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Your Editor’s in the Chair, So ... .

2 Cffice, Boys)

Ahooys glod to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line o the

Farringdon Strect, London, EX 4.

SSUMING that you pget ur
Maaner the day it iz publishad
(Saturday), I am going teo
wAM: You not to forget tob put

our clocks beck an hour to-might !
ummer Time begina to-morrow, churme,
80 you'll have an extra hour to devote to

outdoor rte from now until the be.
gnm'ng Oetober, when we revert to
reenwich rmean time. I wonder if you

know why it i called
“ MEAN " TIME,

and I wonder if you know that it is med
really the correct time ! Correct timme i»
known aa * apparent V' tome, and, se ik
is basad on the earth's journey round the
gan, it varies from doy to day. Obwviously
we could not conduct our businesses
roperly if the time were different each
, B0 the average of the difference was
t and the result is that we have an
average, or “ mean " tima.

Mean time and apparverd time aro only
the same when the sun ng to ba due
south exactly at the ‘of midday,
and this only happers once this r—0m
Beptemnber lat. Bometimes the difier-
ence between the two times is only a
socond or two, but aometimes it is a8 muoch
ae sixteen minutes.

But next time you are late for achool,
T shouldn't, if T were you, try to persusde
the master that you were reckoming by
apparent time ! Ho mightn't believe you !

Do you kmow of
THE GREATEST 3HIPWRECK

in history ? It he ed eighteen yvears

thaia Tuuiay?m:r‘hun the f[amous
ﬂ&: struck an iceberg and went
down, taking with it 1,503 persons. This
terrsble calamity Glled the world with
hortor. The Titanic was claimed to
be unsinkable, snd she was on her maiden
vovage to New York when the disaster
Rappened. 8he struck the imberg &
glancing, midewaya blow while travellin
at full speed. and her plates were rip
open from stem to stern.

The sbock of the collision was guite
slight, and there was no punie, for her
paseengers believed thot the ship was
unsinkable. They were soon to find out
the terrible truth, however, for orders
were given to man the boats. It was then
diseovered that there were not mnearly
en bosts to take all the passengers,
and men were ordered to stand boack,
while the women and children were placed
in the boats.

NO LIFEBOAT DRILL

had been carried out on board, and the
result wos that there wna confusion in the
lsunching of the boata, which woere only
sufficient to take about a third of the

le sboard. Consequently, after the
ta had put off, all the people who
remained were condemaned almest to
certain death. Vireless sipmals of distress
were gont out, whils the ship's band
played lively tunes to allay any pomrible
i,

Then, with tragic suddeoness, the end
came at 2.20 am. The huge ship, which
was nearly a sixth of a mile in length,
mﬂmk‘hlth&haﬁ.tjhanm:ﬁqﬂm
vert ¥ and throwing the peopls indo
the ses. The engines were torn from their

bearings and erashed forward, mu-himfg
m II in their way. Then she
r fina :

It was not until dawn that another
ship came an the meme and the
in the boate were rescoed. They total
coly T03—less tham kalf the nomber of
the people who wero drowned., And that
waa the tragio emd of the ** unsinkable "
luxuory liner, Titanic,

A " Tatkio,” based om thin famous
shipwreek has been relemsod, and if you
havan't already seen it, yvou'll be able to
shortly,

EXT Monday is Eosster Monday,
g0 1 expoct some of you fellows
will be

HOLIDAY BOUND

next week-end, If you come acrosz any
specinl adventures or items of interest,
dan't fail to drop me a line and tell me
about them. If they are likely to interest
other remders perhaps I may be able to
find gpace in this chat of mine for them.
S0 keep your eyes—and enra—open !

We'll take o broather here and langh at
this jake, which hias carned for B. E. Shaw,
of 130, Lansdowne Road, Leicester, one
of thie week’s useful penknives,

Teacher ; ** Can
me what wastad
energy is 2 *°

Boy: “* Telling
haic-raising
stories to bald-
* headed men 1M

you tell

L

Do vou loww what ia the
POPULATIOR OF THE WORLD?

D. Magsey, one of my chums who lives
st Bexhill-on-Sea, doesn't, and he asks
me to tell him. Well, the estimated
population of tho world is 1,848,600,000.
" Some " fgure, ¢h ¥ The country with
the largost populetion is China, where the
inhabitants total 445 millions, The
eountry with the smallest population is
the republic of Andorra, between France
and Spain, which has only six thousand

folloroing address :
The Editor, The '* Magnet ”’ Library, The Amalgamaled Press, Léd., Flectway House,

inbabitants. PBut, i you
include the Vatican State
as a “ countrw.” that is the
smallest, for only four hun-

dred amd Bit live
there, and m;‘ m only
compossd of 100 acres |

HOW FAST IS A GLACIER?

asks W, H. B, of Hove.
Glaciers travel ot varying
speeds, the Mer de Glase, in
Switzarland, travelling at the
raete of about two feet per
day. Butegome glaciors travel
a3 Y quickly " as ten [eet per
day, while others can only
manage to advance a few
inches in the same spaece of
tirne, 80 that, eompared with
a glacwr, n sooil ia s greyhound !

Newcastlo-on.-Tyre reader aska o
to tell him someothing

ABOUT GLADIATORS.

They were originally malefpetors, whoe had
o ﬂght for their lives, amd wers firat
axhibited in Rome in the year 263 s,
Captives, taken in war, wero also allewed
to fight for their freedom. All sorts of
woa wern wasd, the most pictursague
conieuts being thoss betwoen a man armed
with a shart sword and shield, and another
srmed with a trident and a net.

The{e':nxed, also, but their ** gloves '
e vily armed with lead, and a
hefty blow from one of them was guite
sufficient to kill an opponent. hey
sertainly weren™ " nemby-pambys ' in
thass dayas. GHadiatorial combats wers
euppreased in the year S0,
s an interssting gqueation : Do
Jou kmow what & “ Camelopard " is?
This is merely soother name for & givaffe !
It's time we had a limerick now. This
onas hes been sent in by R. C. Davey,
of 23, Park Street, Horsham, Sussex, who
gets a leather pocket wallet for it:

A junior at Greyiriars named Kipps,
Can bring from a hat fish and ehips.
Produeing live rabblis
Is oma of his habits—
Could be conjura from Scoismen fat
tips ¢
Aa I mentionosd before, next woek
brings the Eastor holidayz, and you'll
find that our long, complete Greyfriurs
varn is topical and up to date. It is
entitled :

‘““THE MISSING MOONSTONE ! ™
By Frank Richards,

and when I say that it is Frank Richards
at his +beat. you'll probably add : ** "Nuff
aaid 1’

There'll be snothor fing instalioent of
our serial,

“ FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE "™

and another sereamingly funny St. Sem's
yvarn by Dieky Nugent, entitled :

“ Dr. BIRCHEMALL—SCOUTHMASTER! **

Qur short features will pppear as usual,
bringing up our programme to its usuvel

high Tevel.
YOUR EDITOR.
MR, X's EXPLANATION.

. W. Angus (Welling, Kent).—Of
course, no hole was bored in the man.  Ho
had a vessel containing water under his
waisteoat, which waas aliowed o coma out
when he drank the glass of water. Tho
“ hand " which was supposed to be pushed
through him was o * [nke "' hand, which
wig Testoncd to the man.
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Bend along gour Jole or your Greyfricrs Limerich-—or both—and wein one of our useful prizes of leather
pocket wollcis and Sheffield steol penknives. All efforis to be gent fo: e/o *° Mageet,” 5, Carmelite Street,

London, EAL .2 {(Comp.}.
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A Ripping Complete Story of Schoolboy Adventure, featuring Harry Wharton

FIND ’EM ALL HERE, CHUMS!

u X

& Co,

of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Strategy .

o, NE dozen tartsg—""
o Billy Bunter pricked up his
ears. .

There was magic in the
te Bunter's fat ears. Bunter
He liked anything that
he loved
with u deep and undying affection.

But, as the poet has justly remarked,
the courze of true love never did run
smooth. Bunter was often—only too
olten—scparated trom the cohjecis of
his affection. He never had all the
tarts he wanted, Howsoever many he
had, he still wanted more.

8o, when Bob Cherry's voice floated
out of the doorway of the tuckshop at
Grevfriars, DBunter naturally took
notice.  Any remark, featuring tarts,
weould have intercsted Bunter.

“And o plum ecake !

“0Oh " murmured Bunter.

IIe was not only interested nmow; he
was thriiled,

It was o hali-holiday ot Grevirviors,
and in the bright spring weather most
of the [ellows looked merry and bright.
But on the fat countenance of Dilly
Bunter rested a cloud, Bunter had had
g disappointment that morning. A
postal-order, which PBunter had been
expecting, bad  not  arrived.  His
finanecia! resources were at o low ebb.

In the school shop there were good
things galore. Bunter would gladly
have heen tho best customer in that
establishment. But the good things
weeg not for him. Bunter had rolled
down to the shop, but not to enter it:
he had already found it futiie tc explain

wourd,
loved tarts.
was catable; but jam tarts

to Mrs, BMimble the ndvantages of an
extended system of credit. All he could
do was to feast his eves on the win-
dow, like & podey Peri at the gate of
Paradise. And while he was thus
engaged Bob Cherry’s powerful voice
floated out,

“And Gve ginger-pop!”

" Beast " murmured Bunter.

Bob wos giving orders on a large
seale,  FEyvidently oll that tusk was not
for himself, A pienic was indicated.

On that sunny spring afternoon
Bunter was ready to agreo that a pienic
was a ripping idea—so long as he was
included thorein.

But he wasn't!

The Famouns ive,

LOST !
Moonstone woith & small fortune!

obviously, woro

Eﬂing on a picnie, forgetting to ask
unter—or, more likely, remembering
not to ask knm,

“ And some doughnntz—soy five.”

Billy Bunter’s eyes gleammed behind
Lis big spectacles. That list of goed
things made his mouth water, He was
hungry aleeady—it was o couple of
hours sinee dinner, and in all that time
Bunter had had nothing but ‘& packet
of toffee and a bun and some butter
seotch,  Now he felt famished as he
listencd to the enumerntion of delight-
ful articles.

“And some of those whipped ercam
welnuts,"

“Oh!'" gasped Bunter,

He adored whipped cream walnuts,

T think that's alout the lot,”" went
ot Bob Cherry's voice. “If you'll make

them wp in & parcel, Ars, Mimble, and
leave it ready, we'll pick it up as we
go out.”

“Yes, Mastoer Cherry 1''

Bob Cherry's heavy tread came out
of the tuckshop, Billy Bunter blinked
at him through his big spectacles.

“I sny, old chap——"" ho gasped.

“ Halle, halle, halla!” boomed Bol.
“Enjoying life, old fat man?"” .
. “I say, old fellow, if you'd like me
ﬂ--—

MEh?  How could anybody possibly
like you, Bumter?” inguired Bob, in
astonmshment,.

“Oh, really, Cherry! If you'd like
me to come——"'""

" Good-bye, Bunter IV

“If you'd like me—**

Bob Cherry scerned suddenly afllicted
with deafness.

He walked away towards the House,
leaving William George Bunter to waste
his sweetness on the desert air,

“ Beast !"" hooted Bunter.

Beob disappeared into the House,

Billy DBunter turned back to the litile
window of Mrs. Mimble’s shop, in the
corner behind the elms.

His fat face was morose.

Inzide the tuekshop Mrs. Mimbkle was
packing up that pavcel for the chums of
the Remove to pick up on their way to
the gatea. DBilly Bunter's fat thoughts
ran on the contents of that pareol,

A glunmer came into his little round
eyes, behind his big round spectneles.

“My hat!’ ejaculated Bunter.

Hao blinked in the direction of the
House. Thera was no sign yot of
Harry Wharton & Co. coming out, The
heasts were not starting yet.
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Bunter, with his fat heart beating
fast, rolled into the tuckehop. rs.
Mimble haed just finished tying the
parcel, and it Jay on the counter—ready
to be called for. )

Bunter gavo en uneasy little fat
cough, o had schemed hia liitle
scheme, but he was not sure of getting
away with it. Assuming as casual an
air na he could, he rolled over to the
counter,

“¥s it ready, ma'am ¥’ nsked Bunter.

Mrs, Mimble glanced at bim, not with
s favourable eye. She saw more than
encugh of William Geoorge Bunter m
her sh Bunter, certainly, woul
heve taken her whole stock off her
hands, willingly. PBut he was not the
sort of customer the good dame was
looking for. It vifa.a é-ruu Ehi.t _heﬁ-f::
expecting a postal.order, but i
Miﬁ%le'a; cstablishment he had no
chanen of raising anything on his exped-
tntions, .

#Jy what ready 7' asked Mrs. Mimble
eoldly.

i parcel.”

“'What parcel 7' y

“I've ?ﬁ led lfﬂ‘r g:]l“ rﬁ-wa‘m just
gtartin explain untar,

He a%retrched out & [at hand.

Mrs, Mimble drew the parcel back
to her own side of the counter.

“Quick " exclaimed DBunter briskly.
:]]I shall jhﬂ lcsl't.L behind. I'm carrying

e parcel, you know.

“Ohl" I!:;id Mrs. Mimble, rather
doubtfully.

Bunteriumed back towards the door-

wAaY.

“FA‘I] right, you fellows, I'm coming L3
he enlled out to an imaginary party of
juniors.

Then he turned back to the counter.

“Jf Master Cherry—" said Mra.
Mimble. :

“Yea, yos; that's all right!™

“Yery well.” " .

Billy Buater could hardly believe in
his good luck as Mrs. Mimble allowed
him to draw the poarcel across the
counter. ]

Once it was in his possession he lost

time.

t%'a fairly bolted out of the tuckshop.

One blink hie gave round, to ascertain
that the cnemy wers not in sight, Then
he rolled away hurriedly to the gates.
Swiftly he was outside the school gates;
thers were times when even Billy
Buntar could put on speed—eand this
was one of the times. With the parcel
under his arm, he came out of the gate-
way &t a run and almost coliided with
Herbert Vernon-Smith, who was coming

1.

% Look out, you fat chump!” grunted
the Bounder,

“Yah!"

Bunter wasted no more than that
eloquent monosyllable on Smithy. e
seuttled away down Friardale Lane.

There was going to be a picnic. Dut
it was not going to bq a picnic for five.
It was going to be a pienic for ong—and
William George Bunter was going to
be the one.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Five on the Trail |

1 ALLO, halle, halla! ¥Yen men
H ready ¥’ roared Bob Cherry,
in the doorway of Biudy
No. 1 in the Remove,
“Shut up + minute, old
answered Frank Nugent,
Nugent was at the study table, hasti]
compibing a hundred lines of Virgil.
Harry Wharton ard Johnny DBall and
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh were in the
window.seat, waiting.
Tue Macxer Lisnany.—INo, 1,157,
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chap

d marked.

“T'va orderea the stofl,” said Bob.
“ All ready for 13 to pick up as we go

out, Not finished yet, Franky?”
“No! Dry upl?
“Right-no 1'H gt down."

Bob Cherry sat down on the corner
of the study taple. The takle rocked
the iuk danced in the inkwell, snd
several blots spurted from Nugent's pen.

“"You silly asal” roared Nugent.
“.Efliﬂ, gnllo, hallo]l What's the
TOW

“Look at my impot, fathead!”
Bob looked at it
*Well, it looks a bit spotty,” bhe re-
“MNeser mind, buck up and
get 1t done. Wae're wasting time in-
doorz, 1 say, it's luwgt weather, 01
fellows. Shall we go down to Friar-
dale ‘Wood, or up the river to Popper
Court? Think Rir Hilton Popper would
like to ser five nice boys in his woods
thia afternoon ¥
“Fathead "' said Harry Wharion.
"We'lrli keep clear of old Popper’s
Ao,

"Na good lock: for trouble,™ re-
marked Johnny ﬁ':gll.

“The no-goodfulness is terrific,”
ohserved Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

MNugent threw dowa his pen, with =
grunt of relicf.

“That's dona!” he said. “Let's get
out,”

"1at’s 1" said Bob. )

And the Famous Five got out,

They coma out into the sunshine of
the gquadrangle, and sauntered away
cheerily tow the tuckshop. The
Famous Fiva wera in a very cheery

! HANDSOME FREE !
! GIFTS FOR “GEM” !
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mood that afterncon. Nugent's imposi-
tion had delayed the start a little, but
they were going to have a glorious
hnli oliday, rambling in ths woods,
and enjoying s pienio in some shady
nook. They arrived ot the tuckshop
with bright and smiling faces—destined
soon to be overcast.

“Goi it ready, M-s. Mimble?” asked
Bob, as he tramped in,

“Wha-a-t 1"

“Why, youve had nearly half an
hour, ma*am,” said Bob, * Never mind,
we'll wait, only buck up, won't youi"

Mrz. Mimble blinked at him.

“ Do—do—you—you mean the par.
cel? she stnmmered

“Eh! Of course I do 1™

“0Oh, dear-me!” said Mra, Mimble,
“Did you not ask Master Bunter to call
fan itf :Z:h 4 :

aly Cherry jumped.

“ Mo jul[:r:f{aa: 1’?

“0Oh dear ™

“My only bat!” ejaculated Harry
Wharton, *“Has Punter czlled for the
parcel, Mra. Mimble?™

Y pg—""

“And taken 1£Y roared Jobnny Bull.

“Y¥ea! I thought—"

“The fat villain t*

“The estermed and execrable rotter.™

“Bunter I gasped DBob  Cherry,
“Bunter's called for the parcel and
hagged it! Bagged our picnic!”

“(th dear! I'm so sorry,” said Mrs.
Mimble. * Bu that bad boy made me
belieyo=—"

FTHE MAGNET

“TIl spifiicate him " roared Bob.

“The—the—the fat bandit!" gasped
Nugent. “How long has he been gone
with it, Mrs. Mimble?”

*“About a quarter of an hour.”

“(h, my hat!*

“Youn did not ask him to eall for it
th?‘ﬁﬂl‘ { Which did h

o fear ich way did ho go¥"
“1 don't know.'
*Come on, you men,” exclaimed Boh.
o've got to get after him. He can't
have scofted the tuck yet 1"

“PBuck up!’ said Wharton.

The Famous Five rushed ount of the
tuckshop. They started round the quad,
but there was no sign of Bunter 1o be
seon,

“ He'a cleared out of gates, of course,”

said Mugent

“Hallp, hallo, hallo, B8kinner!®
bawled Bob Cherry. * Seen anything of
Bunter §*

Harold Bkinpner looked round.
“Yes, too much,” he answered.

:*Etmw whera he is now, fathead!”

gf oo d.gn llt b ahi -y Lock b

. go and chop N ere

ho's hn%gad a parcel of tuck we wors
calling for———""

“Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Skinner,

“You ocackling ass! Hallo, halle,
ballo, S8mithy, seen anything of Bun-

ter 17
“Yes, ho's gone out of E:mi.‘:: s
im e

“Had he & parcel with
Wharton.

“Yes, and he seemed in rather a
hurry,” the Bounder grinned. "'Was
the yours 3"

- ¥Yes, our picnige—>*

“Ha, hg, hal”

“Jolly funny, isa't it!1" grunted Bob,
glaring at the Bounder and SBkinner,
who both seemed rather entertained,
“Which way did he go, Smithy "

“Frizrdale Lana.”

“"Comea on, you men.”

ha Famous Five sprinted down to
the gates, Bunter, evidently, had
cleared off to safer quarters after get-
ting possession of the tuck. No doubt
he was anxious to sample the contents
of the parcel, but in the circumstances
ha had to sct on the maxim o
“eafety ficst.

At a rapid trot, the Famous Five
went down Friardele Lane. It was
most likely that Bunter had gone into
the wood to picnie al. on his lonely
own. There wera & dozen openings
into tha wood by the side of the leaiy
lane, and the Owl of the Remove might
have pone by any one of them.

“Heold onl” exclaimed Bob Cheorry
guddenly.

0 Wh&'i L

;I;nguk E;; d d picked

ob stopped and vpicked up =
crumbled paper bag. Evidently it had
contained jam tarts.

“Ten 1o one Bunter dropped that”
ha 5aig. ”Iii’; 0110 ufdl‘lrzirs. thﬁifuh:]ﬂ"?
paper bags. He sto cre to feed.

Bob gaﬁa{a a l:'.hut!ktljg.e

“Bat you he's left a trail behind
him,"” he gaid. “Wa can track him
down like jolly old Chingacheook.
Come on, he went into the wood here”

The paper bag had been discarded
near one of the openings into the wood.
Just within tha wood & number of
aparrows wora gathered, pecking busily
at ¢crumbs on the grass. That was the
“gign” enough for the Famous Five,
who were all Scouts.

“1e finished a tart herel™ grinned
MNugent.

“Follow on ™

“We're only a q&arte.r of an hour
behind him,* sa.d Bob, “and once he
feals zafe, ho won't hurry., We'll 2un
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him down and get back the tuck—wlhal's
left of it.”

The chums of the Remove followed a
winding path through the wood that
led towards the river. In every shady
nook they passed. they half-expected
to see the fat jumior sitting and de-
vouring his prey But Billy Bunter
had not halted, Probably he hed ex-
pected pursuit, and was anxicus Lo get
out of reach of it belore he settled
down ta enjoy himself, But Bunter,
of eourse, could not refrain from e
seriegs of snacks en route. Evidently
he had opened the parcel, and was
helping himself to the contents as he
travelled.

“Halls, halla, hallg ™

It was a gingerbeer bottle—empty.
“The fat bounder’s gone on to the
river,” Bob said, “We'll ind him on
the. . towpath somewhere! Buck upl!”

hope grow fainter ang fainter, for oo
sign on the trail was mwore and more
AT, [}
gper ags,  empt

bottles, and sticky ¢rumll;s,
trail of Billy Bunter, H' burden, hike
that of /Esop, grew lighter as he pro-
ceeded, and it began to look doubtful
whether anything would be left by the
time the juniors ran the fat Owl down.

ginger-beor
marked the

In which ecase, nothing would remain
but the satisfaction of making 2 fearful
example of William George DBunter.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Mysterious Mr. Brown !

OP!
P Eilly Bunter opened his fifth
bottle of ginger-beor,

. The Owl of the Remove was
having the time of kia life,

5

thoughts, proverbially the best, he had
gone farther afield. Thoss beasts were
surg to follow him. With their uwsual
solfishness, they were not likely to lot
Buowtter have hiz picnie in peace.  So
the fat Owl bad cut across the towpath,
followed it some distance up the river,
and turned inte Papper Woods, There
he felt he was safe. The beasts might
hunt for him all aver the place without
findding hum, or guessing where he had
gone,

Maturally, Dunter had not beon able
to resist samplinf; the tuck during that
IGI‘I{% walk, He had opencd the paveel,
and helped himself novw and then,
Naturally, he did oot carry empty paper
bags and empty gmg‘&rubear bottles
onward. And it did nol oceur to his
powerful intellect that the discarded
ariicles would [urnish sign to five deter-
wined trailers. Bunter's powerful iu-

iy,

% All right, you fellows,”” Bunter called out io an imaginary parly of junfers, *I'm coming ! "

The juniors ran on through the leai‘ﬁ
wood till they reached the open towpat
by tho Sark. DBunter was not to be
gcen, end whether ho bad gooe up or
down the river, was a problem that
wag only to be solved by picking up
o trail, But the Greviriars Scouts were
equal to that task, Bunter, in fact, had
unconsciously made it casy for them.

They scattered up and down the tow-
path to scarch for sign, and in & few
minutes a second ginger-beer bottle
was discovered, at s little distance up
the river, Billy Bunter had gone up
the Bark,

“Put it on! gaicd Bob.

The Famous Five proceeded up the
towpath by the shining Sark ot ar;*npid
Tun,

They still had hopa of recapturing
the pienie,

But as they covered more ground that

He was seated in o shady nook of the
Popper Court Woods, at a little dis-
tance from the path along the Sark.

Those woods were the property of Sir
Hilton Popper, who was npot only =

vernor of Grreyfriers, but an extremely
iraccible old gentleman, with a bitter
faud ﬂ-?’&inﬁt all trespassers. But the
fat Owl of the Bewove was taking the
risk of being rooted out by one of the
baronet’s keepers. The risk, after all,
was not great, while it was cxtremely
important to keep out of the way of the
Famous Five,

Bunter, sticky, jemmy, shiny, fat, and
comfortable, grinned over the last of
the doughnuts.

He prided himself on hiz astuteness in
secking that solitary refuge.

His first thought had been to picnic
in Friardale Woed, DBut on sccond

tellect had its own way of working,
whon it worked at all

MNow he was happy.

Most of the feed waos already inside
Bunter. The rest was following—a littla
more slowly, for the keen cdge of his
appetite was taken off by o fced -
tended for five fellows.

He was, tn fact, toying with tho last
of the doughnuts, and he was even
thinking of heeping some of the cream
walouts m hand for s later ovcamon.
Sittine  in  thick grass, leaning back
against the trunk of a tree, sticky and
shinv. Bunter felt that life was roally
worth living—which ho had doubted
carlier in the aftcrnoon.

The last bottle of pinger-beer popped.
Bunter filled the tin mug that had been
in the parcel, and guzzled ginger-beor,
He laid it down, empty, with a sigl.
Ho was warm, and he was thirsty, and
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inger-besr was greteful and com-
ﬁtmg.

“ leasts!” he murmured. “LUhey
might have made it half & dozen

tottlea! I could do with one more.”

A whipped cream walnut slid into his
capucious mouth. Ob second thoughts
he decided pot to leave them over for
enother occasion. Thersa was, after all,
no time like the prosent.

He leancd his bullet bead back on the
trunk, Iund glipsed hf_mia. Cyes hehm:il“i;;s
Epectacies. ter hls upcopinon Gxel-
tions, he was begioning to feel a little
drowsy.

TET'Q was a r;imtlu- in t:t; hmamb!f;a
near Bunter, and & man pped out.
Bunter's eyes being closed, he did not
geo the ney arrival, and he did not
hear tho stealthy footstep.

Noither did the pewcomer, for the
moment, sce Bunter. He was standing
in & listening ettitude, his head bent,
his face tense. He looked as if he was
listening for sounds of pursult, as no
doubt he was.

From o distance came the sound of a
crashing in the thickets, and a voice
u'lI‘lihnE. d t a distance, in the

o sound was B e,
direction from which the silent-footed
man had come. From another direc-
tion, towards the river, came another
call, and from still another direction
another call echoed through the thick

w“'I?]d& listening man set his lips
atenin .
i ljrl!a:nlg Lhe-:g | They're all round me,
and mowhsre to hide!” he muctered.

“ Hang them! I—"

PENKNIVES AND &~
POCKET WALLETS

-

Ho gave a violent start, as, glaneing
gwiftly round him, he canght sighy ol
Billy Bunter, not three yards distant,
dozing under the tree.

For a second a black and savapge look
came over his face, his hands qlerlched,
and hiz eves glinted threateningly ab
the fat junior.

But his expression relaxed the next
moment. Heo stepped towards the Owl
of the Remove. R

Bunicr's eyes apened, and be blinked
at the stranger.

“0Oh!" ho ejaculated. “I-I say, I'm
not trespassing, you knmow! 1= didn’t
know the public weren't allowed in this
wood.” )

The man stared at him.

“1 never saw the board about ires-
passers being prosecuted, you koow,”
gaid Bunter. “I hadn't the faintest
idea—="

Then he hroke off.

His firat 1dea had been that he was
discovered by one of 8ir Hilton
Papper’s keepers. Bui az he hlinked
at the stranger, he discern:d that the
man certainly was not » kecper.

He was a slim young man, looking
about thirty, with s smooth, clean-
ghaven faca, dressed in dark c¢lothes,
very neatly. He might have been a
respectable mapservaut, or a dozen

other things. Anyhow, he was not a
keeper, asnd Bunter's terrors were
relieved,

“Who are youfi”

“I—I'm a schoolboy,” stammered
Bunter. * Half holiday, you know.
Just taking & walk in tha wood.”

“You heﬁmg to Greyfriars?”

“0h, no! Higheliffie!” zaid Bunter
promptly. The truth and Dunter had
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long been strangers; they had not even
& nodding aequaintance  And it
seemed to Eiﬂm more judicious not to
admit that he belonged to Greylriars,
in case this fellow had any conncetion
with Popper Court. He did not want
the I-I-r:a.-ri:r to receiva a complaint, on his
account, from Sir Hilton Popper

The young man made an impatient

pesiure.
“You've a Greylrars capl®™ he
snapped.
I" “I I—1 forgot that! I T mean,
“What iz your name?t”
“I—I-""f'—-“

_ "¥Your name?” Tha question came
in almost & snarl, and Bunter noticed &
very unpleasant, threatening gleam o
the sharp brown oyea in the elean.
shaven, smooth face. He noticed, too,
that the young man had a cast in his
loft eve, which added, somchow, to the
menacing effect of the leok he gave
the [at jumeor,

“Wharten !" gasped Bunter.

“Wherton 1%

Mrsnsnnsssnvanaspanennsansnnsnsasravannsnnans i

A LAUGH A DAY KEEPS THE
DOCTOR AWAY!

Here's to-day's daily dose!

EXTRAVAGANCE !

Captaln of juveniie footer team :
Bt of luck getting "Arry TAwkine

to play for us.™

Secrotary : 1 know, but a
whole fourpen’orth of brandy
balls ls the bliggest transfer foe
wa've pajd yet 1 f!

D. C. Barefoot, of 23, Schoal
Road, Tilchurst, Berks, who sent
in the above winning joke, has been
awarded one of this week's useful
penknives.
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“"Yes. Harry Wharton”

I4 was the first name thai cameo into
Bunter's mind. He wasnt poing to
give his own—not much! If any com-
plaing  went from Dopper Court to
Greylriars about a trespasser, the name
moentioned was not going to be that of
W. . Bunter.

Wharton, no doubt. would be able to
prove. on demand, that he hadn’t been
in Popper Court Woods that wfterncon,
S0 thera was no harm, =o {ar as Bunter
could see, 1 borrowing his name

“Harry Wharton, of Greyiriars !
muttered the young man, as if memoris-
ing it.

“That's 1" gasped Bunter. “I—I
say, Ll'm doing no harm here, wyou
know. Just taking a walk., And I
azzure you [ never knew that tres-
passers wounld be prosecuted. I mnever
spw that board on the path when I
came up from the river.”

The young man stared ot him again.
Bunter soccomed o enrprnse him a little.
Bunter oftea bad that effect on new
acqualntances,

A distant shout echoed throngh the
wood again, The smosth-faced young
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man turned his head for zome moments
and listened.  Then he turned to
Bunter again, and, to the fat junior's
relief, the menacing look was gono
from his face, and was replaced by o
quite ngreeable OXPTreEsion.

“Y.-1I say, if—if you know old Popper,
you—you needn’t mention to hin that
you suw me bere, you know," snid
Bunter.

“0Old Popper?™ repeated the young
man.

“I~=I mean 8ir Hilton Popper.”

“Never heard of him.”

“Oh, good!™ eaid Bunter, in greab
relief.

“I am a stramger in this locality,®
gaid the young man, eyeing Bunter
curiously, furtively, as ho spoke in s
low and distinet voice. *“My name is
Brown--John Brown. I am’ going to
have a dip in the rivep——*

“Jolly cold for bathing in the Sark,”
am&?Euumr.

“Yes, yes! 1 ghall have to leave
clothes on the bank, and I do not wg
to leave valuables in my pockets. Will
you mind something for me for a little
while 7"

Bunter blinked at him.

Bunter's intellect was not of the bright-
est variety; bot even Bunter realised
that there was samething curious sbout
this reguest,

“1 can see by your fece that yon are

to be trusted,” added Mr. Brown, with a
smile,

Bunter grinned genially.
If Mr. Brown Eénu]d Fmﬂ Bunter's
fat face that ho was to be trusted, he

-®F GOING
BEGGING |

certainly was the first person who had
ever made such & discovery.

But it was very flattering to Bunter.

It was natwral enough thet a man
poing for a swim in the river should
not want fo leave valuables in his
pockets on the bank, And if he could
read in Bunter's face that he was to be
trustod, it was perhaps matural that he
should entrust those waluables in the
keeping of a fat schoolboy,

“ Right-ho,” said Bunter, "1 don't
mindl!l What is it

“A mora trifle—valuable chiclly on &
euriosity,” zald Mr, Brown, "“A little
silver box.”

e drew the article in question {rom
liis waistecoat pocket 8s  he spoke.
Buntor blinked at it. It was a small
oval silver box, not much larger in
cirecumfierenen than a half-crown,

He passcd it to Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove hlinked at the
silver.box euriously, as he took it in his
fat fingers. It was worth, perhaps, a
pound or so; not an article to bo very
anxious abourt, Buuter thought.

“Anvthing in it?" asked Bunter.

1FNI}-I'J

“ Does it open

“No, if does not open,” said Mr,
Brown. *"Put it in your et. Ke
it far me till 1 come back, and [—
shall be very much obliged.”

*All right,” said Bunter, and lLe

slipped the lillle silver box into his
pocket.
“Thank you very much. I vou are

not here when 1 come boek, it does ot
matter; I shall sce you some time, and
then you can give me the box. Keep
it safe, it 13 very valuable as a curip,
thonght its intrinsic value i3 gmall?

“1 say—" began Bunter.



EVERY SATURDAY

But Mr, Brown did not Etaf for mare.
Ha walked cway through the under-
woods towards the river, and disep-
peared from Bunter's sight.

“Well, my hat!” zaid Bunter.

The episode had been a curious one,
Lven Bunter realised that, But he did
not give much thought to it. Tt was
not, so far as Bunter couid seo, & matter
of any consequence. He slid another
whipped oream walnut into his mouth,
leaned his bullet head on the tree again,
and closed his eyes behind his spec-
tacles. And in a few minutes more,
Billy Buntor's snore rumbled musically
among tho flickets, and tho fat junior
slymbered peacefully.

M——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Exciting I

6 ALLO, hallo, hallo”

H “What the thump—"

“ Bomething's upl”
“The upfulness is teprifie.”

Harry Wharton & Co., trotting along
the tow-path by the shining Sark, had
reached the Popper Court Woods, where
they bordered the river. There, they
were o little at a loss.

Many paths led up to the woods [rom
the towpath, and it was & gquesilon
whether Bunter had taken one of them,
or whether he had gone forther on.

Tho only thing to be done was to look
for sign, and sign, hitherto, had been
ample. So at each opening in the wood,
as they passed it, the ms of the
Remove scanned the ground for empty
baottles, paper bags, or birds gathered
about scattered crumbs. Dut all of &
sudden their attention was drawn from
the trailing of Bunter.

Something, evidently, was “up.

A young man had strolled out of the
wnnd:f and wsa walking on tho tow-
path; & young men with a smooth face,
& cast in his eye, and quite a casubl
and careless menner. The jumors would
not have taken any special heed of
him, but for what followed.

From two different points
wood, men in gaiters emorged, and from
the path farther wup the river, a
gentleman in shoofing clothes, with a
white moustache and an-eyeglass, comae
along with swift sfrides.  Harry
Wharton & Co. recognized Sir Hilton
Paopper, and they wers aware that the
two men in gaiters were keepers. What
etartled them was the fact that the
threo, the old baronet and the two
keepers, gathered with & rush round
ithe young man with the smooth face;
that tho keepers seized him, onoe by
cither arm, and that the bavonet shook
a riding-crop in his face.

“ My hat ! said Bob Chorry.

“The esteermed Popper scems to be in
p terrific wax” remarked Hurree
Jamzet Bam Singh.

There was no doubt on that point

Hir Iilton Popper's face, which was
father grim oven In Treposa, wail now
pucple with anger. His eyes gleamed
Jl]'ll:'f glinted under his knitted prey
brows, and he flourished the miding-
whip fairly in the smooth face of the
prizoner, nz if he gould barcly restrain
Limsel! from laying it abouot him.

“You scoundrel I” roared Sir Hilton,
kis voico booming along the tow-path.
“You rascal! Yon're run down at last,
hegad! By gad, yon seoundrel, I've o
mind to Lhrash you till you howl. ¥es,
gir, by pud!i”

“The dear wan's guite cross!” mur-
mured Nugent.

The juniors choekled softlv. In their
mterost in this amazing apectacle, thoe
guite forgot Bunter.

3

m  the

The smooth-faced young man appeared
quite cool. L

“Really, 8ir Hilien—"" he &aid, in
calm tones.

“Don't talk to me!™® boomed the
baronet, “(Give me back what you have
stolen, wou scoundrel, before you're
taken to the station and handed over to
the police.

“ Really, Bir Hilton—"

It would have been dilficult not to
hear Sir Hilton. He could have been
heard far across the wide river.

“1 don't understand you, sir!" said
the young man, calmly., “If you aro
making an accusation—-"

Sir Hilton Popper spluttered with
Taga

“ You—you—yon scoundret!” he gur-
gled. “You dare tg deny it? You dare
o denljr that you have stolen the Aloon-
stone from tho cabinet in my library?®

“Cortainly I deny it, Bir Hilton.”

“You—you rascal!l Ib was missed
immmediately after vou left. I suspected
you ab once, you rogue, and lopked--
and it was gone! 1t 18 in your pockets
now! Hand it to me at once, Bugden—
at once! You will be givem info
custody on a charge of theft! I shall
charge you, sir—I shall charge youl I
have vo doubt—no doubt at all, sir—
that I shall find that wyou entercd
my gerviee with false testimonials
—no doubt at all, That ghall be
investipated when vou are in the hands
of the police. Probably your name is
not Sugden at all. Probably you are a
professional thicf, and no valet sz you
pretend, sirl Very probably! The
pohice will investigate your antecedents.
Give me the Meoonstone at onee.”

“Oh crumba!” murmured Bob Cherry.

Bunter, and the pienic, hed guite
vanished {rom the minds of the Famous
Five now.

They looked on with keonost intorest.

They had heard of the Moonstone—a
diamond thav wes an heirloan in the
Popper family,

It wos quite a famous stone, and on

reat occasions Sir Hilton displayed
that treasuro fo favoured guests, %ut.
for the fact that it was an heirloom, and
went with the entail, Sir Hilton would
probably have disposed of it, lo ¢loar off
zoma of the mortgages that covered
nearly every anere of the Popper estate.
Legolly, ho could not part with it; but
it appeared that he had now paried
with it illegally!

Mot that the schoolboys felt at all
sure that the eonraged baronet was on
sure ground. They knew him to he a
very hasty and hot-tempered old gentle-
man, and it was quite probable that he
had jumped at a wrong conclusion.
Certainly, the smooth young man whom
ho ecalled BSugden did not appear
alarmed, as he should have done if ho
had wvaluable plunder concealed about
his person while the grasp of the two

7

Seoundrcl, Fou

“A—a false charge!
in your pocket

have the diamond
now "
“Roally, sir—""
"Search that man, Joree!” ordered
Bir Hilton. pointing to the cool young
man with hizs whip., *Search him in

m%gresunw t )
¢ two keepers were exchanging
uncasy glances, Possibly they, like the
juniors, were wondering whether the
old gentleman’s hasty temper bad led
him on & false scent.
¥Porhaps the police had betior
ﬂf&?.rch him," ventured Joyeo respect-
fully.
“You will take vour orders from me,
Joyee!” boomed Sir Hilton. “Search
that scoundral at once!™

Sir Hilton Popper's word was law ap
the Popper estate, While the other
keeper kept the smooth-faced young
man in a firm ﬁrnsp, Joyeo proceeded to
spnrch his pockets,

Beveral articles ‘were turned out: but
8 dianmond gpertainly was not pmong
them,

Sir Hilton snorted.

“It iz comcemled about him  some-
where | Sugden, you rascal, where have
you hidden 1t "

"I deny any knowledge of the Moon-
stone, sir!” said Bugden calmly. *I
deny your right to order your ﬂeﬂp&rs
to search me!” :

“8Scoundrel ! Why did you run when
vou were followed from the hounsef”
he demanded.

“I-was afraid that you intended to
be guilty of violence, sir! You had
lost wour temper completaly when you
discharged me."

“I found you tampering with mv
cabinet, sir,” roared Sir Hilton, * and
discharged vou on the &pot! Imme-
diately you were gone, I looked for the
diamond, and found that it was miss-
ing! What have wyou done with it?
Have you thrown it away in the wood
while we wére searching for your 7"

Sugden shrugged his shoulders.

“I know m:-thing of it, sir. If you
have disposed of that diamond yourszelf
and desire to cover up your action by
bringing this unfounded accusation
against an honest servant, sir—"

“Great gad! What—what?" stut-
tered Sir Hilton, almost inarficulate
with fury.

“0Oh erikey ! murmured Bob Cherry.

Sir Hilton lifted the riding-whip, but
Joyee hastily interposed,

The baronct lowered his arm,
trembling with roge.

“Take him awav!™ he gaosped.
“Take hm to Courtficld! I will

accompany vou and band him over to

the paliea! They will search him meoro
thoroughly. Gogd gad, take him
away "

“I protest against thas!”  esid

Sugden, with the tome exasperating
(Continuéd on next page.)

koopers was on his | =~

ArmmE,

in striking contrast
ta the baronet's

His calmmness was THE WORLD'S

‘BEST

CYCLE

excitement. A faint
ernile fickered over
his smooth face,
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soolness. " “"¥ou have no right—no
power—" )
% “I Yake bhim away!” vToared Siv
ilton.
au o aur 0 e L
“¥You ‘old tongue and come

along quict, Mr. Sugden,” said Joyce.
And the young man was led away up
the towpath between the keepers, Sir
Hilton Popper following, snorting and
fumicyg. :

They disappoared from the view of
the jumiors in the direction of Popper
Court.

Harry Wharton & Co. locked ot one
another. )

“Well, my hat!" said Bob. “It was
as good as o cinema while 16 lasted.
0ld Popper will burst a boiler one of
these days, if he gets up steam like that
too often.”

And, the show being over, 30 to speak,
the chums of the Remove remembered
Bunter, and resumed looking for zign.

] — -

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Put It On !

i ARK ™
H “Muszic hath echarms!™
murmured Frank Nagent.
“The charmfulness is
termfio !

From the shady wood, as the five
juniors followed a winding path up
frﬂm the river, came s deep, cumbling,
echoing sound.

“That's either a foghorn in a fit, cr
Bunter snoring,” said Bob Cherry.
“ And, as there isn’t any foghorn here,
it's Bunter! We've run him down.”

“Como on!” said Harry, turning
from the path into the thicket. *This
way! We've got him [”

More eign on the path had led
the purauera thus far. Indeed, there
had been so much sign left by DBun.-
ter en route, that it did not seem likely
that he had rauch of the feed left when
he halted at long last. The juniorz-had
gl.lilﬂ given up hnlpa by this timo of

nding anything left for themselves.
All that remained was to take it out of
Bunter. And that deep and unmusicsnl
snore guided them to him,

They came through the green under.
woods and under the branches of the
beech where the Owl of the Remove
lny in balmy slumber. They stopped
and looked at him.

Bunter slept pencefully.

Hia bullet head leaned hack against
the gnarled trunk, his fat little leps
ware stretched out, his extensive mouth
wag wide open. A gnat had settled un-
heeded on his nose.  He snoved steadity,
incessuntly, and heltily.

“ Halle, halle, hallo!™ shouted Bob

Cherry.
Bunter's eyes did not open. More
tkan a shout was need to wake

William George Bunter.

“You fat villain!™ roared Johnny
Bull.

8nora!

“Wake up, you podgy pirate!”

Snore!
. Bob Cherry drew nearer to tho sleep-
ing beauty and inserted the toe of his
hoot. forcibly inte the fat riba,

“ Qooooh [

Bunter woke.

He blinked round him through his

spactacles,

“Ow! Beaste! "Tain't riging-bell !”
he mumbled, *“Lemme alone! I'm
not getting up yet!”

" Jlaughter him 17

“Oh " gjaculated Bunter.

Ho was wide awake now, and
realised that he was not in bed in the
Remove dormitory at Greviriars. He

sat upright and blinked at the Famous
Five in alarm.

“0Oh! I=—T say, you fellows, d-d-did
vou fu-fuf-fuf-fullow me?” he stam-
mored. “I—=I zay, I—I never bagged
that pareal from the tuckshap !

“Why, yvou frowsy fibber—-"

“I—I knew nothing about 1t, you
fellows! 1 never heard Bob giving the
order to Mrs. Mimble, you know. I
wasn't anywhere near the tuckshop.”

“Slaughter him!” growled Johnny
Bull.

“{h, really, Bull—"

“The slanghterfulness i3 the propor
caper!” said Hurrea Jamset Ram
Singh, “Let uz mop up the esteemed
and disgusting Bunter, my proposterous
chams."
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“1—1 say, you fellows—— ¥arooogh !
Leggo!” ronred Bunter.

He scrambled to his feot.

“I=1 say, you feilows, keep off, you
know! I'm Eﬁﬂng to pey for that
rub 1" gasped unter. * 1 suppose you
now that! I’'m expecting a postal-
order to-morrow morning—"

“Bump him ™

“ Besides, I never had it! The—the
fack jg—-

“Collar him, and run him down to
the river!” said Bob. "We'll duck
nim, to hngm with———"

“ Good | .

Billy Bunter jumped away, and ran
for it desperately. 'The prospect of a
ducking was simply horrifving. Ltle
Fl-'fﬁ;gﬂd through the thickets nng bolted
wildly.

“ After him!” roared Bob.

“Collar him "

" Bguash him "

The Famous Five rushed in pursuit.

As a2 matster of fact, they did not rush
very fast, having no intention what-
ever of ducking Bunter in the river,

“Keep him on tho un!”' murmured
Bob Cherry. “Give him a run all the
way home! If that doesn’t make him
eorry for himself, nothing will.™

“Good egp!”

The juniors chuckled, end pursued
Bunter through the thick wood, As &
natter of fart, now they had found
Bunter, they found also that they had
walked off their wrath, as it were, and
much as he deserved scragging, they
were not feeling very much inchned to
serag him They agreed that a “rag®
would meet the case,

Billy Bunter, gasping and panting,
blinked back.

*1 say wou fellows—" he gasped.

“Collar him!” rozred DBob Cherry
ferociously.

= e 1

Runter rushed on again.

Tramp. tramp, tramp! ecame the

juniors hehmd bhim. The fat Owl flew
out on the towpath and headed down
the river.

“Tally ho!™ roared Johnny Bull.

“Ow! Oh crumbs! Beasts! Wow!”
“Dion't let him get away!” volled
Johnoy Bull. "8Stop! Do you hear,

Bunter? Stop!™

Bunter was nat likely to stop.

Gurgling for breath, he Aew on down
the towpaih. The heavy tramp of five
Eyirs of pursuing feet sounded bohind

1Ivl.

“Oh  dear? Owl Wow!l”
Bunter.

He blinked back again despairingly.

Five fists were shakenm at him: five
faces gave him the blackest of scowls.
In terror the fat junior turned once
mare and fled on.

“He'll

groaned

“Put it on! shouled Bob.
gat away at this rafel™

“Run '™ velled Nugent,

“ Collar him

“3top. you fat villain?
Stop

“Wonoonoooooh 1 pasped Dunter.
His fat little lers fairly fashed and
twinklad as ha flew.

Behind him was vengeance—at least,
Bunter helieved that 1 wes,  Beside
him was the river. m which he was to
hr ducked if those beasts got hold of
kim. Panting and gurghng, puffing
it_rf:d blowing. Bunter ran for his fat
e,

In those awful moments it did not
oceur to him how curious it was that
ho kept ahend of five of the bast runners
in the Remnwve. Tt rezlly was remark-
ahle that they did not overtake him, in
spite of his frantic exertions. But
I':']mnter was too terrified to think of
that.

Do vou hear?
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Each time he blinked
bzek the Famous Five
seemed to be running
their hardast: and they
yelled ferociouns
threats; and DBunter
flew on again.

Perspiration bathed
him. His fat legs
ached, and ecemed
every moment as if
they would drop off.

He stagpered and he
tﬂtt&rl!{f, but =still he
fiew. He dared not
halt

“Ow, ow, ow, ow!
Grocoght Ow, owl”
gasped the hapless Owl

of the Remove, as he
etrugeled on.

It soemed npes to him
belora the acgnni boat-
house came in sight.
Two or three fellows on
the bank stared at him
a3 he came pounding

Thers was & burst
;lfb langhter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

#Ge it, Bunter!™
yelled Pater Todd.

“ODw! Keep those
beasts off, Toddy | Ow 1

Stop them, old chap!
Wowt? %
“Ha, ha, ka!l™
Bupter flew up the &

ath from the bank.
%H was noedr homo now,
There was 2 vell behind
him from the pursuors.

“Heg's gotting away! Put it on!”

“Collar him!1”

“Rerag him M

“Ow., ow, ow! Wow! Gug-gug-
gug "' gurgled Bunter; and all of a
gudden %is fat little legs gave way, and
he rolled over,

“*Ha, ha, hat™

*ODw!l Oh! Ecop offi” shricked

Bunter, as the Famons Five trotted up.
bl |

gay, vwou fellows, keep off. you
Boasts! Oh dear! Holp! T say, Tl
for the tuck, 1 will really! T say,
never touched it! Yaroooh! Keep
TFJ
“Hsa, he, hat®
The five trotting juniors reached
Bunter—and passed him. The Owl of

the Remove blinked at «hem in amazed
relinf ns they went by.

" Enjoved vour run, old fat bean®
gang out Bob Cherry,

“You'd better in far thg schonl
mi'e Bunter!” ealled out Johnny Bull
HYou'd win ¥

“¥a. ha, hat

And the Famons Five, dropping into
a walk strolled on to the school
Baunter szat in the path and blinked
after them dizzily.

w1 he gasped.

Slowly it dawned on his fat brain
that his podgy leg had been pulled, and
that that Beree pursuit had been ounly
B TLE.
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H+ sat and gasped, and gasped, and
gaped till he got his sceond wind.
hen slowly and painfully he picked
himself up. and crawled on to the
schonl.  The weary Owl was  bent
almost double &~ he erawled wp the
gtaire to the Remove passage.

Five cheery juniars, already at tea in
Btudy No 1 hailed him as he posced
the open doorwavy.

“ Hallo, halls, hal o1”

“Tired old fat mani?

groancd Buanter,  * Beasts!
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“¥ou lnok a bit winded, Bunter.™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter
without replyving.
ton deep for words.

ct‘aﬂjpd on wearily
Eis feelings were

Srmrrr—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Missing Moonstone !

e AR

@ Billy Bunpter uttered that

ejaculation  suddenly.

Prep was over: and Bunter
wns alone in Study No. 7. Dunter had
done no prep; after his hefty run home
from the Popper Court Woods, he was
too  tired for prep or anything else;
and he deeided to “chance it™ with
{Ei-ri:if‘h in the t':]urilirt;_:,

After prep he was still toe tired to po
dewr and join the cheery crowd in the
Ting: and when Peter Todd and Tom
Dutton had gone down, Bunfor re-
mained alape, resting hiz fat, weary
limhs in the studv armchaiy,

There was only one ferm of cxertion,
of which Bunter felt capable just then.
IIe  could bave eaien  something.
Scldom if ever, did Dilly Bunter foel
too fired to cat  And he ran hiz fat
fingers throngh his peckets. in the faint
hove of diseovering some  forgotien
trifle in the way of telfee or anizoed
balls,

iz finrers came in econfact with a
smocth metallic surface, and then he
ejacntated 00H 1V

Ha drew the hittle zilver hox from his
pocket.  Unti] that moment he had
completely forgotten it existence.

Ha hlinked at 1t very curionsly.

The exciting events that had followed
hiz picnie in Popper Court Woods had
guite driven Mr. Josn Brown, and the
stlver box from hiz mind. Hea had had
no bime to waste thinking of WMr.
Brown, when the Famous Five found

[ -I-_. ._:'.;I ::1:F Ty Ihl
raa:ill

L

S Tne two kespets held on to

the man whils Sir Hilton

Popper shook a riding-whip
in his facs.

him. But he remembered the smooth-
faced man with the cast in his aye,
naw,. a5 he blinked at the silver box,

“My hat!" murmured Bunter.

He wondered whether Mr. Brown had
returned to the spdt. after his dip in
the river, t0 reclaim his property. If
ha had it was his own ?mgvﬂut: he
couldn't expect Bunter to wait for him
there—even if the exciting circum.
stances had pormitted Bunter to wait.

“Tt's gueer "™ muarmured Buntor.

He conld not help feeling that it wase
gueer. A completo stranger had trusted
himm with an article which he declared
to ha of walue, without making any
definite  arrangergent for its  return.
Ar DBrown had said that if Bunter was
cone when he came hack. he would see
him some time and take back the box.
Undovhtedly iF was gqueer, if the box
was of any wvalue.

Bunter turned
finzers.

“Tt's hound to open somehow!” hao
mnrmnred

Az the hox had been entrusted to
Bunter’s keeping, he eerkainly was not
entitled to open it. Tnt curiosity waa
Bunter's ruling passian:; and on such
mattors he was not particular,

Ta felt all over the hox: but there
was no sien of an onening, and no sign
of o fastening. Ha pressed it and
sgueered it and fumbled with it, feeling
rortain that it ooensd on some hidden
snring. Tt if there was a spring,
Dueter fatlad tn find it

Afrar ten minutes of that occupation.
the Owl of the Remove grunted and
Eave ik up.

Tl there was something in the box—
and probably there was—it was securely
hidden from Runter's inqnisitive eyes.

He grunted discontentedly.

“T suppose T'd better keep it for the
fellow ™ he murmured dubiousty, *If
the beastly thing won't open. it can't
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it over in his fat
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be very valuahls! 8till, it's made of
silver, and silver's worth something.
It 1 ever see that fellow again—-"'

He hesitated, and slipped the silver
box back into his pocket.

Billy Bunter was honest; at least, he
would have been very indignant had
anybody accused him of heing other-
wize. But really, valuables were not
very safe in his tat hands

1f Bunter wanted o thing, he had a
weird way of considering, somehow, that
he had a titlo to it—that it was in &
manner of speaking, his1 Had that
silver box been an edible article, Mr.
Brown assuredly would neot have stood
the slightest chance of ever sceing 1t
again. But even Bunter could not cat
o silver box, so it was safe, as far as
that went. But it wra very proboble
that, if Mr. Brown did not reclaim his
property very soon, Bunter would grow
to regard it as his own, and dizspose of
it accordingly. FPossession was nine
points of the law, and the tenth point
was liable to he forgobten,

However, for the present, tha silver
box reposed safely in Bili;_f Bunter's
pocket, where he soon forgot 1t again.

Ha rested comfortably in the arm-
chair till bed-time, reposing his fat and
weary limbs. And so it happened that
he missed some interesting news that
was disoussed in the Hag that evening—
news which might passibly have enlight-
ened him as to the real identity of %dr
Brown,” and the actual contents of the
silver box.

Vernon-Smith had been in Courtfield
that afterncon, and hoe had brought
home the news, which eppeared to bo
the talk »f the town. Az it concerned
Sir Hilton Popper, and as Sir Hilton
Popper was o member of the Governing
Body of Greyfriars Bchool, the fcllows
wera naturally o little interested,
especially Harry Wharton & Co., who
had wituessed the startling scene on the
towpath by the Popper Court Woods.

“Heard about old Popper, you men "
asked the Bounder, when the Famaus
Five camo into the Rag alter prep.

“Which and whati” asked Bob

CITY.

"We saw the old bean on the towpath
to-day,” said Harry Wharton. “"Heo was
in & wild bait, slanging 0 man named
Sugden——""

“That's the johnny!” gaid Vernon-
Smith. “They're detaining him at the
police station so I hear.”

“You fellowa saw him!" asked
Skinner,

“Right on the scene,” chuckled Bab.
“We were looking for Bunter when we
happened on Popper. He was accusing
the SBugden man of pinching hiz family
diamond—"

“The Mooustone,” said the Bounder,

"“That's it!] Has made his keepera
search the man, and then walked him
off to give him up to the police. It was
as good as o play to watch him,"” said
Bob, “You know anything more about

it, Emithy "

" What-ho, all Coortheld’s ‘talking
abiout it. This johnny Sugden was old
Popper’s valet at Popper Uourt, and it
seems that Popper found him, or sus-
pected him of rooting about among his
things, flew inta a rage, and sacked
him on the spot. The dear old scout's
got & temper—you fellows may have
noticed that &t tlmes——-—''

“¥ou bet!" grinned Bob Cherry. “ The
time ho caught us on his island he went
off like fireworks."

“Did they hnd the diamond on Sug-
den ' asked Nugent.

“Mo: he was searched at the police
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station, but nothing that wasn't his
own was found on him."

“ Likely enough old Popper’s mads a
nistake,” said Peter Todd., “He's an
old ass, anyhow.”

“Likely enough,” agreed the Bounder,
“But it seems that immediately sfter
Sugden cleared off, or was hicked out,
whichever 1t was, old Popper wentk to
look at his giddy diamond to make sure
that 1t was sate, and found that it was
gone.”

“That looks jolly suspicious,” said
Squiff.

“And he started after the man, and
called up his keopers to bag him, and
Bugden ran for it continued the
Pounder. “He seems to have dodged
them in the Popper Court Waoods.”

“They got him on the towpath,” said
Harry Wharton. * We saw that! But
ho didn't look as if he was bolting.”

“What does the man say himself ¥

asked Toddy.
. “He denies knowing anything about
the diamond, and savs he cut off when
he saw Poppoer after him, becanse the
old bean was brandishing » riding-whip,
and he was scared.”

“Ho looked ferocious when we saw
him I grinned Nugent,

“As they didn't find the Moonstone
on him, old Popper declares that hae
must have thrown it away in the wood,”
wont on the Bounder. “He kpew ha
couldn’t get clear, of course; they were
all round him in the wood. 8o if he had
it, I suppose he would have thrown it
E?ra.}', rather than have it found on

im."

“Then it will bo picked up,” said
Harry Wharton, “There'll be a dozen
koopers hunting for it, and if it's in the
wood at all, they're bound to fnd it
sooner or later,

“That's a cert, though it may take
a long timé, But from what they'ro
sgaying in Courtfield, it seems that the
BSugden sportsman has been hinting that
old Popper’s sold the dinmond to pay
off some of his mortgages, and is kicking
up this shindy to céver his tracks."

“Ph-E.‘W !'I'I

“That's rot,” said IHarry. “0Old
FPoppeor isp't a nice man, but he couldn’t
be & rogue like that."

“ Mo fear!" said Bob.

“Well, it sounds thick,” said the
Bounder. “DBut it's pretty well known
that old Popper is mortgaged up to his
back teeth, and he owes accounta right
and left in Courtfield, and he couldn't
parf with the diamond legally, as it's
g jolly old heirloom, so—I fancy a lot
of peopla will think there’s somethin’ in
it, if the stono isn't found,*

“ And what about the Sugden man?”

“They'ro detaining him  in custody.
They'll have to let him go soomer or
later, though, if they can’t get somethin’
plainer ageinst him. OF course, if they
find the diamond lyving about n tho
Popper Court Woods, it will be clear
enough, and he will get six months, But
if l;hr;? don't—the thing won't hold
water.'

“Poor old Popper? said Bob, “He's
mado himself so disliked all over the
place, that a lot of people will believe
anything against him. I hope they'll
find the jolly old Moonstone."

“Well, if Bugden had it, he must
have left it in the wood somowhere, and
thoy're bound to pick it up sconer or
later. If they don't, thoy can't fix the
thing on Sugden.  And a thumpin® lot
of people will believe that old Popper
gald it privately, as Sugden hints.”

“It's all rot!” said Harry., “That
fellow Bugden i3 o rogue. OQld Popper's
incapable of guch a thing."”

EVERY SATURDAY

“You nover know—when a man's
hard up|” said the Bounder cynically.
“People do all sorts of tlungs when
they're up ageinst it"

" Not decent peopla. PG}P!‘}FI“H AN LSS,
but he's a decent man, They'll find
tho dizmond zomewhere in the wood all
right.”

“T wouldn't mind bettin’® even money
that they dom't!” s=uid the Bouader,
shrugging his shoulders.

“Rot, old chap !

The interesting topic was discussed
for some time, but the coming Easter
holidaya were a still more interesting
tizll;jﬂ, so Sir Hilton Popper and his
aflinirs were preseotly dismissed. When
the fellows went up to their dormitory,
and Rilly Bunter rolled in after them,
atill grunting with fatigue, tho Re-
movites little guessed how much light
the fat junior could have let in on the
mysterious gffaic of the Moonstone—
had he only known what was in tho
siiver box in his pocket,

But Bunter did not known what was
in the silver box, and had, in fact for-
gatlen its existence again. When he
snored in happy slumber, if Bunter
dreamed of the happonings in Popper
Court Wood, it was not of Mr. Brown
and the silver bex that he dreamed,
bit of the pienio.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Mysierions Missive |

Y only hatt
Harry Wharfon stood star.
ing at the letter in his hand,
. .. with a look of blank amaze.
ment in his face,

It was quite a few days sinco the
affair in Popper Court Wood, an affair
that had quite passed, by this time,
from the minds of the oﬁuma of the
Greyiriars Bemove,

In morning break, Wharton had found
& letter in the rack, addressed to him,
in & neat business-like hand he did neot
remember to have seen before,

He opencd 1t carelessly enough.

But ho no longer looked careless when
he had glanced at the letter within, His
eyes opened wide, and he stared at the
letter blankly. Never had the captain
of the Groyfrisrs Remove becn &o
amazed.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!* exclaimed Bob
Cherry.  “Ia that news that you've
come into o fortune, old bean ?”

113 Eh!. Nu.”

“Well, it zcemsz to be making you sit
up and take notice 1 said Bob, with a

rin. “Some kind uncle sent you a

ver "

“I can’t make it out,” asaid Harry
* Must be some zort of a lark, I supposa:
but if it is, 1 can’t see the joke. Look
ab it, you fellows™

He passed the letter to Bob, who held
it up for the rest of the Co. to read at
tho same time. Certatnly it wasz a sur.
prising letter.

“Sir~—Referring to the small silver
bow whiel you were 20 kind oz Lo fake
choarge of lazt Wodnesduy affernoon
arhile Mr. Bretwn was taking lia dip
in the river, Afr. Brown faa foed fo
return to Lowdon, but ke bz authoyized
me to receive the bax from you,

I yow will leave it with the school
porter, and give him my name, T will
patl for #, and save wpoun Jfuriler
trouble in the maifler.

* Phanking you,
“ ¥Vours fatthfully,
“J, Jupson.*®
(Continued on page 12.}



“0Old Ref” Will Never Grow A Beard—He Wags His Chin Too Much!
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Now that the Scccer season’s drawing to a close, ** 0ld Ref's ** looking forward to a well-earned
rest in his own little house at Wapping . . . which was presented to him brick by briek during
his career as a refereo !

URING the course of the present sesgon I hasve had
D soeyveral letters from lads, obviously kesn on football,
and doing well at the game jn thoir junier teama, whe

bave pui to me questions on these linea:

" Should I really mole up my mind fe be g pro-
fessional fooetbalicr 7 I il worth while from o mmoney
weint of view F "

As woe are now nearing the end of the season, which is the
time when the football managers start building for snothor
term, plenty of io:mg plavers will be receiving offers to throw
in their lot with & professional side, Whether they should
accept theae oflers or not iz o question which only the partioniar
individunl ean deeide for himseli, but a2 some of my readers
have asked me, I can only give them the factz from the eash

int of view.

Whether it i3 worth while to boeoane oo professional foot-
baller depends on the point of view  depends very largely on
what the individunal thinks is a reasonazbis wage—or salary—
for a prown man.

Thera is n maximum wage rule in existenee in big toothall,
and this meana that no pinyer ean be paid, for merely playing
football, more than eight pounds per week as wages during the
playing season, and gix pounds per woeek during the non-plaving
sonron.  Of eourse, there are bonuses for wins and draws:
two pounds for a victory and one pound for a draw.  Woe enn
azzume that on the sverage each player reesives an additional
one pound [or every match. and thero are forty-two League
mutches in the course of o seeson.

Jugt to put it in round figures we can zay that the footoaller
who wets into a first-class side and stays there can reocive
nbout Gve hundred pounds n posr—or ben poumds B woal.
That, of course isn’t bad un{i i ia certamly much beiter
than is paid to most workmen at ordinary tradea.

For nstance, durng the past few vesrs—and, mdeed, for o
long time—thoe mining industry has provided more first-elass
fonthallers than bave coma from any other one walk of life.
There are two reasons for this.  One s thet to the young follow
who bas started to enrn lus living by poing down the mine,
ton pounds a week for ploving football—ag the alternative——
looks guite & lot.

.on signing on young footballors from mining districts.
The young fellow who, beeacse of small [wgilities for
doing anything eisc, poey down the mine knows that il
he makes good at football there is, for him. an escape from the
bard life of the miner and, instead, & eomparatively casy life
g3 a footballer,
In the second place, and

E KENOW one or twe foothals managers who are very keon

beecause of his haed up-twinging the fod fro:n fhe
srining dislricl has wswally e geil. e slaniza, ail
the generoal havdiftood of frame to sfand e rounh
aitd fremmlble which is associafed toith jocthall moleles

for o ongor time than the boy who is broughd up m ¥ solter =
parroundings.
d believe the county of Durham, which 18 eesentially » mining

contre, has produced inore first-clasas footballers in compavison |

to its size than any other county in the whols of England.
This must be morn than A& mere coincidenoe.

HAVE assumed, in the wagea figures given here, that the

E yvoung fellow who takes up football rises to the top of

the tres, and that he staya there for some considerabla

length of time If he does that, he will be able to add

to hiz sarninga with a benefit which is equal to about £130 &

year, or alternatively with s share of his transfer fee if he
changea from one elub to another

This game of professional football, however, is very much

lilke any other businesa. There are plenty of strugglers neoar

the foot of tho ladder, and plenty of room at the top. iated

with every big football toam

there are niany players wwho have never veecelved the
marvimum wuge of cight pounds per week, and who
nener will. They ave the fellows in the roeserves;
the moderate players,

I havo come across plenty of professional footballors who
have never received more than fve pounds per wesk, and
who have certainly regretted that they gave up & trads which
they hud in their fiogers to take up football as & career. The
worat of it is, of coufss, that unless a player risss to the top
of the treo he is not in & position to dictate in any way the
terms of his contract with this or that footbell club.

measure, at any rote, dictate terms. Buppose, for
instanne, that a really good player has & job which he
can do in addition to playing footbull. He can ingist,
when signing on for a club, that he shall be allowed to carry
on with that job. Thus he hag two stringa to his bow-—thoe
football, and the other job.
In theso opses the wapes which he receives from football,
ins his ather job, make up a comfortable salary, and moreover
E}ave& him with something on which to fall back should he
have to give up football carly owing to a sorious injury.
Sp we now mrive ot what i2 & more or less definite conclusions

THE playor who does rise to the top of the tree can, in a

Fonthall isn't bad as a weay of earning a Hving for the
Fellow who gels to the top of the dree.

But the youngster who contemplates taking up football soriously
would be "."r'ﬁﬁ advised to have another job as a stand-by.

There is enothor of the ~ black side ™ points which musb
certainly bo put, and ilis provides another good reason why
no voung fellow shonld give up & promising job to take on
foothall, No matter how clever a player may be, thero is always
the risk that he won't stay long in the yame.

It iz said. snd | have no rcasom to doubt the acourney of
the figures, thal the avorage * 1ife ™ of the profesaional footballer
‘n the top class is seven or eight years. Such a apeil dooyn't give
much opportunity of putting away moncy for the © raiay day.™

The rislk of serious injury 2 always there 80 Inr o8 tho pro-
tessiona! footlLallor is conceroexl.  Many & promismy career
hos been cut short by oionjury which has prevented the playoer
from * enrrying on” and that means he bas been prevented
from enrning Lis living at football

Tus Macxer Lmrsry.~No., 1,167,
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THE MYSTERY OF THE
SILVER BOX!

Continucd from pooe 100}
f by

“YWha's Mr. Brown ™ asked Lob.

" Goodness knows Y anywered Wharlon.

“Wha's J, Judzon 7" azked Nugent.

“Ask me another [

“You doun't know either of themi®
azied Johnny Bull.

“Never heard of either of them ™
suswered Wharton.

“Wall, my hat !

“What’s the silver box, then? asked
Bob. j

“ You can search me, as Iishy sass!”
replied Wharton, “1've never heard of
any silver box.”

“This letter must have come fo you
by mistake,” said Nugent. “It must be
intended for somebody else”

“It's addressed to Harey Wharton,
Greyiriars Schaol,” answered the cap-
tain of the Remove. *There’s no ether
Wharton here, and no cther Greyiriars
anywhere. It's addecssed to me right
enough.” . ’

“Then what tha thump does it mean ¥

*That's what I'd like to know,” said

arton. “ls some ass irying to pull
my leg, or whati" .

“Tast Wednasday afternoon!” said
Bob thoughtfully., *That's the after-
noon we wero trailing Dunter, You
never met any Mister Brown that after-
noon, You wora with all of us the
whole aftorngon, and we never saw any
Brown.” :

“T never met him, or heard of him,”
gaid Harry. “"As for taking charge of
anything while he had a dip, 1 never
saw anybody having a dip. Nohody was
h?ving a dip in the river, that I know
G +]‘I

“Well, it's jolly mysterions.”

“Tho mysteriousness is terrificl” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ham Singh,
“Tt must be some absurd and idiotic
jokefulness 1™

“Tut if it’s a joke, where's tho

oint?” asked Wharton. “There’s no
joko in writing a senseless letter like
thia to a chan. ;

Bohb read the letter through apain.

“Jt ian't a joke,” he said. “The
man’'s written this seriously enough. 1f
he'd asked you to go somewhere it
might be a jape, giring: your a wallk for
nothing. But he's only azked you to
leave the silver box with the porter to
ha called for. ¥e thinks vou've got it

“Why the thump should he think U've

t somothing that T've never even

eard of ¥ demanded Wharton.

“1 give that one up ! said Bob, with
g grin. " But he does think so, for some
jolly old reason.”

“Unless he's some giddy lunatie,” said
Nugent.

“My esteemed chums——"

“Gao it, Inkys.” =aid Dob. “What
have vou got in vour old black noddle ™

“ Perhapsfully,” suggested the nabob,
“the estcemed and absurd Brown has
given the wrong name to the ridienlons
Judson. Or perhapsfnlly the ridienlona
Judson has miz-read the name in o letter
from the ludierona Drown.

“TI suppose that's possible”
Harry thoughtiully.

“T should think that muost be 15" sard
Frank MNugent. “If this Brown man
has pone hack to Taondon, he may have
written to the Judson man to colleck
hia silver box for him, and hia hand-
writing may be somahing like Buntor's
or Coker's, reo? The name may
Wilzon, or Wilkins, or Warburten, or
something, and Judson has read it as
Wharton.*

“Tt's possible.”
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said

ha stables and racccourses.

“Dlessed if T think it can be anything
plae,” said Bob; “and, in that case, that
letter was meant for some other marn at
Greyiriars.™

“VWhich, and who " rsked Enrr{.

" No good azking me.” Dob locked at
the letter again, *“It's plain encigh
that the J. Judson bird thinks yon've

ot the hox, and he's going to ocall at
the porter's lodge for it. You can leave
a note with Gosling explaining that you
know nothing abouet it. That's only fair
to the man if he’s been asked to colleect
]tlrl'.l

Harry ‘Wharton reflected a fow
moments, and nodded.

“I suppose that's the best thing,” he
agreed, “There's a mistake somewhete,
if it’s not an idiotic joke. I'd better
explain to him.”

The captain of the Bomove went inio
the Rag, dipped a pen in the ink, and
wrate dn the back of J. Judson's letter:

8 —TThis letter musl be meant for
gnmehody else, as I doen't REnow any
My, Brown, or anything about a silver
bomx,

" Fours fruly,
“H. Winarton.”

Having placed the missive in an
envelope and addressed 1% to J. Judson,
Wharton walked down to the ]‘JQTH.!T'.B
lodge with it and left it with Gosling to
he ealled far.

After which, he dismissed the matter
from hiz mind a3 over and done with.
He was [or from dreaming of what was
to follow.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
J. Jud=on Looks In!

7 o FHARTON [V
o “Yes, Wingate,™

“You're wanted in your
Form masier's stndy.”

“0Oh, all right "

Tt was after clazs that day, and
Wharton was coming into the House
when the Grevfriars enptain called to
him. Instead of heading for the
Romovn Pnssngﬁ, Wharton started for
Me., Queleh’s study, wondering what
was wanted. It was tea-time; and he
was due in Sindy No. 1; but a Form
master’s command was much more im-
portant than sneh a trifla az tea, and
Queleh had to come first.

 Corae in, Wharion,” said Ar. Oueleh,
as Mavey appeared in the doorway.

Wharton entered.

Mr. Queleh was not alone. There was
n visitor in the study, and Wharton's
eves rested on him for a moment,

The man was not such a visitor as
might have been expectad in the study
of a scholastic gentleman like Henry
Samuel Quelel.

Wa was a liitle, rather {at man,
dressed in o hrown [ounge suait that did
net fit him well, and that was shiny and
wortt at knees and elbows. He had a
brown bowler hat in his hand. His
necktic was of erimson with green spots,
His faece was as shiny as his elbows, and
adorned with a generous allowance of
pimples  He shufiled as he stood, as if
unahle to keep =till, and was obviously
awed by the grave, formal sehoolnraater.
In the corner of his monil was & straw,
which he chewed uneastly. There was a
zort of ®horzey * look all over that shiny
gentleman : something that smacked of
Wharton had
never seen him hefore, and he gave him
only a cursory glance now, only fecling
surprised at seeing such a character in
hiz Form master’s presence.

“You sent for me, sir 1 said Harry,

THE MAGNET

stopping hefore the writing-table ab
which the Remove master sat.

“ Yes, Wharton, This gentleman "—
Mr, Quelch gave s slight nod towards
the shiny man—"1is Mr. Judscn.”

Wharton started.

“Oh ! he ejaculated.

“Yan know the name, apparently,
Wharton.”

“I had a letter this morning, signed
by that name, sir,” answercd Harry.
3o this gentleman has stated. ITe
informa mo that you took ¢harge, a fow
davz ago, of un article, for a triend of
his who was about to bathe in the Sark
=3 Mr. Drown, Ie states that he wrote
azking you to leave this article with the
school porter, 0 be called for.”
C"hhat’s what the letter said, sir”
admirted Wharton,

“Well, if you have such an article—
a stall metal box, i appears—in your
ceping, please hand % fo My, Judson
at onco, Wharton.™

“1 haven't, sir,"

“MNow then!" said MMy,
speaking far tho first time, :

Hig wvoice had an gily, persuasive
tone,

Wharton turned to him, .

“Did you call for the note T lelt with
Cosling, Mr. Judsoni'’ he asked.

“1 (Iii,l,” answered My, Judson.

“Then you know from what I wrote
that there is some mistake,” said Harry,
;::I r.lli'::-rl’t kunow aoything about a silver

OX.

Y Now then, siv,” said Mr., Judson,
oily and appealing. * You don't want to
tedl we that, siv. You'ro a gentieman,
you are! Anybody can sre what a
gentleman vou are, You ain’t the [eley
to I;::mp what don't belong to you. Uh,
no !

W harton colovred.

“I hope I'm not the fellow to kee
what doesn’t belong to me,” be said, **1f
I had the box, of course I should hand
it over at once.”’

“You got it!"" averred Mr. Judzon,

“Tve told you I haven't!” said
Wharton curtly.

U That's all my eys,
remonstrated 3e. Judson,
joke, if you're joking, siv! Tiut *and
over the box. My iriend Drown s
mirhty snxious about that there box.'”

“f tall yoyu—-="

Are. Queleh broke in.

It weas easy to sce, from the TForm
master’s  exprossion, that the whole
matter was osnnoving to him, ‘The
wesenen of such a man as J. Judson in
Lis stucly was not zratifving to Mr.

aoleh,  Still less gretilving was an
altereation bebween J. Judson and @
Remove boy,

“Wharten, if a mistake Loz been
made it is a4 very singular one. Do you
know anyihing of & man  named
Brown "’ .

“ Nothipg at all, sie.”

“You did not meet such a man lazt
Wednesday afternoon ¥

“No, sit.”

“You did not take nTmr;gc of any
arlicle for a Mr. Brown, or for anyono
¢lie, on that date or any otheri”

“ Certainly not.” )

“Von have never scen the silver box
referrod tof"

“ Mavar!’

The red eame into the shiny foce of
J. Judson. His little eyes glittered,
Plainly, J. Judsan's temper was rising,
a3 he listoned to Wharton's quict and
explieit danials.

Heo was about to breal ent, when Mr,
Quelch turned to him, coldly, icily.

“There is evidently some rmistake,
Ar, Judson,” he said. ® Possibly your
friend hasz given you the wrong name
in error.”

Judzon,

vou hnow!”
HA joke's a
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*“ Put if on [ ** shouted Boh Cherry.

“He ain't!” said J, Judson emphatic-
ally. *I "ad it from ‘im by word of
mouth " He fixed hia little, piggy eyes
o Wharton. " Look 'ere, sir! Your
name's Wharton, ain’t i$f™

“That is my nams,”” said Harry.

“You beloug to this "ere school, Grey-
friars?”

“Of course.”

“Then you're the bloke”™ said J.
Judson, ** You're the identical covey that
Brown gave the box to to mind. "And
it over, and make no more bones about
it, sirl’”

“Y¥ou have already heard this boy
deny any koowledge of your friend or
of his property, Mr. Judson,” said Mr.
Cuelch ieily.

“J pot ears!” said J. Judson sulkily,
“But I don't believe everything 1 'ear,
sir, spoecially when a covey is telling
bloowoing lies!”

Wharton crimsoned,

“You must not use such language
Liere, =it,” said Mr. Queleh severely.
“¥You arg making some absurd mistake,
if indeed you have come here in good
faith, MNothing is known here of the
nrtfcl{: you refer to, and you had better

ﬂl 3
“ Not without that there box ! said
J. Judsom. |

“ Really, sipm——!

“Tle's got itl'" enapped J. Judson.
“T lay it's in hiz pocket at this blessed
minute. Maks "im turn out his poekets.””

“T1 shall certainly do nothing of the
sort " exclaimed Mr. Quelch angrily.
“How dare vou make such a sugges-
tion "

“He's got it ‘ .

“You are really making a mistake,
Mr. Judson,” said Harry, controlling
his anger, as he saw that the shiny man
waz speaking with evident belief in
what he said, “I give you my word that

¥

S

Gurgling for breath, Bunter flew down the towpath, with the Famous Five hard on his heels, *Ohdear! Ow! Owl™

I know oothing whatever about Mr.
Brown or his si_f'r:r box.”

“Stow 14! snecred Mr, Judson.

Mr. Quelch made a gesture.

“This interview must end, sir,” he
said. You have been given all the
satizfaction it is in ower to give

ou. You should surely be able to see
or faurself that the boy is telling the

l Pl

truti.
“Ile puts @& pgood face on L™
admitied J. Judson., “But, lor’ ble:s

you, sir, if you'd met all the fiars I 'ave
you wouldn’t believe & word what was
said to youl"

“I am giad I have had no such experi-
ence, then,” said Mr. Quelch dryly.
‘“I!rb% time 12 of value, gir!”

. Judson gave a sort of snarl.

“I've come ‘ere for that box,” he
said. “ Brown trusted it to the youn
gentleman, Ile never thought, and %
never thought, that there'd be any bones
made about 'anding it over, Who'd
bave thought thot @ young gent at o
school like thiz "ere would want to steal
& boxit"

Wharton compressed his lips.

Iz it noces:avy for me to romain
hera and liston fo this, siv ¥ he ashked.

“Clertainly mot!” said 3Mr, Queleh,
“Mr. Judson, yon are using the most
unpardonable language. I request you
to retire”’

“Where's  the Dblooming bhex 7TV
demanded J. Judson aggiessively,

“ Roally, s 2

J. Judson looked at the Form master,
and lacked at Wharton. Then he
seemed to ruminate,

“'0ld on,” he said suddenly. “P'rlaps
thore's another covey of the same nama
in this 'ere school. P'rlaps wo've pot
the wrong iz Ly the tail, sir!™

“There i3 no other boy named

13

“ He'll get away af this rate 1 ™

Wharton ab said Mr.
Guelch coldly.

“You're surc of that sir?™

“0Of course—of course."

“Then that tears it,” said J, Judson,
“This "ere bloke is the right bloke, and
I'm gsking him to ’and over that box.””

"I would hand it over at once if I
had it,"" said Harry. *“Can't you un-
derstand  that  you're making a
mistake 17

“ Mistake be blowed !™ said J. Judson,
“’Arry Wharton, of Greyfriars Bchool,
was the name my friend give me. You'ro
'Arry Wharton, of Greyfriars School,
ain't you? ou ain’'t denyinz that,
too "

“No," said Harry, with a faint smile,
“I'm not denying that, Mz, Judson.”

“Then you'ra the covaey.'

“ Really, sir—"" sid Mr. Quelch
oo,

“*OMd on, sir!] I come "ere quict and
friendly to ask the young genitleman for
thet box,” said J, Judson. * No offence
mt{:nded, sirl I ope I know how to
br'ave as & gentleman. IF it's a ques-
tion of money, I'm willinﬁ to do the fair
thing. Tho young ﬁont cman minded
that box for Mister Brown. Well, say
he's iad some tronble about it—looking

Greyiriars,”

arter it. I ain't the man to make a fuss
over anything reasonable, Let's say a
potmnd.

“ih, my hat!” murmured Wharton.

“We'll say o pound, and eall it a go,™
gnid J. Judson. He took & groasy note-
caze from his pocket, opencd it, and
extracted o greasy pound-nole. “U'm a
man of my word, I am! I said a pound,
amd T mean a pound, end ‘ere's the
maney. MNow, "and over the box, and
1ot &2 bloke o abiont his husinesa.”

{Conlinued on page 16.)
TrE Macser Lismanvy.—No. 1,157,



Larfard University.
what's what

Cu Bay, boys, here's a freahmanl**

1 ELL, here’s Larfard at last—
W the Ii'l ol’ university where

make the
name Jack Manley remem-
bered! Bay, you fellows?!”

“¥on speaking to ust"”

“ Bure !

“Then I guwess I'll come over and
smash you into li'l pieces, iil::slt 80’8
vou'll know freshmen ain't allowed fo
say too much to old collegers. Take
that! And—— Yow-ooo!™

“AND YOU TAKER THAT!

CRASI!

“Geo! This freshman surely iz ask-
g for it, knocking out Mi Schwarts,

I'm going to

the leader of Larfard University
sociaty 1V
“Cave! Here comes Lthe Pripeipal [

“ Now there'll be fireworks!”

“Hum! IHah! Hum! Say, what's
a1l the dogpone row about, huh? Why,
1f it ain’t H Schwartz, Larfard’s social
lion, showing cvery zizn of having had
the ko, What heodlum worked this
crime, boys®"

“It was the now guy, Doc "

"The new pguvy? Well, if that don't
beat Barney! What's your name, new

gu¥?u

“T'm Jack Mauley, Doc!™

“Hum !
guess. A champ. football player, ain't
you 1"

“That's g0, DNoe 1”

“But T guess you ain't & member
of the Amurrican aristocracy, huh?
What I mean is, your popper ain't a
canned-pork millionaire, or suthing like
that 7"

“1 guess I'd rather not answer that
guestion, Dee !

“Ha! He ain't! I sorter remem-
ber now: he's a bank clerk or suthing.
Well, Jack Manley, jest understand
this: Hi Bchwartz's popper runs the big-
gest chain of Bsh-and-chip stores in the
Yewnited States, and young Hi conse-
guently moves in the most  exelusive
%ﬁ:ﬂlos of the aristecracy—don't you,

I-Ell

“I suro do, Doc! Jest hand out the
freczing-mixture to this guy, Manley,
will you ¥

I sew I will.
Alanley 17

# ¥eh, Dog!”

Tie Masxer Lipranr.—No. 1,167.

You hear moe yawp !

I remember the name, I

and who's whol

“Jest geb your teeth into this:
Vou're 8 new guy here, and there's
only one reason you're allowed in. The
reason 15 that wo want you for the
Larfard University foolball leem. Get
that?” .

#8552y, Doc, you ain’i serious?"

“Ain't I7  Well, you got & second
think coming, bo! Now, listen all ears.
Your popper’s only a bank clerk or
suthing, These gentlomen, on the other
hand, are all bluc-blooded sons of the
aristocracy, their poppers being covned-
boef kings, canned-park princes, and so
on.  Your popper meroely serves fhe
publie, while their poppers flecco the
public. 8o, of course, vou gotier treat
them with great revercnco and respect;
that's lagie, amn’t it ?"

#I1—I suppose it is, Doc. Bul I guess
it's g disappointment to me to find I'm
jﬂirst. Tanted for my [ootball and nothing

TN

“Well, that's facts, anyway. Now,
new guy, you've made a bad start, but
you can make up for it, T gucse. Jost
vo down on your bended koces and beg
Hi Bchwartz's pardon——"

“What, me? 1 guczs not, Doc!l”

“You defy me, I puezs? Then all I

_can say, Jack Manley, is that you're
going to get all that's coming to you.

Wade in ond tear him to picees, boys ™
“Bura we will, Doc ™
“Rabh, rah, rah!”
BANG! CRASIT! WALLOP!

THUD !

“That'll learn him, T guess!
sail your aristoeratic fee:
him! Come on, boys!™

“8ure, Dos

Don';
by kicking

* Ll

“Geo!l Those guys surely Jid paste
me! So thiz is collepa ™

“Don't da a thinz
All day long,
Simply sing

! This 13l of® song:

IRah, rah, rah
Rah, rah, rah?
Larfavd! Iarfaed!
Hah, vah, ral ™

“Bav, boys, ecan't vou guil yawping?

Me and Hi Schwartz wanna talk over
g dastardly plot."

HEREWITH SPASM NUMBER TH.

o M AGNETR
= TALKIES

They took Jack Manley for a mutt when he first entered
But our hero soon let ‘'em know

?g;

ol
P

This week :

COLLEGE
JAYS!

“Y¥eh, but what else we got to do
with ourselves, bo? There ain't nothing
else to do at Larfard University, but
play ukeleles and yawpl So go to i,
boyg 1"

“Rah, rah, rahl
Rah, rah, rah——"

“Then I guess we'll have to plot
while they vawp, Hi. Let's hear you
holler.”

“YWell, it's about Jeck Manley——>"

“The new football crack ™

“You've sald it, I gucss that guy
cts my goat. Ile punched me fivsr
ay he arrived, and now he's {aken ray
place in the University lootball tean,
dogwona him 1"

H:‘ ‘ﬁ'eil, what you geoing to do abont it,

17

“rhat's just what we're saine to fix
now. I ean rely on von, Dig Dov
Hooligan. Your popper’s a sausage
king, and vou're almost as arisloerati
as I am myzelf. Now, I wannn give
this Manley guy suthing thad will heep
himi out of football for keeps. What
can yon ithink up, DBig Doy

O ot ! We'lll fx up 2
smash for him,”

“ A motor =mash, Big Doz

“Sure, Hi! Why nol ¢

mistar

T drives

hiz secandband Ford from the ecallieoo
every atternoon. That's onr ehanee,
Wo'll barvieade the voad roiesd s

L

corner by the Priveipai's hopag—

T Barrvicade 1671

“That's what I sail, Tdi. Tt jed
a frec-trank aecvos:, amd suash ;
50 he won't never foel like pla. oz fonl
ball azain. You got mel”

“Why, sure, g Dox!  Awd s o»
groat idea—jeost tho brainy ot ol

1 F
s oan

us aristocrats wounld think ont. bt

“Aw!  Dou't make mo bin-h, Thi!
Wo gonna heat it mow, aml Hix thiaos
up for this bhard-neekad  Tooibed
champ, eh¥”

An.

~oe,
R L

Y Bure we are !
long, hoys!"
“3a-long, Hi

“"Rah, rah, rah!
Reh, rah, rah!
Larfard] Larfard?

C'monaleny Ll

[
H

Ral, rah, cah !
CERASII!

BANG!

M el OO

T

H = i ! : = =5 = :
# That'e fixed, him, Hil
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H"IE.H;IIj rah, rah! That's fized him,
iE”
“You bet it has, Bir Boy! Watch
him come down with a bump!?
CRASH! WALLOP!

" Yarooooop [
“Ia, ba, hal”

"“Guess we'd best be beating it now,
MHi. I believe I see the Principel and
his daughtﬂr, Tootles, coming along.
Me for home, sweek home !

“Me, too, Bir Boy! Mir! I guess
that stiff won't feel liko playing foot-
ball again. Rah, rah raﬁl"

L] L L L] -

“Tootles, my dear!
an accident !

“1 gueth the, too, pop, Gee! What'th
thith 1™

“"Why, 1t’s a body, I'll tell the world !
And—and—— Great snakes! If it
ain't Jack Manley, the freshman!"

“Grathiouth! Ith he dead., popi”

“TH kick him and see—-""

“Whooooop 17

i No, Tootles, the lad Is not dead;
mevely dazed. Yeon ecan gob up now,
Manley; the accident is oll over.®

“1 guess I ean't, Doc™

“¥ou can't?

“1 ean't movo my lerz, Poe, Thoy
sgem sovter paralysed, T gucss.™

“FParalvsed ? Where's my microscopn ?
Why, so they are! Say, bo, I guoss
I got real bad vews for ven. Yen'll
never bo able to walk again ™

“Yawp! Say, Doe, that's real bad 1

TA't it mighty  awlul,  Aithter
Manley 7 T'm iho thorey 17

“You ain't so sorry as I zm. lady!
Think what i& mouns ta me! No more
rothall I No meve fivhtz! Jost o help.
gy wrinple, rolling abour in a barh-
crrnr and doing handgwings fo g
kot A peom—thal’s me '

*Yaou surely ave the aliecky enw,

Alealoy, o A0l the aceldent
i

I guess this is

kg

My oante feipped  over this  tree-
comle Traee Al 1 oguiess I've s mood
1lea :’:-:_'.- liead the teoe-levunk, T saw
Frreeognized o conple of coyefes hiding
seaisvl a tree jes Lhefare D oerashed, and
oovar Ioget {he clionee of Leine even
il "o e——

*Aw, forget it Aenley ! Tootles, my
ar, run for an ambmlanee 1

" Yeth, pop! Delichited, Um thure !
“Dear givl!  Now, Lkeep smiling
Manley; these ITitile thinza arve sent to

L
LIS
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"1l do my hezt, Doe.  Buoat ain’t
eing paralyaed mighiy awful 7
Yaroop 7
St iah, raly uh! B0 ven pobt hack

{4 the 1omn for next weook's E‘Lg game
vwiaih Blue Sox, Hi?
S Xeh, I sure did, Big Doy But 1
cin't finished my gumes yet,”

“You am'e finished 3™

“Not this chicken—nope! I'm not
restitgy zatisfied with paralysine Jack
Mandew.®
”:‘1:1'!1'3:1 what else vonr goine to do,

i 1F

“I'll whisper it. Joest before the big
zome with Blue Sox, I'm ponua kidnap
ihe principal's davghter, Tootles®

“0h, Boy, Tou can’t mean it!  Why
you gonna do that?”

“Becanse I'm the villain _of this
piece, Big Boy, anhd I guess 1 got to
do suthing to justify the nome.™

"I get you, Hi. Still, I don't quite
seo why you wanna kidnap a cross.
eved, tongue-twisted dame like that.”
“Nor do I, Big Boy. But this sort
of thing iz done on the pictures. Now,
how we ponna do iti#™

“¥ou mean how we gonna— kidnap
Tootlea? Why, I puess we'll jest
sriztch her when she goes out for her
morning jaunt,.”

*Fine! Think we can fix it so that
Jack Munley sits by helpless in his
cripple chair? I feel I'd like to rile
that big stiff.”

“Bee what I ean do, then, Hi. Now
you get on to the field for practice.”

"']E[Iera shoe comes, Big Boy! Jump
tﬂ i a¥

“Ooooooh ! Help! Thave
thomeone |®

" Bhut her mouth, Hi 1"

“Sure! Treoat her rough till she
stops yawping, Big Boy "

“Help  Ith thera nobody to thave
me 7

“There jest ain't lady. The only guy
in =zight is Jack Mani'e:.u in his bath-
chair: and he's paralysed.”

“0h, you theoundrelth! Help! Help !
Mithter Manley! Help!”

T,

Lay off L"?

o Hey, you thugsl

“What's that? Bay, am I secing
things, or is that a hold-up over there?
[ ain't secing things. Knew I wasn't.
It's a heldupl It's—— Jumping
crackers! It's the principal's davghier
being kidbapped! Wow ! What am I
te ¢la? 2he's yvowping to me

“Ilelp ! Mithier Maniey, thave me !

“Oh, if only 1 could; but I can't, I
zucss ] What's the nse of a guy with
paslvaed lezs at 2 moment Like this?
IT only 1 could use wmy fect agom!
Walking on yonr hands is so darned
ineonvendent=—espocially  in oo fght.
Soy, what are those thugs doing ¥ Why,
{hexv're helting  that doame, doggonc
Torm 1M

“Help ! Thave me!

“Hey, you thugs!
Mauley talking I

T Aw, can ib, Jack Manloy!
liko vou can't Lork us!
Lidnap ting dame ™

“Yeou ain't, if I know it! Jost you
warl & manuate, end I'H=—1"N—1"}—"p
Jumping  erackers! My  lega  are
moving 1

“Help! Thave me!”

"Whoopee! T can walk! I can run!
The escilement's cured my paralyzisl
Huorrah! XNow for tlhesze thugs!|”

“Wateh oul. Hi! He's ecming !

“Who'a coming "

“Jack Manley !

“Huh? DBut he's & cripple!™

“He ain't o cripple po longer, Hi.
I'm offl Yawp!”

“Take that, yon scoundrel!  And
vou! Unhand that young lady, aud
let's have your wmask off

“You lemme alone or—— Whoop ™

“Ha, =0 it's you, Hi Schwartz! 1
might have guesied as much, Not con-
tent with porvalysing my legs, vou new
to to kidoap this beaviilul eross-cyed
croaturg—-—"2

Wheopee I
Lay off! Jack

Cripples
Wa're gonna

15

“Curse you, Jack Manley!”

“Wou'll have reason fo curse me in
n minute, for I'm now on the point of
%wmg you the thrashing of vour life!
*nt up 'your fista, you cur!”

Bang! Wallop! Thud! Crash!

“Yarooogh! Whooop! Yawp! MMur-
der! Groooogh 1”

“There, let that be n lesson to you,
Hi Schwartz! Furthermore, don't
tronble to practice for the big game,
Hi. I'll play myself now. Pleaso take
my arm, Miss 'Tootles, and I will
czeort you to your popper in safety.”

“(h, thank you, tho much, Miilhier
Manley [”

“Rah, rah, rah!
Rah, rah, rahl
Lariard, Larfard

bk, rah, rahI®

“On the ball, Jack Manley]"”

“0Oh, popper, there'th only another
minute to po! Can Manley win the
game for Larfard, do you thuppothe 1™

“Why, sure he can, Tootles! Believe
me, kid there's nothing that boy can't
do. Go it, Manley! Ilick that Blue
Sox man!

“Rah, rah, rah! 'Nother man laid
out |

“ Oh, pop, ain’t it exthiting? There'th
only one man he hath’nt knocked out
now [

“Beliave me, that man won't last

fong ! What did I tell vou?”
“Rah, rah, rah! On your own,
Manloy ™

“Two seconds to go! Can he do it7”

“Bure he can!™

L 1] GDAL !IJ

“RAH, RAH, RAH!"

“TLARFARD WINS!™

“RAH I

“Boyva and %ula all. It's » real
pleasure—T"1 tel the warld—to present
this football medal to Larfard’s groat-
est player, Jack Manley 1™

“Lah, rah, rah ™

“As prineipal of his college, I can
tell Manley that Larfard iz proud of
her son to-day. It's true he's only the
t}tﬂ’apnjl;}g of a sorter clerk or suthing
_E'L ——

“LExcuse me, doc, but that ain't so.”

“But 1 thought—="

“¥eh, T know you did! DBut now
I've won the football medal, I'tn free
to reveal my secret.

“Well, T swow ¥

“You see, folks, my popper didn't
want to give me an unfair advantage
i my early days, so he sent me to
school and university as the son of a
bark elevk, and told me that 1 could

tell the truth about my parentage when
. Bained  my  first  universty  dis-
tinchon.”

“Then wour pop asin't & banl: clork
altor all ¥

“ Nothing like it. He's the biggest
tripe-canning millionaire in the world.
5o you sea I'm jest as much an sristo-
crat ea tie rest of you.™

“Tah, rah, rah}”

“Well, if this ain't the cat’s meow!

Manley, my boy, como hither and be the
social lion of Larfard 1"
“Rah, rah, rah 1"
THE EMD.
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{Continued from page 13.)

“Do you think I would touch your
money, you silly assi”  exclaimed
harton engrily.
_ “"You am’t g0 pertickler about touch-
ing the box what don't belong to you,"
sneered J, Judson. “I'm oficring you

& pound fair and square. Take it or
loave 1t

“Mr. Judson——*" began the Remove
master,

“'0ld on, sir!" said J, Judson, *'This
'ere iz & matier to be settled friendly-
like. This young t knows 'iz way
about, he does, oney's money, this

ung gent says to himself. And I sin't

laming him. A bloke's got to look
arter himself in this world. This young
ent turns up his nose at a pound-note,
ell, I asks him, a8 one man to ancther,
what does he want §*

“¥You misapprehend the matter
entirely, air,” said Mr. Quelch, whils
Wharton stood at a loss for worda
"“This boy would not accept any maonoy
from you, and would not be allowed to
accept any money from wou. It is not
e matter of money, but of fact. If the
boy had the box you mention it would
be placed in your hands at once, to he
returncd to the owner.®

-”Hﬂia E“t it!ll
“He haa already told you, more than
once, that as nob!” seid Mr.

Quelch, raising his voice a little. “ Mp.
Judson, I must request you to retire.”

Slowly J. Judszon replaced the pound
- note in the notecass, and the note-
case in his pocket. The expression on
hiz shiny countenance was distinetly un-
pleasant.

““SBo that's all, is it?*” he asked.

“That is all, air! And now—"

“¥ou, a schoolmaster, letting that
young ‘ound keep what don"t belong to
im?" said J. Judson unpleasantly,

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet, formid-
able in his.wrath.

“"Wharton, you may leave the study |
I was in error in allowing vyou to enter
the presence of such 8 man as this,
Pleaso go at once!™

Wharton left the study,

When he- was gone Henry Samuel
Quelch fizxed his stesly cyes on J.
Judson.

“Now, sir,” said Quelch, in a
rambling volce—"now, sir, you will
kindly leave this room and this build.
mg. You have used unpardonablo
language and made unjustifiablo
insinuations, Go!™

“1 come ‘ere for that there box!®
azid J. Judson. “¥ou can't expect me
to go without it.”

“No such box is here”

" Gammon ! gaid J. Judson.

Mr. Quelech drew a deep,
breath.

VM You will leave this school instantly,
sir,” he said, "“or I will order you to
bo ejected. Taks your choice.™

J. Judson gave the Form master a
sullen, savage look. Ha seemed on the
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deap

verge of an sutburst of abuse. But no
doubt he realised that he was in the
enpemy’s country, so to speak, end that
there was plenty of foree at hand fo
deal with him if pecessary.

He moved slowly to the door, jam-
ming on his brown bowler hat az he
went, At the door he turned, with a
vicioua look.

“I'm taking my ‘ook!” he sald.
“Aforsa I go, I'll tell you thiz—you
keep an eye on that young covey,
Wharton, II2'll *ave your watoh off
you next. That lad'll end np in the
stone jug, and vou can lay to that, And
I can blooming well tell wyou, old
covay——="

“Go!” thundered Mr. Quelch, in a
voice that made J. Judson jump,

And J. Judson went,

— ]

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Asking For 1t !
SAY, wvou fellows!”

i

E « Bow-wow 1

“What about Faster?”
“ Nothing ™

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

" Beat 1" :

Harry Wharton & Co. did not zeem
keen to disciss the Easter vacation with
William George Buntdr.

They walked on regardless.

But the inatter was important; at
least from Bunter’s point of view. He
rolled after them,

“1 say, old chaps, don't walk away
when a fellow’s talking to you,” said
Bunter. “I was going to say—"

41 Rﬂtﬂ !.l'l

“No, I wasn't; I was going to say
that T may be sble to give you & look
in during the holidays, Wharton. I'm
not sure—but I may able to. If I'm
able to, I will.®

“Let me know which day you're
comin

“Certainly, old fellow—*

“So that I can put on a specially
thick boot—-""

L] Eh ?#

“And hoof you out.™

“ Beast 1

The Famous Five smiled and walked
on, They were walking down to the
village aiter class, when Bunter, in his
anxiety to get that question of the
Easter holidays settled, butted in. At
the gates thoy dropped Bunter, leaving
him blinking after them sourly.

“ Beasts!" hooted Bunter as
departed.

And the fat junior turned and rolled
back into the gquad, doubtless secking
another refuge for the Easter holidays.
Towards the end of term Billy Bunter
was always a little anzious on  this
matter. Somochow or other, that mag-
nificent residence, Bunter Court, on
close inspection, turned ont to be a
suburban wvilla. Whatever the renszon,
it was certain that the “sweet " scomed
to be left out of "Home, Sweat Home,”
so far as Williama George DBunter was
concerned.

“1 say, Mauly!” called out Bunter,
eatching sight of the elezant figure of
Lord Mauleveror, of the Remove, in
the distance.

He rolled towards Mauly.,  Alaul
gove him one glanes, and travelled.
IHe wans in the near distanee when
Bunter sighted him. He was very soon
in the far distance.

While the Ow! of the Recrmnove was
tracking Mauly vound the quad, Harry
VWharton & Co. walked away down
Friardale Lane towards the village. It

they

THE MAGNET

was the day [ollowing that of J,
Judson's visit to Greyfriars, and the
uniors had forgotten J. Judsen—
eving plenty of more important, and
mora  agrecable, matters to ocoupy
itheir minds.

They wore suddenly reminded of his
shiny and dingy cxistence, half way to
Friapdale,

A horsey-looking man, in a brown
bowler, was strolling up the lane, and
he met tho juniors face to face as they
reached the cross-roads,

Wharton frowned at the sight of him.

“That fathead Judson ! he remarked,

“0Oh, that's the johnny, is it asked
Bob Ghat'rr. looking rather curiously at
the man,

The Co. had not seen J. Judson on
the oecasion of his visit to the school,
but Wharton had told them of the
peculiar  interview in the Remove
master’s study.

“That's the sportsman!™ assented
Harry.

“"Looks as If he could do with a
wash I remarked Johnny Bull.

“Put it on,” said Harry. “I don't
want to have & row with the fellow,
and he's poing to speak to w, I can
see that.”

But J.

Tha juniors accclerated.
Judson stepped directly in their path,
end waved an eily hand to them.

“'0ld on a tick, gents, if you pleass,”
he said; and he touched "his brown
bowler eivilly.

"'II:tmk thﬁl'e, my man, I'd rather havo
nothing to say to wyoul" gaid
Wharton b!unElry. i Harky

“1 dessay 1" said J. Judson.

“Well, stand aside!™

“'Old en! No offence intended, and
none took ! said J. Judson. “I jest
want a word with you, sir, in the
presence of thess huther young gents,
feir and sguare, as one gentleman to
gnother. ™

Wharton smiled slightly. Without
being in the least snobbish, he would
certainly not have taken J. Judson for
a gentleman, head not J. Judson men-
tionead the faect.

“Well, a3 one gentleman to another,
what do you want?” asked Hanv.
“And please cut 1t short.”

“Short as vou like,” said Mr. Judson
affably. “It’s about that there liitle
box. ¥

“For goodness’ sake chuek itl” ox-
claimed Wharton impaticntly.  “I've
told you half a doren timez that T
know nothing about the blessed hox !™

“You could tell ma ’arf a *undered
times, and it wouldn't alter the facts,
would it #" remarked My, Judson,

“You mean that vou den't beliova
me 7 said Harry very goiotiy.

“You've got 1t!™ assented Mr,
Judson. “You get my mraning
exactly, sir! You're a bricht lad, vou
are, sir! Shows what a2 Public schoaol
education will do for a feller.”

“Well, now listen to me.” said Whar-
ton. “I suppose vou believe what you
say, ot you wouldn't be bothering me
like thiz; but I tell you onee again
that you're mistaken, and 1 give you
my word on that! If vou ean't take
my word, yon ean please vourself. Dut
I don't allow any man to eall me a
liar ! And we're not in my Form study
now. Keep a eivil tongue in your head,
or I'll pull your nose!™

Mr. Judsen stepped back a pace.

“¥ou'll pell my nese?” he sjacu-
Iaied.

“Yes, just that! 8o if you're par
ticular about your nese, koep civil, and
keon vour distance !

Mr. Judzon eyed the junior, Although
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he was 8 man, and Wharton a bﬂfi' it
was Srﬂbahl& that the sturdy schoo Eo;,f
would have proved gquite a match for
Mr. Judson, if it had come to trouble.
J, Judson seemed to realise that; and
his manner became very civil indeed,
almost fawning.

“If I've said anything you don't like,
gir, I take 1t back,” he =aid. *I1 ain't
‘cre to give offepce!  Not mal M
friend Brown he says bo mo, =ays he, as
the young gentleman civil for that box,
gays he; and thank him kindly, says be,
for taking care of it. And you can’t
say, sit, that I didn't ask you civil, when

wiale you that letier. Leastways a
friend wroto it for me, me not bein’
2 great ‘and ab pen and ink.”

“Yes, yea,” said Harry., “ But I keep
on telling vou, ithat vow've got hold of
the wreng feilow. Look here, if vour
Mr. Brown comes to these parts apain,
lot Bim see me himseli—he will see that
1'm not the fellow he gave the hox to”

“My friend Broawn is detained,”
explained J. Judszon. * Owing to certain
cives, he simply can't get away. Mind
vou, he'd be glad to get away, and come
here personal. He'd come if he could!
Dut he jest can’t, and you can lay te
ihat.”

“Well, thon, vou'd belter ask him to
deseribe the feilow he pave the box to,”
said Harry. “ It maoy help you to find
ithe right man—at least, it will show
you that I am not the fellow.”

“Owing to them eives, T mentioned, I
can’t sep him jest now,” said M,
Judsen. I seed 'im for a few minuies
when he told me about the hox, and to
ask Mr., Harry Wharton, of Greyfriars,
for it, He's kep' nway now by import-
ant businesa,
personal.”

“Well, if he came, he would zee that
I'm not the fellow he wants,”™ s=aid
Harry. “XNow, clear off, please Mr.
Judzon”

The Co. looked on in zilence. M
Judson glaneed round at them.

“AIn't this 'avd on o man, youns
sentlomen 7 ho inoguired. " 'Ere’s my
friend 'eld up ata ﬁfﬁlﬂn{f, by busingss
he ean't get away from, and me losing
timmo trying to get his box back for "im.
I ean't afford to "ang about day arler

Hutherwise, he'd come

day like this, I been 'anging about
vour school, ‘oping to meet this young
entleman and get him to ’and me the
ox. It's ’ard hines, and you can lay to
that.”

“Aly esteemed and ridiculous friend,”
said Hurree Joamset Rawmn Singh., Y You
surcly have the absurd perspieacity fo

erceive that my worthy and ludicrous
Friend is  speaking  with  terrific
veraeity,”

Mr. Judsen hlinked at the nabob of
Bhanipur, That youtl's flow of Eng-
lish seemed to surprise him.,

“Aly ove!™ he said. “Oh, my purple
socks I

The juniors grinndd. It was not in-
frequent for Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh’s
beautiful English to produce a stariling
cifect upon persons u-im heard it for the
first fame,

“Come on, you men,” zaid Wharton.

Rld eat™ exelaimed  Mr Judson.
“ Look 'ere, sir, & man can't hnﬂ[:r Ol
‘anging about.  Wot about that silver
box "

“Oh, po and eat cole !

“¥ou silly asa!™ exelaimed Johnny

Bull. “Can’t you =zee that Wharion's
not oot the box, Do you think he's a
thief 7*

“1 don’t 1lunk—I know ! =aid My,
Judsen. “He's mot the box.”

Wharten's eves glinted.

“You cheeky razcal!™ he said.

"Moo offenes, sir,” saad Mr -TL'IL'EETJP.
slepping  back ancther pace. i, |
offence. But wou 'ave pob the box, and
vou know yon ‘ave.”

“1 haven't!” roaved Wharton,

“IWhy vou can't give it over to a
bloke, beats me,™ said J. Judson, = That
box ain’t worth more’n a aquid!  Well,
T'va offered you a gquid. fair and square.
I'll make it two! What about that?™

“You silly fathead!”

“Calling a bloke names ain’t busi-
ness, =iy, =aid J. Judson,  * Loolk here,
vou answer o gquestion fair and sguare.
*Ave vou onened that box i

“T've nover scen the hox!™ howled
Wharton.

“That there box ain't casy to open,”
sald dMr. Judson. " There'z a triclk in if,
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and I've scen fellers trying to open if,
and they never could, You fancy there'a
comething  vallyble in that box, sirf
That's why you're a-sticking to it like
this ‘ere?”

“The silly chump really thinks you've
got 1, old lLean,” remarked Frank
Mugent. “Ii’s not much use talking

to him."

“Thera nin't nothing in that box, sir,
except a photygraph,” said My, Judsen.
“It's a photygraph of lrown's brother
what was killed i & blooming railway
aceident, sir! That's why he prizes it
being an affectionate covey, sir, an
very fond of lis brother. I eall it 'eart-
loss to keep it away from 'im, and I'm
sure that these young gents will say the
Eame, sir.”

“I've never even =ceen the box, you
dummy, and never hoard of ik till you
wrote me Lhat lobfer I hoofed Wharton,

“Wet's the good of telling lies®”
sparled J. Judson.  “ My eye! I've
comme aeross soma liars in any time; but
vou do take the cake, you :I']:}--—:Lnd you
can lay to that.”

“That's enongh,” said Wharton, his
face red with anger. *“Waw shut up,
and step aside”

““I ain't doing neither, till you ’and
over that box,” =aid J. Judson, “You
oung thief, you! Qoocooh!” zurgled
-.%-Ir, Judson suddenly, as the exasperated
junior reached out, and took his noso
between o finger and thumb.

Wharton's temper had failed bhimj;
which really was nob surprising.  J.
Judson gurgled with anguish 15 hiz nose
was tweaked.

“ Oooanoh I _

He jerked his nose away, and with his
shiny, pimply face flaming with rage,
huilad b

imself ab Wharton,
The captain of the Remove met him
with left and right.

His left came home in J. Judson's
eye: his right tapped forcibly on the
foutnre that haed already been tweaked.

J. Judeon sat down suddenly.

“Oh!™ he roared. “Ow! By eye!
Ohit

Harry Wharton, with a {lushed, angry

(Continued on next page.)
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tace, walked on, His comrades followed
him in silence.

J. Judzon was left sitting in the dust,
with one hand to his eve, and the other
to hiz nose. Aad he was pouring out
o etrenm of lanpuage that was certainly
nok fit for youthful cars, The chums of
thea Remove hastened their steps, and
left him to it

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Ko Sale |

ILLY BUNTER blinked at the
B window of Mra. Mimble's shop,
sighed, and ran his fat bands
through his pockets.
It was tea-time; and a time of crisis
to Williamm George Bunter. His postal
order, for some reasopn, had not arrived,
somehow or other, gll Billy Bunter's
wealthy rclatives seemed to have for-
ﬁntten his fat existence. He ran his
ands through his pockets in the hope—
the very faint hope—of discovering some
forgotten coin—but in vain !
 Matters wera critical. In Study No. 7
Peter Todd and Tom Dutton were tea-
ing out, When they tea’'d out, they heart-
Yosgly forgot Bunter. Bunter seldom or
never stood his whack at ten in the
gtudy; but when thers was anything
ing, he turned wup to annex the
argest share possible, But when there
wes no tea in the study, Bunter had to
go farther afield.

There was nothing in Study No. 1 for
Bunter—Harry Wharton & Co. had pone
out; and as they had not como in at
tea-time, the prugnhilit‘._t,' was thet they,
tpo were teaing out. Bunter had looked
anto Vernon-Smith's study, but he had
not stayed. A cushion that eaught him
under his fat chin hastened his depar-
ture. He looked 'in on Lord Maule-
verer; and his lordship groaned. Bunter
did not mind Mauly’s pgroans; but
Mauly’s study-mate, Jimmy Vivian,
picked up the poker in such a significant
way, that Bunter decided to shalke the
dust of that study from his feet, And
he shook it.

Before it was too late, Bunter had
tea in Hall. But tea in Hall was noth-
ing to Dunter. It was, so to speak, a
drop in the ocean, After fea in Hall,
Bunter rolled down to the tuckshop.
Unee more he tried hiz eloguence on
Mrs. Mimble; once more he found that
good lady deaf to cloguence Now,
gazing wistfully into  the tuckshop
window, Dunter sought throngh his
pockets for eoin—without finding any.

But his fat fingers came in contact
with the silver boxz.

unter's fat brow grew thonghtfuol.
e turned, and ruﬁvd away towards
the House. He was going to see. Fisher
T. Fish, the merchant of the Remove.
sher T. Fizh would buy anything from
anybody, 5o long as he could get it for
& tenth part of its valne. Bunter fele
that he could efford to lot the silver
box go cheap. It had not cost him
much.

Nearly a week had elapsed since * Mr.,
Brown " had placed that hox in Runter's
keeping. Tunter had beard znd seen
nothing of Mr. Prown.

_ It bad slipped from his memory that,
in dealing with Mr. Brown, he had not
given his own name.

In his fear of being reported as «
trespasser in Popper’s Court Woods, he

tven another fellow's wame; so
ghat if Mr. Brown was seeking hia bhox,
it would have been rather difficult for
him to get into touch with the fellow
who was “minding ™ it.

Bunter was ona of those fellows who,
acoording to the proverb, ought to have
good memaories,
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But, aa a matter of fact, he had =
vory bad one for anything that was not
sminediately connected with himself or
with grub.

Had Mr. Brown turned up and asked
bim for the box, Bunter certainly would
have handed it over to him immedi-
ately.

But Mr. Brown had not turned up.

He had told Bunter that he was a
stranger in the locality: and Bunter
had no doubt that he had long since
gone k where he belonged and for-
goiton about the box. It was of no great
valua, enyhow, especially nz it wouldn't
cpen,

As the matter stood, it was nearly a
week since Mr, Brown had hgnded him
that box, end since then he had seén
nothing of Mr. Brown; aod the thing
wasn't worth much; and Bunter was
hungry—and stony. These were more
than sufficient reasons for seeking
Fisher T. Fish, with a view to raising
cash on tha silver hox.

“After all, if the man turns up I can

t it back from Fishy,” Buntor said to

imself, as o salve to hiz conscience.
Bunter had & conscience—of sorts]

He rolled along the Remove passage
to Study No. 14, Fisher T. Fish waas
alone there—Johony Bull being out with
his friends, and Squiff at tea with the
Eounder and Redwing,

“1 say, Fishy—-"

“Beat ik 1 said Fisher T. Fish crisply.
“I guess T ain't ssking any guys to tea,
vou fat clam!”

"1 haven't coma to tea,” snid Bunter
with dignity. “I've been disnppnintmi
about a postal-order, Fishy.”

“Can it I'* said Fisher T. Fish.

“I've got something to gell—""

“1 gess I ain't buying,”™ shid Fisher
T. Fish. *“3till, I'll look at it if you
like. What is it?"’

“Look ! said Bunter,

Ho laid the silver box on the study
tahle.

. DFishor T. Fish picked it up and turned
it gver in his bony fingers. Heo did not
logk interested. That was Fishy's way
when he was buying an article. When
he was selling it the matter was quite
different. Ho gave a sniff,

“ How does it open? he asked.

“TI can’t got it open.”

“"What's the good of a bex that
dorsn’t open? What's the good of i,
anyhow, 1f you come to that?’

“It's made of silver,” urged Bunter,

“(Gorman silver, I guess,” said Fisher
T. Fish.

*“Well, what will you give me for iti"
msked Bunter.

"1 guess I might go to a bob," said
Fisher T, Tish disparagingly. “It ain't
worth it, but I'd epring a bob to oblige
YOU.

“Oh, really, Fishy—"

“Take 1t or leave it 1™ eaid Fisher T.
Fish.

“Tt's worth a pound at least,” said
Bunter warmly,

_ “Well, I ain't stopping you from - sell-
1n§ it for n pound,'’ said Fisher T, Fish.
“{30 and sell it for B pound.”

“Make 1t five hab, old chap.™

"Aw, wake up!” said Fisher T. Fish.

“What about balf-acrown? ssked
Bunter hopefully.

“Nothine nhout half-a-crown,”
answered Fisher T. Fish deaidedly. *1
guess I said a shilling, and 1 caloulate T
meant a shilling. T might have that box
on my hands a whaole term. I don't
reckon T eould sell it at all if T ean't
find out how to open it.  Wheare did vou
get it

“Tt—it camp to mae from my—my
uncle in India,” said Bunter, after n
moment's hesttation,

Figsher T. Fish looked at him suspici-
ously.

THE MAGNET

“You've no uncle in India, vou [at
clam! If you've boned that box from

pomo fellow-—""

“QOh, really, Fishy—""

“Well, where did you raise it!” de-
manded Fish. "I guess I want to know,
a few! Thero was a lot of trouble ovor
that fountain-pen of Nugent's that you
gold me, Iv.'u-:-u pesky oyster !

“"It's all right, old chap,” said Bunter
soothingly. “1 picked thia box up ot
the second-hand shop in Courtheld,
Qld Lazarus, you know."

FCarry me home to dis!” ejaculated
Fisher T, Fish.

“Well, hand over the shilling,'” said
Bunter. “I’ll buy it back from you noxt
term, Fishy, if the man—] moan-—we

“Well, what do you mean?”

* Nothing! Where's the shilling 1™’
_Fisher T. Fish closed his lantern-jaws
like & vice.

“1 guess that shilling’s in my trousers-
pocket,” he answered, “and I kinder
caleulate that it's going to stop there,
you fat jay. ¥You take that hox back
whers it belongs.” Fishy pointed n
bony, accusing bnger at Bunter. "1 had
A dead less over that fountain-pen of
Nugent's that you sold me, you spoofing
octopus. 1 guess you ain’t catching me
twice the same way! Not this baby I”

*0h, really, n]g chap! It's really
mine, you know,"” rsisted DBunter,
“I've told you where F B0t ifmeet?

“Twice " grinoed Fishor T. Fish.
“Once from your uncle mn Indis, and
then from old Lazarus in Courtfeld.
Try the truth next.”

“Well, look hers, Fishy, suppose it
was given to me to mind by— I?—"
it 'IBj' a blind man?’ asked Fisher T.

1811,

“Eht Nol*

HOnly a blind man would trust yon
with anything, I reckon. Take it back
to itz owner,” raid Fisher T. Fish, with
a wave of & bony band. *You ain't
stringing this baby along twice in the

szme way. Nopel!
“Look hero, you beast—" roara:d
Bunter. “ What do you care where it

comes from, so long os vou meke o profit
on 1t? You'll be making out you'rs
honest next !

“I guess I ain’t having the owner of
that thing getting after me,”” suid
Fisher T. Fish. “That guy Nugont
kicked me till I coughed up his fountain.
pen after you'd sold it to me! Travel!”

“ Look horog——"

“ Absguatulate 1"

“I'll take a tanner!” emid DBuntor
desperately.

Y

“Y =ny, old chap—"

“Vamoose the ranch, you fat clam!™

And Fisher T. IMish, rising from itho
table. pushed Bunter out of the study
i’epd closed the door of Btudy No. 14 en
13k,

* Beast "' voared Bunter through the
keyhole.

He slipped the silver box back into his

ocket and rolled disconsolately awny,
ividently there was nothing doing.
That mysterious box =till remained in
Bunter's possession—safe 311 Mr. Brown
should reclaim it. But as *“Mr. Brown,"
under another name, was still detain:d
in the handz: of the police, it secmned
likely that the silver box would remain
indefinitely in the pozzcssion of the Ol
of the Remove.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Desperate Measures |

b HAT'S the covey I
Harry Wharton started and
glanced round quickly, as tw

.. ecuurbt the husky, whispering
voice in the degc.
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* ¥You young thief ! ™ snarled Mr. Judson.
as Wharton, in exasperation,

Tt was Wednesday afternoon, the last
half-holiday at Greyirviars before  the
wchool broke wup for Faster. The Co.
had gone down ko rhe eliffs; bt Whar-
ronn had been kept behind by some of
his duties az head boy of the Form, and
he was following his triends about en
howr later. Ilo was going Hl{m% Frinr-
tlale Lane at a swinging pace, when the
liasky voige of J, Jondson fell on his ears,

Weom a gap in the hedgze J. Judson
jrmped out, lunding a few paces in front
oi the sehoolboy. A roughly-dressed
man wilth a stubby beard followed him
—ovidentty & friead of J. Judsen, and a
f-llow of the same kidner. )

‘The latter dodeod behind Wharton to
et off his vetreatf,

The junior camng oA hﬂ".rf.
elenehing and Loz eyes i-[{i..'-ih_I-IiE!' fire.
s move than fedoup with J, Judson,

M on, nister ! eaid X Jwdson,
with an unpleaseal grin, “1 been look-
e dor a chanee like 1hiz ‘ere. Thn't
e hiim Cop it Bill” )

“Wot do yorr think Y answered Till

lweep your distanee,™ satd Wharton.

i asking yow,” zaid J. Judson,
“ior thelt there box, Yow get it abouk
voi, 1 know that., "And 1t over gquiet,
areel wo Carm will be done”

“0h, den't bhe a fool!”
VWoharion.

“Pinch lam, Iil. Get bim outer
wight; somchods may eone along the
roarl, ™ sald J. Judsot

The two roughs Josed in on the Grey-
[riara junior.

Wharton made a rusl, and ho hit out
with all his foree as J. Judson grasped
him, There was o yell from the pim-
olv man, but he zrasped the junior all
the sawme.  And the man  Dbehind
grasped bimm a second later.

hiz hands

[Ta

sinpped

“ *And over that box !

Strumeling and panting the eaptain
of the Greyfriars liemove was dragged
through the gop in the hedge into the
field Dehind.

The two razcals drapged him some
distoner acress the ficld, and stopped
in a hollow, screened by willows, where
the scene wis safe from observation.

The schoolboy was duwmped heavily
on the ground; Lut they did net let go
of hin for o moment,

“Now, then ! panted J. Judson,

“T'I "eld the young "ound, while you
ro through his pockets, mate ! zaid
Ball, “'Urey up ™

“Teave it to me,” suid J. Judson.

ITurry Wharton had ceused lo strog-
gle. e Lad no chaneo against the
two hoolizans, and he was held fnst,

Hao gave o breathless, angry lavgh.

“You zilly asal" he said. “You can
v Lhirongh my pockets if yvou like;
vou'll find nothing there”

“We'll see abont that,” said Judson,

Amd  while bhis associata held the
junnior, J. Judzon procecded to search
hitm with great thoroazhness,

He turned cut o few letters, a peneil,
and one or two other arbicles, and a
litkle money—a balf-crown, a shilling,
and =ome coppers  DBuot nothing more
rewarded the acarch.

The vely lock on J. Judsen's pimply
countenanco intensilied.

“Ho ain’t gat it about 1m,” he said.

“1've told wvou that, more than
onee,” =airl Harey, “ Now, i you're
satisiied, you ass. let me gol®

“T aint satisfod,” sald Judson—""not
by lone chalks, T am't. You're o sharp
ong, you are, and fancy you was
ready for this 'ern. You knew wyou'd
et searched for it sooner or later.”

“I never thouazht anything of the

I Qoogooooh !
reached out and took his nose between a finger and thomb,

L L
".'. R AT
'}'{:-:'*L i

The man broke ofl suddenly

kind. I =uppose won Lnow you ean
ba locked up for this?” said rry.

“1 ain’t touching nothing of yourn™
said Mr, Judson. “’Ere's your watch,
and ‘'ere's wyour money, safe and
sound, “What I want is that there box.™

“Oh, zo and eat coke "

*What vou dona with it?"

“Fathead 1"

“You left it in the school I

“1 keep on  telling you that T've
never i*m&l it, and never seen it. Can’d
you understand that, you duvmmy

“What about twisting his  arms,
mate?” asked Bill. “That's the way
{o make a covey speak up”

Mr. Judson nodded.

“We got 1o know where it is™ he
satd. "o ain't parted with it, I know
that, and Le nin't opencd it. We'd 'ave
’[_’!:’I-I“d.” ;

This was a cryplic remark to Whar-
ton. He could not gucss in the least
how J. Judson eame to that conclusion.

BBut Bill nodded assent, :

“We'd "ave “eard all right,” he said,
“Tlo's pot it somowhore. What beats
me iz why the young ‘ound’s sticking
ta it like this "ere. What's the good of
it ta Tjm 1"

“'Phat'a what beats me,” said J. Jud-
soit. ' If he knowed, I'd understand;
but he den't know. He's jest a young
razeal, and he won't give it up nnless
ho's made. Well, we'll make "im.”

“We owill that P agreed Bill,

“*Yon poing to tell .ae what you done
with that silver box, young feller?™
asked J. Judson threateningly.

“T've tald you I haven's it—"

“Oh, don't tell me any more lies!™
interrupted Judson. 1 s'pose you'll be
gﬂln% ome for Eaater ’‘olidays soon,

mE Maiocxner Loeniny.—MNo, 1,157,
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and you rancy you'll pet away from
we, and get cloar with it I can tell
you, you won't! I'm arter that box,
voung foller-me-lad.”

“1f I had the box,” said Wharton,
between his teethy, I wouldn't give if
té you, now! OUn your own showing,
it belongs to a man named Brown. And
I've only your word thet he scnt you
for it. If 1 had the box ¥'d Leep it
til I zaw DBrown*

“Brown's kep' away," sad Me Jud-
son. “Brown can't come here. You
got the box, and vou re ‘anding it to
me,.  Mow, then, where is it 3"

“Will you let me go, you scoundrel 7
“Where's that box?” demanded Jud-
son threateningly. *Give his arm a
twiat, Bill, and then, mebbe, he'll spoak
ap.”

Wharton clenched his teeth in agony
as the ruffian twieted his arm.

“ Now, whera's that hox 1™

“Oh, you rotter !” panted Wharton.

“You mulilcf boast 1"
lfHG l?trugg desperately to relcaso.
imself,

“Give "im another twist, Bill"

_ Bill gavs the schoolboy’s arm another
twist. J. Jodson wae holding his other
Arm gecure But the janior drew up
his foot with a sudden movement, and
planted & hefty kick oo Bill's waistcoat
as he leaned over himh, The ruffan
gave a gasping howl and slumped over,
releasing the junior’s arm.

Crash! eame Wharton's fist on Mz
Judson’s pimply face, and J. Judson
released his r arm.

In an instant the junior was on his
feet, and springing away.

“Arter him " shricked Judson.

Harry Wharton ran_ like lightnin
across the field. Behind him rm:eg
the two ruffians, shouting threats.

With & bound the junior cleared the

bhedge, and landed in the lane, and
raced on towards the village. For a
hundred vards or zo J. Judson and his
nezociate raced on his traek: but the
captain of the Remove ecasily kept
his  distance. And the sight of
pedestrinns in the lane checked the pur-
suit.  The two rascals stopped, and
Eleﬂ.gm through 2 hedge inte the
3.

Mr. Judson swore volubly,

"I 'ave it off i, if T 'ave to wring
his blinking neek 1" he said savagely.

“Yon sure he's got it?" asked Bill
dubiously. “Locked fo me as if the
Young covey was giving 1f o ua
straight.”

“Course I'm sure,” snarled Judson,
“I had it streight from BSugden.
got a word with him when I was
allowed to see 'im, to fix it up for a
solicitor to defend bam. Jest s whisper
—but he give it to me straight—they
was all round him arter he got away
with i, and they'd ’ave found it on
him, or p it up where he chucked
it away; but he cams on & schoolboy
in the wood, and he tock it as & last
chance. He asked the kid fo mind the
box for him while he had a bathe in
the river, and got -hiz name from him
—Harry Wharton, of Greyfriars
School, Ain't hat clear ™

Mr. Judson swore again.

“They nabbed him a few minutea
arter that. He hadn't any chance of
ﬁt_a:tlsmg clear—the old bloke was arter
im so quick. It was the only chance
ha had of saving it. But who'd 'ave
thought that the kid would stick to it
like this 'cre? It was taking a risk,
of course; but Bugden had to take the
risk, 1 fancy that young feller sus-
pects that there's something valuable
in the box, thowgh he certainly don't
know what it 15. He wouldn't dare to
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Here's young Master
Cuckoo accepting a special
tithat from his industrious foster-
mother., And what
appetite he has |

a4 VOracrous
He's never satisfied,
and his adopted parent sxhausts herself in
trying to keep him appeased, Read ahout the
wonders of bird and animal life in the “NEW
NATURE BOOK." Every boy who loves the
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photographs and articles it contains,
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keep the diamond if he found it. By
gum, I'll "ave it off him, somohow !

He gritted his yellow teeth,
Anyhow, I know where to look for
him, after he pocs home from school,™
he said. “That won't be long now.
And it’ll bo cazier to get at him at
‘ome, than in a big school.” J. Judson
blinked at n letter—one of the letters
that had been turned out of Wharton’s
Eﬁehem when he was searched. “1
ap’ this 'ere for the address—look!
It's & letter from some relation of his,
az it's signed with the same name:
* Wharton Lodge, Surrey." It's signed
James Wharton—his father, I s'posa
No, it aays his uncle,”

J. Judsen read through the letter.

“That's where he lives, The old
bloke mentions about his bringing
some school friends "ome for the 'oli-
days.” -Judsonm crumpled the Iletter
into bis pocket. “ We can't "ang about
‘ero arter this, Bill. The coppers may
be looking for us. I faney wa'll sce

a a

that young rip again in Surrey.

And J. Judson and his compsnion
lost no time in disappearing from the
vicinity of Friardsale, in view of the
possibulity that Harry Wharton had
called at the police station, and hav-
ng a nﬂt}lral repugnance to any en-
counter with “coppers.”

T

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Tit for Tatl

# ALLLD, hallo, hallo!"
H Eu’h LCherry’'s cheery voice
the captain of the
; move as he came out on
the cliffs. The four juniors bad been
exploring the ancient smu glors’ cave
while they waited for their chum to join

them.

Wharton hurried down the cliff path
and joined his comrades on the beach,

They eyed him rather curiousiy as he
came up. There were many signs abont
him of his struggls in hands of
J. Judson and Bill,

“Beaen through s mangls, old chap?”
asked Bob.

Wharton gasped for breath.

*“I've been through s shindy,"" ha
answerad, *I've Img my arm twisted,
and 1t etill hurts. That man, Judson—
and another beast!”

3 0b, my hat! After that box again "

es.

Harry Wharton explained what had
haﬁmned on his way to the cliffs

aob Cherry whistled,

“That man Judson is a sticker,'” ha
remarked. " Hs certainly  believes
you've got that idiotic box. I wonder
what's in it, to make him =so jolly
anxious aboat it.”

“8omething valuable, 1 should say,”
remarked Johnny DBull. *“But df 1's
really valuable, why did the man Brown
trust it to a stranger, without know-
in%' who he really was, cither 7™

Vharton shook his hend.

“1 can’t understand it at all," he
sald. *"Buat Judson i1z a ruffian and a
rascal. and I weuldn’t give him tho
box now 1f T had it. There’s no proof
that he really comes from Brown. As
likely as net he's a thief, who's heard
of something valuable and 1z after 1t;
and be's got the wrong name, or the
WIGhg school. There may be a Wharton
at Redelylfe. Whoever's got the box,
;t ’]J.upe that rotter won't get hold of
it,

“DBut look here, this s getting thick ™
said Frank Nugent. “ You ought to go
to the police about this, Harry, Did
they pinch anything ¥

“WNo; only, sumeEltetmm were dropped
when they turned out my pockets,



EVERY SATURDAY

They'te of no walue, though., They
weren’t after robbery.” . .

“Still, they ought io be run in,” said
Johnny Bull,

“I'd rather give them a jolly
hiding apiece,' said the captain of the
Femove. “Whila they're keeping up
this game it won't be safe for a fellow
to walk about slone outsido the school.”

“Good egg I’ exclaimed Bob Cherry,
“They' va en looking for you; now
let's look for them, and give them
toco 1

“The tocofulness is the proper
-tﬂeepei ' agreed IHurree Jamset Ram

1 .

_"F['ha.t’s what I was thinking,” said
Tiarry. “But I supposc they've muade
themselves scarce g:,r this time, No
ood looking for them snywhere near

2 gpot whera they collared me.’”

“We'll take a stroll round,” said
Eob. *“If we get anywhere near Jud-
gom I should know his shiny face end
his pimples a mile off.”

e Juniors left the beach by way
of the Ashing 'nilage of Pegg, and
walked alonmg the Pegg road, which
bordered one side of Friardale Wood.

Now that he had his friends with him,
Harry Wharton was extremely anxious
to meet Mr. Judson again, and, as it
happened, chance favoured him.

Mr. Judson and his friend, judiciously
Iosing no time in getting away from
Friardals Lane, had taken the path
through the wood. They wero heading
for Pegg, to obtain some liquid refresh-
ment at the Anchor there, before pro-
ceeding farther on their way and dis-
appearing from the neighbourhood alto-
gethar,

And so it happened that as the
Famouns Five came &along the Pegg
roid Mr, Judson and Bill emerged into
that road from the footpath through the
wood and ecame on the Greyfriars
juniors fairly face to face.

Bob Cherry gave 2 yell as be spotted

them.
“ Hallo, halle, hallo! What
There they are !
“0Oh, my hat I"" exelaimed Wharton,
J. Judson stared round, and at sight
of the Greyiriars party seemed in doubt
whether to take to his heels, But the
Femous Five did not give him time to
decide. They came up with a rush and
gathered round the two ruffiana.
“Fancy meeting wou!” said Bob
Cherry affably.
“Tha pleasurefulness is terrifici”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Hag "em!” roared Johnny Bull,
“'Ere, you keep off I'* exclaimed Bill,

Iuck !

in alarm. “If you young blokes want
g good ‘iding I— Oh! Ow!
W hoooop 1™

Bill was up-ended befors he could
finish hiz remarks.

He come down with a heavy bump,
and Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent
#at on him aond kept him there,

Meanwhile, J, Judson was having the
time of his life.

He hit out wildly as the juniors col-
lared him; but three peirs of hands
were too many for J. Judson to dcal
with

Near the gate of the footpath was
& wide ditch, well Glled with water by
the spring rains. J. Judson was hooked
towards 1t, struggling wildly, and he
went over backwards into it.

There was a terrific splash.

Judsop disappeared beneath the
surface for & moment, He eamsa up
epiuttering, smothered with cozy mud.

* Groocooogh [

* Ha, ha, hal"

“That's the stuff to give ‘emi™
chuckled Bob Cherry. * Now come out,
you rotter, and have another dip.”

“ Qoasoch 1"
“QOur turn now, Mr. Judson,” =aid
Huorry Wharton, “Step out! ¥ou're

keeping us waiting I _

. Judson stood 1n the middle of the
ditech, water fowing vound him, and
mud clothing him like a garment. With
three juniors ready for him on the bank
he hesitated to elamber out, but he was
decidedly uncomfortable where he was.

GCREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

Here's a nutshell history, in verse, of
George Bulsirode, who once capiained
the Greyirlars Remove.

IME was when Dulstrode ruled
the Form

By methods wild and woolly ;

He made his rule the “ Power

of Brawn,”

For Bulsirode was a bully.
The poor Removites, oft scared stiff,
Felt limp and weak and wobbly;
They iI'F“&""'.f*'hE’F could have whacked
Hm, 1
His knuekles were less knobbly !

By hsticufls he held his sway;
Each ineldent was fought on—
Until there came the happy day
‘That brought voung Harry Wharton.
George Bulstrode smiled a heavy gring
Thopght he: “ An easy vietim.
A single swipo hencath tho chin,
And I shaﬁ know I've licked him IV

But things were not, as Bulstrode
planped,
An ecasy proposibion;
Young Wharton soon had made a stand,

And formed an opposition.
His [ollowing quite gquickly grew,
While Bulstrode's soon diminished ;
And almost ere the bully knew
His reign of terror finizhed.

Young Bulstrode minor’s sad demise
Brought qualities long latent
From Bulstrode; and to other eyes
HSoon made them clear and palent.
Chaps found him quite & decent zort
#n he had knuckled under;
A solid, beefy help nt sport—
On footer pitch 2 wonder!

With Hazeldene and yvoung Tom Brown,
Bulstrode’s a study sharing:

And sinece ho's learned to sctile down
Quite decently he's faring.

He’s not what vou wonld call a star—
Hiz brain power’s not excessive;

But he's a3z good as others are
When shorn of the aggressive.

S0 lot us tonst thia heefy lnd,
Our one-tima mightd bully.

Wa find that he iz not so bad,
Ho0 let us praise him fullv,

He'll never be what onee he pasy
I doubt tf he asptres

To fight hiz way to being hoss
OFf the Remove—Greviriars!

a1
“'BEre, lend a bloke & 'and, BA'*™ ke

:-‘ellg:i.l
“Blelp me!” gurgled bl wrigeli
vainly under Nugent and J%fmﬂg%‘ll
“T can't "clp you, yor fathead! ¥ want
you to ’eip me ™

“8it on that merchant, you chaps!”
chuckled Bob. “Keep him whers he
is. We'll look after J--dson,”™

“ Look 'ere i s~ o. Judson,
“Come out!” 5::15 Bob invitingly.
. Judson scrambled out on the

farther side of the diteh into the wood.,

On the farther bank he stood, drip-
ping, gouging mud and water from his
fentures,

“ Now shovo the other rotter in I* said
Bob.

Ei'l‘l'Ern. you let a bloke alone I howled

“My esteemed and disgusting rasecal
the dfmkfulnem is the p%npﬂrgcn !’{
gaid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, " And
te judge by your atrocious looks, a
wash will do you terrific benefit "
B'Itlyml blooming nigger——'" gasped

I +*

In the grosp of the Famous Five, the
struggling and ubi'urgating Bill was
dragged to the ditch and bundled in,

e sprawled in mud and water, splut-
tering frantically, He crawled out en the
opposita  side, out of reach of the
avengers,

The two ruffians gave the Gregiriars

party muddy and ipfuriated glares
across  the diteh. Their aspect was
simply deplorable as they » stream-
mﬁ wuter andl mud.

Ir. Judson shook a muddy fat at
the juniors. Bill spat out mud and
i‘-'&t%[i nnd gulrgled.

“That's 2 lesson for you, Mr. -
son!” said Harry “’hﬂ.gﬂn, “ﬁnﬁugf
you hang ahout the school 4Ny more
vou'll get the same again if wo como
across you, . I tell you once more that
I kaow nothing about your idiotic box,
and yon'd better take my word for it
Come vn, you chaps 1!

And the juniors walked on their way,
reaving  two  drenched and  muddy
Ei.llgﬁf;l.ns spluttering and gasping by tha

itch.

I fancy that will warn them off 1"
remarked Bob Cherry. “They won't
want another wash, I dare say that's
the firat they've had for yoars!™

“I hope we'vo scen the last of them,”
enid Harry, * I'm more thon fed.up
with Judson and that silly box.*

Frobably the warning was not lost on
Mr. Judson 2nd his friend. At all
events, nothing mora was seen of them
in the neighbourhood of Greyfriars, and
Harry Wharton & Co. had alinost for-

gotien their existence by the time the
school broke up for' Easter.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter ]
{4 UNTER 1" ejaculated Iarr
B Wharton. } y
“He, he, ha!®
“Yon fat agsi?
“He, he. hLe!l”
“What _are you doing here? de.

manded Wharton.

“Oh, really old chap-—"

Wharton gazed at the Owl of the
Remove wit: minged feelings of
amusement antd exasperation.

It was an Apri afrernocon, and Whar-
ton had slighted from the train at
Wimford stacron, 8 couple of miles from
Whartou Lodge.

Alter & fow days, his fricnds wero to
{mn him. at the Lodge. Untt)l then,
Vharton had not expocted to sce any
Greyfriars faces

Tne Macxer Lipnany.~No, 1,157.
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But it was the unexpecied that hap-

pened.
From the next carria
]ai_fat fipurc alighted an
im.

Twice Wharcton had changed trains on
bis way home and he had seen nothing
of Billy Bunter on the journey. ‘The
Owl of the Re nove had been exercising
strategy.

MNow, however so near his destina-
tion, Bunter felt that it was time to
show up. 5o he showed up, with a fag
gnd ingrakiativg grin on his plump
countenance.

“You fat chump!” said Harry.
*“You've coms a long way past your
station, if you're going home.”

“The fact is, old chap, that I'm nof
going home just yet,” said Bunter,
“'The poater's got the decoratois 1o at
Bunter Court, so I told him I'd stay
a fow days with a friend.”

“Then you'd better go and lock for
the friend.”

“He, ho, he I’ )

That cachinnation implied that Whar-
ton was the friend 1n guestion.

“Well, gocd bye, Bunter.”

*0Oh, really, Wharton—"

Wharton turned and walked _aI::mg
the platform. Alfter him rolled William
George Bunter. A rebuff had no effect
whatever on William George; it glided
from him like water from a duek,

“Taxi, eiri™

A driver hailed Wharton before he
left the station. There were two or
three others outside, hut this driver
was weiting inside the station, as if
en o keen look-put for a passenger.
“Yes,” saild Harry. "I'ut wy things
on.”

“¥es, sl

“Hasn't your uncle sent the car, old
chap® asked Bunter.

“No, ass!’

“Mry pater would have sont the Rolls
for me, if I'd gone home,” remarked
Bunter.

“Then you'd betber go home and roll
inte the Rohs You can telephons
from this station.”

"He, he, he!”

Harry Wharton walked out after the
man. Billy Buntor rolled out after
W*I}%frt-:-n. _

say, old chap—"

“For goodness’ sake, sheer off I”

“If you don't want my company,
Wharton—"" began the Owl of the
Hemove, with a great deal of dignity.

ﬂI dm‘lt‘ !IJ

“He, he, he!” Runter decided io
toke that candid reply as a joke. “I'd
rather your uncle had sent the car,
but & taxi is ail right., After all, the
old josser——"

“The whatt"

“The old josser.
got only on¢ car. We keep three at
Bunter Court. Btill, the old josser
might have sent it.”

arry Wharton gazed at the Owl of
ibe Hemove, It he had, in a moment
of weakness, thought of allowing the
fat Owl to inflict himself on him for
the holidays, this referenco to his
uncle woulid hara "torn” i, B0 to
speak.

“Do wou wang me to pull your fat

in the train,
rolled towards

The old joszer's

nose, you podgy freak?” demanded
Wharton.
“Eh? No!” ejaculated DBunter,

jumping back.
“lhen you'd better lake it out of
reach, or l.:Y olly well will!™ said orey.
" h, realiy old fellow—*>
" Scat 1" snapped Wharton,
“ Beast |
Toe Macxrr Lienany.—No, 1,157,

Wharton ereossed the pave-
ment.  Billy Bunter rolled on in pur-
suit, Ilo. blinked curicusly at the ear
on which the driver was placing Whar-

Harry

ton’s luggage.

“I say, this ain't a taxi,” he said.
“It's & car. I say, Wharfon—"

“ Good-bye.”

“Make room for a chap, old fellow.”

Wharton stepped into the car. As
Bunter had said, it was not & taxi-
cab, but quite a comfortable car, look-
mg like a privete car, There was no
taximeter to be scen.”

“Where to, eir?"” ssked the driver,
coming up to close the door. His eyes
were curiously on Wharton's face as
he asked the gquestion.

“Wharton dge, a mile outside
Wharton Magnus,” said Harry, *But
thig isn't a razi—"
_“The_clock's gone to be repaired,
BIT, :’ saild the driver civilly., * But I'll
do 1t for thres bob.”

wLhat’s all right,” said Harry,

' This gent going, sir?”’ asked the
driver, with a dubious look at Bunter.
It struck Wharton rather strangely
that the chauffour objected to Buntor's
presence  gomehow, though how it
could concern him, was ratﬁer a puzzle,

= Gl oaliy, o0 T

. really, o a 4
“For goodness’ sake, roll away, Bun-

CLEVER " MAGNETITE "
CARRIES OFF USEFUL
LEATHER POCKET WALLET

for sending in_the following
Greyfriars Limerick :

Whan you hear Bunter's weird
cachinnation;
Bea his sidea hsave with sup-
ressed elation.
I think you'll agree
That the fat W. Q.
concocting s0me
machination.

Joseph R. Kerr,
errace, Whitehaven,

mew

Sent in b
6, Woodville
Cumberland,

!illll LD UL LIRS LRl PR LR T e R ]} llli

FEERAREEREARNE RN s nanninnnasnnnannansnbanns i

ARSI RN AN ARSI RRER AR A B R

ter I exclaimed Wharton impatiently.
“Let the man shut the dooe™

Bunter stood in the way of the closing
of the door.

"1 say, old chap, I really can’t go
home, after arrauging to spend the
noxt few daﬂs with you, old fellow.
You see, the house is shut up while my
father's on tho Riviera.”

“Oh ecrumos! Has he got the
doecorators  in while he’s on  the
LRiviera,” ejaculated Wharton, ““aund
i= the house shut up while they're
there v

“Ohl I—=I mean—"
I'?r'" Never mind what yon meszn,
I:. .J.?

" Look here, sir, if you ain’t going
with the young gentleman, stand elear,
and let & mae start '™ exclaiiod the
chautfeur tmpatiently.

“LI'm going ' snapped Bunter, * You
mind your own biney! I sov, Whare-
ton, old fellow—"

Ao and eat coke!”

"Look here, you ungrateful
after all I've done for you——=~-

*Bheor ofi, you fat ass!”?

“Ii I've got* to wait
grumabled the driver.

“wHhut the door ond stzrg!®
Harry.

‘The chauwffeur pushed Bunter aside,
much to the fat Owl's indignation,
clozsed the door, and mounted to Lis
seat. The engine buzzed.

Sheor

beast,

o hont——"

gnid
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Bunter prabbed at the door-handle,

“1 say, Whartn—m"

“Fathead | Buzz oft "

"But you see—while the decorators
ure on the Rwviera—I mican, while my
father's shut up—that is—"

The car started. PBunter had to let
ﬁn the door-handle, which Wharton was

olding firmly on the inside. He shook
s fat fist at the window,

“Beast ! he rcared.

Harry Wharton smiled and waved =
hand from the window,

“Gmd-b}'ﬁa, Bunter.™

Yah! Beast!1”

Wharton laughed and sat down, and
the car rolled on out of Wimford,

Billy BDunter stood glaring after it,
with & wrathful and indignant glare
that almost c-acked his spectacles.

. "Beast " he gus[‘ned. “Talk about
mgratitude I Old Spokeshave was right
about an ungrateful gerpent ben
Eﬁmrper than s child's tooth] After nﬁ
I've done for himI*

The car grew smaller in the distance.
For some momen's Billy Bunter stood

gazing after it. Then he looked ronnd,
and beckoned to one of the waiting
taﬁr-drwars.

e Whera to, sir i asked thé man,

.Follow that car!” eaid Bunter,
?thu’agn ‘Eeep it in sight | My
rlend’s in it, you see.”

*Yes, sir ™

Bunter stepped into the taxi, and it
started after the car. Bunter sat down
and grinned. Billy Bunter was =
sticker, And he was sticking |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Ruthless Hands !

L HAT the dickens—" mur-
mured Harry Wharton.

The car, having left Wim.

ford behind, wus going at a

good speed.  For somne time Harr
Wharton took no heed of the dim:tiﬂn:’:

taking it for granted that the driver
was heading divect to his destination,
But after a time it dawned upeon

him that the car was not headi J
Wharton Lodge. ol

He knew every road and lane for a
good distancs round the lodge, and he
beecame aware that the chauffeur was
taking a very roundabout course. Had
there been a taximeter on the ear lie
night have suspected that the iman was
running up the fare; but as tho drive
was done for a fixed price, he concluded
that the chauffeur was ignorant of the
WaY.

He tapped on the glass, and the man
glanced over his shoulder. Wharton
put his head from the window.

“Youwre on the wrong rood,” he
i,

“That's all rvight, sir—read up!®
swid the clunflonr, *1've goi to go
vound o bk

“Oh 1" sadd Wharion,

He st down aeain,

A fow J'Hl-hh‘f-'.“:'. 1a Fasrn T]af: cE o Lappruod
From the road into o vereaw, sicep lane,

between bieh benhs of ot eroeped
with hedges,
Whartorr knew the fone, aed kpew

that it waes n couple of wniles Frop
the bodge, amd alzo that it led vowlivre,

Farther on it dwindled infe o eopt
Eroel meros=s o leld.
He tapped ou the plass penin Jvi-

dently, so far az he conld see, the man
did not koow the wav, amd woas
norant of the conntey rowds. The ear
was  buwmnping  horeibly  over  ureven
ridges of wud and deep cart-tracks.
1t was probably the first cavr that Lad
ever taken that route.

The chauleur this Lime did not Leed
the tap.

il"'-
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He did not look round. Bunter catight hold of the sacking, and was
Reeping his eyes before dragging It aside when he got a gilmpse

him ke drove on at gf the
£

accelorated ]?aed, the car erikey ! he gasped, {or on the floor lay
recking en the ruts. Harry Wharton, hound hand and foot, i
Wharton put his head with a rag tied io bis mouth, - e

out, tho wind lashing by,
from the speed of the car,
almost bringing the water
to his eyes.

“Stop ! he shouted.

The driver certainly
heard, but he did not
heed.

“Stop!” roared Whar-
ton. “You'll be running
inte & feld in a few
minutes | Stop, I tell
:I"':’H' 1

2tiit the man drove on
unheeding,

Wharton dropped back
into his seat, amsazed, end
a little alarmed now. It
was impossible to Jump
from the car at such a
speed; and the driver
evidently did not intend to
stop. Wharton wondered
whether the man was
some lunatic.

There wers no  build-
ings in the narrow, lonely
lane. Only & small cottage
appeared in sight at Jast,
almost at the end of the
lane where it depenerated
into a track.

The c¢ar slowed down,
and stopped in front of the
cottago.

Harry Wharton jumped
oud,

“What the thum
this?” he exclaimed angrily. “You've
brought me miles out of my way.
Whot are you up to?”

“1 dessay you'll know soon, sir”
rinned the chauffeur, “Don't you be
rightened—"
“ Frightened 1
disdainfully.

“You amn'é going to be ‘urk, 1f you
do tho right thing. There's a bloks
hero wants to sce you—name of
Judson.”

Wharton fairly jumped.

Ha had forgotten J. Judson., [Evi-
dently J. Judson had not forgotten
him. The cottage door had opened,
and & man with 2 shiny, %imfplg faco
appeared on the weedy path, hurrying
down to the car.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Wharton,

He understood now how he had been
tricked. J. Judson, somehow, hod
found out where his home was, and
laid this trap for him when he cameo
home for the holidays, That was why
a car, which was not a taxi, had beon
waiting at Wimford Station. That
was wny the driver had becn hanging
abiout inside tho station watching for a
passengor,

do you mean by

exclaimed Wharton

“You got bhim, Ted!” grinned J.
J udson,
“] got him Joal” answered Ted.

“Bill pointed him out to me when he
got out of the train. It's the bloke
vou wang.”

“Jest the covey I'm anxious to see,”
answered J. Judson. Y1 dessay the
voung gent will be more reasonabie
this tune. You gof the box about you,
Mister Wharton 1"

Harry Whartan breathed hacd.

“You eilly fathead ! he smd. “1
keep on teﬁit‘lg yvou I know nothing
about your fatheaded box.”

“You wouldn't have left it at the
sthool, said J. Judson sagely. *You

interior of the room.

“* Oh

got it about youw, or it’s in your traps
somewhere,”
“T'vo never seen it, you dummy.”
“You can tell that to the marines,™
said J. Judson. “You'll save trouble,

sir, by ‘anding over that box peace-
able. I don't want to 'urt you, though
you "andled me rough, and docked mo.
I den’t want to waste time on you.
jost. wiant that box.™

“Oh, go and cat coke!"

“¥You won't be ‘urt if you ‘and it
over,” =aid Judson. “But you'll mebbe
ej "ul'b il you don’t, young feller-me-
al.

Harry Wharton backed away, and
clenched his hands, But the chauffeur
was watching him to see that he did not

belt. There was ne chance of escape,
ahd little’ chance of resistance. And
help was oub of the guestion. Thero

was no other habitation withun half o
mile of the lonely cobtage.

“Bring him into the cottage, Ted”™
said J. Judson., “It ain't likely that
anybody will pass “ere; but it's safer
out of sight.”

“You bet!™ said the driver.

“"Hands off ! said Wharton, between
his teeth.

“ Nail "im ™ growled J. Judson.

Two pairs Q% hand: were promptly
laid on Wharton, He struck out
fizrcely; bubt his arms were quickly
pinioned to his sides, and he was hali-
carried, half-dragped, up the weedy
path to the cottape,

Still struggling the captain of the
Greylriars Remove was bundled head-
long into the cottage, amd the door
was closed,

J. Judson picked up a rope, which
hzd evidently been placed in readiness
for such an emergency. The junior’s
hands were dragged together, and
baund tightly at the wrists. Then the
ather {.':i'l'f.ig-[l[ the rope wos knotted about
his ankles.

Wharton lay gasping on the earthen

floor of the cottage. J. Judson bent
over him, and he lay unresisting now,
while the nimble fingers of the pimply
pentlerman ran through his pockels.

“He ain’t got it on "im,"” snid Judson
disappointed, “It'll ha in his boags.
Get them off thoe car.™

Tha two rascals gave Wharton no
further heed. o lay, still gasping for
breath, hardly able to move & limb,
while his lugeage was carried from the
car into the cottage, and dumped down.

In silenco ho watched them searching
it.
The search was & thorough one. Had
the silver box been concealed among
Wharton's things, cortainly thevy would
have unearthed it. DBut it was, of
course, not thero.

J. Judson gave vp the scarch at last,
and cama k towards the bound
schoolboy with an ugly look on his face,

“1 ain't found it,"” ho zoid, gritting
his dizeolowred tectl,

“0Of eourse vou haven't, you silly
fool 1 snapped Wharton. “It's not
thers, If you had the sonse of a bunny
rabbit, youw'd know that I've told you
the truth, and that I know nothing
about the rotten thing.”

“That won't wash!” said Judson.
*You'd better tell me what you done
with it. 1 a'pose your pcople 13 ox-
poesting you ‘ome to-day 77

L ‘.'E-'ES.“

“ And goetting anxious 1 you don't
turn up?*

“T1 suppose so0.”

o W{:JE ou won't turn up in & "arey,”
st J. Judson menacingly. “If you
don’t shel! ong that box, young feller-
me-lad, vou ain't likely to turn up at

all. hy, blew youl” went on the
man, anarling.  “You den't know
whose ‘ands you're . I'd wring your
neck like & spadecr’s, and not think

twice about it! You ‘ecar me?"
Wharton folt a chill as he locked at
THe MAicxer LIBRARY.~No. 1,157.
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the savage, threateming tace. He did
not peed telling that %:a was in the
hands of & gung of criminals. What
thoe whole affair meant was a mystery
to him. But it was clear that he was in
desperate hunds.

S“What you done with that box?”
hissed Judson, bending over the bound
schoolboy.

“Il can only say what I've said be-

fore—I dou't know anything about it!™

Fhe wnain snorled at him like an
animal.

“8Btill keeping up that yarn, are
you?  Mean that you've poarted with
it? «If you've parted with it, tell me
the name of the bloke, and I'm dbne
with you.”

Therc was o touch of J. Judzon's old
oily persuasivencss in his voico now.
Hiz anxiety fto know what had boeome
of the silver box was evidently very
keen.

“Jest tell me who's pot it now, and
vou're let off easy!"™ he said, “Ted
‘ere’ll drive you "ome safe and sound.
Now, ain’t that p [air offer v

“I've nover had it,"” said Harry., “If
I had, I'd tell you. DBut I can't tell
you anything about a thing I've never
even seem.’’

Judson spat out an oanth. )

“Well, keep that up!™ he hissed,
"Eeep it up till to-morrow; I'll sce
ou again to-morrow, and arler o night

ere, mebbe you'll sing to a different
tune. You won't be so cocky in the
morning, I fancy.™

Wharton panted,

“You're not going to leave me here,
like this?" .

“Ain't T just®™ jeered J. Judson,
“You'll gee; You still ot time to tell
ma whera the box is, if you like,"

Wharton made ne answer. Judson
laoked round the bare, unfurnished
room, and picked up & rag. TForcing
the schoolboy's jaws open, he stuffed it
inte his mouth, and then wonnd a cord
about his head and neck, knotting if,
to keep the gag in place.

“I1 don't fancy asnybody would ear
you if you 'owled,” he said; "“bat I
ain't taking chances, That'll keep you
safe till I come back, You got twelve
hours afore you to think it over; and
if you sin't come to your scmses then,

ou'll get worse nor this, snd you can

to that,” :

ith that, J. Judson and his com-
panion quitted the cottage, and Whar-
ton heard the key turned in tho door
outside and withdrawn. As he lay on
the chilly earthen floor, scarce able to
stir his bound limba, balf-choked by the
gag, he heard the ¢ar drive away.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Busnter to the Rescue ]

ILLY BUNTER blinked,
B “That's the car!” he ejacu-
lated.
Bunter bad not been favoured
by fortune in his pursuit.

It had seemed quite an onsy thing to
follow Wharton's. car in a tagi, and
trail him home, as it were. Bunter had
not expected any difficnlties.

But they cropped up, all the same,

The taxicabs at s‘,ﬂa little country
station of Wimford were not the newest
articles in that line. Bunter's taxi had
sean sorvice for about twenty vears in
s bigger town before it meandered to
thet secluded corner of Burrey to
drowss out its old age. Engine trouble
acerued. .

It was frightfully exasperating. The
car had vanished along & country road,
and Bunter hed howled to his driver to
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put on speed. Fernaps it was the put-
tmsg on speed that did ik ]

omething did it, anyway. For a
quarter of a mile the old taxi hummed
elong at a rate worthy of its far-off
Ene:L'ELe:t-lt: youth, Then something went.

It had passed the narrow opening of
& lano that led away into the wilds; it
did not occur to him for o momeont that
the car he was following had turned
mtee the steop and rutty lane. He was
anxious to got on nlong the high road.
But a score of yards past the lane the
taxi conked out.

The driver doscended, and undertook
the renovation of the mysterious works
with o cheerful demeancur. No doubt
he was used to these little occurences.

But Bunter fumed.

How long the Wimford man was
occupied with tinkering at the emgino
Bunter did not know; but it seemed
like years, There waos no hops now of

overtaking Wharton and arrivi at
the Lodge with him. Bunter had felt
that, in a houschold where he was not

expected, it was more tactful to arrive
with "n"hi'fmrtﬂn. and not on his lonaly
own. But there was no help for it now.
When the taxi got going egnin—if ever
it did!—he had to he.af direct for
Wharton Lodge, and chance it

He had ‘fnt out of the cab, and he
mooched drearily shout the road,
while the Wimford man cheerily
tinkered,

Then all of a sudden ho heard the
buzzing of a car, and, blinking in that
direction, he saw = car turn out of the
narrow lano & score of yards back
nl_qng the road, and turn towards
Wimford.

He blinked at it in astonishment.

It was the car he had been following
from the railway station, Evidently it
had not goné on by the road, but had
turned down that steep lane, and now
had come back and was returning to
Wimford.

But the surprising thing was that
Wharton's luggage was no longer on it
and Wharton was no longer inside.

Bunter had a glimpse of a passeger
within—a man in & bowler hat. TR

The car diseppeared towards Wim.
ford, leaving Bunter blinking,

1 say, that was the car!™ Lo
ajaculated.

" That was it, sir!” assented the
driver. “I seed it waiting at the

station a long time; but it don’t belong
to Wimford, that ecar don't.”

“Where does that lane lead to?™
asked DBunter,

“ Nowhere, sir—only into the felds.”

"It doesn’t lead to Wharton Lodge i

“Course it don’,” said the ime
ford man. *Colonel Wharton's place is
two mile away; and you can't get out
the other end of that lane with & car.
It's jest a footpath farther on.”

*Then, where's Wharton " exclaimed
Bunter.

He was utterly perplexed.

Wharton ha ‘Eeen going home, he
knew that, Vet evidently he had stop-
ped, with hiz luggege, somewhers in
that solitary lane, two miles from
Wharton Lodge.

“How manﬂ houses are there in that
lane?" he asked the driver.

“There ain't any, sir; only an old
tumble-down cotfage.”

“But Wharton must have stoppod
somewhere [ zaid Bunter bewildered.
“1 don't want to miss him. We'll go
down that lane when you're ready.
How long will you be "

“ Might be ten minutes, air I* said the
Wimford man cheerfully. “Might be
*arf an hour "

“Oh crumbs !

Billy Bunter decided to walk down
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the lame. Wharton's proceedings were
utterly mystorions to him; but he had a
vague suspicion that thoe beast might
have guessed that he was in pursuit,
and that this was some sort of trick to
dodge him.
. He rolled eway to the lane, turncd
into it, and walked along it, blinking
round him through his big speetacles,
About & quarter of & mile from the
rond he eame on the cottage, standing
solitary beside the little lane.
Evidently it was the enly building in
those parts, and it looked uninhabited.
But Wharion must be somewhere.
That wuas certain, The ear must have
landed him in that lane, since it had
gone back without him. It must have
landed him at the cottagoe, as thero waa
ne  other building wvisible, Lndeed,
there was proof of it, for the thick mud
showed plainly where the car had
slopped, and backed, and turned at the
little gate.
" Well, my hat ! said Bunter blankly.
“He must be there, DBut what he's up

to—"  Buater shook his head. The
mystery was bevond him,

He rolled up the weedy, untidy path
to the cottmge door, and knocked.

Whatever might be the cxplanation of
this mystery, obviously the cottegp was
the place to inguire,

Iinock, knock, knock!

Bunter's knocking echoed through the
empty building.  DBut there was no
answer to it, and the door was not
opened,

“Nobody there! muttered the Owl
of the Remove. “But he must be
there! The beast is pulling my leg
somehow, of course. 1 say, Wharton !”
Billy Bunter bawled at the top of his
voree, “I say, old chap! DBeast! I
say, old fellow, where e you? Where
are you, you beasti”

There was no answer to hizs shout;
but as he paused and listened he heard
a2 heavy dragging sound inside the
tottage.

Evidently it was net unoceupied.

Bunter listened in amazement,

The sound waz thet of & heavy body

dragging clumsily towards the door,
like & feilaw rolling over without the
use of his limbs.

“What the thump!" ejoculated
Bunter,

tle was so amstonished that his fat
brein scemed to be turning round. If
this' waz = “lark,” Dunter could not
make it out.

He moved along to the little window,
but it was thickly covered by sacking
nailed wp inside, and he could not pgot
a plimpso into the roow. Ho tapped on
the window.

“1 say, Wharton! Are you there,
you Billy aass?” he howled.

The dragging sound rccommenced.

Billy Bunter felt s palpitation at his
fat heart. It dawned upon him that
something must have happened, end he
had a vaguo feeling of alarm,

Geveral of the little papes in the
window were crecked and  broken.
Aftor I:iataniuf for a minute or two,
Bunter pushed lis elbow through the
nearest broken pane and made room to

32 & fat hand through. HHe caught

old of the sacking that hupg within,
and dragged it aside, ] -

Then he had a glimpse of the interior.

“0Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter.

Ou the floor lay Harry Wharton,
bound hand and foof, with a rag tied
in his mouth,

Bunter's littla round eyes
siarted through his spectacles.

“Oh crumbs " :

The dregging sound was czplained
now. The bound junior had beea

(Continued on page 21.)
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ANOTHER VIVID CHAPTER OF OUR THRILLING FOREIGN LEGION STORY !

FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE!

INTRODUCTION,
To savs hia rageally cousin, Guy Warren,
%mm on a charge of theft, Paul Blake,
* of Greystones, lakex the Mame on

Air own shoulders by runming away from school,
Fired by i promiss of advendurs, Pawl foins
Ihs Foreign n of France and i¢ tent o Lhe
desert stafion of Sidi-belsAbbep, in Norlth Africa.

with Lemnarne

There ha forme [friendsht . 0

hard-liftan  Legionnaire, Egmfham, &

officer in :.E French Arg';uﬂ:nd f“"faﬂm
ﬂmd‘ﬁl I"ﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂﬂl‘i&-&‘. o B JEED 6 & baier
5 ?ifmuqr:m Legion is sent ints the dassrl

{o an Arab riging, hese four po twith €.
After g terrible hand-to-hand fight with the
fonalioal tri £n, ant-Major fotke learns

tribesm
that a of Brilish touriste, tncluding &
'FFW% now succeeded to the title o

Jortune af hig Jather, and hie sieter JSune, have
Tailen inly the ands of Ali by Sadi, the leader
Nothing ean be done to help

E{Mﬂ greal revolt,
usdil the depleted force of the Legion has
teen reinforced, and Bolke sends Lemarns and

EBlake on a perilous fourney lo the parrison
at Kegh-el-Kahgr. Fole €2 agoinst e hro
daring lLegionnatres, for they arve eaptured by a
band of Touarege, 1 e exeapes, while
Blake, who succceds in shooling the Touarey
feader, 16 escorfed to the lend of Al bu Sadi
the mercilesa,
{Now read on.)

S

Warren Makes Amends |
THE interior, dark and wann, waa

han_.'l.fﬁ with a scent of perfume
which govo tho boy a momentary

feching of nousea. Between has
guards he was marched to where a man,
clad in magnificent silkon robes, was
seated cross-legged on a throne of piled
cushions,

Behold him then! Ali bu Sadi, the
Chosen One of Allah; he who had
sworn to sweep ithe Fronch [rom ook
the Sahara inte the sea. Fat, gross,
with leering, slobbering  mouth, his
little, evil eyes hali-hidden by pouches
of fat, he sat thera lihw some great,
bloated spider whe had gorged to
beastly repletion.

Pehind him. arms tolded across their
massive  chests,  stood  four  gigautio
negroes, noked snve for their loin.eloths,
They wera his personal bodyguard. :

But it was not Al by Sadi por his

“8topl” eried Quy Warren, as the
glittering knife was about to slice
downwards, " 8top, manl”

bodyguard which drew Paul's incradu-
lous gaza. It was a white man who,
clad in cool and immaculate linen, was
geated on the left of the Chosen One; a
white man_who was leaning forward,
peenriiiat Paul with burning eyes.

ik

= e—Paul Blake!” whispered the
white man hoarsely.
Paul had got u grip on himself, and

be answercd steadily:

“Yes, it is I, Guy Warren!”

Ali bu Sadi nudgea Warren with o
fat elbow aud indicated Paul.

“¥You know him?¥’ he grunted, with
sudden interest, “You know thet
Loegionnaire "

Ee spoke an oily, uent English, for
degencrate though he now was, he ha
he‘*.“ at one timo a student at a famous
University.

“¥ou know him?" ho repeated.

“Yes,"” nodded Guy Warren, and his
vpice was strained, ™I know him 1”

“"He is Fnghsh, like you, I suppose?™
eommented Al bu Sadi. “There are
man{ English in the Legion, Dot tell
ma, how do you come to know himn 7"

“We were at schoo]l fogether!"™ re-
pliecd Warren.

Al bu Badi shook like a jelly with
gilent langhter,

“Truly,” he said, “the roads of des-
tiny. traced by the divine finger of
Allah, lead to strange meetings. And
have you no greeting for this school
companion of vours?”

Guv Warren shook his head. .

“MNonec,” he answered, in a low voice.

From out the corners of his little
eves, Ali bu Sndi studied him curicusly
for o moment, toen turned to Paul

“My servant Azbar,” he said, with
sudden venom, “informs me that you
are a Legionnaire, Do you deny that "

“Na,* replicd Paul.

“Then what"—and the words camo
with a snarl=—'*are you doing in Arab

gutso 7
Pzul was silent. o bheard, but
gonrce  understood the guestion, Hoe

had expected to find Guy Warren ot the
camp of Ali bu Badi; but as ~ hostage,
and eortainly not seated alengeido that

By
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black fiend as though ho were
honoured guest.

What was the explanation?

“You heard words I The savage
voice of Alr bu Sadi cut in on the boy's
thoughts. * Why are you, a soldier of
sccursed Frapce, in Arab garbi™

Paul surveyed him coldly.

“l am not likely to tell you!" he
retorted. “HBo you oan save your
breath I
. The words galvanised Al bu Sedi
into fury. Whipping out & fat arm, he

mn}te{i a dirty, quivering forefinger at

aul,

- “3hall I tell you why you are weax-
ing it, youn, dog " he screamed, “You
aro 4 spy from Zukra, Zukre hes fallen
to your cursed Legion. My garrison
muosasored—my wurﬁ there all undono!
By Allah! But I will take payment in
bleod—"

He broke off, choking, and seemingly
on the verge of a fit. Little flecks of
foam appesred at the corners of his
thick wet hps, and he shook as though
with the ague.

ha

Recovering  himself
went on harshly:

“Where were you making for when
you were captured by T brother
of my servant, Azbar?”

“I ghell tell you nothing I answered
Paul, coolly.

Ali bu Sadi thrust forward his groat
head, eyes blazing with mwrdercas
passion.

“Will yom not, you do?'.’" he
gereamod. ¥ By the teeth of Allah, I'll
loosen your cursed tongue for you!”

Turning, he soarled out an order,
and one of the negroes leapt forward,
drawing gleaming knife from out of his
loin ¢loth, Gripping Paul's car between
finger and thumb, he raised the knife.

“Of with it)” commanded Ali bu
Sudi, gratingly. “The dog will loss
the other cne as well if he still refuses
to answer |?

The knife was glittering on tha down-
ward slicing Etl‘ﬂgﬂ, when, Guy Warren,
}-.'Im.e.-faced snd shaking, leapt to his
cet.

“Stop!” he cried hoarsely, with out-
stretched trembling hand.  *Stop,
manl™

The negro checked, staring with hand
poised. The seated Al bu Sadi struck
with  clenched and podgy fist &t
Waorren’s leg.  There was something
fu}.:sm‘d]y childish about that mefiectivo
[ 1R

“llow dare you interfere?” ho
demanded n:;Ll»z'nrui.y|_u-.I_-;r+ glowering up
at Warren. “ You heard the dog refusze
to speak——"

“Listen!™ Guy Warren boent and
touched the fat shoulder of the Chosen
One with pleading hand. *1 did not
tell you before. but not only ia he of
my race—ha is of my blood—"

*What

“It iz true! That Legionnaire is my
eonsin

Fouv n long moment Ali bu Sadi stared
up suspiciously at the white drawn face
of Warren. Then again he shook like
a jelly with inward laughter.
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“¥o, ho, ho!™ he gurgled, “But this
is interesting, my friend! Your cousin,
you eayf! But why have rou not
mentioned it before?'”

“Because wo quarrelled ! answered
Warren. “We are enemies. Yet I
cannot calmly see kinsman of mine put
te the torture! Neither could you—no
man conld—" :

“I would not say that!™ grunted AR
bu Sadi. "I cut off the eyelids of my
uncle and pegged him out like a star-
fish to sun-dry on the desert sand. Ho
went blind within the hour, and raving
mad within the next. Ie was, how-
ever,” he added, “a bloated pig who
would have done the same by me had
opportunity offered. We, also, you see,
wad guarrelled!” .

“But my quarrel with this Legion
naire was s trivial thing at best,”
pIeugﬂd Warren. “Grant me ten
minutes with him salone, and I will
bring him to a more reasonable frame
of mind.™

“You moan, you will persuade him to
talk ¥ )

“Yes," anawered Warren, “I will!”

“Vou won'tl” out in Paul, coldly.
“Nor do I wish you to plead for me,

Warren 1™ ‘
“Thera!” took up All bu Badi,
carorly, “Note the attitude of the

stubborn whelp, To your face ho tells
youu he will not speak, Let the Enife
cut the truth out of him—and the
tonzue, also, if he remains of the same
mind.”

“He 13 talking iwildl{.” _replied
Wiarren. “"Leook at him{ He 1z about
all in. I beg of you to grant him ten
minutes alone with me1” ) _

With fat, perspiring hand, Ali bu Sadi
carcsepd his wealth of chins. Idis Little
eves, fixed now on Paul, were reflective.
Then suddenly he gave tongue.

“The ways of Allah are pasaing
strange,” he intomed piously, “end
beyond the understanding of man.
Even beyond the understanding of me,
His Chosen Ono. And who knows hut
what vou, Guy Warren, and not the
Imnife, may be intended to be the weapon
by which this whelp’s tongue be
oosed 1 )

He paused, then went on pratingly:

“For loosenad I mean it to be. Thero
iz information I want, and information
which 1 intend to have, Ten minutes 1

ant you with him alone. And il by
that time he still refuscs to speak, then
he will die & thousand deaths belore
the dawn comes ™

M ™ . - -

In a ¢mall curtained anle-chamber of
the tent, Paul Blake and Guy Warren
faced each other slone; faced cach other
for the first time sines they had stood
in Warren's study in the Sixth Form
corridor at Greystones so shovt =a
while—and yot so long—agao.

It was Paul who spoke first. He had
been released from his bonds, and his
hands were clenched.

“Where i3 June® he demanded
hotly. *1 thought that you and your
party were baing held here ashostages |V

“June ie safe at the coast,” zeplied
Warren. "1 saw to that.”

“0Oh, did you?" responded Taul,

rimly. “You must be very pally with
Ehﬂ.-t- fat beast in there”

“T am pally with
Warren, defiantly.

Stepping forward, hoe gripped Pauyl
roughly by the shoulders.

“Listen to me!” he rapped.

[ RH]

him!” retorted

“ Onee

vou did me a greab service, Well,
now I am in a position to do you onc.
Do vou realisa that I am the one man
in Africa who can zave your life?"

¥ No. I certainly don'e "

“It's true, none the less,” returned
Warren. TAli bu Sedi, whilst not
exactly eating out of my bhand, is
distinetly friendly towards me——"

“Why

Warren langhed harshly.

“I will tell you why,” he answered.
“I am hachin%:._him fnancielly in this
campaign of his egainst the French,
It wds in consideration of five thousand
pounds in gold, drawn from my bankers
in Algiers, that he sent Juna to the
coast under safe escort. On the promise
of another tem thousand I have been
given his friendship and the offer of
rich trade charters when he has sweopt
the French from the Szhara [

“¥ou filthy rencgade!” blazed Paul

“Cut that out!” suarled Warren.
“And don’t be a cursed hypocrite. All
bu Sadi and his kind have more right
to the dezert than the French ever had.
It is the Fronch who are the unsurpers,
the oppressoas. I you've got the pluck
to get down to bed-rock and face facts,
vou'll have to sdmit that I'm right.
The deserf iz the Arab's home—his own
country. He is fighting to throw out an
invader!" . )

“He ia fighting to throw out & white
man who i3 guiding him along the prth
of peace and prosperity,” retorted Paul
?:e!m::l vou, & white man, sre aiding
m 1

“We're not going to argue about the
cthics of the case,” responded Warren.
“The Legion's warped your viewa,
Why don't you quit it

Paul lavghed shortly.

“Beeavse I'm not a guitter!” he
replied, ** And in any case, isn't it e bit
too late to talk of that nowi?" )

*No, that's just what it's not,” said:
Warren cagerly. “Listen? Tell Ali bun
Sadi all he wants to know., Answer his
guestions, and I guarantea that no harm
will come fo you. If you refuss you're
d?ﬁ'ﬁ{'d' Sy you will, man—say you
will I

Thers was a desperate oarnestnoss
ahout him which puzzled Paul.

“You were not slways so concerned
for my safety, Warren,” he said quietly.

T'he offect of those words on Guy
Warren was remarkable, \With a sharp
1nta.}-:r.- of hreath be stepped back,
staring at FPaul with frightened eyes.

“What do ji'(ﬂu mean by that?” he
demanded huskily. :

“¥ou know what I mean,” answered
Paul, apd in lis mind was recolleciion
of that night when, as a self-confessed
thief, he had fled from Grevstones fo
save the honour ond good name of Guy
Warren.

Buf in the guilty mind of Warren was
another picture—that of a private room
in an hotel in Sidi-bel-Abhes, wherg,
one evening, he had offered Scrgeant-
Major DBolke the sum of one thousand
pounds to see that Paul Blake did not
return from the desert slive when his

company had marched out on active
SGTVice.

And it was of fhis that he thought
FPanl was speaking.

But how had the boy found out abgut
that vile compact? Had Bolke spoken?
No, that was impossible]

“The night I left Greystones,” the

voice of Paul cut in on Warren's
thoughts, “you didn't care a rap what
bappened to me. I might have been
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caught and sent to prison for all you
cared. DBut now you scem very anzious
as to my welfare,™

CGuy Warren's sp of reliel was
almost & sob. Paul did not know about
the compact. 'That much wes evident

nOW.

“Don't be & fool said YWarren
shakily. “The night you cleared out
of Greystones your life was in no
danger. Now it is—it's in deadly
danger. A fellow ealled Fraser ia here
with me, He was one of my party when
we were captured by Ali bu Sadi, Tell
all you know-—answer ell guestions—and
you'll be able to join us. I con promise
you that. I swear itl"

“I'm not going to
responded Paul steadily.
Ali bu Sadi nething 1"

Haggard-Faced, Guy Warren stared
at him. ,

*“IFyvou know what he'll de to you?"
ho whispered.

*1 can guess!" answercd Paul,

Warren shuddered.

Then the curtains parted and two of
Ali bu BSadi’s massive pegrogs sbeppeod
into the ante-chamber, :

“Our master wishes to sep the Leglon.
naire " said one gutturally. :

Guy Warren nodded dumbly. His
oyes were on Paul, and they remained
fixed on the hangings, which dropped
back into place as the hoy passed
through into the main tent 1o the grip
of the negroes. _ ‘

Thus he stood, plucking at livid lips
with shaking bngers, Then suddenly
he straightened up, turned, and quitted
the ante-chamber almost at a run.

llil

join youl"
‘I shall tell

* i [ & L] -

It was to the tent which he shared
with Fraser that he dashed. Fraser,
fair-baired, weak-chinned and languid,
was lying ot ease on his back on & pile
of cushions, his hands clasped Behind
his head and & cigarette drooping
elegantly from his lips,

" Hallo!"” he exelaimed, sitting up at
sight of Warren, *“What's the giddy
rumpus? You loock as though you've
seen 3 ghost!™ 3

“I've seen my cousinl”  rapped
Warren. “Ie's a Legionnairve, nnd that
fat rascal's .E.;::-t him, and is going to
tortare him P’

“Good gad!” gosped Fraser.

By the light of tht crude il lamp
Warren rapidly seribbled something on
o sheet which he tore from the writing-
ped. Then, folding the paper, he
dropped on his knees by Fraser's side.

“ Listen, Fraser!” Le said, speaking
rapldi,}'. “T've been a rotter—a thou-
sand times worse rotter than ever you've
guessad. You followed me into this
buziness of siding with the Araba be-
cause you thought 1t a good rag. You're
decent, at tho bottom of you; I'm not,
Bui to-night, when I saw the boy stand-
in there, o soldier of France, I came
up against realities—-saw myvself for
the eriminal fool that T am 2

“But, Warren, old bean—"

“Bhut up! Fraser, on your honsur,
ewear that if the boy is living you will
get him out of the camp to-night., (Get
him out and give him thizs "—Warren
thrust the folded scrap of paper into
Frazer's hand., “Tell him to make what
uze of it he likes. Bwenr vou will get
him out, Frazer! Swear}”

(Lo releaze. Poul from the merciless
clutehes of Al bu Sadi iz no menn task,
Amg! tfesup to theweak-chinned Frazer to
do ét—if ke will! You pimply must vead
next week's stirring instelment /)
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THE MYSTERY OF
SILVER BOX!

(Continued from page 24.)
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trying to make his presence known, and
he could not speak.

Bunter blinked st him in horrified
astonishment for some moments. The
eyes of the bound schoolboy turned on
him, and his look was as cloguent as
words could have been.

Billy Bunter would have felt Aaitered
had he known how glad Wharton was
to behald hie fat face and glimmering
gpectacles,

Bunter's fat intelleet did not, as a
rule, work quickiy. Buk even Bunter
realised that this was a time for action.
He blinked round him, picked up 2
large stone, and started on the window,
Crash, eraah, erash! In a few minutes
the flimsy cashes wera knocked in, the
sacking dragged down, and DBilly
]junltc-r c!u,ri'rbered in.

“1 say, old chap—" he gaszped,

He zstopped, and dra gEd E:ha Eag
from Wharton's mouth. The captain of

the Greyfriars Remova gasped for
breath,

“1 say, old fellow—*"

“Get me loosa.” gasped Wharton,
"¥You've got a pocket-knife?”

“Yes, old chap.”

Bunter opencd kiz pocket-knife and
enwed At the cords. In a few minutes
Harry Wharton was free.

THE

[ 120 4] F!'li:ll#'lltly

FEFE I NNEN RN RS AN AN RN R EERTIC RN DDEOERIATACHRANAN ﬂlﬂ"ﬂlilili

“I say, old bean, who did this?”
ejaculated Bunter.

“That villain Judsen I

“Who's Judson "

* Nevar mind now!
this 1"

“But what did they leave you here
for, tied up like & turkey? Is it &
jape, or what?™ asked DBunter. "I
5-':!-,_‘9"—-“-'"

“Let's get out,” answered Harry.

Thers was no way oub bg the door,
and Ilarry Wharten scrambled out of
the window, Ile gave a helping hand
to Duonter to follow.

“Hoew on ecarth did ryoun get here,
Bunter ¥ asked YWharton, when they
were outside.

Bunter grinned.

“1 wasn't going to lose sight of you,

Let's pet out of

old chap! You sce, as I'm staying with
you for Easter—-"

LE] !:}h :JI

“Rather lucky for wyou, what?"
grioeed Bunter. "1 turned down

several rather pressing invitations, old
chap, to come to you tor Easter. [
think it's lucky for you I did, if you
usk me, What?”

Wharton smiled faintly.

“I was jolly glad to see yom, any-
wey,” he answered. *You can come

7

{or Taster if you like, old [at bean.
Cema en! We've got o long wale”

“I've got o tax1,” said Bunter. “I'll
frot Ltho man to fotch your luggage. Ha
¢on bung in the door, Lean on my
avm, old fellow!” agdded Bunter con-
siderately.

Harry Wharton laughed. A con-
siderable amount of leaning would have
been required to obtain the support of
DBuntet's erm.

“That's all right,
tax1,” he said.

And they hurried up the lane to the
road,

An  astonished taximan  helped to
“hung ® m the coltage door and carry
the luggage te the taxi. And the
cngine having proved amenable at long
last, Wharton and Bunter entered the
taxi, apd drove away for Wharton
Lodge. Harrr YWhar:on was looking
rather pale and perturbed, bus the fat
fice beside him was irradiated with
satisfaction.

YWhat had happened to Wharton was,
na doubt, extremely uncomfortable and
alarming for him. But Billy Bunter
cotld not help regarding it as a real
stroke of luck. Ei%]:.r DBunter was safcly
landed for the Easter holidays, so that
was all right. And =2 that was all
vight, everything, so far as Bunter
could sce, was all right |

THE END.

{(“THE MISSING MOONSTONE!™
iz the title of next Saturdey's enthrall.
tny long complete story, chums, and it
mirks another thrilling episode in this
myatery-adventure series.  Place your
order XOW tg be sure of reading 1.1

Lot's gpot to tho

steady,

UT a piece of Wrigley’s Chewing Gum in the
mouth — there’s nothing like it to “‘steady”
you. The pure, cool flavour refreshes you —
keeps you alive and alert,
A delightful sweet, Wrigley’s “after every
meal” also aids digestion and cleanses the teeth.
In two flavours — P.K., a pure peppermint
flavour —and Spearmint, a pure mint le
Only 1d. 2 packet, but the finest quality money
can buy. The flavour lasts,

British Made

Havour,
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and vou'll soon have a first-class

collection.

Lo Snote '_UPF:/

10130




