“Waal, I swow!” lhe gasped. * Those
galoots are gettin’ it hot, I guess!”

Fisher T. Fish stood by and watched
the chastisement of Skinner and Co,
with great interest.

The farmer and his men did not 3’?&[)
whacking them until their arms ached.

““There, you little whelps!"” gasped

the farmer, getting up but retaining a
strong pgrip on Skinner's coat-collar,
“I'll make you pay for the damage, too.
I'll apply to your ’'cadmaster for pay-

ment | "

“Yow-ow-ow! Dud-don’t do that,
sir!"” moaned Skinner, “There's no—
yow-ow |—need to bring the Head into
this. Groogh! How much is the
damage ?"

“Fifteen bob!" roared the farmer.
“Not a farthing less! IPay up, or I'll
report you!” -

kinner, Snoop, and Stott miserably

turned out their pbckets,

They raised eleven shilling and three-
pence between them.

“T want another three-and-nine
roared the irate farmer. “I'll sce I
get if, too! I'I1I—7

g

Yarooh !

A perfect fusillade of missiles burst upon Fisher T, Fish.
Let up, you jays !" howled Fishy. ““I guess-—yowp!”
He lost his balance on the chair and erashed to the floor,
ha ! *’ roared the Removites,

**Yah !

** Ha, ha,
(See Chapter 5.)

—and. the exciting adventures they meet with will thrill you !

THE MAGxET LiBrAry.--No. §15
LS



8 Don’t be left at the wrong end of the

“We haven't got it!" gasped Skinner,

“(fan't you wait till—— Obh, there's
Fish! I say, Fishy!”
Fisher T. Fish walked over. There

was a cunning glint in his eyes,
“Hyer I am,” he said. * I guess you
jays have been makin’ some shemozzle

-——just a few!” :

“Lend us three-and-nine, TFishy!”
beseeched Skinner. “ We've got to pay
for the damage we've done, and——"

“We're members of the friendly
society, =0 we're edtitled to help ™ said
Sunoop desperately, = 3
T_Stl;mmm' & Co. locked at Fisher T.
*12h,

They did not expect Fishy to agree
with Snoop. ! J. 3

13ut, to their utter surprise, Fisher T,
Fizh gave a hrisk nod. !

Y[ gness that's so, Snoop!” he said.
“ As members of the RF.F.8. you are
entitled to the help accorded by the
society, Members in difficulty are given
assistanco so far as the means of the
suciety permit. You require the sum of
threc-and-nine to get you out of your
diffiendty. Waal, hyer you are!” ‘

Fish thrust a Dbony hand into his
trousers nocket and withdrew the sum of
three shillings and ninepence, which he
lhianded over to the wondering farmer.

Skinner, Snoop, and Stott gasped,

“J—1 say. that's awfully decent of
yon, TFish!” sail Skioner, looking
narrowly at his Form-fellow, as he
limped away wilth Snoop and Stott.
“You got us out of a nasty scrape then.
I the farmer had reported us to the
ITead, and it got out that we weve in the
Larn smoking and playing cards 3

“I guess yvou'd have got i1t in the
neck, sir!” said Fisher T. Fish. *‘ Look
iver, Skinner, I'm no philanthropist, and
by righis you are not entitled to com-
pensation from the friendly society, as
tha trouble was brought upon yourself
by your own wilful nusdeeds—I guess
you'll read that in the book of rules.”

“Well 7" gaid Skinner, with a quick
Yook at Fishy. “You've helped us.
We'll pay you back.”

Fisher T. Fish waved a bony hand
aloft.

“I puess I'm not worryin' albout the
payin' back,” he said, 2 All I want, 1
puess, iz a receipt for three dollars—
hWfteen bob in your played-out English
money,”’

** Fifteen hob ! gasped Skinner. “You
only stumped up three-and-nine, Fishy !

“*You paid the farmer fifteen bob,
didn’t you!” sanl Fish meamingly. *“1
puess it cost voun lifteen bob to get out

of your difficulty. Waal, the R.F.F.S.
has got to grt the credit for that, or I
kinder reckeon, guess, and cal-kew-late

yon jays won't get off so dead casy as

ven think.”

“"What do you mean, Fishy " gasped
=kinner,

"1 guess T shall have to lay the matter
hifore the :zociety at our mecting to-
nircht, and tell 'em exactly how the fire
1 the barn started, and press for the
tepayment of that threc-and-nine !” said
Fish calmly.

“You—rvou spoofer ! exclaimed
Skinner. * You want a reecipt for fifteen
bab from ns, =0 that you'll get credit for
Lhaving paid ihe lot!”

“That's about the size of it," said
Fizh, nodding. “ A watter of propa-

ganda for the R.IF.F.8, vou know.
That's business.”
** Business ! splittersd Skinner,

“It’s a swindle! We shall have to repay
the fiftecn bob (0 the society s

“You've got till the end of the term
to pay,” said Fish with a grin. ** Ain’t
) woith it, to get out of a scrape like

that? Suppose the farmer guy had gone
to the Head and put him wise to your
goin’s on? The old galoot had properly
got his mad up, and he'd have kept his
word if I hadn’t stepped in. I guess you
chaps had better toe the line and do as
I say. It's all for the good of the
R.F.F.8., you know."”

“Br-r-r-r-r!"”

Skinner, S8noop, and Stott limped
onward, The wily Fish had got them
out of a scrape, but required a favour in
return.

Skinner & (lo. did not have any
qualms of conscience about giving Fishy
a misleading receipt, but they did not
relish having to pay fifteen shillings into
the society funds after having already

aid out eleven-and-threepence to the
armer.

But, as Skinner afterwards remarked,
they had plenty of time to pay, and the
damage in the barn might bave been
worse. They might have burned the
barn down, and they turned pale at the
thoughts of what would have ensued
then.

So, after all, they felt that the best
thing to do was lo grin and bear 1!

And Fisher 1. Fish, when he returned
to Greyfriars, took eleven-and-threepence
out of the society funds and transferred
it to his own pocket, entering an item
of fifteen* shillings in the book, to be
raised by special levy on the members of

the R.F.F.8.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Stormy Meeting !

ié IXPENCE-HA'PENNY, please!”
S Fisher T. Fish came up to
Harry Wharton & Co., who wera
chatting in the Common-room
alter tea, and made that demand,
The Removites loocked at Fish in con-
siderable astonishment.

Harry Wharton.
“Bixpence-ha'penny, please!”  said
Fish, holding out a horny palm. il |

guess that's the size of the special levy

“So
you've raised a special levy, Fishy!
What's the levy for?”

“To pay the fifteen bob loaned to
Skinner, Snoop, and Stolt this afterncon
to help them out of a difficulty, I guess,™
said ¥Fish breezily. *“*Skinner, the silly
mugwump, haopened to chuck a lighted
match into a barn =2nd set light to some
straw that was in there, 'he farmer
stung him and the others fifteen bob
between 'em to pay for the damage,
under threat of reporting ’‘em to the
Head. 1 happencd to be there, and 1
paid up out of tha society fund:, those
three being accredited members of the
R.F.F.S.

“The loan will be met by a special
levy, according to the society rules,
There are twenty-eight memberz. Each
will have to cash out sixpence-ha’penny
to raise the fifteen hob. When the loan
15 repaid the durocks will go back into
the socicty funds, and will be included
in the share-out at the end of the term,
So I guess you galoots will sce your
money Bein' members of the
R.F.F.8 you can't go back on its
principles, and I reckon it's up o you to
meet  the levy. Sixpence-ha’penny,
please !

“My hat!"” exclaimed IHarry Wharton.
“OFf course, we don’t mind paying the
levy if it's a case that genuinely comes
under the rules of our friendly society.
But I think the matter ought to be gone

‘on each member of the R.F.F.8."

“Oh!"” gasped Harry Wharton.

“What did you say, Fishy?’ asked

queue—

into first. Other friendly societies do not
grant assistance to members unless a
committee previously investigates the
case and proves it genuine,”

h]ﬁ‘ishnr T. Fish looked a little blank at
this,

“Look hyer, you galoot, this society
hasn't got a committee, and 1 guess it
doesn’t need one,” he said. “I calculate

ou can rely on me, as president of the

JF.F.8., to handle the funds in a
proper and businesslike manner.”

“0Oh, bow-wow!” said Bob Cherry,
“Your business methods are too jolly
cute for us, Fishy! Chaps, I vote we
hold a meeting of the R.F.F.8. imme-
diately, for the purpose of investigating
the funds and forming a managing comi-
mittee.”

“Hear, hear!”
enthusiastically.

*“Oh, Jehoshophat !’ gasped Fisher T,
Fish in dismay. “ Look hyer, if you jars
don’t think I can run this society y

“We think we ought to have a com-
mittee, instead of leaving everything
m the hands of the president!” said
Harry Wharton sharply. “We were
silly asses not to have thought of that
before. Gather in the other chaps, and
we'll ‘hold a meeting.”

Fishy protested wildly, but the minds
of Harry Wharton & Co. were made up.
While Bob Cherry and Nugent and
seVeral others went to call in the
members of the R.F.F.8., Johnny Bull,
Dick Penfold, and Peter Todd rushed
Fishy away to his study and made him
fetch out the books of the society.

When Fish came in with the books
the Common-room was crowded with
members of the friendly society.

The Remove had turned up in {full
force for the meeting. roar grected
the appearance of the president, who
was led in by Johnny Bull and Peter
Todd, with Penfold bringing up .the
rear, carrying the books,

““Here’s Fishy!”

“*Shove him on the chair and let him
give an account of the society affaire ™

“How many quids have we got 14
our account so far?"

Fisher 1. Fish was dumped on the
chair apd the books placed before him.
He grasped them and stood up. I1e
pulled his necktie and collar straight and
glared round upon the assembled
Removites,

“Yow! I gucss you're a set of all-
fired, elab-sided  mugwumps!”  he
gasped, “This hyer meeting wasn't
called by me, but I reckon that if a
spurit of  friendship 18 maintained
thronghout the proceedings——"

“Cut the cackle and get on to the
hosses ! shouted Bob Cherry. “1 call
on the president to render an account of
the progress of the R.F.F.8.”

‘“Heayr, hear!”

Fisher 1. Fish shrugged his lean
shoulders and opened the cash book.

“Gentlemen, hyer we have the cash
account,” he said. *“*Three weeks' sub-
scriptions have been paid by all mem-

cried the Removiies

bers, with the exception of W. (.
Bunter, who 13 two weeks 1
arrears—""

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old Bunter!"

“He's still waiting for the proverbiul
postal-order 1"

“Gentlemen, thoe total cash subscribed

g0 far 18 two pounds one shilling
“Hurrah!"
“QOut of which have been made the
following deductions,” said Fish, with

a covert look at his Form-fellows,
“Beveuteen-and-six for the inaungurul
feed '

Even William George Bunter comes out strong in ‘“ An Island Mystery |’ —
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—there’s bound to be a rush for the ‘“ Afhual.”” NOW ON SALE! 9

“Great pip!” ejaculated T'rank
Nugent. “You stood that feed your-
self, Fishy!" i

“I guess I invited you all hyer to a
feed to inaugurate the R.F.I'.S.!” said
I'isher T. Fish. *'It was a risk on my
part, as I had to stand exes for the feed.
If the idea of forming the Friendly
Society had fallen through, I guess I'd
have been left. But as you chaps agreed
to form into a friendly society, I reckon
it's only fair and business-like that you
should contribute to the inaugural feed.”

““The artful spoofer!” shouted Bul-
strode. *I thought it was unlike Fishy
to stand a Form feéed on his. own!”

“You didn't tell us we'd have to pay
the piper!” exclaimied Frank Nugent.
“The committee ought to disallow that
claim !

“I guess that's
I'ish  desperately.

roarod
told

business!"
“You're not

I guess that

This hyer 15 a business
Seventeen-and-six 1s what
the feed cost, and I reckon it's got to
stand "'

““All right, let it stand!” said Harry

everything in business!
wouldn't do!
proposition !

Wharton patiently. *“We'll see you
don’t have a chance to mislead us again,
Tishy! We have, then, one pound three-
and-six to our ecredit?”

“‘ Nope, you haven’t, sir!” said Iish
biriskly. “ There's an item of seven
shillings for administration and printing
cxpenses,”’

“Wha-n-a-at?"”

“How do you make that out, Fishy?"”

Fisher T. Fish gave a tired look.

“I puess all you galoots had a book of
rules issued to you?" he said. “ Where
d> you think the money came from to
compile and print 'em? I guess the
soclety funds had to stand the expense.
The charge on each member was only

soon thick with smoke.

get out of this, chaps!™
scrambled through the window to the quad below,

threepence. Those hyer books of rules
were issued at threepence a time. I
guess that ain't expensive.”

“I guess it’s a downright fraud!” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton hotly. *“You
gave no intimation to the members cuf
the society, you bounder, that the books
of rules would be charged up for!™

““Does a business-man tell his clients
everything ¥"" demanded Fish wearily.
“*I guess it's a hard job trying to knock
sensg into you slab-sided jays! You
don't expect to have things for nothing,
do you?! I—— Wow! Yah! What
was that?”

“That ' was a pea that had been

aimed at him from a peashooter owned
by Micky Desmond. The pea struck
Fishy on the tip of his prominent nose,
and he roared.

Next minute a perfect fusillade of
peas, bad eggs, tomatoes, and other
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misled by our president on the floor!™
cried the Remove captain in a loud
voice. ‘*As a friendly society, we'll
refrain  from kicking him out and
spiflicating him as he deserves—-"

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“But we'll form a- conmunitice to
manage the affairs of the R.IVF.S. from
now on!”

“ Hear, hear!"

Harry Wharton picked up the cash-
book and looked at Fish's scrawl,

“Gentlemen, according to this book,
tha balance to our credit, after deduct-
ing the seven bob, is sixteen and six-
pence!” he said.

**Shame!"”

““And, deducting the fifteen shillings
lent to Skinner, that leaves a grand
total of one-and-six!” continued Harcy
Wharton.

*“Oh, Jeminy!”

By means of Temple & Co.’s simple device the Common-room was
““Gerrugh ! '’ gurgled Harry Wharton. *‘Let’s
Couching and sneezing, the Removites

(See Chapter 6.)

edibles of doubtful quality, burst upon
him, and he became aware that quite
a large number of the friendly society
members had come prepared with plenty
of ammunition to the meeting.

Whiz! Whiz! Whiz!
“Yarooogh! Yah! Wow! Let up,
you jays! Ow-wow!"” howled Fish,

dancing on the chair under the rain oi
stinging missiles. *'I guess if I get my
mad up, I'll make potato scrapings of
tha whole outfit! Ooocop! I—— Wow-
wow! I'm not going to stand—"

Iishy didn't, for at that precise
moment he lost his balance on the chair
and came crashing over to the floor,
which he struck with a fearful thud. -

“Yaroooooocogh! Oh, Jehoshophae!
Wooonoooooooogh !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.

Harry Wharton jumped on the chair
and fuced the Form.

“ Gentlemen, we have been grossly

:: q!lc-uiul-u-tm]unt- L
CFishy, you awful spoofer——"%
We'll have a committee!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fish's New Wheeze!

ARRY WIHARTON, Bob Cherry,
Johnoy Bull, Nugent, Petor
Todd, and DBulstrode, wers
. being nominated for the com-
miltee when the Common-room door
burst open, and Cecil Reginald Temple,
the leader of the Upper Fourth, and a
crowd of his I'orm-fellows, appeared.
“My hat! These Remove kids have
bagged the Common-room for a silly
meeting!” exclaimed Temple. “I =zay,
Wharton, you and your crew can cleas
out! We want this room!" .
The Removites pglared at Temply,
Dabney & Co.

—whilst Coker & Co. play no small part at the climax !
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“Well, of all the fearful nerve!™
rasped Bob Cherry. * Are you looking
for a thick ear, Temple 7"

“Or a ir of black eyes?i”
Johnny Bull grimly.

Temple, swiftly noting that the odds
wera not in his favour, made a hasty
signal to his followers, and the Upper
Yeourth-Formers withdrew,

*The {fearful nerve of these Upper
Fourth bounders!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, when Temple & Co. had dis-
appeared. * Now, kids, let's get on with
forming the committee,”

The business of the R.I.F.8. pro-
ceeded apace. Some timé passed, and
then, all of a sudden, \several of the
juniors began to cough.

“'Groooogh! Something's burning !
gasped Bob Cherry. *““Where's all this
smoke coming from? I UVh, my
hat! Grooogh! It's coming through
the keyhole !

The startled Removites turned and
saw_a streak of thick, pungent smoke
issuing into the Common-rqom through
the keyhole in the door. Already there
was a haze of nauseating smoke in the
room. As the smoke continued to pour
in through the keyhole, the atmosphere
became worse.

The jumiors sneezed and coughed and

said

gargled and spluttered wiIdI;{.

“¥Yerrugh! This is awful! Open the
. -?‘mnngh — door ! gasped Harry
Wharton,

But although reveral fellows wrenched
at it, the door would not budge.

A shout of laughter came from the
vassage outside,

“Ha, ha, ha! How are you enjoying
vourselves in there, old beans?” came
(‘ecil Reginald Temple's voice. * Do you
like the smoke?”

“Ooooch! You horrid rotter

“Those Upper Fourth bhighters are
hurning smoke-powder, and—gerrugh —
sennding it in here through a tube stuck
in tha keyhale!” gurgled Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Temple, Dabney
& Co. outside.

Theirs was quite a simple apparatus,
really. It consisted of an old kettle and
a length of rubber tubing. Inside the
kettle, the lid of which was sealed down,
a quantity of emoke-powder was burning
- giving off dense masses of fumes, And
those fumes wera being conveyed into
the Common-room by means of the
rubber tube, one end of which was fixed
over the spout of the kettle, and the
olther end inserted in the keyhole of the
(2nmmon-room doar.

Soon, it was almost impossible for the
Removites to see each other in the room,
so thick was the smoke,.

“Gerrugh;! Ocogh-ahhh ! Oh, Jehosho-
phat! I guess we'll have to vamoose the
ranch!” gurgled Fisher T. Fish, making
a dive for the window. * Yerrugh!”

Fish was followed through the window
by a crowd of his sneezing, coughing
Form-fellows. It was ha:;u:-ng the means
of human endurance to tarry any longer
in the smoke-filled Common-room,

Even the Famous Five, who were try-
ing Lo batter down the door, had to give
up at last and seek refuge in the open
alr’ by climbing out of the window,

When they had gone the door opened,
and Temple, Dabney & Co. burst in.

'TThey rashed to the window and let
the smoke pour harmessly into the open
air. They looked down and smiled
sweetly at the luckless Removites, who
were mopping al their streaming eyes
and Blowing their noses violently in the

qlmdran%le elow,
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Temple. *“How

L

i

thing at Greyfriars?

do you feel, dear boys?! Like s=moked
haddocks, I suppose!”

. Y ou—you—you

“We've got the Common-room now,
and we're keeping it for the rest of the
evening ! chuckled the Jeader of the
Upper Fourth, *“You Remove kids can
run away and play marbles!”

“*You awful rotters—"

“Hear us smile!” chortled Temple.

“Qhb, rather!” said Dabney. *Just
hear us!”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

The “smile ” of Temple, Dabney &
Co. was heard all over Greyfriars.

Harry Wharton & Co. shook their fists
at their victorious rivals and went away.

“Hyer, I say, vou galoots, don’t dis-
perse yet!” said Fisher T. Fish. * Now
we're all still together, I've got another
proposition to put up—a real top-notch
idea, in fact!”

“Go and eat coke, Fishy!” growled
Bob Cherry.

“This hyer smoke business put it into
my head!” said the American junior
eagerly. "I kmder reckon, guess, and
calculate, that if the Remove got a
Common-room to itself, it would put one
over the Upper Fourth—what?™

“How on earth could the Remove ever
get a Common-room to itself?” said
Harry Wharton crossly. “You're talking
out of the back of your neck, Fishy!"’

**Nope, sir, I'm not!” said the busi-
ness man of the Remove. ‘‘Hark out,
gents, for the finest stunt of the term.,
In connection with the R.F.FF.8,, why
shouldn't the society have a clubhouse,
like other friendly societies?”’

“Great pipl”

““What the Remove wants is a club-
house, away from the rest of the school,
where chaps of the Remove can gather
and pass the time away pleasantly,” said
Fish, warming to his subject. *“The
Remove Friendly Bociety, with a club-
house of its own, would then be indepen-
dent of the school Common-room. The
premises would be private—for the ex-
clugive use of members of the R.F.F.5.
That, I guess, would turn those other
jays green with envy.™

The Removites looked at I'ishy and at
each other.

“0Of course, a clubhouse for the
R.F.F.8. is a good idea,” said Harry
Whartan; “but how on earth is it to be
managed? If your scheme were carried
out, Fishy, it would mean a building
job.”

“Why not?"” demanded Fishy, *“I
guees the local team of Boy Scouts have
got a headquarters hut of their own. It
didn’t cost ‘em much, Why shouldn’t
the R.F.F.8. manage the same sort of
There's a hit of
waste ground behind the ruined chapel.
The Head would give us permission to
erect a clubhouse there, I guess.”

“(Great Scott! It's a fine idea!” said
Bob Cherry with glistening eyes. “Ii
only we could build a clubhouse, Harry!
Wouldn’t it be grand? Wouldn't the
other FForms be envious? As Fishy says,
it could be done——"

“Yea, it could be dong if we had the
money ! said Harry Wharton dubiously.

Fisher T. Fish waved a bony hand in
the air.

“Leave it to me, gents,” he said. *1
guess you can bank on F. T. Fish of
MNoo York to ses the thing through! 1
kinder reckon, guess and cal-kew-late
that before very long the Remove will
have a clubhouse of s own; yep, sirs,
you wail and see, as one of your politician
galoots uzed to say.”

)

Fisher T. Fish gave the Removites a
cute smile and walked away.

He went to his study and indited a
letter fo his pater’s agents in London.
It was a request for money—as an invost-
ment. When Fish junior wrote for
money it was a sure sign that he had a
scheme afoot whereby he intended multi-
plying that money two or threefold—
more, if possible.

Fish posted his letter, and returned to
his study for prep.

And Johnny Bull, who had the doubt-
ful pleasure of sharing Study No. 14
with the American juniop, wondered why
Fishy kept chuckling and rubbing his
hands over his prep.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Getting Ready for Business!

A HREE days later Fisher 1. Fish
walked out ¢of the post-office in
Friardale with a grin of =atis-
faction on his hatchet face, His

wallet was bulging with potind-notes. He
had just been in to cash the money-order
he had received that morning,

Fish walked lightly up the old High
Btreet, and turned down a =small street
that led to the.river. At the very end
of the street, nest to the river, was a
emall shed and a yard.

He halted at the gate of the yard,
pulled out a bunch of keys, inserted one
in the padlock and opened 1t. He swung
the gate open and walked in, whistling

cheerfully.

He unlocked the shed door and
entered. On a box inside the Jdingy shed
was a bundle of clothing and a parcel
containing a pair of plain glass spectacles,
a wig, and a false moustache,

Figher T. Fish proceeded to change
into man's attire. . When this was done,
by the aid of a small mirror, he put on
the wip, affixed the false moustache to his
upper lip, and placed the spectacles on

15 nose.

The Awmerican junior surveyed himself
in the glass with great sutisfaction,

“Gee whiza!” he chuckled gleefully.
“1 guess nobody would recognise this
galoot as ¥, T. Fish, of Noo York
City! Nope, I guess not! Now, I
wonder whether those notice-boards are
ready? I guess I'll go and find out.”

Thus disgmsed, Fisher T'. Fish walked
out of the shed, locked it, and left ihe
vard door open. He called 1n at a hittle
gignwriter's shop in the same street, and
came out bearing two boards, a hammer
and some nails,

Fishy took them into the yard, and
then, fetching a pair of steps out of the
shed, he climbed up them and proceeded
to nail the largest of the boards over the
yard entrance.

The board. in bold,
letters, hore the following:

“TRIARDALE BUILDING

PANY. !

Houses erected at Shortest Notiee.
Repairs, Ete.”

black-painted

COM-

Having affixed this to hia liking, Fish

ot down, took the steps over to the
ﬂp}mtl door and fixed up the other hoard
This read:

“OFFICE.”

“Good!"” chuckled the business man of
the Remove, getting down and surveying
the two notices. *I guess that will de.
That ought to convince ’em! T reckon
I got this place cheap at five bob a week,

What is the secret of Black Rock Island 27—
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It takes a real, red-hot Lusiness man to
strike a bargain. Now, I wonder when
that dollar’s worth of old wood 1s
coming? Ah, hyer it is!”

A cart dresw up outside the premises of
the ‘“I'riardale Building Co.” It was
laden with old planks of wood, broken
toorframes. and miscellaneous rubbish
that the astute Fish had purchased fromn
the village timber-yard,

When the wood had Leen. deposited in
the yard and the cart had departed,
Fisher T. Fish stood in hLis “office
and rubbed his hands,

“Gec whizz! The place is beginning to
look like a builder’s-vard, I guess!” he
chuckled. “I'll gel some books and
papers and things from Greyfriars for
the office. Then I reckon everything will
be O.K. I guess T'll lock up and get
along to that Army Disposal dump. I
never let things dilly-dally ; nope, I guess
not! I'm a business man, straight from
the word go "

The disguised junior locked up and
walked into I'riardale High Street,

He passed Horace Coker, of the Filth,
and his chums Polter and Greene by the
lunshop. They did not recognise Fishy.
Further along the High Street, Dicky
MNugent & Co., of the Second, were
wrangling with a fishmonger over some
kippers they wanted for tea, They saw
I'iehy coming, but failed to pierco his
disgruise,

Fishy at last came to a large yard
adjoining a motor-car works on the main
road to Courtfield. There was a notice
up proclaiming it to be an Army dis-
posal stores,

Iisher T. Fish ®&alked into the office
and nodded apreeably to the manager.

“I've come concerning that old Army
spctional hut I wrote to you about a few
days ago,” he said briskly. “I am the
proprictor of the I'riardale Building Co.
I guess you can guote me your lowest
price for that hyer hut.”

““Oh, yes, you're the gentleman who
wrote about that old hut we have for
thi=posal,”” said the manager to the dis-
puizgad Fish, “Well, sir, I'in afraid the
hut has seen its best dats. Personally,
I shouldn't advise erecting it. As a
matter of fact, we were considering sell-
ing 1t for firewood.”

“Then I guess I'll buy it at firewood
price,” - said Tisher I Fish eagerly.
“The condition of the hut cuts no ice
with me. T'll give two pourd ten for it.”

“It's a deal, sir,” said -the manager.
“We'll deliver it for you at once.”

Fisher T. Fish handed over the money,
nocketed his receipt, and rubbed his bony
hands with glee, He weni into the yard
and supervised the loading of the ancient
Army sectional hut on to the lorry.

IFish had already had a good look over
the hut. which was in picces, ready for
erection. Mo had made zure that all the
pieces were there. The condition of the
woodwork was certainly verv bad, bLut
not too bad for the junior’s purpose.

The sections were loaded on the lorry.
which drove away, with Fish on board,
for Friarvdale.

The premises of the I'riardale Building
(‘o. were veached, and the ancient hut
dumped in the yard with the other miis-
cellaneous collection of rubbish the astute
I'ishy had purchased.

The driver of the lorry snorted at the
solitary  sixpence generously bestowed
upon him by the propriclor of the Friar-
dale Building Co., and drove away.

“®ood!” chuckled Iish. *8o0 {ar
everything's O.K, The next thing to
do 15 to get that hyer hut faked up to
lnok resncetable. That old wood will come
in uscful for that, I guess.

Paint and I were nearving their completion now,

11

The Removites went along to their studies and furned out quite a good
assortment of furniture. Séveral chairs, mats and carpets, a bookéase,

a table, and pictures galore were taken down to the clubhouse,
(See Chapler 9.)

varnish won't cost much, I caleulate the
whole business will run me into less than
a fiver. Gee, this will be the best paying
proposition I've ever struck !” _

I'isher T. Fish locked up his premises,
having first divested himself of his dis-
guise, and saunterced blithely back to
Greyfriars.

TFishy spent most of his sparc time that
day in rummaging the school stores for
tools, paint, varnish and other things he
required for *“reconditioning ”  the
ancient Army hut he had purchased.
What things he could not *scrounge ™
he had to purchase in the village.

Everything was secretly dumped in the
“office " of Fish'as I'riardale premises.

The cute business junior kept his Form-
fellows’ interest keen concerning the
proposed clubhouse for the R.I.F.S.
Kverybody agreed that it was a fine idea;
but thev did not expect the project to
materialise, despite Fish's assurance that
he would * see the thing through.”

But while Harry Wharton & Co, dis-
cussed the clubhouse, Fisher T. Fish
devoted all his leisure hours and the
following two half-holidays on the
ancient hut at his yard in Friardale.
With hammer and nails, strips of metal
and bits of wood, putty and plaster,
varnish and paint, he worked hard at
each section, until gradually the hut took
on quite a new and substantial look,

Fishy had some notepaper printed,
headed “'The Friardale Building Com-
pany.” And late one Wednesday after-
noon he arrived at Greyfriars tired and

paint-smudged, but cheerful. His phﬁm
e

crept into Mr. Queleh’s study and secretly
used that gentleman’s typewriter fo writo
a letter on his headed notepaper.

Then shortly afterwards a notice
appearcd on the hoard, calling a special
meeting of the R.F.F.8. in the Rag after
tea, duly signed by the President.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Bait Bitten !

ié HAT'S in the wind, I
wonder ?” said Bob Cherry,
as the I'amous- Five were

making their - way to the
meciing.

“Tishy's got another stunt on, I sup-
pose !” growled Johnny Bull. “If he
has, we'll bump the ass for wasting our
time.” '

“He's not going to touch any more of
the Friendly Society’s money, I'll see {o
that!” said Harry Wharton, ‘‘Things
have been going fine sinco we rolieved
Fishy of his financial responsibilities.”

“Ha, ha! Rather!”

The Rag was crewded. DMost of the
Remove had turned up to hear what
Fisher T. Fish had to say.

Fish himself was standing on a chair.
There was an ingratiating smile on his
hatchet face., He rubbed his® hands
several times,

“ Gentlemen,” he began, “1 guess I've
called this meeting for the purpose of dis-
cussing business.  About the R.F.F.S.
clubhouse.™ :

“ What's the use of talking about that
yet, Tishy?” asked Harry Wharton,

—Let Frank Richards tell you in his own style—next Monday !
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“We conldn’t raise enough money to
build a clubhouse. We're all paying our
subscriptions regularly, and that is sure
to mount up to a good bit in time. When
we've enough vcash in hand we’ll think
abont it. But till then—"

“1 guess you can have yonr clubhouse
within a week if von hsten to me !” said
Fish ecagerly. 1 have been negotiatin
on behalf of the R.F.F.5. with a loca
firm of builders about tha clubhouse.”

“ My hat!” exclaimed Havry Wharton.

“Yep. You eee 1 have the interests
of the R.F.FF.8. at heart,” said Fish in
his most mmpressive tones. “ The out-
vome of my negotiations is contained in
this hyer Jetter I want you to get your
glhims on, Wharton."

"Get my glims
Remove eaptain.

“Read, you galoot!” explained Fish.
“Don"t you know your English lan-
guage? 'Take a slont at this leiter,
Wharton. Read it out!”

Fish took a letter from his pocket
amd handed it to ITarry Wharton,

The Removites {'mw-fml round the cap
tain of the Remove as he procecded te
read it.

The letier was headed “ The Friardal
Building Comipany,” and the address wa-
“49a, River Strect, Friardale.” It wa-
neatly typed sud imposing looking, It
ran :

“To F. T. Fish, Esq.,
“Pres.,, Remove Friendly Soviely.
" Greyirviara School,
* Friurdale.

“Dear Bir,—We are obliged by your -
quiry re proposcd creciion of small club-
house for your society at Greyfriars, and
we have pone into the matter thoroughly.
Wo are prepared 1o erect same imnie-
cdiately on  first payment of £5, the
balance of £10 to be payable at the rate
of £1 per week,. We are most anxious
to oblige local clients, and thank you in
anticipation of vour esteemed order.
Assuring you of our best attention and
rervice,

on!"” gasped the

“Woe are,
“Yours faithlully,
“Tne Fr1ArRDALE Buirpisac CoM

The Removites gave gasps of joy aud
amazenent,

“My only hat!” cjaculated Bob
Cherry. " Then—then we can have our
clubhouse put up at once, and all 1t will
cost us at first will be five quid?”

“"Yep, sirs! 1t says so in the leiter!"”
said Fisher T, I'ish, rubbing his hands,

* Balance at a quid a week, that makes
fifteen quid for the whole building,” said
Harry Wharton. " My word, that’s jolly
reasonable I

* Rather !’

“1 gness no other firm would give you
siich favourable terms,” said Fish impres-
sively. “ Being a loecal firm, of course,
and knowing Greyfriars, they trust us,
I put the matter to them, 1 guess, and
vou galoots have got me to thank for
those ters,”

“Well, Fishwv, this 15 certainly jolly
rood,” said Wharton, looking again at
the lettor. “Of conrse they can tinst
us. This Friardale Buildmg Company
scems to be a very decent firm, They
write micely, too, don’t they 7

* I guess yvou vouldu't do business with
a better fHirm,” said Fisher T. Fish
promptly. " What other firm would ercct
a building for a s hoolboys' club on
weekly terms like that?  All you have to
do 18 to raise live quud among you and
plank it Jdown. The firm gives you a
receipt and starts building straight away.
With twenty-eight members in  the

gociety it ought to be an easy maticr to
raisc a quid a week.”

“Rather !” said Bob Cherry enthusias-
tically. *“ We'll raise the subseription to
a bob each—that will leave us with a bit
in hand."”

* Hear, hear !

“Waal, gents, what do you think of
the proposition?” demanded Fisher T.
Fish. " Don't you think it's a real, top-
notch, gilt-edged opportunity ?”’

“Yes. It secems quite all right,” said
Harry Wharton. * We shall have to get
the Head's permission first—about the
waste ground behind the ruined chapel.”

“That's so!”

Harry Wharton lost no time in seeking
the Head’s permission before deciding to
accept the generous offer of the Friar-
dale Building Company. And to the joy
of all the Remove Dr. Locke consented.

The Remove Friendly Society had a
whip round, and the required five pounds
were easily forthcoming, thanks, mainly,
‘0. the generosity of Lord Mauleverer,
“he Bounder, and Inky. The money was
lispatched with a very nice letter, in an
‘nvelope  addressed to the Friardale

{ Mulding Co., 494, River Street, Friar.

‘ale, and posted that evening.

Fisher T. Fish went to hiz “office "
wxt morning after lessons, and put the
ive pounds into his pocket. That repre-
sented more than his entire outlay on
the hut. The remainder of the money
tn be paid by the Remove Friendly
Socviety would be clear profit to Fisher
U. Fish, with the exception of the few
expenses necessary to put up the hut at
Greviriars.

“Gee whize ! chuckled the business
man of the Remove, as he wrote out a
receipt for the five pounds, and addressed
an envelope to Harry Wharton at Greyv-
friars, “This is good business, T guess.
[ reckon it won't take long .o eroct that
hyer hut.
weekly payments, and they'll never smell
ap rat, l've got my money back, and T
now get a quid a week for ten weeks
fiee! I kinder reckon, guess, and cal-
kew-late it takes a real live wire from
the Yew-nited States to put over a deal
like that. Some !”

And feeling immensely satisfied with
himself, Fisher T, Fish strolled back to
Greyfrars,

—_—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Clubhouse !

“ HE builders have come!" cried
I Dob Cherry enthusiastically,

" Hurrah !

Removites gathered from far
and near and weant down to the gates,
where a cart, laden with sections of a
hut, was waiting for admittance.

Morning lessons had not yet com-
menced.  Harry Wharton had received
g note from the Friavdale Building Co.
that they were comnmencing that morning
upon the clubliouse.

Two workmen came with the wagon.
IFisher T. Fish had engaged them at a
low price to ercet the hut.

“This wav !’ said Ilarry Wharton
cagerly. " We'll show you the site. How
long will it take to put up the hut **

“We'll have 1t fimshed this moruing,
sir,” replied one of the men,

¥
i

*“Oh, good cgp!

The Removites took the * huilders ™ to
the waste ground behind the ruined
vhapel. They would have stayed to
watch the building operations, but the
bell for lessons rang just then, aud they
had to go away.

The jays will keep up the.

L]

The fireside companion—the MAGNET !

While the Remove were at lessons the
two men engaged by Fisher T. Fish
worked hard on the hut, and quickly put
up the sections.

It was a verif sinple affair, and by the
time morning lessons were over at Grey-
friars the hut was erected.

Harry Wharton & Co. trooped out of
the Form-room, and rushed out of doors
to sec how the *‘builders” were getting
on.

“My hat! It's up!” chortled Bob
Cherry gleefully, as they reached the
ground behind the ruined chapel.

“ How ripping !"’

The hut, newly varnished and painted,
looked really presentable.

The Removites gazed at their new club-
house in pride and admiration.

“My word! That's  first-rate !”
breathed Nugent. '“So we've got our
clubhouse at last. It looks fine, doesn’t

it? Here come Temple & Co. and Coker,
and a lot of others. Won't they be
. envious 7"
“Ha, ha! Rather!”

A crowd gathered to inspect the
Remove Friendly Society’s c¢lubhouse.

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Upper
Fourth, and Coker .& Co. of the Fifth
were interested and envious spectators.
The Removites chuckled with glee, and
went inside the hut,

The air smelt strongly of paint and
varnish, but, as Bob Cherry remarked,
“the niff would soon go off.”

Fisher T. Fish chuckled to himself.

Harry Wharton & Co. were pleased

with ‘ their clubhonse. They were as
proud of it as though it had been a
palatial building of marble,
- The Removites went along to their
studies and turned out quite a good
assortment of furniture between them.
A table, s=everal charrs, Mauly's arm-
chair, and a wicker armchair con-
tributed by the Bounder, a desk, a book-
caso, some mats and carpets and pictures
galore were taken down to the club-
house,

Harry Wharton & Co. {ook a great
pride in furnishing the clubhouse.

It soon tonk on a homelr,
APPCArancae inside.

When the furnishing was completed
the herons of the Remove assembled in
tha clubhouse, and looked round with
pride and satisfaction,

“Tophole, 1sn't it?" =aid Bob Cherry
enthusiastically,

“Yes, rather!” cried the heroes of the
Remove.

“Chaps—or Brothers of the Remove
Friendly Society, I should say!” cried
Harry Wharton, jumping on a chair.
“Qur elubhonze 13 now open "

“Hurrah!”

“We aro proud to have a place we
can call our own—a place where we can
be independent of others!” said the cap-
tain of the Remave impressively. ** Here,
we shall he a law unto ourselves, and
nobody ecan interfere! To celebrate the
opening of our clubhouse, I propose wo
hold a feed here this evening !

“Jolly good wheeze, Wharton !

“Hear, hear!”

The Reinovites were all agreeable, A
whip-round was made, The money
collected was suflicient to provide a feed
for the Remove on such a seale as they
had never enjoved before!

“Good ege!” =anl IHarry Wharion.
“We'll got the tuck during the after-
noon, ‘The grand opening  feed is
arranged, then, for six o'clock sharp!”
“Hurrah!”

snug

(Continued an page 11.)

Keep your peepers open for some splendid treats to come, boys !
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¥With his heart full of bitlerness against Sir Mosfyn Frayne, gamester and rogue, who, in one siroke, Iias vobbed him
of a brothey and the house and lands which had been the property of the Langleys for generations past, Dick Langle)y

furns highwoyman.
and a brace of pistols.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Man Who Would Wager !

b D13 life!” said Galloping Dick

O to himself, looking aﬁead over

Black Kitty's ears, as he rode

along the Wootton highway in

the golden light of the summer afterncon.

“ But what have we yonder? A rakish-

looking blade as ever I saw, and riding

a. good horse. But what a crowd of dogs
at his heels !

He touched the mare, and she trotted
noiselessly over the turf by the roadside
till Dick was. abreast of the traveller.
The man started and looked round.

“Good-even !” said Dick, “You arc a
lover of dogs, sir, I see.” :

The stranger looked Dick and his mare
from top to toe, twitching Lthe straw be-
tween his teeth mcanwhiﬁ.

“Ay!” he said, “I am a lover of any-
thing that can show sport. That's a
hkely-looking mare you ride. She might
beat my bay at a level burst over grass,
}r'ﬂt ]!:ll wager mine could take a higher
cap.

“It would not be a very safe wager for
vou, sir,” said Dick, “for the marc has
lraped a turnpike gate before now, and
could do it again.”

“(Gadzooks !” said the man. ‘ Has she,
i' faith? Well, I'm ready to back my
heast with my own guineas. Sece, there
5 & hedge yonder that lacks nothing of
five feet, and two smooth grass tracks
leading up to it. If vou will take the
farther one, and I the nearer, I will
wager ten guineas that T clear it and
you don't !”

“ Agreed ! said Dick, soniewhat netiled
{o think the cocksure stranger should
supposo that his heavy-shouldered mare
was a maich for Black Kitty. “Bnt why
chould we take the two tracks? Let us
both ride at the samo place.™

“Nay, {or the one that went over firsi
would give the other a lead, and that's
unfair,” said the horsy traveller. * Side
by side, with a few yards between us, is
fair play. Come, sir, if you trust your
mare, let's have at it.”

Both turned their steeds on to a rushy
common through which the road ran. A
high hedge, a little way ahead, abutted
ou to the road at right angles, and
through the Lrambles and reeds which
covered that part of the common two

IWith a price on his head he roams the counfryside, sceking his livelihood Uehind a mask

......

e
.....

stranger turncd his horse at the ncarcr
of these, and Dick took the farther one.
“ Are you rcady ?"” cried the stranger,

giving spurs to his horse. “Go!”

The thunder of hoofs followed, as both
steeds dashed for the hedge. The stimnger
put his bay at it with tromendous
energy, and just cleared it. Dick set
Kitty forward at an easy canter, confi-
dent of the leap, but he soon found he
was in a very bad place.

The take-off at the point where the
stranger had jumped was firm and good,
but the end.of Dick’s path was soft and
boggy. Like a flash it occurred to the
highwayman that his companion knew
this well when he proposed the wager.
Kitty's hoofs sank deeply at the take-off,
and any other beast would have been
hopelessly beaten., The jump scomed
impossible. But the beautiful mare made
a gallant effort.

“Hoi-up, Kitty ! cried Dick,

The strain was tremendous, but Black
Kitty did not fail. She skimmed over
the hedge, and a few moments later was
pacing along the road again beside the
stranger, who looked very black.

“A very sporting leap,” said Dick.
“ And now, if convenient to you, sir, I
will take those ten guineas.”

“With all my heart,” said the other,
swallowing his annoyance. “ But I have
not a brass penny with me. If you will
honour me with a visit at DBrantley

Manor to-morrow—dJohn Trafford 15 my

name—I will pay up.”

Now Dick, when the horsy stranger
leaped the hedge, had distinctly heard
the jingle of eoin. 1lo whipped out a
horse-pistol and held it to the fellow's
car,

“Mr, John Trafford, of Brantley,” he
sald grimly, “I amn Lut ill-pleased with
you. In the first place, you put me on
a bad track and sourself on a pgood one
for the leap. In the sccond, wvou lied in
your throat when you said you had no
gold about you.”

John Trafford glowered at the muzzle
of the pistol.

“Who, in the fend’s name, are you?”
he cried.

“Galloping Dhick, the highwayman,”
replied Ihek. “ And though I have a
price on my head, I do not love a knave.
Come, sir, ont with your purse! And as
vou grudeed vour just debt, you shall

grassy slopes led towards the hedge, The | lose the whele.”

é The King’s Rider !’’—the title of our next Galloping Dick story !

-\ WHEN GREEK
# MEETS

Choking down an imiprecation, tho
stranger drakeed out a fat purse, for lio
dared not refuse, and handed it to Dick.

“You have the whip-hand of me now,”
he snarled, “ but my turn will come. No
man has ever beaten me yet. You asked
me if I loved a wager. Ido, and I wager
two hundred guineas that I will havo
you by the hip, dead or alive, within
thice days !" _

“A very dcbonair offer,” said Dick
with a grim smile. “I bhave that sum
about me, and if you will hand a likoe
amount to old Farmer Ilorsley, of Holk
House, ‘a man of substance and a good
sportsman, I will do the same. DBut I
will not deposit my stake till I know he
Las yours, Mr. Blackleg.”

“Sn be it,"” snarled the other. “Hen
shall have the pold to-night, and I will
gather your iwo huudred, as well as the
reward on your head, and come to seco
you ilance on nothing upon Blackwoeld
Heath into the bargam.”™

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Dick Makes Friends !

T was the afternnon of the next dav
I when Dick rode up to Holt Iouse,
a fine old gabled dwelling, half
nianor house, half farm. He dis-
mounted from Kitty, and rapped on the
caken door.

The owner, Ricliord Horsley, a fines
looking man of the freeholding yeoman
breed, whose forbears had farmed their
acres al Holt for five ceuturies past, camo
to the door. ;

“Well, Mr. Langley,” le said cheerily.
“I thought you wonld not lag behind in
such a case. My neighbour, Squire Traf-
ford, has told me of the wager, and 1
have his two hundred guineas.”

“So the fellow means business,” said
Dick. “8So much the better. I feared
it was mere brag. I have my stake with
mE-.'.?

“Come in and let us settle the matter,"
iaid ?j‘[ﬂl‘:]ﬂ}'. “You sce, Mr, Langley,

“ Galloping Dick,” eorrected the young
hichwayman. “I am Langley of Langleys
no longer, until I win the old place back
and the name, or end upon the gibbet.”

“Pray that may never be!"” said
Horsley. “0dd’s life, there are better
gentlemen on the road than some thab

¥
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hold their manors, and this John Tral-
ford—— But let that rest. The full two
hundred are here, Galloping Dick, and
I will lock them away with the sguire’s
stake.”

With a cheery adien td the stout old

ecoman Dick went on his way.. An hour

ter he reached the wayside hostelry of
the Three Feathers, just as night was
falling.

While sitting in the parlour he heard
the sound of someone arriving, and the
leep-voiced baying of large hounds.
Then ecame the innkeeper's voice, in
slarmed tones: ;

* For merey's sake, man, chain them
-up securely ! ~Heaven help if the brutes
pot loose ! -F.shall be glad to see you
and them off my premijses,”

“* A1l right, landlord! The su-:-n;:}.' }'nu'

get my ale the better, then,” said a
rather thick voice.

‘“ Hallo | thought Dick. “What have
we in the yard 7" © A

He strolled out into the stable-vard,
and there saw two huge, half-bred
hounds, looking like some foreign breed
of nastiff, and black as coal. They had
sirong leather muzzles on, and their
vhains were hilched to a post.

With hoarse growls and slavering,
yellow-toothed jaws, they tugged at their
chains, A man was in charge of them
—an evil-looking fellow—in stableman’'s
livery.

“Odd's fish !"
pretty pair of beasts, truly!
go hard with anyone the
mmto. Where ave you 1:::4:.112Y
mm?il

“They're for Mr. Trafford, of Brantley,
sir,”” hersaid, “an’ I'm managin’ them
for him. 'They're to lay by the heels a
young highwayman as goes by the name

remarked DIick, “‘a
It would
got their teeth
ing them, good

o' Gallopmg Dick; an’ they're safe to do

it, too, you take 1t from me ! My master,
he's goin' to catch him, an’ it's a bit o
money in both our pockets when we do.”

“Hal” said Dick. " Indeed!”

-He walked gquietly up to the tugging,:
growling brutes.

Dick was one of those whom all
- animals take to and trust at first sight.
Without a frace of fear he went to the
great hounds and patted them. They
stopped dead still, as if in amazement,
«niffing at him. Then gently and slowly
their tails began to wag in a friendly
;nan;ler. One of them licked Dick's
wand.

“CGood dogs!"” he said. “Good boys,
then ! - We're friends, after all, you see,
1 don’'t know what you'll be with your

muzzles off, but I've the beginning of |

ant idea in my head that Mr. John Traf-
ford may find he has made a mistake.”

With a final friendly pat on the dogs’
heads—for the beasts were now fawning
upon him—Dick walked away, and stood
for some time at the yard gates in a
brown study. :

Then, mounting the black mare, he
rode away down the road, a grim smile
growing at the corners of his mouth.

ELCOME, Galloping . Dick!
How goes the wager?"”
as Dick knocked upon it next dav.

“Why, Master Horsley, it goes well,
after moonrise, I shall have won the
gallows or two hundred guineas. VYou
© Ay, ‘that T should!” eaid Horsley.
“But I trust 'tis you who will get the
“*But be by the Dane's Oak in the
woods, or thercabouts, by eleven, anid
the winner.”

Dick rode.away with a cheery nod,
slowly and pensively, as if weighing
matters in his mind.
the only thing of biz 1 have about e,
but it should serve!"
he held in his head, for moonrise that
night found him standing quictly in the
road entered the coverts from Brantley
Manor.
road, and soon two figures were seen
approaching, And one of them, holding
in the moonlight. The other man led a
horse.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Wager Won!
6
'- ‘ Richard Horsley, laughing
cheerfully, came to his door
to my way of thinking. It's about that
that 1've come to you. By to-night at ten,
are fond of a hnt, sir. Would you like
to be in at the death ¢”
brush, Dick.”
“That's to be proved,” said Dick.
yvou will see some sport one way or
| another. Bring the stakes with you for
and the old yeoman promised heartily
to be there. -Fhe highwayman rode
“I think I have hit the nail aright,”
he said to himself. * “ Frafford’s purse is
It- would have puzzled a stranger to
know what Dick intended, or what plan
woods, well shielded from view by the
thick holly bushes, close to where the
Presently Kitty pricked up her ears.
Footsteps were heard coming down the
a stout slip-chain, was restraining two
great hounds: that loomed black as ink
“Wait till I have ridden ahead some
way, or they may outrun me, and I wish

+ forward,

A prince of highwaymen—Galloping Dick!—

to see them pull the knave down!" said
Trafford.

He spurred away down the ride and
disappeared. Dick watched quietly,
while the dog-keeper, holding the
hounds in, let them quarter the ground
to strike Dick’s trail.

“All's gona well, Kitty ! muttered
Dick gleefully. “Now's my time!”

He darted out from the bushes, and,
with a yell the ruffianly hound-keeper
found himself knocked flat with a buffet
that drove the senses out of him, while
Dick snatched at the slip-chain that held
the hounds. .

“Good dogs!” laughed Dick. And he
pulled out Trafford’s purse and shook it
before their black muzzles: " Scent him,
and find him, boys—secnt him, and find
himn 1"

The hounds sniffed pusily at the
purse, and threw up their heads fiercely.

““At him, boys! Thrice forrard!"”
cried Dick, casting off the chain,

One fierce bay, and the hounds dashed

Dick sprang on Kitty's back, and
galloped along behind them. It was bt
a fow minutes before the hunting party
swept out into the open with a thunder
of hodbfs, and saw Trafford on his bay
horse not far ahead. |

“Ride |” shouted Dick, with a wild
laugh. ‘““Ride for your life, you knave,
antd we'll see- who gets the hrush!”

With a well of terror, T'rafford clapped
spurs to his horse, and galloped liko
tﬁﬁ wind, the hounds after him, and
Dick thundering aleng behind.

Over moounlit sward, between the
woodlands, raced hunters and hunted,
waking the night with their shouts and
bayings. The hounds gained rapidly,
wawing - nearer-and nearer, till at last,
in mortal fear of his life, Trafford gave
a wild shriek, and pulled up his horse.
Flinging hinself off, he rushed to a tree
and scrambled up it with monkey-like

Galloping Dick and the hounds were drawing rapidly nearer.

flung himself from the saddle.

of the hounds as they leaped at him.

Trafford, uttering a wild shriek, pulled up his horse and
Then, with monkey-like agility, he scrambled up a tree, just escaping the yellow fangs

(See Chapter 3.)

m——T

Dick Langley befriends an officer of the king—
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—Look out for his next thrilling adventure !
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appeared between them, a horse-pistol in each hand.
miscarried. Bid your men cut loose the bonds of my friend Jack Neville, whom you have bound.
want a bullet in your careass!”™

The tall casement windows opening on the lawn flew apart. with a crash, and the commanding figure of Galloping Dick
‘“ So, Master Bowles,”’ he sald quietly, “guur little plot has

wiftly, unless you

(dee Chapler 5.)

awility, just escaping the yvellow faugs of
the hounds as they leaped and bounded
with fierce bayings below him, s

“Ho, ho!” roared a gusty voice, as
FFarmer Horsley came cantering up. “ So
you've run your fox to his lair, Dick!”

“Call the dogs off! Shoot them!”
shirieked Trafford, nearly slipping off his
hranch, **Oh, curse the day 1 ¢ver saw
them! SBpare me, Dick! I’ay himn the
money, farmer, for Heaven's sake, and
let me go in peace!”

“ Hold your noise, you knave!” cried
Horsley, as Dick slipped the chain to
its place and coupled the dogs once
more,  “*Here, Dick, take the four
hundred guineas!™

“The creature’s half dead with
fright!” laughed Dick, *'Come down,
Squire Urafford, from yonder perch!”

The man scrambled down, scared and
sullen,

“Now,” said Dick, “mount your
horse, and go home to your bed, for
yvoi're little fit to match a knight of the
road, still less to hunt him. When next
vou lose a wager of ten guilicas, pay it
honestly; lest you lose two hundred.
e

Dick watched the rascal out of siglit,
and then, patting Kitty's neck affection-
ately, he rode slowly down the road to
an imn whero he knew he could eafely
pull up for refreshment,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
1 STRANGER ! muttered Dick
sunie few hours later, leaning
down the dark path between
the codar-trees. “And yet he is not in
and riding a good horse. Who can it
lyp 77
IKitty's back, a little way back from the
hridle-path, to see the approaching

The Fat Maltster of Milton.
over Kitty's cars and peering
travelling-dress, Richly clothed, too,
1t was too dark for Dick, sitting on
rider’s face at all elearlv. He was not

on the high-road, and no stranger would
be likely to pass that way if bound for
the town. Yet the approaching rider
was not a local man, who might know
the short cut.

“Feod!” murmured Dick, a light
breaking in wpon him. ‘““New 1 know.
1t's Timothy Bowles, the ‘wealthy
maltster of Milton, who's just bought Sir

‘Barnard Brook’s place, and wants to =et

up as a country gentleman., Kitty, lass,
we're in luck to-night!”

The approaching rider came on at a
trot, glancing rather nervously to right
and left. He was dressed fashionably,
but his clothes hung on him uneasily,

and he rode very like a sack of flour,

Dick touched Kitty with his heel, and
with one bound she leapt out upon the
path, and the young highwayman’s
pistol stared the wayfarer in the face.

Hounds ! sereamed Master Bowles,
for it was indeed the wealthy maltster,
reining in his horse hurriedly. “ Yes,
yves, sir; I surrender—I deliver! Any-
thing you please, only pray point that
dreadful weapon the other way!”

“By all means!"” said Dick, langhing.

“Is—is it possible that I have the
honour of surrendering my purse to the
famous Galloping Dick 77 stuttered the
maltster,

“The samne,” replied Dick, smiling.

He tried to get a bettor view of the
speaker’s face, but the gloom was too
great,

“I am quite reconciled to miy small
loss, then,” said the maltster, with more
self possesion. **As you have had some
small profit out of me, will .you return
the favour by honouring me with your
company at dinner, say on Tuesday? I
have lately bought BSuellaby Hall, Sir
Barnard Brook's place,’’ he added, *“and
I can promise you a good repast and fine

¥

wines. '’

Dick grinned—a litile contempiuously,
perhaps—but it was too dark for Timolhy
Bowles to sce.

“It is too gooud of you,” he said. ™I
am sorry to decline so hospitable "an

offer; but at present my position, you
see, is a little insecure, and I only dine
with. a few of my old friends.”

“I should be charmed if you would
count me among them,” persisted the
maltster. “I have often wished to know
fﬂu. ”If you wounld honour my board,

““Some other time, perhaps,’ said
Dick. *“A thousand thanks, Masler
Bowles, and goad-night!"”

He turned Kitty round and galloped
away down the path, making his way io
his lya. rourite 1inn, where, after a comfort-
able meal, the thought of the invitation
recurred to him.

“I'he fellow was mighty persistent,”
he thought, chuckling. *“ What can the
reason be? 1 think I'H go just for
curiosity’s sake, after all!”

With that resolve, Dick dispatched an
ostler to Bowles, accepting the invitation,
Then the young highwayman strode out,
mounted %ittr, and rode away down {ha
road. —

He slept soundly in a nook of his in
the woods, and did not sally out till noon
next day, when, passing along the Milton
Road, he saw a friend of his—a young
fellow of about his own age, the wild son
of a hard-riding but poverty-stricken

nire in the adjoining county.

“Why, Jack Neville!” said Dick,
“ What Eri_ng's vou down this way?”

“I ga wherever the wind blows rae,
Dick,” said the other, *“You are not
going to draw your barkers on me—eh?
]‘]umf ou'd find my purse as light as a
puff of am.” . .

““As bad as that, lad?’’ said Dick.
“Iere, I've plenty of guineas about me,
lot me divide 'em with you! They came
off Timothy Bowles last night!”

““No, no, Diclk!” said the other. “I'm
not gomng to sponge on you! If I saw
a way of making a few guineas I'd do 1f,
but not by borrowing from a friend. 1
wish I'd lifted the fat malister’s puise
myself. And, by the way, Dick, he's
swearing he's going to catch you!”

““ What 7 said Dick.

“80 he said a week or two back. [

—and lives to see the kindness repaid in full measure |
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should look omt, Dick; he's a cleverer
rogus than you may think, and he's
wealthy, too. Do you know why he
wants to grab you? " Sir 8imon Barnaby,
khe deputy-lisutenant, has promised to
make him a sheriff of the county if he
-can ‘catch you, He got the promise out
of SBir Simon, who owes him money.”
““What does it mean?” exclaimed
Dick. ‘“He asked me to dine with him
on Tuesday, and now I've said*I'd go.”
“Tuesday!” exclaimed Jack Neville,
who always knew everything that was
going on. ‘“*Why, Sir Barnaby is dining
."ﬁ"ithghim that night, and several others,
Dick whistled.
“I see the gamec!” he said. “ The
rogue thinks to make a big hit by having
mo arrested at his own dinner-table

before the deputy-lieutenant., Ah, we
shall see!”

“It looks like it,” said Jack.

Dick’'s brow grew black. Treachery

was the one thing he never forgave. e
thought rapidly, and then glanced keenly
at his companion.

‘‘Jack,” he said, “would you like to
earn fifty guineas, and earn it well?”

““Try me,"” raid Jack.

“‘Does Bir Simon Barnaby know you,
or does Bowles?”

“Neither of them know me by sight,
though they know my dad, of course;
nor do the other guests,. Why?"

“They -don't know me either,” said
Dick. *“ Snellaby Hall is a-long way from
Langleys, and T don’t know the folk on
that side. ‘It was dark when I stopped
Bowles; he does not know my face.”

“0dd’s blood!"” exclaimed Jack. *“ Do

you mean—""
"I mean that you shall go to that
dinner as Galloping Dick, and the fifty
guineas are yours. You don't fear, do
you, Jack? They'll bind you fast, but
when it's done  they'll have to reckon
‘with me!” -

“Fear?” cried Jack. “I'll do it lik®
3 bird! Tell me how?"

*Lasten,” said Dick. ‘' And make no

mistake, or you'll rue it!”
T Hall, a peal of the bell that

echoed through the house, and
the guests in the drawing-room started
a little nervously at the sound.

“That's him!” said Timothy Bowles,
whose grammar still smacked of (Lhe
maltyard, looking through the window.
* Gentleman, the famous knight of the
road has arrived!”

“Blood !I”* said Sir Simon Barnaby, a
tall, thin man, clearing his throat some-
what nervously. “The fellow rings as
though he owns the country, instead of
it bearing a price on his neck! I hope
ﬁur arrangements are carefully made,

aster Bowles!”

“No fear for that,’ replied the malt-
ster, who looked a trifle pale, for all
that.

“What, 15 it truly the famous Gallop-
ing Dick ?"” asked Jim Btrachey, a bluff,
cheery-looking squire. *“I've never met
him on the road. They say he's rave
company ! i

“For my part,” put in Sir Harry
Nugent, a third guest, “I shall be right
ﬂlud to meet hun and dine with him,

e's a brave youngster, by all accounts,
and if he takes a purse or two ’tis no
more than we do ourselves over the
card-table, save that he wagers his neck,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Unexpected Guest.

HERE was a thundering rat-tat on
the great ocak door of Snellaby

Tell your friends about

while we only wager our gumeas."”

“Say nothing to Sir Strachey orl

.......
& RS

SRR e

friend mtﬂalluping Dick?

Harry about it,” whispered Bowles to
Sir Simon. “They have not been told
of my little arrangement.”

Sir Simon nodded, and at that
moment the door was swung open by a
couple of footmen, and a good-looking
young fellow, in remarkably handsome

Hasyour

clothes, entered with a free, bold stride. |

I!‘J

“Welcome said the maltster,
coming forward with as obsequious bow.
“We meet this time under pleasanter
auspices. Let me present wyou to Sir
Simon Barnaby, our deputy-licutenant,
and Sir Harry Nugent, of Enscombe.”

Master Bowles introduced him with
g]rl{!at relish to the guests, a dozen in
all.

“Galloping Dick, at your service!™
said the stranger, with a courtly bow.
“Pleased to meet you, gentlemen!”

“Egad, the honour is ours!” replied
Sir Simon, " with a slightly sneering
smile. _

Some of the company looked a little
scared at finding themselves with the
famous young highwayman, but Nugent
and Strachey welcomed hin with great
good-fellowship. The company went in
to dinner,

“1' faith, this young knight of the
road is a most sprightly companion!”
whispered the pguests to each other,
Ehﬂrt‘lf:if after commencing.

And, in faith, the honoured visitor
was the life of the party. He laughed

merrily, and kept jest after jest rolling
round the board, with as light an air as

Read the thrilling
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though he were the :cafes!t man in
England, instead of a- hunted outlaw,
with the shadow of the gallows over
him, Nor did he seerm to notice that
three of the powerful, burly looking
footmen were edging their way behind
his chair towards the close of the repast:

A glass of wine with you, Sir
I{m%ht of the Road!” said Timothy
Bowles, who had becn drinking hastily
and heavily,

The young guest raised his bumper
with a merry laugh, and the maltster
did the same,

It was the signal. In an instant the
three big footmen had leaped on the
young fellow and dragged him from his
chair,

Struggle as he might, they over-
powered him, and on producing a stout
rope, bound him securely,

“At last!” cried Timothy Bowles,
springing up with a flushed face. * 8ir
Simon, behold my prisoner, Dick Lang-

ley, the highwayman! The sheriff’s
staff iz mine!”
“You have earned it!” cried BSir

Simon, “The affair was well managed,
Mr. Bheriff Bowles!” :
“Shame!”. cried Sir Harry Nugent,
starting from his chair., * What, trap a
man at your pwn board! This is dis-
honourable, Master Bowles!"”

“I fear, sir,” said Squire Strachey to
the prisoner; “you have paid the
penalty for dining at the table of a
low-born rascal!” He threw a glance
of hot contempt at the maltster, " * Pink
me, but say the word, sir, and I'll take
your quarrel on me and run him
through !"

“I will do as I choose in my own
house!” cried Timothy Bowles thickly.

Then he broke off suddenly, with a
cry of fear. The tall casement windows
opening on to the lawn flew apart with
a crash, and the commanding figure of
Galloping Dick appegred between them,
a horse-pistol in each hand.

“ 8o, Master Bowles,” he said quietly,
“your little plot has miscarvied. Bid
your men cut loose the bonds of my
friend Jack Neville, whom you have
bound. Swiftly, unless you wish a bullet
in your fat carcass!"

The maltster, white as paper, gave
the order in a trembling voice, and Jack
Neville stepped out free.,

The rest of the company sat silent and
amazed, ecowered by the tyurn events had
taken,

“That is better!” =aid Dick. " Now,
let every man who values his life pul
forth his purse on the table, save only

Squire Strachey and Sir  Harry
Nugent!"”
The purses were produced with

alacrity, no one daring to say a word
except Nugent and Sirachey, who
laughed heartily.

Dick covered one of the big footmen,
and bade himm colleet the purses and

bring them forward, while Kitty
stamped and neighed on the gravel-path
behind.

““Here's the fifty guineas, Jack!” said
Dick to his friend, who was roaring with
laughter at the discomfiture of the
diners. * As for you, Master DBowles,
vou have much to learn before you are
fit to carry a sheriff's staff of oflice. and
my advice to you iz to sell Suellaby
Hall and go back te your malting-vard.
Good-night, gentlemen, all!”

And, vaulting on to Kitty's back, and
taking Neville up behind him, Dick
and his comrade cantered off acrozs the
Hower-beds, laughing hugely.

THE END.

Don’t miss our next thrilling story of the high-road !
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FISH'S FRIENDLY SOGIETY !

(Continaed from page 12.)

TR T T e T T T

The Remove F¥riendly Society dis-
persed for dinner, Harry Wharton lock-
it!g the door of the clubhouse behind
Hm, °

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success !

L AIN!" sald Bob Cherry dole-
fully.

The Famous Five and a

number of Removites were
slanding at the Hall door that after-
noon. It was a quarter to six. The
Remove was looking forward to the

rratid opening feed in the new club-
MU ER, ‘ -

“The rain it raineth every day!
guoted Nugent in a glum volce,

“Never mind!?” said Harry Wharton
Lrightly, *“ It won't interfere with our
feed in the clubliouse. Tot's go over
and =zeeo how Bunter's geiting on with
the cooking.”

The Removites crossed the rain-soaked
aquadd, and went mto the Remove club-
house.  An appetising smell of frying
bacon and =sansages and eggs and toast
grected their nostrils,

Bauatting  before a =tove was the
plump form of William George Bunter,
wiw had been piven charge of the cook-
11147,

ITe turned a red, jammy face upwards
as Harry Wharton & Co. came up.

“Cetting  on  famously,

what ?” said Bob Cherry.
He's been at the tarts 1"

““Oh, really, you know——"" expostu-
lated Billy Bunter,

""There's the jam on his chivvy; it
tells its own tale " said Harry Wharton,
“ Bunter, you fat pilferer, you deserve a
bumping !*

“Make him get on with the cocking
said Johnny Bull, *“ Bunter’s got one
saving grace—ho can cook! We'll get
the tables ready!”

“Right-hol”

Harry Wharton & Co. busied them-
solves with laying the tables they had
borrowed for the occasion. _

They piled up all the good things in
an appetising array. Billy Bunter,
supervised by Bob Cherry and Peter
Todd, proceeded with the cooking, The
sausages were soon done to a turn. The
chips were beautifully browned, the

“My hat!

|11

\“‘

\

A
Wy

gasped Bob Cherry,

Bunter— v who was tackling a rabbit-pie.

Bolsover major jumped up from the table under a watery deluge that
swept down from the roof. ** Gerruggh ! ** he gurgled. *‘ Oh, jeminy ! **
““ The blessed roof’s leaking ! "> The juniors left
(Yee Chapter 10.)

their seats with alacrity.

bacon erisp and succulent. Er.'r.-ry’rhing
was }‘Eﬂdiy by =ix o'clock for the gran
opening feed.

The Removites arrived en masse. They
came into the clubhouse in their macin-
toshes, for, to use Dick Rake's expres-
sion, it was “raining cats and dogs”
outside,

Everybody was cheerful, :

“Pile in, chaps!” said Harry Whar-
ton., ““There's plenty for everybody!
Don’t stint yourselves!”

The Removites needed no second bid-
ding.  They piled in.  Billy Bunter
proceeded to display his marvellous eat-
ing powers, plying knife and fork with
drastic effect on the viands he kept

iling on his plate.  Even his Form-
cllows, who knew Bunter of old, mar-
velled at his gargantuan appetite.

“This is prime!” said Bob Cherry,
i },I}.r

17
hat, though, hark at the rain! It's
falling down 1" -

Bob was right. The rain was coming
down in torrents, making @ great noise
on the roof and windows of the club-
house. The Removites did not care
about the rain, however, They wired
into the feed, and were happy.

Buddenly Frank Nugent gave a jump.

“Yow! Who's pouring water down
my back? Yaroooogh!”

He gave that latter yell as the cup he
was holding overturned, shooting out
the hot tea all over his trousers,

Harry Wharton, who was sitting next
to him, looked up and gave a start.

“Great pip! The roof's leaking !” he
exclaimed,

A stream of water was pouring dows
from the roof. It was that whiocli
gﬂugent had felt trickling down

ack.

_*Oh dear! Yow! Grooogh!” gasped
Nugent, mopping at his trousers and
shifting his chair away from the stream
of water,

“Look out, DBolsover cried Peter
Todd. *“There comes another stream!
It's going into your cup!®

But Peter's warning came too late,
As Bolsover major was raising his half-
empty cup to his lips, a stream of water
poured down suddenly from the roof,
and splashed right into his cup, mixing
with the tea. Bolsover took a long
gulp and gave a splutter,

“Gerrugh! Ugh! What the—"

“Ha, ha, hal” roared several of the
Removites.

Harry Wharton did not laugh. He
was looking up anxiously at the roof.
He did not like thoe look of it a it !

Bolsover major jumped up from the
table under a watery deluge that swept

How do you like the opening chapters of our new serial ?
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down from the roof. Dick Russell and
Hazeldene, who were on either side of
him, also got wet, and left their seats
with alacrity,

“Oh, jeminy ! This is awlul I gasped
Bob Cherry. " That's a second leak,
and- Yooooop! Yah! What the
dickens Qoooooogh !

Bob gave a roar and a jump as a
torrent of rain-water surged down from
above, swamping his head and shoul-
ders. Several other leaks broke ont 1in
the roof. A watery stream played
merrily into a dish of cakes, whilst
another came down upon the hot stove,
causing a fearful hissing noise, and fill-
ing the air with clouds of steam,

Sizz-z22-222 !

The roof was leaking all over now,
water pouring down from it as through
the nozzle of a watering-can.

The Removites left their seatz, and
hopped and jumped about to dodge the
epluttering streams of water. n»

“Oh dear! Groopogh! This _is
terrible ! gasped Harry Wharton. © We
might as well be outside in the open air.
Ooooooogh! The roof iz leaking like a
cieve! We'll sce the Friardale DBuild-
ing Company about this to-morrow!
Chaps, the feed has turned ont to be a
fiasco! All the grub iz dono in! We
shall all catch our death of cold il we
stay hero any longer. The only thing
to do is to give up and get indoors!”

The Rewmovites, shivering and gasp-
ing. crowded out of the clubhonse, and
ashed through tho rain across to the
=chool House. _

Temple, Dabney & Co. met them in
the Hall. :

The Upper Fourth-Formers gazed in
great astonishment at the drenched,
bedraggled Removites, »

“My hat!” gasped Temple. * You
kids look as though you've beem diving
in the Sark!"

“(Oh, rather!"” said Dabney.

“Has the clubhouse roof fallen in?"
a~ked Fry sweotly.

“Find out!” snapped Bob Cherry
irritably., *“Come on, chaps!”

The luckless Removites dashed up-
stnirs to the bath-rooms to rub them-
solves down and procure a change of
clothing,

Temple, Dabney & Co. soon found out
what had happened. They chortled
lind and long. .

Hatry Wharton & Co. writhed at the
laughter of their schoolfellows, and the
things they said concerning the Friar-
dale Building Co. curdled the blood of
Fizher T. Fish when he heard them.

The Removites decided to pay the
company & visit in the morning. and
demand that their roof be repaired and
made watertight, .

And Fisher T. Fish began to realise
that his little plan for making money
out of the friendly socicty wasn'é going
to run zo smoothly as he had gleefully
auticipated !

.[:I“I

———

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Great Collapse!

ISHER T. FISH left Greyf:iars

F directly after morning lcssons

next cav, He hurried {o his

oflice in Friardale, and hastily
donned hiz disguise.

He appeared to bo very husily
absorbed in his books when MHarry
Wharton & Co. and a deputation of
wrathful Removites arrived.

“We want to see the manager of the
company !" said Harry Wharton, leading

his Form-fellows into the yard and look-
uig at the *‘office ' door.

“The manager—ahem !—is away wilh
the men on an iumportant job, sir,”’
replied the disguised [Fish, “Can I do
anything for you?”

In wrathful accents Harvry Wharton &
Co. told him of the fiasco i the club-
house the previous evening,

IFisher 1. Fish feigned great surprise
and concern,

“I'm awfully sorry, young geuls!” he
sai. **The roof shall be s2en to as svon
as onr men come back. I think I can
safely promise to send a man to-morrow
alternoon,  Will that do?”

“It's a half-holiday to-morrow after-
noon, and 1t will sutt us splendidly U7 =aid
Harry Wharton, a little mollified, * We
can't use the clubhouse in its present
condition, and we have decided to sus-
pend our weekly payments until it's put
right!”

Fisher T. Fish gave a low groau.

“All right, young gents,” he said.
“We'll see fo it toanorrow afternoon !

Harry Wharton & Co. departed, and
Fisher U, Fish made o weary gesture,

“I guess I'm not goin’ to pay a man
to seo to that roof!”™ he muttered. "1
reckon I shall have to do the repair
myeelf. If it hadn't been for the Llessed
rain, everything would have bLeen al
right. Still, I reckon I can boteh up that
hyer roof to make it lust the ten weeks
till their payments fall due. When all the
money's in, I kinder guess this firm will
‘he out—some! Then whatever happens
to the clubhouse they can do themselves.
Br-r-r-r!"

Wednesday afternoon came, and Ilarry
Wharton & Co. waited at the gates of
Greyfriars for the man who was coming
to see to their clubhouse roof.

The rain had kept off, but a strong
wind was blowing up from the Channel.
Footer was out of ljm question for thai
afternoon.

After waiting al the gates scume time,
Harry Wharton & Co. saw the *““work-
man ' come iuto sight along the riar-
dale Lane, carrying an imposing bag of
tools.

* Arternoon, young gents!™ said Fisher
T. Fish, in a gruff voice. “I've come
to sea to the "ut roof!”

“This way!” said Harry Wharlon.

The Removites piloted their disguised
Form-fellow round 1o the back of the
ruined chapel where the clnbhouse stood.

By dint of much lubour, Harry Whar-
ton & Co, had cleaned up the mterior of
the hut, and made it quite homely and
comfortable again,

Several fellows were o there.  Bul-
strode and Hazeldene werg playing chesa.
Russell, Ogilvy, AMicky Desmomd, and
Dick Rake looked on wid imparted their
advice to the players at intervals— advice
that was not alwavs appreciated by either
Bulstrode or Iazeldene.

“The workmun's come!” =ail Bob
Cherry, grinuing v at the door.
“Nugent's gone to borrow  Goshing's
ladder. There’s no need for you chaps
to move "

The ladder wa- fetehed, and Fisher T.
Iish clambered up on to the roof of the
clubhou=e. Ile opened his bag of tools
and set to work.

Harry Wharton & Co, went in-tde the

clubhouze.  Other Removites looked i
and stayed for a *“jaw.”
Bang! DBang! DBang!

" on the roof was get-

The * workman
ting busy.
“*Sounds as though he's knocking more
holes in the giddy rool,” said Tom
Brown, looking up dubiously.

ling  swiltness,

Value for Money—in the MAGNET!

““Oh, he knows what he's up to, I
expect,” said Bob Cherry.

Hulf an hour passed. Bulsftrode aud
Hazeldene persevered with their pume of
chess. Harry Wharton & Co. held a
discussion at the other end of the room

coucerning  their forthcoming footer
matches,
Baug! Bang! Baug!

Fisher T. ¥izh had been hard at il

The incessant hammering had vworried
the juniors inside the clubhouse av lirst,
but they gradually got used to it.

Suddenly there was a rending sound
from above, and a piece of the rool came
oft. It whizzed down and landed in the
middle of the table where Dulstrode and
Huzeldewe were playing chess,

Crash !

The fable went over, the chessboard
flew in one direction, and the chessnen
seattered in ull directions,

Bulstrode and [lazeldene juwped up
wrathfully,

“Hi! You up there, you clumsy
idiot!” howled Bulstrode, glaring up.
“You've upset our board! Just as T wis
about to take Hazeldone's Lishop—-="

“Rats!” snorted Hazeldeue, * Another
few minutes, and 1 should have ——
Yarooooogh!"

Another piece came off tho roof. 1t
struck Ilazeldene on the noze, and he
fell back with a yelp.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared several of the
Removites.

Harry Wharton did uot laugh. 1de
rlared up at the ¥oof. The “workman *
could be seen through the hLole ho had
made In 1t.

“What the dickens do you thiuk you're
up to?"” demanded the Remove captain
angrily. " You don’t mend a roof by
knocking bits out of it!"”

Fisher 1" Fish pave a wmwoan. His
workmanship on the roof had gradually
made matters worse instead of belter,

“Sorry, sir!" he gasped. T couldn’t
help—— Oh, Jehosophat! Yuaroooogh!"™

A great gust of wind cauzed him to
lose his footing, and he came over on
the roof with a ¢érash. The whale strue
ture trembled, and Fish made a greal
jagged hole in the roof where he had
fullen. He sailed through the hole, but
managed to grab onrc of the supporting
struts,

There he dangled, high over the Leads
of the startled Removites.

Half of the roof now lay o the (Onor
of the clubhouse. Several of the juniors
WeErh ruhh{“g h".li||'|_l'l'.'\ :;l.:”:l'.:lI Lt'u:i.'if"'.-i L'Il'll?"l_"‘ll
by the falling timber hitiing them.

“Groooogh!” mosned 'izh, “Yowp!
Help!"

“Drag him down!” rcared Johiny
Bull truculently.  * When we lay hands
on the idiot we'll rag hun for this!
Look at the iness he': made of the roof!
The hut will want a uev ocue! Grab
him 1"’

Harry Wharton & Cuo. roshed forvward
and commenced to climb up on fables
and chairs i1 ovder to reach the squirm-

Fizher .

ing “workman,” F'izh gave
a loud howl of fear wherr he saw his
angry Form-fellows pgrabbine at him.

o performed weird acrobatic evolutions
on the strut m a desperate efforl e got
out again on the roof,

“Yoooooop!" he roavad, az Bol Cherry
and Nugent grabbed one of his legs aned

Bolsover major grabbed the other.
“Leggo! Yah! Ow-wow!”
Crazh!

It happened all of o audden with slart-
Nobody cuite realizol
how it did happen. The amazed juniors
saw the roof sap dowuward: and the

Special ‘¢ Football ’ number of the ‘¢ Herald ”’ next, chums !
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* Raid and Rescue ’—this week’s thrilling school story—in the ‘‘ Popular.’*

walls of the hut cave in. Then all was
chaos and confusion,

With a great rumbling roar and .
crash, the Remove Friendly Society’s
Clubhouse collapsed like a pack of curds,
burying its luckless occupants beneatl
1t

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Un-Friendly Society ]

4l QOOQO000OGH !
i “@Gerrugh! Ow-wow-wow!"

“Gerrott my chest!”
“Wow-wow-wow !’

Those wera some of the weird moans
and gurgles that issued from underneath
the garizh heap of ruins.

''he Removites struggled wildly, aud
arose one by one from the debris.

Those who pot up first assisted their
less fortunate Form-fellows in  rising.
Loud bellows of anguish came from
beneath & heap of woodwork.

“Yow-ow-wow!  Hellup! Murder!
Yah! Ow! I say, you fellows, my back’s
broken, my spine is splintered m five
places, and my right shoulder 1s dis-
located ! Grooogh! Help!™

It was Billy Dunter.

Harry Wharton and Johnny Bull
grabbed the Owl of the Remove and
hauled him up.  Billy Bunter's face was
as black as a mgger's, the soot frem the
stove having shot all over him. There
was & bump on his head, and his snub
nose wai swollen. Otherwise he appeared
unhurt.

The Removiles had nunierous bumps
-'-IIHI 131’[]551!5"- I}[?T WOk 'Ihf_‘ﬂ]. l}ll". TLEIT R ;'l.‘l'{!'tlli.'!
seriously hurt. Sonmre of them looked
wrecks, however. Bolsover major hatl
his jacket ripped up the back. Peter
Tadd had lost the bottom half of the lou
of one of his troueers, Torn clothes and
burst collars were to be seen everywhere,

“Yow-wow ! Yah! My  head!”
moaned Bob Cherry, tenderly rubhbing
bz cranium. " Oh dear! Look at our
cliubhouse 1

The Removites looked at il—at least,
they looked at the heap of splintered
wood and ronwork that had once repre-
senled their beloved clubhouse.  Alas!
As a clubhouse it was no more, and never
would be again!

They gazed at it and almost wept.

“Well, that's done it!” gasped Harry
Wharton. *“Look at our furniture—
that's ruined, toa! I——7

“Gerrup! Yah! Wow ! Oh, Jehosho-
phat !

A well-known voice came to their ears.
It proceeded from the midst of the ruin.
A portion of the debris was thrust aside,
amd a sorry figure appeared,

“It’'s that lunatic of a workman
cjnreulated Nugent. ** He ”

“Tt isn't a workman ot all!” howled
Boh Cherry suddenly. “It's Fish! Look
at him!"”

“My hat!”

The Removites blinked at the *“ work-
man.” Much of his disguise had come off
in the recent disaster, and the face and
form of Wisher T. Fish could easily be
distinguished.

“Tish " gasped Harry Wharton,
“Then it was Fish who came to mend
tho roof! He—he came disguised as a
workman! What the dickens "
“He's been spoofing us, chaps "' roared
Peter Todd. *' I can see it all now! He's
in the swim with the Friardale Building
(Co. to swindlo us! The clubhouse 13 a
jerry affair! It was no good except for
fircowood ! Tishy knew it, vet ho hood-
winked us into buying it——""

“Great pip ™

r!'l

“You're right, Toddy!”

“Grab him!'"”

““Slaughter the rotten spoofer!”

Fisher T. Tish gave a wild leap out of
the debris when he saw the infuriated
juniors coming tosvards him.

No longer were they a friendly society.
On the contrary, they were distinctly un-
friecndly! It was apparent that things
would go hard with Fisher 1. Fish when
the Remaovites caught him.

Fish realised this, and he ran like a
hare tewards the school gates, and out
into Friardale Lane. Harry Wharton &
Clo., brandishing bits of the clubhouse as
weapons, dashed after him. :

“Ston him ! roared Bolsover major.

But Fisher T. Fish was running as he
had never run hefore, fear lending him
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was in the shed ho piled up against the
door to serve as a barricade.

Crash! Thump! Bang! Wallnﬁ!

The angry Removites outside threat-
ened to reduce Fish's shad to the samae
state as their ill-fated clubhouse.

‘““Let up, you slab-sided mugwunps!"
roared Fish through the window, "1
guess you'll have to pay up if you do any
damage—some! 'This hyer isn't my pro-
perty; I only rent 1t1"

“He rents it!"’ roared Bob Cherry.
“ What does Fish want with a place lika
this to rent? TUnless—unless he's the
Friardale Building Company !”

“Oh, Jehosophat!” moaned Fisher T.
Fish, realising that he bhad let the cat
out of the bag. ‘"Look hyer, you
galootg——"

*“ Yaroop !’ roared Fish, as the juniors grabbed at his legs. *' Leggo !
Yah !”* Crash | With a rumbling roar the Remove Friendly Society’s |
Clubhouse collapsed like a pack of cards, burying its luckless occupants ‘

beneath it.

wings. He looked a sirange sight, and
people on the highway who saw him
stopped ta blink. Fishy kept on. He
tore down the High Street of Friardule,
and did not stop until he had locked him-
self in his * office.”

He leaned back apainst the desk for a
breather,

“Groooogh |
crickets! Wow !" he groaned,
this 18 where I get left! Yowp!
come the jays!”

Harry Wharton & Co. burst into the
vard like a cyclone. They pounded at
the shed door with their weapons,

“Fish, you totter!”

“Come out, you scallywag

Fisher T. Fish had no intention of
“ecoming out.”

Oh, jumping Jerusalem
“1 puess

Hyer

What furniture there!

(See Chapter 11.)

“Hallo. hallo! 'What's all this about "
broke in a stern voice.

Wheeling roumd, Harry Wharton & Co.
beheld Mr. Jonas Gunter, the Eriardale
land agent. Mr. Gunter was the apent
for that property.

“T say, Mr. Gunter, did you let this
place to Kish ¥’ asked Harry Wharton,

“YVes, Master Wharton, I let it 1o
Master Fish for five shillings a weck as
a workshop,” replied Mr. Gunter,

“My hat! Then this docsn’t belong
to the Friardale Building Co.%” .

“Thoere isn't such a firm as the Friar-
dale Building Co., young gents,” said
Mr. Gunter grimly. ‘ Master Fish, I
know, has put a board up with thaf
namne on it; that’s what I came round
to see about. Ile’s not a building con)-
pany, and never will be. DBesides, there's

Don’t miss “ If 1 Were Skipper ! ”’—by Billy Bunter—next Monday I
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& clause in the lease of this property that
aays it mustn’t be wsed for business pur-
poses,””

The Removites looked at Mr. Gunter,
and at Fisher T, Fish, and then at each
other. :

“Well, I'm jiggered!"” gasped Johnn
Bull. *“Then Fish has spoofed us all
along the line! There's no such firm as
the Friardale Buailding Company. TFish
Limself is the company! He worked this
stunt in order to palm off that junk on
us as & clubhouse! Oh, my hat! Let's
get at him !

“Break down the shed!”

The Removites surged forward in an
angry mass.

Fisher T. Fish, trapped like a rat inside
the shed, trembled.

“I—I say, let up, you jays!™
shouted’ through the window. o B |
guess I'll capitulate. I reckon this is
my funeral, and I’ll put you wise. It
was a business deal—a pure business
deal, sivs, straight from the word go!”

“It was a swindle!” cried Harry
Wharion, “You got hold of that old
hut cheap, and did it up purposely to
sell to us at a large profit. We can sce
it all now, Tishy! We're going to make
vou fork out that fiver the Friendly
Society paid you!™
“Oh, come off it!” said Fish in alarm,
“I guess you galoots don't understand

business—-—"

“We don't understand vour methods
of business, Fishy !"” rapped the Remove
captain. “ They're too jolly sharp! But,
business or no business, we're going to
have our money back! Burst the gm::-r
open, chaps!”

A plank of wood was grabbed, and
many willing hands brought it to bear
forcibly against the shed door. Mr.
Gunter velled to the juniors to stop, but
they paid no heed.

Crash! Crash!

The door gave in at last,

Fisher T. Fish gave a howl and dived
through the window as Harry Wharton &
C'o. broke in over the barricade. But
Fish was promptly grabbed by the other

juniors outside and held firmly.
“(Got him !"" chortled Bob Cherry.
“Yarooooogh! Yah! Wooogh! Oh,
Jehoshophat! Let up, you jays! Yow-
wow-wow !"” howled Fish.

“Turn his pockets out!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“What-ho {"

Fish, despite his struggles, was turned
upside down. The contents of his pockets
were examined. The Bemovites dis-
covered the receipt for two pounds ten
that Fish had paid for the hut in the first
place,

“The artful rotter!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. ““So he got more than his
money back with the first payment we
made to him. The quid a week would
have been profit!”

“Yowp! Ain't that business, you
mugwump !” moaned Fish, *“I guess
that’s a business dual.”

“It's a horrid, mean swindle—like all
the rest of wyour schemeas have be=n,
Fish!"  exclaimed Wharton angrily.
““Chaps, here's six pounds odd in money
I've taken from this rotter's pockets,
We'll appropriate that. Now we'll teach
him a lesson. DBump him!”

Bump! Bump! Bump!

““Yarooooogh ! Yah!
Yooooooop ! howled Fish,

The angrs Removites bumped him
severely, Then they whirled Fish out
of the yard, up to the High Street, and
hurled him bodily into the horse-treugh.

Enlush!

“Yerrrugh !

Fish went under with a gurgling well,
The crowd of villagers and Greyfriars
fellows that had gathered yelled with
laughter at the American junior's plight,

“There,"” said Harry Wharton grimly,
“that will remind Fishy that he'd botter
not try any more business propositions
on us! Come on, you fellows, we'll
settle with Mr. Gunter.”

The land agent told Harry Wharton &
Co. that if they gave him the remains
of the hut he would call the matter
square. This was a highly satisfactory
arrangement to the Removites, and they
arreed,

Mr., Gunter sent a wagon along to
Gireyfriars, and the ill-fated clubhouse
was removed, amid the exasperated re-
marks of the Removites and the laughter
of the rest of Greyfriars.

Harry Wharton called a meeting of the
I'riendly Society.

SChaps, T move that the Friendly
Society be wound up,” said the Remove

Bump!
Wow!

Over fifteen years old—proof of the MAGNET’S success!

captain, “It's turned out rather a fiasco
—thanks to Fish. It was his idea. His
motive was to make money out of if.
We'll share out what cash we've got,
and let things go at that!"”

““Hear, hear!"”

Harry Wharton shared out the money
fairly, the fellows who had contributed
most money to the society receiving a
larger proporfion. Everybody was satis-
fied—that is, with the exception of
I'isher T. Fish—and the rest of Grey-
friars highly amused,

Thus the Remove Friendly Society was
liguidated,

And whilst the process of liquidation
was being carried out, Iisher T. Iish
was left in miserable solitude to muse
upon the slow and unbusinesslike qualities
of the English nation in general, and of
the Remove Form at Greyfriars in par-
ticular,

THE END.

(There i3 another vipping warn of
Harry Wharton & Co. weat Monday,
cnlitled * AN ISLAND MYSTERY M
Be sure and read i, chums!)
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Get busy right now on this latest case of Ferrers Locke!

RED MASK.

The Signal of Success !

ROPPING into a dry (ditch,
D Ferrers Locke crept along 1t,

following its windmg course

until he gained the lower end of
the valley. The white light was still
piercing the darkness behind him, as he
emerged out on the road, and he looked
back at it for a long moment, while a
“tuiet smile crossed his grimed face.

A feeling of grim exaltation came 1o
him, now this first challenge to the
mysterious Red Mask had been success-
ful. The brotherhood of the White
Heather had made their first move, and
the invincible Red Mask had been
cheated of a victim,

Half an hour later Ferrers Locke,
irudging quietly down the road towards
Moscow, heard the drumming of a car
engine, and he hid swiftly behind a
clump of bushes. A few minutes later
a powerful two-seater passed him, mov-
ing like the wind. He had only just
time to glimpse the figure of the solitary
occupant at the wheel—a massive shape,
leaning forward, and watching rhe white
roadway.

Flakes of wet mud sprayed on to the
hushes, and Locke arose, watching the
car glide out of sight down the slope.

“The wires will be working overtime
very soon,’”’ he muttered to himself.
“But it will simply be a waste of time.
You'll receive a message presently, Red
Mask; but it will not be the oune you
expect.”

It was long after midnight when a
+habby figure slouched along the broad
pavement of the dark streets, to turn
into a quiet doorway, and vanish. Ten
minutes later another firure came out of
‘that doorway, but it was dressed in im-
maculate evening clothes, It sauntered
down the better-lighted portion of the
thoroughfare, and, on reaching the corner
of the street where (wo uniforined
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figures were standing, one of the men
saluted it. Ferrers Locke—for he it was
—returned the salute, passed them, and
entered the wide doorway of the huge
residential chambers. Ile climbed up to
his suite of rooms on the third floor.
Passing across the narrow hall, he
entered a room on the left, swiiching on
the lLight.

Someone arose from the deep armchair
and ame  towards him—a  little,
shrivelled man, with grey beand, and
haggard, weary eyes,

"Well—"

Locke crossed to the sideboard, and
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THE CURTAIN RINGS UP ON
RED MASK, a powerful and sinister in-
dicidual, whose identity i1 al presentd
unknown, holding sway orver the fortunes
of distressed Moscow. Englishmen, in
particular, hare been made to feel the
weight of his tyrannical power.

FERRERS LOCKE, England's premier delee-
tire, whe formsz a sociely known as the
Brotherhood of the White Heather. Its
object iz to rescue the innocent victims
of Hed Mask.

JACK DRARE, the deleclive’s clever young
assistant.

PRINCE IVAN, BORIS SAROV, FATHER
PETRCQ, and MR, MALTBY, members of
the society.

INA CARTWRIGHT, the lalest viclim of
Red Magk's tyranny. Found guilly on a
charge of treason of wwhich she iz enttirely
innocent, the young English girl is about
ta be sent to the forlress of Butirka.

Disguised a3z a peasant, Ferrers Locke
vieits the fortress and rescuer her. He has
barely placed her in the care of Jack Drake,
who is in charge of the moior-van which s
to take the girl acrosi the ]’ran!frr, when a
sentry gives the alarm. Commanding Drake
to drive off at once, Locke himself stay:

behind and grapples with the zentry. Then,
geizing an opportune moment, the sleuth
breaks away and dashes acrosz the open

country, the powerful rays of a scarchlight
endeavouring to single him out,
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FERRERS LOCKE,

helped himself to a clgar, lighting 1t
before he turned. :

Yes. All well, your Highness,” he
said to Prince lvan,

The old nobleman caught his breath.
“You—you mean that you have saved
that wretched, loyal child #™

Ferrers Locke nodded his head.

“If you’ll sit there for a few momenns
longer, I may be able to satisfy you,”
he saul.

The chair was against one of the huge
windows, and when the clderly nobleman
had seated himself, Locke arossed the
room and switched off the electric light
again, plunging the room into darknes-.
Then he turned and across to the
window.

They were looking out over the
straggling city, with its long vistas, and
church towers and steeples. The lighted
streets stretched to right and leit, but
away beyond them lay the blue dusk of
the night, :

A siver-toned clock in the room
chimed twice, and Locke moved slightly.

‘““We ought not to have to wail long
now, Prince Ivan, if all is well. Abl!
There !"” ) :

Eastward there climbed into the aiv
a thin, white light, that broke and dis-
solved into a myriad of golden stars.

“That is the signal from the railway,’
said Ferrers Locke. ~ ** Another passenger
has safely reached the midnight express.
Miss Cartwright is saved.”

The armchair creaked, and the oll
fellow arose, and caught the detective
by the hand.

“You—you - have accomplished the
seemingly impossible,” he said. ' XNo
one has ever yet escaped from Red

Mask. Here, in Moscow, we know him
and fear him—fear him all the more
because his real identity is unknown.”

A quiet laugh sounded.

“] am here to crush the power of Red
Mazk,” Locke retuyrned quietly. *He

For thrills you can’t beat this ripping new serial !
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broods over the city here like a plague;
his name stands for all that is evil and
vile, but his power—whatever it is—will
he taken away from him, and the day
will come when I shall unmask him
before you all.”™

He reached out and drew the blinds
of the window. Then, crossing the room
again, ho switched on the light.

“Thore is no noed for any further
caution,” ho went on. “Y¥ou can go
home now, Prince Ivan. I suppose I
shall seo you at the carnival to-morrow
night?  All Moscow will be flocking
there. and it is not wiso to refuse the
invitations of the rulers—eh "

Prince Ivan tugged at his thin beard
for a moment.

“I will havo to go,” he said at last.
““It would mean trouble for me if I
kept away, but I hate these ceremonies,
for T know that I walk amongst spies—
men who watch, and listen, and pry.”

“Quite so, your Highness! But those

are the very men whom I desire most
to meet. Besides, I shall have definite
news of Miss Cartwright then, and I
will let you have it."
* A quarter of an hour later saw the old
nobleman enler the dingy carriage that
had been waitufg for him, and drive off
to his home, :

Ferrers Locke halted to light another
cigar, and his keen eyes travelled up and
down the wide thoroughfare hefore turn-
ing to enter the building again. He was
searching for the belated motor-van, but
another heur passed before he heard the
rumble of wheels, Crossing to his win-
dow, he saw the hooded wehicle pass
swiftly down the thoroughfare, to vanish
into one of the side turnings,
~ Ten minutes later & faint whirring
from the cabinet on the left of the room
broughl Locke apross to it, and he
opened the door, disclosing a tiny tele-
phone set.

“That you, Locke?” hummed nacross
Lthe wiges.
‘l-"i"'[lﬁ. Py
“This is Doris Sarov speaking. Jack
Drake is here.- 8hall we come round ?”

“Yes. DBut don't forget—come into
the building by the back entrance.

Clean, wholesome literature every week—in

There arve two inquisitive friends watch-
ing oulside.”
A laugh sounded across the wires.
“Let them watch!” DBoris Sarov re-

turned. *“ We've struck a heavy blow
totnight, Locke, and there’s more to
follow.”™

Count Heinrich Draws a Blank !

N a lofty room in a great, white
I marble palace, that stood on the
banks of the river, & man in a quiet
morning suit was seated at break-
fast. Behind his chair stood a tall
bearded servant, who waited on the
seated figure with swift, noiseless skill.

Count Heinrich von Goltz was one of
the leaders of that curious, fashionable
society that had grown up amidst the
ruins of the old Empire, there in
Moscow.

President of a big banking establish-
ment, no one seemed to know just where
he drew his interest from, but that he
was & power in the city was undoubted.
In his stiff-necked, heavy way he moved
aynong the handful of better-class people.
His punctilious politeness, and apparent
desire to be friendly, masked the real
character of the man. There was no
mistaking his nationality. His heavy face
and sallow-lined features, bristling mous-
tache, shaggy brows over close-set eyes,
and small, bullet-shaped head stamped
him a one-time leader of the Germans—
a Prussian of the Prussians.

That a man of that hated race should
mingle with the poverty-stricken but
proud families of Moscow was, in itself,
a mystery, but an apparently limitless
wealth, and the vastness of his entertain-
ments, assured him a host of followers.
And behind his hospitality was some
powerful Government backine, that made
the swarm of officials in the old city
pretend they did not feel the tension.

There were many vague rumours con-
cerning Count Heinrich. He had bought
that white marble palace, and kept a
huge staff of servants. He spent lavishly,
extravagantly, and his wealth seemed
inexhaustible; but no one was able to
say where his riches came from.
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As he sat at his breakfast-table now,
his brows were drawn in a moody frown,
and he seemed to be suffering from some
thwatrted passion. Suddenly he thrust
his chair away, and arose, barking out &
command to the burly figure behind him.

“I'm expecting Prince Ivan,” he
snapped. “ When he comes, bring him
to me at once.”

The man bowed, and Count Heinrich,
striding across the chamber, entered a
smaller one, the galleries of which looked
out over the walled-off garden that ran
down to the river, He seated himself
at his desk for a moment, and began to
open & small pile of anvaiﬂpﬂs, but half-
way through that task he rose to his feet
again, and commenced to pace up and
down the beautifully furniaEad chamber
—his large hands clasped behind his back,
and his shaggy brows drawn together
in & frown.

Presently he halted in front of a
mirror, and leaned forward to peer at
himself. On the right of his jaw, show-
ing clearly under the dull blue shade of
the shaven skin, was a black bruise. He
fingered it tenderly, and his small eyes
hardened.

The whirr of a distant bell brought
him round, and a few moments later
the great doors were swung open, and
a servant appeared, bowing low.

“His Highness, Prince Ivan Staliski,”
the man announced.

The feeble figure of the old nobleman
shuffled quietly into the room, while his

reat  broad-shouldercd host came

urrying forward, with one large hand
outstretched.

“A thousand thanks for coming to
see me, your Highness,” he said.

They shook hands, and the old noble-
man watched Count HMeinrich closely,
while the latter drew a chair forward,
and begged his visitor to be seated.

“What do you want with me, Count

Heinrich?' the Prince bepan.
S

As Dimitri made his first blind rush at Jack the youngster grabbed hold of a broken cart-shaft and aimed a
of pain Dimitri staggered back against the pony, grabbing at it to steady himself.
and next moment the anima! whipped round and lashed out with its iron-shod hoofs, (See page 27.)

at the Russian’s head. With a howl
Followed a quick whinnying,

lerrific swing
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“T wizh to talk lo you over that un-
fortunate FEoglishwoman--your wife's
gompanion.”

Heinrich's voice was suave and oily as
I leaned {owards his visitor,

“] was deeply distressed when 1
Theard of her fate. They {old me yester-
day that she had been sent to the
fortress.”

His eye: narrowed as he Jooked at the
prince.

“It must have been a blow to you,
vour Highness,”” ho went on. “And I
hope for your eake the committee will
relent their purpose concerning her.”

There was something of the look of a
tiger in the small, close-sct eyes now,
hut Prince Ivan glanced placidly at lus
host.

“The committea has taken her, and
we must alnde by its decision.”

A frown crossed the Prussian’s heavy-
jowled face for a moment.

“It scems a pity that she should have
to serve such a long sentence there in
the fortress, Prince Ivan,” he said.

The old nobleman's veice hardened,

“Qhe wae a vietim, Count Heinrich,”
e said. “ And loyalty proved her
Jdownfall. It was unwise of her to
speak of what happened at my home
when Red Mask led his raiders into if.
I begged her not to speak, but—well,
-he's  English, and they're a high-
~-pirited race.”

He took out & watehh and glanced at
Lt.
“T am graleful fer ihe irouble you
have taken over that unfortunate ser-

vapnt of mine, Count Heinrich,” he
went on. ‘“But I'm afraid we can do
nothing. Now I shall have to go.
There is a friend of mine waiting
below.™

“Who 13 it1”

“Aerely an English tourist,
yvon have met him—Ferrers Locke

Heinrich laughed.

“Ves, I have mel him. He is indeed
o iypical Britisher—but a little more
wobden-headed than usual—if you'll
pardon my eaying so, your Highness.”

Count Heinrich thought he saw
rinick gleam come into the faded eyes,
Lut it was gone like a flash, and the
prince howed.

“T often wonder what keeps this
Britisher here in Moscow for so long,”
("ount Heinrieh went on. *“His curio
mania has not tired yet."”

L-HE erossed the room and pressed a
ell.

““Ack Mr. Locke to come up,’
said. ““And bring wine.”

The supple, upright figure in an
immaeculately fitting suit, came into the
tudy on the heels of the tall servant,
and was greeted by the broad-
zhouldered owner of the palace with a
handshake. Count leinrich spoke in
English.

“I am sorry to have kept you wait-
ing, Mr. Locke,” he remarked. 4 |
dicd not know you were with our mutual
friend, Princa Ivan.”

“Oh, I spent tha (lime profitably,
(Cfount Heinvieh,” Ferrers Locke re-
furned.  “Those fapesiries in your hall
arc magnificent.”

The servant re-enfered with the wine,
and Heinrvich poured out three glasses,
but Ferrers Locke shook his head.

“Your wines are heady stuff, Count
IMTeinrich,” he said., * 1 prefer water!"

Count Heinrich signed to the servant,
and swallowed his wine ai a single gulp.

“We were discuseing a country-
woman of yours, Mr, Locke,” he =aid.

T think

I!ll
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Without hesitation Jack Drake made
a quick dive between the fellow’s legs,
sending him sprawling. (See page 2/.) |

“The unfortunate Misa Cartwright,
You have heard of her case of course?”

“The foolish woman who has fallen
foul of the authoriti~s?’ Locke drawled
glowly. “What has happenced to her,
Count Heinrich?"

His expressionless face turned towards
the heavy one opposite.

““She has been taken to the fortress,”
said Clount Heinrich. “ She 1s likely to
serve her sentence there.”

“Poor girl! Btill, I supposo it was
her own fault. Forcigners should never
interfere in the affairs of a country they
are visiting."”. -

Secretly Ferrers Locke was enjoying
that grim ordeal. He knew that his
host was trying to pump him, and he
caught the harassed look on Prince
Ivan's face, and inwardly smiled.

“Yon are rather surprising, Mr,
Locke,” Count Heinrich said at last,
“One would think that as a Britisher
you would be more intercsted in her.”

Again that blank, calm serutiny met
his own.

“1 have lound it wicer not to inter-
fere at- all, Count Meinrich,” drawled
Locke. * Miss Cartwright was foolish-—
and the greatest punishment is for fools
—she will have to pay.”

He leancd forward and pretended to
knock a speck of dust from Ins imma-
culate sleeve.

“Yon will be at
morrow night, Count Hoeinrich?"
went  on. “His Excelleney, the
governor, has been good enough to
send me an invitalion, and 1, too, shall
be there.”

He rose to his feet, and Prince Ivan
followed his lead. Count  Heinrich
accompanicd his guests to the top of
the great staircase, and watched them
descend. The mask had shpped from
mis face now, and it was revealed in all
s doubis and suspicion.

carnival to-

he

ihe

“Prince Ivan knows, but is afraid o
speak,” he muttered to himself.

He turned to pace back into ihe
smaller chamber.

“But this other man—this dog of a
Britisher. Who is he and what is he®”

To and fro across the chamber the
massive man strode, muttering to him-
self as he went.

“His faco was the face of a brain-
less fool—or the mask of a clever
man.”

Slowly the thoughts formed in Count
Heinrich's brain. The féw questions
he had put had had a shrewd objecf
hehind them. He had hoped to trap
Prince Ivan and Locke nto admitting

that they knew Ina Cartwright had

escaped—a knowledge that would have
convicted them at once.

“A fool or an actor—which?"

That blank expression of face that
Ferrers Loecke had worn had been proof
against all Count Heinrich's keen
power of character-reading, yet he
sensed inwardly that latent force with
which he had come in contact.

Halting in front of the window he
threw his massive arms above his head,
clenching his fists. He conld see the
town ehimmering under the morning
sun, and his face grew black. Tt was
the first time in long years he had re-
ceived a set-back—a check to his ruth-
less career. An unfortunate victun
had been snatched out of his grasp at
the very moment when he had thought
to wield lis power.

As he stood there frowning, Counf
Heinrich Goltz felt the first grim fore-
boding come to him. He knew that he
was master of that great city, lying
there under the sun; those governors
and commandants were mere puppets
whom a word from him would banish.
He was the real ruler of Mascow, and
had sceured his position by a grim

—the most amazing serial story of modern times !
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bond that linked him with one of the
three rulers of that great, troubled
country. ¥

“Bhe must be found—she shall be
found " the count muttered to himself.
**Bhe shall be brought back here, and-
I will force her to name her friends."”

A vision arose in front of him—a
vision of a ragged, grimed shape that
had leaped out suddenly into the light
of the prison chamber. It was a mere
shadowy form, vague and unreal, but
the black bruise on his jaw, and the
memory of revival from - unconscious-
ness, told Count Heinrich that behind
that shadow there lurked the presence
of a pgrim, redoubtable man.

“They will find her,” he snarled.
“And then I shall know whom it was
—and Heaven help him when I do!”
I ing luxuriously on one of the deep

couches.  Boris Sarov, puffing
contentedly at a cigarette, was grinning
across the room at the youngster.

“You certainly know how to drive a
motor-van, Jack,” Boris said. “And I
can .tell you that our Russian roads
require some driving over.”

It had been e nerve-racking experi-
ence that Jack had gone through, after
he had plunged away into the night,
with the bullete whistling about his
“ears, He had driven on blindly down
the rough roads for a long five miles,
until he had seen the roadway forking
in front of him, and he had Elyﬂ.pperl on
the brakes when a group of figures had
darted out fromn the darkness. He had
retognised the figure of Boris, No
word had been spoken, but Boris hLad

leaped into the front of the wehicle,
and been driven on.

The tall, black-haired Russian had
given directions noyw and again, until
at last Jack found himself driving into
a quiet goods yard, with the rails shim-
mering beyond it,

Out of the wan had stepped the slim
ghape of the woman who had been
hiding there, and she had been hurried
across the metals to where a train stood
i the semi-darkness. Drake had flung
open the door of the end compartment,
and hands were thrust out to help
the girl into it,

It had all happened like the steady
progress of a dream, and no word was
epoken until the train moved off, and
Boris and Jack returned to the van.

“Yes. You've had your baptism of
fire, Jack,” Boris said now. “ And
the Brotherhood of the White Heather
is proud of you.”

“What happened to the governor?"
Drake asked presently. “Where's he
gone?”

“There’s

Jack Drake’s Lone Hand !

N Ferrers Locke's comfortable suite
of rooms, Jack Drake was loung-

no telling where your
governor goes fo, Jack,” DBoris re-
turned, ‘““He left very early this morn-
ing, and I understood he was going to
see Prince Ivan.”

He rose to his feet, and crossed the
room.

“I must leave you now,” he went
on. ‘It will not do for me to be here
too long. I have a brother and an
uncle in Moscow, and I must go back
to them. You will remember that
from now on you are no longer Alexis
sarov, but Michael. You have been
employed by Mr. Locke as his wvalet.”

“It seems to me I'm a new blessed
character every day,” Jack Drake

¥r

and began to think that he had entered

muttered to lumself when Borvis had
gone.

“*Goodness knows what it is that the
governors got himself mixed up in,
but, my hat, it seems pretty execiting,
and if last night's show was a sample
of it, I'm going to bave something to
talk about when I get back to London.”

He had been warned by Boris not to
leave the suite of rooms until Ferrvers
Locke returned, but- after spending
another lonely hour mwooning about the
compartment, Jack Drake found him-
self standing at the window, gazing
longingly into the créwded street below.

“Hang 1t! Why shouldn't I have a
walk out? Nobody's likely to bite me,”
he decided at last.

He went into the little chamber that
Ferrers Locke had set aside for him, and
found a quiet servant’s wuniform laid
ready for his use. It consisted of a long
black blouse, and the usual wide, dark
trousers, with a round fur cap.

Jack Drake donned these garments,
and had a good look at himself in the
mirror. Then, satisfied with his appear-
ance, he marched boldly down the stairs,
and strode out into the street, The shops
fascinated him, and he went on and on,
strolling past one huge Luilding after the
other, until a savoury aroma of coffee
tempted him into a large cafe,

The days he had spent with Boris had
not been wasted,” for the tall Russian had

iven him some instruction in the
anguage, and he could speak n few
simple words., Jack ordered a coffee
and a roll of Dblack bread and butter.
Then, seated at a quiet table, he began
to enjoy his meal. The place was
crowded, every table occupied by a cirele
of men. Jack studied the various faces,

a human zoo.

There were all sorts and conditions of
men in the cafe, from yellow-faced
Chinese to frizzy-haired, thick-lipped men
of negroid type, A clamour of harsh
voices made an incessant din, and the
waitresses were kept running to and fro
attending {o the wants of their clients.

Presently one of the tables near Jack
was cleared, and, a few moments later,
three men entered the cafe and seated
themselves at the vacant table. One
of the men was drefsed in a kind of
uniform, and the other two were wearing
ordinary European clothes. They were
a hard-faced ‘lot, and Jack suddenly
picked up his ears as he heard his own
tongue, although it was spoken in a
harsh and guttural accent.

" Let us speak English; it is not likely
that anvone here will understand it.”

It was the man in uniform who spoke,
and Jack, pretending lo be busy with
his coffee, leaned forward,

““What are these new orders, Dinitri "
the other man asked. “You were to
sot oul to-day for Perm. You told us
that your pairel was waiting you there,”

The uniformed man shrugged his
shouldars.

“*Had you been at the fortress that
night, you would not have to ask why
I did not start.”

“Why? What
fortress?"”

The man addressed as Dimitri langhed,

“Only that white bird escaped from
Red Mask, right through his fingers,”
he returned. *I was there ready to
take her away at Red Mask's orders.”

happened at the

Before it is too late—get your ‘' Holiday Annual’ now!

to capture his white bird again. Then
I go to Perm; and then, the long, long
journey, my friends,"
The other two men
speaker for a moment,
“This will be the third time thal yon

locked at the

have done the long, long jouruey,
Dimitei,”
The uniformed Ffgure shrugeed ils
shoulders.

“That is so; and I'm tle only one that
ever comes bacl:."”

A hoarse guffaw went vound the trio,
Ez_md Jack Drake felt a shiver run through

um,

“And you never fail to find your way.
D1m1tr.1..even after you leave the tiver:s”

By way of reply, Dimitri slipped a
hand into his loose-fitting tunic, and drew
out ‘a crinkling square of tracing-paper,
which he proceeded to unfold and flatten
out on the table,

**Here is the line—clear as my evesight
—stage by stage, my friends. ~ llow
should I miss my way?"

His savage face hardened as he glanced
down at the traced map.

“*Now and again my cattle
I let them go. They never return, and
they're never heardy of again. But I
always come back—I, Dimitri, whom Red
Mask trusts!"

. He folded the map again, and tapped
it with one broad finger.

““There are men here in Mgscow who
would give much gold to have this.”

He slipped it into his uniform again,
and tugged down the lapel of his coat,

A sudden, fierce desire assailed Jack
Drake—one of those mad notions that
occasionally came into his head for no
apparent r}lyme OF Iegsor.

“I'm going to get that blessed map, or
I'm a2 Dutchmau!” he vowed.

And so, ten minutes later, when
Dimitri and -his two associates came
swaggering out of the cafe, a slim {igure
in servant’s livery followed them. At
the corner of one broad thoroughfure
Dimitri said good-bye to the other two,
and went on his way alone,

Dimitri had played the spy oftan

enough, but he had no idea that he was
being spied upon then, and the slim
figure following him sauntered on so
casually that it would have taken a
keener brain than Dimitri not to have
been deceived.
“He turned at last into a grimier por-
tion of the great city, and entered the
huge stableyard of a rambling old inn.
Jack Drake saw him wvanish into one of
the narrow stables, and passing the door
a few moments™later, he saw Dimitri
stretched out on a heap of dried fodder
in ona corner of the stall. A shagpy-
looking Russian pony was feeding in the
other corner of the stall, and outside the
stable was a light, two-wheeled wehicle.
The harness was near at hand, seeming
to indicate that Dimitri was waiting
there for a summons,

(oing on past the door, Jack saw that
there was a ladder propped up against
the side of the ﬁtﬂ;hﬂa that gave access
to the door of the loft above,

After a glance around, Jack shinned
up the ladder and stepped quietly on to
the creaking boards. There was a gap
in the centre of the floor, and, reaching
it, Jack peered cautiously down into the
stable below. Dimilri was sprawled ouk
on the fodder, and his head was resting
on his arm. Listening intently, Jack
heard the man’'s steady breathing,

stray, and

““And what happened? What lmpr]
pened?"

“I do not know; but T know that Red | side of the stable from the gap.

Mask was dangerous to approach after-
wards. He told me to wait. He is going

A series of hand-grips ran down the
Jack,

swinging on fto the topmost rung,

(Continued op page 27.)
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L EXNIRY
Fifth,

Coker of the
the soltest game
YWhy, there's

 aid
19
under the sun!

nathing in it! You simply pat-

it hall over a net, and your opponent

pais it back to yeu, You keep on doing
thiz until you get fed-up, and then the
nmpire shioits ont * Six to love,” or some
toanmy 15d hike that, and vou pack up
aned go home !

That was Coker's view. And he ex-
cwetod Potrer and Greene to apree with
b, Dut they didn't,

“There's more in tennis than meets
the eye,” wald Potter. *You've got to
have the eye of a hawk, and you've got
“to be mimble on your ping——"

“ And you've got to know how to serve
antd drive, and all that sort of thing,"
chimed in (Greene,

Coker snorted,

“You'll be saving that tennis is a
game of skill next!” he said., “As I
~ay, there’'s nothing in it, I'd undertake
to lick any of these so-called champions
of cither sex " '

“Well, sou’ll have a chance to-
morrow,” said Potter. “There’'s a
tennis tournament over at ClLIT House.
Why not go over and challenge some of
the girls? You might be able to lick
Bessio Bunter, at a pinch, but I'll wager
yvou won't beat I’hyllis Howell,”

"“What ! shouted Coker, “ Not lick
a mere girl at a game of pat-ball? Look
here, George Potter, I'll tell you what
I'll do. T'll challenge Phyllis Howell to
a game, and if I don’t win every single
set I'll stand von two fellows the finest
feed you've ever had !V '

“TDoue!” said DPotter and Greene
together, '

On the {Gllowing afiernoon, therefore,
Coker doinned his flannels, and borrowead
a tenmis-racket, and made tracks for
Cliflt House, with Potter and Greeno 1n
attendance, :

The tennis-courts were erowded.
Phyllis Howell was there, and Coker
promptly approached her,

Laugh and grow fat !

Supplement 1]

“I say, Miss Phyllis, I should like
to challenge you to a game,” he said.
Phyllis smiled.

“T'Il aeccept your challengs with
pleasure,” she said. “Dut I shall have
t? keep you waiting till four o'cleck.
I've got to meet Marjorie Hazeldene in

the semi-final of our tournament.”

““All  serene,” said Coker. “T'll
wait.”

In the meantime he watched the girls
gﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁﬂﬂﬂ-ﬂ-ﬂﬂm

o EDITORIAL!

BY HARRY WHARTON.
00000000000

T WO years ago I remember a fellow

with a mania for making

prophecies — always a  very

dangerous mania, by the way!—
saying to e, “In two years' time
ericket will be dead and defunct. Lawn-
tennis will haye crowded it out.”

Well, the two years have passed, and
cricket is still going strong. I won't
deny that tennis %as grown tremendously
in popularity, but 1t hasn't killed
ericket, and I don't think it ever will.

Tennis, when properly played, is one
of the finest sports we have. But when
it becomes mere ““pat-ball,” it is one of
the tamest affairs you could imagine,

We play tennis at Gresfriars—unot to
the extent we play cricket; still, we are
glad of an occasional game on the
splendid courts which adjoin the cricket-
ground,

Little or nothing has been written
about our activities on the tennis-courts,
so this number will come as a refreshing
surprise, 1 hope you will all enjoy it.

HARRY WHARTOXN.

at play, and he began to feel rather uii-
easy. -

It was not pat-ball that they wera
playing. It was Tennis, with a capital
“T.” They dashed to and fro with
amazing energy, and their volleying was
a sight to see and wonder at, Some of
their lightning. returns made Coker gasp.

But the great Horace had a big

1 enough “opinion of himself to believe

that he could beat Phyllis Howell, 0Of
course, these girls could play very well
against members of their.own sex; buf
when it came to meeting a giant like
Coker—well, there could be only one
possible result.

At four o'clock the ecourts were clear,
and everybody crowded round to see
Phyllis Howell do bhattle with Coker.

Poor old Horace! Directly the game
started, it seemed to him as if an earth-
quake was happening. "He served the
ball, and it was returned to him in a
flash, He hooked it back over the net—
more by aceident than design—and back
it came again, red-hot from Phyllis
Howell's racket. Coker made a blind
rush for the ball, but he was hopelessly
beaten.

And so the merry game went on.
Phyllis Howell, playing close up to the
net, proceeded to tie Coker up in knots.
She drove with wonderful power, and
her hurricane returns were unplayable,

Coker was rushed off his feet as if by
a mighty whirlwind, He was panting
and perspiring, and striving vainly to
stop those deadly volleys,

“Oh dear!” he gasped, “I—I'm not
quite up. te form this afternoon! I
can't serm to do anything right 1"

“Perhaps the pace is too hot for
vou?"”  suggested Clara  Trevelyn
demurely,

"Ha, ha, ha!"”

The long and short of it was that
Coker lost every single set. He was
bafled, bewildered, boxed up, and hope-
lessly beaten !

It was with a crimson countenance
that Coker limped out of the court,

Potter and Greene were waiting for
him. They were grinning broadly.

“Tennis,” murmured Potter, “is the
softest game under the sun!”

“Why, there's mnothing in it!”
chuckled Greene.

“Who couldn’t lick o merapgirl at a
gam= of pat-ball ¥ gurgled Potter,

““Ha, ha, ha!” )

Coker raised his racket above lis
shoulder in a menacing manner, and
Potter and Greene promptly dodged out
of the danger-zone,

That evening there was a bumper
repast in Coker's study.

Trée to his word—for he i3 quite a
good sporteman-at heart—Coker treated
his study-mates to a really handsome
spread,  And Potter and Greene enjoyed
themselves up to the hilt, and agreed
that Horace Coker was a jolly good
sport, though he couldn’t play tennis for

| toffee!
Read our supplements {
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THE GREYFRIARS

Is there a
Sport to

Beat it ?

NUGENT.

BOE CHERRY,

I've always had a warm place in my
heart for tennis, whether played on an
open-atic ¢ourt or on a table. Some
people think that tennis is a fop's game,
but the fact 15 that a strenuous game of
teinis calls for plenty of stamina and
staying-power. It kecps one “on the
go " more than any game I know—even
more than football, because you fre-
quently get a bricf rest in *f footer,”
when the ball doesn’t happen to bo any-
where near you. And so, at the risk of
being called a traitor to ericket, I
hereby put up both hands for tennis,
and plump for it a¥ being the grandest
game ever!

BILLY BUNTER :

Tennis might bo all right for skinny
PED]}I{', but when you're a bit inclined to
‘om-bung-pong.” In other words,
rotundity, you find it a bit fateeging.
Tho inspiration courses down my cheeks
in streems when I play tennis. To be
kwite kandid, I don't like the game at
all, It may be all right for scraggy
skellingtons like Peter Todd and
Nugent, who are nimble on their pins;
but it's no game for a Bunter. Of corse,

if the occasion demanded it, T eould win
a tennis championship with ease.
Bokawse I don't happen to like a
certain game, it duzzent follow that I'm
not an eggspert at it

H. VERNON-SMITH :

Tenniz is a fine game; but I am not
one of the worshippers at the shrine of
this summer sport, A better game than
tennis would have to be invented to
make me desert cricket. Thore is not
the thrill in winning a set at tennis that
there is in making a century nt cricket.
It's all a matter of taste and tempera-
ment, of course. In my own case, I like
an occasional game of tenniz, but I can’t
go into raptures over it.

DICKY NUGENT:

i like tennis awiully, but i don't get
a chance to play it bekawse there are no
fags’ tennis-courts, which 1 think i1s a
jolty shame, and the sooner they lay
out some special courts for fags the
better it will be. why should the fellows
in the other forms get all the privvi-
leges? why should the fags be left out
in the cold every time? why, why,
why? Ekko answers, *““dashed if i
know!"

HERALD.

MONTY NEWLAND (Champion
Tennis Player of the Remove):

I love tennis. It's meat and drink to
me. I could play for hours on end, and
never become ‘‘fed up.” To the casual
observer, there doesn't seem to be much
in tennis, and yet it's a game that calls
for plenty of skill and stamina., I've
nothing to say against cricket and other
summer sports; but tennis is my first
love—and the first love is the best love!

MR. PROUT:

I have been impudently requested to
“put up my hands for tennis.” I refuse
to do anything of the sort. There is
only one outdoor sport worthy of ihe
name. [ refer to game-shooting,
whether the “game ' be lions or tigers,
or pheasants or partridges. I am more
at home with a rifle than with a tennis-
racket, and I have made many wonder-
ful “*bags " in my time—although I am
not a tailor! It may interest the readers
of the *““Greyfriars Herald " to know
that when 1 was in the Rockies in
1889 (The remainder of Mr. Prout’s
remarks have been reserved {for a
Special Reminizeences Number, —Td.)

ALONZO TODD .

Tennis is a nice game, when playe.d
slowly. The main idea should always be
to pat the ball back very gently to your
opponent, I do not believe in_“lmt
returns ' and  ““smashing  drives.”
Neither do I approve of players twisting
themselves into absurd contortions. 1
appeal to you, my dear fellows, to play
your tennis gently, slowly, and with
becoming dignity. Do not get flustered
and excited, and never strike the ball
viciously. 1f playved in this manner,
tennis is certainly a nice, refined game,
If played in any other style, 1t comes
under the heading of hooligamsm.

THE HEAD:

I have always considered lawn-iennis
an excellent game, and 1 shall do my
utmost to increase its popularity st
ireviriars, Personally, I am too old to
play tennis, but I think some of the
vounger masters might with advantage
take up this splendid summer sport,
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NOT A CHAMPION!
By DICK PENFOLD.

000006000000000000000000060060000600

1 met a chap who came from Venice,
And he propused a game of tennis.

1 thought myself a =ort of Norton;
At least. 1'd beaten Bull and Wharton!

“Your challenge is accepted, sir,

1'll play at once, if you prefer!™

These were the words I spake with pride
To the Veunetian at my side.

We toddled gaily to the couris

To play the best of summer sports,
Then my opponent seized his racket.
Picked up the ball—began to whack it!

His servico was so fierce and fasl,
I simply staggered back, aghast.
He volleved with terrific vigour.

[—

He lunged and leapt. he cut and drove,
He was a masterpiece. by Jove!
I gasped, I panted, 1 perspired,

And rushed around till I was tired,

He won the first pame, and the second.
Then it was time to quit. I reckoned.
I crawled away on hands and knees,
Like a limp rag. sir, if you please!

That tragic afternoon, alack!

Was the most tragic of the Vac, |

That chap had played with 50 much vim

That I was stiff in every limb !

Although I've licked both Dull and
Wharton,

Emphatically I'm not a Norton.

It was the last straw—the completion,

When I was trounced by that Venetian!

GO0 000600060600000

2 TENNIS TERMS
EXPLAINED.

BY TOM BROWN.
500000000000000006

A “good service ' is what we always
have on Sunday. in spite of the fact that
tennis is prohibited on that day!

#- #* ®

A ““set " is what Dicky Nuogeni. the
cigarvette-card collector, hopes to com-
plete very shortly !

. ] * %

A “racket " is what von always lLearv

in Study 2, when T've got my gramo-
1. :
plhioue gou K. - »

A “volley ” is something which i3
fired by the Remove ea-shooting
Corps. » % *

A  “back-hand siroke™ is  what
Quelchy is very fond of when he wields

the canc!
o, i -«

An “overhead shol ™ is what My,

[ Prout makes when he runs amck with

his Winchester repeater!
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THE BROTHERHOOD OF THE

WHITE HEATHER!
(Continued from page 24.)

[ L.

dropped swiftly into the space below, The shaggy pony
halted for a moment to look at him, then went on calmly
with its meal. :

Avoiding the heap of [odder, Jack crept forward and
reached the side of the heavily breathing sleeper. The map
had been placed on the left side of the loose-fitting tunie,
?nd, bending forward, Jack began the most ticklish part of
115 task,

His fingers found the gap in the uniform, and holding his
hreuth, Lhe cool youngster ran his hand along the loose
material. A paper rustled under his fingers, and a moment
later they closed on the smooth sheet of paper. Quick as a
flash Jack withdrew it, and was just straightening np, when,
on slepping back a pace, his foot rattled against a loose
hﬂmﬁi leanming against the wall, and it toppled over with a
crash,

Dimitri sat up sharply and leaped to his feet, an angry
exclamation breaking from his lips. Propped up against the
sile of the stall was a thick, broken cart-shaft, and as Dimitr:
made his first blind rush at Jack, the youngster grabbed
at this, and aimed a mighty swing at the Russian's head with
its shock of unkempt hair,

The crack of the hard wood against that thick skull
sounded like a pistol-shot, and Dimitri, with a howl of pain,
stagpered back against the pony, grabbing at it to steady
himself. There was a gquick whinuying, and next moment
;:]he fﬂ.uimal whipped round and lashed out with its iron-shod

oofs,

Jack, darting for the door, heard that thud, and looked
over hiz shoulder. Dimitri was sprawling on the floor of
the stable, while the shaggy pony, dancing and whinnying,
rained kick after kick on him.

Az Jack sprinted off across the grimed stableyard he could
hear the yells and shouts of Dimitri, and the thudding of the
pony's heels against the crumbling walls of the stable.

A lanky man came lumbering out from the shadows of the
gateway and shouted something at Jack, at the same lime
making a leap forward fo try and intercept the youngster.

There was only one thing to be done, and Jack Drake did
it. The fellow had halted, with his lanky legs astraddle, and
Jack made a quick dive between the long limbs. Next
moment the man was thrown forward, and his yelp of pain
went up as Jack, clearing the gateway, pelted off as ha:rd
#< he could up the lane,

A tew moments later he was pacing quietly along the
dingy thoroughfare, withh his hands in his pockets, and a
cheery smile on his grimed face.

“Don’t know what Mr. Locke will say to me,” Jack
thought. " But I've got that blessed map—and maybe it wi!l
do him a bit of good!”

Jack had performed an even greater service than he
thought. In the near future that map was to prove its
value, and was to play no small part in the great batile
which Ferrers Locke had launched against Red Masik.

It was the night of the carnival, and the governor's palace
was ablaze with hght, while all Moscow seemed to have
gathered outside the huge gates to watch the guests as they
arrived, .

A car halted at the foot of the carpeted pavement, and
three figures in black velvet costumes came out and entored
the wide porch. One of them was a slim, sturdy-looking
yvoungster, who grinned under his mask as he followed the
other two. Ferrers Locke was pacing ahead with DMy
Maltby, and Jack was quite content to follow in their wake.
He had only been warned to attend that carnival a [ew
hours before, for Ferrers Locke had been absent all day,
and the fact that Locke had elipped his handy automatic
into his pocket before he left the roem was, in itself,
significant move.
~ They entered the wide ball-room, and, after bowing to the
stoui, rather wooden-headed-looking person who was their
host, they went on to join the throng around the chamber.

Presently a man in a long, red robe came up to where
Maltby and Locke were standing against a ta]l pillar. So far
as Jack could see. no conversation was exchanged between
them.” The man took out his watch—a hunter—and openec:
it, us though to glance at the time. Jack saw that in the
mside of the gold case was a small sipn—a sprig of white
heather.

When the man in the red robe had moved on, Ferrers
Lacke crossed {o Jack.

“Quick, young 'un! Follow that man in the red. You'll
get a message from him. Bring it back to me!”

" (Now laok out for next Monday's fine instalment.)

A BOUNTEOUS GIFT
OF GLORIOUS HAIR

A Week’s Trial Outfit of
‘“ Harlene Hair-Drill’”? FREE.

EAUTIFUL hair is woman’s greatest aharm. No matter
how perfect her features, the hair must and always
will ba her ' crowning glory *' and the real seal of beauty.

Have you got beautiful hair or ares you in ﬂ way troubled
with thin, straggly, impaverished or stun hair growth,
greasy or falling hair or (if you are a rhan) prone to baldness *
If 8o, send at once for the magnificent ** Harlene Hair-Drill "

ﬂif]t. Outfit, which
TR All ha sent vou
POST THE RO i &
CIFT (TN

absolutely free on
receipt of the

COUPON

TO-DAY.

contain a week's

Wiy ﬁ’?’ ¢ b f following coupon.
=, T l/ Each Outfit will
iy .'.": .-' L1

wpply of the
ﬁ'P

81
following :

1. A Bottle of
“Hdarlene,”
Nature's won=
derful Halir-~-

\ Grower.

2. A Packet of
“Cremex”
Shampoo. This
is an antiseptic
purifier, whfich
thoroughly
eleanses the

I hair and sealp

= ol all seurf, efe.,
ey - and prepares
f A the hair for the
““ Hair-Drill”* treatment,
You should aveoid greasy,
hair-matting coconut ofls,

3. A Botile of “‘Uzon ™
Brilliantine, which imparis 1o
the hair a delightiul glossy
finish.

4. The New Illustrated *‘* Harlena
Hair-Drill"” Manual ol
Instructions.

Every person, irrespective of
age or sex, whose hair is not as
perfect as it might be, must send
at onee to participate in  thia
extraordinary penerous gift, by

YOU

means of which you can start growing a luxurious wealth
of ploriously beautiful and healthy hair, which will be an
everlasting source of pride to yourself and envy to your friends.

PPost the coupon at once—T0O-DAY—enclosing 4d. in stamps

to cover cost of packing and return carriage to your own door,
no matter where you may reside.

LADIES BEWARE!!

Everyone, especially ladies, should beware of attempting to grow
hair by means of internal medicines, Even if it were possible
it would be dangerous, as it would cause new hair growth all
over the body or not at all. Thus, internal remedies are likely
to cause complete disfigurement and unsightliness by causing
superfiuous hairs to grow on Cheeks, Lips, Chin, and Arms.

18. Tad.,
ﬂ;d 23_&9‘_1_ per bottle; * Cremex ™ Shampoo I'owders, 1s. Gd. per box of
guven shamnoos (single paoketw 3Id. cach), and w Agtol " for Grey Hair at
Zp. and 58. per bottle, from Chemnists and Stores all over the world,

POST THIS FREE GIFT COUPON

ial you will be able to obtain further supplies of * Harleng™
ity Frei?u?rﬂﬂ-.ygl:.d ﬂ]lﬂ, 9d. per bottle; * iTi‘-Uil * Brilliantine, 1s. 1id.

Detach and post to EDWARDS' HARLENE, LTD,,
20, 22, 24, & 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street, London, W.G. 1.
Dear Sirs,—Pledse zend me your Frea * Harlema " Four-Fold Hair-
growing Omtfit as [hl':-u:rllml:l. 111' enclosa Ad. in stamps [or postoge
ac [ parcel to my address. u
st dbed L d MagnrT, 22/9/23.

HOTE TO READERS.

Write vour PULL name and address clearly on a plain
piage ﬂf%ﬂper. pin this coupon to it, -H-n‘lél post as aireeted
above Mark envelope * Sample Dept. _

N B.—1f your hair is GREY, enclose extra 2d. stamp—6d. in all—
and a FREE -bottle of “ Astol ™ for Grey Hatr will also be senl you.

TonE MagseT Linnary.—No, BIS.
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taallyon pay [orourNo. 400A lady’s
or gentleman’s Mead ** Marvel " —
the finest cyrlrs ever offered on
Y guehexceptionallyeasyterms, Built
to stand hard wear. Brilllantly
plated ; richly cnamelled, ex-
quisitely - lined In two colours.
Sent packed free, carriage paid on

16 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.

¥ Fullywarranted. Promptdelit ery.
mMoney refunded if dissatisfled.
Liig bargalns in slightiy factory |
golled mounts, ‘Tvrer and
Accessories 33349 below shop
rices. DBuy direct éﬂrmn
and save pounda.
E’ﬁﬂ: EeFon -"]’E.E'E-cr!d MEAD
which had traversed 75000 milvs

beat B5) up-to.date machines and
hroke the world's record by coverlng
r4 56 milesin3ss dayeisgzplainedin
pur art catalogus, Write TO.DAY
tor fras.copy—brimful of in
formation about bleycles and
conteins gigantic photo
grnphuu!uurlntmhqnﬂeh

MEADCYCLECO.(Ing.)
(Dept. B797)
Birmingham
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ARE YOU HAPPY
Lright and Ehee:'rni? It is impossible to ba so if you-suffer from
Nervous Fears, Awkwardness in Company, Neryous Depression,

Blughing; Timidity, Bleeplessness,  Lack of Will-Power, or Mind
t'oncentration. You can absolutely overcome all nervous froubles

if- vou uee Lhe Mento-Nerve Btrengthening Treatment. OUARAN-
TEED CURE OR MONEY REFUNDED. 8end 3 penny stumps
immediately for particulars, -— GODFRY ELLIOTT-5MI

, LTD.,
643, imperial Buiidings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4. .

il s —Contents: kraine, Alr.
1 5.3- . EHEE- Pﬁn KET I pest, Danzlg, oto.—53 Stamps
in all and 100 best quality Monnts.- Yours il yon ask for Appros.—
GRAVES & E{J.'I]}upb.__.'_lﬂ. 66, Usurbridge-Hond, -_Eleulm'l;l:,, LIVERFOOL.,

EFFICIENCY: WITH ECONOMY. —Crystal Detectors, 11d.; |
Fermanite, 1/-; Hertzite, 1/-;- Variometers, 300-600 metres, 4'6;
Milled Knohs, 3d.; Camplete.Cak., 3d. stamps.——Dept. A, UNITED
ELECTRO SERVIGE CO., 42, St. Mark's Road, LONDON, W.10.

i
Cure yourselif as I did. Pars

3TOGP- STAMMERING ! Gurgzousselt as 1 aia. rar.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMYTON BOW, LONDON, W.C. 1.
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The " Big Ben" Heylesa Lever Watch on
N  THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS eer 4
% put belore the British Public by one ol [

OLDEST~ESTABLISHED
‘MAIL ORDER HOUSES.

Fre

wlith Seal
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LONDON'S
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An absolutely FREE GIft of

a Solid Sliver English Hall-

markad Doubla Curb Albart,

attached, given EE
with. avery Watch.

SPECIFICATION: Gent's Full-size Keyless
Lever Watch, lmproved action: fitted
B, patent recoil click, preventing braakage k'

5 of mainspring by overwinding.
10 YEARS' WARRANTY

Sent on receipt of 5d

deposit: after appro-
val, send l/¥more. The balance
may then be paid by 9 monthly <
payments of 2/- each. Cash I";:.jll,
refunded in full if dissatisfied. (s

Y Send3d now to Ea'..i

b J. A DAVIS & C0. §
-z (Dept. 87), 2C Denmark HIII, =
London, 8.E. §. o

AUTOMATIC MACAZIIE PEA PISTOL

| post free, and we wil

ll..-___.- ih| '—-'.:- ; -:r. T'I _,:.-.-I ".;{I_":';_FI._L‘:-.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

S for

FULL HUNTER
Best Quality
LEVER WATCH

Offered On Our
Unheard of Bargain

D

AN
B

AN ii}}}}“

Terme.
) ?u“dll : ".T-'I'l.ltl'tll “l;{riﬂf Description. :
Bnta -Slea o unter Wateh, ¥

Bliver fimished cace, with donbls h;.l:'la.:l: {mr:‘rleﬁ;kﬁ.;
made, dust and damp-proaf. Beat quality inter

changeablo Laver movemenk
Hitodwith all latest improves
meuts (5 gold medals) care-
Iully timed aud ‘tested,
'I-"_u.lur Guamanteed 10 years.
e il s T iy PG S Y

PREE . Erims

nﬂnknt-tn-pnckﬁ

Double CURE ALBERT

FRERE with every Watch-
e

Our Tanegqualled Terma.’

By sure are we that you will ba
more than satlsfied, we sand this
bandsome watch' post pald upon re-
receipt of 8d, only.- " After recelving
watch if satisiied, the balapes s pnﬁ—
alde 3 - on rm:eifi, and 3/- monthly until
olly 20/- 18 paid. Cash with o

balance within T days) 18 - only. Send Od,
fe-duy to—SIMPSONS Ltd. (Dep.160)
24, Queen’s Road, Brighton.
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100, DIFFERENT STAMPS . FREE {1

Actual Contents :—Set 8§ unused Army Stamps, Ukraine, Bobamin:
long set Austria (mmint); set’ Bayern, Germany {miners); sot un-
used - Magyar (roapers): set Beandinavia; Britlsh Colonialz, War
Stamps, ete. SEND POSTCARD ONLY, requesting -our famowus
Approvals and mnn:mniﬁfgthtt paper.

LISBURN & TOWNESEND, 166, Islington, LIVERFOOL.

{# DONT BE EBUILILXIEITY
AL Special offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LES30NS
i from my Complete -Course on JOJITSU ior four
R L penny stanrps.  Jujitsu is the best and simplesk
sclonce of self defence and attack ever invented.
Learn to take care of yourgelf ander ALL circum=
atances and learn to protect the small and weak.
SEND NOW. )

" YAWARA ''_SCHOOL (Dept. A.P.), 31, Golden Square. Regent Strect, w.l.

in winning. eysceas. . Let the Girvan System increase
¥uur height. " Wenderful results. Send P.C. for p
iculars and our‘£100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept,,
A:M.P., 17, Btroud Green Road, Loendon, N. 4.

OQUR CUSTOMERS ARE ALWAYS SATISFIEP
MNote: Fal in Prices.

1 HEIGHT COUNTS

'Ir:-.lepﬂkﬁlnt_ I:t:_‘linn. ;.ri;[‘ huldEﬂﬁl !'hqtl:;‘ ‘Heavy
a nish, lengt ins. Each in“box
& yini . Poat free. 2/,6

| FOLDING OPERA CLASSES

A “ecientific mnovelty. Wonderful wvalue.

bining 6 ins'ruments in one, easily
acjusted for use as Field-or Opera Glasues,
Telescope, Microscope, Reading Glass.
Eve-mirror and Compass imeluded. Good lenses. Size, 3tins. ~ Each

in box, 1/3, post free. Colonial postage extra, Send for new Catalogue,
| enclose particulars of our FREE QIFT offer.

~dJ. BISHOP & CO.,
12, Argyll Place, Regent Street, London, W. 1.

B I.USHI N SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,
Eimple T-da

Permanent "Iilcrmu Cura for Elthfr l;'a;[. II:ll'il'ﬂir
Auto sunggoestion, drill, ete. Writo at once, mention ™
and %n ETIE.nII particulars quits FREE privately.

r.J.D.,

_ 12, All Saints Road, ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.

etc.—Parcels, 2/8, 6/8. "Fentriluquist'i
MAGIG TRIGHS] Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds.
Pri{:e,ml.each,dI_’urlj.'-._-T“ir‘nf.Hurrismn.?.HH,Pentn:mwlleRd.,Lﬂnqﬂn,H..\._

- _—"-.‘!.at. of 50 German Htamps (Alr Mail, ete.) FREE to thoso
FR EE! pending postage (abroad 6d.) and neking to sco Approval

Shoets.—M. FLORICK, 179, Asylum Road, Peckham, London, 8.E.15.

FII Ms 7/6 per 1,000 ft. 100-ft. SAMPLE

FILM, 1/4. Lists Free,— NAYLOR, 71,
Stantey Road, Stratford, LONDON, E.15.
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