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THE * HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”

T is specially worth noting that

I those people who have so far
omitted, for one cause or another,
to secure a - copy _of this year's

isaue of the splendid bock so clesely

linked up with the Cewmpanion Papers, |

have still a chance to repair the omis- |

sion. In all its bright and right-down ]
us¢iul ecarcer #s ‘a prime cheecrey-up

=

THE GRFYFRIARS

LIDAY

1924 ANMNUAL 1524
FOR BOVS AND GIRLS:
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Fam——roi S

has mever put forward a betier pro-
gramme than -this time. The book
-remains the best on ihe market, and
with a veal appeal to all.  Companton
Paper readers know it, and love it, buc
the “Holiday Annual  has no havd-and-

il

1

| stancea, gives Greyfriars the pleasure of

fast limitations. It fascinates the young
and those who ave getting on in yedrs,
since it is instinet with the werry spirit
af youth, while the oldsters esieem il
for just this very reason. The * Holiday
Annual ¥ can bring the sunshine into
the dullest hour, and {urn a loose end
into a period of real prolit and nnending
pleasure. Make sure of a copy before
it is too late. There 15 no lime o be
lost. IKven the best meaning publizsher
in the world cannot supply a book after
Lis office hag becn stripped of every copy.

THE COMPETITION !

Here again T am devoting-a section of
my strictly limited space to a reminder.
Fellows often miss the point, and the
train, and the best item on the menu
through dropping in late, but they onght
to be precipus careful they do not lose
their place in the grand opportunity
offered by onr Foothallerss Names Com-
petition. There 1s still time—not much,
but just enongh—and back numbers,
with the apening sefe of puzzle-pretures,
‘may still be obtained, - o
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‘principally for the reason that Hovace

grand yarn., It will make you sit uy -

!

The nﬁpm’tunity of a lifetime !
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When you’ve the time, drop me a line!

“A MARKED MAN!"

There is a magnificent instalment of
our great serial in next Monday's
MigNET. The story swings along i
record style, and ,you will follow the
adventures of Jim Blakeney and Ronald
Swiveller with tretmendouns interest.
There iz no need for me to offer any

€72 | sketch of what 4s to come, but I would

“THE COKER CHALLENGE CUP1"

A superb footer story of Greyfnars

for next  Menday! It s m]I.i.ﬂ:lw'.illg,J_1

(Ydkeer #& on the scenc. Coker is-a fellow !

whn gets that fixed look in his eye. You§

tan gac he B not listening really to any-!
thimer some kind friend iz gaying to him ;]
he is thinking about his ®wn mighty:
gtunts. This Coker Cup is the cause of,
somie terrifie incidents at Greyiriars. g
You can hardly credit the fact that the’
big men of the Sixth find themselves
pitted against the cheery little minnow:
of the Second! You feel the thing i
impossible, but it is so. See next weék's |

and take notice. It shows the Sixth]
doing the same. There are brizk
developments. 1 am not going intc
these, not that a few words could give
voun more than the slighteést nnpression
of a stovy which 12 crainmed full of the
real goods, for we have Jimmy Carfax, a
nephew of the master of the Fifth, on
the stage. Jimmy, by foree of circum-

hiz company for a short  spell. But
during that time he makes tbe fur fly
with a vengeance, to the sorrow and dis-
comfort of the estimable Mr. Prout.

The buarly Coker ligures prominently
throughout, and acinally s of nse fo his
side in the keen styngple for the Coker:
Challonge Clup. The “hefty 7 Fifth-
Formoer might err on 1he side of modesty
but lis heart is in the right place. And
ithe cup—you’ll see where that finally
comes to rest next Monday.,

IIIIH!H!IIIII“IIIIllHIIIHIHIHHIHHHIH

week's

this
Britain,'' out on Thursday, Nov. 22nd.

Don't miss " Young
It's No. 1 of a new scries, and is
packed with real tip-top, strong, healthy
varns for MANLY boys. You'll enjoy

every line!

T N S S PN T AT
Seen pages

suggest that you keep your eye on
Ronald, and watch his frightfully €usy
descent into crime. From the moment
he has vowed he will get even withJim
Blakeney the raee becomes the gwift
ohe to ruin. We see a particulacly un-
inviting hanger-on of the Turl suggest-
ing things to him, and Ronald has to
listen. What the shady person suggests
yvou will see next Monday.

“STUDY NUMBER ! ”
Nothing like threshing out a vexed

question. For one thing the healthy
process knocks the dust out of ° the
problem,  The Greyfriars Supplement

for Monday 1z found acting the part of

| a bold pioneer amidst a humpy lot of

preconceived notions and rank pre-
judices. M you allow prejudices to grow
ap they become wooden, and the result
s simply disastrous. Now, for instance,
should fags heve studies? If they .did,
would mnot those studies be &cenes of
wild disorder? How can a fag keep a
study clean? These weighty guestions
~-ome on to the earpet in the new issue
of the Maagxer. They are haindled with
masterly dexterity. If feclings are hurt
it cannot be helped. Anyway, the new
supplement is a winning number of the
smart little weekly edited by the reliable
skipper of the Remove.

A MODEL OF GREYFRIARSY

Cnngrﬁ[u]:rliﬁnrﬁ to F Cook, 24,
Greenfield Road, Harborne, Birming-

hani, on his sneeess in making a model
of Greyfriars. He has sent me a photo-
graph of the result. The model takes
up the best part of a fair-sized table, and
inclndes all the best known features of
the famous school, including the tuek-
shop, the woodshed, the Common-room,
Gosling's lodee, cte.

A BRAINY SUGGESTION !

It will he readily admitied that a Hall
reader’s notion aptly described  as
ahove, Buat the trouble 15 it would nok
work, The correspondent has eaptured
ik 1!_'I]‘]'|_':III|I,':," "-T]H"l':{ﬂ' r'l".ll' I'Il!'i{‘t:'-'., T.I'Il"I SELITICY AR
the Walrus did when he wished to talk
of many things, of ships and shoes and
sealing-wax, and eabbages and kings.
The wlea 1= that Harry Wharton & Co.
shoulil plunge into the giddy vortex of
the business world, and have adventures
out of scheol. FYor that matter, the
IFamous Five do get plenty of experi-
ences far away from Greyfriars, as
witness their Cornish  perils. Buat  to
adopt the hint sent to me from Hull City
would be tantamount to the break-up of
(ireyfriars—that is to say, a final break-
up, not merely a cheery dispersal for the
holidays. It would not do. A thousand
tirnes over it would not do. But as ihao
Hullite savs the stories now appearing
make him laugh, why worry ?

your €ditor.

14 and 15 ?
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The fascinating sport of gliding has cought the whole of Greyfriars in its grip.
the lordly vaiembers of the Upper Fourth essay to ** take the air ' in gliders of their own design and construction.

The result, in many instances, is laughabjle in the exireme,

the adventures of the Greyfriars ' Birdnten."
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Even Billy Bunter, Horace Colker, and

Now, chumns, you ** take the air '’ too, and share in

A Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars, introducing the fascin-
ating art of gliding as practised by your popular favourites.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Attack from the Ailr!
HI SAY, you fellows—"

“Buzz off, Bunter!”
That was the unanimous greet-
ing the Famous Five of the
Romove gave William George Bunler
when that fatuous youth met them on
the steps one Wednesday afternoon.

It was fine, crisp November weather,
and Harry Wharton & Co. were golng
out for a cyele spin. ‘

The plump form of Billy Bunter
planted itself in their way, and they had
to halt. They glared at the Owl of the
Hemove,

“Roll away, barrel!”

“(0Oh, really, you fellows,” cxposlu-
lated Bunter peevighly, "I'm commg
with you-—="

“Rars ! snapped  Johnny  Bull.
“ We're not showing offl the freaks of

(ireyfriars  this  afternoon,  Bunter.
Sheer off 17 : 1
“ Absquatulate, Bunter!” said Bob

Cherry. _

“Iook here, if you're going out to
a feed, I'm coming !” said Ihlly Bunter,
blinking furiously through his spectacles.
“T know you chaps are going over Lo
Chff House for tea " ]

“(o hon!" grinned Frank XNugent.
“Funny how Bunier noses out these
things, 1sn't it " :

AL, T know what I know!" said
Billy Bunter, with a fat smirk.  “I also
happen to know that Marjorie Hazel
Jdone would be disappointed no end if 1
didn't turn up with you. She's rither
sweet on me, and——"

“@2n vou'd like to turn up, Bunter?”
saicd Harry Wharton, a hard lock coming
into his tWLUE,

“ Yes, rather!"” said the Owl of the
Remove eagerly.

“ Right-ho ! said Wharlon. * Bunier
wanis to turn up, chaps! Grab him!"”

The “Famons Five made a concerted
ri<h at Billy Bunter. They grasped him

| I'd rather

Bunter roared,.

“Yaroooogh ! Yah! Wow-wow !
Help!  Stoppit! Wharrer you doing,
you—wowp—rotters "'

“Weoe're gong to  turn
Bunty " grinned Bob Chervy.
two—three—over with him "

“Y aroooooooop !

Bill;f Bunter was turned up, roarving
and hie fat little legs kicked wildly in the
air.

The Famous Five carnied Billy Dunlor
in that position over to a large heap of
sand that stood by the woodshed. They
held him over it and then let him drop.

Bunter went head-first into the sand.
and his features disappeared with a
muffled, gurghug yell

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

The Famous Five left Bunler sguirm-
ing in the sand, and walked over to the
bicyele-shed laughing.

Peter Todd, Dick Russell, Squiff, and
the Bounder were there, taking out their

machines.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” saul Dob
Cherry., “Going for a spin—what?"

“We're off 1o Courtfield Heath to see
the Nnal of the National Gliding Cham-
pionship,’ said Vernon-Bmith. “ Gliding
i a new sport, and it should be jolly
imteresting to see who wing the cup.”

“ JTust where we're off to,” said Harry
Wharton.  *“We're awlully keen on
gliding—it's the coming craze, I believe,
We'll all go together,”

“Rather ™

“1 say, you fellows!”

It was Billy Bunter agaimn,

His face was red and flushed, and he
had sand in his hair and all over his
clathes,

“I say, you fellows, T'm coming to
seo the gliding econtest ! shrilled  the
Owl of the Remove., “You'll be having
tea afterwards at the old windmill—
what? I'll come, Temple of the Upper
Fourth asked me to go with him, but
po  with you fellows, of

you up,

“One—

rourhly and whirled him down the steps. [ course.”

Copyright in the United States of America.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“Bunter, old chap, we wouldn't think
of doing Tomple out of the pleasure of
your company!” said Bob Cherry
solemnly.  * Thanks awfully Yor your
manganimous offer, but we think Temple
has first claim on you.”

: "ﬂ]ﬁmm! Look here,

“First come, first served, you know,
Bunty!”  grinned Frank  Nugent.
“LTemple would be bound to be waxy if
we took you with us.”

“Oh, blow Temple!"” snorted DBilly
Bunter. I hope 1'm patrviotic enough
to prefer my own Form-fellows to those
Upper Fourth bounders. Don't worry.
['ll come with you chaps.”

Billy Bunter wheeled out a bicyele. Ti
wasn't his own—in fact, it was a very
small bieyele. The Removites recognismd
it as the machine Wun Lung, the little
Chinese junior of the Remove, had pur-
chased a few weeks ago.

Billy Bunter mouuted the wachine
with some difficulty, and pedalled it
away. His gigantic bulk looked zo funny
on the tiny bicyele that the Removites
standing round roared with laughter,

“Ha, ha, ha! Go it. Dunter!”

“What's the odds that the hika enl

you chaps,

lapses before 1t reaches the gates?” in-
quired the Bounder, with a grin,
“Hallo, hallo, halle! Here comes

Wun Luug !"" said Bob Cheery.

Wuan Lung came running up, with a
large box-kite hoisted on his shoulder.
The little Celestial was an  expert at
making kites, and had turned oul some
splendid ones from time {o ture,

“Buntee, stopee!” he cried n alarm.
“Fou pinchee my bicyeel, you lofter!
Comen back! DMe wantee my bikee!™

Billy  Bunter, like Balanmn's ass,
heeded not. He steered a wobbly course
for the gates, He was very top-hecavy
on Wun Lung's bievele, and several
times he narrowly missed erashing over.

“Ao wantee takee my kile on Heath
to Av ! shouted Wun Lung, dashing in

'gr MacoxeT Lisrary.—No. 824,




4 Time is on the wing. Are you eniering our grand Footer Contest ?—

pursuit of the fat Removite. ‘' Comee
back, Buntee, you vellee bad Jotter M

He caught up with Bunter, but dodged
to avoid him as Bunter lurched sideways.
By -a miraculous effort Bunter main.
taimed his balance, Lut headed immedi-
ately afterwards for one of the elin-trees
i:at grew in the Close,

Crash !

““Yarooooogh !"

The machine ran full tilt into the tree-
ttunk, and the frant wheel buckled under
the inpact. Billy Bunter went over the
Lhondlebars in an ungraceful somersault,
and landed on the cold, hard, unsympa-
thetic ground with a terrific jolt.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the other
Removites, running up.

“My bikee!” wailed Wun Lung, drop-
ping his kite. “ Buntee smashce my
bhikee! Ol Jdear !

Wun Lung regarded
machiue in deep dismay.

Billy Bunter rose from the ground,
gasping and moaning dismally.

“Yow-ow-ow! I'm burt! Groogh!
I say, you fellows, my back's broken,
my—wowp !—shoulder 1s dislocated, aud
my spine—verrugh !—is fractured in
three places! Ow-wow-wow! ¥ah!
Weepimoft !

Bunter saw Wun Lung making a rush
ut him with his  bicycle-pump raised
1eady to strike. The Owl of the Remove
didd not tarry, but took to his heels and
fledd.  Considering that Bunter had a
heoken back, and a dislocated shoulder,
and a splintered nf)'ine, his display of
H;:t.iviiy was miraculous, to say the least
of it

“Never mind, Wun Lung,” said Tob
Cherry kindly, when the f"ﬁrli:ws-:- junior
returned to  his  damaged  nachine,
“we'll repair i for you to-merrow. You
van come on the back of my jigger.
Weo'rn going to the Heath, too, to watch
the glhiding contest.”

“* Handsome Bob Chelly velly kind tc

his Dbroken

poor Chinee !” murmured Wun Lung.
“Mo showee you my lundelful kitee.
Me make it patent some dav. it

Jropea bombs 07
“Great pip !’

Wun Lung picked up his kite and got

it Aiying. Harry Wharton & Co. notliced
that two strings depended from it, one
being kept slacker than the other,

When the kite was soaring well over
their heads, Wun Lung pulled the slack
etring.

Bang! DBang!

Two crashes like the exploding of fire-
vorke sounded, and Harry Wharlen &
L', jumped.

“"Yow-ow!
vigekers between my legs?t”
herry.

Wun Lung's almomd vizage creased
inlo a wide grin,

“*No one chuckee—my kilee dropec!'”
e chuekled. “Kitee i3 loaded with
dap-bang  clackers.  When 1 pullee
ithng,  clackers  drop  to ground.
Watchee 1"

Again Wun Lung pulled the siring.
ind Harry Wharton & Co. saw 1wo small
dijects drop from the kile. Those
objecta, wheyy they struck the ground,
esploded with loud reports.

“My word!” said Harry Wharton,
drawing a deep brealth, “What a fine
wheeze! You're a cute litile bird, Wun
Luug. DBring that blessed kite on the
Heath, and we'll have some fun. Let's
felch our bikes, chaps!”

Harry Wharton & Co, went over io
tho eyele-shed.

Which «illy as< chucked
roaredd Bob

A burly figure was crossing the (lose, |

Il was Loder of the Sixth, ithe unpopular

&efact.. He glared at Harry Wharton &
.» @and then, Jlooking upwards,
glared at Wun Lung’s kite.

*Here, Wun Lung, you're not allowed
to fly kites on theo school premises!” he
rapped harshly. “Pull the thing down,
or— Qw-wow [

Crash! Bangl

_Gerald Loder gave a wild leap into the
air as those two loud detonations sounded
behind him, He turned, and then two
i'ﬂﬂrﬂ exploeions burst forth between his

cgs.

“Ym\? 1" yelled Loder, blinking round
him. “Someone is throwing fireworks
at mel 1 Oh, there's Bunler,
skulking in the trees!”

Loder caught eight of Billy Bunter,
who was still hiding from the vengeance
of Wun Lung. er strode over lo
the elm-trees, and Billy Bunter, scenting
trouble, seuttled away.

“Btop, Bunter!"” shouted Loder. *T'll
ﬁn%‘ you slive, you cheeky little rat!”

Billy Bunter did not stop. He did not

nite know what Loder was after him
or, but he did know that the prefect
was a bully, and often made trouble on
the slightest pretext.

Dashing through the elm-irces he ran
suddenly into Wun Lung.

“Me catchee you now, Buntee, you
vellee bad lotter '™

“Yaroooop! ILeggo! Loder's after
me!" roared Billy Bunter, struggling.
**Hands off, Wun Lung!”

He wrenched himself free from Wun
Lung and senttled away.

'The Chinese junior lst;t, himi go, and as
Bunter disappeared Wun Lung emitied
n soft chuckle.

A few minutes later the melodious
voice of William (eorge DBunter was
heard raised in accents of sorrow.

Loder’s grip had descended upon him,
and he was caught!

“Now, wyou lidle rotler!” prated
Loder, “T'll teach you to chuck fire-
works at me! T'll o

“Qooooogh! ILeggo! T didu't throw
fireworks at you, Loder!” howled
Bunter. * Yaroooop I”

“Yon were the only one near, and you
were skulking in the trees!” hissed the
prefect. “I'll soon see whether it was
you!”

He held Billy Bunter by his left ear.
and dived into the fal Removile’s jackel-
pocket wilh his free hand, Loder gave
a sudden exclamation, and brought forth
a handful of smali paper bombs known
among schoolboys as “ slap-bangs.”

“I thought so!” he grated. “ Theso
are the things you threw at me,
Bunler! Now deny it!"

The eyes of Billy Bunter almosl

started from his lhead as he blinked at
those slap-bangs. He was bewildered
aml dumbfounded.

“I—I—1I didn't have those in my
pocket, Loder! I—I1 Yaroooop !
Leggo my car! Yah! Wowp! Rescne,
Remove !

Loder wrenched al Duaier’s ear and
dragged him along.

Harry Wharton & Co., vwheeling the
Licveles along, had seen what had hap-
pened.  They could not understand the
presence of those slap-bangs in Bunier's
pocket. They knew, of counrse, that Billy
Bunter was quite innacent of the charge
Loder laid against him. The slap-bangs
that had so startled the prefect had come
from Wun Luneg’s kite.

“Thia way!”" hissed Loder, as e
whirled Bunter along.  “T'll teach you
to throw those ﬂlil.‘l[;.{:i at a prefeet!”

“ Yoooocooooogh!'

The prefect and
disappeared ndoors.

the fat Removile

Harry Wharton & Co. weut over fo
Wun Lung.

“Did you palm off those slap-bangs
on Bunter?” demanded Bob Cherry.

Wun Lung winked.

“Me putee them in Buniee's pocket,"”
he chuckled softly. ‘“Buntee vellee bad
otter—he smash my bikee. Me no
wantee tloubel with Lodee, either,
Lodea lotten bully, and he would smash
my kitee. So me palmee off slap-bangs
on Buniee, and he get it in the neckee.
See "

ITarry Wharton & Co. grinned.

“You cunning little heathen!” gaid
Frank Nugent. “I'm blessed if you
aren’t as artful as a wagon-load of
monkeys! Pack up your kite, if you'ro
coming on the Heath with us.”

Wun Lung packed up his kite, and
squatled on the carrier of Dob Cherry's
machine,

And as the Removites pedalled out of
the gates of Greyfriars a fat, forlorn
hgure crawled out of the 1Iall door into
the quadrangle. Billy Bunter had his
fat hands tucked tight beneath his arm-
pits, and the moans and gasps he emitied
wero heartrending to listen {o.

Loder bad not spared the rod, and the
Owl of the -Remove felt that life was
really not worth living |

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bagging Their Rivals !

T HEY'RE going it!"” said Bob
I Cherry.

Harry Wharton & Co. arrived

on Courtfield Heath, where a

large crowd was gathered. At the top
of the hill near by were a number of
small flying-machines. The final of the
National (iliding Championship was in

progress. Three gliders were in flight,
and were performing splendidly.
Harry Wharton & Co. found a vantage-

point at the bottom of the hill, and dis-
mounted. Leaning against their hicyeles,
they watched the progress of the ghding
competition.

“My word, that little while glider is
keeping up well!” said Bolb' Cherryv.
“It's wonderful, 1sn't it, Lo think that
iIl’s possible 1o fly and sleer a course in
a machine that ijsn't tiledl with an
engine? I wonder liow long he's been
ap 7"

*Over three hours and a half, siv”
said a man slanding by, hearing Bob's
comment,  “That's Caplain  Arnold
Maleolm, M.C., the lamous flying * Ace.’
He designed and built that white glider
himself, and be looks like winning tho
cup, too!”

“My hat, it's rvipping ! said Harrv
Wharton, who was watching the gliders’
pmrogress with kesn enjoyment.  “ The
nthey two ave good. Look how they
ghde about, and rise and fall, just lLike
birds "

" Rather!”

There was a good sprinkling of Grey-
friars fellows among the crowd.

Coker, Potter, and Greene of the Fifth
were there, amd so were Temple.
Dabney & Co. of the Upper Fc:m'tht ainl
a horde of fags under the leadership of
Dicky Nugent of the Second.

Wun Lung walched the glidera with
great interest.

ITis little almond eyes gleamed with
adiniration at the way in which the small
craft were handled as the pilots sent
them coursing on the air currenis, and
swooped high and low above the heads
of the spectators.

eaid  Eob

“Hallo, hallo, hallo:™

““ The Coker Challenge Cup ! ""—next week’s ripping story—
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—Remember, procrastination is the thief of time! 5

*

Cherry-  suddenly.  “There’s one 1In
difficulties ("

One of the gliders headed strajght for
a tree, and thére was a shout as the
plane crashed and fell on to the hill-
side. 'The pilot was not hurt; and- he
climbed out of his damaged mnachine
with a rueful grimace.

“‘It now resis between the white glider
and the other as to which will win the
cup,” said Harry Wharton,  “They're
both going splendidly, aren’t theyl”

“Rather!"

Temple, Dabney & Co. smiled patronis-

ingly on the Removitea,

“¥You Remove kids  enjoying the
fun?"”  asked Cecill Reginald Temple.
“Bless your little hearts! You find

this more interesting than marbles, I
supprose, '’

“Why, you checky asa!" roared Bob
Chorry wrathfully.

“Hush ! said the captain of the
Upper Fourth chidingly. “You He-
mova fags mustn’'t use such naughty
E‘{ptr'lli.;ﬁﬁi{‘tiﬁ. Remember  where  you
are !

“Why, T--T'll give you a thick ear,
Temple ! exclaimed Bob.

“T'll dot you on the hoko!"
claimoed Johnny Bull.

“Captain  Malcolm  wins !
sudden roar from the crowd.

The rival juniors forgot their differ-
ences and turned to see what the excite-
ment was about.

The white glider was still riding
merrily high in the air over the hill-
top, but its competitor had had to
descend, after being in flight for over
two and a half hours.

Cheors were raised for the pilot of
the white ghder. He was not out to

ex-

camea B

break a record for ghiding, so, after
giving a  splendid  exhibition of
manceuvring on ks ghder,  he

descended and made a graceful landing.

(‘aptain  Malcolm was immediately
surrounded by friends and spectators
who congratulated him warmly.

“Jolly good!” said Bob Cherry
breezily. “Gliding's the thing! 1
think I shall have to make a glider and
tuke Hights off the lab roof at Grey-
friors, ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Hetter keep to sliding down the
banisters, and leapfrog,” put in Temple,
with a grim. “That’s more the mark of
Vol Remove  fage. Beswdes, it's
safor,”

Harry Wharton & Co. glared.

Considerable rivalvy existed between
the junims of the Hemove and tho
Upper Fourth, Temple & Co. persisted
in rezarding the Removites as inferior
heings to  themselves, although there
was not much difference in the ages of
the bovs of the two Forms. And, in the
innuracerable  rags that took place be-
tween the Upper Fourth  and  the
Remove, it had to be admitted that
usunlly Harry Wharton & Co. came off
Lest |

“Alind yourselves, vou checky wdiols”

geowled  Jehnny  Bull,  “or we'll
mop up the Heath with you !
“The mop-upfulness of the checky

and ludicrous asses will be truly terr-

fic!" caid Hurree Singh in his  weird
Enehish,

Temple, Dabney & Co. laughed dori-
sively, and, mounting their  bicycles,
rode off.

The Famous Five detached them-
selves from the others and pedalled
awny, loo.

“1 sav, you chaps, I've pot an idea!™ | _
sudden | Wun Lung's kite overhead,

said Bol Cherry, with u
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roared the Co.

Billy Bunter was turned up, roaring. In that position the Famous Five carried
him over to a large heap of sand. They held him over it and then let him drop.
Bunter went head-first into the sand, with a gurgling yell.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

(See Chapter 1.)

chuckle.  “It's against those Upper
Fourth microbes. We'll use old Wun
Lung's kite and give 'em a fright!”

Bob outlined his scheme, and hi-
chums chuckled.

They rode over to where YWun Lung,
surrounded by an admiring crowd. was
flying his wonderful kite. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. scon persuaded him to pull i
down and accompany them.

Temple, Dabney, & Co. took the
narrow lane that led from the Heath to
Friavdale. Harry Wharton & Co.,
with Wun Lung and his kite on DBob'a
carrier, rode round the Heath and
reached the farther end of that lane by
means of a short cut.

Wun Lung got his kite flying over the
Inner, and the Removites lay i waiting.

Soon Temple, Dabney & Co., rode
voaund the bend.

They were chatting together, bhiss.
fully ignorant of their rivals who were
in ambugh at the side of the lane,

“There's no need for us to call in ar
Unele Clegg's for tea, chaps,” Temple
was saving., “I've laid in a good stock
of grub in the study, and—— Ow-wow !
YWhat was that?"

A sudden loud explosion sounded be-
hind Temple's back wheel, eausing nm
almost to jump out of his saddle,

Dang, bang, bang! _

The “*slap-bangs,” dropping from
took the

—of Harry Wharton & Co., the Chums of

Upper Tourth-Formers completely by

surprise and cast confusion in their
ranks.

Fry, indeed, ‘was so taken aback by
the mysterious explosions that he

wohbled perilously and grabbed Temple
for support.

“Look out, yon chump!”™ roared
Temple. *“You'll have me over in a
minute, and—— Yarocooooocogh !"

Both  machines Jurched sideways,
swayed, and then went over, pitching
their riders into a bed of stinging
nettles at the side of the road.

“QOooooocogh! Wow !" wailed Fry.

“Ow-wow-wow-wow [ moaned
Temple,

Dabney and the other two made des-
perate attempts to avoid the fallen
bieyeles, but Dabney wasn't guick
cnough, and he drove his machine hard
on to them. Ho performed a graceful
high-dive over the handlebars, and,
clearing the stinging-nettles, pitched
headlong into the diteh beyond.

Splash !

“Yerrrugh! Gug! Gug!”

The other two Fourth-I'ormers had to
dismount. They received the shock of
their lives when they found themselves
assailed by the Famous Five who, vell
ing with laughter, dashed out of ambush

and fell vpon them, :
“(Got wou, my beauties!” chuckled

Greyfriars |
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Bolb Cherry, leaving the two Fourth-
Formers in charge of Inky and
Frank Nugent and going over to the bed
of stinging-nettles with Harry Wharton
and Johnny Bull, **Yeu didn't expect
that little lot, Temple, did you? This is
the outeome of our air attack—we're got-
ting rather hot on neronautics Ilately.
you see! Do you find it cosy down
there in those nettles 7’

“Yow-wow-wow !” moaned Temple

“Tm stung! Qocop! I'm hurt! You
little rottors—-"

“Qut with them!” said Harry
Wharton.

“Mind the nettles!” grinne. Johnny
Bull,

They vanked Temple and Fry out of
the stinging nettles.

Those two youths were piteous te
beheold.  Their faces and hands had
been stung i several places. Temple's
nos¢ was already swelling at the spot
where it had come into contact with a
nettle,

“Gorreragh! Yow! Gemmie ont
came a gaspimg gurgle from the ditch.

It was Dabney ! is head and shou
dervs, festooned with weeds and mud and
slime, protruded out of the ditch.

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled, and.
naking Temple and Fry prisoners bv
means of hinding their hands and fee:
with some cord they had in their
pockets, they went over to the brink
of the ditch and grasped the luckless
Dabney,

They treated him very gingeily as
theiv pualled him out, for Dabney was
really in a very parlous state. He
recked of noisome ditch-water, His

moans and gasps and gurgles were weird
and wonderful in the extreme,

“Now we've got the whole giddy
bunch of chumps ' grinned Bob Cherry.
“My word! Look at old Temple's
bako—it’s developed quite an art shade
in scarlet, and it's swelling like an air-
balloon!  That was where you  got
stung, wasn't 1it, Temple, dear boy?
Keep your distance, Dab, there's a good
chap; the effluvium is rather highlv
pronounced. Now, kids, to put ihe rest
of the plot mto execution!”

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled.

Bob and Johnny Bull grasped
Upper Fourth-Formers® hieycles.

Working with two spanners npiece they
quickly removed the front wheel of
each machine.

Temple & Co. glared helplessly at
them,

“Wh-what the
Tenmple. " What's
young rotters!"”

He wrenched at the ecord that bound
bis wrists and fect, but copld not get
free.

Boly Cherry and Johnny ran off over
the fields.

Anyone waiching them might have
reent them npproach a number of scare-
vrows that were standing in thosc fields
and remove the clothing.

Bob Cherry then raided some 1ope
from a barn, and he _and Jolinny
returned to the road, laden with scare-
crows’ clothing and a quantily of nseful
rope.

Temple, Dabney, & Co.’s eves opened
witle with wonder.

the

dickens !

gasped
the

idea, you

“You—you're not going to dress us
wp in these awful togsi” pasped
Temple,

“We are—we is!” prinned TBoh

Cherey cheerfully, “Try this topper
on, old sport—there! It's rather large.
1=n't it? Lucky your nose is swollen—

the brimi of the hat just rests on the'

bump and prevents it dropping over

-your beauteous visage !

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

Temple was held by Johnuy Bull and
Nugent, while Bob untied his hands and
helped him into a voluminous and very
ragged bob-tailed coat. When the coat
was on Temple, Bob retied that luckless
youth’s hands behind him.

Temple looked "?9.133 funny in that
ancient topper and bob-tailed coat, but
when Bob Cherry, by dint of much
struggling, got him into an old pair of

« ;= trousers, the effect was
ludicrous in the extreme,

The Famous Five yelled.

“Fry next!” grinned Bob,

Fry at:quled, but his struggles were

of no avat

A little billyeock hat was fastened on
hie head by means of twine from Wun
Lung’s ’}ite, and the rest of his attire
consisted of a ragged waistcoat of glar-
ing hue, a dilapidated frock coat with
a fragmentary tail that fitted him, to
nse Bob Cherry’s own expression, ““like
the paper on the wall,” a pair of
patched corduroy trousers, and huge
hob-nailed boots that had scen much
better daya.

Dabney was allowed to remain in his
mud-covered state, but the other two
were RTTRFE(] in the remainder of the
scarecrows clothing,

By the time Bob Cherry had finished
with the Upper Fourth-Formers, those
youths were sights to see and wonder at!

The Famouvs Five and Wun Lun
gazed at them, and were fairly double
up with laughter.

“You—you rotters ! howled Temple,
blinking at his tormentors underneath
the rim of his battered topper. *‘Let
us gd! You dare not send us home like
this "

“Daren't
Wharton,
Temple, old scout.
bikes with vou, too.
kids 1"

“What-ho I

The bicycles, minus their froni wheels,
were dragged up.

Each of the _%}}IIET Fourtli-Formers
had & bieyele tied bahind him, so that as
he walked he trailed it with him,

Temple, Dabney & Co.’s hands were
tied behind them to the handlebars of
the machines they had in tow. They
were roped together so that they walked
abreast of each other in the road. The
spare wheels were tied to the saddles of
the machines.

The Upper Fourth-Formera struggled
desperately to get free, but their frantic
efforts were unavailing.

Harry Wharton & Co. yelled with
laughter.

The luekless Upper Fourlli-Formers
glared at them homicidally.

They were unable to give niterance to
their thoughts, but their looks spoke
volumes !

“Now then, quick march!” rapped
Bob Cherry. “I1 reckon the chaps at
Greyfriars will be tickled to death when
you arrive! Get a move on! No
slacking 1"

“1 won't go!" hooted Temple wrath-

we!”  grinned  Harry
“¥ou'll soon see ahout that,
You're taking your
Hiteh them up,

fellyv. " We can’t apnear in public like
this, and—— Yow-wow-wow ! Stoppit!
Yah!”

Prod! Prod! Prod!

The Upper Fourth-Formers yelled
and staggered onward up the lans,
tlragmine  hetr bieveles behind  thep
and the Famous Five and Wuu Lun
rocked with mierriment as they watche
them go.

3

}

Now, you Footer enthusiasts, sarely you can golve the puzzle—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Great Surprise !

REAT was the excitement at
Friardale when that weird pro-
cession passed through.

Temple, Dabney & Co. were
kept going by their reﬂznﬂﬁss rivals,
Howls of laughter grected them on all
sides,

“Bqued, right turn!” bawled Bob
Cherry, as the village green was
reached, “Up the Friardale Lane and
on to Greyfriars! Quick marchl”

Prod! Prod!

“Yow-wow-wow [

The procession wended ils way along
the Friardale Lane, leaving the wil-
lagers in hysterics,

Temple ﬁurled lurid threats at the
Removites, but they did not seem to
ta -~ the slighrest elfeet on those cheery
youths.

They passed the cross-roads, and wero
well on their way to Greyfriars when a
sound in the road behind caused Harry
Wharton & Co. to turn.

Honk! Honk! Honk!

The insistent hooting of a motor-car
horn broke on their ears, and next
minute a large, handsome Daimler
swooped ronnd the bend.

“Baquad, keep in to the lefit I rapped
Bob Cherr_)y. “1 say, Harry Wiy,
what's ap ¥

Harew Wharton was stamding in the
road, his gaze rooted on the occupants
of the ear behind.

“My only- hat!”
Remove capiain,

His chums followed the direetion of
his gaze, and then they, too, stoppadl
short and gave vent to gasps,

The car slowed down and a broad-
built, handsome military man stood up
and looked at the Removites,

“Uncle!” gasped Harry Wharton
faintly.

Colonel Wharton—for it was he-—
motioned to the Air Foree ofticer wlho
wne viving the car, and the Daimler

ejaculated the

stopped.

“Lless my soul!”  exclaimed thio
grizzled old colonel, looking from
Temple, Dabney & Co. to Harry

“What the
I was on my

ou, Harry.”
? This

Wharton and his chums.
dickens does this mean?
way 10 Greyfriars to see

“I--er-—we —er-—ahem 18 i
pleasant surprise, uncle!™ stammered
Harry Wharton. “We didn't expect ta
sce you! You didn't write to say you
were coming. How—how are you 7™

Colonel Wharton’s hard lips betrayed
the trace of a smile as he got down ont
of the car and shook hands with Harry
and hiz chums,

He beckoned his friend out of the ear,
and the Removites looked asztonished
when they saw him,

I“Wh:f, it’s Captain Arnold Maleolm,
whao

won the Glider Cup this after-
noon " ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Yes; Captain Maleolm 13 a great

personal friend of mine,” said Colonel
Wharton. 1 brought him aleng with
e,  teel o thai you lads woull
like to meet him.”

“Yes, rather, sir 1" =zaid the Removites
in chorus,

Captain Malcolm, a stalwart, hand-
some young officer, shook hands heartily
with the heroes of the Remove,

“Jolly pleased to meet wyou, sir!”
said HHarry Wharton. “We've been
over to the Heath, and watched your
fAight in the white glider, It was
ripping! We—we're just on our way
back to Greyvfriars.”

Colonel Wharton locked hard at the

The 8econd Form v. the mighty men of the Sixth—
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—pictures on pages 14 and 15. Think of the 800 Prizes! 7

wriggling youths in the scarecrows’
costuine,

“Who are these boys, Harry, and
what does this mean ?"” he asked.

The Removites turned a deep red.

“¥You—you see, uncle " stammered
HPrry Wharton,

‘They belong to Greyfriars, I pre-
sumo?”" asked the colonel.

“Ye-es, uncle. We—we're
them—ahem !—that is to say, we

“Just a little barmless rag,; sir!" said
Bob Cherry.

“Quite—ahenr!—friendly, you know !”
gasped Frank Nugent.

“The friendliness is terrific, most
estcemed and honoured sir !” murmured
Hurree Singh.

The colonel’s eves twinkled as he
locked at the luckless Upper Fourth-
Formers. Captain Malcolm was smiling
broadly.

“I had been giving Caplain Malcolm
an account of life at Greyfriars when I
was & bhoy there some years ago,” said
Colonel Wharton. “I told him of the
rags and pranks the juniors used to geu
up to, but assured him that such lawless-
ness was a thing of the past at Grey-
feiars now. It seems that I was

wrtm&:."
“Ahem I”

“These unfortunate boys,” went on
the colonel, turning to Temple, Dabney
& Co., “belong to the Upper Fourth, T
believe 7

“Yes, sir,” said Bob Cherry.
of awful bounders, you know., Mind,
ilzurn:a nothing actually wrong with
cm, but they get frightfully cheeky
and swelled-headed at times, and have
to be kept in their place.”

::Yt‘ﬁ, Fﬂt]‘lﬂr,' sir ! =aid Nugent,
“They think they can ride the high
Liorse over the Remove, you know, and
we have {o give them an occasional
rhem !—gentle reminder that they can’t
stand up to us.” :

The colonel and
Loth chuckled.

“It scems that vou lads do your re-
minding a trile—er—drasticaliv,” =aid
Colonel Wharton. “Well, boys, Captain
Maleolim and I are paying vou a visit,
and we shall expeet to see vou at Grey-
friars soon.” )

“You're coming to tea, sir?"
Harry eagerly.

“1 was going to suggest tea in the
study,” smiled the colonel,

“Good egg!™

“We'll have tea ready for you, sir, by
the time you're back from sceing the
Ilead,” said Bob Cherry. ‘

Colonel Wharton and Captain Mal.
eolm smiled and got back into the ear,

The Daimler drove on towards Grev-
friars, and ITarry Wharton & Co. drew
deep breaths.

" Well, faney iny giddy uncle turning
up ! exclaimed Harry., “I had no idea
lie was on the Heath.”

“And he's brought along Capiain
Malcolm, the flying ace, to see us!”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“They caught us properly, and no
error!” grinned Frank Nugent, ““But
I think they enjoyed the rag. How are
you fecling, Temple, old scout "

"You—you-—you—-"" spluttared Ceeil
Reginzld Temple.

I say, kids, we've got to stand our
visitors  a  tea!”  exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “How's the money-anarket ?
I've got onec-and-fourpence.”

“I'm worth ninepence
rnﬁmrk:*d Bob Cherry,

My pater hasn’t turned un Lrumps
vet this week,” said Frank Nugent
ruefully., “I’'m stony-Lroke.”

taking

iy

A =ot

Caplain Malcoln

usked

ha'penny,”

Gerald Loder gave a
wild leap In the air
as two loud defo-
nations sounded be-
hind him, “Yowp!"”
he yelled.
(d¢ee Chapter 1.)

ROUGH ON LODER !

—provides an exciting footer match !

“I also am hard-upfully.on the rocks
until to-morrow, my worthy chums,”
said Hurree Singh.

Johnny Bull ‘turned out his pockets,
and the magnificent sum of threepence
and a French halfpenny with a hole in
it came to light.

“H'm!" said Harry Wharton, rub-
bing his nose thuughtfull;f. “Two-and-
fourpence ha'penny won’t get us much.
of a feed: Let me see, I think I recol-
lect hearing old Temple say something
about his having laid in a supply of
tuck. Is that so, Temple "

Temple glared at his rival from
underneath the brim of the ancient
topper he was wearing,

“You leave my 4uck- alone!” he
hissed. “If you dare touch my grub,

"you cheeky little scamps—""

“Wa dare anything in wartime!”
sald Harry ‘Wharton cheerfully. *A
state of war exists between the Remove
and the Upper Fourth, and therefore
we are justified in commandeering any
supplies. I think we'll dump this giddy
crew in the barn, kids, and carry on to
Greyfriars.”

“What-ho!"

There was a disused barn standing on

a field near by, and into this the
Famous I'ive drove their hapless
captives,

Temple, Dabney & Co. were heside

themselves with wrath and  dismay.

They yelled and fought and struggled
desperately, and in the end Harry
Wharton & Co. had to gag them.

They left them roped together in the
barn, uttering weird noises from behind
their gulgs. The Upper Fourth-
Formers' looks were Hunnish.

“There! I think you'll be safe until
after tea!" chuckled Harry Wharton.
"' Now we must love you and leave you,
dear boys! (iood-bye, Bluebell!™

“UGerrroocogh !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Famous Five and Wun Lung left
the barn, and rode on swiftly to Crey-
friars,

The colonel’s car was standing outside
the Head's private house,

The heroes of the Bemove went into
tho School House, and made their way
to the Upper Fourth Form passage.
They opencd Temple's study door and
entered,

The cupboard door was locked, but
IBob Cherry got to work with 'a screw-
driver, and soon removed the lock. A
ing assortment of tuck was displayed
to view inside the cupboard.

The Removites' eyes glistened.

“My word, this is prime! How jolly
thoughtful of old Temple to have laid
m such a Tripping lot of tommy!”
crinned DBob Cherry. “Here are two
cricket-bags; there's enough iuck to Gl
em !

*“ Rather 1™

The Famous Five filled the bags with
tuck, and bore them away, leaving
Temple's cupboard door open-—minus the
lock.  They hurried Dback to the
Remove passage, Nugent and Johnoy
DBull carrying the rauded provender
between them. Squiff met them in the
passige.

“VYour uncle and Captain Maleolin
arie- here,” he said, “What are you
dommg for tea?”

“Were doing Temple!"” grinned Bobs
Cherry. “This is Temple’s tuck; at
least, it was! It's ours now, by right
of conguest. Coming in, old chap?”
“Like a bied!" zaid Squiff promptly.

Who wins ?
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8 30 Magnificent James Motor-Cycles must be won !—

And the Co. marched into Study
No. 1, where Colonel Wharton and
Captain Arnold Malcolm, M.C.; were
awaiting them.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Topplng News !
6 WE won't be two jilfies getting
tea, uncle!” said Harry
Wharton cheerfully, ' Sit
down, and mako ?ﬁurﬂﬁlﬂ‘ﬂ
at home. Mind how you sit in the

armchair—it's got one leg broken.”

The colonel and the captain sat down
and watched with kindly smiles the
preparation of tea.

The Famous Five and wiff soon
had an appetising spread ready.

Bolhb Cherry turned out ham and
eggs in great style, and Nugent fried
nico brown chips as to the manner
born.

The feed was a pronounced sucecess,
and tho company did it full justice,

Captain Malcolm proved himself to
bo a man after the boys’ own hearts.
He kept ,the Removites thrilled with
yarns of air-fighting during the Great
War, and engrossed themnr attention
when ho spoke of the new  branch of
aviation—gliding,

“Gliding must be great sport!" =aid
Harry Wharton enthusiastically, * [t's
quite safe, too, isn’t w?”

“Yes; provided unduo risks arc not
taken,” replied Captain Maleolm. “1T
think the study of gliding is one that
should be encouraged amongst the
youth of our land. The science i3 as
yet in its infancy, and, when it is
developed, 1t will bo verv importanmt
and uscful. As a matter of fact, I came
hero this afterncon to put forward a
rather interesting proposition,”

‘“Rather!” chuckled Colonel Whar-
ton. “I think it's a proposition that
will meet with tho hearty approval of

you lads. We have already spoken te
Dr. Locke on the subject, and he
approves.”

“What 1s it, siri” asked the

Removitea eagerly.

“Just this—a gliding competition for
Greyfriars!™ smiled Colonel Wharton,

**Great Scott!”

Captain Maleolm regarded the juniors
with twinkling eyes.

“I'm sure you lads would be keen
to competo in a glider contest,” he
said. *“It is a most fascinating and
instructive art. The colonel and I are
collaborating, aund are offering three
prizes for tho three best gliding atiempts
made by boys of Greylriars.

“The competition will be open to boxs
of all Forms. An individual boy can
enter a glider of his own, or a number of
boys can get together and construct a
glider between them, and enter it for the
contest, The first prize will be twenty
pounds, tho sccond ten pounds, and the
ihivd prize five pounds. 'The contest will
take place in three weeks time, on Friar-
dale [ilﬂalh, where the National Gliding
Championship was held to-day., How
does that proposition appeal to you, my
lads?”

Harry & Co. deew deep
breaths.

“My word ! exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton, his eyes dancing with delight, “ A
gliding competition for Greyfriars! How
ripping 1"

“Top-liole!” said Bob Cherry enthu-
riastically. “Harry, old son, we vote
your uncle and Captain Malcoln a
conple of real, gilt-edged bricks!”

*Rather IV

Wharton
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) THE BEST
SHOPPING BARGAIN

A feast of fun and mirth to suit al}
tastes. Order your copy without delay.

NOW ON SALE!

Colonel Wharton smiled broadly,
"1 knew you lads would welcome the
idea,” he said. ** And I am sure the rest
of Greyfriars will enter into it with equal
enthusiasm. I shall watch the develop-
ment of the contest with great interest.”

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled in
delight.

After tea Colonel Wharton and Cap-
tain Malcolm nade their departure. The
Famous Tive and & number of their
chums gave them o hearty send-off at
the gates.

And, just as the colonel’'s ecar dis-
appeared down the road, a number of
weird figures came in sight.

They were Temple, Dabney & (o.

Having managed to get out of the
baru, they had wended their weary foot-
steps back to Greyfriars, dragging the
bicycles with them. They had discarded
the ridiculous attire the Removites had
put on them, but they looked hot and
dishevelled and furious,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here wo are
again, dear boys!¥ chortled Bol) Cherrv.
“Thanks for the tuck, Temple! Tt was
grand! We couldn't have celected it
better ourselves!”

“You—vyou little ‘rotters!”
Temple. ** Then
““Ha, ha, ha!
Temple & Co.

gurgled
ou've had our tuck "
rust littlo us!™
ﬁ'rmmd their teeth with
rage. [If looks had the power to kill,
Harry Wharton & Co. would have
collapsed instantly, and perished on the
spot.,
But the looks the Fourth-Formers gave
them made mno impression at all
Temple, Dabney & Co. crawled away,
followed by the triumphant laughter of
their rivals. £

When the Famous TFive entered the
School House again, they saw a crowd
rathered round the notice-board. 'I'he
wlted, and loocked at the notico with
great witerest., It ran:

“NOTICE!

By arrangement with Colouel Wharlon
and Captain Arnold Malcolin, M.C., &
gliding competition will be held at

€rreyiriars, tho contest being open to
boys of all Forms.

All possible facilities for constructing
ghiders will be given to intending com-
petitors. Tests will take place under the
supervision of a responsible prefect.

Machines must he of the competitors’
own desigris and manufacture, and no out-
side help will be allowed, Boys must not
take unnecessary risks while testing their
machines in flight,

The Brst prize will be awarded to the
competitor whose machine makes the
longest sustained flight from the top of
the hill on Courtficld Heath, Colonel
Wharton and Captain Maleolm acting as
timekecpers and judges. The first prize
18 £20, the second prize £10, and the
third prize £5.

This contest has been inaugurated to
stimulato the interest of the bovs of this
school in the important and progressive
science of gliding.

Tho actual date of the contest will he
announced later; meanwhile, it is hoped
that as many boys as possible will avail
themselves of this opportunity and give
the comnpetition their full support.

tSigned) H. H. Locke,
Headmaxier,”

"I_.‘:-il}', you chaps, this is ripping:”
exclaimed Peter Todd. “ A gliding com-
petition 1s just the thing! CGliders are
casy and cheap to make——""

“But not to fly, old son!'!”
Harry Wharton. “There's ore in
gliding than meets the eye! None of us
profess to know much about it, hut we
can swot up the subject.  There'll e

grinmed

some fun and excitement, or 1''. a
Dutchman !
““Ha, ha! Rather!”

A heavy footstep sounded Lehind, aud
Coker of the Fifth came up.

Ho blinked at the notice, and ihe
eyes of the mighty Horace gleamed.

“My hat! A gliding competition !
he exclaimed. *“I'm going in for that,
by Jove! The twenty quid is as good
as mine!”

“0Oh dear!” said Bob Cherry in moek
concern. “‘If Coker enters teo tho
gliding contest, we're done! Nobody
else will stand an earthly!"

“No fear!” said Nugent and Squiff
solemnly.

Coker gave ihe Removiles a  kind,
magnanimous look,

“That’s so,” bLe said. *“ You Remove
kids won't have a look in—not for the
first prize, at any rate. But don’t get
discouraged just because I'm entering.
There are the second and third prizes
for you to try for, you know.”

“Yez, that's some consolation,” said
Bob Cherry. *“How good of you to
point it out, Coker! We can, at least,
try for the other prizes—that 1=, if
Coker won't ebject to our using the
same air as himself.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker gpave the Removites a scornfi!
look: and strode away.

Ir his mind's eye Horace Coker
already saw himself romping off with
the first prize. He rather fancied hin:-
self as an aeronaut.

Coker had just come in from 2 epin
on his motor-cyele. His chums, Potter
and Greene, were anxiously awaiting
hint in the study. They were relyinge
on him for their tea. They had laid the
table nicely and looked to Coker for
the rest.

“Hallo, you cliaps!"” =aid Coker,

“Clear the tabla!” gasped Poiler.

“(Clear the table!” gasped Pottor.
“Why, wo haven't had our tea yretl
Wae——r-"
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“Ti's past tentime!” snapped Coker.
“YWhy haven't you had tea, you fat-
heads "

“Well, we—er—we've been walting
for you, old man,” said Potter lamely.
“We wouldn't have tea without you,
vou know."

““We wouldn't think of such a thing,”
sald Greene in his smoothest manner.

“Well, 'm not having any tea to-
aay,” sald Coker decisively. “I'm too
busy to think about tea. I want that
table to got out my designs.”

“Your—your designs !” gasped Potter.

“Yea; I'm designing a glider that
will startle the world!” said Coker im-
patiently. “I shall enter it for the
competition and show the chapz at this
&chool what I can do!”

**My hat!"” gurgled Gréene. ' So you
-—you're going in for glider designing,
L!n_lrf‘r}']I“'Yuu must be off your nutt”

“What about our tea, old chap?”
asked Potter, glaring at Greene. * As
a matter of fact—ahem—we're hroke !

“And we thought you'd be standing
tea to-day. Coker,” said Greene.

“Well, T'm not!” snapped Coker,
“ (M with those thinﬁa. I want to get
e with my designe!

“Tut our tea—-"

“Blow your tea snorted Coker.
“You should have had ten in Hall, or
cavged o tea off Blundell or Fitzgerald,
it you couldn't afford to stand a tea
vourselves. I've got more important
things to think about than tea! You
chaps can clear out; you'll only bother
e,

P'olter and Greene exchanged glances.

They looked at Coker as though they
wiild have liked to eat him,

_ Loker ect about clearing the table
hirmz¢lf. It was evident that there would
b= no {ea in the study that day!

|32

{ absorbed

“Well, of all the blithering asses!”
exclaimed Iotter in exasperation,

“What!"”

“Going to design a glider!” snorted
Greene contemptuously., “Why, you
couldn’t design a kid's scooter, you
blithering fatheadl You—-"

““My hat! I'll punch your nose, you
cheeky rotter!"” roared énkﬂr, pushing
back his cuffs and advancing truculently
on lus study-mates. I'm pot standing
any insolence from chaps 1n my own
study | I'll-T'1l—"

Potter and (Greene did not wait to
ascertain what Coker would do. They
felt that it would be wise to leave, so
they wont—rather hastily—and slammed
the study door behind them,

(Coker gave an emphatic snort and
returned to the table.

And there, with masses of paper, com-

agscs, pencils, rulers, and sect-squares,

orace Coker remained all the evening,
in the all-important task of
designing a glider that was going to
startle the world!

e —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Hard at Work ]

(] SAY, wou fellows, I'm entering

I for the contest!”

Billy Bunter mado  that

nunouncement, blinking  into

Study No. 1 in the Remove passage next
day.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at the
fal junior in astonishment.

“You're ontering [or the contest
pasped Bolb Cherry. * Which contest,
Puntor—a gruh-shﬁ'ﬁng affair 7"

““No, you ass—"

““Perhaps he means a contest for {at
people, or & whopper-telling eompetition,
or that he's entering for o prize for petty
larceny ! suggested Frank Nugent.

[

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Oh, really, Nugent, you beast!"” ex-
postulated the Owl of the Remove in-
dignantly. *I mean that I'm qt}ing n

for the Eﬁding‘ competition—'

“Ha, ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton & Co. burat
shrieks of merriment,

Bob Cherry collapsed in Johnny Bull's
arms and wept salt tcars on his breast

“Hold me up, somebody!” gurgled
Nugent. “Bunter going in for the
gliding competition—ha, ha, ha! That's
too rich! Ha, ha, ha!” .

Billy Bunter gave his hilarious Form-
fellows a glare that almost cracked his
spectacles.

“ Really, vou bensts, I can't see any-
thing to cacklo at!l’ he exclaimed. *“'I
know you're jealous of my prospects of
winning the first prize—"

“Ha, ha, ha! TL.eave off, Bunter, I
shall crack myribs if T Iaillgh any more ™
howled Bob Cherry. ‘' Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, T haven't come here to
be laughed at!” roared Billy Buntor
wrathfully. “I suppose if T care to
make a glider and onter it for the coms
petition I can, can't 11"

“Yes, you can, Bunter, certainly!”
gasped Harry Wharlon., “ Burt you stand
as much chance of moking a show aa
a hinpopotamus! Pigs will never fly, and
neither will you, Bunter |

“Oh. won't T!" snorted Billy Bunter.
“We shall see what wo shall see! * Any-
way, I'm going to make o glider, I've
got ont all my plana. and all I need now

into

s a little ready eash——"
“Same  old tale!” grinned Dob
Cherry. “Hasu't that postal order

turned up vet?"

“™o," said Billy Bunter. *1I

waa

expecting a remitionce from one of my
titled relationas, but it must have got de-
layed in the post."

“T reckon 1t's taken root in the posk

£

. :.‘.'q.-_-

I

| << Oh, my hat ! ** gasped Bob Cherry. **Is that you, Peter 9 ** *‘ Ha, ha, ha 1** Pater fﬂdﬁ_glnrud at the Removites and
raced after Billy Bunter, mallet in hand, ** Stop ! ** yelled Peter. But Billy Bunter was running for his life. (See Chapter b.)

8
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now, Bunty,” chockled Nugent.
“When it does roll up it will have grown
a beard and side whiskers!”

“Oh, rats!” growled Billy Bunter.
“Look here, you chaps, if you will
advance me some money until my postal
order arrives I can be getting on with
building my ghder—""

“Nothing doing!” said Harry Whar-
ton promptly. " If we gave you money,
Bunter, you'd go. straight over to the
tuckshop and blue it, The glider tale 1s
only an excuse to cadge our dibs. But
we're not nibbling.”

“No fearl”

“I tell you I seriously mean to enter
the glider contest!” roared Billy Bunter
wrathfully. “1 mean to romp off with
the twenty quid—"

“Bosh ! Try next door, Bunter !" said
Johnny Bull.

“J1 want some money——

“8ing it nicely to us, Bunter, and
we'll give you a penny!” gaid Bob
Cherry.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

RBilly Bunter glared wrathfully at the
Famous Five.

“Then you chaps refuse to assiet meo
financially 7'’ he spluttered. * You won't
advance me a few mouldy bob?”

“Ndt a Continental red cent, Bunter !"
eald Harry Wharton.

“Beasts! You're jealous, that what
you are!” roared Billy Bunter, retreat-
ing to the door. " Yon want to hamper
me in building my glider becauso you're
afraid I ahalf put your glider in the
shade !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Jealousy—that's what it is ! howled
Bunter furiocusly. “ Mean, petty
jealousy! Yes, you can laugh, but 11
do vou yet!  Yah! Jealous beasts!
Wait, that's all! Beasts! Yah!"”
With that Billy Bunter withdrew, and
he gave the door a terrific slam as he
went.

William George Bunter looked very
disconsolate as
Remove passage.

Harry Wharton & Co. were not the
only ones at Greyfriars who had refused
to advance Billy Bunter a small loan to
enable him to proceed with building a
glider. He had been going the rounds of
the Lower School, asking many fellows,
and everywhere his request had been
treated with merriment and high glec.

The idea of Billy. Bunter entering for
the glider contest seemed to strike the
fellows at Greyfriars as being distinctly
funny,

Bunter could not see anything funny
in it, however.

He felt greatly aggrieved.

He rolled into Study No. 7.

The room was in a state of disorder.
Furniture and books had been piled at
the sides of the room, and Peter Todd,
with his shirt-sleeves rolled up, was busy
sawing wood on the table.

The Aoor was smothered with sawdust,
wood shavings, and meces of wood.
There was rather a noisome stench in the
air, and Bunter traced the odour to a
large gluepot that was sizzling over the
fire.

1 sav, Peter——

“Get out, Bunter!” snapped Peter
Todd brusquely. “I don’t want you in
here! I'm making my glider.”

“Fine state this room’s in!”’ snorted
Billy Bunter. “I say, Peter, I want to
make a glider, too. Lend me some
money to buy the material—"

““ Rats !

“Then gimme some wood and nails
HE |

and things-—'

L
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he rolled down thel

“I'll give you a length of wood—across
yvour fat carcase, Bunter, if you don't
gheer off ! said Peter irritably. “I've
just .chased out Alonzo because he would
interrupt, and I said I'd brain the next
chap who hindered me. Hop it!”

““*Oh, really, Peter, I've a right to be
im my own study ! said Bunter peevishly.
“1'1} git here and watch you make your
glider. As a matter of fact, I ghall want
to know how to start making one myself.
I geriously mean to enter the contest, you
know."

[ Peter pave a snort and went on sawing.

Billy Bunter settled himself in the
armchair and blinked at Peter as that
Iﬁ]ith proceeded with the making of his
glider.

Bunter found it quite uninteresting,

however, especially as he could not
understand what his study-mate was
domng.

" Look here, Peter, I'm hungry,” he
said, rising at length from the armchair.
*I.supposc you'd stand me a few tarts if
I helped you?”

“I'Nl stand you a thick ear|” snorted
Peter. “Don’t bother!”

““There’s the remains of a rabbit-pie in
the cupboard, I'm going to have that.”

“¥You can't get to the cupboard,
| Bunter!” rapped Peter Todd sharply.
“I've got a lot of my glider parts stacked
up in front of it. They're just freshly
glued and can’t be shifted.”

“But I want that rabbit-pie!” roared
Billy Bunter, *“1 suppose I've a right
to go to my own study cupboard 7"

**No, you haven't—not when there are
things in the way!" said Peter. “Keep
away from there, Bunter, or I'll biff you
with this mallet !

The Owl of the Remove gave a growl,
but when Peter’'s back was turned he
stealthily crept over to the cupboard and,
grasping some of Peter's freshly-glued
glider parts, lifted them carefully out of
the way,

But Billy Bunter was too careful. The
wooden framework he lifted so gently
came to pieces as he picked it up, and the
bottom part of it fell to the foor with a
crash.

“My hat!” ejaculated Peter, wheeling
round. “What's that? I— Oh,
Bunter, vou interfering little blighter,
you—you've pulled that plane to pieces!™

“Really, Peter, I—"

“I'll give you a thundering good
walloping for that!" roared Peter wrath-
fully, grasping the mallet and making
towards Billy Bunter. .“I'll teach you to
leave things alone when you're told! I
had the dickens of & job to get that plane
nicely dovetailed and glued! Now lock
what you’ve done to it! You—you—
you—— Oh, let me get at you !”

*Yaroooooogh ! howled Billy Bunter,
dodging round the study as Peter
advanced, “Keep off! I didn’t mean to
—yow-ow—break it, Peten! Ooooococogh !
Gerraway ! Woooooop "

Crash !

Some more of Peter's cherished glider
parts fell over as Billy Bunter cannone
blindly into them, and he trod them
underfoot as he passed.

Peter gave a roar hike a Hottentot on
tha warpath and fairly jumped at
Bunter, There was a wild seramble, in
which the table was knocked over, and
all the things on it went crashing to the
floor.

Peter had been glucing, and had re-
moved the gluepot from the hob to the
table. .

The glue swooped out of the pot as it

toppled off the table, and the hot, sticky

A phenomenal offer—800 Magnificent Prizes MUST BE WON!

mass surged =ll over the strupggling
juniors on the floor,

“Yaroooop !"

“Gerrrugh! Yah! Wow-wow-wow!"

Smothered with glue, Peter Todd and
Billy Bunter rolled all over the floor, and
as they did so they gathered a liberal
coating of sawdust and wood shavings.
These clung lovingly to the glue, and
soon Peter Todd and Billy Bunter were
in a frightful state,

Bunter managed to wrench himself free
at last. He jumped up and tore for the
door. He dragged it open just as Peter
sprang up with a roar, and the Owl of
the Remove hurled himself through into
the passage.

“Come back " howled Peter, diving
after him with the mallet. *“TI'll
slaughter you for this, Bunter! Come
back!"

But Willlam George Bunter had no
desire to be slaughtered. He did not
obey Peter’'s command to come back:
Instead, he flew for his life down the
Remaove passage, howling at the top of
his voire.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob
Cherry’s cheery voice from the door of
Study No. 1. “What's the rumpus? I—
My giddy aunt! Is that wyou, Peter?
Ha, ha, ha!”

Peter’'s head was smothered with glue
and wood-shavings and sawdust. His
face and clothing were in a similar state,
He glared at the Famous Five as he
passed,

“Bunter's messed up my glider!” ho
hissed sulphurously. *“I'll annihilate the
little rotter when I catch him! Bunter!
stop 1™

But Billy Bunter was half-way down
the stairs.

The Removites roared as Peter,
brandishing the mallet, tore down after
him, and disappecared along the back
corridor, shouting after the elusive Owl,

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Harry
Wharton. “Poor old Bunter! He's
always in the wara! So Peter's making
a ghder. Everyone in the Remove has
caught the craze. There'll bo plenty of
entrants for the glider contest [

*Rather !"

“The more the merrier!” grinned
Frank Nugent, ‘‘Everybody seems to
be taken up with the idea—at least, they
hope to be taken up !

."“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Co. laughed dutifully at TFrank’s
little joke.

There could be no doubt about the
enthusiasm the boys of Greyfriars dis-
played towards the glider contest,

All along the Remove passage sounds
of hammering could be heard.

Vernon-Smith had received delivery of
a quantity of wood, silk, and other
necessaries that day, and he and Tom
Redwing were making a ghider between
them. They had high hopes of putting
up a good show at the forthcoming con-
test.

Next door, Kippzs and Hillary were
busy evolving the plans of a glider with
which they intended to romp off with
one of the prizes. Tven Lord Mauleverer
had entered; but Mauly, of course, did
not intend having anything to do with
the actual havrd-work of the affair. That
would be too much to expect of the
Slacker of the Remove! Mauly had
enlisted the services of Dick Penfold in
constructing the glider. Mauly was pro-
viding the cash, and Penfold was making
the glider in the little workshop at the
back of his father’s shop in Friardale,

Wun Lung had stated his intention of
entering 7 glider for the contest, and

Don’t forget your copy of the ¢ Holiday Annual’—now on sale |
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everybody was interested to see what
sort of a ‘““jigger " the Chinese junior
would turn out, Wun Lung was an
expert at kite designing, so that great
things were expected of him. _

The Famous Five were collaborating
with brains and funds, and had com-
‘mandecred the woodshed for the manu-
facture of thejr glider. They had
‘already decided on its name, althnu%h
the glider as yet had not gone beyond the
drawing stage. The chums of the
Remove were calling their glider the
1"amous § Flyer.

Temple, Dabney & Co., smarting under
the indirnities they had suffered af the
Lands of the Removites, had challenged
the Famous Five, and were making &
clider between them which they con-
tidently expoected would cclipse all others,

The Tpper Tourth-Formers had zet
Ltheir minds upon winning the first prize,

and thus make the Removites sing small,

Horace Coker went ahead briskly with
his glider. Life in his study became un-
bearable to Potter and Greene, so they
left Coker to it,.

Coker snorted when Mr. Prout repri-
manded him for coming into the Form-
room with traces of glue on his clothes
and face, To the lofty mind of Coker,
nothing in the world was so important as
the glider he was making. Everything
¢lse paled into insignificance befora it
And when Mr. Prout caught him making
designs under his desk instead of attend-
ing to the Latin lesson, and caned him—
nctually eaned him !—Horace Coker cculd
only feel sorrow for the pagan indiffer-
cnce of his Form-master.

But he consoled himself with the
thought that the time was not far distant
when he would show Mr. Prout what a
venius ho was, and then all Greyfriars—
nay, the whole world—would do homage
to the mighty Coker, and hail him as one
worthy of a place with Edison and
Marcoul.

Hobson of the Shell set his brains to
woltk and modestly stated his intention
of carrying off tha first prize with a
glider he was making. Blundell, Smith
major, and Greene o[ the Fifth also
entered, and there were numerous antries
from the Thied and Scecond Forms.

The Friardale timber merchant and the
ironmongery stores «id a roaring trade
during the days that followed, and no
longer did the passages at Greyfriars
vesound to the care-free laughter of boys,
the biff of boxing-gloves, and the straina
of tin whistles, banins and other musical

instruments the juniors possessed. Ham-
nering, .-mmnﬁ, and chopping became
the order of the day—and night. The

hoys of Greyiriars took seriously to ine
rlider compelition. The gliders gradu-
ally developed under the more or less
~kilful hands of their youthful designers.
A few pgave promise of being weird and
fearful contraptiona, bLut for the most
part the amateur-butlt gliders, in their
rough state, looked useful enough.

Whether they would fiy, of course,
was quite another matter.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Not According to Plan!

g HUSH !" hissed Cecil Reginald
S Tempie.
“Quietly

does the trick!”
; muttered Fry.
“0h, rather!” agreed Dabney.

It was Wednesday morning, and the

T"pper Tourth-Formers had left the
dining-room early after dinner. They
crept towards the  woodshed in  he

L ALY
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“* Don't go in there, Loder,”*
said Wharton., The un-
popular prefect thrust Whar-
ton aside and entered the
woodshed. Swoosh I The|
booby-trap descended full on
his head and shoulders.
“Ow ! Gerroough ! ”’
gurgled Loder.
(Yee Chapter 6.)

—

—er

quadrangle, carrving  with  them

numergus articles.

One was a bag of soot; Dabney had it
hoisted on his shoulder. Temple and
Fry carried several pots of paint and
brushes, a tin of tar and a can of white-
wash, They also had a guantity of rope
with them and a few bamboo poles.

Arriving at the woodshed, they
peeped in. There was nobody inside.
Harry Wharton & Co. had not yet
arrived. The Removites’ glider—the
Famous 6 Flver—was in there, and was
practically completed,

Harry Wharton & Co. had devoted all
their spare time and cash to their
glider, and the result was a well-built,
graceful-looking machine.

Several other fellows had finished
their gliders, too, and, as it was
Wednesday, and a half-holiday at Grey-
friars, it had been decided to hold a
tezt. of the machines that afternoon.

“First of all,” murmured Temple, as
he crept into the woodshed, “we'll set
about camouflaging the giddy Famous
5 Flyer. It will look rather natty done
up like they used to do up the warships
during the War, won't it? Dole out the
pan, chanvs, and don’t sparc 1, because
we've got plenty !"

**What-ho |

The Fourth-Formers set o work with
paint and bruzhes, and they daubed a
multitude of colours all over the Famous
5 Flyer. Yellow, green, blue, purple,
red, orange and heliotrope paint was

put on in long, glaring streaks. White-
wash and tar completed the colour
scheme. The pattern that Temple,
Dabney & Co. painted on the outside of
their rivals' ghder was startling, to say
the least of it. No professional war-
time ‘“‘camouflager” ever  conceived
such a hideous mas: of daubs and
streaks of colour! - B

“My hat!” said Temple, blinking at
the result of their handiwork, *Jazzy
isn't the ward, is it?  Wou't those
Remove kids have a shock when they
come in and feast their peeper: on this
giddy lot! DBul we've got something el:e
to fix up that will shock them first,
What about the booby-trap?”

“Ol1, rather!”

Temple, Dalney and Fry sct about
fixing up a booby-trap over the wood-
shed door with the soot, the bambeo
poles, and the ropes, This was soon
done. Having arranged the trap so
that immediately the door was pushed
open the soot and the remainder of the
whitewash would drop headlong down.
ward, the heroes of the Upper Fourth
climbed ont through the window.

“Woll, that's that !" chuckled Temple,
as the Fourth-Formers withdrew into
the cover of the elm-trees. “We'll waut
now and sce what happens. Painting
their gliders iz 1nst a narmiess rag, of
course. We haven't done the glider
any damage—I was carcful about that.
It would be a rotten trick to tamper
with the Remove kids' glider— not that
it ever stands a hope of fving, of

Another long instalment of our ripping footer serial, boys |
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course! If it will fly, the paint on the
outside won't make much difference,
except that it might dazzle the
spectators. Hallo! Here they come!”

The Famous Five and SBquiff came
strolling up from the direction of the
School House.

Temple, Dabney & Co. waited eagerly
in their hiding-place

Just as Harry Wharton & Co. neared
the woodshed a burly figure strode up
and accosted them. It was Loder of the
Sixth.

“Here, I want & word with you little
sweeps !” grated the prefect in lus
surliest tones. ‘“Who took down the
blind in the lower box-room and tore off
the canvas?”

“ Ahem !”

Harry Wharton
awkward,

“Come on, out with it, you young
sweeps ! grated Loder. “1 want to
know ! Wiﬂ pinched the blind "

“We—we couldn’t tell a lie, Loder,”
anid Bob Cherry meekly. “We chopped
down the blind. We did it with our
hatchet—I mean, 8 jack-knife.”

“You cheeky little sweeps!”

“We wanted the canvas rather badly,
Loder,” explained Harry Wharton.
“The blind is never used from one
year's ond to another, and we needed
the canvas to complete our glider, The
shops were shut in Friardale, so we—we
took the blind, intending to re-canvas
it later.” :

“Well, of all the thundering cheek !"”
spluttered Loder. “I knew it was you
unruly Remove rotters! TI'll see- that
you get a good licking for this! And
I'm going to have that canvas back

& Co. loocked

again !"

“You «can't, Loder!” exclaimed
Wharton in alarm. “We've fixed it
on our ghder, and——-"

“I don't care!” snarled the hullying
refect. ““I'll have that convas if I
ave to pull your rotten glider to pieces
to do it!”

Loder strode away in the direction of
the woodshed, and Harry Wharton &
Co. uttered gasps of dismay.

They knew that if I_@df:*r once laid
hands on their glider he would not treat
it lightly. It was just like Loder to
make trouble over a small matter. He
would take a vindietive delight in
damaging the Removites' glider.

“Don't you go in there, Loder!”
shouted Wharton, springing forward.
“We'll pull the canvas off ourselves!
Don’t touch our glider, or——"

“Dut of my way !"” snarled Loder.

He thrust the yvoung Remove captain
roughly aside, and, pushing open the
woodshed door, he strode guickly in.

An instant later there was a terrific
crash and a wild yell from Loder,

Swoooooooosh !

“Yarooocogh! Wagh! Yah! Gerr-
roch "
With that tumbling mass of soot

descending on him like an avalanche,
followed up by the whitewash and the
bamboo poles, Loder was bowled over
like & ninepin.

He lay on the floor of the woodshed
amidst the soot and the whitewash, and

he gave vent to gasping, choking
gurgles, _
Temple, Dabney & Co. blinked in dis-

may from their hiding-place.

“Oh, jeminy!”" moaned Temple,
““Loder’s caught our booby-trap! That’'s
done it !"

““Oh, rather!” gasped Dabney.

The Famous Five and Squiff crowded
round the woodshed door and gazed
down at Loder in amazement.

They saw the prefect wallowing in
soot and whitewash, He was smothered
from head to foot in it, His face was
jet black, except where the whitewash
streaked down it, giving him the ap-
pearance of a zebra, And as he lay
there Loder gurgled and gasped in the
weirdest manner imaginable,

“Wh-what the merry dickens—
gasped Harry Wharton.

“Ha, ha, hal" roared the rest of
the Co.

Their astonishment gave way to mirth.
The sight that Gﬂralg Loder presented
was really too funny. Fellows dashed
up from far and near, and when they
saw what had happened they, too, burst
out info loud roars of laughter,
“Gerrugh! Yughooogh! Yar! Gug!
Gug " gurgled Loder, struggling up
and gouging the soot and the whitewash
from his eyes, and ears, and mouth,

“Help! Yah! Oooooch!”
"My giddy sunt!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry, wiping tears from his eyes.

““S8omebody must have rigged up a
booby-trap over the woodshed door, and
Loder WE.rked right into it! The booby-
trap was intended for us, I expect, but
the plot didn't work according to plan.
In fact, the giddy booby-trap Eas served
us a good turn—we can protect our
glider now !”

“Hear, hear "

Temfﬂe' Dabney & Co., locking very
crestfallen and dismayed, crawled out

of their hiding-place and blinked at
Loder,

The prefect was beside himself with
rage. He jumped up, shedding clouds
of soot as he did so, and he glared
round like a wild hyena.,

“Who did that?”" he choked. *“Whaqg
—gerroch '—put that scot up there?
Yah! TI'll have the little sweep flogged,
and—— Ooooch ™

"*Ha, ha, ha!” howled the Famous
Five,

“ It wasn't us, Loder, so vou can get
that idea out of your head,” said Harry
Wharton. “We should have run into
that trap if you hadn’t barged into the
woodshed first. It serves you jolly well
right! You intended damaging our
ghder!”

* Yerooooooogh! There's going to be
trouble over this! Grugh!”

Loder stamped away, looking a most
hideous sight, and he left a long, long
trail of soot and whitewash in his wake,

Everybody shrieked with laughter,
with the exception of Temple, Dabney
& Co.

The joke fell rather flat to them!

Harry Wharton shot Femple a quick
glance. Ie noted traces of soot on the
Fourth Form leader’s hands and cloth-
ing.

“So it was you, you bounder, wha
rigged up that giddy booby-trap?’ he
said, with a chuckle. " Well, we didn't
get it, after a]l, did we ? Thanks awfully,
Temple, for the trouble you took—the
trap saved our glider from being messed
up. You deserve a putty medal IV

“Wait till you see your glider
snapped Temple crossly. “You won't
grin so much then, you cheeky Remoaove
kids. We'll have the laugh on sou there,
anyway! Br-r-r-r-r-rl”

'f‘mnple & Co. strode away, not look-
ing the least bit cheerful.

ﬁ‘he Famous Five went into the wood-
shed and gazed at their glider in horrified
amazcment.

“Mum-my only hat!” gurgled Bob
Cherry.

“Wh-what the——"
Nugent.

1!1‘

stuttered Frank

The Wonder Book of the Year—the Greyfriars HOLIDAY ANNUAL—

“Qur glider!” ejaculated Wharton in
a faint voice.

" Look at it1"” gasped Johnny Bull.

Everybody crowded round and looked
at 1, Fresh peals of laughter burst
forth,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look at the colours!”

“Some camouflage, kids—what?”

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at their
glider like boys in a dream.,

It hurt their eyes to look at it. They
turned away and glared round wildly,

“Temple!' howled Bob Cherr;'.
“Temple did this! Where 13 he? T'll
spiIfI]]ilr:ate }!ﬁml T'll slaughter him! T'll

But Temple, Dabney & Co. were no-
where to be scen.

Like the Arabs in the poem they had
silently stolen away.

And the Famous Five, gazing at their
weirdly decorated glider, ground their
teeth and uttered Jurid threats upon the
devoted heads of their enterprising rivals.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hopes “ Dashed Down ! ™

i SAY, vou fellows, you might—
I grooogh—give me a hand!’

Billy Bunter, puffing and blow-

ing, met Harry Wharton & Co.

in the quadrangle some time - afterwards.

The Famous Five had locked up their

glider, having abandoned all thoughts

of flying it that afternoon.

Billy%}umter was dragging behind him

a weird affair in wood and canvas. It

looked like a crude box, not unhke a

{ Tate sugar box, with two huge flaps pro-

truding at each side. It had a tail, too,
which had cords leading from it into
the box,
The Removites stopped and looked at
the contraption in astonishment,
“Great pip?" exclained Bob Cherry.
“What 1a 1, Bunter?"

“My glider!” said Billy DBunter
proudly., “1 designed and made 1t
myself! I think I can confidently say

that nothing quite like this has ever been
seen before !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co. yelled.

“Oh, really, you fellows!” said Billy
Bunter, glowering. *“I can't see any-
thing to cackle at! My ghder may lock
a bit rough, but this is only the teat
model, so to speak. If it flies 1 shall
make a similar machine, but incorporat-
ing certain improvements, for the actual
ghding contest.” .

“Well, carry me home to die, some-
body ! gasped Bob Cherry. * Bunter
old chap, you're too funny for words!
What are you going to o with that
thing now " _ :

“Fm going on a test flight!” said
Billy Bunter. *If you chaps will help
me drag it along and carry it to the
veranda on the footer ground pavilion
TI—"

“ 8o you're going to try to fly this from
the pavilion verandal!” grinned Harry
Wharton. *“Ceme along, then, DBunter.
We wouldn’t miss it for worlds. Go and
fetch a shovel, S8quiff, to gather up the
pieces !

““Oh, really, Wharton, you can laugh,
but =

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“ Heave-ho, kids!”

Harry Wharton & Co. rushed Bunter’s
glider away to Little Side. A chortling
crowd followed.

Dilly Bunter was not a plucky youth,
and the pavilion veranda was not very

“ The schoolboys’ Pickwick—Billy Bunter of Greyfriars.”—
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high off the ground. That was why the
Owl had chosen it for his atarting-off

place. He was not taking too many
risks | _

The Removites vanked the pglider up
on the +eranda, and Billy DBunter
climbed into the box with some
difficulty,

“Grooocogh!” he pasped, taking held
of the cords that controlled the tail of
his machine. “Careful, you chaps.
Dud-don't shove me off too violently, you
know [

“Ha, Iia, ha!”

“*Are you ready, Bunter?”

“Ye-e-0-05!" pasped the Owl, blinking
nervously downward.

“ Shove, boys!”

The boys *“shoved,” and Dunter’s
glider went headlong off the veranda.

It did not go with birdlike grace—in-
deed, no soonuer was it in the air than il
Iurched sideways.

“Yarroooogh!” howled Billy Bunter.
“Help! I'm ff-f-falling !”

**Ha, ha. ha! Hold on, Bunter!™

SBwaoooop !

The ghder did nol
the air.

It rolled over and
towards the ground.

The choriling erowd seattered.

The gigantic bulk of Billy Bunter
acted as a dead weight on the glider, and
even if it had the propensity to fly, it
conld not have anstained the load,

The glider, with Billy Dunter weadgrad
in the hox, stvurl the Football Geld nose-

remain long in

{hen nose-dived

foremost,
Thud !
“Yow-woooozgh! Yah! Ilelp!™
("rasly !
With a great rending noise  Rilly

Bunter’s glider eame apart and resolved
itzelf into a litter of broken wood and
tattered canvas. And in the midst of the
debris its fat designar and navigator lay
sprawled on his bacly, raising the ochoes
with his hellowings.

“Yaroop! llelp! Murder! Ow-wow-
wow !”  wailed © Bally Bunter.  “1'm
killed! I'm mortally injured! Ooooop’
Yowp! Ow-wow!"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the spectators.

Harry Wharton & Co., sobbing with
langhter, ran forward and picked up the
Owl of the Remove. He was shaken
badly, but was otherwise unhurt. "The
glider itself had suffered far worse!

. “Bo much for your attempt at break-
ing glider records, Bunter!” grinned
ITnrry Wharton,  * Better give the
remains to the matron for firewood !”

“Wow-wow-wow-wow !"’

William George Bunter groped for his
spectacles, jammed them on his little
snub nose, and limped away.

Suddenfjr a roar burst forth from
another direction, and,
juniors saw a strange =i

Floating clumsily in the air high
above their heads was a large glider, and
in it, with a look of grim determination
on his rugged face, was no less a person
than Horace Coker!

“Coker!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“HHe—he's got hia glider in fly!"”
cjaculated Harvey Wharton, half in un-
belief. ““ Ye gods and little fishea!”

“Look out!" shrieked Ogilvy.

Coker seemed to bo swooping down
upon the amazed spectators, but more
by good fortune than good management
he kept it aloft.

“Good old Coker!”

Potter and Greens ran up, locking
very expited,

“JIo'll break his neck gasped
Potter. * However he managed to get
hiz glider to fly beats me. It's a miracle

azing up, the
gﬁlt.

13

BREAKING RECORDS AND
CHIMNEYS !

§““Hi !’ roared Gosling, dart-
Ing forth in anger. ** Wot
young rip's on my roof ? Wot
I says Is this ’ere—-mum-my
only 'atI'* The porter stood
rooted to the ground when his
startled eyes beheld Coker’s
glider up aloft. (Sce Chap. 7.)

—that’s what it is! We shoved lum off
from the top of the gym, and Tomlinson
and Smith major and some of the
others ran underncath with a goal net
open, ready to catch him  when he
dropped !"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Coker's going strong ! chiuekled Bob
Cherry, looking np. * My word, though,

what a fluke! Mind your heads!”

Again Coker's glider swooped down,
and everybody cxpected it to crash to
carth. But onece more the mi%ht}'
Horace kept it going, and managed to
ascond to a height of about thirty feel.

Cheers rang out as Coker gyrated
merrily in the air on his glider.

He monnted still higher, and, flying
over Gosling’s lodge by the gates, his
mnchine just grazed against a chimney-
pot.

There was a crash, and the chimney-
pot--which was in a bad state of repair
—clattered noisily to the roof, disledging
several slates as it fell, Coker felt his
machine give a sudden lurch at the im-
pact, but ho mauaged to right it in
time,

“Hi!” roared Gosling, dashing forth
in anger, " Wot young rip’s on my roof ?
Wot I says is this 'ere——  Mum-my
honly "at!"”

Gosling stood rooted to the ground
when his startled eyes beheld Coker's
glider,
" Look roared Bob

out, Gossy!"”

Cherev.  “IHe'll dent in vour topper,
as sure as cggs!”

“ My heve!” gurgled Gosling,

He watched Coker like one’in a dreany.

As for that yonth, he came near to
crashing several times, but by great good

| fortune the glider remained in the air,

and lio eircled about the quadrangle,
followed by a laughing, cheering crowd.

Mr, P'rout appeared at the hall door,
attracted by the coinmotion oulside.

Hoe blinked 1n amazement at the
strange apparition that was floating
the air over Greyfriars! Mr. Prout was
very short-sighted, and it did not dawn
on him that the vision before him was
a glider with Coker—the ono and oniy
Coker—aboard 1t,

“ Bless my soul!” ejaculated the Fifth
IF'orm master. “ A strange bird has flown
inland from tho sca--an albatross, per.
haps, or eomo rare monster of the
heavens that is as vet unknown to man!
Goodness gracious! What an enormous
creature! No bird of such mgantic pro-
portions has ever been heard of before.
[ must capture it, and give the world tho
honefit of thizs momentous discovery ! 1
will fetch my Winchester, and shoot the
monster!”

Mr. Prout dashed excitedly indoors
and brought down his Winchester rifte—
the one with which he had shot grizzlies
on the Rockies in '89.

Standing at the top of the steps, Mr.
Prout raised the rifle to his shoulder, and

(Continued on page 16.)

~Extract from a leading literary periodical 1
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THE GREYFRIARS GLIDING

COMPETITION !
(Continued from page 13.)

took aim at the monstrous apparition in
the air. ; !

Harry Wharton saw him, and rave an
alarmed shout.

“Look out, Coker! Trout takes you
for a bird! He's going to pot at you!”

“Oh, jeminy!” gasped E-'ull-):ct)er. whe had
now. descended to within twenty feet of
the ground.  *The mad idiot! Stop
himy, or——"

_Bang, bang! Mr. Prout was losing no
time,

Coker gave a howl, and his glider
wobbled perilously,

Fortunately for Coker, Mr. Prout’s
aim was not accurate, and the shots
wenf harmlessly over the trees into the
cloisters,

Pt Coker was =cared, and he lost con-
trol of his glider.

The machine lurched dizzily in 1he air,
performed, a graceful somersault, and
then hurtled down, making straight for
tho fountain in the Close.

Crash! Splash!

" Yerrrooooogh !"" howled Coker, as he
dropped headlong into the trough of the
fountain, which was full of water.
“Help! Geroooch!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"” howled the spectators,
crowding round the fallen glider, which
was now, like Billy Bunter's ill-fated
machine, a heap of garish ruin!

Mr. Prout dashed up, earrying his
gtill smoking Winchester. '

""How was that for marksmanship, my
lads?” hepuffed excitedly. “T had the
monster down with my first iwo shots!
Where is the bird? Let me gaze at this
strange denizen of the skics!”

“There it is, sir!"” sobbed Bob Cherry,
thrusting Mr, Prout forward, and point-
ing at Coker, whose hearld and shoulders
had just appeared out of the water
“Gaze ot it and weep!  There's the
monster! Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Coker!” ejaculated WMMpr.
“ Bless my soul I

“Yoooogh-ooogh! Uroogh!"” gurgled
Horace Coker, “ You—you mad idiot,
air! You—you——"

113 Gukﬂr 1 L]

Mr. Prout stood rooted to the spot,
gasping with utter amazement,

He blinked first at Coker, and then at
the jumbled ruins of that vouth’s glider.
It gradually dawned on Mr. Prout that
ho had made a horrible mistake !

“Gug-goodness gracious!” he ejacu-
lated. **Then, Coker, it was you! You
were skylarking in a ﬁ;cring machine |

““Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the crowd.

"I was testing my glider!” howled
Coker, Eru.wli.ug out of the fountain,
dripping wet, “*You might have killed
me, sir, with that beastly riflo of yours!
Groooo-hoogh! You're dangerous! You
ought not to be allowed to keep it !"”

“Coker!” gurgled Mr. Prout,

“Look at my glider!” hooted Coker
furionsly, *It's done inl You've
wrecked: it with that confounded gun of
vours! J—f-1 ---"

“Iow dare you speak so disrespect-
[ully to me, your Form master, Coker!”
thudered Mr, Prout. * Be careful, sir,
what yon say! I appear to have been
under a sligh m '—misapprehension
when I fired at yon, but there is no
cceasion for insolence, Coker! The quad-
rangle is no place for flying gliders:
vou should have taken vour machine op 4
the Heath to test it. I have no sym-

Prout.

puthy for you, Coker. You will please
renove the remains of this—this con-
traption of yourst"

Mr, Prout tucked his famous
Winchester under his arm, and stalked
away, his face very red.

Coker gazed after him with feelings
that were inexpressible,

looked at Coker

The others, however,
and at the wreck of his glider, and they
gave expression to their feelings by loud,
long shouts of laughter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker, breathing hard through his
nose, and muttering all manner of sul-
phurous things - under his breath,
gathered up the remains of his glider
and stamped away with them.

And while, in the solitude of his own
study, Coker mourned, like Rachael of
old, -for that which was lost, the rest of
Greyfriars chortled over the affair, and
voted it the funniest event of the term.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Contest Begins !

HE amateur acronauts of Grey-
friars were very busy that after-
noon on Friardale Heath, testing
their gliders.  Wingate of the

Sixth was in charge of the trials, and he
and his fellc}w-prp%,ects saw that the boys
did not take undue risks,

A goodly number of the gliders refused
to glide at all, and crashed to carth as
soon as they were let off, mmuch to the
dismay of their pilots and the amuse-
ment of the spectators.

On the other hand, the trials brought
to light & number of well-designed and
conipetent litile craft, Notable amongst
these was Wun Lung’s glider, which was
a'weird-looking affaiv, and scemed to be
a cross beiween a kite and an aeroplane.
But.it flew beautifully, and evoked many
shouts of admiration from those who saw

1k,

The majority of the intending com-
petitora  returncd  to Greyvfriars  well
satished, and eager for the fortheoming
event.,

The IF'amous Five had to devote agood
deal of time seraping off the * camou-
Aage  that Temple, Dabney & Co. had
so kindly danbed on their glider. This
delayed practice somewhat, but when all
was ready they took the Famous 5 Flyer
out one evening, and, with Harry Whar-
ton in the pilot's seat, they set it going
from the roof of the chemistry lab.

It flaw one wing heavy at first, but
after varions wires had been tightened
and tuned, the Famous 5 Flyer took the
air like a bird, and far exceeded Harry
Wharton & CUo.’s expectations.

“She goes rppingly, doesn’t he?"
said Bob Cherry, in Study No. 1, after
the flyer had been carefully put away in
the woodshed. “XKids, I can see our-
selves romping off with that giddy
twenty quid yet!"

1 hope =0!"” said Harry Wharton,
with a smile. “We'll give the others a
run for their money, anvhow! Hallo,
hers comes uncle !”

Colonnel Wharton was crossing the
Close. He went in to see Dr. Locke,
and then paid the chums of Study No. 1
a visit, )

Al serenc,

Gt

unele aslked Harry

ANSWER
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Wharton, “Have you come {o announce
the date of the contest?”
“Yes, my lad,” said the colonel, smil-

mg. “The contest will take place on
Saturday afternoon at two o'clock
Ell'lﬂ-l‘IJ.”

iiumd Eggll-1'

The rest- of Gireyfriars heard the news
with equal satisfaction.

The contest was looked forward to
eagerly by one and all

The intending competitors spent all
their leisure moments. in putting last-
minute improvements to their machines.

Saturday afternoon dawned at length.
It was warm aud sounny, with just

enough wind {0 make conditions ideal
for gliding.
The road from Greylriars to the

Heath was soon thronged with Grey-
friars juniors and seniors.

Each competitor took his glider along
with him, and practically n]’F the school
had turned out te wateh the contest.

Coker, Poiter, and Greens arrived
at the hill on the lleath with another

lider—Coker's latest.  Ile called it the

okerplane, and said that it was a great
improvement on his last and 1ll-fated
glider,

Wun Lung, and IIop ITi, Lis winor in
tha second, carvied ihe [ormmer’s glider
between them, and Dicky Nugent & Co.
of the Second followed, with a weird
contraption of the enterprising Dicky's
own design.

Dehind them eame THezkineg of {he
Shell, with his machine, and “Tubb &
Co. of the "Third, also with a glider
that, to use SBquiff's description of if,
“looked like a Heath Robinson affair.”
Last of all came Marry Wheaaton & Co.,
with their Famous 5 Flyer.

The gliders assembled on the fop of
the hill.

Colonel Wharfon and (Captain Maleolm
arrived soon afterwards, and were ac-
corded a heavty cheer by all the CGrey-
friara fellows.

Temple, Dabney & ("s.'s endry waz an
imposing-looking machine that had flown
goma distance in a ftrial earlior in the
week, They wera expecting preat things
of their glider.

“We will start off the entriea in
threea to hegin  with,” =said Colonel
Wharton, who was stationed at the top
of the hill, “The competitors will
draw lots for their order of starting.”

The field-telephoue was fixed up from
the top of the hill to the hottom, fov
the purpose of vecording the length of
each glider's flight from tho time of
taking the air to lunding again.

Lots were draw:, and the firzst three
to “toke off " were mnnounced to be
Coker and Blundell of the IMifth, and
Skinner of the Removo.

Coker “‘took off ™ first, and loud
roars of laughter arose when it was
seen that his glider was fitbed with
flapping wings. It planged off the hill
and into the air with a rush, Coker
working the “wings " with gusto.” Ile
did not drop. as evervbody expected,
but soared high ahbove the heads of the
spectatora,

Blundell's glider soaved off the hill
gracefully, and made a nice flight in
the lower aiv currents that eddied round
the hall.

Skinner's luck waz out from the first,
for no sooner did he launch into the
mr on his glider than the whole
machine turned turtle and went bowling
down the hill into the midst of 8 crow
of spectators, knocking scveral of them
over like ninepins.

Roars of wrath and of laughter arosze,

The schoolboys of the century—Harry Wharton & Co.—
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and Captain Malcolm smilingly signalled
to Temple to *“take off.”

Temple, Dabney & Co. rushed their
glider to the starting-point, and Temple
climbed in,

Colonel Wharton gave the signal, and
Fry, Dabney, and several other Fourth-
Formers pushed the glider off the hill.

It swerved rilously as it went into
space, but 1 ﬁfed itself, and flew away
in grand style, amid cheers from the
onlookers.

Horace Coker found some difficulty 1n
managing his Cokerplane. He worked
like @ Trojan at the wings, and flapped
them furiously when he found himself
drifting sideways from the ground.

The Cokerplane performed some weird
evolutions in the air before 1t finally
became entangled with the top of a
tall tree and stuck there.

“¥ah! Help!” roared Coker, “I'm
fixed! Rescue!”

““Ha, ha, ha V' shrieked the spectators.

“Coker’s up o tree!” chuckled Dol

Cherry. “Going to build a nest up
there, dear boy?”
“Wowp! Gemme down!” pasped

(Coker, swinging dizzilyv on one of the
upper branches. “Yaroooogh! I'm
f.[-f-falling !"

The ruins of Coker's second glider
hung on the branches all around, and
the spectacle was so funny that the on-
lookers roared with laughter.

At length a ladder was fetched, and
Horvace Coker scrambled down from the
tree,

“ Grooono-hoooogh ! I hiffed mv
Idessodd nose on the beastly tree-trunk!”
ha moaned. “No more gliding for me!
Yow-wow! I'm fed up with it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're next, Harry!” called CColanel
Wharton from the hilltop. “And 1T
thinl:: Bulstrode might as well get off,
too,’

The Famous 5 Flyeor was taken up,
and IMarry Wharton clambered into the
“ cockpit.”

Bulstrode got off the hill first, and
made an easy but cautions Hight.

The crowd below watched the com-
petitors with fascinated interest. Whar-
ton was sailing high above their heads
in the lap of a gentle breeze and hand-
ling his machine with rare judgment.

*“Hallo! Bulstrode's coming down!”

A score of voices rang out over the
Heath as Bulstrode, after a flight of
five minuteos, was seen to be in diffi-
culties. One wing of His machine ap-
peared to be heavier than its companion,
and Bulstrode had all his work cut ont
tr make a safe landing. He skimmed
the ground, however, with a few inches
of clearance, and brought his plane to
a standstill,

But Bulstrode’s luck was dead oot
for no sooner had he clambered out of
the cockpit than a terrific gust of wind
canght up the tail of his machine and
turned it tartle fashion,

“0Oh, my hat!"

Bulstrode ruczhed forward tn night the
glider, and a doren Greyfriars fellows
ran  to assist  him, But DBulstrod.s's
plane had done all its fAving for {hal
day. One wing had slightly buekled,
and it would take a few hours before
it conld ba repaired.

“Hard luck, Bulsirod=!" said Pob
Cherry.  “Jolly good flight, though!”

“Rather!” agrecd Nugent. * Hallo!
Wiun Lung's up!”

The juniors turned and gazed heaven-
wardd The Chinese junior’s pecnliar-
lonking glider had taken the air like a
bird, and was celimbing rapidly. In its
wake rose Dick Penfold’'s ervation, the

scholarship junior keeping his glider
well under control,

“This 15 where the exciternent starts
exclaimed Pob Cherry,  ““1 say, isn't it

rippme !

1:!

“The rippinglulness of the giddy
Hightfulness 13 troly  terrific!”  puorred
Inky 1n his weird and wonderful
English,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Well Won !
EXNTOLD amd Wun Lung made

P splendhid  flights, creling  ronnd
the Ileath after each other, but
never venturing too high above

{ire ground,
Colonel Wharton dispatched off throe

more  gliders—Petor  Todd, Vernon-
Smith, and  Dicky  Nugent of the
Second,

Nugent minor's glider, though erude
in design, performed really well for
abc of sixty seconds,
fortnnaiely, was short lived, Dicky
Nugent was maneeuvring over the pond

But its Aight, un-

17

The Cokerplane performed
| some weéird evolutions in the
2ir hefore it finally became
entangled with the top of a
. tall iree, and stuck there,
‘““Yah ]’ roared Coker.|
“I'm fixed! Rescue!:’
(See Chapter 8,)

|

Al

s

”l

,

-.Ill'-!'lf,’}}

on the Heath al an aliitude of sbout
ten feet, when all of a sudden the
gpactators. heard a shout from above,
and, looking up, they saw that the
hottom of Nugont minor's glider had-
fullen out!?

Dicky, wiih nothing te support him,
fell ¢ltan out of the glider and took a
‘header info the pond, amidst roars of
{ laughter from the onlookers,

Splash !

- “Yarooocogh!”
F The pglider, now quite uncontroiled,
pyrated wildly for some minutes, and
then fell irto the pond also. .

Dicky scrambled out, and, standing

on the bauk, he gazed ruefully at what
was left of his glider,
L “Groonogh! I'mm e-c-cold!” he stut-
tered. *T tald young Paget those nails
| wouldn't hold!  But I let him have
 his own way—the ass! Brrrr!”

Dicky squelehed away,

Meanwhile, Peter Todd had come to
griecf on top of the hill, and Vernon-
Smith, after a splendid flight, had to
laud, owing tn the snapping of a strut
irt one of his winge,

I
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Tublb of the Third then went ofl.
is glider made a beedine for the

nearest tree, crashed into it, amd foll.
Thus another competitor was pul oul of
the running!
Ki of the Remove then tried {heir
Ill.m:qie Hoskins remained in the air for
exactly five minutes; whilst Kipps had
an awkward time, for his glider showed
a strong inclination to fly upside-down!

Kipps' struggles to balance his craft
poon upset the machine’s equilibrium,
and Kipps was duly enught in the large
nei which a party of seniors had
fashioned for the purpose of nntchinﬁ
any unfortunato competitors who looke
like dumaging themselves,

Blundell, Harry Wharton, Temple,
Wun Lung, and Penfold wera still going
strong.

Their gliders flew with grace and
rase, and did not display the least like-
lihood of coming down yet.

The last three gliders were despatched
from the hill. Thess were flown by
Fitzgerald of ithe Fifth, and Morgan
and  Dick Russell of the Remove
respectively. .

Fitzgerald's machine showed its awr-
worthiness from the atart by akimmmﬁ
away on the currents like a gracefn
bird. Flis machine was well designed
anel built, and it was apparent that the
Fifth-Former knew how to handle it.

Pad luck overtook Fitzgerald, how-
ever, after an eight-minutes’ flight, and
lie was foroed to desoend.

Morgan and Russell had by thon both
landed in the net, after plucky attempts
to keep going.

The contest mow rested betweon the
five gliders still remaining in the air—
Blundell’s machine, which had Dbeen
Hying twenty-fiva minutos, anil
Temple's, Wharton's, Penfold's, and
Win Lung'a,

A cry of disappointment arose I[rom
ihe Fifth-Formers in the crowd when
Dlundell, in manccuvring to avoid n
11e¢, upsot tho stability of his glider
and cawne to earth.

“Blundell's timo s exactly ihivty
minttes,” said Captain Malcolm. *llo
s dona splendidly!  Temple comes
mwevi; he has been up for twenty-cight
monntes.””

“And down he comes!”
I'ob Cherry.

ejaculated

Temple was down at last, after a
splendid  exhibitirn  of his lider's
prowess, The Fourth-Formers in the

virowid pave him a cheer,

The Famous 5 Flyer was still making
coold progress. Wharton had now bLeen
up for tweniy-five minutes, and he did
not appear to be in a hurrv toceme down.

I'cufold manceuvred his glider skil-
fully, displaying complete mastery and
rnderstanding of the machine he had
built for Lord Mauleverer.

As for Wun Lung, hia glider soon
beeame the centre of attraction.

A stronger breeze blew up from the
sra, and Wun  Lung's kite-hike con-
trovance was carried up to a height that
mactle the onlookers gasp.

“My hat! Wun Lung's gono higher
than the rules of the contest permut!”
exciaimed Johnny Bull.  “The silly little
chimp: he's gelting too reckless!”

Colonel Wharton and Captain  Mal-
colm were watehing the Chinese junior
with anxious eyes,

“Wun Lung is in difficulties,” said
Captain Malcolin quietly, * o appears
to bave lost control of his machine. The
olider, which is constructed more on the
lines of a kite, has heen caught in o
strong air current, and i3 being carried
higher every minnte,”

Hoskins of the Shell and

" Good heavens!” 1
The truth of the captain’s
Iecame apparent.

Wun Lung's rlider waa at the mercy of
the wind! At the height it had now
attained the machine was uncontrollable,
and every minute saw it carried highe
up and Tarther away,

The crowd on the Heath watched th.
machine in silent, tense anxiety,

Tt gradually got smaller and smaller as
it drifted across the Healh,

“What will happen now?"” muttered

words soon

Bob Cherry between his set lips.  ** Poor
old Wun Lung is trapped! HHe may
be taken out to sea, or—"

The junior shuddered and looked

haggardly upward at the fast receding
glider.
Suddenly o cry arose.
“Penfold’s going after him!"
Dick li'ﬂnfnﬁl had turngd his glider
and sct its nose in the direction that
Wun Lung's machine had taken.

[Tavvy Wharton was also nuking
strenuous offorts to get round, but he
was behind  the h“E and the cross-
currents hampered him.

But Penfold, to the admiration of the
onlookers, kept his machine straight, and
lie mounted higher in tho air,

'"“By gad!" muttered Captain Mal-
colm. *“That lad has got some pluck!
He's handling his machine with consum-
mate skill, too! If only the glider will
stand up to the strain of the wind, I
thinl: IPenfold will succeed in reaching
Wun Lung!”

Penfold's glider took o swift, straight
cotir<a after Wun Lung's inachine. Pen
could not hope to reseue his Form fellow
—ihat was oul of the questlon; but he
felt that he could yell some adviee to
Wun Lung and s0 avert a catastrophe 1f
po=zible,

Soou afterwards Harry Wharton got
round the hill. He set his teeth and
mounted high, and flew after Penfold.

'The cyes of the onlookers on the Heath
wero strained on the three gliders, and
hearts beat fast with tense anxiety.

Penfold reached Wun Lung at last,
and eireled abiove him.

;aaptain Maleolm  watched him
anxiously. Pen, as a matter of fact,
was shouting instructions to Wun Lung,
who was crouched on the seat of his
glider, torrified and helpless.

The little Chinese junior plucked up
courage when ho eaw Penfold near him
and IHarry Wharton fast approaching.
He heard and followed Pen's instrue-
tious, and his glider responded.

They were now flymg over the large
disused chalk quarries at the other side
of the Heath. A fall might mecan a
torrible death on those jﬂgfged, threaten-
ing masses of rock deep below.

Yun Lung’s glider was now descend-
ing, more or less under control.

Dut the buffeting of the wind, however,
Lbegan to tell upon the frml structure,
and just ga the glider was nearing the
pround it lurched, rolled in the air, and
then pitched headlong out of sight down
tho gaping mouth of one of the quarries.

The running crowd on the Heath gave
sliouts of dismay and alarm,

“Wun Lung's crashed down the
quarries " muttered Bob Cherry, white

to the lips. “Oh, good heavens! I—I
hope he’s not injured or Good old
Pen! Ie's descending !

Penfold planed down skilfully and
made a perfect landing.

Harry Wharton flew up then

He leaned down from his machine and

looked fearfully into the quarry. Then

A ripping winter programme in hand, chums! Rally round?

he drew a_deep, deep breath of thank-
fulness and relief,

Wun Lung was clinging to a project-
ing ledge of rock halfway down the
quarry. Ilis situation was one of terrible
peril, but as yet he was safe.

Penfold clambered eut of his machine
and, with jaws set grimly, began to
climb  down the jagged, treacherous
sides of the quarry towards where his
little Form fellow was hanging.

. *Oh, brave, Pen!” cried Harry
Wharton. “Keep going, old chap! T'll
land and get a vope from the windmill 1™

Dick TPenfold” stuck grimly to his
perilous task  and r:.lim%ﬂd gradually
lower down the quarry.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton Hew to
the windmill and descended. He ob-
tained n vope and dashed back to the
quarry with it,

He gave a shout of relief as he looked
down.

Penfold had reached the ledge and was
supporting Wun Lung,

le had arrived ﬂ-'l'ﬁjl" just in the nick
of Lune, for the liitle Chinee had lrurt his
arm in falling, and his strength was
failing him,

He was clinging {o DPenfold
whimpering with fear.

“Iold on, Pen!” eried the Remove
captain. “I'm coming downl!”

Wharton clambered down the quarry
side until he reached a wide ledge.
Then he Aung down the ropo to Penfold.,

Penfold caught it and slipped a strong
noose rouind ﬁ"un Luung's waist.

At that moment there was a stamping
of feet above, and Bob Cherry, Nugent,
Inky, Squulf, Johnny Bull, and a number
of Greyfriars fellows appeared,

“Bravo, kids, they're safe!” wolled
Bob Cherry delightedly.,  “Hang on
theret We're conung!”

The Removites serambled down and
gave a hand in hauling up Wun Lunig+
When the Chinesa junior had been safely
brought to the top the rope was untied
and {lung down again to Penfold, _

The plucky lad helow caught ik,
slipped it vound him, and was pulled up
by his Form fellows, _

“Pen. you were splendid—just splen-
did!”  e¢xclaimed Harey  Wharton.
“Had it not been for you Wun Lung
might have been Ly

‘““ And had it not been for you, Whar-
ton, both Wun Lung and @ might have
been at the bottom of the quarry now!"
intorrupted  Penfold quietly.  “That
rock I was standing our was gradually

iving way, although I didn't let Wun
iung know it. It wouldn’t have sup-
ported our weight much longer.”

Colonel Wharton, Captain Malcolin
and a crowd of fellows came up panting.
There was a simultancous gas]lr of relict
when they saw that Wun Lung and
Penfold were safo.

The eolonel shook Penfald and ITavry
warmly by the hand. _

“You two lads have shown amazing
pluck and resource!” ho said. “I cannot
saw how thankful I am that the contest
hasn't ended in tragedy,”

“Oh, that's all right, uncle!” laughed

atul

Harry Wharton choerfully.  “It was
thrilling while it lasted, but it's all over
now. And so is the gliding competition,

What's the result?” 4

“You win the first prize, my lad!™
amiled Captain Maleolm., * Your actual
Aying time was several minutes ahead
of Blundell’s."

The crowd gave a loud cheer for the
Remove captain. Temple & Co.'s voices
rang out as loud as anybody's, I'he
Fourth-Formers were sportzmen, and

(Continued on page 26.)

Special Christmas Bumper Number in preparation, boys !
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HARRY WHARTON
EDITOR

Week ending November 24th, 1923.

An Interesting Discussion
in which several prominent

personages

have taken
part,

BOB CHERRY :

Certainly not! Tt's all wrong to
pamper a new kid, It spoils him utterly.
I'in nol suggesting that one should be
lirutal to a newcomer. He should be
treated with common courtesy, but to
wrap him up in flannel and mollycoddle
him i1 a big mistake. No decent new
kid wants to be slobbered over.

ALONZO TODD:

A new boy should be treated with
gentleness, kindness, and warm affection.
He should be met at the station, and
iaken to the mnecarest restaurant and
treated to a pood feed. After which, he
should bhe ronveyed to Greyfriars by
taxicab. When he arrives at the school
everybody should minister to his wants.
If he complains of a cold in the head
after his long journey someone should
fly round to the matron for some
guinine, If he shows symptoms of home-
sickness he should be sdothed and com-
forted. In fact, everything should be
done to make him feel thoroughly at
home n his new surroundings. My
Unele Benjamin would, I feel sure,
heartily agree with my remarks.

BOLSOVER MAJOR:

A new kid should be put in his place
the moment he arrives. Tf he fails to
respect  his  superiors he should be
punched with great violence on the nose,
Personally, I've precious little pationce
with new kids, and my motto 1s,
“Wallop the brats!"

MR. QUELCH:

The pampering of new boys 1s wholly
nnnecessary.  Many  of  them have
already been spoili by their mothers, and
pampering only has the ecffect of
making them worse. At the same time,
I entirely disapprove of new boys being
l-treated. I once saw Dolsover major
indulging in a bout of fisticuffa with

a

‘¢ Should Fags Have Studies 2"’

Supplement i.]

new boy only half his size, and I was
compelled to  address Bolsover very
forcibly—with my cane!

DICKY NUGENT:

1 considder a new kid should be
trected with curtsey and respect. 1've
been & new kid myself, and i know how
lonely the poor lhttle begger .feels
everyboddy gets on to him, asking him
queschuns and making his life a mizzery.
i have been thinking of forming a New
Boys' Proleckshun Sossiety. patty says
here-here and myers says that's not 5 a
bad idear dicky old top.

WILLTIAM GOSLING:

Wot I says is this 'ere. Noo boys is
pampered an’ petted e jolly sight too
much, that’s wot I says. Furthermore
an’ morecover, all noo boys oughter be
drownded at birth. They're a dratted
noosance! I'm sick an' tired of carryin’
their luggage up to the school. Boxes
an' ‘r:'ulﬁcs an’ portmanters—they haunts
me in my dreams of a night. I secins to
see dozens of them all around me,
foatin’ in the air. Noo boys wouldn't
be so bad if they always gave the ’ard-
workin’ porter a good fat tip. But as
a rule they forks out tuppence, an’ gives
it to me with an air, as much as to say,
“ Base menial, nccept this gratooily!”
Moo boys 1s pests, jest like wapses an’
Aies, an' they oughier be treated as
such. Pampered, indeed? T'll pamper
'emn, the young warmints!

DICK PENFOLD: )

The only new kid I care to pamper 18
he who arrives with a big, fat hamper.
And then I pamper and pet him no end,
and swear that T am his lifclong friend.
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GET YOUR COPY of the
‘“« HOLIDAY ANNUAL"”
NOW !

e

{ EDITORIAL ! {

e

Bleooossadoeoooees B

AREYFRIARD
HERALD

PON T MI5%
THtS
ML BER,

FuLL OF

Goob
THINGS

h H S
)

HF IVE hundred faces, and all so
strange 1"
That is the opening line of a
famous song of Harrow School,
and 1t gives us a glimpse of a new boy's
feelings on entering a big public school
for the first time.

Az a rule, a newcomer feels like a fish
out of water, He is a stranger in &
strange land. Ile beging to feel rather
scared and decidedly homesick,

0Of course, there are exceptions. Some
fellows can readily adapt themselves to
the new conditions. They drop into
their places quite naturally, and don't
feel a bit strange or shy. Such fellows
are to be envied. 1 know that when I
first came to Greyfriars it seemed a
fearful ordeal.

New boys arrive in all sorts of strange
ways. The majority turn up on the
station hack, but some come in cars or
taxis. During the War a new boy arrived
by aseroplane whilst a cricket-match was
In Progress.

At Rookwood a certain new boy turned
up on the back of an elephant, and there
is a famous instance of a fellow who
arrived in state in a wheelbarrow,

A special number deeling with new
boys will not come anuss,

Owing to limitations of space we can-
not say all we would like to say on this
subject. It would be quite casy to fill

! o whole 1ssue of the MagNET with des-

eriptions of new boys and their guaint
and amusing ways. However, 1 think
you will agree that in two pages we have
compressed as much fun and merriment
as is humanly possible.

Among our contributors are Tom
Brown, Dick Penfold, and the one-and-
only William George Bunter.

Now that the long winter evenings are
in prospect we shall have more time to
devote to our journalistic work, so you
may look out for some eparkling special
numbers in the near future,

I{agpy WHARTON.

See next week’s supplement |
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boy has to face i3 the bombard-

ment of questions which greets

him on his arrival No sooner
does he set foot inside the school gates
than a chorus of this sort falls upon his
ears :

* What's your name, kid1?”

“Where d'you come from?"

“ What's your pater?”

“Ever been to school before?’

“Can you play footer, cricket, hockey,
hopscotel, marbles, ludo. and snakes-and-
laddera?”

“,E’L!t which pawnshop did you get that
suit?

_ And so on, and so forth, ad lib, ad
mfinituin.

ONF} of the biggest ordeals 2 new

BY TOM BROWN.

Now, I have often thought that it
would save a great deal of trouble if
every new kid carried a big placard with
him, containing all the available informa-
tion about himself, Then everybody
wotlld see at a glance who he was, and
where he came from, and all the cest of
it. There wonld be no need to ask ques-
tions, or to give replies. The new bhoy
would be self-advertised, as follows:

“ My name 1s Bertie Brown
I ecome from London town
Mry nod and worthy pater
Works as a West End Waiter.
I've never been to school
Before, but I'm no fonl
I'm jolly good at cricket,
A giant at the wicket !
I bought my suit at Billing's
It cost me thirty shillings.”

¥You would thus be given all the avail-
able information in a nutshell, and a
groat deal of time and breath would be
saved.

Here's another hint for new boys.
Don't come to school with the fixed in-
tention of wiping up the floor with the
official bully. You may succeed: but the
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NE of these days you might enter
O Greyfriars School as a now boy.
Who nose? The web of our
destiny i3 & wide one, and we

never know what may happen to us,

'And so, in case you should ever come
to Greyfriars in the capassity of a new
Loy, I am going to give you a few tips.

You must first of all clearly under-
stand that I'm the most important and
inflewential fellow in the Greyfriars
Remove. Harry Wharton happens to be
kaptin of the Form, but he's merely a
figger-head. I'm the one who matters,

When you arrive at the school, there-
fore, you should ask to see Bunter
majer, You will find me a very charm-
ing chap, and I'll take you under my
wing right away, and protect you from
the school boollies,

If it should happen that I am on the
rox—-in other words, stony—I shall egg-
spoct you to do the decent thing, and
fork out a few bob to tide me over until
my postle-order comes. Only unde:
these conditions will I prommis to give
vou my protection. ‘

1f you have any littery ability I shall
Le able to find you a job straight away,
on the staff of my wunderful ™ Weekly."”
Of corse, you will have to start at the
bottom wrung of the-ladder. I sha'n't
make vou a subb-editor etraight off.
You will first of all have to do such

NEW BOYS PLEASE NOTE!

By BILLY BUNTER.

S

moenial jobs as scrubbing out the
editorial sanktum, filling the editor's ink-
pot, and so on. The sallery commences
at twopence a week, and rises to a tanner
a weck, and you will have tho advantage
of getting a good jernalistick training.

You will probably bring a hamper of
tuck to Greyfriars when you come. In
this case, the correct thing to do is to
go halves with me,

Whatever you do, don't pal up with
Harry Wharton and his set. They won't
be any help to you. If you want to
achesve all your ambitions, and get o
plaice in the footer eleven, and become
a .brilliant jernalist, and all the rest of
it, put yourself in the hands of W. G. B,

1f you lend me five bob on your arrival
I'll be your pal for a whole term. And
if you lend me a quid I'll be your guide,
fillosopher, and friend for the whole of
your school career,

Clould anything be fairer than that?

(And if you advance Billy Bunter a
“ fiver,” he'll be your pal for life.—Ed.).

1 1

You'll Find It

s =« u DL s o &

Pages 14 & 15. g

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

chances are that the bully will do the
“wiping up " part of the business! No
doubt you have often read stories in
which the plucky new boy smashes the
bully to a pulp; but you can take it from
me that this seldom happens in real life,
If you are wise, you will give the school
bully a wide berth. Of course, if ho
attacks you, you must stand up for your-
sclf ; but don’t be the aggressor.

Now for a further hint, In your first
spasm of homesickness don't write a long
and mournful letter to your people, im-
ploring them to take you back home
again,

L once heard of o new kid who penned
the following cpistle to his mater:

“* Dear Mater,—This school is a prison
and I can't stick t, so will you pleese
come and fetech me on the next trane,
with love and good wishes, I'm just about
fed up '—Your affectionate

CEWiInLIe,”

This sort of thing is awfully feeble.
shows that a fellow has no backbone.

School life is always strange at frst;
but the homesickness will soon wear off,
and the new boy will become attunod to
his surroundings, and begin to make
friends and enjoy himself.

It

Ono more hint before I finish. Be
cheorful and keep smiling! A smiling
face attracts; a gloomy dial repels. How

can you expect your schoolfellows to give
you a cordial reception if you turn up
with a face as long as & fiddle? If you
show yourself bright and amiable, othoers
will bo the same to youw

I hopo you will take my hints to heart
and profit by them. I'm not talking out
of the back of my neck. I've been a new
kid myself, and I know the policy that

ol
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One long laugh—next Monday’s ¢ Study *’
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THE NEW BOY'S
LETTER !

By Dick Penfold.

e ——

Dear mater, I arrived to-day
Upon the station hack;

Some chaps who met me on the way
Stood me a stunning snack.

One chap was Wharton, one was Bull,
And one was Robert Cherry;

The nicest fellows in the school,
Thoy made me feel quite merry,

I had late dinner with the Head,
A meal of several courses,;

And now I feel I've over-fed,
And bitter my remorse Is.

The Head is quite a pal of mine,
I call him “ Locke, old chap.” :
You would have laughed to see vs (dine—
He didn't mind a scrap.

I've got a ripping study here,
The finest room 1've sat in;

And here, each night, I'll persevere
\With French and Greek and Latin,

I hope you're feeling quite O.K.,
And do not miss me badly;

It's hard, I know, but don't give way,
Or take your pleasures sadly.

For Christmas-time will soon be here,
It brings a grand Vacation;

And then I'll come and join you, dear—
Please meet mo at the station.

Supplement 1

[Supplement i,
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‘Jim Blakeney finds a friend indeed in Ferrers Locke, the world-famous scientific investigator. With such werful
slly at his back the young footballer no longer fears the shadow of evil that threatens to cloud his hrigl:; f:-fum. |

In Good Hands !
i IM BLAKENEY !

J Ferrers Locke, ease-havdened
though he was to surpriscs of all
kindsz:, couid scareely stifle the

cry of amazement that rose to his lips.
But his astonishment, however, was
momentary. He was essentially a man of
action.

“Quick, Jack, the brandy flask!” he

jerked out.

Jack Drake deposited the electric-torch

on the grouud and turned on his heel. A
few moments later he had retwrned with

the flask. He found his chief using
respiratory measures to restore Jim
Blakency to consclousness.

*“ Good lad!”

Locke took the fask, and, pillowing
the lead of the unconscious youth in
hisz arm, foreed some of the potent spint
between his lips. It had an alinost in-
stantancous effect. For a moment the
eyelids flickered, the muscles of the face
contorted as the raw spiris did its work,
and then Jim Blakeney’s eyes opened.

He passed a damaged hand before his
face and shrank back.

“Where—where am 177 ho gasped
weakly., " What's 2
“¥ou're with friends, sonny,” said

{;_ﬂ{‘hﬂ geutly. **Take things easy for a
It,‘!,

“Hadn't we better shift hin to the
car, guv'nor?”’ suggested Drake.

““ Just what 1 was going to propose,
my lad,” said Locke approvingly. * Give
a hand.”

Between them Locke and Drake gently
carried the injured footballer to the
great car. Wrapped in two thick rugs.
Blakeney's teeth ceased to chatter, and
his senses returned.

“¥ou'll catch vour death cold,
guv'nor "' suddenly exclaimed Drake,
noting for the first time that his beloved
chief was dripping water at every step,
and that he was inelined to shiver with
the cold.

Locke made a gesture of impatience.

“Don’t bother about me, my lad!” he
gaid sharply. “Our first concern 1s this
poor fellow. He's been badly knocked
about.”

It was tvpical of the great detective
that his thoughts were first for the
voung man he lad rescued from the
ver,

“You stay with him in the back
seat,’” continued Locke, “and we'll be in
town in less than fifteen minutes. We

of
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can’t waste time running &ll over
Middleham finding out where he lives.
Use the flask again, Jack, if you think
it necessary.”

“Right-ho, guv'nor!"”

Locke pulled about him the heavy
driving-coat, and settled himself at the
wheel. The great Hawk engine began
to purr its rhythmic note, the gears slid
in noiselessly, and the car bounded
forward.

Under different circumstances Drake
would have enjoyed that swift run to
town, but his mind was fully oeccupied
with Jim Blakeney, who periodically
nodded into unconsciousness and as
quickly awoke. DBut by the time Ferrers
l.ocke had swung the car into Baker
Street the young footballer had fully re-
covered consciousness, and was gazing
about him with interest.

In answer to Locke's ring on the bell
the pigtailed head of BSing-Sing, the
sleuth’'s devoted Chinese  servant,

i

HOW THE STORY OPENS.

JIM BLAKENEY, the ecighteen-years-old
centre-forward of the Middlebam Rangers.

MORNINGTON HARDACRE, the managing
dircetor of the club,

RONALD SWIVELLER, his nephew.

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous detec-
tive.

JACK DRAKE, his youthful assistant.

»TIGER " SLEEK, a notorlous criminal who
has thus fuar escaped the attentions of

the police.

Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake are present
at the Rangers v. Manton City match. The
former's prescuce at the ground is the out-
come of the theft of Lady Branston's pearl
necklace, which the sleuath has traced to
Tiger Sleek. The latter, whn, Locke has dis-
covered, is the uncle of Blakeney, is also
present. The sleuth gets into conversation
with his guarry, and gives him the oppor-
tunity of stealing Lis gnld wateh.  Sleck
swallows the balt. and “lifts ” the detective's
watch, In the subsequent chose, however,
he manages to glve Locke the slip.

After the footer mateh Jim Blakeney
strolls home by way of the towing-path. He
s snddenly e¢-n"ronted by six members of
the Tiger's gang. He is Asked whether or
no he will eon=ent to assist the Tiger in his
acheme to rob Mornington Hardaere, and the
plucky youth gives a definite answer in the
negative. He Is attacked by the gang, and
finally thrown into the river, unconscious.

Locke and Drake are returning to London
by car when they hear a ery for help pro-
ceeding Trom the river. Locke dives to the
resee, and eventually brings to land an
inanimate fizure. Drake darts back in amaze-
ment as the light from his torch reveals the
battered featurss of Jim PRlakeney.

(Now read on.)
It’s bang

A sensational story
of League Football
powerful
detective theme.

appeared.  His usually stolid facc ex-
pressed its surpuise at his cluef’s be-
draggled appearance, but he made no
comment.

“Qing-Sing,” said the detective, with
g smile, *we've brought home a visitor.
I shall want you to look after him.
Qavvy 1 :

“Me savvy, Mistle Locke,” came the
reply.

The Chinese moved forward silently
and swiftly. Gently but firmly the
sleuth and Sing-Sing assisted Jim
Blakeney into the house, despite his
repeated assurances that he was able to
wall without help.

“I'm all right now,” he said faintly.
“I can manage. 1 can——"

His words trailed off into an un-
intelligible murmur, and he would have
fallen but for the supporting arms
around him. Drake watched the trio
disappear into the house; then he drove
the Hawk round to the garage,

When he returned some five minutes
later he found Jim Blakeney, his head
bandaged, between the sheets in the
spare-room. A fire burned in the grate,
whilst Sing-Sing bustled about preparing
some steaming hot beverage of his own
coneoction. When it had simmered to
h'i;e liking the Chinese crossed to the bed-
side.

“PDrink it!” commanded Locke. It
will de you a world of good. Now, don’t
begin o talk,” he added, with a smile,
as Jim Blakeney opened his lips to speak.
“Vou lie quiet for a bit. You can do all
the talking in the morning. In case 1t
will ease your mind, you're in London
—PBaker Street, and my name’'s Locke.”

“The detective!”

The words framed themselves om tho
lips of Jim Blakeney, and he started
violently, a ecircumstance which neither
T.ocke nor Jack Drake failed to observe.
The detective, however, said nothing.
He watched the young footballer drink
the stuff Sing-Sing had prepared, and
then motioned to Drake to leave the
room.

“ Good-night, Jim!" called Locke, as
he stepped to the door, his hand upon
the electric light switch. * Sleep well,
and remember you're in good hands.”

Blakeney’s eyes opened wide at the
mentian of his Christian name, and he
smiled. .

I'here was m peaceful expression upon
his face when, two hours later, Locke
tiptoed into the spare-room, and gazed

in the net !
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at the sleeping figure. For Jim Blakeney
had decided upon his course of action.
The kindness behind the strong, intel-
lectual face of the great detective had
opencd iup a way for him, a way that
before he would never have contem-
plated. \

For a few moments Ferrers Locke
stood gazing down at the sleeping youth,
deep in thought. His active brain was
vonjuring up a vision of “Tiger ” Slegk,
reputed to be the uncle of Middleham’s

most popular footballer, and all that Lhat ]

sinister individual meant. Then, with a
muttered ejaculation to himself, the
world-famous sleuth crossed the room
and, softly shutting the door, wmade
tracks for his study. A final pipe before
he turned in for the night helped to
complete a theory he had formed. On
the morrow he would put that theory
to the test.

But quite a lot was destined to happen
before morning broke to set the detective
theorising again.

e

“ Tiger '’ Sleek Is Annoyed |

1 ND I tell yer it was Ferrers
A Locke !I"

The speaker, an evil-looking

ruffian, drummed his empty

glnss upon the table and glared round at
his associates.

By the flickering light of a swinging
oil-lamp six of the lowest specimens of
humanity one could meet in a day's
march were revealed in confab together,
The most talkative member of the com-
pany was the redoubtable Bill Stubbins.

The six scoundrels had returned to
. their secret haunt 2in Middleham to
drown the prickings of their consciences
over the attempted murder of Jim
Blakeney, and to stifle the fear that had
suddenly seized hold of them. For they
had witnessed from behind the cover of
a hedge near the river-bank the arrival
of the great Hawk car; had seen the
lithe form of Ferrers Locke cleave the
waters; had seen Jim Blakeney brought
:nfely to land; and, finally, had wit-
nessed thécar drive off in the direction
of T.ondon, carrying the young foothaller
with it. And now

Ferrers Locke!

The name of the world-famous detee-
tive rang unpleasantly in their ears.
'That he of all people ehould intervene
at the critical moment and, moreover,
take back to London the very man who
knew their inner history like an open
book, was alarming in the extrome,

But the man uﬁm had dived to the
rescue of Blakeney was Ferrers Locke

all right. The gang were positive on
that point. Besides, there was. the
great white car—the Hawk.  Already

the splendid automobile had become the
talk of the town, and Locke's name, as
owner, had been coupled with it.

A flying visit to the Middleham
(Central Hotel by one of the six rascals
had e¢licited the fact that the great
detective had paid his bill and gone.

Bill Stubbins drained another glass
and muttered a string of lurid impre-
cations.

“Ferrers I.ocke!” he rasped. “ Burn
'im! Something's got to be done, and
done mighty quick, too, afore that cub
Jim gets a-talking, Lor', I wish the
Chief 'ud arrive.”

Even as he spoke there came a sharp
knock at the door. The sjx cccupants
of the room started vielently, and their
hands went to their bip-pockets. Bill
Stubhins broke the tension.

“Why,"” he guffawed, ““we're losin'
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The inside-left and the centre-forward
crashed into each other, and Swivel-
ler’s elbow sawed into Blakeney’s ribs.
‘‘ Shame ! ’* The cry was taken up
all over the ground. (See page 26.)

our nerve, boya. It's only the Chief, T'll
wager."

With a swaggering sbtride Stubbins
crossed to the door and slid away a small
panel that concealed a grille, As he did
so a pair of steely grey eyes gleamed
through the aperture, and a rasping,
though educated voice, shrilled out:

“Open, comrades!”

The voice reassured the men in the
room, They laughed in a coustrained
manner and returned to their glasses.

“The Chief!™

Bill Stubbins opened the door. A
tall, burly, well-dressed figure strode
into the apartment. With a penetrating
glance he took in the occupants of the
room. and seated himself at the table.

“Well?” he queried, pushing back his
obscuring hat and revealing a brutal,
bloated countenance. ** What ails you
all? DBy your looks it would appear as
if the cops had settled on your tails!”

The men wilted beneath that search-
ing gaze, Bill Stubbins fidgeted
nervously with his cap.

*It's like this, Chicf——" he began.

The Chief swung reund and faced bim.

“Bpeak up, Stubbins! Hatve you dealt
with my-—er—our Jim?"

“Yes!" answered Stubbins, a certain
amount of confidence creeping into his
usually eringing tones at the mention of
the young footballer. * We laid into "im
good and proper .

“Ah! Then he wouldn't agree to help
us, ¢h?’ suddenly interrupted the Chief,
a terrible frown marring still more his
naturally ugly features. *“The cub! |
hope you taught him a lesson, Stubbins,
although now I look closely at you all
he appears to have given you a run for
your money. Was he fractious?”

“Fractious, did vyer say?’ pgrowled
Stubbing, reminiscently fingering his
jaw. “°I just think he was. We—-—-"

“We what?' rapped the Chief im-
patiently, * What did you do to himi”

“We walloped him, Chief,” said

What about trying your skill in our grand

THE Macxer Liprany.—-No. 8524,

| bone and muscle making
‘| stalwart Stubbins appear small by com-

A Special Football Number next Monday, chums—

Stubbins slowly, an evil gleam in his
crafty eyes; “and finally chucked him in
the river——""

“You what?” almost shrieked the
Chief, rising to his feet, his six feet of
even the

parison. “You what?"”
“Chucked him in the river to cool him

off,” said Stubbins defiantly. *Didn’t
we, boys?” 4 4,
The *“boys,” who had so willingly

dealt with young Jim Blakeney, now,
strangely enough, showed great reluct-
ance to admitting their part in the affair.
They confined their answers to in-
different nods. The Chiel noting their
sheepishness glared at them savagely, and
then turned again to Stubbins.

*“You fools!” roared the Chief. * You
confounded fools! He's no use to me as
a corpse! I've spent pounds and pounds
upon Jim; made him a gentleman, so
that I could use him at the proper time.
And now you big dunderheaded idiots
have ruined my plans!”

“He swofe 'ow as he'd never be a
party to the scheme you've planned in
connection with Mornington Hardacre!”
growled Stubbins half defiantly, * And he
meant it. We could see that, Acting on
your own instructions, guv'nor, we
‘andled "im and chucked him in the
FIar—c===t

“Foola! Ioolsd” bellowed the Chief.
“1 never meant you to go so far as that,
I—I know I said throw him in the river
—that's becanse I was annoyed at his
petty scruples—but I didn't mean it;
never thought Jim would stick to those
confounded twinges of conscience that
always took him. Where is e now?”

The question was rapped out with un-
controlled rage behind 1t.

“He was rescued from the viver,” re-
plied Stnbbins slowly. * Far better "ad
he remained at the bottom!”

“What the deuce are you
about? Who rescued him?”

“Ferrers Locke !”

“What!”™  The Chicf halled in Iis
perambulation of the roomn as though he
had been struck. “What? IFerrers
Locke?

There was no need to seek a verbal
answer. The expressions on the faces of
the six toughs was enough. The Chiel
rlowered at them for a moment, his
great hands clenching and unelenching
themselves spasmodically in his  un-
governable fury. Then he  darted
towards IMill Stubbins,  With one hand
he gripped the burly fellow by the collar
of his coat and dragged him towards the
table. Then his massive fist swung up-
ward. In its downward flight it crashe:l
into the terrified face of Bill Stubbins,
and the ruffian pitched to the floor,

talking

“Take that, you fool!” roared the
Chief, in a frenzy. “Take that as a
reward for placing halters round our
necks ! Ferrers Locke!  Great heavens,

we're doomed [

He stood over the prostrate figure of
Sinbbins, and eyed the shrinking crew
boefore him.

“1 must act! Act quickly, do you
heart  Where 1s Ferrers Locke now?”

One of the men volunteered the infor-
mation that Locke’s car had last been
seen speeding in the direction of London,
With an oath the Chief swung round on
his heel, and strode out of the room.

Five minutes later saw him chartering
a taxicab to Baker Street, the driver
taking no pains to conceal the astonizh-
ment he felt at being requested to travel
a distance of ten miles. The princely
fare promised him, however, speedily
stifledd any objection he might otherwise

Footbhallers’—
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have given voive to. The car started,
an¢d was soon clear of the fown.

Iuside thoe cab sat the terrible Chief,
hig: brow gloomy and vengelul.  Twice
in that day had Ferrers Locke crossed
his path, That same afternoon he had
cleverly—as he had thought then—Ilifted
n gold watch from a too talkative foot-
ball enthusiast in the Middlehamnm grand-
ptand, and bad narrowly escaped being
caught in the subzequent chasc

A glance at the gold watch at a favour-
able moment had given him the shock of
his life. IFor upon opening it, the Tiger
had discovered the namec of the cele
brated detective cograved upon the inner
casing, and a few appropriate words 1n
testimony of a great service rendered fo
a well-known member of the arnstocracy.

And there was only one Fervers Locke.
The Tiger, as he sat meditaling in the
cab, knew that full well. Up to this
point in his chequered carcer, however,
Rleock had never crossed swords with the
scientific investigator—a civeumnstance for
which he was very graieful, for he held
great respect fur the powers of Ferrers
Locke. And now

Tiger SBleck ground Lis teeth at
the thought. He had enjoye 1 an un-
broken run of good fortune, ana had
escaped the dock on more occasions than
it i1s possible to enumerate.  His plans
were always laid with such skill and eun-
ning that tho police were bafiled to place
the guilt on the right party. At im-
personations the Tiger was a master-
iand ; no detail was ever absent from any
role he undertook to poerform, His
knowledge of foreign languages had been
put to the scverest tests on many a shady
ecxpedition, but the Tiger had repeatedly
passed muster.

Thus it had come about that same
afternocon Locko had counfronted in the
man who had “lifted ¥ his watch a
typical  Cockney  fooler  euthusiast,
although the sleath had known from a
private source of inforwation that the
man was none other than Tiger Sleck.,

The scene of the afternocon was reacted
before the mental vision of the Tiger as
he moodily leaned back in the cab. He
clenched his hig fists until the knuckles
showed white under the strain.

And now his nephew—Jin Blakeney—
was in the houso of the very man he most
fecared and bated in the world, perhaps
oven now telling Lacke the colosszal
scoop he, thoe Tiger, had planned to bring
off with the aid of Midileham's most
popular footballer. Bleck ground his
teeth at tho thought, and swore viciously.
He would stop the young cub’s chatter-
ing mouth, if ho had to—

The taxi drew to a siomdsiill with a
grinding of brakes, and the driver turned
his head.

" Here you are, sir—DBiiker Street

The Tiger swung open the door of
the cab and alighted, Iaying the driver
his promised fave, and a good tip into the
bargain—~for Sleck in his worst moments
wis ever generous in his appreciation of
i good serviee—heo strode briskly along
the well-known  thoroughfare until he
came to the detective's address. A small
brass plate told him that he had made
no mistake.

Crossing to the other side of the road,
he stared up at the plain Vietorian build-
mg. The bour was late. and he noted
with relief that not a single light showed
m the window-spaces of Ferrers Locke's
nuarters—sure indication that everyone
had retired,

With a sharp look to cither side, the
Tiger recrossed the road, and stood for
n moment outside the house, gazing up-
wird, A drain-pipe ran from the top of

1]‘1‘

the building to the bascment, and it was
this significent fact that Sleek observed
without undue loss of time. Nuxt he
noted that the first-floor balcony ended
three feet away from the drain-pipe—a
sporting chance of an exit should he be
surprised in the task that lay before him.

Another sharp glance up and down the
street, and the Tiger had darted to the
massive doorway. In & flash his bunch of
skeleton-keys came into play. Luck it
seemed was with him, for inside three
minutes the lock gave to his delicate
manipulation.

With a care boin of long practice at his
nefarioua trade, the Tiger gently pushed

open the door, and as gently closed it

behind him. Not a sound, rsave hig own
steady breathing, broke the silence With
a grim chuckle, he donned a heavy crepe
mask. Next he brought into his hand
a fully-loaded automatic and a pocket-
torch. Thus prepared, he crept forward
silently, his keen ears on the alert for
any suspicious sound.

‘Easier than I thought,” he muttered,
as he negotiated the wide staircase.
“Jim, my young bantam, I wonder if
you'll be pleased to see me!”

A Surprise Visit!

O0OM!

B With the simultaneous chiming
of the clocks in the neighbour-
hood of Marylebone, Jim Blakeney

sat up in bed with a start. Some other

noise, some peculiar inward sense, warncd
him of the presence of a stranger in his
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roomm. He listened intently, Lis pulsec
quickening under the suspense.

The door of the room slowly opened,
and a :hadowy figure appeared upon tho
threshold.. Jim watched it with o
fascinated gaze. There came to his ears
the sound of steady breathing as the
figure turned in his direction and softly
approached him.

"Who's there?” asked Jim, in o voicn
that seemed wunnaturally sirained andl
hoarse.
| Something very like a muflled oath
escaped the shadowy figure at the sound
of Blakeney's voice. A beam of whito
light struck across the darkness of tho
room, full in the face of the young foot-
baller, He shrank back, momeéntarily
blinded by the stcady glare, and a grimn
chuckle smote his ears.

* What a stroke of luck, Jim!”’ )

The cool, incisive fones of the Tiger
brought an . exclamation of dismay (o
Blakeney's lips. He gri the counter-
pane fiorcely and peered forward.

* No reason why we should talk in tho
dark, eonny,” came the wvoice agamn,
“I'll switch on the lights.”

The Tiger suited the ection to the
word, and pocketed his eleetrie torch:

In the flood of light Jiin Blakeney saw
before him tho masked figure of lns
unole.

“What do you want with me?” he
asked, with somo apprehension. ol |

“Just called for a guiet chat, Jim.
said the other casily. * May I sit dowu?”
Ah, thanks!”

The Tiger seated himself on the edgo
of Jim's bed, and his pleazant manuncre
vanished.

“I supposé you know under whose roof
you are now staying?!' lo rapped, in a
subdued woice.  ““And what 1t wil)
mean?’”’ :

“1 am well aware of the identily of
the man who rescued me from the rive:,
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you fraitor ? ** hissed the Tiger,

““1 suppose you have already spoken to Locke abhout Hardacre's Wireless Ray,
‘““* No, he hasn’t—on that
you ! " Both Jim Blakeney and Tiger Sleek started violently as the sharp tones
foll upon their ears. The door swung open and Ferrers Locke, revolver in hand,

appeared on the threshold.

point I can assure

(See page 24.)
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Ronald Swiveller, with a gasp ol

terror, saw the enraged crowd dashing

after him. He broke into a run, head-

ing for the dressing-room at & burst

of speed that surprised even blmsell,
(S€r page 26.)

where your rascally gang had left me to
drown ! retorted JJ'i'm sharply.

The Tiger held up a warning hand.

" Not so loud, sonny,” he cautioned.
“You see, I've not exactly been invited
here. Now, listen, Jun.  You won'l
cross me, will you? You won't tell that
confounded detective my plans?  You
won't be fool enough to let those silly
ideas of honour of yours come betweon
us and a million quid——"'
~ The words tumbled out in ono unend-
ing stream, and the speaker's eyes
ghttered strangely through the holes in
the mask,

“I'm finished with yon and yonr vile
trade!” retorted Jim hotly. ~“I told
Stubbins the same, and { mwean it
Finished, do you hear?”

“I hear I” muttered the Tiger savagely.
“So this is how yon repay me |
You, who I picked out of the guiter,
educated, elothed, and fed, and made
you what you are—you would wash vour
iands of me, eh?” )

“Yes!" exclaimed Jim defiantly.

“Bah!” Sleek's oyet gleamed evilly,
and his teeth came together with a snap.
“ You ungrateful cub, Jim! By Heaven,
I wish you had breathed vour last before
that meddling detective came across you,
burn him! T suppose—1 suppose you
have already spoken to Fuorrors Locke
about Hardacre—about the Kay, you
traitor?” 1

“No; he hasn't—on that point I can

pssure yon, Mr, Tiger Sleak '™

Both Sleek and Jim started violently as
the sharp tones fell upon their ears, and
before either vecovered from his astonish-
ment the door swung open, and Ferrers
Locke, revolver in hand. stepped into the
room. A grim swmile played about the
corners of the detective's 1ips as he
covered the bulky form of the Liger,

For a moment there was dead silence,
The Tiger was the first to break it.
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With a muttered oath, he dragged out
his automatic, and, regardless of the fact
that Locke's weapon was pointed at his
breast, blazed away at the single electric
bulb suspended from the ceiling.

The room was instantly plunged n
darkness. The sleuth’s revolver spal fire
the fraction of a second too late. But
its sudden flash, lighting np the apart-
mént, was sufficient to show the burly
form of the Tiger at the window.

Locke darted forward, but ere he had
takon two paces the room reverberated
to the sound of breaking glass.

Crash !

The Tiger had forced his way through
the broken window, and was [fever-
ishly climbing down the rain-pipe,
which he had noticed hefore he had
entered the house. Locke was just in
time to see Sleck 1manke a suecessful
effort to reach tho balconv on the [irst
floor. Followed a mufHel sound as of o
falling body, and the masked ficore had
dropped from the balcony to the strect
below,

"VYery smart!” grunted the detective,

azing after the rapidly disappearing
ligure of his late visitor. **It would be
an casy matter to wing you, my friend.
but as I don’t want all the police in the
neighbourhood hanging roumd my door-
step, you can have a hit more rope with
which to hang vourself.”

The sleuth turned from the window. (o
lind Jack Drake and Sing-Sing. who hadl
been -awakened by the revolver-sheis,
blinking in at the doorway. "T'he passage
beyond was flooded with light. T'he
Chinese, his inscrutable face showing
nothing of the surprise he might have
f‘E‘IIE. sottly padded forward.

You wantee me, Mistle Locke ¥

“*No; not now., Sing-Sing.,” returned
the detective cheerfully. * You'd better
turn in again. Drake, get a fresh bulh
for this pendant, will yon "

On your travels, jaunts, and capers—

‘The boy swung round on his heel and
darted away. He returned a few
moments later with a fresh bulb, which
Locke procecded to fit into the un-
damaged socket. 'The light was switched
on, and the detective faced Blakeney.

** Now, sonny, don't you think you had
better explain a few things? I would like
to be your friend.”

There was a ringing note of truth in
the Iatter remark that touched Jim
Blakeney.

“OFf course, T'll explain,” he replied,
with earnestness. ** Heaven knows 1 need
a friend, Mr. Locke! You startled me
just’ now by calling our late visitor by
name. As you know that much, perhaps
my statement that I am his nephew will
not surprise you? Ah, I see it doesn’t!
Now, listen, Mr. Locke. The Tiger
brought me up from childhood, kecping
me in ignorance of his real mode of life.
I am an orphan, you see. Well, I was
sent to 4 good school, and the Tiger
fell in with. every schoolboy whim and
fancy that assailed me. I lacked nothing
-—g cireumstance for which I ‘became
tuch attached to my uncle. ‘Then came
the bombshell. He confided in me one
day to the extent of telling me his—his
business, and all my castles came
tumbling down. He made no bones
about it; told me of the cribs he had
cracked, of his rascally associates, and—
and worse——"

Locke nodded sympathetically.

*Poor feliow ! he said kindly.

“Of course, the whole thing sickened
me, But worse was to follow. He began
to insinuate that I, having received a
wentlemman’s edueation, should help him
in hiz plans. He appealed to that alfec-
tion I had been building up steadily for
vears, and—and I nearly caved in. [ can
seir the Tiger's face now! He was so
certain of having dragged me into his

vile profession, that his very self-
satisfaction brought a negative answer to
my lips.”

“When then?”

“Ah, Mr. Locke, I saw ihe real man!
Tle vengeful, stick-at-nothing character
that had been concealed from me for all
those years. My refusal to adopt such a
dishonest career turned him into a raving
lunatie, for the time being. Me cursed
me, cajoled me, pleaded with me. But
[ was adamant. To all his entreaties 1
turned a deaf ear.

“The interview closed with my being
stretehed out unconseious upon the floor—
n wmethod to  which the liger had
frequent recourse when his subject was
obstimate. I was kept under close con-
linement—almost starved. But 1 would
not give in. Well, to cut a long story
short, 1 escaped his clutches—for a short
while—and tramped the streets. Then
I'ate cast me into the path of Mornington
Hardacre. I was watching a trial match
at the Middleham ground, when one of
the plavers was crocked. Something
prowpted me to ask Mr. Hardacre for &
gaine, and, to my unbounded surprise
aiel delight, he consented.”

"1 think T know the sequel,” put in
Ferrers Locke.  “ You were approached
by Hardacre, who offered you a place in
the regular eleven. And you accepted.”

* Exactly, Mr. Locke.”

“And the Tiger—""

“1e followed me about, and finally
took up residence in Middleham. He
visited me at my lodgings, and congratu-
lated me upon ny success. He asked me
lo forget certain proposals he had made.
Being young, 1 foolishly thought the man

was sorry; but I have since learned
ditfferent.  He was  playing another
gamoe--—-"

Born 1908 and still going strong—the MAGNET !
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—take the Gay Companion Papers.

P AR ™ muttered Locke.

“Tt appears,” continued Jim, “thal Morvington llardacre
is an inventor of some repute. According to the Tiger, he
lias just perfected an apparatus which is called the Wireless
Ray. It is & very wonderful invention if all that the Tiger
claims about it be true. It is capable of bemg dirceted
against aireraft at any time—day or night—and by fouling
their magnetos forees them to land.”

“My hat!” exclaimed Jack Drake.
kind would be worth a fortune.”

“T1t is,” replicd Blakeney quietly. * And thatl is why the
Tiger is inlerested. Apparently, a foreign agent has offered
my uncle a million pounds for the deliverance of the plans
and specifications of this invention into his Government's
hands.”

““And that iz where you come in, I suppose?” said Locke
thoughtfully. “1 think I can sece the Tiger's little pame.
You are to endeavour to make a friend of Hardacre with
the ultimate object of robbing him. A peculiar fate, indeed,
that should cast you into the Middlcham Rangers.”

“That'a it, Mr. Locke,” :aid Blakeney adiringly.
““You've hit on the whole scheme. I am expected to rob the
man who has befriended me. Buat therc’s nothing doing.
I'd sooner die first. And the Tiger's threats of imprisonment
for me if 1 continue to be olstinate fail to shake me.”

“ Prison | ccheed Locke. **Has the Tiger some hold on
vou, then?®?

“He fanecies ho has,” =aid Jim. “You see, Mr. Locke.
for years and years I know nothing of the real hislory of my
unc]:fz. Unintentionally 1 have disposed of thousands of
pounds’ worth of stolen jewellery from time to time. During
every vacation from E(&]DD] I was regularly despatched to
the East End on *urgent business,” the Tiger called it. In-
variably T ecarried a locked attache-case, which I had merely
to deliver to a certain person. ‘The attache-case—I can. seo
now—contained the proceeds of my nncle’'s depredations, My
vouth made me a safe messenecer. Certain it was no pelice-
man ever stopped me.”

“1 see,” said Locke. " And the Tiger thinks he can put
yon away for that, does hLe®”

“He's positive on that point,” returned Blakeney., “Ile
swears that his agenis can pull the strings sufficiently to place
me under avrest without endangering their own necks.”

“T quite believe they ean.  It's been done many a tine, mny
lad,”” said Locke. ** But how came yvou io be in the river?™

I was attacked by the gang—there are six of ihem—and
was asked for a delinite answer,” replied Jim.

“Aud you rephied in the negative, T take it,” smiled the
leuth, * Good lad !

Theve was a world of praise in his tone, and Jim Blakeney
f]uh happier 1 his nund than e had done for many a long
Uay.

l_"'l'ffn1zlci fo you, Mr. Locke,” he said graiefully, * T'm still
ahive!’

“And will hive long ennugh ta seo the Tieor placed in the
dock, never fear,” amiled the sleuth grimdy. *'m on his
irail now,”

Brietly the detective outlined the case of T.ady Bransion's
pearl necklace, coneluding with an account of the pold wateh
the Tiger had taken a faney to,

Jim Blakeney's eves opencd wide.

"My wowd, sir, 1f the Tiger had known whose wuleh he
had hfted e would have eooner cut off hiz hand than faken
it.  1Te has openly avowed his fear and respeci of yon.™

“Well, he'll know whose watch iv 15, =aid Locke, *if lie
opens the casing. My name’s engraved in it,”

* Great Scott !

“The wateh,” continued the detective, “will sorve its
purpose, after all. 1 shall have the Tiger arrested for steal-
g it and shall be able to coniinue iy investizations with-
out hindvance. However, that is a minor detail in the light
of what you have just told me.  Wo ousl decide upon a
course of action, Jun."”

“What do you advise, Mr. Locke?”

“Suek to your job with the Rangers for ilie present,”
replicd the sleath. 1 shall be near at hand to provent any
foul play. Detween us 1 think we can foil this laicst ambition
of the Tiger's.¥

“I am awfully grateful to you, Mr. Locke,” said Jim
rarnestly, “and will Jdo as you engpest,™

“Good! Now get off to slecp.”

_The young foothaller sank back wpon the pillows, and
Ferrers Locke, with a kindly smile, bade himm good-night.

“An wvention ol that

e S—

Swiveller Swears Revenge !

™ ERRERS LOCKE was carly astir the following morn-

g, and when Jack Drake and Jin Blakency cutered
the breakfsst-room they found the sleuth thought-

fully regarding a small parcel thai lay beside his
plate.

Yo Morning, guv'nor!” grected Drake boisterously,

Good pals anywhere! 25

method of coupling, etc.,* with the

The World's Finest
Clockwork Train

A finer or better-looking clockwork train than a Hornby Train
was never produced.

PERFECT MECHANISM.

The Engjne containg the slrongest, best !}u“—t piecc ‘uf l:]utkw-'::rk
mechamsm that ever sent a train dashing round its track with
a heavy load behind it.

STANDARDISED PARTS.

A most valuable and remarkable fcature of the Hornby Train
is that it can be taken to pieces and rebuilt, just like a
Meccano model. All the parts are standardised, and there
is as much fun taking Loco, Tender, Wagons and Coaches
to pieces and rebuilding them as there is in p?ajrin with them,
Any lost or damaged parts may be replaced with new ones.

A HORNBY TRAIN LASTS FOR EVER!

HORNBY:= TRAINS

NEW ROLLING STOCK AND TRAIN ACCESSORIES

There are new Wagons, Signals, Lamps, Stations, Turntables
this vear, all built in correct relationship as regards size gauge,

| ‘lj"ﬂrnby Trains. . Most
important of all, they have the. uniformly beautiful finish that
is the great feature of the Hornby system. To use indifferent
rolling stock or a foreign-looking station with a Hornby Train
spoils the fun.
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THE WINDSOR STATION is a thing of beauty—the anly
really British station obtainable. Its bright colouring and realistic
appearance will bring joy to the heart of every boy who sces it,

HORNBY AND ZULU
‘ TRAINS
: ARE GUARANTEED
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A Splendid New Meccano Book °
. This is a new and splendidly illustrated -
> book, thattells of all the good things that
* come from Meccanoland, where the best
* toys are manufactured. Mo boy should
* be without this wonder{ul book.

How to get a Free Copy.

* Just show this advertisement to three :
: chums and send us their names and

* addresses with vour own. Address your :
- letter to Dept. L. -
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The detective did not reply. He was
examining the postmark on the parcel
with a perplexed frown. Finally, he cut
the string, and eventually brought to
light fromn amidst a pile of shaymgs a
gold watch.

It was his own!

Jack Drake gasped.

“The Tiger 1is cleverer than 1
imagined,” muttered Locke at length.
“He's returned my watch."

“ Great Scott!" exclaimed Drake.
“He knows a thing or two."” s

“So it would appear, iny lad. But his
time will come.”

The trio sat down to breaklast, an(
the mieal passed in comparative &ilence.
Jim Blakeney, although his face was still
ewollen, felt little the worse for his ad-
venture of the previous evening. _

“When are the Rangers playing
again, Jim?" suddenly asked the sleuth,

“On Saturday,” replied the footballer.
“A return match with the Ashdale
United."”

“H'mn! Think you'll be fit enough to
play?"”

“Rather! A few raw steaks on my
chivey and I shall be as right as rain!”
grinned Jim. *“Feel as {it as a fiddle
thie morning."”

“Good! I shall be there to keep an |
eye on things, Jim," said Locke. “If
you want me drop in at the Central
Hotel. I shall be in disguise, of conrse.
You'll ask for Colonel Challis. Savvy?"

Jim Blakency nodded.

An hour later the young footballer
was seated in the train for Middleham,
turning over in his mind tho events of
the last twenty-four hours. But he no
longer feared the Tiger. With the
famous detective of Baker Street at his
back, so to speak, Blakeney was pre--
pared for any emergency.

Could he have foreseen the tangle that
lay ahead of him, however, even Jim's
stout heart might have quailed, for the
Tiger was just as relentless in his pur-
pose as Ferrers Locke.

It was to be a battle of wits, and tho
principals were well matlehed.

iz

The spacious enclosure of the Middle-
ham Rangers' Football Club was packed
to overflowing three days later.  The
return match with the Ashdale United
promised something extra keen in the
way of sport, and the followers of the

winter game in Middleham Lad rallied in

their thousands lo see their champions
Jdo battle,

The name of Jim Blakeney was freely
voiced by the multitude. He had
already achieved a poularity far in excess
of other members of the club.

“He's like a blessed streak of light-
ning 1" declared one old wiseacre to the
crowd in his vicinity, ““And as cute as
you make 'em.”

There was a general nodding of heads
i !the affirmative,

“0ld Hardacre's nephew don't seem
to . take to ’'im,” remarked another.
“He's jealous, that's wot 'e ia!”

“ Hear, hear!”

1t had been a noteceable fact that, |

since the advent of Jim Blakeney in the
team, Ronald Swiveller—Mornington
Hardacre's nephew—had openly shown
his dislike - of the new centre-forward.
e had carried his dislike intothe footer-
field, with the result that the spectators
had heckled him on account of hiz un-
sportsmanlike attitude.

Thus it came about in the match
between the Rangers and the Ashdale
United that Swiveller, failing to pass to
his centre-forward when a certain goal
was imminent, received the abuse of the
crowd cround the touchlines.

He scowled fercely in the direction of
Jim Blakeney and clenched his hands.

The opportunity of a further point was
lost by the same tactics, and some of the
rowdier members of the concourse
started to boo the inside-left. Luckily
the Rangers held the lead, a fine run
and a brilliant shot on the part of Jim
having put the home eleven “one up.”

But the United were pressing now
with a vigour that seemed certain to bear
fruit. Tﬁe forward line was combining
excellently, and the halves were feeding
their men at every opportunity. It. was
not surprising, therefore, that, ten
minutes from time, the United equalised
with a shot that beat the custodian all
ends up.

“ Clome on, Rangers !™

" Let's "ear from you, Jim!"

The supporters of the wearers of the
black-and-gold jerseys yelled their en-
couragements until they were hoarse. A
spirited run down the field saw the
Rangers’ forward line going strong.
The ball was passing fromi man to man
with clockwork rerularity. And Jim
Blakenev was displaying his powers of

generalship to a marked degree. The

THE GREYFRIARS GLIDING

EU;HPETITIEH!
(Continned from page 18.)

-

they agreed that Wharlon thoroughly
deserved to win.

“Blundell comes next,”
Malcolni,

“ Bravo, Blundeli'"

“The third prize goes to. Temple,”
proceeded the captain,

“Here, 1 say, I don't think I desecve
that!"”  excluimed Temple, coming
forward.  *“Penfold would probably
have beaten my time had he not de-
scended” of his own free will to rescue
Wun Lung -

“Penfold’s flight has not boen over-
looked !”” put in Colonel Wharton, with
a smile. “I was about to announce
that a special prize of ten pounds will
be awarded Penfold for a magnificent,
clever, and plucky flight.”

said Claptain

“Hurrah !

“Good old Pen!"

The announcement was greeted with
loud, frantic cheers.

Penfold's win was ecasily
popular of the day!

The scholarship boy's face was Aushed
with pleasure, and he stammered his
thanks awkwardly.

~Harry Wharton & Co. ehuckled in de-
light and voted Colonel Wharton a brick.

They knew that ten pounds would be
mast acceptable to Dick Penfold, whose
pareiuts were hmnble working folk in
Friardale and could not afford to keep
their son supplied with much pocket-
money.

“Well, that's the finish of the gliding
contest "' grinned Bob Cherry. “We've
bagged the twonty quid! We'll order
some tuck and have a regular slap-up
epread at Greylriure to celebrate the
occasion !

“Rather " said Harry Wharton, 1

the most

was about to suggest that! We'll have

Another splendid instalment of this grand Footer serial—

opposing halves were left standing, as it
were, and the Rangers pressed on.

The ball came in from Spadger Jen-
nings, the outside-left, in a graceful
curve. Ronald Swiveller an Jim
Blakeney leaped to breast it, although it
was obvious to everyone present that
Swiveller should have left it alone. The
inside-left and the centre-forward crashed
into each other, and Ronald Swiveller's
elbow sawed into Jim's ribs.

L1 Shﬂ-me !l?

The ery was taken up all over the
ground. The elbow incident had not
been done cleverly enough. It was
nothing more or less than a savage
attempt to injure Blakeney.

“Kick himn off !"

In the general indignation the majority
of the spectators failed to observe ihat
Jim Blakeney crashed to the ground. for
the moment *“ winded.” The referee
stopped the game until he had recovered
sufficiently, what time the abusive
remarks of the crowd made Swiveller's
ears tingle,

The game was restarted, but thoe
danger was over, so far as the United
were concerned. They kept back the
the Rangers until the final whistle blew,
and walked off the pitch sharing equal
honours with their opponents,

" That fool Swiveller chucked the game

away "
That was what the crowd said in
effect. As the Rangers limped off the

field several rowdy spirits surged forwurd
with the intention of laying hands on the
inside-left. Despite the police on duty. a
score or so of spectators broke the
barriers and raced towards the players,

Ronald Swiveller, with a gasp of
terror, saw the enraged crowd after him,
and broke into a run. He headed for the
dressing-room at a burst of speed that
surprised even himself. Once in the
dressing-room, however, he paused to
shake his fist at the crowd in general and
Jim Blakeney in particular.

“By heavens I'll make them change
their tune !” he hissed. * Jim Blakeney's
the idol of the crowd now. But wait—
wait !”

(Don’t miss next Monday's fine instal-
ment, chumas. Ronald Swiveller i3
beginning to reveal himself in a new
light, and Jim Blukeney has to ook to
hiz laurels. What hoppens? Learn neet
week /)

%

my uncle and Captain Malcolm in to tea,
and we'll also invite the other prize:
winners—Blundell, Pen, and Temple.”

“Hear, hear!”

There were great festivities at Crrey-
friars that evening when the boys re-
turned to school—some carrying gTifIErE,
and some the remnants of gliders.

Lverybody was agreed that the gliding
competition had been a great sucecess,
Tragedy might have resulted had it not
been for the plucky conduct of Penfold
and Harry Wharton. But as it was,
everybody was satisfied, and all heartily
agreed that nothing had provided mere
fun and thrills at the school than the
Greyfriars Gliding Competition !

THE END.

(Yext Monduy's ripping story of
Harry Wharton £ Co. 13 entitled ** The
Coler Challenge Cup!''—a yarn that
will ecarry you along in rousing stylr,
Be sure and read it, or you will be
missing something good.)
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SOME QUEER SLEEPING QUARTERS !

_ A pecial contribution by Willlam George Bunter,
AM one of those fellows with the happy nack of being
able to sleep anywhere ut any time. |

e -}
A
I Some chaps, who ean - only mannidge lo go lo slﬂupi

during the Head’s sermons, would give anything to
possesa my gift.

I have known some queer resting-plaices, I have slept in a
cattle-truck, in o rowing-boat in a ruff sea, underneeth the
seat in a railway-karridge—I had to get under the seat
bekawse I hadn’t paid my fair '~—and in the top of a tree.

I shall never forget the cattle-iruck eggsperience. There
was no room for me in any of the karridges, so the guard put
me in the cattle-truck and told me I could travel at the same |
rates that they charge for rolling-stock. 1 settled down to:
gleep on the floor of the truck, and when I woke up I foumd
a fat pig laying on top of me. One fat pig on top uPﬂnnﬂwr,
as that beest Bob Cherry put it!

It took me about five minnits to push the pig off, and the
brute nearly sufierkated me ! l
Some of you may wonder how on earth T mannidged to
sleep in a rowing-boat when the sea was raff. The fact is; 1
was out fisling, and the sea was perfectly calm when I dozed
off. But while I was asleep a fearful storm got up. {I wish
it had gone to bed and stayed there, instead of getling up!)
I had to pick up the oars and row to the shore %ike Billy-o,

and to this day I can’t think how I escaped a watery grave,

Many a time and oft T have slept umder the séat in a
railway-karvidge. Bob Cherry says this is an obvious fib,
bekawse a fellow of my sighs would never be able to skweeze
himszelf under the seat; but the [act remanes that I've done
it! I won't say I've done it suxxessfully, bekawse on every
occasion the ticket-collector has heeved me out of it and
demanded my ticket,

I slept in the tree-lops one memmerable night during a
heat-wave. I wanted to keep cool. But I can assure you that
a tree-lop duzzent make a very comforiable bed, anmd I
shouldn't advise you to follow in my footsteps. o

Sleeping.in the Form-room during lessens is an old habbit 4
of mine. And I once went to sleep while fielding ina Kricket |
match. DBut the avrival of the ball on my noble napper jolly
soon woke me up.

I can troothfully say that T have never been to sleep during
a feed. After a feed, if vou like, but never while it was in
DrOEIess, -

[ have known some fellows drop off fo sleep in the maddle

of a midnight feest. Whenever this happens I alwaysrub my
hands and mermer to myself ;

““ All the more grub for me 1™

1 have often thought it would be rather awkward if I was |
a steeplejack, working on a high tower. It would be fatal to
“drop off " then!
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' A
He could not \\\@

buy them so o/

i ."‘\.'_

boys

build your own

_ MOdQZS 2

‘x JITH Meccano you can
build hundreds of work-
ing madels that you could

Aot buy anywhere. For instance,
where could you buy a working
model of Eiffel Tower like the
one shown here—or a Drop
Hammer, a Loom, or a Revolving

Crane ?

Even models of Cranes, Bnidges,
Towers, and Motor Wagons,
that you can buy anywhere, are

not so good as the shmmng steel
& and brass models you can build

d with Meccano. [
And the crane you buy w always

a Crane, s the crane you

build with Meccano can be taken

to preces and the same parts used

to build something else.

Every Ountht s compléte—

nothing further to buy.
GRAND PRIZE CONTEST |

This 1s a model-bulding Com-

petition that brmgs golden oppor- |
hunmfaes o bmmy,

_ mventive boys.
This year we offer splendid Cups i
and Medals to the value of £250
for the best Meccano models.
Write us for full particulars or

: ask your dealer for an entry form.
bl ¢
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MECCANO

ENGINEERING FOR BOYS
FREE TO BOYS

A splendid New Meccano Book
Thisis s newand eplendid]y illustrated book, that
tells of all the good things that come frem j'ﬂﬂ,-

d canoland, where the best toys are manufactured.
Mo boy should ‘be without this wonderful book.
; How 1o ¢t & Free Copy
Just show this advertisement'to three chums and
send us their names mid addresses with your
own, Put No. 35 after your namefor reference.
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