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Have you a
Wireless Set ?|

Mr. E. J. BARNARD, Welling, Kent, writes:
“ I {hink ¥ ought to telt yon how much I value * The Amaleur

Mechanic.!
| of joha,

It has proved af great assistance in a variety
and especially as to the artiele. on WIRELESS

..TII*ZLEG.EHFH?, [ constructed an instrument entirely according
to the instructions, and was rewarded with suecess on the first
§ trial.. 1 may add that untit | became interested in the article
| In your * Amateur Mechanic® | had net the slightest elomentary
3 Knowledge of Wiveless Telegraphy.'

1 You can do the same with

AMATEUR
MECHANIC

There is no waiting to study or learn, The moment * The
Amateur Mechanig " arrives you can -start to do one
of 400 money-zaving jobs about your home apd garden.

How to baild your .own sheds,
outhowses, ponliry-houses, atoc.—
How to cure damp walls, leaky
roofe, and smoky chimneys—How
to maks garden frames, garden
furniture, and garden paths—How
to mend windows, and. to make,
mend, and strengthen lecks and
bolte—To clean, overhan], and
repair motors and’ motor-cycles—
To install eleetrie light, cto.—
Ta work In every kind of metal—
To etch on brags—To write-cn
glesas—To make bBectographs-—-To

build a boat, a canoe, & canvas .

canoe, ete—To paint and paper &
room=Ta sole and hecl-and patch
haota and shocs—To mnakas a pair
of hand-sewn hootz—Tg reslore
colour to old brown shocs—To
miake Boosehold [urniture—To o=
M 2eat chairs—To uphulster sofas,
q‘t;.—Tl:r.iuata'l.l a speaking tube—

elean a  stove—To repair
bicyeles—To work In motal—To
colour metals—To repair waler
tnps—Ta varnish a violin—To
remedy damp walls—To repair tho

pianog—To make a padded chair
fromy an old cask—To stuff animals
=To dregz furs—To stuff aml
mount Lirds—Waod [nlaying-To
preparea  working drawings —'To

F fenovate a grandfather's elock—

Ta make garden arhours, -arches,
seats, summerhouses, eto.—
o use mctal drilling tools —
Ta renovate mirrors—To mend
chiina—To do fretwork—To  time-
white poultry-houses—Ta do gold-
plating and

gilver-plating — To §

clean o walch—To wmwend Ekeyloss |

watches and ordinary watches—
To digtepaper ccilings and wallsa—
To make pleture-frames arnd [ramo
pE_;:tures—Eu.rtaiu fitting — Metal
castings—To cleant paint off gloss

—~To clean boilers—To fix an
anthraeita stove=To re-Eild and
rostora  picture-frames—IHow Lo

use spanners—To make deora and-

windows draught-proof=To palnb
waHe—To do nlekel-plating — To
cura nolses in bot-water pipes—
India and glue varnishes—To make
plaster casts, cto., cbc.

The Ideal Xmas Gift Book

boys.

“ Parents would be wise in huying these works for their
How you ecan turn out these hooks abt the price heats

me."'—Mr. WALTER JOYGE, St. Philips Place, Leeds.

THIS

The booklet which this
coupon brings is free
and places you under
d no ohligation what-
ever. It tells you all

fiom

BOOK SENT FREE

el

TMag.¥. Dept.],

ta order, ¥Four Froa

To The WAVERLEY BOOK CO., Ltd.

86, Farringdon-Strect, London, E.C. 4.

Pleasa gond me, Dive of eharge or oblipa- -
Dieseripdiva

Booklet, explaining contentls, &e, of *THE

“*THE

AMATEUR

beginning thirly doys after delivery,

MECHANIC Y

AMATEUR MECHAXIO,M™ wirh spreimen
pages fid pictwres, amd partienlars as to
your terms for small monthly payvments,

BE g

does for you, andshews B N

actual pages with clear

illustrations. ATDEER I svororprstipmimiviinsusssaommnsiivisiisenn
GET IT NOW.
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“TRUE AS STEEL!" _

EXT Monday's powerful story of Greyfriars will go

like hot cakes. Mr. Frank Richards' has scorgd

top them all. With Tom Redwniig and Vernon-

Smith as the central figures on the stage, my readers can
be assured of something extra good. The sailor lad finds himself
his chum, Vernon-Smith. Smithy, however, decides to play
a lone hand, and he plays it well. He establishes Tom Red-
wing's innocence of the charge laid against him, and by doing

¥
Next Monday’s Programme!
many trinmphs, but this coming yarn bids fair to
up against public opinion, and in his-bitterness turns againsi
so praves himself a chum indeed, and as **'True as Steel 1™

“A MARKED MAN!"’

Ferrers Locke, the wizard deteetive, falls into the hands of
Tiger Sleek in the coming instalment of our grand looter
serial, and his chances of escape are practically nil. To rid
himself of such a formidable foe, the Tiger causes Locke to
be thrown' into the river, his hands and fect tied securcly,
his pockets weighted with heavy stones, and a cruel gag Lo
stifla his; cries for helps  To the ordinary person such a
dastardly plan conld inect with but one end—success. A
strange Fate, however, destines that Ferrers Locke should
be spared. How that comes about you can best learn from
next Monday's sensational instalment, Don't miss it, chums!

A FOUR-PAGE SUPPLEMENT !

I can already picture the delight on your faces as you
realise that our popular “ Herald ” supplement once agamn
comes into its own. Four pages! 1 feel like cheering
myself.” But you are all dying to know the subject of this
comiing treat.” Well, here it is—a SPECIAL SMUGGLERS
NUMBER. That alome wil! convince you of rollicking
maments ahead, for some of the *“Herald " contributions
would make the proverbial cat laugh. ‘There is a serious side
to this Supplement, however, whili will strike a happy note.

YOURS for

18ct. GOLD GCased
Keyless LEVER Watch

Take this remarkable cpportunity of recelviag one of
these handsome gold cased watches, complete with froa
chain.whicrh wa are offering to readers of this paper on
terms which have never been egualled. Gent's full-
sized l8ct. gold cased keylesa lovar walch,
carefully adjusted balance, § plate levare
movement, clear hold dial, best erystal glass,
very handsome watch designed for hard wear
and accurate timekeeping, fully guaranieed
5 years, ;

Handsame poeket-to-
FHEE pocket douhle Curh Albert
Free with every Walch.
Our Unegualled Terms,
8o =nre are wa that you will be more

than satisfied, we send Lhis handsome
watch post paid upon receipt of @d.
ouly, After receiving watch, if satis-
fled, the balance iz payable Zf= on re.
ceipt, and 3/f=monthly until only 20/=-
is pald. Cash with order {or balanca
within 7 days) 18/= only. Send €d.
to-day toi—

SIMPSONS LTD. (Dept. 264.),
84, Queen’s Road, Brighton.

or 398 cach boys a superbly mnde
Mead Gramophone with beautifully coloured
giant metal horn, extra loud soundbox, massive Yf
® pak cose and 40 tunes. Carriage paid ;
; Triagl. 200 Neecdlesand B/- " Hoo-let ™ gramo

game FREE., T™nhkid Table-Grands with ;
Wirclass Set, Portables and Mabogany Floor g

Cabinet Models at HALF SHOFP PRICES.

B ._-I K ¥
5 = | e
Mm Write for art catalonue. lmp o

Co. (Dept. GlUo Birmingham. =
CHOOSE 40 STAMPS, 6d., 5 fx% Sond

i postage. Many filne Biamps in this lot. — B. I CORYN, l

10, WAVE CREST, WHITETAELE, EENT.
— . © lete Film,
BiG CINEMA BARGAINS I 2" 0 1o Butmas from
49 fpost Bd.). Film Rewinders and Spools. Big Bargain Lizsts Freae, —
A.F MAXWELL, George Street, HASTINGS.

ackat of 500.




The curtain rings up on-the mysterious disappearance of a particularly large and rich cake T"" pr{:prrly nf'fll!r.

Quelch. A it is generally known that Willam George Bunter had had designs upon the cake in question, suspicion

falls upon his fat shoulders and he is faced with the prospect of a flogging. For once inu way Billy Bunter shows

a reckless disregard of authority. Not only is the cake missing but the Owl alse is conspicuous by his absence,
Where is the cake and where is BDunter?

e T my, b R R Wy W oW W R S Sow Bm S My B e W B
ke

A COMEDY

oF ERRORS! :

I
TWELVE
ACTS

-k W - R e T T R Sy Twy me ey Ty Wy TR W W N

O
=

e o e L T e T T

}
o5
:Iir;:: "'b.__,.l' (l . I
XL
l
%‘
¥
g

Now SHOWING-

= ' Tue CASE oF THE ]

e — ]

m__c_gnzl

—

A Splendid Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars.
By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Generous !

e OU fellows care for plum-cake %"
-I Billy Bunter asked that un-
expected question i the door-
way of Study No. 1 in the

Remove at Greyinars,

Five juniors were busy in that study
—very busv indeed.

Outside there was rain—wet rain, and
plenty of it. Kven DBob Cherry acknow-
ledged that football was unpossible that
afternoon.

It was wet—it was dagk—it was dismal.
But in Study No. 1 a big fire roared, and
the gas was lighted, and ITarry Wharton
& UCo. sat round the study table with
cheery faces. Tive intelleets were
concenlrated on the production of the
Christmas Numbere of the “Greviriars
Hevale.™

On  fine davs the * Herald ™
linhle to be neglected or forgotten,
was, in fact, saved vup for a rainy day,

Bo while the rain splashed without the
ink splashed within, amd the Christmas
Number of the ** Herald,” like the little
peacl in the orchard, grew and grew and
Frew,

There was no desive whalever, on the
part of anybody in the study, to see
Bunter. Johnny  Bull instinctively
reached for a ruler, and IFrank Nugeni
for an inkpot, as he looked in. But his
unexpected question rather disarmed
them,

“T say, yvou fellows, vou've been doing
a lot of work, and you seem to have for-
gotten tea-time,” went on Dunter. ' 11
struck me that you'd like some of my big
plum-cake !"

“Well, my hat!™ said Bob Cherry, In
aslonishment.

“Youve got a plum-cake !’
Harry Wharton.

Wi 'EI‘EE‘:H‘

Wis

It

1

exclaimed

“And vou haven't scoffed it at sight?"

“0Oh, really, Wharton!” o

“Do I sleep, do I dream, or is visions
about ?”" inquired Bob.

**Oh, don't b & silly ass, you know!"
urged Bunter. I think 1it's jolly
gencrous of me to think of vou fellows
like this!"

“And jolly unusual,” sakl Johnny
Bull. “IHave vou really got a cake, or
are vou trying to be fupny?”

“It's just come. I haven't unpacked
it vet,” said Bunter. My idea 15 to
bring it here, and whack it out all round,
That's my style, you know—nothing
grecdy about me, I hope.”

“Oh crumbs !’ said Dob,

It really wasn't Bunler's style at all.
But the Owl of the Remove seemed to
be in earnest. He stood in the doorway
and blinked very seriously at the Famous
Five through his big spectacles.

“It's a whacking big cake,” said
Bunter. * Real plums in it, and plenty
of them—marzipan on top. Special in
structions were  given by telephone
about the marzipan. Now, would you
fellows like some?”

“Would we?” grinned Do,

There was no doubt that ithey would.
[t was tea<time, and the chums of the
Remove had been hard at literary work
for some time. It suddenly occurred to
themn  now  that  they  wers  getting
hungry, A big plum-cake with marzipan
on top was particularly welcome jusl
then in the editorial office.

“Trot it along!” =aid Johnny Bull.

“Yes, rather!”

“You'd really like 16%"7 asked Bunter,

“What-ho!”

“The hikefulness 1s tervifie,” remarked
Hurree Singh, “ The esieemed, ridiculons
Bunier is a sporigman !

“ I suppose one of you fellows wonldi'
mind feiching it upstas?”  asked
Bunter casually.

Bob Cherry jumped up.

“Lazvbones! Buat I'll feteh it if you
like. Where is 1t—1in Gosling's lodge 7™

“Nunno!”

“In the housckeeper’s room?” asked
Bob. 4

“No: in Quelehy's study,™

“In Mr. Quelch's study !” exclaimed
Nugent. ““That means thal i1t's been
conhscated, then?”

“No, it doesn’t,” said Bunter eagerly.
“You see, [ wasn't on hand when it was
delivered, and Trotter took it on from
the man and put it in Queleh's study,
like a silly ass, you know! Ii's standing
there on the table, just as it came. I've
just seen it. Quelchy’s out, too!"™

“Then why the (homp didn’t
carry it up here?"

“Well, it’s jolly heavy,” said Bunter.

FOLU

“It’s an enormous cake, von know—a
present from one of my titled rela-
tions, "

“CAss !

“And-—-and Coker of ihe INifth was
hanging aboul,” added DBunter. *“.Jusi

like that bruie Cdker to raid a fellow'sz
cake., He makes out that [ bagged
some jam-tarts from his study the othor
day. Of course, T didn't-——four measly
jam-taris with hardly any jam in them.
They didu't last me three minutes!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“HBerve you jolly well right if Coker
bagged your ecake!” said DBob., " Bul
if vou're whacking il out in this study,
that's a differenl maitier. Coker will
have to learn to keep his hands from
picking and stealing, n the civeam
stances,”

“Hear, hear!”

“Well, eut down and _g‘r'l ik, zaid
Dunter, *1've ashed Skicner, and he
worn £ ! Beastly - funk ! Afraid  of

Quelehy-——"
“Quelehy _
T Macxir Lanmaryv.—No, 820,
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4 Absolutely your last chance, boys! 800 Wonderful Prizes—

“T mean Coker! You're not funky,

Bob.”

“T don't think!” grinned Dob. “I'll
¢t down and get it

llob Cherry left Study No. 1. The
Owl of the Remove called after him

anxiously.

“1 say, don't vou geb into a =crap
with Coker—just bag the cake and bolt
up here with it, quick!”

* Right-ho !

Hob Cherry scudded down the stairs,
Skinner was lounging on the landing
Lelow, and he called to Bob.

“You fetching that eake for Dunter?™

“Yes"

“(h, my hat!

“1 don't see
asnswered Bob.

“You'll get sealped.”

“Raot !

Bob Cherry sendded on. He reached
the masters’ corridor, and spotted Coker
of the Fifth loaling at the corner, with
I'otter and Greene. Horace Coker gave
himm a lofty and admonitory glance.
(‘oker of the Fifth was “down " on the
cheerful Removites, and he laboured
nnder the delusion that it was up to
him to keep those cheeky fags in order.
Utheeding Coker & Co., Dol Cherry
tapped at Mr. Quelch’s door—to make

What a neck !™
it! I'm not funky!™

sire that the Remove master was
absent—and then walked in.
O the study  lable stood a large

package, earefully wrapped up and tied
with string. In large letters appeared
the lepend: “IFRAGILI! WITH
CARE "

Hob was stepping towards the table
when Coker of ihe Fifth looked in, with
Poiter and Greene grinning over his
shoulders.

Coker was mnot grinning. He was
frowning,
“You checky voung sweep!”™ began

Coker. **Larking in your Form master's
sludy while he's out—what "

“Take your face away!” was Bob's
reply. “Ii's not a thing you ought to
sping on a fellow suddenly.”

“Well, I'm jolly well going to siop
vou!"” said Coker. “The cheek of vou
];.',vnim;ﬁ fags is getting altogether too
thick.’

“You s=lly owl!” exclaimed Bob.
“T've eome Dere to fetech a pareel. CGo
atd chop clups!”

“What's a pareel of yvours doing in
Mre. Queleh’s study ?” demanded Coker
suspiciously.

“ Find out!

“That's what I'm jolly well going io
do " declared Coker, and he marched
into the study.

Potier winked at Greene, and Greenc
grinned at Potter, and they walked
quickly away. It was like IHorace Coker
to clip in where he had no concern;
but Potter and Greene were not keen on
n row with a fag in a master’s study.

Bob Cherry picked up the big package
anil dodged round the study table as
('oker advanced on hir.

“Pul down that pareel,” said Colker.

* Bow-wow [

“Do you hear me " roared Coker.

* Fathead I”

“ By gum !” gasped Coker. “I'll jolly
i-l.u]l ]l}th'ﬂ'l'l.ﬂﬂ vou, you cheeky Iittle
woast 17
ITe rushed round the table. Bob

( herry made for the door. He was not
aiite equal to o scrap wilth the hefty
(‘oker; neither did he want a scrap to
take place in the apartment sacred to
Mre, Quelch, But Coker was after him
hke a shot.

He reached DBaoly as Bob reaclied the
door,

““ True as
THE MAgsED LIBRARY.—No. 826,

Coker’s hand dropped on Bob's
shoulder,

“Now !” he panted. *“Now Oh!
Dooooooh !

Bob Cherry swung round, the hbig

package in both hands, and it came 1nto
collision  with Horace Coker’s nose.
Coker stacgered back, and sat down on
Mr. Quelch’s carpet with a heavy bump.

“Oh!" roared Coker. "Ow! Whait
till I get at you! QOw!”

Dob did not wait. Ile had ne desire
whatever for Ilorace Coker to get at
him. He jumped oui of the study and
scudded for the stairs. He went up the
stairs three at o time, at a greal rate,
and reached the Remove passage in a
breathless state.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape!

(¢ ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here you
H are ™

Bob  Cherry slammed the

parcel  down  on the study

table in Study No. 1, and panted for
breath,

“Oh, good!” exclaimed DBuanter,

“What's the hurry 77 asked Wharton.

“That ass Coker—he had to butt in,”
said Bob, 1 hiffed him with the parcel
and got out. I think he's after me.”

“Good!”

The editor and sub-editors of ihe
“Greyfrinrs Herald ¥ jumped 1o their
feet, Skinner looked in.

“Here comes Coker of the Fafih !

“Let hin come!”™ grinned Johnny
Bull.

“T'Il eall the fellows"

There was an alarm all aleng the
Remove passage at once. Most of the
Removites were indoors that rainy after-
naon. Mozt of them, too, were glad ol
the news of a Fifth Form invasion of
their gquarters—it was a hitle excilement
to break the monotony.

Removites came pouring oul of the
studies, Peter Todd arrived first, and
then Vernon-Smith, and Redwing, and
Squiff, and Tom Brown, and Hazeldene,
and Russell, and Ogilvy, and Jimmy
Vivian, and a crowd more, eager for the
fray. The Famous Five turned out of
Study No. 1. Coker of the Fifth, charg-
ing up the Remove staircase in pursuit
of Bob Cherry, rushed fairly into a
hornet’s nest,

“Hare he 1s!" velled Peter Todd.

“Collar the Fifth Form- cad!” roared
Sauiff,

“Mop him up!”

“PDown with the Fifth!”

Coker of the Fifth hardly knew what
happened next. e had come there to
reduce Bob Cherry to a pulverized state.
Instead of which Coker went through a
process  of pulverisation.  Uncounted
hands were laid on himm—innumerable
feet landed on him—a lightning cal-
culator could nol have kept pace with
the number of kicks, punches, pokes,
shioves, and jabs that were Dbestowed
upon Coker. In a wild and whirling
frame of mind Coker went rolling down
ihe Remove staircase to the landing
below,

“(ome up again ! yelled Peter Todd.

“Ow! Wow, wow!”

“(Cfome and have =ome more!”
shrieked Squiff.

“Yoooochooooop [

“Tet's pget after him!”  shouted

Bolsover major, and he led a rush down
the stairs after Coker.

But Coker did mot wail. Belore the

juniors came down the upper flight,)

Steel ! ""—next Monday’s thrilling story of—

Coker was skimming down the lower
flight, fleeing for lus life. Yells and
catcalls from the landing followed him;
but Coker did not turn. As had hap
pened  upon  innumerable  occasions,
Coker rvealised that he had bitten off
more than he coule masticate, and he
stood nof upon the order of his going,
but went at once.

“Dear old Coker!” pgrinned Dob
Cherry, as the Famous I'ive came back
into Study No. 1. * Always butting his

head against a stone wall!  Halle,
hallo, hallo! Bunfer's unpacked the
cake !

Billy Bunter had lelt the other fellows
to deal with Coker. He was busy gei-
ting the cake out of its wrappings.

Ii was really a handsome cake thal was
exposed to view when Bunter lifted the
lid of the cardboard box inside the
wrapping-paper. It weighed at least
seven pounds, it was of a fragrant rich-

ness, and the top was stacked with
marzipan, and in decorative letters
thereon appeared the words  Many

Happy Retutns™

“My hat! What a ripping cakel!”
vjaculated Nugent,

“Top-hele 1™

“The topholefulness is terrifie.”™

“TFancy Bunter whacling out a cake
like that! Wonders will never cease!l™
said Johnny DBull,

“Oh, really, Bnll—" _

“Top-hole, and no mistake™ =aid
Peter Todd, looking in at the door. *1
didn't know 1t was your hirthday,
Pinter,”?

“It 1sn’t,” sand Bunter.

“That's a birthday cake.”

“T—I mean, it is my hirthday,” =aid
Bunter, “I haven't had one for—for
months’ !

“Oh, my hat!
do wyou have in a yeari”
Peoter Todd,

“0Oh, really, Peter—" '

“Well, it's a ripping cake, and if's
very sporting of Bunter to offer to
whack it out in this study,” said Ilarry

How many birthdays
demanded

Wharton. “Trot out a kmfe, some-
body."

“Hold on!” exclaimed Deter.

“Eh? Why?"

“Well, T'd make sure it was Bunter’s
cake before I ecut it, if I were yon,”
drawled Peter. “That's a hirthday
cake, and it isn't Bunter’s birthday. 1t
may be somebody else’s birthday—and
somebody else's cake.”

“Great pip!”

“It's my cakel”
“Look here, Peler——

“If it’s your eake, old fat pippin, I'll
help wou get rid of it,” said Peter,
“But if it 1sn’t ”

“Gimme that knife, Bob Cherry.”

Bob Cherry did not give Bunter the
knife. Peter Todd's timely hint came ag
a warning to the Famous Five. They
knew their Bunter; and they sagely
decided to settle the question of the
ownership of the cake beyond the
shadow of a doubt before they disposed
of it internally.

“Tt must be Bunter’s if it’s addressed
to him,” said Frank Nugent doubtfully.

“But is 1t 7" asked Peter.

“Well, I suppose you looked at the
label, Bob, before you bagged 1t In
Quelchy’s study "

“‘How could I look at any old label,
with Coker jumping on my neck?” de-
manded Bob. “I  thought 1t was
Bunter's, as he said s0.”

“T say, you fellows

“Well, the label’s here, somewhere,”

roared Bunter.




MUST BE WON! Start solving the puzzle-pictures right now! b

said Harry Wharton.
look at it."”

He sorted out the lubel from the wrap-
pings.

“Jt's all right, yon
claimed Bunter hastily.
father, you know." ,

“Has vour father addressed it to Mr.
Quelch 7 exclaimed Wharton, holding
up the label.

“Yes! Exactly!” s

The juniors stared at the label. The
' address was H. Quelch, Fsq., Greyfriars.
A further inscription showed that it had
come from Chunkley's Stores in Court-
held.

“Quelchy 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
arhast.  **It—it—it 1sn't Bunter's at
ﬂ]l !_u

“Phew ! o

“Lucky you haven't scoffed it!” re-
marked Peter Todd dryly.

“(rreat Scoth!”

The juniors glared at Bunter. They
began to understand now why he had so
generously offered to “whack out’” that
handsome cake in Study No. 1. It was
not Bunter’s cake, but evidently the pro-
perty of Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove. What Bunter had wanted was
gotie temerarious youth to raid it for him
[rors the Form master's study !

“]—I say, you fellows, it's all nght!”

“YWe can easily

fellows!"  ex-
“It's from my

rasped DBunter.  “ My-—my pater ad-
dressed it care of Mr. Quelch, you
know '

“It's not addressed care of Quelchy—
itz addressed to Mr. Quelch!” roared
iols,

“Ye-e-es; that's all right! Safer, you
know !" gasped the Owl of the RHemove.
“I—I asked the pater to address it to
Quelchy, so—so-—so that it would be—be
safer in the post——-"

“Tt hasn't come by post! There's no
stamp on 1t!"

“EhY

“I1. 1ust have been delivered hy
(hunkley's van from Courtfield,” said
I'vter Todd  “ Blessed if T know what
(Juelchy wants with a birthday-cake—but
it's his!”

“ And we nearly scoffed it !" murmured
Wharton.

“I—J say, you fellows, it's all right!
It really i1sn’t Quelchy's cake,” urged
Bunter. My pater sent it specially i

“Your pater doesu’t deal with Court-
fichl shops, you fat villain!”

“Nunno! You see, ho telephoned to
Clonkley’s—"

“Petlter get it back 1o Quelchy's study
before he comes in,"” grinned Peter Todd.
17 Quelchy misses it and begins inguir-
ingg after it, there’ll be trouble for some-
body. "

“ Linok here, vou fellows, I'm going to
whack it out, you know!’ howled
Bunter. *“ You ecan have some, Deter.
Ciimane a knife!”

“You fat burglar—"

“It's my eake, you know, If you
fellow s think T heard Quelehy telephoning
to  Chunkley’s this morning, you're
makine a mistake. Quelchy didn’t order
thiz cake to send to his kid nephew for
his hirthday 1 don't believe he's got a
nephew,™

“(h, my hat!”

“IIe never telephoned to Chunklev's
af all, s T chidn't hear himi at the
phone,” said DBunter. " And he never
=nid anythinz about wanting a specially
nice cake with marzipan for his little
nephew, and didn’t mention that 1t was
to be delivered here this afternoon. |
never saw Chunkley’s van comes in faet,
i hasn't been anywhere near Grevfriars
today,  And if you think T got Bob
Chorry to fetch the cake so that Quelchy

—Harry Wharton & Co. !

i I—n|!' {
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I
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Bob Cherry swung round the big package in both hands, and it came into collision
with Horace Coker’s nose. Coker staggered back, and sat down on Mr. Quelch’s:
“Ow !’ he roared.
(dee Lnapler 1.)

carpet with a heavy bump.
yow !’

“Ow ! Wait till I get you—

wouldn't know that I'd had it, I can
nnl{y say you're jnll;,r suspicions.

“Oh, bump him!" said Bob,

“1 say, you fellows—I say—yoooop [

Bump!

Billy Bunter sat down on the floor of
Study No. 1, with a coneussion that made
the dust rise from the carpet,

The yell he gave was heard from end
to end of the Remove passage. Hé sal
and roared while the juniors hurriedly
replaced the wrappings on the cake, and
tied it up again. They were in breath-
less haste to get the cake back to where
it belonged, before it was missed., As
soon as it was wrapped up, Bob Cherry
hurried out of the study with it

“Taking the jolly old cake home
again?' asked Skinner, meeting him on
the stairs.

*Yes: it's not Bunter's.”

“Cireat pip! Did you think it was?”
yelled Skinner,

““He said it was——

“a, ha! If Bunier said it was, that
would make me think it wasn't,”
chortled Skinner.

iy

Bob Cherry hurried on, and Skinner

strolled down the staircase after him,
grinning. There was no sign of Coker
in the passages now—the great man of
the Fifth was in his own quarters repair-
ing damages. Bob Cherry hastened into

| My, Queleh’s study, thankful that the

Removo master had not yet returned,
He replaced the parcel on Mr, Queleh’s

table and left the study, and breathed
more freely when he turned the corner
of the passage. L'he Famous Five had
had a narrow escape  What would have
happened, had they “scoffed ” the cake
Mr, Quelch had specially ordered for his
nephew's birthday, was really too awful
to conternplate.  Dob returned to Study
No. 1, feeling that he had time to kick
Bunter mnow that the cake had Dbeen
returned to its proper place,

He was in time to see William George
Bunter ejected from Study No. 1, with
four feet {‘H_‘]Iilld to help him depart. Bob
hurried up to add a fifth foot, and Bunter
roared and rolled away.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wrathy !

R. QUELCH, the masler of the
M Remove, looked cross,

Ilis looks indieated exactly
what he was feeling like.

Shakespeare has remarked that when
sorrows come, they come not as singlo
spies, but in battalions. It is the same
with the smaller troubles of this trouble-
some earth. Small troubles had aceumu-
lated upon Mr. Queleh that day.

He had walked over to the vicarage fo
play chess with the vicar. It had rained,
and he had omitted to take an umbrella.
He had played one game, with the Muzio
opening, and had had to play black.
Naturally, Mr. Lambe bad mated him,

Don’t miss it, chaps—it's great !
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Ta a second game Mr. Quelch would have
had white, and with the same opening he
would have avenged his defeat. But the
vicar was called away.

The Remove Form master had walked
home to Greyfriars, and it still ramed.
He had thought of borrowing an
nmbrella at the vicarage, but a delusive
few minutes of sunshine had decided him
not to do so. Out of sight of the vicar-
age, the rain had come down with
redoubled vim.,

A passing motor-car had splashed Mr.
Quelch with mud in Friardale Lane. So
he came in wet and muddy and cross.

Having changed, he repaired to his
sindy, o find that, in spite of special in-
structions, the fire had been allowed to
go out. It was cold and dismal.

This accumulation of trifling worries
made My, Quelch breathe hard through
his nose. Ilad he been a married gentle-
man he might have found relief 1n
addressing a few dry and cutting remarks
to Mrs., Quelech. But he was a single
sentleman, so this relief was denied him.
There was only Trotter, the page, to
whom eutting re.iarkscould be addressed
—and Trotter had a solid stolidity under
sich inflictions which was disheartening.
However, Mr. Quelch was about to ring
for Trotter, to talk about the fire which
should have been kept in, but wasn't,
when he remembered the cake. He
glanced at his table, but there was no
package to be scen,

Mr. Quelch’s eyes glinted.

e made a stride to the telephone. He
jerked the receiver off the hooks, and
gave the exchange the number of
Chunkley's Stores in Courtfield.  wStrict
orders had been given by Mr. Quelch
that as eoon as the cake was delivered
from Chunkley's, it was to be placed m
his study, and he bad no doubt whatever
that Mrs. Kebble would have carvied out
thoze orders had the cake arrived. My,
Quelch was not exactly conscious of the
fact that he was yearning to rag some-
body, in revenge for the petty worries
that had piled on him that afterncon.
But undoubtedly he rang up Chunkley’s
in a warlike frame of mind

“Chunkley’s?Y” came a voice through
the instrument.  They always answered
like that from Chunkley’s in Courthield,
in nnitation of the big London stores.

“That 15 Chunkley's?”

* Yes, s’ _ _
“ My, Quelch speaking from Greyfriars
Schaool,  The eake has not been

delivered.”

“The gate?”

“(ake!” roared Mr. Quelch.

“(Oh, cake! You said cake!”

“Yes, cake!l”

“I will put you through to the con-
fectionery department.”

Mr. Quelch waited and fumed. Tt was
a cold day, and the rim of the receiver,
jammed to his ear, was very eold—in faet,
iey.  The ey run of a receiver was
irvitating to a middle-aged gentleman
who was subject to attacks of nevralgia
on rainy days. Mr. Quelch waited, his
cyes glinting more than ever at the
transmitter.

“Area you through?' came a soft
feminine voice firom 1he exchange.
“Eh! Whati"”

“Are you through?”

“Yes!” snapped Mr, Quelch.

*Oh, very well!”

Another wait.  Mr. Queleh grow im-
patient.  Apparently the gentleman at
Chunkley’s who had undertaken to put
him throngh to the confectionery depart-
ment had walked away and forgotten his
existence. . Mr. Quelch jommed at the
hooks ta ring up the exchange.

Earn £100 for a few moments’ worR,

-this afternoon

“Number, please.™
“Kindly ring up Chunkley’s again for
me t”

H'Ei.l?'“
“Courtfield one double 0!7 snapped
AMr. Quelch, *1 cannot get an answer.”

“T will ring them again,™ said the
ferminine voice, with a tone of reproof
in it.

Another wait, Then:

“Chunkley ! came over the wires.

“1 am teﬁzphnnjng to inquire about a
cake that should have
here this afternoon !

“Who is speaking "

“Mr. Quelch, Greyfriars School.™

“Myr. Squelch?”

been delivered

“Quelch!”  shrieked the Remove
master. ‘‘ Mr., Quelch.” .
“Qh, Quelch! Very good. Iid you

say a rake? I will put you through to
the ironmongery department.™

s Nﬂl‘. a
Quelch.

But it was too late,
came through:

“Chunkley’s |

“] am inquiring about a cake——

“This is the ironmongery department.
Cakes are in the confectionery depart-
ment. I will put you through.”

Mr., Quelch’s eyes were like summer
lightnming now. He waited, but the con-
fectionery department at Chunkley’s
Stores was not so rapid in its methods as
the ironmongery department. He waited
and waited, and at last a voice came:

“Chunkley’s!”

Another volee

“Is that the confectionery depart-
ment?” hissed Mr., Queleh,
“No; this 15 the inguiry office. Can

I put yvou through to the confectionery
department?”

“*¥eg!”

Buzrazzzz

“Chunkley’s ! came a voice.

“Is that the confectionery depart-
ment 7
“Yes:  confectionery department,

Chunkley’s.”

Mr. Quelch felt that he was “ geiting
warm,” as it were, in this game of hide-
and-zeels.

* A cake should have been delivered to
me by your van this aftermoon——""

“Who 13 speaking ¥’

“Mr. Quelch, Greyfriars School. The
cake was ordered by telephone this morn-
ing, and delivery was promised——"

“That would be the telephone orders
department, I will put you through.”

Buzzzzzzz !

“Chrenkley’s!” came a new voice,

“Is that the telephone orders depart-
ment 7" gasped Mr, Queleh.

“Yes. Who is speaking ¥

“Mr. Quelch, Greyfriars School, A
cake was ordered by telephone this morn-
g, and has not yet been delivered.”

“Our van will deliver it fo-morrow
morning —"’

“It was specially promised for delivery

“Oh, quite so! That would be in the
special orders department. Please hold
on, and T will put you through.”

The division of labour at Chunkley’s
Stores was evidently on the lines of the
biggest London emporiams,  Mr Queleh
was getting a little breathless with this
prolongoed chase,

“Chunkley’s!” came a fresh voice.

“Is thal the special orvders depart-
ment?™ breathed Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, girl”

“I have rung up fo inguire——""

“Have you finished?” came the solt
fenninine voice from the exchange.

“No!" shricked AMr. Quelch

{F”ll !H

rake—a cake!” roared Mr. |

See pages 14 and 15!

“Chunkley’'s! Is that Chunkley's?”
foomed Mr Quelch.  “I am inquiring
about a cake——"

“That would be in the confectionery
department. I will put you throngh——~

“stop ! yelled Mr., Quelch.

(17 Eh?l’

“Hold on! Answer me! Tt was a
special order, for delivery this afternoon
by your motor-van., The cake has not
arrived.” .

“Please hold on a few moments while
I inquire.”

Mr. Quelch held on more than a few
moments. Indeed, it seemed to him that
he had been holding on for a good part
of a lifetime, when the voice came
through again,

“Are you there?”

“Yes " snorted Mr. Quelch.

“What name, please?”

“Mr. Quelch, Greyfriars School.”

“Hold on a moment,” ‘

Another wait. Then the voice:

“No order wns booked to-day for a
Mr. Mooch. There was a birthday-cake
for delivery to a Mr. Quelch &

“My name is Quelch.”

“ Are you not Mr. Mooch "

“No!” raved the Remove master.
am not Mr. Mooch!” H

‘“ But you gave the name of Mooch—

“I gave the name of Quelch!”

“T thought you suid Mooch—

“Y am not responsible for what you
thought, if indeed you are capable of
thinking at all!” howled the Remove
master.

“Eh

“Is that cake coming to-day?”

“Hold on while I inguire.”

Mr. Quelch seemed to be understudy-
ing Roderick Dhu as he stood at the tele-
phone, at that period when, as the poet
tells us, “dark lightnings flashed from
Raderick’s eve.”

But the voice from Chunkley’s came
through again at last.

“Are you there?”

“T am here!” hissed Mr. Quelch,

“ A birthday-cake, ordered by telephone
for special delivery this afternoon—is
that correct?”

“Yes, sir; that is correct. And you
must allow me to say that your method of
conducting business is  extremely un-
husinesslike, not to say stupid and
exasperaling. The cake was promised.
for delivery this afternoon without fail,
and it has not been delivered.”

“ Allow me '

“It was my desire to send that ecake
by post this afternoon, and the local post-
office closes at six, an M

[ Bl]t—J? .

“T shall not be able to despatch it
Can you deliver that cake in time for the
post. That is what I want to know.”

“Quite so. The cake was delivered by
the motor-van at three-thirty-this after-
noon,”

“What o

“ Our carman has the receipt signed by
a Mrs. Pebble, or Stebble—"

“Mrs. Kebble. The housekeeper.”

“Quite so. Mrs. Kebble.  You will
find that the cake has been delivered, sir.
[s there anything more we can do for
youl”’ . _

My. Quelch hung up the recciver wih-
out answering. He was rather red in the

I'-I-'I

LR )

face. Evidently the cake had been
delivered as  arranged, and he had

slanged Messrs, Chunkley for mnothing.
But if the cake had been delivered, why
was it not in his stndy as ordered? 1k
was utterly unlike the Greyirviars honse-
keeper to forget her instructions.  Mr,

J} Quelch jumped for the Lell and rang it,

“Yesar !

Tom Redwing is the central figure in this coming treat—
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Listen in during the

T'rotter put his shock head in at the
doorway., e eyed Mr. Quelch rather
warily. He did not like the look in the
Form master’s eye.

“Trotter, inquire at eonce of Murs,
Kebble whether a cake was delivered
from Chunkley’s thiz affernoon.”

“Yessir! I brought it ‘ere,
according to orders.™

“You brought it here?™

“ ¥Yeszir,"”

“To this study ™

* Yessir,”

“Then where 15 1657

“On the table, sir.”

“ Are you blind, Trotier ¥

“Th?* No, sir, I 'ope not!”

“Look at the table I”

Trotter looked at the table.

“Well, where i1s the cake?" _

“I put it on the Pable, sir, according
to horders,” said Trottev. * It ain’t my
fault if it ain't there now, sir.”

Mr. Quelch tried to calm himself. e
was conscious that a state of fumning 1rri-
tation was mnot consistent with the
dignity of a Form master.

“You are sure you placed the cake
on the table, Trotter?”

“Yessir, leastways the parcel,
Mrs. Kebble said it was a cake, sir,”

*Then where is it now "

“I don't know, sir!"”

“When did you place it on the table 7"

“Boon as 1t was delivered, sir.”

“1 mean at what time?"

T'rotter seratched his head.

“1 think about four o'clock, sir.”

“Then it has been removed since,”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

“Well, I don't see it on the blooming
table now, sir,” admjitted Trotter.

“Kindly do not use such adjectives
in my presence, Trotter. It 15 most un-
seemly.”

“Oh! Yessir.”

“You may go, Trotter.”

1 YEE#]..I'.”

Trotter. went.

sir,

and

Below stairs he re-

ported to an interested circle that old]

Quelch was in one of his *“ blooming
tantrums.”  Fortunately, Mr. Quelch

TMEIT.
t.. i
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nuJ'e]-uﬂp;'suﬂlmw I

did not know that his majestic wrath
was described in such terms.

He proceeded to look about the study
for the calie. Tt was possible that somne

‘disrespectful fag, of a practical joking

turn, had seen the cake, and put it out
of sight. But he locked for it n vain.
The cake was not in the study ; evidently
it had been taken away. Mr. Quelch
could scarcely credit that even the
groediest and most reckless fag could
have had the nerve to raid a cake that
was his property, and from his study.
But it was gone, and there was no other
conclusion to bhe drawn. Im a white
heat of wrath Mr. Quelch proceeded to
make extensive and exhaustive inguiries
after the missing cake.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch on the War-Path!

66 HERRY !
The door of Study No. 13
in the Remove opened quite

suddenly, Four juniors jumped
to their feet at once. Bob Cherry and
Mark Linley, Hurree Jamset Eam Singh
and Wun Lung the Chinee, were all
there, when Mr. Quelch appeared like a
bolt from the blue,

The look on Mr. Quelch’s face was
alarming.

Naturally the juniors did not know
anything about a lost game of chess, a
forgotten umbrella, a walk in the rain,
or a telephonic argument with various
departments in Chunkley's Stores at
Courtfield. They did not even know
anything yet about a missing cake. But
Mr. Quelch’'s loock was enough to tell
them that there was danger in the air,
and that it behoved them to be very re-
spectful and very wary. Mr. Quelch
erenerally was a just master, though a
severe one; but it was well known in the
Remove that Quelchy had to be given
his head.

“ Cherry 1™

Three juniors felt a sense of relief at
hearing that name pronounced; one felt

chilly winter evenings on one of our Wireless Seis! (f

a sense of consternation. That one wag
the owner of the name.

“Yes, sir?” gasped Bob.

He wondered what Mr. Quelch was
on the war-path for this tirae. He couid
not remember any recent sins of coms-
mission or omission.

“Cherry! Where iz the cake "

“The—the cake 7"

“The eake that you purloined from my
study during my absence this after-
noon ! thundered Mye. Quelch.

“0Oh erumbs !”

“\What, what?"

“1—I mean—" stammered Dob,

“Where is it? Have you dared to
consume it—to devour it ?"”

“Nunno! I never——"

“Do you deny having purloined the
cake from my study?”

“Yes! No! That is—hem—I—oh—
U " stuttered Bob.

“Boy, answer me direcily! T have
evidence that you were seen to enter my
study and remove the package contain-
ing the cake. A Fifth Form boy saw
you [

“Oh! That ass Coker i

“What 7"

“T—] mean—vyou see, siv!"” pgasped
Bob., “I—I did and I didn't! I-—I
fetched the cake away for Bun—for a
chap. I thought it was his.”

“ Nonsense !

“] did, sir! Then I found out that it
wasn't his, and took it back again,” said
Boh, recovering his self-possession a
little,  “It's all right, sir. The cake
wasn't damaged the least little kg™

Mr. Quelch’s oyes gleamed at Bob.

“Listen to me, Cherry! The cake is
missing from my study. It was placed
there when delivered this afternoon
from Chunkley's Stores. I have made
inguiries—a wﬁuia hour of my time has
been expended on making inguries,
Finally, I learned that a I'ifth Iorm
hoy not only saw you enter my study,
but followed you in, thinking that you
intended to play a trick there. He
actually saw you take the parcel away

gy

X
) N
By

““If you do not immediately open this door, Bunter,”’ rapped Mr. Quelch,
the school, instead of being flogged ! ™ ;
day !? *‘Wha-at! Open this door at once !’ “ Sha’'n’t ! ” retorted Bunter deflantly. (Jee Chapter 7.)

““1 don’t care,”” howled Billy Bunter,

¢ jt is very probable that you will be expelled from
“‘ I'd rather be sacked than flogged any

—and the sailor-lad proves his mettie *gainst heavy odds !
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8 Billiards in the Home, Six Magnificent Tables waiting to be won!

and escape to the Hemove passage with
it. Do you deny this?”
“0Oh, no, sir! But—"

“Then what?”

“Oh dear !” gasped Bob.

At that moment Bob Cherry would
have enjoyed kicking Billy Bunter with
the biggest and heaviest football-boot
imaginable. But, naturally, he did not
want to mention Bunter’s mame ta Mr.
Quelch, Mark Linley came to the
reseue,

“Tob was told by another fellow that
the cake was his, sir. He asked Bob to
feteh it from your study.”

* Absurd I”

“Tt's true, siv!” gasped Bob, “We—
we didn’t look at the label till we got it
into Wharton's study, and then we found
out that it was addressed to you, =ir.”

“Yon were deceived by another boy
into believing that the cake was lhs?”
demanded Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir, until we the
label,”

“Then vou learned that the cake was
my property "

“Yes, sir. And I took it back to your
study, and put it where I had found it."”
“The cake 15 not in my study now.”

“ But—but it must be!” gasped Bob.
“T—1 left it there. Oh, my hat!” lie
added suddenly. “That fat idiot—hem
—num—I bep your pardon, sir!”

Bob guessed, while he was speaking,
that Billy Bunter had gone alter the
cake again, Having failed to throw the
responsibility for bagging it upon Harry
Wharton & Co., the Owl of the Remove
had taken the matter into his own
fat hands. That explanation occurred to
Bob in a flash.

“ Do you give me your word, Cherry,
that you replaced the cake in my atmf}-
after discovering vour mistalke ?"”

* Certainly, sirl”

“T should like to helieve yvou; but the
cake is mot there, Yon were led into
taking it, in the first place, by a false
statement made by another boy T

“H'm! Yes, siv.”

“His name 7"

Bob Cherry wriggled uneasily. Tle
did not want to give Bunter's name,

“If what you state is correct, Cherry,
it was doubtless that boy who possessed
himself of the cake after you had re-
placed it %"

“I—1 suppose so, sir.”

“1 require to know his name at once.”™

Bob looked helplessly at his study-
mates. There was a deep silence in the
study.

“1 am

looked at

waiting for your answer,

Cherry,” =aid Mr. Quelch, in a grinding.

voice. ““A theft has been committed—
the purloining of the cake is a theft.
The thief will be flogged by the head-
master, if indeed he is not expelled from
the school, I give you the chance of
clearing yoursell by helping me to dis-
cover the truth.”

“The—the chap isu't a thief, sir,”
slammered Bob., “He—he’s only a born
idiot, sir] He thinks anything.is his if
he wants if, especially grub—I1 mean,
fuck.”

“ Are you speaking of Buntor?™

“H'ml”

“1 will speak to Bunter hefore ques-
tioning vou further, Cherry.”

A\lr. Quelch whisked out of Study
No. 13, and whisked along the Remove
passage to Study No. 7. Most of the
study doors were .open now, and the
Removites were on the qui vive. The
alarm had spread that the Remove
master was up among the studies on the
warpaih, and the juniors were anxious

1 denial,

to know what was the matter, and
especially who was to be the victim,

Mr. Quelech threw openihe door of
Study No. 7, where he found DPeter
Todd and Duiton and William George
Bunier,

“Bunter !?

“Oh! Yes, sir,” stutiered DBunter,
jumping up, “I didn't; sir.”
“What 7"’

“T never did it, sir.”

“You never did what?”

“Oh—er—anything, sir!”  gasped
Bunter, realising that he had been a
little too “ previous,” as it were, with his
It would really have been maore
judicious to learn first what dr. Quelch
had come to the study for.

“Did you purloin a cake from my
study, Bunter:”

“(Certainly not, sir!”

“Did you tell Robert Cherry that a

. 1Y

cake in my study was yours!

“Ob, no, sir; nothing of the kind! 1
never said a word on the subject. 1
never knew you had a ecake, sir. Whar.
ton can prove that. He was present the
whole time.”

“What time?”

“Phe time I was telling them abont the
cake—I—I mean, the time I wasn't tell-
ing them, sir. That is to say s

“The eulprit is found, I think,” =aid
Mr. Quelch grimly. *“ Bunter, you told
Cherry that a cake in my study was your
property in order to induce him to get
it for you.”

“ —.]——" Bunter stuttered. “Ii’s all
right, sir. 1t was taken back again.
When they saw the label the beazts made
out that 1t wasn't my cake!”

*What "

“T—] mean, as soon as I saw the label
T pointed out that it wasn't my cake, and
—and insisted upon Cherry taking il
back, sir.”

“1 am aware that Cherry replaced the
cake in my study, BDunter, It was {aken
away afterwards.”

“Waw-w-w-was if, sir?”

“Tt was, and by you!”

“0Oh, no, sir! I—I never saw il
again!” gasped Bunter, in great alarm.
“Nothing of the kind, sir. 1 never went
near your study.”

“]1 ecannot believe that statement,
Bunter! You have already told me hall
a dozen falsehoods in the last few
minutes. You induced Cherry to fetch
away the cake by false representations,
and when he discovered your irickery he
very properly replaced it. Tt is perfectly
clear that you then oblained possession
of it yourself.”

“—JI—-]—-

“Your object, no doubt, was {o allow
the blame to fall upon Cherry in ihe
first place. Having failed in {hat—tihal
ne]fnriuus design, yvou took ihe risk your-
seli.”

“Qh, no, sir! I—"

“That will do! T am now going o
report the matter to the headmaster.
You may accept my assurance, Dunter,
that you will be flogped to-morrow morn-
ing if Dr. Locke does mnot consider it
more judicious to expel you from Grey-
friars.”

(1] l::}h ]ﬂr‘!‘ !ll‘

Mr. Quelch swept ont of the study. Tle
left consternation behind him.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
For It}

i UNTER ¥
B “Vou awful ass!”

“You've done it now !I”
“Fairly done it!”

“The donefulness is terrific!”

Study No, T was crowded wiih
Remove fellows: the passage outside was
craowded, Mr. Queleh had gone, and the
juniors felt as if a thunderbolt had
passed {heir way, just missing them.

Billy Bunler sat in the armechair in
Siudy No. 7, utterly overcome with
dismay. 1le blinked dismally and
dazedly at the Removiles, Prep was
suspended for the time all along the
Remove passage,

“ Yon shricking mss!” said Peter Todd,
in meaeured tones.  “You've landed
vourself at last!™

“QOh, really, Peter!” mumbled Bunier,

“You fat idiot ! roared Bob Cherry.
“Why hadn’t you sense enough to leave
the eake alone after 1'd put 1t back?”

““Has Bunter sense enough for any-
thing?* said Vernon-Smith.

“ I never touched it ! shricked Bunter.

“Gammeon !’

:‘H..Dt l."!‘

“ Keep that for the Head!”

“1 thought even Bunter would keep
clear of Quelchy’s study in his grub-
raiding,” said Harry Wharton. * It was
a dirty trick to iry to get us to raid the
cake E:-r him: but I never thought he
would have the nerve to raid it himself.,”

“Same here!” remarked INugent.

“(Oh, Bunter's got plenty of necrve
when there’s tuck io be had!” said
Skinner, “He might have whacked out
the ecake.”

“1 never had it!” yelled Duanler.

“ Bow-wow "

“T1 sweal——"

“What's the good of giving that to
ns®? asked Skinner.  “Keep it for the
Irad, you [at duffer!”

“ ¥ pever went near Quelehy’s study !V
roared Bunter, “At least, I never went
T

“Oh, you did go mear it?” grinned
Sk,

“Well, T may have gone as far as_ihe
door,”” said Bunter cauntiously. “I—I
ihought of bagging that cake. I-—1
wanted to give you some for tea, Toddy.”

“ Rats 1"

“Put I never bageed it,” said Dunter.
“T thought it would be too thick., Yon
ceo, I knew Quelchy would make a row
when he missed it. So I gave it a miss.”

“Then where's the cake?” askel
Johnny Bull,

“Haow should I know®”

“Only the X-rays could discover that
cake now,” chuckled the Bounder.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 pever had it ! howled Dunter. 1
snppose you fellows can take my word®”

“Your word! Ay hat!”

“Who had it if you didn't?"” demanded
Baob Chorry,

“T Jon't know. Terhaps you never
taok it back to Quelchy's room at all
\lost likely you scoffed it, and only pre-
tended you'd taken it back.”

“What!" bawled Bob Cherry.

“YWoll, that scems to me jolly likely,”
-aid Bunter. * You were the last person
to =eo it alive—1 mecan

“ After all, who's going to prove ihat
Bob Cherry did take the cake back™
asked Snoop.

Baob gave Sidney James
[erocious glave.

Spoop &

s Modern Smuggling ! ’—told by Bob Cherry—next week I—
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the hammer to drive it home, Clang !

From within the box-rcom came the answering sound of a hammer.

Bang ! The din was terrific,

(See Chapter 9.)

Gosling jammed the pointed end of the crowbar between the lock and the door jamb, and hegan thumping on the end with
Fellows of all Forms came crowding to the scene,

Billy Bunter, the rebel, was barricading himself in.

“If wy word isn't good c¢nough for
vou, Snoop, I've got a list here!” he
roared.

Snoop backed away rather hastily,

“ Besides, Skinner saw me,” weni on
Bob, looking round. *Skinner was
q*tml':l'ning downstairs, and he saw me do
it

“That’s so0,” assented Skinner, “I'm
a jolly old witness, as il turns ont. 1
E]uﬁ Cherry taking the cake home to ifs
dad.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Somebody bagged it alterwards”™
said Wharton, “and it's preity clear who
that somebody was."”

“Yes, rather!”

“Bunter was after the cake!”
remarked Skinner. “Ho tried to get
another fellow to bag it for him, and
failed,
should say.”

“The clearfulness is terrific.”

“I say, you fellows s

“Well, it will be a flogging.” saul
Peter Todd. “I must say that Dunter
has asked for it.”

“0Oh, really, Toddy—-"

“Happy prospect for the moruing,
Dunter,” remarked Vernon-Smith: and
he walked away grinning.

Bunter blinked round at the juniors.

“I say, you fellows, I never had the
eake. T—I say, Wharton, youn're going
lo stand by me, old chap! You're no
coing to let me bz flogged for some-
thing I never did.”

“DBut you did o it!"
captain of the Remove.

“[ didn’t! I'm inuocent 7

“Rats!”

“On my honour

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Your jolly old hououwr is a bit ion
mouldy !”  remarked Bolsover  wajor.
“(ut that ont, Dunter!”

“1 say, you fellows, youn ought io
back me j, when 'm wmmocent as the
babe unnborn ! walled DBunter. 1
swear I never touched the cake. T'm
not going to be flogged for nothing!
Look here, Wharton—-"

exclatined the

"aasped Bunier.

The rest 13 pretty clear, I}

“Well, what can I do, ass?"

“You fellows can all go to the Tead
together,” said Bunter eagerly. * Tell
him vou know I didn’t touch the cake,
ﬂnd_ll‘

“But wo know you did.”

“1 didn't!" shrieked Bunter,

“Br-r-r-r-r-r 1"

The Removites dispersed to their own
studies, No. 7 was left to itself. Peter
Todd resumed his prep, while Bunter
sat in a collapsed state in the armchair,
and blinked at him pathetically.

“Peter, old man—"

“Shurrup ™

“I never touched the cake, Deter!”

i Hﬂah!,j

“I'm not going to be flogged.”

“Tell the Head so! No good telling
me! I'm not the jolly old executioner.”

“I—1 say, Peter, do you recally think
it will bo a flogging ¥

“Quelehy locked like it."”

“But I'm innocent ! wailed Dunter.

“Chuck it!”

“D-d-don’t you belicve me, Peler?”

“ Believe you! My only hat!”

“I swear—""

“(iive us a rest!”

“ Beast !

Peter resumed his prep oneo move;
Lut William George Bunter did nol
think of prep. He was much too
worriedl to eare anvthing about prep.
The bave thought of a flogging made
the fat junmior quiver like a jelly. A
Head's flogging was no  joke-—mueh
pluckier fellows than Bunter would have
regarded 16 with serious apprehension,
3illv Bunter was wont to raise the roof
if hoe received a2 mere eaning. And a
Hogging——— That simply did not bear
thinking of, DBut Dunter found that he
could think of nothing clse.

Half au howre later there waz a heavy
fvead e the Remove passage, and
Wingate of the Sixth looked into Study
No, T

“Bunler here ™ azked the prefect.

A whimpering groan answered nim
fronn the depths of the armehanr.

“Oh, you're there! Ticad's message,”

—and a screaming farce—*‘ The Vanished Trezzure

sald Wingate briefly, “You're to go
into Dr. Locke’s study to-morrow morn-
ing, Bunter, when the Remove go into
Form."™

“Wha-a-at for?” asked Dunter
faz*r‘ll:]y.

P e 3
u{];[:ﬁ(:l:i Hogging.
The captain of Greyfriars, having
delivered his message, walked away.

Bunter gave Peter Todd a dolorous
blink,

“I—I say, Peter, what's a chap to
do ?"

“Keep yvour hands from picking and
stealing !” suggested Peter. ** Honesty
is the best poliey!”

“I never touched the cake!"

“Ass!  Detter put o couple of exer-
cise-books in your bags to-morrow
morning "

“I'm not golng to be flogged!™ yelled
Bunter.

“Looks to me as if you are!™

“T'm innoecent!™

“ Fathead !

That was all the sympathy that
Willlam  George Bunter received,
I’'robably it was as much as William
George deserved,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Impossible !

HERLE was an extremely lugu-
l bripus face at the Remove fable
the following morning.
It was the fat face of William
George DBunter,
The impending flogging weighed upon
Dunter's spivits, allecting them as the
impending  sword affected Damocles of

old, o
So  very lugubrious  was  Wilham
Cieorgs  that many of the Remove

[cllowa felt quite sympathetic.
st sympathy was of mno

Bunter. '
In its way it was, perhaps, grateful

u=e lo

and comforting; but what Bunter really
17?_hy Billy Bunter !
Tue Macxer Laprary.—No. 826,
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wanted was rescue from the threatening
birch.

And there was no rescue.

The fiat had gone forth. Mr. Quelch
had stated the case to the Head, and
the Head had fully concurred in Mr.
QJueleh's opinion that a flogging was
rssential. Mr. Quelch's opinion oft that
point was fixed and immutable. A cake
for which he had paid seventeen-and-
gix had been purloined. A promised

resent for his little nephew had not
Emn despatched in time. Mr. Quelch
had had to invest in a second cake,
which was certain to arrive late on the
festive occasion. These were serious
things; and, moreover, Mr. Quelch felt
that his authority had heen specially
flouted by this outrage in hizs own study.
The Hemove master was merciless; the
flogging was a sure thing.

At the  breakfast-table Bunter
ventured to send an imploring blink
towards his Form master at the head
of the table. DBut Mr. Quelch’s expres-
sion was as unbending as that of a stone
mmage.

There was no hope in that quarter,

Neither was there any hope in the
Head! It was absolutely certain that
Dr. Locke would not even listen to
Bunter's asseverations of his innocence.

Bunter was too well known. More-
over, there was the undoubted fact that
hoe had attempted to purloin the cake by
means of Bob Cherry. Bunter was
found guilty and sentenced, and only
the oxecution remained to be carried
out. And Skinner remarked that, on
Bunter's looks, he would have to be
carried out, too, when it was over.
Certainly the Owl of the Remove did
not look as if he would go through it
with anything like fortitude.

In point of fact, Bunter felt that he
couldn't, wouldn’t, and shouldn't go
through it. 3
possible.  Floggings apportioned to
other fellows were light matters—indeed,
rather entertaining in some ways. A
flogging apportioned to Bunter was
quite a different matter. When it was
Willizin George Bunter who was poing
to be flogged, things became serious.

After breakfast Dunter rolled oot
dismally inte the quad, misty with
yvesterday's rain. Some of the juniors
were punting about a foothall,, but
Bunter did not join them.

He drove his hands deep inio his
pockets, and loafed about in the lowest
of spirits. Hig brother Sammy, of the
Second Form, joined him with an wn-
brotherly grin on his face.

“You're for it, old man !™
minor.

“T'm innocent, Sammy !

“He, he, he!"”

“What are you cackling at, you fat
little beast ! demanded Bunter major
indignantly.

“Well, yvou might have whacked ont
tha ecake,”” sald SBammy DBunter, 1
heve let you have some if I'd bagged
ilitn

*I never bagged 17

*“He, he, he!™

“"And T'm not going o he flogged
easped Bunter. *“I1—I couldn’t stand
it, Sammy !’

“You won't have to stand,” said
Sammy. “You'll be bending over Gos-
hng's back. Gosling will have to stand
it. He, he, ha!”

Billy Bunter gave his minor a glare
through his big spectacles. Sammy
evidently saw something funny in the
whole business, and was greatly enter-
tained. It was unsympathetie, and it
was unbrotherly. Billy Bunter made a

sanl Bunter

rJ:I'

It was, in fact, quite 1m-’

grab at Sammy’s: collar and whirled
himm round and planted a large size in
boots on Sammy. )

"There was a roar from Bunter minor.

“Yaroooh!”

Billy Bunter stalked away and Sammy
roared.,

“Yah! T hope youwll get it hot!
{’]w 11-:

Bunter rolled on dismally. There had
been a momentary s=olace in kicking
Sammy, but it did not last; Bunter's
tronbles returned thick npon him.

When the bell rang for classes the
Removites started for their Form-room,
but Bunter did not go with them.
Bunter was due in the Head's study.

Bob Cherry eclapped him on the

shoulder,

“Cheer up, fatty! Make up vour
mind to it, you know; there's no get-
ting out of it now.”

“1 never did it!" groaned Bunier.

“Oh rats!” said Bob.

And he followed the rest of the
Remove, leaving Bunter standing like
a fat statue of woe in the corridor.

Mr. Quelch came along to the Form-
room  and ealled to the Owl of the
Hemove.

“ Bunter "

“Ow! Yes, sir?

“Go to the Head's study.”

“I'm innecent, sir!"

"“(Go to the Head's study at once,
Bunter|” said Mr. Queleh in a voice of
thunder. And he rustled inte the
Remove-room.

Dilly BDunter rolled away. DBut he did
not proceed in tha direction of the
Head’s study, DBunter was not of the
stuff of which heroes are made--and
even a plucky fellow might well have
hesitated to . disobey his Form inaster
and defy the Head. But Bunter simply
couldn’t stand the flogging; it was too
tnuch for flesh and hlood to hear. He
rolled away from the staircase, and dis-
appeared upstairs.

Meanwhile, Gosling, the porter, had
arrived in Dr. Locke’s study for the
business of ‘““hoistine " the vietim of the
execution. Dr. Locke arrived a minute
or two later and glanced round.

“Where 1s the bov, Gosling?® he
aslodl,

“He ain't ‘ere, sir.”

“Dear me!” said Dr., Tocke. ITe
glanced at his watch., “I am due in
the Sixth Form room in five minutes.
Kindly proceed {o the Remove room,
Gosling, and request Mr. Quelch o
send Buniler here.”

““ Yessir 1™

Gosling  proceeded to the Remove
room, He tapped and looked in.
Class was jJust begmning, and Mr,
Quelch glanced round with an irritated
X I']I'{.‘.""n.'? IO,

“Well, Gosling?? he rapped ouf.

“The 'Ead's =ent me for Master
Bunter, sir.”

“Bunter is waiting in the Head's
study.”

‘“He ain't, sir!?

“What? I distinetly orderead Bunier
to  proceed to Dvr. Locke's study at
once " exclaimed the Remove master.

“Well, sir, he ain't there.”

““Wonsense! Ha must be there.”

Cosling grunted,

“Well, the 'Ead "ave sent me ’ere for
him,” he answerad, “What ham I to
cay to the "Had, sir?”

Mr. Quelch hreathed hard and deep.

“Wharton, I shall leave you in charge
of the class for a few minutes.”

“Yes, sir!’” sarrd Harry.

Mr. Quelech whisked out of the Form-
room, Gosling, with a faint grin on

Magnetites—this is the Opportunity of a Lifetime! Grasp it Now!

his gnarled countenance, followed him.
A buzz broke out in the Remove-room
as scon as they were gone.

“Bunter's bunked!” grinned Skinner,

“Dodging the jolly old fogging,”
gaid Peter Todd. * He must be an ass!
The Head will lay it on harder if he's
kept waiting '™

There was great excitement in the
Remove-room, Tha juniors wailed
anxiously for Mr, Quelch to return,
eager to guess from his looks what had
happened. But minute followed minute,
and Mr. Quelch did not return.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Deflance !

{1 R. QUELC "
“Dr. Locke—"
“Where iz Bunter?”

“Is he not here?”

“ Obviously not,” said the Head dryly,
“I think I requested you to send him
here, Mr. Quelch.”

“]1 ordered him to come here only a
few minutes ago, sir.”

“Bless my soul! Is it possible that
he has disobeyed your order?®”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“It appears so, sir. I will find him,
and "

Dr. Locke consuled his watch, _

“T am keeping the Sixth Form waii-
ing, Mr. Quelch. 1 cannot delay any
longer now, Please let Bunter ba
brought here at eleven o'elock, when I
shall be at liberty.”

“Very well, =ir,” said the Remove
master.

Dr, Locke rustled away; he was
taking the Sixth in Greek that morning,
and he did not know how glad the
Sixth would have been had he been
delayed a good deal langer.

Mr. Quelech followed him from ihe
study, with tight lips and a glint in
hiz eyes.

Bunter had put the lid on, so fo
speak. To all his other sins he had
added direct disobedience and defiance.

Mr., Quelch's class was waiting for
him. DBut he did not give them a
thought just then., He wanted DBunter,

He proceeded to look for that elusiva
youth,

He looked in wain.

In the passages, in the visitors’ roam,
in the chanring-room, in the lobby, up
and down and round about., there was
no sign of Willhlam George Bunter,

Mr, Quelch ascended to the Remove
paszage, Study No. 7 was vacant, lle
lcoked in the other studies. No sign
of Bunter.

At the top of a Litle staircase at Lhe
end of the Remove passage there was a
box-room. Mr. Quelch ascended that
little staircase, with erimson cheeks and
haleful eyes. The door of the box-
room did not open to his touch.

He rattled the knob, feeling fairiy
certain that he had ron William Georgo
Bunter to earth at last.

* Bunter !’

0w

“Punter! Doy!l™

“IJ—I'm not here, sirt?”

“What 1"

“I—1I mean

“TIs this door locked, Bunter?”?

“1—T1 think so, sir.”

“Unlock it at once !

No answer.

“Do you hear me, Bunter?’ bawled
Mr. Quelch.

“Ow! Yes, siv.

“ Admit me immediately! ITow dare
you conceal yourself in this bhox-room,

¥

A laugh, a scream, a roar—*‘ The Hidden Horde ! ’—by Dicky Nugent !
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Bunter, instead of going to Dr, Locle's

study, as I commanded you!
“T never did it, sir! I never touched

IT]

the cake!
“Open this door!”
“T'm not going lo be fogged!”
“ What—what?"”
“I'm not goin be

to logged !

roared Bunter. “I won't stand 1it! So
there !

“Are you mad, hoy?’

“Yah!”

“Bless my soul! If you do not imme-
diately submit to authority, Bunter, it
i= very probable that you will be ex
pelled from the school, instead of being

Hogoed.”
“I don't care!”
“What! You do not care?”

“T'1 rather be sacked than flogged,
any day ! retorted Bunter. “I've never
bad justice here. I'm not going to be
florged I

““Open this door at once!”

“Sha'n"t!"

“Wha-a-at 7"

“oha'n't!” roared DBunter.

It was rebellion, with a vengeance.
Iixtreme funk had made Bunter reck-
lessly brave. Expulsion from Greyiriars
was, in his opinion, infinitely preferable
to a flogging. Expulsion meant that the
trouble of the affair would fall chiefly
upon his people. "A flogging meant that
it would fall entirely upon himsell.
That was more than enough for Bunter.

“Did—did—did you say ‘sha™m’t’?”
cjaculated Mr. Quelch, scarcely believ-
ing his ears,

“Yes, I did!”

“Open this door [

‘ls ]ﬂr!n!t_ !'I'l

“] command you——

“Sha'n’t!”

“For the last time, Bunter——

“Sha'n't ™

“Bless my soul!l”

Mr. Quelch gave it up. There was no
getting through a thick oak door, locked
on the inside, to deal with Bunter. In
all his carcer as a Form-master, Mr.
Quelch had never come up agamst cir-
cumstances like these before, and he was
fairly at a loss. The Remove master, in
a pasping state, retreated down the
stairs, and Bunter was left triumphant—
for the present.

-

}

Mr. Quelch returned to the Remove
room. Ile had kept his class waiting
hour—which quite un-

half an was
paralleled, A murmur of voices prected
him as he arrived. Evidently the

Removites were in a state of excitement.

“#Where the thump is old Quelch all
ihis time?"” Bolsover major was saying,
as the Form-master put his hand on the
(oor,

Bolsover major’s  question  was
answered the next second, as Mr. Quelch
appeared in the doorway. DBolsover
wajor blinked at him.

“Bolsover !”

“*Ye-¢-e-cs, sir.”

“Did you allude fo your Form-master,
sir, a3 Old Quelch 7

“Oh! Ah! Yes, siv!”

“Stand  oul belme
Dolsover.”

Bolsover major very rveluetantly stood
out before the class. DMr. Quelch picked
up his cane.

Swish, swish, swish !

“No doubt wou will speak more
respectfully of your Iform-master on
arother occasion, Bolsover.”

“Ow, ow, ow!”
“ (“‘ease that ridiculous noise, and go
your place. Wharton !™

the class,

i
L

“Hem! Yes, sir!"” said the captain of
the Remove.

“J left you in charge of this class.”

“Certainly, sir.”

“Possibly vou understood thab it was
my desire that you, as head boy of the
Form, ¢thould keep order in my
absence 7"

“Um! Yes, sir!”

“T find the class in a state of disorder
on my return, Wharton. You will take
two hundred lines.”

“Oh!”

“Cherry !

“Yes, s

“You were out of your place when 1
came in."”

“VWa-a-a-was I, sir?”

“Do you mot know that you were,
Cherry "

i H‘Em I!r

“Hold out your hand!”

Swish !

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eye gleamed over
the Remove as if in search of further
victims, ILvery fellow tried hard not to
meet his eye. He laid down the cane,

“We shall now commence,” he said. .

They commenced; and never had the
Remove been so orderly, so altentive, so

that

11

almost passionately interesied in the
words of wisdom that fell from the lips
of their Form-master. Tt was obvious
“Quelchy ” was in one of his
“tantrums ”’—a particularly severe tan-
trum, and that he was not to be trifled
with. 8o the Remove hung upon Mr.
Quelch’s words, and all was calm, if not
bright.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Going Strong!

ARRY WIIARTON & CO. came
out of the Remove room in a
state of some little exciiement
that morning. Billy Bunter
had not appeared in his place in class;
neither had the echoes of fearful yells
been heard. Apparently the threatened
fogging had not taken place, which was
surprising ; and Bunter had wvanished,
which was more surprising still. As a
rule, the more Bunter vamished, the
better the Removites were pleased.
Bunter was & fellow whose absence
could be borne with perfect eqnanimity.
But for once the Remove were interested
in Bunter—for one occasion only they
were quite keen to see him, and to learn
what had happened.

“Can’'t have been bunked,"” said Bob
Cherry. “The Head wouldn't sack a
chap for raiding a cake—cven a Torm-
master’s cake, 'Tain't as if it was
money or valuables. They know very
well that Dunter isn't a thief, only a
born idict.”

““ You put your paws in here again,
of the box-room door,

“My finger’s broke! Yowp!”

Gosling,”” roared Bunter from the other side
“ I'ye got the hammer ready.
howled Gosling between the intervals ‘?EH frantically sucking his damaged finger.

iy
(See Chapter 9.) |

Yah!*” “Ow! Wow!"”

ha, ha !’ roared the Removites.

A special long instalment of our foothali and detective serial next week !
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“Thal’s =0, assented Wharton.
¢ But if he hasn't been kicked out, where
14 he?”

“Tcho answers that the wherefulness
is terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

““ Anybody secn Bunter?” bawled Bob

Cherry,
“Where's Bunter 1" ) :
“Toddy, where's your prize pig?

You're his keeper.”

“Where on earth i1s Bunter?” .

TIlut nobody could answer the question.
Bunter had disappeared; he was hunted
in the quad, searched for in the studies—
fellows wandered up and down corridors
looking for Bunter, but they found him
not. It was not till Squiff suggested
“drawing  the box-rooms that the
whereabouts of the fat junior were dis-
covered,

“Halle! This door's locked!”™ ex-
claimed Frank Nugent, as he tried the
little box-room above the Remove pas-
snge.

There was a gathering at once.

The landing outside was small, the
staircase narrow. Both were quickly
erowded with Remove fellows, shouting
to Dunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, fatty!" roared
Job Cherry.

“Are you there, Bunter?”

“Speak up, fatty!”

“Bunter! Dunty!

“T say, you fellows
from within,

“He's there !

“Run to earth!” grinned Nugent.

“What are you doing there, Bunter 1"
demanded Harry Wharton.

“It's a barring-out !" :

“\What ! yelled the ecaptain of the
Remove.

“ A barring-out !” squeaked Bunter.

“0Oh, my hat!”

““Ha, ha, hal”

The Removites fairly roared. A
barring-out by Billy Bunter, on his
lonely own, took them by storm. As
gkinner remarked, it really put the lid
e
5 “Oh, gad!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“Phis does take the giddy old cake, you
kiow. I say, Bunter, are you potty, old
bean 7"

“Yah!" .

“Have you told Quelchy youre
barring him out?” yelled Johnny Bull.

“EEH-,: . .

“Great pip !

“”hat'sp*:rh he came back on the
war-path ! grinned Bob. “I thuugl‘ﬁ
ihis morning that Quelchy was annoyed.

““Ha, ha, ha! Just a few.”

Hayry Wharton rapped on the door.

“ Bunter, you fat duffer! Chuck fhﬁ
yot ! You've got to have the fogging!

“Yah!” o

“1f you play the goat like this it
may be the sack instead.”

“I don’t care!”

“Do you want to be bunked from the
school "' roared Bob,
“I don’t mind!”
through the keyhole.
properly treated here. I should be
much more appreciated at Eton. I'm
going to make my pater send me to

Kion if I leave Greyiriars.”

“0Oh, crumbs !”

“ Bunter, you awful ass!"” said Peler
Todd. “Do chuck it! You're only
making an ass of yourself.”

“Go and eat coke!”

“What ¥’ howled Peter.

“Yah! You're no good, Peter!
You're a silly ass! I despise you!”

“Oh ! gasped Peter Todd.

The locked door was piving Bunter

Look out for
Tue Maicxer LiBRARY.—No. B26.

Bunter !’
eame o voice

squeaked DBunter
“1 never was

unusual eourage. Now that he was ‘ for
it ' he was taking advantage of the
circumgtances to  utier some plain
truths, Tt was a pleasure to him {o tell
Peter Todd for once what he thought
of him.

“You clear off I continued Bunter.
“I've stood you a long time, Peter, and
I'm fed up with you! CGo and chop
chips 1"

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let me get at you, you fat villain [ ™
roared Toddy.

“¥ah! I'd come out and lick you if
I wasn't barring out old Queleh !

“Come out and lick me!”. repeated

Toddy dazedly. “You—you slug!
You Elli’l}il ' You worm! You—you—
you

“Oh, shut up!”,

“1'm dreaming 1this,” said Peter
Todd. -

“Oh, go away, vou ass!” said Bunter.
“Are you there, Wharton "

“I'm here, fatty.”

“Well, get out! You're a silly ass,
just like Peter. I'm only sorry I've got
to keep this door locked. Otherwise,
I'd come out and boot you along the
Remove passage from end to end.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bunter’'s 1mproving,
grinned Johnny Bull

“That you, Bull? TFathead!”

“What 7"

“Silly fathead !
through the keyhole,

“My hat! I—J-I—7

“The cheekfulness of the esteemed
Bunter is terrifie !”

“That you, Inky? Take your nigger’s
face away !

“Mum-my what?"” gasped the nabob
of Bhanipur.

“Your nigger's face! The best thing
vou can do 1s to go and offer yourself
for an advertisement for Day and
Martin !"

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ shrieked the juniors,
The dusky face of the nabob of
Bhanipur was a study.

“You there, Nuﬁent?"

“Yes, I'm here,” said Frank,

“You're a milksop! I despise you!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cave!” called out Jimmy Vivian
from the staircase. “Here comes the
Head !”

There was a scattering of the juniors.
The Head and Mr. Quelch were coming
along the Remove passage to the box-
room staircase. Some of the juniors
scuttled down, and some scuitled up the
upper stair, which led to some disused
garrets, Dr., Locke, stately and
dignified, came slowly up to the box-
room landing—very slowly. He was not
so good at climbing staircases as he
had been forty years %Efﬂl"ﬁ.

He turned the handle of the box-room

amm't he?”

howled DBunter

door.
““ Bunter "
“Oh! Ah! Yes, sir!”
“Ah! You are there, Bunter? Open

this door at once!”

No answer. Even Billy Bunter,
uiterly reckless as he was now, hesitated
to cheek the Head.

“Bunter! It iz your headmaster
speaking,” said Dr. Lockey mildly,
“Mr. Quelch informs me that vod have
locked yourself in this room, to escape
your just punishment. It is a most
unheard-of proceeding, which I can only
account for by supposing you to be an
almost ineredibly stupid boy! Open the
door at once!”

The Head and Mr. Quelch waited for
the door to be opened. They had no
doubt whatever that the authority of the

to my study,” said Dr. Locke,

On your travels, jaunis and capers—

Head would quell the fat junior's
rebellion at once. But the door did not
open. Any other fellow at Greyfriars,
however truculent, would have thought
twice, if not three times, before dis-
obeying the Head in person. And most
of the fellows had more courage in their
little fingers than Bunter had in his
whole fat circumference.  But there 1s
no animal so dangerous as an enraged
zheep, and no one more reckless than a
funk in a state of desperation. Billy
Bunter did what all the rest of Grey-
friars would never have ventured to do.

“Do you hear me, Bunter " asked the
Head, in surprise, as the deor remained
fast.

“Yes, sir.
door "

“Wha-a-t?"”

“I'm not going to be flogged !

““Bless my soul !”

“I'm innocent!”

“Nonsense 1™ )

“1 never touched the cake!”

“I cannot argue with vou, Bunter!
If vou do not immediately come out of
that roem I shall order the door to be
forced !”

“T sha'n"t come out !"

“What "

“Sha'n't I"

“Upon my word ! gasped Dr. Locke,
his face very pink. *““Mr. Quelch, this
—this is most—most extraordinary! I
—I trust that that unforldnate boy is
not out of his senses !

“It would really seem so, sir,” said the
Remove master.

“Will you instruct Gesling to obtain
some—some implement and force this
door, Mr. Quelch "

“Certainly, sir!” :

“The foolish boy may then be brought
; And the
scandalised Head hastily departed.

I'm not going to open the

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
No Surrender !

64 ELL, my hat!” )
Bob Cherry spocke in
tones of utter amazement.

Crowded on the stair above
the Famous Five and some other fellows
had heard all that passed. They had
heard Bunter cheek the Head—a thing
that nobody at Greyfriars had ever
expected to hear,

“Jt beats the whole giddy band!"
said Peter Todd. ‘" Hallo, what's going
on now "

There was a sound of heavy bumping
in the box-reom. That sound did not
need much explanation. Bunter was
dragging boxes and trunks to the door

to build up a barricade. Harry
Wharton tapped at the door.
“ Bunter, old man——"
“Oh, shut up !
“Chuck it up, you fat chump !™
“Yah!”
“l say, Bunter, you'll miss your

dinner,” said Vernon-Smith.

“I don’t care!”

“You don't care about missing your
dinner!” wyelled the DBounder, in
astonishment,

“No, I don't! I've gol some grub
here,” answered Bunter. I got it out
of your study, Smithy.”

“My study!” exclaimed Vernon-
Smith.

“Yes. You don't mind, I suppose?
I bagged all there was in your cup-
board, you know.”

“Why, I—1--T'll smash you!” roared
Smithy.

“Yah!"

¢ The Greyfriars Smugglers ! ’’—a thrilling—
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“He's laid in provisions for a siege!”
chuckled Redwing.

“ Lucky he hadn’t time to go through
all the studies,” said Johnny Bull.

“QOh, my hat! Ralher!” ejaculated
skinner,

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Gosling !” :

Gosling, the porter, came panting up
the narrow stair. The juniors did not
clear off for Gosling av ’[flEj’ had for the
Head, They greeted him with ¢huckles.

“(Go it, Gossy! Butt your head on
the door and bust it in!" advised Bob
Cherry. “When wood meets wood, you
know—-"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Gozling gave a snort.

“Wot I say is this "ere,” he grunted.
“You young rips clear hoff! I've got
myv dooty to do. You clear hoff I

But the Bemovites: did not clear off.
They were too interested in Bunter's
barring-out for that.

Gosling was armmed with a crowbar and
a colke-hammer. He jammed the pointed
end of the erowbar between the lock and
the door-jamb, and began thumping on
the end with the bhammer to drive it
home,

Clang, clang! Bang! Clang!

The din was terrific; i1t rang and
cchoed through the house. Tellows of
all Forms came crowding along the
Remove passage to stare up at the box-
roomn, in a buzz of excitement.

Clang! Bang! Bang! Clang!

The door creaked and groaned; the
lock was being put to a heavy strain. 1t
wag clear that it would not hold much
longer. But from within the box-room
came the answering sound of a hammer.,
Pilly Bunter had acted with unusual fore-
thought. He had Bob Cherry’s tool-box
with him: and he was using hammer and
nails recklessly.

“What are you
shouted Bob Cherry.

“T'm nailing boxes inside the door,
nailing them to the floor.”

“Oh, my hat! Whose boxes?”

“Yours—""

(1] E]l ?”‘

““ And Smithy's—"

“You fat villain!” yelled the Bounder.

“And Mauly's—"’ |

“Oh gad!” ejaculated Lord DMaule-
vETer.

Bang, bang! Clang' Bang!

With a loud crack, the lock gave at
last, as Gosling wrenched on the crow-
bar. The door opened about half an
inch,

“Now, then,
egasped Gosling,

“(Oh, go away and bury yourself, you
old chump ! answered Bunter.

“Wot I says is this "ere—"

(13 'E-Tuh !l?

Cosling breathed hard, and shoved at
the doer. It opened about another inch,
But it could go no [arther.  Boxes nailed
to the floor just inside barricaded it
effectually.

“Checkmate!” grinned Nupgent.

“You move thom boxes away, young
Bunter!” howled Gosling. “I've got
horders to take you to the "Fad, I "ave.”

“Go and eat coke, and tell the Head
lo do the same ! retorted Bunter.

“(Oh, my eye!” gasped Gosling.

Ile grasped the edge of the dpor, to

Here comes

up to, Bunter?”

you young Tip—

push at it. The next moment he nttered
a fearful how], and jerked his hand
away,

“Ow, ow! Wow! TI'm injured! Yow-
ow-ow 7

“What on earth——" exclaimed Whar-
ton,

“You put wyour paws in again!”
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““ Boys !’ snapped Mr. Quelch irritably.

There was & buzz in the Remove as

matter had something to do with the missing cake was preity clear. Keys, singly

and in bunches, were handed over to the captain of Greyfriars in confusing numbers.
(See Chapter 11.)

“ You will hand wu.r your keys to
the juniors obeyed. That this

e

howled Bunter,
ready! Yah!”

Gosling stuck a finger into his mouth,
and howled in the intervals of Ifrantic
ally sucking it. In grasping the edge of
the door, he had had to put his fingers
inside.  Evidently Bunter had rapped

with his hammer.

“Ow, ow, ow! Groogh! Wow!
Whoooop !”" howled Cosling. “Ow! My
finger's broke! Ii's squashed! Ow, ow,
wow'|”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ (1o it, Gosling!” roared the Bounder.
“You've got some more fingers!"

But Gosling declined to go it. Leaving
his erowbar and hammer on the landing,
he tramped down the stairs, sucking his
damaged finger. A roar of laughter
followed him.

* [irst goal to Bunter!” chuckled Bob
Cherry.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

In the Remove passage Mr. Quelch was
waiting. As Gosling reappeared from
the box-room stair, the Remove master
hastened towards him.

“Yon have secured him, Gosling——

“Yow-ow-ow!"”

“Bh? What did you say?”’

“Yow-ow! Gug-gug!”

“ Bless my soul! Have you opened the
box-room door, Gosling, or have you not
opened the box-room door?’ exclaimed
Mr. Quelch.

“Which I ain’t!” roared the incensed
Gosling. “Which I've 'ad a [linger
smashed by a young ‘ound with a
'ammer, and which T ain't going to ’ave
no more [ingers smashed, Mr. Quelch, not
if I knows it, 80 you can put that in
yvour pipe and smoke if, sir!”

“ (rosling, you are impertinent !"

“So0'd you be, I dessay, il you'd ’ad
a finger squashed into a blooming jelly
with a ‘ammer!” howled Gaosling. And
the old gentleman sucked his finger
furiouzly.

“You—you

“I've got the hammer

¥

mean {o say that—that

Bunter struck your hand with—with a
hammer?”’ ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

“Ow! Wow! Wow! Ow!”

That was all the answer Gosling made.
He tramped on, sucking his damaged
finger; leaving the HRemove wmasler
“staring,

Mr. Quelch ascended
stairs, with a grim set face.
Bunter's door ajar.

“ Bunter——"

“¥Yah!"

Me. Quelch pressed on the door. 1f
did not move. And M. Quelch did no€
put his fingers into the opening.

“You will be punished
Bunter.”

“ Rats ™

“Upon my word! I think it most
likely, Bunter, that you will be expelled
from the school mnow!” gasped Mr.
Quelch,

“1 don't care! Why don’t you try o
find out who really bagged your rotten
old cake, instead of going for me?”
howled Bunter. “Haven't I told yon
I'm innocent? Can’t you take a fellow’s
word 7"

“(Cease this insolence at once—"

HBha‘lnrtlll

“Will you remove whatéver vou have
placed against this door, and allow me io
enter?”

“No, I won't!”

“Boys, leave this spot at once!” said
Mr. Queleh, {frowning round at the
juniors.  “This is no place for you.
Bunter, I warn you {or the last time that
you had better cease this rebellious non-
sense 1"’

“Yah!”

Mr, Quelch compressed his lips. 1Ile
shepherded the Remove fellows down the
staircase, and—by a sort of after-thonght
—pave them a hundred lines each. Then
he rustled away.

(Continued on paye 16.)

the box-rogm
He found

for this,

contribution, by Tom Brown—next Monday !
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14 TELL YOUR FRIENDS THAT IT IS NOT TOO LATE—

GRAND “FOOTER” COMPETITION!

e

i |30 AR e S LY ecund
Prize : BlKES- and Licence-holder.) Prize :

£100 100 SPLENDID “JAMES” COMET ¢=q

i . CYGLES. e, etey i
20 GRAMOPHONES. i 6 “RILEY” BILLIARDS

10 Two-Valve :
40 FOOTBALL  OUTFITS | iriss TABLES.
{(Boots, Stockings, Shorts & Shirt). Sets 20 MODEL STEAM
50 Pairs of BOXING GLOVES. : : LOCOMOTIVES Wit

11111111111111111111111

100 Pairs of ROLLER 250 BOOXES 100 MATCH FOOTBALLS.
SKATES. coneoiation prizes 100 FISHING RODS.

ALL YOU HAVE TO _ LAST WEEK. FINAL SET. RULES ARD

in the allotted space [ETRY . ;'||,|!_. !.!:5]'5]'.';?1’.!’ { i n i CONDITIONS

N it ) # o il 'I-ia I'F{ ||.E!I!_:::’.|-}|IE~':'!:I*!.!L! LU g X W which must be
puzzlic-pictures the QG ;o Bl |4.‘=|":-' il [' '-, fii i F o ot ir f srricely adhered re
name of 1the fcothaller s -‘ 7 A i : W e e i

which you think the
picture represents, You
will find on pages 156
and 27 the full list of
names wsed through-
out the competition, so
that you have only to
fit the correct name to

: aving B
each picture. Havin: 45 _________________

4.-—The First Prize
of £100 in cash wili
e awarded to ihe
competitor who sends
in the correct, or most
nearly correct, solu-
tion aof all eight sets
of the pictures accord-
ing to the Edilor's
official solutiorn.

done this, fll in the g bt Lo Tiai L - — - : : ) : ;

coupon’ under this F""f'?ﬁfﬂ gk e ATRARI T ; L a9.—The Second Prize
pictureg-set and cut out i ?"’ ETT o el & : DY vdd! = / @ of £50, and the others
the whale tablet—DO . oy ' il ‘o nE _ L gy Sl in the splendid variety

of prizes, will be
awarded in order of
merit.

NHOT CUT THE PIC-
TURES AND COUFPON
APART. Mext collect
the other seven sets,
see that you have filled
in your answers
properly in  all the
space3,  remiemhbering
that only one name
niay be writlen in each
space, then pin them

3.—All the prizes will
he awarded. If twe or
mare competitors tlie,
however, the prize or
prizes, ov their value,
will be divided, and the
Editor reserves full
rights in this respect.

4.—Any number of
tcpether and post to : E':ltt"?f En;é; E:S;Iggﬁ;
ihe complete serics of

FOOTBALLERS' NAMES gight picture-sets (pic-

CONTEST. to accept the Editor’s decision as absolutely final and binding. :ﬁ;iﬁisﬂzska;} t-.:'mql?é.

¢ o " MAGNET,"” 8. &t ] q;:—:}yl S it }:g
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E juare, munication lost or de-
Londen, E.C. 4,

~ layed in the post. Any
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- " - the closing date, Tue:.
adiiress ot later than Cilosing Date, Tuesday, December 18th. day, December 18th,

Tuezday, Dec, 18th. will he disqualified.

The Yirst seven sets of pictures are reproduced on pages 15 & 27 for the benefit of MAGNET recaders
who missed the previous issues,

WRITE YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS CLEARLY!
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g —The names under. lhe pictures must he written 1IN INK,

g.—Employees of the proprietors of this journal are not eligible
o compete.

7.—Entry to this competition is on the full understanding that
the Editor's decision is final and legally hinding throughout.

Readers of * The Champion,” ‘' Boys’ Realm,” Union Jachk,"
" Boys' Friend,’” ** Pluck,"” ' Boys' Cinema,” ** Young Britain,"
“ Gem,"” ** The Popular,” ** The Rocket,” and “ Nslson Lee Library "
are also taking part in the Contest, so that additiona! attemptis may
g made with the pictures from these alited journals.

—T0 ENTER THIS INTERESTING COMPETITION! 15

FOOTBALLERS’' NAMES.

The following list contains the actual names of the foolballers
vepresented by the puzzle-pletures:

Ashurst, Anderson, Armstroug, Aitken, Adams, Amoz, Alderson,
Allen, Armitage, Archibald, Ashmore.

Brett, Broadhead, Blyth, Boreham, Blackburn, Bradford, Bass-
nett, Brittan, Blair, Ball, Barkas, Birrell, RBradley, Barpes, Bulling,
Burton, Brapston, Buchan, Blake, Bowser, Bishop, Barras, Braith-
waite, Bullock, Bliss, Bateman, Best, Dagge, Barson, Broadhurst,
Broad, Bolam, DBrelsford, Blenkinsopp, Beedie, Birch, Bellumy,
Bainhridge, Bowen, Burnhawm, Boyle, Blackwell, Bennie, Ballantyre,
Buchanan, Bamber, Byers, Banks, Bropks, Blood, Baker, Bird,
Bromilow.

{(Continued on page 27.)
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"THE REBEL OF THE REMOVE!

(Continued from page 13.)

In the box-room. Dilly: Bunter re-
mained victorious—for -the present, at
least.  Bunter’s barring-out was still
poing strong.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Wingate Takes a Hand!

ILLY BUNTER did not appear at
B the Remove tablé for dinner. [IFor
cnce—almost the first time on
record—DBunter missed a meal, It
was very probable, however, that the
bédrring-out would have ended at dinner-
time, had not Bunter taken the pre-
cantion of raiding the Bounder's well-
supplied study-cupboard.

I'heve was searcely subdued excitement
at the Remove table. Even Mr. Quelch’s
severe face and frowning glances could
not quite subdue the hum of whispering.
At other tables, too, there were grinning
faces and murmuring voices. The

I'ourth and the Shell were keenly inter- |

ested in Bunter's barring-out; the Fifth
grinned over it; even the high and
mighty Sixth discussed it. It was so un-
pmce;ﬂanted a happening that all Grey-
friars could not fail to be interested in
it. Mpr. Prout, the master of the I'ifth,
remarked m'lyir* Cappei, of the I'ourth,
that things like this did not occur in his
Form; and Mr. Capper observed that
such a thing was 1mpossible in the
Fourth, Mr. Hacker remarked that he
was thankful that in the Shell such dis-
respect and indiscipling would never be
dreamed of.

Mr. Quelch did not hear the remarks
of his colleagues; but perhaps he guessed
the trend of their remarks. His face was
thunderous during dinner. All this ex-
citement and disturbence was caused by
a member of hiz Form ; and it was going
1o be a topiec in Masters’ Common-room
for weeks to come, he knew that. He
would get ponderous advice from Mr.
P’rout on the proper method of managing
juniors; he would listen to little cutting
observations from Mr. Hacker. Cood-
nalured Mr, Capper would express
sympathy. It really was very hard for
Hl? Remove mastor to have to bear all

115,

After dinner, Mr. Quelch sought
Wingate of the Sixth. It was for the
prefects to restore order. Gosling was
already on the casualty list, and of no
further use. But Billy Bunter's defance
nfanthority could not possibly be
nllowed fo eontinue. Mr., Quelch dropped
ilo the prefecls’ room, where he found
Wingate and Gwynne and some others of
the Sixth. The Sixth-Formers dutifully
repressed an inclination to smile, They
knew why tho Remove master had come.

“You—you are aware of the present
unprecedented and disgraceful state of
affaivs, Wingate?” Mr. Quelch began,

“Yes, sir,” said the captain of Cirey-
friavs, “If I can be of any assist-
anee— :

“Dunter, of my Form, has barricaded
Ivimself in one of the hox-rooms. The
door must be forced. The Head will
give you leave from class for the pur-
pose. I shall be obliged if you will force
ilie door of the box-room ‘and secure that
rebellious boy. In order toravoid excite-
went, it will be better to act while all
the boys are in their Form-rooms this
alternoon.”

“Certainly, sir.  Dut—"

LE

I not looking pleased.

hesitated. “May I be allowed to make
a suggestion, sir?”

““Pray proceed.’”

“Ys it absolutely certain that Bunter
was guilty of purloining the cake from
vour study, sic?"

Mr. Quelch stared,

“Undoubtedly. I presume you do not
imagine that I should have reported him
fo the Head for a flogging had he been
innocent 7"

“(f—of course not, sir! But I've been
looking into the matter,” said Wingate
difidently. “It's clear enough that the
young ass—I—I mean Bunter—had
designs on the—the cake. He tried to
cet another fellow to raid it for him. If
the others hadn't discovered the label on
it, Bunter certainly would have had the
cake.n But H

“That males the matter clear.”

“Well, it looks like it, sir-—only
there's” a chance, at least, that some
other fellow took advantage of the cir-
cumstances to bag the cake. You see,
sir, that after what had happened, it was
certain that the blame would be laid on
Bunter, and so any other young rascal
who had the nerve could have bagged
the cake in perfect safety.”

“Hem! 1 think that theorgy a little
far-fatched, Wingate. In any case,
nothing can excuse Bunter's rebellion,
which eannot be allowed to continue.”

“Quite so, sir. But——"

“Surely, Wingate, it 13 mnot your
opinion that Bunter ia a victim of in-
justice ?"* exclaimed the Remove master
warmiy,

“Oh, no, sir! If he'd taken his
Aogring, I shouldn’t have thought about
the matter at all. But what he’s done is
—is very remarkable, if he is guilty.
He’'s not what you would call a reckless
fellow, as a rule. But a fellow who was
innocent might act very recklessly, after
being condemned to a flogging. What 1
mean is, that it’s barely possible that
Bunter was not guilty in this case.”

“Tt is a very slight possibility, I
think," said the Remove master dryly.

“That is so, sir; but, with your per-
mission, I might look into the matter
this alternoon, while your boys are I
class. If nothing comes of it, 1 will then
force open the box-room and {ake
Bunter to the Head, before classes are
dismissed.”

“Very well, Wingate,”

Mr. Quelch quitted the prelects’ room,
Wingate smiled

slightly at Gwynne.

“T'he dear old boy is rather ratty,” he
remarked. “But fair play’s a jewel
Bunter meant to have the jolly old cake
if he could; but if he didn’t, he oughtn’t
to be flogged for what he didn’t do.”

“That's so,” assented Gwynne. “ But
T don't see how you're going’to catch
the giddy culprit if it's not Bunter. He
will have caten the cake by this time, I
suppose.”

Wingate shook his head,

“T've thought that out,” he said. “It
waz, I underatand, a tremendous birth-
day cake—one fellow, even DBunter,
could scarcely have disposed of it intern-
ally in ofie day without being sick. And
the thief would not be likely to share it
out with others—he couldn’t risk the
secret gelling out, you see, with all this
fuss going on. You can imagine what
he will get if it comes out that he’s got
the cake and put the blame on Bunter.
Well, whoever bagged that cake can’t
have finished it yet; so there must be
some left. The fellow, whoever he i3, is

Wingatel-feeling quite safe, with all the blame put

on Bunter. I'm going after the rem-
nants of that cake, and if I find them, I
hope I can show who bagged the goods—
Bunter or enother. See?”

“1 see,” -assented Gwynne,

“ After all, it's a prefect’s duty to sea
fair play among the fags,” said the
Greviriars captain, “Bunter's a greedy
little beast, but that's no reason why he
shouldn’t have justice.”

*“Right as rain!” said Gwynne. ]

And when the Remove went into their
Form-room that afternoon, Wingate of
the Sixth asked leave of the IHead for
half an hour, and proceeded with the
line of investigation he had marked out
Meanwhile, Billy DBunter remained in
the box-room, barricaded and defiant,
keeping up his courage on the remains
of the provisions he had raided from
Vernon-Smith's study,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Not Bunter!
R. QUELCH had scarcely com-

menced with his class in the
BRemove Form-room that after-
noon, when there was a tap at
the door, and Georpe Wingate entered.

The Remove master glanced ronnd.

“Excuse me, sir,"” sald Wingate.
“All the Remove are here, I think, ex-
cepting Bunter ™

“ Naturally.”

“Very well, sir! I should like all the
boys in this Form to hand over to me
ihe keys of their lockers or desks, or
anvthing that is locked, in their studies.”

There was a buzz in the Form. That
request was utterly unexpected and un-
looked for. Harold Skinner gave an
almost convulsive start, and slid his hand
into his trousera pocket. _

Mr. Quelch looked impatient. But he
could not refuse. He had asked for the
prefect’s assistance, and given Wingate
permission to follow up the matter in his
OWn Way.

“Oh, very well!” he said, or, rather,
snapped. “Boys! ¥You will hand over
your kevs to Wingate."

There was a buzz in the Remove as
the juniors obeyed. That this matter
had something to do with the missing
cake was pretty clear, and it looked as if
suspicion had turned in a new direction.

Keys, singly, and in bunches, were
handed over to the captain of Greyfriars,

in rather confusing numbers. Some of
the juniors wondered what Wingale
would do if he got them mixed. But the

captain of Greyiriars had thought of

that. He had a number of paper labels
with him, and ho attached one to each
key or bunch of keys, with the number
of the study pencilled thereon. This
operation took time, and Mr. Quelch
looked on with growing impaticnce and
acerbity.

“I cannot help thinking that we are
wasting time, Wingate,” he said at last.

“] am sorry, sir,” answered Wingate
politely, **Now, that is all, T think,
You have all given me your keys?”

“Yes, Wingate.”

“In case of anything being locked,
and the key missing, 1 shall have to
force the lock,” added Wingale.

Skinner caught his breath.

‘The captain of Greyfriars glanced
round over the class, and quitted the
'orm-room, !

“Mr. Quelch—sir!”
Lreathlessly.

“What 13 it, Skinner?” _

“I've. left my map in my study, sir.
You told us we might bring maps for
this lesson. Marv I fetch 1t?"

said Bkinner

Don’t miss next Monday’s bumper number, boys—
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“You may, Skinner; but do not wasie
time.”

“Thank you, =ir.

Skinner hurried out of the Form-room.
The Removites looked at one another.

Mr. Quelch might believe, 1f be liked,
that Skinner had gone to his study for a
map. Fellows who knew Skinner were
not likely to believe it. Skinner had
gone to his study because the visit of the
prefect had alarmed him.

“Cigarettes in Skinner's desk 1™ mur-
mured Bob Cherry, with a grin.

“Or a cake!” eaid Harry Wharlon
quietly,

“Wha-a-t ¥

“Well, we shall see, T noticed ihaul
Skinner didn’t hand over any key (o
Wingate, and I know he keeps his desk
locked. ™

“Phew "

Skinner, trembling with excilements
hurried up to the Remove passage. llo
arrived there almost on the heels of
Wingate of the Sixth. Wingaie had
gone info Study No. 1 fo begin his
search—though he certainly did not ox-
peet to find stolen goods in Ilarry
Wharton’s quarters. He stepped oul
quickly, ot the sound of a footstep in the
passage, soft and stealthy as thai fool-
fall was.

“Hallo, Skinner! What arc you doing
qut of your class-room ?”" asked the capr
tain of Greyfriars genially.,

Skinner breathed hard.

“Mr. Quelch has sent me to vy study
for a map,” he said.

“ 11l come with you to get it.”

“You—you needn’t trouble, Wingate.”

“ No trouble at all,” said Wingate, in
the same genial tone. And he walked
along the Remove passage with the
wretched Skinner.

They entered Study No. 11 togeibwer.
Slkinner's face was quite white now, and
his eyes had a hunted look. He glanced
at his desk, which stood in a corner, and
then erimsoned as he felt the eyes of the
prefect upon him,

“ Well, get your map,” said Wingate.

Qlfnner fumbled abont the study for
a few minutes. IHe was waiting for
Wingate to go. But the prefect cvidently
had no intention of going. He =at on
the corner of the table and watched
Skinner.,

“Got your map?"” he asked at last.

“No—no !

“Then you'll have to go back to the
Form-room without it; you can't kecp
Mr. Quelch waiting any longer,” said
Wingate gravely. “ By the way, you
did not give me -any key, Skinner. Is
anvthing of yours here locked 27

Skinner murmured something.

“ Bpeak up!”

“No!” gasped Skinner.

“ All serene. Get out!”-

“J—I say, Wingate!”

“Qet out !” The prefect took Skinner
by. the shoulder and twirled him ont of
the studv. The hapless junior moved
away—he knew that ihere was no hape
naw, With drageping footsteps he re-
turned to the Form-room.

Wingate smiled guietly.

“1 fancy there's no necd to geaveh the
whole passage mnow,” he mmninured,
“ Anyhow, we'll see.”

He took the keys labelled  No. 11,7
and tried the various locks they [itted.
There was no key to the desk in ihe
corner. Wingate did not need toelling
that this must be Bkinner's properiy.

Ile had warned the Removites of whai
would happen if a key was withheld,
and he did not waste time now, Mo
took a chisel from his pocket, foreed it
under the lid of the desk, and wrenched

1H
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marzipan, came into view.

is,”* mutiered Wingate softly.

On the study table Wingate unwrapped the large parcel he had found in Skinner’s
desk. Two-thirds of a huge cake, studded with plums, and thickly covered with
““ There’s not much doubt now as to who the culprit

(See Chapter 11.)

e LT

e . B

the Iid up. The lock cracked, the lid
flew v, and Skinner's secrets were laid
bare. There were papers in the desk,
and a loose cigarette or two, of which
Wingate teok no heed. He picked .up
a large packet that almost filled the
available space in the desk.

Tt was wrapped in paper. On_the
study table Wingate unwrapped it, Two-
thirds of u huge cake, studded with
plums, and thickly covered with marzi-
pan, canie into view,

Five minutes later Wingate of the
Qixth tapped at the door of the Remove
Form-room and entered.  Mr. Quelch
was decp in geography by this time,
and he almoslt glared at the captain of
Grayiriars.

* Really, Wingate !” he snapped.

“T've fomul the cake, sirl”

“Wha-a-t7"

“What's left of it,” =aid Wingate
cheerfully.  About two-thirds of it, I
should =ay, Tt was lLidden in a desk in
Study No. 11 in the Remove”

Mess my soul! That is not Bunter’s
study 17

Thewe was a marinur in the Remove.
Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eye swept over the
Ligt=E,

“1Ihe bovs belonging to Study No. 11
will step out before the class,™ he
snapped,

Shinuer, Snoop, and Stott stepped out,
Iookine scared.

“ Tl enke was in a desk standing in

the corner, of which T was not given
the key, sir,” said Wingate. “1 had to
break open the hid.”

“That's Skinner’s desk !” gasped Stott.

“Ves, rather!” -spluttered Snoop.
“T’'ve not got any desk in the study. I
gave you the key of my locker, Win-
E.l“te.il'

“ Snoop and Stoit may return to their
places,” said Mr. Quelch. And Skinner’s
study-mates gladly obeyed.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
After the Feast!
H AROLD BKINNER stood with

his knees knocking together.
His face was white as chalk.
Discavery had come upon him
like a thunderbolt. Not for a single
instant had he dreamed of this.

1t had been so certain—so absolutely
certain—that Billy Bunter would be
adjudged guilty of purloining the cake,
that Skinner had purloined it without
the slightest Tear.

Bunter’'s attempt te purloin it by
means of Bob Cherry was enough to
convict him, added to his reputation as
a grub-raider., With perfectly eynical
indifference to Bunter’s fate Skinner had
raided the cake from Mr. Quelch's study,
perhaps reflecting that if Bunter bagged
a flogging it was, anyhow, no more than
he deserved.

—and look out for the special 4-page supplement !
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1f Skirner had felt a doubt he had
dismissed it when Bunter was sentenced
to be flogged. After that there could
be no danger—at least, he was assured
of it. And now—

Wingate laid the cake on the Formn
master’s desk., Mr, Quelch, with a ter-
rible loock in his eves, gazed at Skinner.

“Well, 8kinner ?” he said in a grinding
voice,

Skinner groaned. There was nothing
he coulid say in his defence.

“You purloined the cake from my
study yesterday, Skinner "

“Ow! Yes, sir!” groaned Skinner.

“You deliberately allowed the blame
fo fall on Bunter 7"

“Ile—he was after the cake, too. sir,”
mumbled Skinner. “He—he tried to get
it and it the blame ‘on Bob Cherry.
I—I only played the same game on him,

sir.”
“That 1s no excuse, Skinner. The

cosi of this cake will be included in the
bill sent to your father at the end of
the term, with a full explanation of your
duplicity, The flogging awarded to
Bunter will be given to you, Skinner,
and I shall specially request the Head
to make it a very severe one!”

I--i ':}“_ 1“

“Wingate, I am very much obliged to
vou,"”

“Not at all, sir,” said Wingate. And
lic quitted the Form-room. Mr. Quelch
dropped a heavy hand on Skinner's
shoulder.

“I am going to take you to the Head,
Skinner, Come!”

With a white face Skinner walked out
of the Form-room with Mr, Quelch. A
few minutes later the sounds of woe

could be heard. Distant as the Remove-
room was from the scene of execution,
the wild howls of Harold Skinner
reached the ears of his Form-fellows,
Howl on howl, yell on yell echoed along
the corridors. Evidently the Head had
acceded to Mr, Quelch’s request to make
the flogging a severe one. But there
was no sympathy for the victim in the
Remove. i

“Serve him jolly well right!” said
Bob Cherry.

“Hear, hear!”

“The rightfulness 1is terrific!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

And all the Remove agreed to that,
excepting, no doubt, Skinner.

Billy Dunter's short life as a rebel
was over. oSkinner did not reappear in
the Form-room after his flogging that
afternoon, but when Mr. Quelch returned
the Owl of the Remove rolled in. There
was a grin of satisfaction on Bunter's
{qt face, and evidently all was well with
nm,

The Head and Mr. Quelch had egreed
that Bunter's rebellious conduct should
be pardoned, in view of the fact that he
had, after all, been innocent of purloin-
ing the cake, and had very nearly been
flogged for the sins of Skinner, So the
fat junior had been informed at the
box-room door that the truth was known,
and that he was pardoned, and he had
emerged, pladly enough, now that the
dreaded flogging no longer impended
over him, and all the more gladly bhe-
cause he had come to the end of his
pProvisions.

Bunter grinned and nodded to the

The Healthy Paper for Healthy Boys—the MAGNET !

Removites as he took his place in the
Form, He seemed in high feather.

After lessons were over, auntl the Re-
movites c¢rowded out, Bob Cherry
smacked the Owl of the Remove on the
shoulder.

“Ba it's all over?” he sald.

“Ow! Yes. Quelchy apologised!”

“ What ?"" roared the juniors.

“Well, practically apologised,” s¥i(
Bunter hastily, “I told him I'd over-
look the occurrence. So it's all right!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle at,
It was Skinner all the time. I hope he
got a jolly good flogging *”

“To judge by the soundfulness the
Hogging was terrific,” said the nabob of
Bhanipur,

“Good! Sneaking rotter to hone
Quelchy's cake and put it on me,” said
Bunter virtuounsly. “I say, you fellows,
was there much left of the cake?”

“ A good bit,” said \Wharton.

“Where did Quelchy put it?"

“What?"'

“ After all I've pone through the least
you fellows can do is to bag that cake

and hand it over to me, and—
Yaroooooooh !
DBump !
THE END.

(Next weel’s story- of the chums of
Greyfriars is entitled ** True as Steell”
by Frank Riehards. A very popular
fellow in Tom Redwing plays a promi-
nent part, and he 13 most assuredly
placed tn a terrible dilemma, The
ingenwity of the Bounder iz called for to
solve a great wmystery, and TVernon-
Smith docg not fail for want of trying.
You must not miss thizs really splendid

story, boys!)
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THE BIG NOISE'!

THE BOOK OF THE YEAR!

“HOLIDAY

ANNUAL.”

Ask your newsagent to show vou a

copy, then vou will agree that it is
GRAND VALUE FOR MONEY!

. It contains splendid stories of Grey-
friars, Rookwood, and St. Jim’s, and
many fine plates, coloured and photo-

AN IDEAL PRESENT TO GIVE OR RECGEIVE !
Don’t get left, but get a copy to-day.

It is sure to please you !
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Price Only Six Shillings,

Are you entering the simple footer coniest ? Start now !
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BOB CHERRY :

I've had so many exciting sea-trips that
I really can’t pick out the most thrilling.
When we sailed to the Congo some time
back we got mixed up with a violent storm
in the Bay of Biscay ; and I also remember
crossing the Channel when the seas were
mountain high.  On each occasion my
complexion went green, and I was
terribly seasick. And yet I'd cheerfully
g0 on another sea-trip to-morrow, no
matter how rough the sea might be! A
life on the ocean wave is the proper caper.
Yo-heave-ho, me hearties! Methinks one
of my ancestors must have been a pallant
sea-dog, for “the call of the sea ” makes
an irresistible appeal 1o me.

BILLY BUNTER:

My most eggsiting sea-trip took plaiee
one dark night in December. T happened
to hear that there was a ship in distress,
stranded on the rox about a quarter of
a mile from Pegg, as the pull flies. 1t
was a wild night, and Wharton and the
others didn’t dare to venture out. They
stayed in bed, listening to the whaling of
the wind and the booming of the brakers.
But was W. G. B. in a state of pannick?
No jolly fear! I rushed down to the
shore, and manned the lifeboat single-
handed, and put out to the reskew. The
stranded vessel had two duzzen soles on
board. I saved the lot! With grate
presents of mind, I slung out a rope, and
they made it fast to their ship, which I
then toed ashore. The angry seas dashed
over my head in savvidge fury, and I
thought I was doomed to a crool death
by drowndation. DBut Forlune favered
me, and I landed safe and sound on
terror firmer. With the aid of fishermen
1 then dragged the shipwrecked vessel
ashore,

(What a priceless imagination you have,
Bunty ! You'd make your fortune as a
writer of sensational fiction |—En.)

AT.ONZO TODD:

I do not care for sea vovages, and
always avoid them whenever possible.
The most perilous {rip I ever had was
when I crossed from Portsmonth to the
Isle of Wight. The sea was placid when
we started, but presently the water
hecame ruffed, and I declare I saw a
wave at least four inches high! I thought

Related by famous folk
of Greyfriars—and others.

it would capsize the steamer! Then a
dash of salt spray fell at my feet, and 1
became violently seasick. Iow grateful
and relieved I felt when we at length
landed at Ryde! I never want to go to
Ba any Imnore.

DICKY NUGENT: _

The most exciting Sea Voyage that i
Remember was when 1 sailed the spannish
mane. A Pirate Vessle came alongside,
and there was a Feerce and. Desprit
Scrapp.  “Cuatlasses and  knives were
Glittering in the Sunshine, and the § deck
was in a Shocking Mess. 1 thought 1 was
roing to get spiked by one of the Pirates.
And 1 should have ﬂnnn, i expect, if i
hadn’t Woke up and found it was all a
Dreem !

HORACE COKER.:

My most perilous sea-irip took place a
few months azo, when I rowed from
Storm Island to Pegg with Potter and
Greene, and a frightful storm arose, We
should certainly have <lost our lives, but
for the great gallantry of litile Bobbie
Sovern, my devoted fag, who lost his own
life i attempling to save ours. T still
feel very eul up about the tragedy, and
the memory of thal terrible night will
haunt me as long as T live.

W’TTJJ;’&EI GDHIJIH[—}‘

Which I ain’t never been to sea, so
what’s the wvse of asking a _man to
deseribe experiences what he ain’t never
had? Downright stoopid, T call it!
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HARRY WHARTON.

OME of you may feel inclined to say,
S “Tt's the wrong time of the year
to write about hoating. DBoat-races

take place in the spring—not in the

winter.”

But we have no intention of writing
about boat-races. This number deals
with those who go boating for pleasure,
either on the sea or on the River Sark.

Nearly every fellow at Greyfriars can
wield a pair of oars; ‘and our pleasure-
boating isn't. confined to the spring. At
all times of the year we may be seen
breasting the waves of the North Sea, or
“ shooting the rapids " of the Sark,

Boating has a [ascination all its own.
Whether you're a son of the sea, like
Tom Redwing, or a humble landlubber,
you enjoy atrip on the ocean wave. And
if the sea happens to be a bit boisterous,
and the wind is blowing great guns, so
much the better!

Billy Bunter talks of building a boat

for himself. None of the “single-
seaters ” in the school boathouse will
accommodate Bunter’s amwle bulk! BSo

Bunter intends to manufacture a tub of
his own, I expect he'll christen it the
“William George,” or, possibly, *The
Floating Porpoise.” DBut whether it will
float or not remains to be seen, Person-
ally, I'd never venture out to sea n a
boat that Bunter built!

Yome of my reader-chums have asked
me to publish a special number dealing
with smugglers, Evidently our Special
[lishwayman Number and Special Pirato
Number are still fresh in the public
memory.

T will willingly tackle a number dealing
with the smugglers who Rourished in the
dashing days of old; and I shall have {o
induce Dicky Nugent to favour us with
one of his inimitable stories.

Don't forget to write and let ‘me know
the sort of numbers that appeal to yon
most. My chums’ requests aro always
carefully considered, and “many of the
special mumbers published in the past
have been suggested by readers,

Talking of highwaymen reminds né
that when I was last m London the
Editor told me that he had secured a
wonderful story of famous Claude Duval,
who seems to have been a bit of a lad!
The story is to be published in the
“ Popular ' very shortly. Watch out for
it !

I will now leave you to read of our
merry boating exploits on sea aund river.

A good shopping bargain—the  HOLIDAY ANNUAL ”—now on sale !

Supplcinent i.)
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i TEEL T'd like a =ail to-dav, over
I the seas and far awav ! =aid
ying Gatty.

‘”lhc-n you shall have wyour
hart's desive,” T replide. “You and
me and yung Myers will spend  the
afternoon on the briny ocean.  We'll
take provisions with us, and have lea
on board.™

“Ripping ! szaid Gatty,

So we went along lo the luckshop,
and asked Mrs. Mimble to make up a
big haniper. We carried it down lo the
shore, and then we hired a big Dboai
called the Sorey Bally.

Weo dumped the hamper in the stern;
tlhien wo iook off our shooze and stock-
ings—fags always wear stockings, yon
know—and pushed the boat off, As
soon as it was fairly aflote, we hopped
into it. Gatty and me took the oars,
and we started singing in corus;

““We sail the ooean blew,

And our sorcy ship's a good "un;
The oars are nice and new,

And the seats are hard and wooden!”

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

NUGENT.

the
and the plashing of our cars
made merry musick,

Away went plassid

waters,

we Over

“What about tea?" asked Mgyers
suddenly.
“Tea!” I said skornfully. * Why,

1.1-1:}".'43 only just started out! Wait till
we're about two miles from the shove
before we think of feeding our faces!"

But when we got out a good distance
we didn't feel much like tea. A sl
breeze had sprung up, and the boat
was rocking like Dilly-oh.

Gatty was green about the gills, and
so were Myers and me. We simply
couldn't face the grubb, or we should
have been horribly seesick.

“Better turn  back, Dicky,” said
Gatty. “The blessed boat's playing
pitch and toss, and the sea’s getting
ruffer and ruffer!”

Wae started to row back to the shore,
but we found that we could make hardly
any progress, owing to the currant,

We rowed until our hands were
Llistered, and our arms ached like the
very dickens. But the shore seemed to
be as far away as ever.

I wasn't a bit nervuss myself, but I
zaw that (Gaitty was trembling like a
frightened rabbit. So was Myers, But
I dide't twrn a hare.

“We shall be food for fishes!"
muttered Gatty., “We can't seem to
make any headway!"”

“Cheer up!” T said. “We'll rest for
a bit, and then have another go with
the oars!”

It was a mad pollicy, for as soon as
we stopped rowing we drifted fariher
and farther out to sea.

Then it began to get dark,
konfess that 1 began
Lremmer of [ear,

I'm pretty certain we should have
eone down to Davy Jones' locker if
the Pegg lifebgat hadn’t put out to our
reskew, Dut ?‘ﬂv had seen our danger,
and they put out with all speed.

When we saw the lifeboat come lecp-
ing through the water, we gave a woop
of joy and releef. It was a blissful site,
I can tell you!

We were reskewed in the nick of time,
just as the Sorcy Sally was about to
capsize.

Ropes were flung to us, and we were
hauled on board the lifeboat. Then we
were taken ashore, with the Sorey Sally
in toe.

I've had a good many thrilling adven-
chers in my time, but I reckon that was
ona_of the most thrillingest.

We thanked the lifeboat erew, and
had a whip-round on their behalf, And
then we trotted back to Greyfriars,
taking the tuck-hamper with us. A
feed in the. fags’ Common-room would
be a jolly site more happy-tising than a
feed on the briny ocean, in the midst of
a terribul gale!

and I
lo feel just a

s mo

BUNTER’S BOAT!
By DICK PENFOLD.

[ :

BOATING NEWS!

"Twas Bunter's boat, the Neverfloat,
That sailed the swirling Savk;

And all of us, with fret and fuss,
Watched William George embark.

“ Bunty, you're daft! I'in sure thal crafi
Iz never watertight !

Thus Cherry cried. Buat Thll replied
“Oh, rats| I'm quite all right!”

Ho shot downstream, then gave a
scream—
A seream of dire distress.
“Oh crumbs!” gasped Brown,
going down!

He'll need our help, T guess.”

We saw that boat, the Neverfloa,
Chive one great lurch to port:
Then Bunter called, and roarved

Lawled,
Demanding our support.

LT :FTl“""

i.”li‘

Weo rushed along, an eager throng,
To render timely aid;

Tlen in we went, with grim indent,
And many a E.I:rlﬂ.::'-h we niade,

Towards the shore, the form we bore
Of Dunter, W. (.

Tamply he sank upon the bank,
And a dismal groan proancd e,

“Alv lovely boatk, the Neverfloat!
Oh, reseue 16! he sod,
Tt Dunter’s tub {pause,

I"rimui.a, ol

Lilub !
Lay in the river-bed!
Keep

Tur Maogxer lagpnagy.—No. 520,

By H. VERNON-SMITH.
ié EVER mind the weather!”™ appears
to be the motto of the gallant
sea-dogs of the QOreyfriars Re-
wove. They go sailing in & snow-

storm, and boating in a blizzard! And it's
a perfect marvel £0 me that we don't hear of
more ¢alamities!  The explanation secms to
be that F‘u|‘1::~1.‘-1.|1|:iIl i'amu;s the 'I:r:m'c:.’

Harry Wharton & Co. were involved In a
thrilling adventure on Saturday afternocon.
They went for a sail, on a rather choppy
sed, and got into diffienlties halfi a mile
from tLhe shore. Wharton's <¢oolness and
smart seamaunship pulled them through the
crisis, and after dreifting a long way out
ot their course they managed to get hack
to the shore. It was qu1te dark when they
lamded, and the school authorities were be-
sinning  to et anxious. But trust I:hg-

Ifamous Five to win through ;n an emorgency !

% *®

Bulstrode and Hazeldene ]mﬂ a strange
cxperience a few days ago. They were punt-
ing on the River Sark, when they were sud-
denly attacked by a couple of swanz. The
Lirds were very aggressive, amd were only
heaten off with the greatest diffieulty. The
juninrs hoth looked a bit "seared on their
return Lo Greyfriars.  Bulstrode sayvs that
the iver Sark oncht i future to he Enown
as “the Swunn}; Hlvm;"l .

It 5 romoured that a new boathousc i
ta be huilt in readiness for next summer.
The present boathouse iz nob spacions
cuongh, with the resolt that rowing-boats
amd punts and eanoes are piled on fop of
ench other in “mozst admired dizorder.” A
new hoathoos=e, with ample accomimodation,

will prove a godzemd.

THE
STUDY RAIDERS!

By Dick Penfold.

Hall a yard, half a yard,
Half a yard—onward!

Into old Coker's den
Swarmed the half-hundred.
Charged into Coker's lair,
Battle-cries rent the air,
Panic reigned everywhere!
Into old Coker's den
Swarmed the half-bundred!

C'hairs to the right of them,
Chairs to the left of them,
Chairs all around them,
Broken and battered.

Coker then elenched his fisk.
Hit out, but often missed.
Gave a ficrce shoot, * Desist!™
Then Horace and hia men
Swiltly were scattercd!

Forward, the DBright Brigade!
Was there a chap dismayed?
Was there a hoy afraid?
Perish the notion!

“loto the giddy fray!™

Cherry was heard to say.
“We'll he top-dogs to-day!™
In Horace Coker's den

Fierce the commotion!

When shall their glory fade?
Oh, the grand charge they maule,
Valiant and unafraid!

All the school wondered.
Honour the charpge they mads,
Honour the Bright Brigade,
Fichters of finest grade.

Now behold Coker’s den,

Looted apd plondered!

your eyes on Ronald Swiveller, boys I

[Supplement il



Is your friend reading this grand story of the footer field ?
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A Strange Request !

ENEATH the welcoming rays of
B the sun that pierced the mist over-
hanging the spacious enclosure of

the Middleham Rangers’ Football

Club, forty thousand people talked of
nothing else but the forthcoming match
between the home eleven and Portdale.

Mornington Hardacre, the managing
director of the Rangers, looked over the
multitude wiith a smile of satisfaction. 1t
was o record “ gate "'—he could see that
at a glance. DBobbing heads filled every
inch of space on the mounds and in the
stands.

The reason for this unparalleled attend-
ance did not lie in the fact that the
match was regarded as a popular fixture,
Tor the Portdale eleven were an average

team, and the Rangers had already
beaten them awz?r from home to the
tune of three goals o nil.  There was

something far deeper than that.

The rumour which had spread through-
out the town, that Jim Blakeney—the
centre-forward of the Rangers—was play:
ing a double game, and that he was
“working ' for the benefit of a book
maker, had brought thousands of curious
people who seldom attended a footer
mateh to investizate for themselves.

The air was tense with expectation ol
something about to happen—something
sinister ; something out of the usual run
of execitement that is to be found in most
matches,

“Iere they come!”

The shout was taken up on all sides,
rising to a shrill c¢rescendo, as  the
Rangers, looking wonderfully fit in their
hlack-and-gold jersevs, doubled out of
iheir dressing-room on to the pitch.

*Hurrah ™

“No tricks, Blakeney!"”

Underlying the weleome  of  ile
majority at sight of their favourites was
an ominous outburst dirceted at the head
of Jim Dlakeney., He scemed oblivions
of it, however, as he laughed and chatted
with Harold Dighy, the centre-hall amd
skipper of the Rangers

Another terrific burst of applause
ereoted the appearance of the Portdale
eleven, who followed close on the heels
of their rivals. From a physical stand
point they were an exceptionally fine
feam, but to anyone who knew anything
about footer they were a trille on the
heavy side.

A hush seitled on the vast conconrse as
the two eaptains tossed for choice of cuds.
But only for a moment. The teams were
lining up now ready for the stavt, and
from every part of that gigantie arena

You've enjoyed this

‘i}‘li""' -"" .- He

fl'l:':'r

21

-
b
"_.l'r 'y e
R AT

\

T

with a

A sensational story
of League Football
powerful

detective theme,

a storm of cheering rang out. 'There
was a fair sprinkling of Portdale sup-
porters who flourished rattles, trumpets,
and the like. What they lacked in
numbers they were prepared to make up
for in noise, judging by the din that rang
out from their quarter as the ball was
set in motion,

Right from the kick-off the wvisitors
pressed with dogged persistency, and the
play resulting [rom this attack was
theilling in the extreme, 'lme and
again the Portdale eleven got within
scoring  distance, but the home backs
never faltered.  Their clever clearances

S ———————— e ——— e —— S —

HOW THE STORY OPENS,

JIM BLAKENEY, the eighteen-year-old
centre-forward of the Middleham Rapgers,
who 1s a nephew of

TIGER SLEEK, a notorious eriminal, who
has escaped the clutches of the police,
and who now has designs upon a secret
wireless ray invented by

MORNINGTON HARDACRE, the managing-
director of the Middleham HRapgers.

CONALD SWIVELLER, inpside-left in the
Rangers eleven, and nepliew of Morn-
ington Hurdacre. Jealous of Blakeney's
rapid strides into favour, Swiveller has
sworn to get the centre-forward turned
out of Middleham,

FEFRRERS LOCKE, the world-famous detec-
tive, and his clever young assistant,
TACK DRAKE, are engaged upon A case
connected with the theft of a wvalnable
pearl necklace. Dy a strange series of
circumstances Ferrers Locke is throwo
into contact with Jim Blakeney, who
confldes in the famons gleuth. 1t tran-
spires that Tiger Sleck seeks to compel
Jim Blakeney to steal the specifications
of Mornington Hardacre's invention, and,
when he finds the lad obstinate, resorls
to brutal methods of persuasion. Ferrers
Locke, who has rescued Blakeuey from
the tiver Twee, into which he had been
thrown by zix members of the Tigers
gang, offers to take a hand in the ecase,
aud announces his intention of residing
in Middlebam in the guise of Colouel

Challis.

———

vMornington Mardacre is the recipicut of
an anonywous letter, which states that Jun
Blakeney is a traitor to his side, and that
it is his intention to “fake™ the result of
the fortheoming mateh between the Rapgers
and Portdale. The rumour runs through the
town like wildlire, awd everyone is on tenter-
hooks. Ferrers Locke gets on the track of
the writer of the anonymous letter, and
dizcovers that Ronald Swiveller is implicated
in the plot to injure Blakeney. Tiger Sleek
also learns that Swiveller shows a decided
teudency to walk a crooked path, and de-
clares his intention of using Swiveller fo
gain his ends by encouraging his animosity
towards Jim Blakeney.

(Now read on.)

drew rounds of applause from the ex-
cited spectators, speedily followed by
gasps of dismay as the Portdale halves
sceured possession of the leather once
again. i was a forced pace the visitors
were setting, and the Rangers were hard
pressed for the first fifteen mnutes.
Then came the change.

A well-placed kick from Dighy at
centre-half put the ball at the feet of Jim
Blakeney, Immediately the ground
echoed and re-ecchoed to the encourage-
ments of the crowd as the centre forward
darted awav, tricked the opposing half-
back that came at him, and then passed
to Micky Pesmond on the right wing.

“Now then, Micky!”

The Rangers’ outside-right took ihe
ball in his stride, and sped along the
touchline without interference until he
saw the bulky shadow of the Portdale
left-hack looming bhefore hin.

“ Pass " shricked the crowd.

But there was no need to urge
Desmond on that account—he was =a
natural footballer. Without meeting the
full-back he sent over as perfect a centro
as the erowd had scen for many a day.

The Portdale right-back leaped in the
alr to intercept the passage of the sphere,
but he missed it by a matter of inches.
Before his feet had touched ground
again the ball was speeding at & terrific
pace towards the net. Jim Blakeney—
ever an opportunist—had taken the ball
ab t!}e first rebound and slammed it goal-
wards,

Anxions eves watched the goalkecper
rise in the air in a prodigious leap. His
sutsiretehed lingers ¢losed round the ball.
3ut before he could clear to safety
Ronalkl Swiveller had darted in and
bustled the ball into the net.

“Played, Swiveller !”

For once in a way the crowd showed
approval of Ronald Swiveller.  The
inside-left had opened the score for the
howe club.,

* Played, sir!”

As Swiveller walked back to the eeniro
of the pitch he felt extremely pleased
with himseli., Even Digby shook hiz
hand and congratulated m on_the goal
he had seored. But when Jim Blakeney
offercd his congratulations, Swiveller met,
the centre-forward’s smiling face with a
linee of lofty contempt.

Jim bit his lip and torned away. He
had felt the snub, and was annoyed.
I'here was little time for him to ponder
over it, however, for the referee had the
whistle 1o lus lips.

Pheep !

The ball was in motion again. The
Partdale eleven were determined to wipe

instalment 2 Next week’s instalment is better still
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off the slale that one goal deficit, but the
Rangers held them at every phase of the
game, Bome of the rowdier spectators
who favoured the home club began to
\CEr 1N consequence.

“Call this football!” roared one ox-
cited member in the ¢heaper stand. “ Go
home and play marbles, Portdale |”

“Where's %lnkeney’s double pame
now?" demanded another. “Who said
the Rangers was goin’ to get beat by
the Portdale crush?”
“All bosh, *Arry!
us!”

“Btraight as a die!
TOes r

The excitement in the stands grew to
a feverssh pitch as Jim was seen to speed
down the field with the ball at his feet.
Tricking the half-back in a manner that
drew the laughter of the spectators, he
tested the goalie. There was no mistake
this time. Good as the Portdale 'keeper
undoubtedly was, he could do nothing
with that shot. He was dismally aware
of his failure as the roars of the
spectatorate sang in his ecars:

“(Goal ™

“Good shot, Jim 1"

“The stuff to give "em !

“Let's 'ear from you again !”

The cheers rang out long after the
teams lined up for the re-start. Two
goals in twenty minutes promised well
for the Rangers. 1In their delight the
spectators forgol their dislike of Ronald
Swiveller, and cheered him to the echo.
As a matter of fact, the inside-left, for
purposes of, his own, was playing the
game of his life. His exhibition of foot-
ball was faultless. The pity of it was
that he knew it, and attempted to play to
the gallery.

Thus it was in a spirited attack by the
Rangers’ forward line Swiveller came
mto contact with the opposing half-back
—a giant of 8 man who stood well over
six feet.  Swiveller danced round the
hefty fellow to the delight of the crowd,
and to the growing rage of the half.
back. But instead of passing to his wing
Swiveller kept the ball to himself The
burly ““half ” panted after him, and

Thud |

Swiveller went staggering a few
from a heavy shoulder-charge,
finally pitched to the
half-back cleared, and the Eame ©on-
tinued for a few moments until the
cries of the crowd drew the referee’s
attention to the Rangers’ inside-left,
who was sprawling on the ground in an
mert heap.

“Man hurt, ref.”

The whistle blew, and the game came

to a temporary standstill. The Rangers
crowded round their fallen forward and
attempted to raise him. The referes,
seeing that Swiveller was apparently
more than winded, signalled to the
First Aid man on the touchline,
. He came running to the scene with =2
wet sponge and restoratives, and began
to examine Swiveller. The douche of
cold water from the sponge had the
effect of opening the player's eyes. He
blinked about him for a moment and
then groaned.

“M-my head !” he muttered, and then
swooned again,

The referee made a sign to the TFirst
Aid man to take the injured forward
from the field. The crowd was strangely
hushed as Swiveller, between two Etﬂl}-
warl fellows, was half carried into the
dressing-room. Jeff Dunstan came
hurrying forward, full of concern.
Swiveller was stretched out on the mas-
sage-table, and the old trainer ran his
bands over him.

Jim's the boy for
he

There

yards
and
round. The big

“Don't  worry, Jeff,”  muttered
Swiveller faintly. *TI shall be all right
in a moment. Must have hit my head
on the ground when that fellow charged
me,

“Hm!" grunted the trainer. “Blessed
if I can see any sign of a bump!”

Swiveller rose unsteadily to his feet,
and with a protesting wave of the hand
motioned Jeff Dunstan to leave him
alone,

“Don't fuss, there’s a good chap!™
sald the inside-left, with a ﬁjréad smile,
“I'm going on again in a moment.”

The trainer scratched his head in per-
plexity. ITe was sorcly puzzled to locate
the trouble which lmc‘Y repndered Swivel-
ler hors de combat. To all intents and
purposes Swiveller looked as fit as a
liddle. With a grunt that sounded un-
intelligible, but which, however, con-
veyed a great deal of the old trainer's
opinion of the whole thing all the same,
Dunstan turned on his heel and vacated
the dressing-room. He was anxious {o
i:fiﬁmss the concluding stages of the first

alf,

The inside-left watched him go, a
curious gleam of satisfaction lighting up
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his narrow, crafiy eyes. Making a pre-
tence of following Dunstan, Swiveller
limped across the dressing-room. e
paused for a fleeting moment heside the
pegs upon which were suspended the
players’ ordinary clothes. Glancing fur-
tively around him, Swiveller drew some-
thing from his own pocket and trans-
ferred it to a pocket of one of the
coats -hanging on the pegs.

The whole action took less than a
minute to perform. The next, and
Swiveller was limping cut of the dress-
ing-roont, down the narrow gangway,
and thence on to the field of play.

“Good old Swiveller !

A section of the crowd saw the inside-
‘eft returning to the game and they set
up a howl of cheering, He took his
position in the forward line, and played
a careful game nuntil the referee finally
blew his whistle, signalling half-time.

To the accompaniment of storms ol
cheers, the Rangers came off the ground
for the few minutes’ welcome respite.
They entered the dressing-room, chat-
ting and langhing amongst themselves,

Six Shillings well spent—THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL—NOW ON SALFE -

what lime Jefl Dunsian doled out the
lemons, Jim was the last of the players
to enter the narrow gangway leading to
the dressing-room, and he was about fo
follow hiz companions inside, when a
hand gripped his arm.

“A moment, Jim, my hoy!"”

The centre-forward turned, to sec a
iall, peppery-looking gentleman, whose
grizzled face was tanned a deep bronze,

smiling at him.
“Mr.—I mean, Colonel Challis—"
*“Didn’t expect

began Jim, in surprise.
to see you here, sir!”

“Thank heavens, T am here!” mul-
tered the “colonel,” who was no other
than Ferrers Locke., “Don't take any
notice of the smile upon my face,” he
added quickly; “that’s for the benefit
of anyone who might be looking at us.
But I'm dead serious, Jim! Listen to
my instructions, and don’t bother me
with questions—they can be postponed
until later. Now, when vou arrive in
the dressing-room you are to exchange
your packet of chewinpg-gum with that
in Swiveller's pocket. Don't stare at
me like that! T know what T'm talk-

ing about, I assure you, and——"" He
broke off abruptly as he percerved
Mornington  Hardacre  approaching.

“You're playing fine, Jim: keep it up [
The young centre-forward was well
aware that the latter remark was in-
tended for the managing-director's ears.
“I'riend of mine, sir,"” he said, noting
the look of inquiry on the director's

face. * Colonel Challis—Mr. Hardacre.”
The two shook hands and began to
chat. Murmuring his excnses, Jim

Dlakeney, sorely puzzled at the detec-
tive's strange instructions, took the op-
portunity of slipping into the dressing-
room. For the life of him he ¢ould not
see how he was to perform the task
Ferrers Locke had set him. But even
as he closed the door of the dressing-
room the voice of the world-famous de-
tective—unnecessarily raised, thought
Jim at the moment—reached him. And
the words were significant.

“Thanks very much, Mr. Hardacre!
I should indeed be pleased to have a

look round !

J heard the words of Ferrers Locke.
Crossing to whern his clothes were

hanging, the centre-forward took from

his jacket-pocket a packet of chewing-

gum and contemplated it for a fAeeting

moment,

To all intents and purposes it was
axactly the same packet that he had
placed there himself before the opening
of the match against Portdale,

Jeff Dunstan, the trainer, made it a
practice to give each member of the
eleven iwo packets of chewing-gum
before the commencement of any mateh.
As a relfresher, he swore by 1t. Jim
had not taken kindly to the habit at
irst; but in course of time, like the
remainder of his companions, he had
eome Lo appreciata it for what it was
worth. Dunstan’s iron rule of one
packet of gum for each forty-five
minutes of play was strictly observed by
the Rangers,

But how TFerrers Locke had pgained
intelligence of this practice completely

The Second Half !

IM BLAKENEY felt a. thrill of
safisfaction steal over him as ho

mystilied Blakeney. And the detee-
tive’s instructions to exchange his—
Jim's—packet of gum with that of

Swiveller’'s puzzled the young centre-
forward the more he thought about it.
He was still endeavouring to solve the

‘““ The Smugglers of Pegg ! —written specially by George Wingate—next week !
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— There’s a big rush to the newsagents, boys!

pnzzle when Mornington Ilardacre ap-
pearedd in  the dressing-room, acconi-
panied by the pseudo Colonel Challs,

“This iz the bath-room I have had
specially arranged for the club, CDIGI‘IFI
Challis,” the director was saying. “I
think you will agree with me that 1t 1s
» model of its kind.” )

The director and the detective passed
into the hnge bath-roam adjoining the
dressing-room, and Jim's heart jumped.
He realised now the move for which
Ferrers Tocke was playing. It material-
ised & maoment or so later, when Morn-
ington Ilardacre put his head nto tl‘_lje

dressing-room,
: fellows!” he

“Come here, you _
announced cheerily. * Colonel Challis

would like to be introduced to you all.
Not you, Jim, of course,” he addeq;
with a smile. ““Vou know him already.

The players crowded into the bath-
room, and were formally introduced to
the colonel, what time Jim Blakeney
speedily negotiated the exchange of
chewing-gum. With a smile of satisfac-
tion upon his face which he could not
mnr::eaﬁ Blakeney joined the throng in
the hath-room and winked an expressive
eve at Ferrers Locke. The celebrated
dotective was going great guns with the
Rangers, and one and all voted him a
good sort. He took his leave of them
chortly before the interval expired, and
the eleven made a general move in the
direction of their clothes.

“Hallo, time's up!” suddenly ex-
claimed, Digbv, starting for the door.
“Come on, chaps, and keep it up this
half 1™

Fortified with their second ration of
chewing-gum, the home club trooped on
to the pitch, determined to add still
more to the score that stood to their
credit. Once or twice Bwiveller
glanced in the direction of Jim
Blakeney, and a peculiar twisted smile
crossed his face, the reason for which
Blakeney was at a complete loss to

understand,

The second half of the game opened
up with a concerted move on the part of
the wvizitors to redeem their reputation.
As a consequence, the spectators were
treated to a thrilling five minutes of
play in the region of the centre-line, n
which both elevens struggled hard for
the mastery. . .

Portdale hbrought all their superior
weight into the seale, and the chargmg
was unnccessarily heavy, but they coul
not break through the rigid defence of
the home eleven. _

Then the Rangers’ [orward line fell
into movement, and away they streaked
for their opponents’ goal. The passing
was well tined until Ronald Swiveller
miskicked a simple ball that a schoelboy
could have mastered.

“Come on, Swiveller!”

Conscious of o peculiar feeling akin to
numbness stealing over his limbs, the
inside-left bit his lip as the erowd began
to jeer him. Another chance came his
way again a few moments later to show
this same unsympathetic erowd what he
really could do. He judged, as he
thought, his kick to a nicety, and, to

his utter astonishment, Uiisﬁed ihe
leather by a matter of six inches.
“Kick him off |

“Play the game, Swiveller!™

A certain section of the speciorate
were growing restive and abusive. The
miskicks seecmed obviously  “faked.”
But to Jim Blakeney, who had at first
Leen astonished to see such a hopeless
performance from such a good forward,
a dawning light of intellipence began to
breal.

The chewing-gum !

In a flash he realised the sigmificance
of Ferrers Locke's timely warning., He
peered closely at the inside-left who was,
even at that moment, mechanically
chewing away at a piece of the gum,
and & grim frown settled on his hand-
some face,

“And so that little packet was for
me,” muttered Blakeney, feeling no
compunction in allowing Swiveller to
continue chewing the gum. *“ By Jove!
What a vile trick!”

He had no time to ponder further on
the situation, “for ‘the ball was sailing
towards him. Trapping neatly, he
started away ab a tangent, bamboozled
the opposing centre-half, who rushed at

him, and finally passed to Micky
Desmond, the outside-right.  That
speedy winger was racing down the

touchline like a flash of lightning, ihe
ball under perfect conirol at his feet.
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Glancing furtively about him, Swiveller
drew something from his own pocket
and transferred it to one of the coats
hanging on the pegs. (See page 22.)

“Centre, Micky 1™

The leather sailed in & perfect curve
towards the oncoming forwards. Jim
Blakeney leaped in the air to breast
it, and was charged to the ground by
a burly full-back. The hall, however,
continued in its fAight, finally to land
almost at the feet of Ronald Swiveller.
It was the chance of a lifetime. The
goal was seven Yyards away, and
Swiveller was unmarked.

“Now's your chance, Swiveller!”

“ Shoot, man—shoot ! :

Through the mist that had seitled 1n
his brain the inside-left dimly heard the
chouts of the spectators. He steadied
the ball, and was about ito shoot for
goal when a sharp pain shot through his
[egr. Then, and only then, did Ronald
Qwiveller become aware of what had

happened. DBy some manner unknown

Don’t get left! 23

to him he had been eating of the very
chewing-gum that was intended for Jim
Blakeney—the drugged gum which he
himself had safely placed in Dlakeney’'s
pocket & short time before.

“Wake up, man!”

““Shoot!” The Middleham Rangers'
followers almost shrieked the cry.

Through the fierce reflections of his
throbbing brain Swiveller heard again
the shouts of the crowd. He tried to
pull himself together. He must retricve
the mistake he had made.

Swooosh |

His right foot swept through the air
with all the foree that he could muster

behind it. But it met nothing more
tangible than the empty air. As
Swiveller, carried away by his own

momentum, pitched to the ground, ho
saw through the mist that dinmuned his
gight the ball still lving on the ground.
Ile had missed it!

“Traitor |

“Kick him off, ref!”

The indignant members of the grand-
stand were on their feet, shaking savage
fists at the inside-left, who was slowly

picking himself up. A certain goal,
practically, had been thrown awax.
Thrown away! There was no other
ﬁgnﬁtruﬂtiun io place upon that mis-
ick,

“We won't have him!”

“Stop the match !

“Hi, ref—send that man off!
traitor !

Mornington Hardacre had rylhled his
eyes in astonishment at his nephew's
first lapse. DBut now words and action
seemed to faill him. He could onlv
stand and stare as if paralysed at the
inglorious figure of  Ronald Swiveller.
When action returned to him he stormed
up and down the members' stand, niter-
ing all manner of threats against his vu-
fortunate nephew,

The Rangers themselves seemed to be
smitten by the same inactivity for the
moment. Ronald Swiveller's action had
knocked the wind out of their sails,

And in that moment of gencral con-
sternation the Portdale forward Ime
broke through and scored their first
point.,

ik {-_;":}:11 t!‘!

Only a few spectators favouring 1he
Rangera uttered the shout. It was left
for the Portdale contingent to malke the
noise with their rattles, trumpets, and
various other paraphernalia. But it had
the effect of encouraging the Ponidale
oleven to further efforts. They lined up
for the restart full of confidence—a con-
fidence that received a severe setback,
however, as the Rangers recovered from
the shock Swiveller had given them.
They were annoyed; and their tactics,
perhaps, gave some indication of whart
thoy felt. A fierce scrimmage in mid-
ficld drew the shouts of the Middlehai
faction round the touchlines, punctuated
hy the entreaties of the Portdale crowi.
It was a regular ding-dong baftle, 1n
which hard knocks were taken with the
smooth ones.

Ronald Swiveller, still with thaf
peculiar miasma stealing through his
limbs, glared savagely at Jim Blakeney
as the two came near each other.

“Vou cur!” he muttered, beneath his
breath. _

The centre-forward took no nolice of
the insult, but continued his gawe,
determined in his own mind to give
Swiveller no more chances of making a
faol of himself. But often in the game
ihe ball landed near the feet of the
rascally inside-left with the same result

He's a
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every time. IIe could do nothing, 'The
drug with which he had intended to
bring about DBlakeney's downfall was
bringing about his own. :

It would be difficult to describe the
action of the drugged chewing-gum upon
the rascally inside-left. It left him
cnough of his senses to realise what was
going on about him, but a misty kind of
film obscured his vision, and his limbs
were half paralysed. Where he had
shone brilliantly in the opening stages
of the match he now floundered hope-
lessly.

And all the time he was treated to
the wrath of the crowd—the wrath he
had hoped to see hurled at the head of
his enemy. It was poetic justice with a
vengeance, and none amongst that whole
multitude rejoiced more than the tall,
soldierly-looking gentleman in the man
grand stand,

“Mr. Swiveller,” muttered Forrers
Locke, below his breath. *“ You've been
poisoned by your own sting.”

The remaining few minutes of that
half were like a nightmare to Ronald
Swiveller. He had been bowled out.
The thought thrummed through his tired
brain incessantly. The vesult of his
scheming—he dared not ponder over it.
Who had turned the tabdes on hin'?
What did Jim Blakeney know? Never
had a rogue repented of his misdeeds as
did Ronald Swiveller at that moment.
The sword of Damocles was poised above
his head—he knew not which hand would
deal the fatal stroke.

Mercifully for him, as it turned out,
the referee’s whistle put a stop Lo his
wretched existence as a footballer for
that afternoon. _
<hrill blast he had the mortification of
sceing his hated enemy break through
the Portdale defence in the last few
seconds of the game, and score with a
low ground shot that registered the
Rangers' third goal,

“Played, Jim !

“Bravo, Rangers!” .

In that moment of wild jubilation the
mighty concourse forgot the existence
of Ronald Swiveller, and that unhappy
individual did not stay long enough on
the ground to revive the interest. Burn.
ing with shame, he staggered—no other
term is applicable—from the playing-
field and entered the dressing-room.
Jeff Dunstan, who was wailing there,
turned his back on the inside-left and
left him to his own devices.

When next the old trainer turned his
head it was to find the fizure of Ronald
Swiveller streiched out prone upon the
floor in an unconscious heap. Dunstan,
with a ery of alarm, darted forward and
knelt beside the silent fizure. Iiven as
he peered at the tightly-drawn face of
Swiveller, the dressing-room door opened
and the Rangers, at whose head was
Mornington Hardacre, strode in,

“SBwiveller i beran Hardacre
grimly. * Where—"" He broke off
abruptly as he became awanre of the still
firure at his feet,  “Why, what's hap-
pened, Dunstan?” he hellowed,

“Drogged, sir!” said the old trainer
lnconically.

“Cireat Are
man?"

“Positive ! grunted Tienstan, in his
abrupt way.

“Better call a doctor,”
turning on hiz heel.
be seen to at once,
heavens !

Jim Blakenev, who had been the last
to enter the dressing-room, pazed down
at the unconscious ligure of the man who

Heaven ! you  sure,

sard Hardacro,
“HBwiveller must
Drogged! Good

But even before that

next Monday’s special 4-page Supplement!

had tried to ruin him. and shook his
head sadly. Despite the narrow shave
he had had of being in exactly the same
position as Hardacre's rascally nephew,
Blakeney felt a twinge of sorrow and
compassion for the silent figure lying
outstretched at his feet.

But although Ferrers Locke had been
clever enough to unearth the scheme
which had been prepared for tha down-
fall of Jim Blakeney, and quick enough
to thwart it, he held no direct evidence
uponn which to charge or arrest the
rascally Ronald Swiveller.

Even as Jim Blakeney gazed down at
the Rangers' inside-left, the words of
the great detective, uttered the moment
before the voung centre-forward had
entered the dressing-room, rang through
his brain :
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Through the
mist that had settled in his brain

“* Shoot man, shoot I "’

Swiveller heard the shouis of the
crowd, Swoosh! His right foot
swept through the air with all the
force at his command. But it met

nothing more tangible than the empty
air, (See page 23.)

Ticavpo

“TPo  nothing—say nothing, l
The

Swiveller to explain as best he can,
time is not vet ripe to strile!”

ié 3
A genial snule 18 up the

grizzled face of the pseudo Colonel
Challis as he leaned back 1n a comiort-
able armchaiv and pulled away at his
favourite briar,

Jim Blakeney, seated the other side
of the hearth, pulled his seat neaver the
blaze.

“I'm dying to know—as you saxy, M.

Ferrers Locke Explains !

ND now 1 suppose von are dyimg
to  krow whai  evervthing
means, eh "

Locke ! he pgrinned. Y Everything al

Start solving the puzzle-pictures now, chums !
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the moment resembles a puzzle of which
I have solved only a part.”™

“Colonel Challis, if you please,”
admonished the great detective. “ EKven

walls have ears, we are told.”

“I beg your pardon—er—colonel,”
said Jim, smiling. “But tell me—how
did you arrive at the bottom of this
afternoon’s plot 7"

““Quite simply, as a matter of fact, my
lad,” returned the detective easily.
“After you wvisited me the other day
with the story of the anonymous letter,
I made it vy business to take a stroll
into the town. Fortune favoured me,
for I had hardly been tramping the
streets five minutes when T caught sight
of Ronald Swiveller. I shadowed him—
to cut a long story shot—to the offices of
Michuel Menzine, commission agent.”

“The bookmaker?”

“Exactly. Moreover, I wisited the
estimable Menzine myself and requested
the pleasure of opening an account with
him. A favourable opportunity presented
itself for me to imspect at close quarters
a certain typewriter on his desk. To my
ntmost satisfaction I discovered that the
‘r'in the type-bar was out of alignment
with the rest of the characters.”

“Then the anonymous letter—
began Jim excitedly.

“YWas written by our friend Menzine,”
continued Ferrers Locke. “Of course,
{the mere fact of the peculiarity in the
{vpe-bar being identical with that of the
machine that wrote the anonymous
letter was not sufficient evidence to lay
the blame at the door of Michael
Menzine:  but  fhat, coupled with
Swiveller's visit, was enough to give me
a theory.”

“PBut the chewing-gzum, Mr.—I mean
colonel ¥

“T'm coming to that,"” returned the
creat detective, with a smile. * There
arain Mortune played into my hands, for
I rhanced to meet early this morning an
old friend of mine—a Mr, Roland
(‘orbett, one-time crook. That corpulent
pentleman was shaking his fist at the
nifice window of Mr. Michael Menzine
when I tapped him on the shoulder, 0OF
course, he didn't recognise me in this
disgmige, but when I mentioned some
facls concerning o jewel robbery that
ocenrred three vears ago, he showed an
inclinalion to baolt,

“T managed, however, to lead him to
a quict cafe, where we talked. In 1e
toen for my promising to let him po,
he rave me the information I sought.
It tronspired that Mr. Roland Corbott
wis sieked from Mr. Michael Menzino's
extablishment this morning for refusing
1o subnnt to his wages being reduced.
Unkuown to  Menzine, however, Mr,
(Clever Corbett had got wind of the piot
apainst vou, IFrom him I learned that
Honald Swiveler had been bribed to
exchange  the packet of chewing-gum
vl generally—=liks most of the Rangers’
elosv en—kept in your jacket-pocket [fov
the s=ecoml half of the match for a
Jirngeod packet.™

“Lireal Beott ! exclaimed Blakeney.

“iihe knock-out  charge  Swiveller
faked very well,” continued the deter-
live, contemplating the coerling wrealhs
of smoke from his briav, *for it gave
him the eopportuniiy he was plaving
tor.”

“Then Tin wasn't hurt at all inter-
rupled Blakoney, “The cunning cad!”

“1le's every bit and more of what
yvou =av. my lad,” went on Loecke, * And
he nearly scored, too. In post haste I
dastual to the ground, and was loucky
enciph to communicate with you before
tlie pelol materialised,  DBut 1 knew by

it’s not too late !

L EE



Another ripping instalment of this grand serial next Monday, chums’! 25

that time the disgged c¢hewing.gnm was in your poclet.
You see, Swiveller and Menzine had laid fheir plans cun-
ningly and £

“1 can sce the vest now. =sir,” said Blakeney. “You pave
me the opportunity of readjusting the exchange of chewing-
eum, as it were, while you evinced intevest in the bath-
soom and introduced yourself io the rest of the team.”

“Exactly! But we ean do nothing for the moment
arainst Swiveller, You see. all the evidence is purely

circumstantial. And 1o stivr up a scene with Iardacre's
nephew at this juncture svould be bhoth foolish and futile.
Then, again, our other bhird has fown—->""

“What, Michael Menzine?”

“Fxactly! I went along to his offices directly after the
match, with the express intention of interviewing him. But
he had been too quick for me. His elerk informed me
that Menzine had packed his bag and departed in haste for
London. The only evidence lefi. behind 1s the portable type-
writer with the damaged *r’ in the type-bar. Dut 1 am
afraid that won't help us any.”

“The scoundrel! I'd like to lay my hands upon him!”
said Blakeney fiercely.

“Pon’t worry, my ldd,” =aid Locke, with a grim smile.
“There'll be plenty more dying to lay hands on him before
the day's finished,  Just before you came here this evening
1 reporter from the local newspaper paid me a visit. [le
was athivst for news, and I gave him some,

“In my bhest Army manner I informed him ihat 1 was
personally acquainted with Ferrers Locke, the great detee-
tive, who had been engaged upon tracking down Michael
Menzine. Lightly passing over that, I mentioned the fact
that this Ferrers Locke—ahem !—had informed me of the
anonymous letter Menzine had written Hardacre. T dwelt
upon tha ‘r’ in the letter to ITardacre being out of align-
ment with the rest of the letters in that exiraordinary
missive. and I assured onr fiiend the reporter that did he
Lt visitc Menzine's office lie would find the typewriter with
the gainmy ‘r '—"

“ And did he?”’ burst out Blakeney.

“Ile did.” replied Locke, laughing. “ Moreover, lie
visited Hardacre and made him unearih the scraps of the
anonyvinous letter, which had been pitched in the dustbin
days ago. Then our enierprising reporter returned to
Menzine's office, tried the typewriter, and found that thal
undoubtedly was the machine which had written the original
anonymous letter.”

“Ile certainly is enterprising,” grinned Blakeney. *Is
that the finish of his energies?” .
“Not at all,” weni on Locke, laughing hugely. “He

forthwith sits down and pens o remarkable story of his
own creation, in which he surmises that the drugged chew-
ine-eum intended for you by the raseally Menzine was, by
some unlncky mischance, given to Ronald Swiveller—"

“hot that will clear Swiveller!” exclaimed Blakeney.
¢ e'll fasten on to that yarn like glne—if Menzine doesn’t
show up in the neighbourhood again.”

“Let himl” 5:11’.5 the detective quietly. “We can do
pothing, anyway. But I rather fancy we haven't finished
wiih Mr. Ronald Swiveller vet. I have an instinet which
warns me of trouble to come from his direction in the near
future, and I am ready to meet 1t Next time, however,
there will be no mistake, Mr. Ronald Swiveller 15 a
marked man,”

“Tt would seem also,” =aid Blakeney somewhat bitterly,
¢{hat T'm a marked man, too. First it's the Tiger, then
it’s this chap Swiveller. What's going to be the end of it
ull, sir?”

“There you ask me something
3ut, come what may, Jim—Irom
vou ean count on Ferrers Locke's hacking,
friend.”

Jim Blakeney did not reply in words. With a glance of
something almost akin fo hero worship he prasped the hand
of England’s greatest detective and wrung it warmly.

- - L] [ ] - L] - L L]

I cannot safely answer.
the Tiger or Swiveller—
I'm your

The following morning the local newspaper conlained
something in the nature of a bombshell for the inhabitants
of Middleham. The reporter to whom the pseude Colonel
Challis had given the story of Michael Menzine and the
anonymous letter had made the most of his “news.” In
clowing, dramatic style the reporter had deawn upon his
fund of imagination and had presented his theory regarding
ihe flight of the rascally hookmaker from the town ol
Middleham. By means of a Leondon inquiry ageng the
reporter had gathered in the facts that Michael Menzine
had engaged a passage to Amsterdam in one of the pgiant
neroplanes daily leaving Croydon, and was, at time of going
ta press, crossing the North Sea.

A visit to the bank in Middleham had nlzo revealed thal |

Michael Menzine had withdrawn the whole of his acecount,
which significont fact aroused the wrath and indignation of

(Continucd on page 20.)
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THE joy of Meccano building is
that you can build so many work-
these Lettor Scales  ing models—all of them different,
for Father all of them trueto type and true
in action. There is just as much
fun taking models to pleces to
build others as there 1s in con-
structing models and working
them.

The reason why boys find Meccano
building so fascinating is that all
the parts are standardised and
interchangeable. Each nut, bolt,
girder, pulley and wheel is a real
engineering unit. Meccano models
are the real thing in miniature,
not a ‘ make-believe " toy.

MECCANO

] ENGINEERING FOR BOYS

COMPLETE
OUTFITS from 3/6 to 370/-

GRAND
MODEL-BUILDING
COMPETITION

This is » Model Building Competition tha:

brings gelden opportunities to brainy, invenlive

hoys, This year we offer splendid Cups and

Medals to the value of £250 for the best

Meccono models. Write us for full particulars
or ask your dealer for an entry farm.

FREE TO BOYS

A Splendid New Meccano Book
This is a new and splendidly illustrated boaok, that
tells of all the good things that come from Meececano-
lend, where the best toys are manufactured, No
boy should be withaut this wonderful book.

How to zet a Free Copy
Just show this advertisement to three chums and
cend us their names and addresses with your own.
Put No. 35 alter your name for reference.

MECCANO LTD : BINNS ROA
LIVERPOOL
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certain inhabitants who' were unfortunate
enough to have been the rascally book-
maker's creditors.

The reference to the anonymous letter
denouncing Jim Blakeney as a traitor
to his side, and the subsequent altempt
to drug him—which, alas! had [ound a
victim in the “respectable! Ronald
Swiveller—had the effect of rousing lhe
whole town to a state of revenge. The
rowdy spirits were eager to lay hands
on Michael Menzine to compensate, as
it were, the remarks and suspicions they
had directed against the Rangers’ popu-
lar centre-forward.

Ronald Swiveller, as he sat al his
breakfast-table, smiled sardonically. The
energetic newspaper reporter had, un-
knowingly, sheltered one of the prime
movers in the eampaign against Jiumn
Blakeney behind his glowing theory of
the case.

“What an
scoundrelly

escape " murmured the
y nephew  of  Mornington
Hardacre. “The tale this reporter mer-
chant has put forward will smit me
down to the ground. I'll sit tight and
declare my innocence and ignorance of
the whole drugging affair.”

Swiveller laughed mirthlessly at his
own ¢leverness,  DBut behind that laugh
a thought kept repeating itself in his
brain.

“Who chanzed the drugged chewing-
gum?”

Try as he might, Swiveller could not
place the person who had foiled his

scheme. Dut on one point he knew he
was safe. Whoever knew the facls of
the case was merely lying low con

account of the lack of direct evidence.
Swiveller was certain that no one had
witnessed his act in the dressing-room
when he had exchanged the chewing-
gum in Blakeney's pocket for a drugged
packet of the same commodity.

Could he, however, have glimpsed the
grizzled faca of the pseadoe Colonel
Challis at that moment, and the laugh-
ing, handsome countenance of Jim
Blakeney, who was striding along by
the “colonel’s " side in the direction
of the premises of Michael Menzine, he
might have felt some cause for alarm.

Swiveller had been introduced to the
“colonel,” and had shaken him warmly
by the hand. Little did ho guess, how-
ever, that he had shaken hands with the
celebrated detective Ferrers Locke, and
still less did he know that that same
individual was ths person responsible
for the foiling of his scheme and the
subsequent flight of Michael Menzine.

“T1 reckon Swivellor's chuckling to
himself this morning,” said Locke
grimly, as he paced along with Jim
Blakeney. “He's as eafe as houses, in
his own estimation.”

“It's a game of wait and see, =sir,”
said Blakeney. W l—— Oh, ‘Great
Beott 1"

The twain had turned the corner of
I'entiman Street, in which Michasl Men-
vine'a offices were situated. A slrange
sight met their gaze. A huge crowd of
angry townspeople were congregated
outside the premises of the bookmaler,
and, despite the efforts of a posse of
police, were striving to gain admittance
to the building.

“Trouble brewing,”
quietly.

And the famous slenth was right.

A determined move by the crowd
swept the thin cordon of police like
leaves before n gale. The infuriated
mob fought their way ‘nin the bulding,
yelling at the top of their voices.

“Bmash him up!”

said Locke

Monday is MAGNET day—the best day of the week!

)
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their part in the work of destruetion.

1he windows of the bookmaker’s offices were flung open, and tie enraged towns-
reople began to pitch the furniture into the sireet. Their comrades helow did
Between them they tore up the furniture
to bits. Police whistles sounded on every side, but the crowd was gaining in

numbers considerably.

(See this page.)

I]"‘ Put him out of business for good and
all 1™

Crash, crash!

The windows of the bookmaker's
offices were flung open and the enraged
townspeople pitched the office furniture
into the street. 'Their comrades i the
roadway  below did their part in the
work of destruction.

Police-whistles were blowing on every
side, but the crowd was gaining In
nutmbers considerablv, Mundreds of
creditors who had expected their ac-
counts to be settled by cheque that
same morning were aware that they had
lost  their money. Menzine's  closed
aceount at the bank and his flight to
the Continent were sufficient proof of
tnat. The hotheads amongst them
wanted eampensation of some sort,

(Chairs, desks, pictures, typewriters,
cirpets—evervthing the office contained
was hurled out of the windows and
trampled upon.

“This 15 where you clip in, sonny,”
saldl Locke quietly. “There'll be a
regular riot in a moment or so, There's
not sufficient police to hold the crowd
in check.”

“But where do T ecome in, sir?’ asked
Blakenewv, mn astomshment.

“Leave that to me,” saiud the sleunth,
as he darted away and mingled with
the crowd. .

“There's Blakeney !

From amidst that struggling mob the
cry rose shrill and sharp, For a
moment the erowd paused 1an their waork
of destruetion and turned their heads.

ik

“Chair him, boys!
Ferrevs Locke was responsible for
both of those remarks., With a lean
forefinger he indicated the figure of
Jsim Blakeney standing on the pave-
ment the other side of the thoroughfave.

With a whoop of delight and a volley
of cheers, the mob surged in the dires-
tion of the centre-forward. 1lere, al
least, they could show their enthusiasm
for the man they had thought guilty
of being a traitlor at the cunning m-
stigation of Michael Menzine,

“Hurrah !"

“(ood old Jim!"”

“(Chair him!”

“Hoorray "

Like a pack of excited schoolboys the
crowd gathered round Jim Blakeney
and hoisted him aloft. Then, despite
his  zood-natured  protestations, tha
Rangers’ centre-forward was carried
shonlder-high round the town, accom-
panied by an ever-increasing crowd’ of
people who rallied to do homage to the
man they had doubted.

Ferrers Tocke, smiling grimly at the
success of his manceuvre in diverting
the crowd from Michael Menzine’
offices, shook honds with  the local
police-inspector, who had witnessed tha
nck.

“Qaved the situation,
the inspector gratefully.
obliged.”

(Another Jong, thrilling instalmient of
o powerful Foothall aml Detretive
Sevial next week. Don't mizz 1tF)

salil
much

colonel,”
“1'm
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FOOTBALLERS' NAMES.
(Continued from page 15.)

Cockle, Crosbie, Cross, Clennell, Cameron, Chedgzoy, Cock, Eh_ﬂd-
wick, Clough, Curry, Cookson, Cope, Cook, Crilly, Chaplin, Collier,
Crockford, Campbell, Crown, Chance, Chipperfield, Crompton,
Charlton, Cooner, Craig, Cosgrove, Cherrett, Crossley, Carter,
Clarke, Cotton, Cunningham, Cairps, Clunas, Connolly, Cassuly,
Carr, Cowan, Chapmun, Chambers, Clay, Cresswell. ;
"Dunn, Dickson, Dorrell, Dawson, Davies, Dounaldson, Dinsdale,
Dimmock, Duckett, Duncan, Dominy, Davison, Duckworth,
Nockray, Danskin, Dreyer, Denoon, Denyer, Dulffuz, Dunlop, Dixoo,
Doyle, Doran,  Dale.

Emerson, Evans, Ellerington, England, Elis, Edelston, Edgley,
Eogo, Elliott, Edge, Edwards, Emmctl, Kwart. , _

. French, Ferguson, Ford, Forshaw, Fletcher, Flood, Flind,
Feebury, Fleming, Fleetwood, Flyown, Fox, Foxall, Fort, Forhes,
Fowler, Faxackerley, Findlay, Featherstone, Forsythe, Frame, Fyfe,
Finney, Forster, Fitton, Fairclough, Fern.

Grimshaw, Gill, Gilehrizst, Gough, {Iilhr.ﬂlﬁn, Grimedell, Gittins,

Gibson, (iraham, Goldthorpe, Grupdy, Gallegley, Gibbon, Gomm,

Gregory, George, Getgood, Groves, Greig, Garduoer, Gallagher,
Glaney, Greenshields, Gourlay, Goodchild. )
Howarth, Haworth,. Hampton, Harrow, Harland, Hopkin,

Hudspeth, Harriz, Hamill, Hill, Hardy, Hamilton, Hawes, Handley,
Hufton, Hine, Hughes, Heap, Higginbotham, Heoddinott, Hebden,
Hilditeb, Howson, Hunter, Hayes, Hutebins, Hanuaford, Harrold,

Howie, Henshall, Hodges, Halstead, Hugall, Hogg, Henderson;
Harper, Hulton, Hillhouse, Hair, Hart, Haives, Hole.

Irvine, Islip, Iremouger, Irwin.

Jeonings, Jack, Jackson, Johnson.

Kirton, Kelly, Kneeshaw, Keenor, Kay, EKnowles, Eane,

Keeulyside, Kidd, Kilpatrick, Hean.
Linfoot, Longworth, Low, "Lindsay, Little, Lonsdale, Lockhead,

Longmuir, Lea, Licvesley, Lane, Lockett, Legge, Lofthouse, Lenny, |

Lyner, Lawzon, Lambie, Lacey.

‘Moss, Mort, Mosscrop, Meehan, Maitland, Mitchell, Murphy,
Morpan, Milton, Mercer, Marshall, Magee, Moore, Martin, Aills,
Mason, Mew, Matthews, Moule, Myers, Marsden, Middleton, Maid-
ment, Mehaffly, Mee, 'Moody, Musgrove, Alalcolm, Morton,
Manderscn, Meiklejohn, Muirhead, Moffat, Mutch, Meredith,
Marriott, Mackie, Menlove, Mitton, Marks, Marsh, M'Intyre,
M*Neil, M*Kiolay, M*Nahb, M°‘lntosh, M'Donald, M*Call, M*Grory,
M*Cluggage, M'Lean. M'Candless, AM'Coll, M*Lacklan, M Stey,
M*Alpine, M'Keana, M'Tually, M*'Nuir, M*Mion, McBain, McCracken,

Nuttall, Xeesam, Neil, Needham, Nash, Nisbet, Nelson.

Osbhorue, Ormston, Orr, ('Hare.

Pym, FPrivgle, Price, Parker, Poole, - Paterson, Pearson, Penn,

Plum, Page, Preston, Probert, Pugnam, Pecl, Potts, Palmer, Prouse,.

Puddefoot, Pender, Pape, Peacock, Pantling, Partridge, I'cers.
Quantrill, Quina, :
Liobson, Rolle, Raitt, Richardson, Rawlings, Ruffell, Robbie,

Rigg, Radford, Ridley, Reay, Ramsay, Iobb, Ritchie, Rauskin,

Reed, looke, Roe.

Epiers, Smart, Stephenson, Seddon, Sewell, Smelt, Smith, Scott,
Slade, Spencer, Seymour, Spaven, Sampy, Seed, Storer, Stage,
Shea, Steele, Bimms, Smailes, Symes, Sturgess, Saylez, Spottiswood,
Scattergood, Sinclair, Stuart, Sayer, Sutcliffe, Salt, Summerficld,

Shaw, Sillito, Sneddon, Somerville, Shone, Strecls, Sampey,
Stanvard, Skinner, Sage.
Townrow, Turubull, Tremelling, Thain, Troup, Tunstall,

Tresadern, Tonner, Thoms, Torrance, Tompkin,. Titmuss, Tewmpest,
Timmins, Thorpe, Templeton, Townsley, Toner.

Urwin.

Yoysey, Vizard, Vallis, Veisey, Vigrazs,

Womack, Walsh, Weaver, Wilding, Whitton, Wadsworth,
Woospam, Woodhouse, Walters, Walden, Watson, Wainscoat,
VWood, Willilams, Winship, Wolfe, Whitehouse, Whalley, Whipp,
Wolstenholine, Waterall, Worrall, Williamson, Weston, Wiggles-
worth, Ward, Webster, Whitehwrat, Waddell, Wright, Wilsou,
Wren, Widdowson, Wylie, White, Welsh, Walker.
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' | ‘HE Hornby Trains are quite different to any other

. Dimensions :—Length 2{t, 9ins,

HORNBY

CLOCKWORK

RAINS

Clockwork . Trains, “being strongly built in

sections and screwed together with nuts and
bolts, just like a Meccano model. You can take them
to pieces, clean them and rebuild them, and if a part
becomss lost or damaged you can buy another and fit it
yourself quite easily. The clockwork mechanism is
strong, does not easily get out of order and gives the train
a remarkably long run.  Hornby Trains last for ever.

HORNBY CLOCKWOREK TRAIN PRICES
No. 1. MNo. 2.

Goods Set - 25/6 Goods Set - 45/-

Passenger Set 35/~ Pullman Set 70/-
Hornby Tank Loco 32/6,

ZULU CLOCKWORK. TRAIN PRICES
Passenger Set 25/- Goods Set 18/6

Zulu Tank Loco 12/6

THE WINDSOR STATION is a thing of beauty—the only
really British Station obtainable. Its bright colouring and ma]isl:‘ic

appearance will bring joy to the heart of every boy who sees it.
Breadth 6ins.  Height 7ins.

NEW ACCESSORIES

This year there are new Wagons, Signals,
_anp:. Stations, Turntables all built
in correct propertian in size, gauge;
method of coupling, ete., to the Hornby
Trains. Most imporiant of all, the

have the unifor mly beautifil finish w_hic?l
is the greatfeature of the Hornby system.
['o use cheap looking rolling stock or a
foreign-looking station with a Hornby
Train spoils nl’rlhc fun. Make sure you

buy Hernby Accessories,

MECCANO RAILS,
 POINTS & CROSSINGS

Meccano ‘Rails, Points, and Croasings
arc made of the fhnest materials un.&
held together rigidly. The extra zlecpers
give strength and slcadmu:‘- to the track.
Superior in gquality and hnish. Lowin

price, and obtainable from all dealers.

To FERFECT MECHANISM
BEAUTIFUL FINISH

BO'YS STANDARDISED PARTS

CRANE TRUCK

FREE

A Splendid New Meccano Book

This i2s a new and splendidly illustrated
book that tells of all the ggod things which
come from Meceanoland, where Lhe best
toys are manufactured. No boy should
be without this wonderful book.

How to get a Free Copy

Just show this advertisement to three
chums and send us their names and
addresses with your own. Address vour
letter to Dept. U

MECCANO LTD : BINNS RD : LIVERPOOL

Tur MacxeT Lignany.—No. 826,




28 THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
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| Yours for 3504

ONLY: “N§
[
The "“"Big Ben" Keyleas Lever Watch on v
THE GREATEST -BARGAIN TERMS ever
put: lmfnrt the . Briti-h Public by one ol
L::mnnn S OLDEST-ESTABLISHED

MAIL:ORDER . HOUSES,
An mbsolutely FREE G!ﬁ: of

Free & Solld Silver English Hall-
== marked Doubla Curb Albart,
By . wlth Senl mttached, given FREE

- with avary Watch.

SPECIFICATION: - Gent's Full-size Keyless
Lever Watch,” improved action: " fitted"

patent recoil click, preventing breakage
of mainspring by overwinding.-

10 YEARS' WARRANTY

Sent on ceceipt of 3d

deposit; after appro-
wal, send | /9 more. The balance
may then be paid by 9 monthly -
paviments of 2/~ each. Cash
b ref undad in full if dissatisfed. \5)
g1 Send 5d. mow to [.!‘-'1

/ J. A. DAVIS & C0. §

(Bapt. 87), 26 Danmark HIill, \::
Lendon, 8.E. 6.

L_- == %

Ain, o, e, L Sl W N, e, il R ol
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3%'5‘%“1‘%7‘23 ‘PEA PISTOL
As Ll_:ijl;&:;rﬂ.lm] 2;6 Clu:l.llrlhLal::l;th}_;:umunltiﬂﬂ A

17 it 118 post frea. I G
ELECTRIGAL QUTFIT S e pacton “““‘“.1‘;'“
. il Be attories,. eable,
FER TR e, W ir-‘__'h-ﬂ'n’bﬂ! Lehmiles :*a ugo.%!e-nt rie torch, B/6 111:_-15|: free,

._?:{uw catalogue wireless, mechan‘cal models, ste.  Our guaramntes;
BATISFACTION OR {"h.f-ull BEFUNDED. H. 'EBHHH'. & O, I..-T:‘I.,.
b, Devonshire Bitreet, Holbuorn, London, W.C.

HEIGHT IHCREAEED 5 = Complete
IN 30 DAYS. / Course.

do Appiances., Ko Drugs. No Dieting. Tho Melvin Strong Syetem 3
“BMEYER TALLS, Fuill particutars and ‘Festimonials, stamp.—
Melvin Strong, Ltd. [Dept 8.4, A6, Ludgate Hill, Lendon, Eng.

The ¢ BhGWHIE.WIHELESE'*Hecziver
7/6 Complete. By Post, g8/8.

at “* POPUOLAK ‘W‘IR—ELEEE " Junea 23,
BAYs: is Ilittla set, which rotails at 73. 84, s
is wn-rt.h eVery penny ‘of that Sum. T connected
it to %u ite An ordinary aerial 12 miles away
fromi 2L 0, and the reception was exoellent—
quite as good as that obtainable -with another
And ‘much more expensive receiven,*

Money-back Guaraniee with every apparatna,

THE J.W.B. WIRELESS COMPANY,
Garrick Chambers, 19, Garrick St., London, W.C.2.

EURLYHAIH' WONDERFUL! MARVELLOUS!

Clients  write  CURLIT " CURLS STRAIGHTEST HAIR.
1/6, 2'6. Thousands Testimonials. Proof sent. Novelty Lists
Free. —EUMMEHE (Dept. A.P.), 26-27, Clarence Square, Brighton,

YOUR CINEMA

e aF )

will give elearer and larger pictures when
our new safety model acetylene gengrator
And “burper 8 used. Self-regulating
Generator made in ha,a.v} brass.

No. 1 Model ., a, Price 2/A
r"lrl.'l‘ 'E. '] EE:, E-Il- L] i E.IrE
No.g 4 B0 5 s «» 4/6
bf‘?l 11 5] ]-[]{] sF e iif
No.6 4, 50O 1‘1tlE=l 1'-'Irltll Three -
Double Burnera and Reflector .. 12/8
“pare Burners and Stand ..  Single, 1/-; Double, 1/3.
ERITISH-MADE CRYBTAL BETS. Ipely flu:slm:l Eot, mounted on

slate pancl, 2/9, post free. MINIATURE WIRELESS HET. Guaran-
tecd to. reeeive brozdeast conceris aver 20-mile range. Every seb puaranlecd,
FPosk free, 1/68. FULL-SIZE FOOTBALLS, No. 6, B-panel,
willy: Hlmn; bMadder and laecs. Tosb lrec Price '-'H'B ew Catalogue o
Mechanical - Madels, Cinsmas, “eto. pu frec. - Trade incudries fnvited,
BEENNETT BROS., 5, Theobald's Rd., Holborn, London, W.C.

- MAKE YOUR OWN
A ELECTRIC ‘LIGHT

Thusu wonderfal . Dynamos lght . brilliantly a 4.6 voit
lamp & are sasy to work, 5s. Poat Gd. Delivery Ly return.

HILIIHE {Dept. ), 85, New Oxtord Bt., I-undnn

O WHEN

ANSWERING AD‘.-'EHT!
_PLEASE MENTION THI

, Poetage, Eto.,

LIJJTH]]EL? y

HALF-PRICE

The * BIG-VALUB."—A
Filuwn Haw Model Accordeon,
10 x B} ing., Piano-
Finished, 11-Fold h[ﬂt.a!
Bouad Ih:llnw: 10-Eays, 2
Basses, Ete. Sent by Return
Post, to approved orders,
for 1/- Deposlt and 13
and promira
- to gend, 2/- fortnightly till
17/8 in all is pald. 2/-
'J'utnr Free. ~ Cash Price
B/-, Post Fres (Else-
whera Double). Dalight
or.Monay Back, FREE-—
Catalogpua of Big Rargaina.
—PAIN'S Prasents
House; Dapt, 98, Hastings,
(Establizhed 34 Years. ).

- HUME I}IHEmnTuuﬂnrns
AND FILMS. :

Our New Secason’s Illostrated Catalopue of
Toy aod Profesiional Machinea, from :8/8,
and Accessories, now ready. Filma, all le

end gubjects, for eale or exchange,

FORD'S (Dept. A.P.),
e

Red Lion Squaré¢, Londonm,
HEIGHT COUNTS
in winning success. Lebt the Girvan 8ystem increase
your height. Wonderful results, Send P.C. for par-

ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enq;‘llrjr Dept.,
A.M.P., 17, 8troud Green Road, London, ]

COMPLETE CRYSTAL RECEIVING SET o
WI HELESS GUADANTIEED 25 MILES. 3/-
HAYDIME & 0., 647, Fulham Road, London.

™S ENNAS BOXRK TO AX.X..

I will gend a Splendid STAMP COLLECTOR'S OUTFIT, containing 'l.'Ffﬂ
POCEET. ‘l."y_.il’_. T withh cieht linen sicip pookets, ONE HHUNDRED BETAMLY
HIKGES, - 8IX “TRANSPARENT ENVELOPESR, 'ONE FPEHFORATION
(GATTGE, BIX PICTORIAL AZERBAIDTAN STAMPS, and SET OF SIX
HAITL as & XMAS GIFT to all who sendd o POSTCARD, asking Lo soe Iy
BARGAIN Approval Sheeta. —VIOTOR BANCROFT, Matlock (Eng.).

iii:llllltl

Enquiries
wwomntly nttsndad to,

1[}:} -ft. Sample, 1,/6, post [TEE, Cinemas

F|LMS BHEAP from 6/6. Stamp fjor list.—* RADIO"
® FILMS, 34, CGHURCH STREET, E.15.
F'R EE opue of Boots, Suits, Costumes, Watches,

Rings, ‘cIur:l;s Accordions,- ete. Has A8Y tam
from 3/ monfhly, —MASTERS, LTD., RYE:
—Cpmpiete Fleetric Light Sat
ELEETRIB Hu-!:o“!!g.lfgt' ltrﬂmﬂf*“rfh 4."53. “3""3‘ frtl::.
Batt Porits, 1[3. Bhocking Cm arte, opsloge, e ench.
li;n;:r::na! ht:nm 'r‘Fug-imr 4/11: post Gd. Parts for W1 ELESA. RET, i-u.h.ijl
poat Sd. ANl with instructions in box. LARQE NEW ILLUSTEATE
LI’TS, 3Ad. r-,’,d stampa) ;- post - free, — MIDLAND SCIENTIFIC,
38P, Queen's Road,

Aston, BIRMINGHAM,

STAHP$ —20 LICHENSTEIN, ]-m:lhatlmg Pletorials, and 1,000
& Mounts FREE. Postago 2id.; ahlu:nﬂ G6d. "*BRG'UE.H
43, EDMUND STREET, CAMBERWELL.

HOHOHOBOHOBOECEOHOHOBOHOMOES

: YOURS ior

AN EXCEPTIONAL OPPORTUNITY.
Special Ofer ol— Deposit.

High-Grade Registered Professional ltalmn Mndul.

ACCORDEON

guperfine Solo Ingtrument; hand-
gome Polished Cabineot, with 12-
fold Metal-bound Ealluws 10 Eays
and 4 Bass Chorda. This instro-
ment i8 the peme of perfoction in W
construction, and o moernilcont
example of earefully stud:ad misi-
cal detall, undegualled for excel-
lence of tome and power. Od.
‘Deposit and 1/- puatntga only 13
required, and we ‘will dispatch
this euperh Accordeon to your
pddress.

urnnew _]
T -Eﬂll I Il. !
If entirely to your satizfaction. balance is payable 2{=

ithin 7 dave, and 3/- monthly until 20/6 s pald—or uummutu
E_alnnca within 7 days 25/8, making Cash Prmu 26/- only.

ltltlt.tlbitltltl

J. A. DAVIS & CO. (Dept. 15), 26, DENMARK HILL,
CAMBERWELL, LONDON, S.E.5.
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