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NEWS FROM HERE, THERE,

AND EVERYWHERE !

L

Always glad to hear

+wHAT do wywou think of this
week's ripping Grevinara yarn,

chums t It's a top-notcher,

isn't it ! And, I can tell you,

I've got plenty more of the same kind in
hand, which yvou will enjoy in due course.

Doubtless you will notice that our old
friend Dr. Birchemall is not in evidence
thie week. But don't worry ! He'll be
" on the top line " as usual in our next
iemue, in a nb-tickling yarn that will keep
yvou chuckling from the first line to the
lngt | The title will give you an idea of
what's in store for you. It is: " Nile
Hawks at 8t. Sam's!"” and ¥ it isn't
funny enough to bring n smile to the face
of 8 praven image—well, I'll eat the
office-boy’s best hat !

There's lote of good stuff n store for
you next week. 1 know you'll be sorry
to pay " good-bye " to Hedley Beott's
thrilling war yarn, the final chapters of
which appeazs in this week's issue—bub
I've got something extra-gpecial in the
way of econsolation, Nothing less thas
o tip-top story of the South Seas from the
pen of—Frank Riehards! How's that
for a surprigsa T You'll enjoy

“ THE ISLAND TRADERS | ™

from the moment you meet Bob, Billy &
Co. Btand by to receive them in next
Baturday’'s MaaxgT,

How are you pgetting on with your
eoupon-collecting ¥ Piling nup the points,
ch ! Well, here's a tip for you, con-
CErning

AN EXTRA-SPECIAL BONUS COUPON !

Of course, you've lieard of the * Nelson
Lee Library "-—who hasn't ! Well, m
thi= week's number of that topping paper
i85 a Special Bonus Coupon worth two
hundred and ffty points, in sddition
to the usual weekly 50 puinis.  Bo a copy
of thiz week's ** Nelson Lea Library ™
will put up your total of peints by no less
than three hundred |

Jump to it, ehume ! Don't [orget that
there are TEN THOUSAND prizes, all
of which musi be won /

—ﬂr!.l——

8 usual, I have received a large
A number of letters this week from
readers, sonding along varions

nqueries for me to answer. The

firet comes from Harry Hogers, of Strat-
ford, who asks :

IS THE SEA ALWAYS THE SAME
LEVEL?

No, it i8 not. Sea level varies in different
arts of tha workl. For instance, in the
outh Pacife, off the coast of Ecuador,

the gea is actually 3% miles higher than it is
in the Day of Bengal. This leads to &
vary curious f[set regarding the height
of mountains, which, as vou know, are
reckoned from gaa level, Mount Everest,
penerally  assumaed to be the highest
mountain in the world, iz over twoenty-six
thouzand feet in height. Mount Chim.
borazo, in Ecuador, is 20,408 [eet in
Imi.ght.. Thess distances are measured
Tue Migxer Linnany—No. 1,271,

from gou, chums, so drop me o lne bo the following
The Editor, The ** Mognwet "’ Library, The Amalgamaoted Press, Lid., The Fleetiway
House, Farringdon Strect, London, E.C.4.

from =sea lavel, but, ns the level of the sen
ig higher in the latter case, it really means
that Chimborazo is higher than Evereat—
if you measure from the centre of the
carth |

Here is another curious fact that might
interest you. John Wallace, of Selkivk,
asks me why musi Atlantic flyers come
from America to England, instead of
Aying i the reverss direotion ¥ The
reason is, of course, berauss the prevailing
winds in the North Atlantic make 10
asasier to fly in an easterly direction Lhan
in & westerly ome. If it waesn't for the
wi :i:la, wo would get sorve amazing results,
ELIL

ENGLAND WOULD BE HNEARER TO
AMERICA THAN AMERICA WOULD BE
TO ENGLAND!

Sounds umnbelievable, doesn't it—until
you remember that thers is flve hours
difference in time between London and
New York., Wlhen it is noon in Lendon,
it iz seven o'clock in the morning by New
| York time. If & plane could do the
journey in 15 hows sand left London at
noon, it would, therefore, land in New York
at 10 o'clock that ssne evening! But o
plane leaving New York at noon, would not
arrive in London until 8 o'clock the
following morning, despita the fact llliﬂt
both planes took exactly the same fying
Lune !

Now I am going to let one of my readers
amuse you, Here is 8 joke sent alomg
by Denis H. Triggs, of 23, Lissenden
Mangions, Lissenden Gardens, N.W.3,,
wlio gets a splendid Sheffield steel penknife

for it =

1 noed

Tim Takeall :
glasses, Bill."”

Bill Sykes:
“Why, Tlm? "

Tim Takeall :
* Because the
other night 1
turned 2 knob e
of what I fthought was a sale, and a
danece band began playing ! ™

Don’t forget that my offer of penknives
and pecket walleta for gqud jokes and
| original Greyfriars limericks still holds
t good. Why net try for oma of each—
i addifion to the magnificent volurmnesg 1
am presenting for coupon-collecting 1

1

You mmember Julea Verme's story
“ Round the World in Eighty Days,” ol
course 1 When i{liat was writlen, people
thought that it was terribly far-fetched.
Yet tho letter I received this merning,
which ocame from a travel agency, in-
formed me that I eould, if I wished, book
up & tour that would take me around the
world in sixty days—just three-quarters
of the time in which it took Verne's hero

to do it. Most of the time would be spent
in trains, includihp a journey of nearly

"VE just Lad a letter this morning
which conjures up wvisions of

JULES VERNE OUTDONE !

. addross ;

geven thousand miles from
Ostend in Belgium to Viadi-
vostok in BSouth Eastern
Siberis, Eis

Travel agencies cortainly do
cover the globe nowadays !
Another h&d&y which this
apency was willing to arran
ior me was o Lrip to the Arctie,
and & month's ofuise only
five hundred miles from the
North Pole, with seal hunting
and Fn]ﬂr-bﬁu shooting ex-
peditions thrown inl Yob
anolher alternative was &
Loliday in the [peaks of the
mountaing known as the
Bami Dunya, or ** Roof of the
World.” Hundreds of these
mountaine, which towar to &
height of over 18,000 feet, have
never been explored—and yet this ageney
was willing to arrange native guides who
would accompany me on any expedition
I cared to take !

S0, you see, there are still many open-

ings for adventurous explorers—but 1 am
‘afraid it would cost a bit more to take one

of these holidays than it would to have &
week at Margate, or Bleckpool, or Rotha-

gy !
I HAD better devote mysell now to
RAPID-FIRE REFPLIES.

How many Books are Published in 2
Year? “"Bookworm,” of Harrow:
Nearly two liundred thousand new books
aro published every year | Bince printing
was invented it 8 estimated that sixteen
million books have been publizhed |

Which English Word Most Elﬂj‘_‘
T. H., of Greenwich : The word ' and

.is said to be used more than any other.

Tt ocours no fewer than 40,721 times in
the Bible alone !

What are *‘Saps' ?  Reader,” of
Brightlingsea : Troopers of the Bouth
African Police are called *' Saps " becauss
of the initial letters of the name of the
L u
The Longest Senience in the World.
H. Balkin, of Cannng Town: I am
afraid you will have to read '* Les Miser-
ables " for vourself. The sentenca 18 too
long to reprint here, and the book is too
long for me to go through to find it. It
beging : ** Son of a father to whom history
will certainly grant extenuating eiromm-
stances,” ete., ete. Perhapa some other
reador may have come acrosa it ?

And now for s limerick which wins a
handsome leather pockets wallet for:
Harry Martin, of 19, Aynkoe Boad, West
Kensington, W.14.

Said Coker io Potfer and Greene ©

** I think I shall go on the sereen.
Chevalier, Maurice
Will give way te Horace—

The handsemest fellow you've seen ! "'

T the beginning of my chat I gave
A you a little information con-
carning next week's " super ™
msue, but no referemce to is
would be eomplete without & mention of
Frank Richards next complete tale of tho
Greyiriara chuma,
Next weel's story iz entitled :
‘“* HIDDEN PLUNDER !"
and all your fevourite charsclers play o
prominent part—some of them & very
prowminent part indeed! Order your
copy to-day, and don't run the risk of
being told by your newsageni that he is
“ gpold out !

And don't forget, of course, that the
last eoupon in our great free git scherne,
together with full particulars of how when
and whers to send in all the eoupons you
have collected will appear in this issue,

Cliecrio, chums !

YOUR EDITOR.




THRILLING COMPLETE SCHOOL AND ADVENTURE YARN !

Featuring Harry Wharton & Co., of Grer

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Coker Gets Going !

. H, listen to the band ['"' chortled
Bob Cherry.
Hnrr_v {Ulmrtﬂn & Co
smiled.

Coker of the Fifth did not smile,

He plared.

1f there was anything that Coker
loathed, when his motor-bike wouldn't
start, it was a mob of fags gathering
round to watch the entertainmont.

Sometimes that motor-bike went like
the wind: and Coker, astride of it
carcered at terrific speed, to the terror
of all inhabitanis. Sometimes, like the
donkey in the old song, it wnu]dn’tﬁgn!

This was one of the latter times. hy
the jigger wouldn't go Coker was not
awarc—but it wouldn'tl It uttered
what seemed to be sounds of bitler pro-
test. It grumted; it groaned; it
coughed. Buat it did not go.

Coker, red and rufflad, wrestled with
it, persuaded it, coazed it, and called it
names, in turn; but the motor-bike was
deafl to the voice of the charmer,

Coker had been at work some time,
and he was getting oily and grimy and
frightfully exasperated, when the
Fameous Vive came along and stopped to
enjoy the show,

For long, long minutes that motor-bike
had been producing musio like that of
a jarz band with an extra allowance of
gaxophones. But it peemed disinclined
to further exertion. It remained where
it was, and Coker of the Filth grew
redder and redder, and miore and more
ruffled.

“Go it, Coker 1" said Harry Wharton
cncouragingly, * Never say die "
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“Ni! desperandum, you know 1" said
Frank Nugent.

Coker breathed fury.

“If you fags don & clear off,” he said,
in oconcentrated tomes, “I'll take &
spanner to you 1"

“Can't we help " asked Johnny Bull
“We'll give you a shove behind if you
lika, Coker.”

“1 fancy Coker's forgotien to wind it
up,” said Bob Cherry gravely. * Have
you wound it up, Cokerl”

“Ha, bha, ha 1"

— =

Somewhere in Greyfriars lies
hidden the wvaluable plunder
of *“*Jerry the Rat."”” And
that hidden hoard 1is the
eause of a series of stirange
happenings  which provide
Harry Whartion and Co. with
the big thrill of the week !

Coker E]nrm}. Horace -Coker did not
really know a lot aebout motor-bikea, hut
he knew they did not have to be wound
up.

“If you fags want to be smashed s
hizsed Colker,

e gripped & spanner convulsively,
and the chums of the Remove prudently
backed out of reach.

But they did not depart. That sunny
June aftornoon was a half-holiday at
Groyinars, and Harry Wharton & Co.
were wallking to Courtheld, across the
eammon, But they were e no hurry;
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iars. y Frank Richards.

they had plenty of time to wateh Coker
and his jazz band. Coker was heading
in the opposite direction, towards ihe
village of Friardale, but as his present
rate of progress he did not secm likely
to sce Friardale very soon, if at all

Crash! Clang! Coker was getting
busy on the bike again. What he
fancied he was doing with the spanner
was not elear: but it looked sz if ho
woere bent on giving the obstinato jigger
a jolly good thrashing.

*Don't beat the poor thing, Coker ™
said Nugent reprovingly.

“The beatfulness is not the proper
caper, my esteomed Coker |¥ said
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

Bob Cherry begun to sing:

“If I had a stink-bike that wouldn't go,
Do you think I'd wallop 1t? Oh, no
no [

“"Ha, ha, hal* yellad the juniora

“I—I—-I'll—"" gasped Coker.

Coker was on the point of abandon-
ing the bike to its own devices, and
hurling himzelf at the Bemovites. Buk
just then tho coughing, grunting, and
encezing changed to a wuneful buzs,
which indicated that the jigger, at long
last, was gﬂinF to “ go.”

"Oh, good " gasped Cokar.

“Look out, you men!” shouted Dob
Cherry. “Jump for your lives|”

“Ha, ha, ha "

The juniors, laughing, backed away
out of danger. If Coker was really got-
ting going at last, he needed a wide
berth. Once Coker was mounted on that
bike, thero was no telilng what he would
do, Coker on a motor-bike required
plenty of sca-room.

Tue Masoxer LisearY.—No, 1,271.
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Chuog, chog, ehup, chug!

“It'a going I'" exelaimed Johnny Bull.
"“Wonders will never cease I

Chug, chug, chug!

Coker hopped nlong with the bike,
forgeddu! of the juniors. Far ahead of
hitie, in the lane from Friardale, a ecar
appeared in a cloud of dust, eoming
along at great speed.

“ Look out, Coker!” shouted Harry
Wharton.

Coker dil not heed. )

car bearing down on him at
50 m.p.h. was a trifla light as air to
Haorace Coker. ’

Desides, he had his hands full with
that hike.

It was going, and Coker was oD
board: but the motor-bike still seemed
to have a wili of ita own. [t was a
wilful and rebellious stink-bike. It
roared away to the side of the road, and
Cokce barely swervex from a crash. It
roared acros ic the other side, and by
another miracle Coker just escaped a
nose-dive into a hawthorn hedge Any
fellow watehing Coker on & motor-bike
might have supposed thar he preferred
ripragas He favoured both sides of the

ropd impartially.
breathed Harry

“(h, my batl*
Wharton.

The Famouz Five, bunched against
the school wall, stared after Coker, and
beyond him ai the car that was shooting
ulong from Friardale,

It was & small car—one of those baby
rars which eover the roads hke wasps In
the summer-time. Only the dr:ver was
in it, and ho seemed to be going all
out, fike o man m a hurry. He come
along almost like lightning; while
Coker zigzagged to and fro in the road,
obhivious of him.

Coker, congidering how he handled a
motor-bike, had marvellous huck ; his
hairshreadth escapes were mnumerable.
But it really looked as *f somethin
was going to happen this time. IEI':
renlly was not safe to do fancy skating

ith a motor-bike when a car was
aming olong at top speed.

”{H'rgq:.rumhi j mul:mﬁd Bob Eh-EI'ITq

'he juniors gazed tensely.

Et ui] paseed 1o seconds.  Coker,
probabhly by ehance, got on the left of
the road, and no doubt the motorist
supposed that he was going to stick to
thrt side. There were few motor-
eyelista hike Coker, and no doubt that
motorist had never met one. But with
the little car almnst on him, Coker shot
acroes the road again.

The juniors gasped togoether.

It was not Coker who avoided the
erach. Coker was, apparently, still un-
conscious of the car. The motomst, in
the nick of time, spun his car away
fromn Coker, end the next instant it waa
crashing inig the hawthorns. By prompt
action the motorist had avoided
alavghtering him=el{ and Coker; but he
gecmed to have slaughtered his ear. Tha
Little ear pitched over in the tangled
bawthorns, the driver pitched ont of it
rolled over, picked himself up—and the
nexi moment he was saying things that
almost turned the atmosphere blue.

e Pl

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Exchange Is No Robbery !

L H, my hat]”™ gasped Bob
O Cherry.
Harry Wharton & Co. ran

swiftly on the scene.

The man in the car did not seem to
have becn hurt. But he scemed to be in
a [earful temper=—which was perhaps not
gurprising in the circumstances,

ker imrgud on towards Friardale,
Tue Magrer LisrAEY.—No, 1,271

But it dawned on Ceoker that there had
been an wmocident, and he circled in the
road—with two narrow escapes from the
hedges—and came barging back.

He shui off and jumped down—to
receive & volley of frenzied vituperation
from the man who had driven the car.

Coker stared at him.

“Look here, chuck it!” he said.
“What are you slanging me for, I'd
like to know ¥ Can't you' deive? If you
can't drive, you shouldn't be out with &
car "

“ What 1

“Barging in a fellow’s way|® ex-
claimed Coker indignantly, * Might
have barged me over ] Might have been
my motor-bike smashed, instead of your
tuppenny-ha’'penny car 1"

“Oh erikey ! murmured Harry
Wharton.

Coker evidently did not consider him-
self ar fault. But that was Coker's way |
Coker never did !

“Coker, you fathead—" exclaimed
Bob. :
“Bhut up, Cherry "

“You preposterons ass, Cokep———*

“8Bhut up, [ tell you ! snapped Coker.
“1 don't want any cheek from fags!™

“"You silly chump!” roared Harry
Wharton, * You've wreched this man’s
car—"*

“8hut up, Wharton !

The jumors eved the motorist rather
anxwusly. ke seemed to be almost
foaming with rage. Anger and annoy-
ance were natural and }uatiﬁnhl& when
bus car lay a wreck, Jammed in the
hedge. But he was not morely angry
and annoyed ; he was mfuriated.

He was not, now the juniors saw him
closely, & prepossessing man to look at,
He had a narrow, thin face, with elose-
set eyes that gave him a rather fo
look, and a hard, thin mouth that leoked
lika a gash. The thin, foxy face was

pale with fury, tha nparrow eyes
glittered. 3
“"Fool! Foal! Fool!™ He snarled

out the words, his thin [ips drawn back
from his teeth. “Fool! My ecar is
wreched——"

“Your own fault !** said Coker. * You
shouldn't drive if you e¢an't handle a
car I

“It was your [auolt, you ass!™ yelled
Nugent,

“ Bhut up, Nugent !"

Harry Wharion & Co. more than half
expected assault and battery to be the
next item on the programmes. The
foxy-faced man seemed hardly able to
keep his hands off Coker.

“"Fool! Clu wdior—""

“Oh, chuck 1t!* snorted Coker.
“This 18 how you thank a chap for
coming back to seo if he could help!

Wish I'd left you to it ™

“Fool 1

The man turned to the juniors.

“Can [ got a car anywhere here " he
asked, panting. *] om in a2 h
o great hurry! Important business 1"

“¥ou can get a taxi at Courtfield,
gir,” said Harry Wharton. *“There's
Eleuty there; but it's nearly three miles

y road.”

The men snapped out an oath.

He stared at the car. Obviously time
would be required to get that car going
agam. Then his eyes fached as they
turned on Coker’s tnotor-bike.

Coker, displeased and indignant, was
about to mount agamn; he had no use
for an ungrateful motorist who only
slanged him, when he had kindly come
back to see what he could do.

Chug, chug, chug!

A few seconds more, and Coker would
have been specding away,

THE MAGNET

The foxy-faced man made o sudden

l!prlng;l

A that seemed like a lump of iron
caught Horace Coker on the side of the
jaw without warming, gnd the Fifth-
Former, with a gasping yelp, spun away
and aprawled in the dust.

The motor-bike swung round in the
man's grasp,

He had o leg over it in a Haszh; and
befere the juniors quile realised what
he was at, he was roaring away towards
Courtficld on Coker's jigger.

Coker sat up, spluttering.

He had a hand on his jaw, which felt
as if a mu'!:n had kicked him there.

" Oooooh 1" gasped Coker. ™ Oooogh 1™

“Great pip !"PH Bob Cherry.
“He's = g bike! Oh, my
only summer boanet |

* Phew i*

The juniors stared after the foxy-
faced man, almest in m.:[[;lzf:ntmn. His
action had been so sudden and swift
that it had taken them by surprise as
it had taken Coker, Tﬁerﬂ was no
ehance whatever of stopping him,
Alrcady he was vanishing in o cloud of
dust far up the road.

Coker staggered to his feet, still hold-

g his jaw.
“He—he's got m’F bike ! stuttered
Coker dazedly. “That—that blighter

has got my bike 1"

“He's left you his car ™ grinned Bob
Cherry. * Exchange is no robboery 1

“I—I—T'll ° smesh him!® gasped
Coker. "“I'l go after him and smash
him into little pieces! I'll have him
ran in! I—I-I'll'/—" Ow! My jaw!
Eﬂ-h?g a man when he wasn't looking !

er limped away, eclasping his
damaged jaw convulsively. ‘I'he man on
the motor-bike had vanished,

“Well, this is a go!" exclaimed Bob.
“That chap mugt bave been in a fearful
hurry. Might be a matter of life or
death, and #f it was | suppose he could
borrow Coker's bike, when Coker
wrecked his car for him."”

“Must be jolly pressing business, I
should think ! said Harry. “He's laft
hia ear here—he doesn’t scem to care
what becomes of it. I—I1 suppose he's
not stealing the bike! Tho ear’s worth
more than the bike—though it wants =
few repairs, I fancy !

Johnuny Bull stared slong the sunny
road towards Friardalo.

“1 wonder if that sportsman was get
ting away from somebody!" he said.
o m'n a rotter. Be ought not to have

iven Coker that jolt on the jaw when
Ee wasn't looking; it wae a dirty trick,
whether he’'s in a hurry or net.
shouldn't wonder if his tremen
E!.IH"E means that somcbody's after

un. ™

“0Oh, my hat!™

The juniors looked along the road,
rather thrilled by the idea that the foxy-
faced man might have been some law.
breaker fleeing Irom pursuit. But there
wag no sign of suit on the road.
The only vehicle that eame in sight was
a cart belonging to old Joyce, the wood-
cutter, jogging slong with a lead of
logs.

“Wall, the jolly old cntertaimment's
over !" said Bob . "Let's get off
to Courtfiald. Bmuthy and Redwing
will be waiting for us at tho bunshop by

lanced ngain ot

this time.”

Wharton the car
jammed in the hawthorn bedge.

“J suppose the man will come back
for his car, socmer or later,” he re-
marked. * Anyhow, it's safe there—it
will want some shifting ! Let's get ofl [
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And the Famous Five walked away
in the direction of Conrtfield, across the
green expanse of the common, and dis-
missed the matter from their minds,
little dreaming how soon Lhey were to
gee the foxy-faced man again.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
The Hold-Up at Courtfield !
ERBERT VERNON - SMITII,
H the Bounder of Greyiriars, seb
down his glasa of ginger-pop
and stared across Courtheld
High Street.

He was seated at a little table outside
the bunshop, whero an ancient beech—
much more ancient than the bunshop—
cast a grateful shade from the blazing
Juna sun.

His chum, Tom Redwing, was on the
other side of the little table, also with a
glass of ginger-beer before him.

There was not much traffie in the old.
fazhioned High Street of the country
town. Two or thres horse-drawn
vehicles crawled glowly by; and a taxi
hummed in a leisurely way towards the
railway station, Almost opposite the
bunshop was the Courtfield & County
Pank, where one or two leisurely
persons passed up or down the gramite
steps every now and then. A little
farther on, at the eorner, a plump
policeman kept an eye on such traffic
as thers was.

From the direction of Courtheld
Common, beyond which lay Greylriars
School wnd Friardale, a motor-bike
came mpeipping into the High Btreet,
and it stopped outside the bank. A
slightly built man, with foxy eyes and
a2 gash of & mouth, dismounted from i,
spoured it by the pavement, and walked
across the steps of the bank.

From across the sireet the Bounder's
eyes fixed curiously on the motor-bike,
and he grinned.

Redwing, catching his grin, glanced
across the strect, and then down if, In
the direction of the common.

“They're not coming yet, Smithy,”
he remarked.

“Fh! Who?! Oh, no—1 was looking
at the bike,” maid Smithy.

“The bike?" repeated Tom.

Smithy and Redwing had been at the
pictures, and dropped in at the bun-
shop afterwards for a refreshing ginger-
pop. Harry Wharion & Co. were to
join them there, for a ramble up the
river, But the Famous Five were not
yet in the offing.

“What about the bike?" asked Red-
wing, rather surprised by bis chum’s
interest in the machine.

“ Ever seen it before?” asked Bmithy.

“Well, motor-bikes are much alike,™
said Tom. “I may have zecn it before.
What about it, SBmithy ™

“Motor-bike numbers are not much
alike,” said Smithy. * You can see the
numh?r-plnm from here, if you squini
ab "

“» KK 66606, " said Redwing. * What
about that, Smithy ™

“ Nothm' much—only it'sl Coker's
jigger,” answered Vernon-Smath.

“oker of the Fifth!" exclaimed
Redwing.

“That very identieal fathead !”
assented  the DBounder. “But the

merchant who got off it wasn't Coker,
by long chalks. Looks as if somebody's
borrowed old Horace's jigger when bo
wasn't locking."

Redwing started.

“ Pinched it, do you mean, Smithy!"”
he exclaimed,

“That's exactly what I mean,”
agreed the Bounder. “Coker's not
likely to have lent the jigger, 1 suppose
—especially as 1 know ﬂm was goIng out
on it this afternoon? [ heard him jaw-
ing with Potter and Greene about it.
Dear old Horace has let somebody
I.'IJ:I!I{,!]:I e

The Bounder lifted his glass of
ginger-pop again,
“Dach it all, Bmithy, if Coket's

jigger hasz been pinched, we ought to
chip in " exclatmed Fedwing,
“ Where's the man gone who was riding
14

*Ha went into the bank "™ ’

“0Oh!™ gzaid Tom. “‘Can’t quite
imagine a bike-thief going into a bank.
Atill, if you're sure it's Coker's
jgger—"

“0Of course it iz, fathoad

Redwing rose from his chair.

1!!

A HANDSOME SHEFFIELD
|| STEEL POCKET-KNIFE goes to
C. R. Wakeling, of 60, Woodlands
Park Road, %’muth Tottenham,
N. 15, who sent in the [ollowing
ribtickler : ®

I

Son &

i1 know how much
moneay you earn, pa.'

Father: *“ How much do |
sarn, then 7

Son: '*£16,000 per—"
I Father : " Par what 7"

Bon : * Ppr—haps!l"™

Set to work and win a prize
to-day, chum ]

“Look here, Smithy, Coker may have
lent that bike—but it's not at all Likely.
If it's been pinched, Coker's not gomn
to lose it. I'sn going to speak to tha
bobby over there.”

“(Oh, all right " The Bounder secmed
rather amused, than anything else, by
the possibility that Coker's jigger had
been * pinched.” But he rose to his
feot. “Let's! It won't do any harm."

The two juniors crossed the street,
and walked q}uiul.r.ljr to the constable
who stood mt the corner,

Hao looked at them inguiringly,

“Man's just ridden up on that motor-
bike, and gone inte the bank,"" ex-
plained Vernon-8mith. “I've recog-
nised it as belonging to a fellow at
our school. Looks as if it's been
pinched, Think you'd better ask the
man how ha got hold of it, when he
comes out of the bank!™

The Courtfield constable locked a
little dubious.

“Buro of what you say, eir!" .he
psked,
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“Quite! 1 know the jJigger quila
woill, and the number, too.”

Tha eonstable glanced along towards
the halied machine.

“You gay the man's in the bank?

“ Yos—just gone in."

“Um " said the constable. No doubt
it soemed to him, as it had seemed fo
Redwing, unlikely that a man who had
stolen a bike would visit such an instifu-
tion a3 & bank on it

“No harm in speaking to him,
officer,” said Redwing. “1 don't be-
lieve Coker would lend that bike to any-
bedy but if he has, the man can say
g0, nnd thera's no harm done.™

“I'll epeak to him when he comes cub
of tha bank,” said the constable, and he
walked along te the spot where the
motor-bike stood by the pavement oppo-
site the bank entrance.

There he took up his stand, to waib
for the foxy-featured man to emerge.
The two juniors waited with him,
rather curious to know how the affair
would turn out. It was destined to turn
out in a mannor of which they had
never dreamaead.

Bang |

From the portala of the bank eameo
the sudden, startling report of a fire-
arm.

Bang |

It was instantly followed by another.

The constable jumped almost elear of
the pavemoent.

“What—" he gasped.

He spun round towards the building,
staring at it. Then be started ocross
the pavement, at a run, for the steps.

Redwing gave a gasp.

“ Bmithy—what—"

“A bank raid " wvelled the Bounder,
his eyes blaging with excitement, *Oh,
my hat! Look! Look!"

From the bank portals a Gguro came
running.

1t was that of the foxy-featured man
who had ridden Coker’s motor-biko
inte Courtfield.

He met the incoming eonsiable in full
carcer, and tho officer of the law
staggered, rolled down the steps, and
crashed on the pavement.

From the bank came a wild shouting.

The foxy-faced man staggered from
the shoek for & moment, and then ran
swiftly ancross the pavement towards the
bike,

Redwing starad at him, spellbound,

Rt the Bounder was quick to act,

Crash ! Clatter! Crash!

With a hefty shove S8mithy sent the
motor-hike rolling over on its side nle
the sirect.

It clattered and crashed as the run-
ning man reached the edge of the pave-
ment.,

He spat out an oath and, with a
whirling blow from the back of his
hand. sent the Bounder recling.

Then he leaped at the fallen bike,

“&top him " panted the Dounder, as
he fell.

Redwing bank-
raider.

He cluteched him as he grasped at the
bike, tore him away from it, and
draeeed him over in the road,

“Help!” he yelled,

The mnext instant he was strugeling
frantically in desperate clutches. 'Tho
Rounder serambled up breathlessly and
ran to his aid,

The constable was serambling up,

“Stap him!1 Hold him ¥ he velled.

A hareheaded man came hurtling out
of the bank doorway.

“Halp! Palire!” he shouted. *'Ston
that man! Help!"™ He roshed wildly
down the steps.

Tag Maigxer Lmrary.—No. 1.271.
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Redwing, clinging to the bank-
ratder like a cat, held bun for a
moment, But a clenched fist dashed on
him and struck him away, and the man
lcaped free.

S1x or seven people were rushing up
by this time.

The foxy-laced man stared round him
for a split second with blazing eyes,
snarling with fury, and then ran like a
hare down tho street, He had no
chance of getting the motor-bike going
now, and he realised it on the instant,
and ran.

“After him!" shrieked the Bounder.

“Stop him!”

“ Stop, thief!”

“ After him ™

The man's fect seemed scarcely to
touch the earth as he fled, heading for
the open common, the way he had
come, which was viaible at the lower
end of the High Street. Redwing and
the Bounder dashed in pursuit, with the
heavy tread of the_ constable close be-
hind, and from all directions others
joined in the chase. Ahecad of his
pursuers, tearing along like one pos-
sessed, the foxy-faced man came out on
the road over the common, with the
chase whooping behind,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Hot Chase !

T ALLO, hallo, hallo!"
H “What the thump!™
“It's the sporisman who
pincned Coker's bike ™

“ What the jolly old dickens—"

The Famous Five, sauntering along
he road over the comunon, were guite

car Courtfield, when a starthing scene

rst on their view,

'he foxy-faced man, running hke the

d, was comung directly towards
m, and in the distance behind him

+ a yelling, whooping crowd in hot

irsuit,

I'he chums of the Remove came to a
halt, staring.

They knew the man again at once as
he came racing along, his foxy face
streaming with pﬁﬂe:ratiﬂn in the hLot
June sunshine., The thought had
crossed their minds that he might be
some sort of a law-breaker when he had
abandoned his car and seized on
Coker’s motor-bike. They could bhave
no doubt on that subject now, Distant
as the pursuers were, the roar from
them came clearly across the common.

“8Stop him ™

“Brop, thief |

“This 18 where we butt in, old
beans,” said Bob Cherry. *“ We're
going to tackle that jolly old sports-
mm I.ll

LL] What_'hu 11‘]

“The tacklefulness will be terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The man came racing on and the tive
juniors barred the road in a row,
ready to collar him.

The narrow slits of eves blazed at
them. They saw the man's hand dip
to a pocket, and it fashed out with
-something in it that gleamed n the
sunshine, With a jump they realised
that it was an automatic. For a
moment 1t seemed that the desperate
man would rush on at the schoolboys
with the deadly weapon spitting death.

But before he reached them he
turned aside, leaving the road and
dashgpg away across the gorsy common.

“Oh  crikey!"" gasped Bob Cherry,
“That’'s a popgun he's got in his fst}
Oh, my Aunt Jemima "
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The fugitive disappeared behind =
belt of hawthorns and brambles. The
pursuing crowd from Courilield,
leaving the road, cut across the common
after him.

“Come on!? exclaimed Harry
Wharton.
The Famous Five joined in the
pursuit,
The fugitive had lost ground by

changing his direction. But he was
still running with desperate speed, and
keeping ahead of the chase. Again and
again he vanished from sight among
brambles and gorse; again and agsim
he bobbed into view, and loud shouts
from behind greeted his reappearance
every time. Three or four cars had
come rushing out of the town and, had
the man remained on the road, he
would have been run down soop enough,
but the cars could not follow him on the
rough common.

Onece, on a hilly rise, the d ate
man stopped, and turned, and the auto-
matie in his hand swept up to a level,
aimed at the breathless crowd in chase.
But he seemed to change his intention,
for he thrust the weapon into his
pocket, and ran on again.

A fence enclosing a plantation
appeared ahead, beyond it the grey,
old tower of Greyfriars rose into view.
The foxy-faced man had to swerve once
mnore, runmng along by the fence, and
again the pursuit gained gro

“We're getting back to Greyfriars!”
panted Bob Cherry. “He will bave to
pass the school if he keeps on! If
the fellows there knew——"

gasped

“He can’'t get clear!”
Wharton. "“He will have to take to
the road again, and he will jolly soon
be stopped then.*

“Here we are again, you fellows!”
chuckled the Bounder's voice, s he
came u with the Famous Five.
“Jolly old excitement for a half-boli-
day, what 7"

“Smithy, what's the fellow done?”
asked Harry.

“Bank raid at Courtfield——"

“Oh, my hat!®

“We heard two shots fired in the
bank,” panted Smithy. “I don’t know
what damage he’s done. But 1 heard
somebody shouting that a man wae
wounded, and that that sportsman has
got a big bundle of banknotes. He
came in on Coker's jigger—but he
couldn’t get away on it———"

“We've got him now!”

“Looks like it. Put it on!”

The desperate man, in full view, was
running along by the fence, and he came
out on the open road again. The fore-
most pursuers were not a dozen yards
behind him, Ahead of him, on the
left of the road, were the gates of
Greyfriars School—and a dozen or more
Greyfriars fellows were bunched near
the gates, staring towards him.

The running man slackened.

Loud shouts and vells apprised the
crowd at the school gates of what was
on, and they erowded across the road to
stop the fugitive. Even if the wretch
had been desperate enough to use his
automatic, he could not have got
through, ‘and he realised it, and
slackened speed.

Wild!gi like & hunted animal, the
bank-robber glared round him, the
shouting and the tramp of feet drawing
closer behind every second.

He had not yet reached the school
buildings. On his left, between tho
plantation and the school wall, ran a
narrow lane. Where it led, or whether
it led anywhere, the man ocould not

* into cover—either into the
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have known, but with a crowd before
and a crowd behind, he had no choice
in the matier, and he turned and ran
like a hare up the narrow lane,

He disappeared from all eyes as he
turned the corner.

Panting in great gulps, the foxy-faced
man tore om, with the plantation on
his left, and a high stone wall on his
right; a wall that bordered the ancient
Cloisters of Greyfriars.

He was, for the moment, out of sight
of the pursuit, though he could hear
it roaring behind.

He stopped, panting, and stared back
for a second, and then, with a desper-
ate bound, reached and clutched the top

of the stone wall,
In a twinkling he had dragged him-
dropped on the inner

self over it, an
side,

Ten seconds later the leading pursuers
turned the corner from the road, and
came racing up the narrow lane. A
minwe more, and the whele swarm
were following.

But a few seconds had been enough
for the bank-raider. He was on the
safe side of the high wall, hidden from
sight; and the chase went roaring on up
the lane, and into the fields beyond.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, where is he?Z
gasped Bohb Cherry.

In the open fields at the end of the
little lane there was no one to be seen.
thﬁ fugitive had vanished.

into cover !” ted the
Bounder. g

“ Look out——="

“Try back!®

“He's taken cover——*

“Hiding somewhere—"

Evident the bank-roebber, while
momentarily out of sight, had dodged
; plantation on
one side of the little la or into
the school grounds on the other. And
;i;ehuihm went whooping back in scarch

m.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Billy Bunter !
BIIﬁY BUNTER was enjoying
ife,
. The hHT iunin:nd at Grey-
riars was jammy
and sticky. e o .
Greyfriars fellows had various ways
enjoying a half-holiday. H
Wharton & Co. had gone on a rambl
Skinner and his friends were smoking
cigarettes in some quet spot. Other
fellows were playing cricket. Others

were on the river.

Billy Bunter, like Gallio of old,
cared for none of these things.
_ Bunter was enjoying his half-holiday
in his own way—which scemed to his
pg-fl‘.gy mind the very best way imagin-
o

A pudding was missing from the

pantry. Billy Bunter was missing from
the House. h were in the Cloisters.
Bunter liked puddings. Of all pud-

dings, he preferred Christmas pudd
but thElE,PI.he best of all, ‘IIEH u.:gt‘:
ally not available in June. Next to
a Christmas pudding, Bunter liked an
apple pie. And 1t was an &

i@ which had been in the dish on

unter's knees—most of it now trans-
ferred to the capacious interior of
Bunter, though a considerable quantity
of the apple was adhering to his hands
and face.

Biliy Bunter did pot, as a rule, love
solitude, but he knew that there would
be inquiry for that pie, and he
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The foxy-faced man’s eyes flashed as they turned on Coker's motor-bike. Then
left hand, he thrust out his right fist straight for Coker’s Hm.

sagely sought an extremely secluded
spot while he disposed of the evidence
against him.

It was a large pie, but not too large
for Bunter. He gobbled, with great
patisfaction.

Sitting on the old stone flags, lecan-
ing back against the wall that enclosed
the old Cloisters, secure from all eves
in that solitary spot, Billy Bunter
loaded cargo with his usual reckless
disregard of the Plimsoll line.

Nobody was likely to spot him there;
nobody was likely to drop on him in
that. hidden nook, unless, indeed, some-
body dropped from the sky.

But that, unlikely as it seemed, was
exactly what was destined to happen
to William QGeorge Bunter.

“Prime!” murmured Bunter, with
his mouth full of pie.

Then the unexpected happened!

Bomething—Bunter did not know

what—slithered down the wall against
Ehich he was sitting, and sprawled over

m.

Crash went the pie-dish, breaking into
n dozen fragments on the stone Hags;
irrevocably wasting what was left of
the apple pie.

“Yaroooooh!” roared Bunter.

He rolled over in a state of dizzy
amazement. His first impression was
that the old stone wall had toppled
over on him.

Then he realised that it was a human
form that was sprawling across him.
Somebody—he could not imagine whom
—had dropped over the wall from out-
side, evidently without knowing that he
was there,

“Grooogh !” gurgled Bunter. * Ger-
roff, you beast! Whuuumhl!it

EL)

___,--'—“'*1., e

S

Bift !
Ooooch |

A lithe, nimble figure secrambled off
Bunter, and leaped to its feet, panting.
Two close-set, foxy eyes glared at the
astounded Owl of the Remove. But
only for a second did the bapk-robber
glare at Bunter, Two or three articles
had dropped from him as he sprawled
and rolled=—one of them an automatio
pistol, another a green leather satchel.
It was at the latter that the bank-thief
leaped, caching it up breathlessly, and
jamming it into a pocket. The next
moment he was running along tha
Cloisters, and the old stone pillars hid
him from the eyes of Billy Bunter—
goggling after him in amazement and
terror.

“0Oh crikey!™ spluttered Bunter.

He gathered himself up, gasping for
breath. He set his spectacles straight
on his fat little nose, and blinked like
a startled owl.

“Oh erumbs!
gurgled Bunter.

The fat junior had been vaguely con-
scious of a sound of shouting from the
distance, but he had not heeded it. Now
he became aware that it was louder
and nearer. The lane that ran beside
the old stone wall outside the school
grounds seemed to be swarming with
excited people.

Bunter blinked up at the top of the
wall.

From outside a face rose into view,
and Bob Cherry stared over.

Bob had been “bunked ” up by his
chums to look over the wall in search
of the wvanished bank-raider, and his
eyes unexpectedly fell on Billy Bunter,
blinking up at him with h-uiqing eves,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Bunter *

““ 0oo00oh

What the thump—"

igrlpﬁh?unan!thammwﬂhlh
llrﬂa

the Fifth-Former, spinning away.

exclaimed Bob. “Has anybody nipped
over this wall, Bunter?”

“Oh crikey I”

“Have you seen anybody, fathead?"

roared :
“Ow! Yes! Oh crumbs!? gasped
Bunter. *“1 sa .

“Did a man get over ?” roared Bob
in great excitement. “Quick !”

“Ow! Yes! The beast humlped right
on me!” gurgled Bunter. * Knocked
me right over, the beast—— Ow[”

Bob c¢lambered to the top of the wall
sat astride, and waved his hand an
shouted to the crowd swarming in the
lane below.

“This way !” he bawled. “ He's been
seen—he got over this wall | Some of you
cut round to the gates—this way1”

“This way !"” shouted the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith leaped at the wall and
clambered over. e was down on the
inner side before Bob.

But Bob was very quick after him,
and the rest of the Famous Five
swarmed over.
lmEImF Bunter blinked at them breath-

V.

“1 say, you fellows——" he gasped.

Bob caught him by a fat arm.

“Which way did got"

“Ow! Leggo!”

“You fat Owl, where is he?” roared
Bob.

“He ran down the Cloisters |” gasped
Bunter, “JI say——"

“Oh, my hat! He must have dropped
this ¥ exclaimed the Bounder, leaping
at an object that lay by one of the
stone pillars, ;

He picked it up and held it in the
air. It was an automatic pistol.

Bunter gave a yell.

Toe Maeser LisgArRY.—No, 1,271,
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“Ow! Don't point that thing this
way, Smithy, you idiot—"

“That's proof that he came this
way 1" exclaimed Johnny Bull. “ After
him! He's inside the ac'r:ml grounds!™

Harry Wharton, on top of the walli,
ahc::ut-efhaﬂk to the crowd in the lane.
Inspector Grimes of Courtfield was
among them now; a car had brought
the inspector on the scene,

“This way 1" shouted Harry. “ Mr.
Grimes, he's in the schooll We've
picked up his pistol here |”

The next moment Mr. Grimes was
heaved up the wall by a stout constable,
and came gasping and clambering over.

Wharton dropped back and ran after
his chums, who were already racing up
the Cloistere. After them thunderea the
plump Courtfield inspector, after him
& constable, and then a dozen or more
of the pursuers, who had climbed the
Cloister wall. The echoes of Greyfriars
were awakened far and wide by shouts
and yells.

“Oh erikey !” gasped Billy Bunter.

The fat junior was left alone. For
several minutes he stood staring, in a
etatc of spluttering amazement. Then
he gave his attention to what remained
of the apple pie.

But he shook his head sorrowfully
over those remains! The remnant had
been trampled under foot, and even
Bunter, who could eat almost as many
things as an ostrich, ecould not have
caten it. He could only congratulate
himself on having packed away the
yreater part of the pie before the
ank-raider happened |

" Beasts !” grunted Bunter.

And he rolled away towards the
House. As there was no more pie
he had leisure to be interested in what
was going on. And the shouting and
yelling all over Greyfriars showed that
what was pgoing on was extremely
exciting.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Hunted Down !

REYFRIARS SCHOOL fairly
G rocked with excitement.
Masters and boys, BSixth
Form prefecta and fags of the
Second Form, even the stately Head
himself thrilled with it.

It was the sensation of the summer
term.

All sorts and conditiona of people
swarmed in the old quad and round
about the ancient buildmﬁﬁ, ghouting to
one another—people who had chased the
bank-raider out of Courtfield, and others
who had joined in the chase en route—

olicemen, errand-boys, farmer’s men,
utchers and bakers and candlestick-
makers, so to speak. Mingled with
them were Greyfriars fellows of all
I'ormns, stalwart seniors and velling fags
and masters in cap and gown.

Gregfrinm rang and echoed from end
to end.

Cricket had been going on, on Big
Side and Little SBide; but the alarm
brought the cricketers swarming away
from their game. Some of them had
grubbed bats and stumps at the
startling news that a desperate crook
had been chased into the precincts cf
the school. Mr. Mimble, the gardener
was on the scene with a spade; nlci
(Gosling had come out of his lodge with
n poker; Mr. Prout, the master of the
["1tth, had grabbed his ancient rifle
from his study wall and was making a
frantie search for cartridges—fortun-
atoly without finding any.

“Where is he?”

“Which way did he go?”
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“He's in the House |®

“ After him

“Look out for his popgun !

“Par ici—par ici!” the squeaky voice
of Monsieur Charpentier, the i‘rEﬂﬂh
master, shrieked from the House. * Par
ici, messieurs! Je I'ai vu—he run—he
rush—he skip—he bolt—zis vay !”

Inspector Grimes, panting, reached
the little French gentleman with a
bound.

“You've seen him ™

“Mais oui—maiz oni!” trilled Mon-
sieur Charpentier. *“ Voila le scelerat
gui monte 1'escaliepr—"

“For goodness’ sake speak English!”
shrieked Inspector Grimes,

“Mais oni! Yes! J'oublie—I forget!
He go up a stair——*

“Up tho stairs?”’

“Mais certainement,”

Tramp, tramp! went the inspector’s
tread on the stairs. After him went a

EWAaTHL
“Bless my soul!” said Dr. Locke,

gazing dizzily on the exciting scene.
"Diaar me! What—what—— Bless my
mu !!l

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

“ Really—upon my word ! said Mr.
Quelch, the master of the Remave.

Such a seene was unheard of at Grey-
friars. Elderly members of the staff
were rather seandalised,

Stall, if a desperate erook had dodged
into the school to escape, it was obvious
that he had to be run down and
secured. It was unprecedented—un-

Eeard of—merve-racking—but it had to
el

What had become of the desperate
man was not clear, He had dodged
over the Cloisters wall and got into
Greyfriars—that was certain. No
doubt he had hoped to dodge out at
another spot, and leave his pursuers
guessing—but his falling on Billy
Bunter had put paid to that hope. Pur-
suit had been instantly on his track.

Mimble, the gardener, had sighted
him and headed him off with a spade;
some of the eenior ericketers had seen
him and nearly got him; a dozen
fellows had seen him dodge round the
House; and Monsieur Charpentier had
beheld him, with starting eyes, bolt
into the House itself by the open door-
way—perhaps seeking concealment, per-
haps simply running by the only way
that was open to him.

According to Mossoo, he had fled up
the stairs, and as the pursuit went
trampling up, a wel from above
announced that he had been seen again,

Hobson of the Shell was yelling on a
landing.

“This way—this way ¥

“SBeen im¥' roared
Grimes,

“He dodged along that passage !”

“Tally-ho!” roared Bob Cherry.

“After him 1"

“He's got into the Remove!”
Johnny Bull. “We'll bag him in a
Remove study.”

“More likely he'll hop out of a
window ¥ gasped Wharton,

“They're watching the windows——*

Inspector

yelled

“We've got him!” panted the
Bounder. “0h, my hat! What a
lark I

“The larkfulness is terrific!™

“Where is he?

“Draw the box-rooms——"

“Look in the studies—"

It was clear that the hunted man had
dodged into the Remove passage,

If he hoped to escape by a window
he had httle chance. An innumerable
crowd swarmed round the House—

THE MAGNET

every door and every window was
under o sea of eyes.

By this time there were six or seven
Folmr.smen on the scene, and half the
ocal inhabitants seemed to have in-
vaded the scholastic precinets of Grey-
friars Bchool, And every Greyfriars
man who was at hand was on the scene,
If the bank-raider was hunting cover,
he was certain to be rooted out: and
if he leaped desperately from =a
window, he could only leap into cap-
turing hands. The game was i&:nr the
man who had held up the rtfield
banlk.

Up and down the Remove passage
went swarming crowds, shouting to one
another, staring into studies, opening
and shutting doors. But there was one
door that did not open. It was the
door of Study No. 1, which belonged to
Ha Wharton and Frank Nugent.

“This door is locked !"” shouted Mr.
Grimes, igra.hhing at the handle.

5

“That’s my study—"" exclaimed
Wharton.

“Did you leave it locked?*

(17 Nﬂ !"

“Then it's locked on the inside!
We've got him!”

The inspector roared down the stair-
case.

“Watch the windowsz! He's locked

in a room! Keep guard outside! We've
got him now.”

Outside Study No 1 the Remove pas-
sage was crammed. The bank-raider
was run down at last; and only a locked
door stood between him and capture.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Hidden Loot !

Perspiration streamed down his
thin, foxy face,
He leaned on Harry Wharton's
etudy table, breathing in great gulps.

The game was up for Jerry the Rat;
and he knew it.

It was not the first time, by many a
one, that Jerry had held up a bank at
the point of the “gun,” and cleared off
with a bundle of banknotes. His luck
had been good—till the inevitable change
of fortune came. This time his luck had
failed him, and let him down with a
crash,

The thing had gone wrong unex-
pectedly; Jerry did not even know how
it had gone so awfully wrong.

In the first place, a clumsy duffer on
a motor-bike had got in his way and
wrecked his car. at had looked, for
the moment, as if Jerry the Rat would
have to abandon his plans for that day.

But Jerry was a man of resource.
aving his wrecked car in the hedge,
he had seized the motor-cycle, and pro-
ceoded to use it to car out his
gcheduled raid on the Courtfield Bank.
What bhecame of the car mattered little
to the Rat; it was a stolen car, and
Jerry had not intended to keep it after
the raid was brought off successfully.
The motor-bike served his turn—and
the raid should have been put through,
and Jerry safe over the horizon, before
the enraged owner of the bike—Coker of
hthﬂ Fifth—could get the police after
um,
Then the unexpected had happened.
Why a policeman was waiting for him
outside the bank, Jerry did not know
and could not guess. The mere chance
that a Greylriars junior had noticed the
bike, noticed the number, and recog.
nised it, was not a detail that the most
wary hold-up man ecould have foreseen.
But that was what had happened; and
it had knocked Jerry’'s plans sky-high.

(Continued at foot of next page.)

J ERRY THE RAT panted for breath.
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Deprived of his mount, he was well
aware that matters were desperate, when
he fled on foot. But he had a good turn
of speed, he had twisted and dodged
like a hare, and he had hoped for the
best. Even at the finish he might have
eluded the pursuit had not a schoolboy
seen him dropping in over the wall. But
his chances had been slim; and when
the chase drove him into the House,
Jerry the Rat realised that his number
Was up.

He could hear the shouting crowd in
the passage outside the locked door. A
glance from the window showed him a
gtaring crowd below,

The game was up!

Ten years of strict seclusion stared
Jerry in the face. He had wounded a
bank cashier with his reckless shooting
at the hold-up; and he knew what was
coming to him.

But that was not the chief thought in
his mind. His hand, in his pocket,
clutched the reen-leather satchel—
stuffed with banknotes.

It had been a big haul—if only he
could have got clear with it. He had
been working on information—Jerry
was a member of a gang, who had their
own hidden means ol acquiring informa-
tion necessary for their peculiar
business. He had known that there
would be a big haul at the bank that
day; and he had called in for it. He
knew that there was not less than seven

coupons.

thousand pounds in banknotes stuffed in
that leather satchel—the biggest haul of
Jerry’'s career. And the cornered crook
was thinking less of what was coming
to him than of that plunder—a fortune,
if only possession could be kept of it.

He had hoped, during his flight, to
find some hiding-place into which ke
could thrust the green-leather satchel,
to keep it safe in the event of capture.
But the chase had been too hot and
close for that.

Now he had a respite.
Leaning on the table, gulping in
breath, trembling with exhaustion,

Jerry’s rat-like eyes searched the room
he was 1in.

It was a schoolboy's study—he could
see that! A cricket bat lay on the
table—dog-cared school books beside it
—the room was just as some 8C '
had left it. The green-leather satchel,
left in that room, was certain to be
found. But the rat-like eyes fixed on
the grate. There was a wide, old-
fashioned chimney over the grate—and
there was, in the summer, no fire. Jerry
the Rat left the table and approached
the grate, bent his head, and stared
up the old chimney.

He hesitated.
Thump!
1t was a loud knock on the door.

“Open this door, my man !" came the
deep toncs of Inspector Grimes. “We
know you're there! The game's up!”

hoolboy &

2z

\

i

ﬁfilﬁ-llll II-“MIHI"

]
l'...

]l”"”lll lf'l““\‘{

S,
s e
= ..-.. e
s 5 =
g I I N

If you buy both these books, you will be able to add
600 points to your total !

Other papers are giving these special Bonus Coupous,
so look out for them.

When the final week's coupon appears next woek,
| we shall tell you how and where to send in your

Overseas Readers are eligible to enter this great
scheme (with the exception of readers in New Zea-

land whom, unfortunately, it i not
possible to include). Collect all the
gift coupons you can, in the same
way. There will be a special closing
date, to give you time to send
your coupons to us after the final
week.

Winners Wanted Quickly!
ABOUT THIS GRAND SCHEME!

Jerry knew that as well as the in-
spector could tell him.

There might be a chance—a remote
chance—of dodging away when he broke
cover; but the chance was too remote
for Jerry the Rat to take it with his

loot in his efs. j
He gro up the old chimney.

As far as he could reach, his fingers
came inio a cavity in the ancient brick-
work.

Once more he hesitated; but it was
only for a moment! Safe or unsafe, it
was the only chance. It was that or
nothing !

A few moments more and the green-
leather satchel was crammed into that
lﬁiddau cavity in the chimney of Study

vo. L.

Jerry the Rat stepped back from the
rate.

He breathed more freely.

Thump, thump! came at the door.
Jerry did not heed.

He crossed to the window and stared
out.

There was a roar below, as the foxy
face was seen looking out of the win-
dow of Study No. 1 in the Remove.

“There he 181"

“That's the man!” roared Coker of

the Fifth. “That's the rotter that
pinched my jigger! That's the
blighter 1*'

Jerry the Rat hardly heeded the

crowd below.
Tee Maicyer Lispany.—No. L271,
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His keen eyes noted the thick ivy
clambering- over the old stone walls.
He e¢lambered out of the window
t#usted himself to-the ancient ivy, an
climbed away like a monkey,

Fscape, was impossible—or next to
impossible.  Jerry ha.rle hoped to
escape. DBut he hoped to lead his pur-
suers on a false scent—as far as possible
from the room where he had hidden his
loot.

He clambercd desperately along the
ivy, while the crawd below watched him
breathlessly and shouted and yelled.

From a window the head of Inspector
Grimes was projected as he was warned
of the crook's desperate attempt by the
shouts from outside. .

Jerry the Rat, only a few yards from
Mr, Grimes, gave him a savage glare
nnd clambered swiftly on.

“ Stop !” shouted the inspector.

Only a snarl replied.

Window after window was crammed
with faces.

“There he is—on the ivy!” shouted
the Bounder,

“My hat—if he falls——" gasped Bob
Cherry.

Jerry the Rat was not likely to fall.
The ivy was old and tough and strong,
and the nimble crook climbed like a
mo&%cy; ' With a hundred pairs of eyes
watching -him, he sought for a window
for'ingress. -At a contiderable distance
the elambering crock found a window
at which there were no staring faces—
tha window, as it happened, of 'Mr.
Quélch's bed-room. There was a crash
of breaking glass, and the crook disap-
peared wighin the building again.

“That's Quelch’s room!” shouted Bob
Cherry. “This way ¥ i

There wag a scampering of rushing
feet.

“There he igw—" : ,

Jerry the.-Rat ran eut of Mr..Quelch’s
room almost into the arnis of the eager
searchers, He leaped to the stairs,
threw himself on the banisters, and shot
down recklessly. A second later he
was running below.

“Stop him !”

“Collar him!"

A dozen hands grasped and caught
at the bank-thief, but he twisted and
dodged, and escaped. An open door-
way lay before him, and perhaps for
A moment hu%e gwakened in Jerry the
Rat’s heart. But as he reached the door
a burly figure came running in, and he
fairly crashed into Coker of the Fifth.

“Here, lock out!’ spluttered Coker,
not realising with whom he had estab-
lished contact. “ You clumsy ass——"

“Collar him !

*“Hold on, Coker!”

Coker of the Fifth was not gquick on
the uptake. Staggering from the shock,
he failed to hold on. But Jerry the Rat
was steggering, too, and before he could
get going again, hands were upon him.

For a second or two he struggled. Had
his automatic been still in his posses-
sion, the desperate map might have
used the weapon, though it could not
have saved him from capture now. .As
it was, he went over in the grasp of
many handas, and Inspector Grimes
elicked the handcuffs on his wrists. The
bank raider of Courtfield was a

prisoner at last|
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
S
“A lot to you fellows!”’ re-
marked Billy Bunter. * Not

Lost Loot !
EVEN thousand pounds!®

so much to me, you know, 8till, it's a

tidy sum.*

“That’s a lot of money]"
Tue Macxer Lmrary.—No., 1,271,

“Ha, ha, hal?
- “I say, you fellows, what about hunt-
ing for it? Lots of people in Courtfield
and Friardale and Woodend are hunt-
ing for it! Fancy seven thousand
pounds lying about on the common,
somewhere 1"’

It was the following day, after class.

Greyfriars 8chool was still bubbling
with excitement over the startling hap-
penings of Wednesday afternoon.

Fellows in the Rag were discussing
the Tatest news.

The whole neighbourhood, as well as
the school, thriHHd with the exciting
episode,

Greyiriars fellows had gained some
credit in the affair,

Coker of the Fifth—though quite un-
intentionally—had contributed to the
defeat of the bank-raider by gettiog in
his way and wrecking his car

Had Jerry the Rat carried out the
raid in that car, the probability was
that it would have been a complete
guccess.

Coker did not, perhaps, feel proud
of his performance; still, there was no
doubt that it had come in useful.

The Bounder was personally compli-
mented by Inspector Grimes for .the
art he had %Ia}ed. It was certain that

thy was the prime cause of the hold-
up man’'s capture. ‘It was his recogni-
tion of Coker's borrowed stink-bike and
Redwing’s determination to call the
constable’s notice to it that had started

= = i
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the sequence n *m::rta tt l
raider’'s capture. Even Billy Bunter
had helped, though inadvertently,

It was known now that a man had
been wounded at the bank by thé
desperate raider, though, fortunately,
not seriously. It was known that the
rascal had fled with seven thousand
pounds in banknotes. But now that he
was a prisoner, lo in a cell at
Courtheld Police Station, the loot had
not been recovered, He had been
searched immediately after capture, and
nothing found on him. And in answer
to questioning he had confessed that he
had flung away a bag containing the
banknotes in his flight across Courtfield
Common. ; ‘

Ever since, an extensive search had
been going on. But the chase had
extended over miles, and there was
plenty of ground to cover. And the
statements of Jerry the Rat were not
exactly reliable. It was quite pro-
bable that he had stated that he had
thrown away the loot on the wide com-
mon for the excellent reason that he
had thrown it away somewhere else, It
wWas quite }:maibla that among the many
searchers for that bundle of banknotes
were confederates of the man who was
pnow in a cell. In which cage, Jerry the
Rat was not likely to have told the
truth. o

All that was known for certain was
that he had got rid of the plunder some-
where between the scene of the robbery
and the spot where he had been cap-

tured; and search for it, therefore,

e 2 | i
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rather resembled-a search for a needle
in a haystack.

" Might have parked it sgmewhere,”
remarked the Bounder. “In a hollow
tree, perhapsi”

. Ur a rabbit burrow on the common ?”
said Peter Todd.

" Or chucked it into the bushes ! said
Bob Cherry.” “‘There’s about ten thou-
sand places between hero and Courtfield
where it might lie for weeks without
anybody seeing it."”

"I say, you fellows, I'm jolly well

oing to hunt for it!” declared Billy

unter. " And if I find it—"

“Finding's keepings—what ! chuckled

inner,

“Oh, really, 8kinner——*

“1f ‘we see .Bunser changing bank-
notes at the tuckshop we shall know that

the jolly old loot has been found,” said
Bkinner,

“Ha, ha, hal®

“ Beast I'*, -

“According to what the man mililj. the

anknotes are in a small black bag,” said
Harry Wharton, “ But—"

“But if he said so, they’'re jolly well
not,” grinned the Bounder, *That sports-
man doesn't want them found—except
by his friends.”

“1 say, you fellows, if I find it I shall
claim a reward” said Billy Bunter.
“ There’s bound to be a reward. After
?]I. Iﬂm_n pretty good SBcout and I think

H’H‘ hl-. hl jae i

“Still, T think I shall wait till the
E"H’Hdl nut,_”mllddad the Owl u‘!ktha

move . cautio “No goodl takin
trouble for nnthil'::.“ -

ﬂ]:. Let’s try it on, you men,” said Bob

erry. “We were just behind the
fellow all the time, and we can pick
his trail and follow it foot by foot.

u
Pfu_ end of a.eatch, if we sn seven
thousand pounds. The bank might tip
us a fiver out of it and we'd stand a
spread in the Rag.”

£ Hﬂil‘;' hﬂﬂi’"’!‘u

And-after tea Harry Wharton & Co.
and quite a crowd of other’ fellows
wheeled out their bicycles to ride to
Couttfield, and from that.spot to follow
on the trail of the fceing -raider.
- They ' found Courtfield :
generally rather solitary, alive with
people in the golden June sunshine,

Policemen could be seen here and
there, but every sort and condition of
local inhabitant had turned up for the
search. £ th

Most of them, no doubt, were keen on
finding the lost loot in the cause of law
and or and justice; but, some, 'per-
haps, had an eye to the banknotes them-
selves in case of a discovery, for there
was 4 good many tramps and vagrants
“mooching "’ about the common with
questing eyes.

Starting from the town, the Famous
Five wheeled their bicycles on the
course the bank-raider had taken. It
was @ winding, twisting, zigzag
eourse, but it was possible to keep to
the right track, for the tramp of scores
of feet in pursuit left plenty of "“sign.”

The chums of the Remove would have
been extremely pleased to discover the
lost loot, and to march triumphantly
into the Courtfield Bank with it. But
they soon realised that the task was
a well-nigh hopeless one.

Hundreds of scarchers were rooting
about, and many of them had been
rooting about all day. But there were
innumerable places where the bundle of
banknotes might have been tossed out of
sight—in hollows of the ground, in the
branches of trees, in the tangled haw-
thorns.

However, the Famous Five kept on
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the trail till they reached the little lane
by the Cloister wall, where the [ugitive
had . entered the school. By that time
it was near lock-up, and they gave it up
and wheeled the bikes in.

“Try again to-morrow !’ suggested
Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ Nothing doing !" he answered. “I've
got a jolly strong suspicion that the
rascal never threw the loot away ut all,
but jammed it into some place where he
thought he mith find it again, or where

it might be found by his fricnds. If
that's the case, it's hopeless.”
“Oh, hat! If that's the case,

some pal of his may have been along
and snafled it already ! said Bob.
#] ghouldn't wonder.”

i,
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slithered down the wall against w

red to be thoroughl

enjoying the ple when something—ihe
he was sitting.

THE NINTH. CHAPTER.

Nosey-Parker !
. D it, old beans!” murmured
G Skinner of the Remove,
Some of the fellows
chuckled.
Skinner made that remark loud

enough for the Removites to hear, but
not loud enough to reach the ears of Mr.
Quelch or the -Head.

1t was morning, and the Lower Fourth
were gathered by the door of their Form-
room, and Mr. Quelch, their respected
Form master, was coming along, when
the Head stopped him to speak.

Unpunctuality was, in Mr. Quelch's
eyes, one of the seven deadly sins; but

-y F g ! S L
i

W
oy o _
5 . "I

|||||
Tt

“* Yaroooh ! "
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ear—or, rather, two fat ears—to the talk
of the headmaster and the Form master,

Unostentatiously, the fat Owl moved
up the corridor, blinking along the Hoor
through his biE lpﬁﬂtat’ﬁl, as if he had
dro something and was looking for
it. By this masterly manceuvre,
Peeping Tom of Greyfriar-- drew un-
heeded within earshot.

Neither the Head nor Mr. Quelch
observed him, or, at least, heeded him,
and the juniors who did observe him
watched him, with grinning faces. Pro-
bably the fat eavesdrogper would have
been kicked, but for the presence of the
heaks. But pobody wanted to draw
Quelch’s gimlet eye on himself by kick-
ing Bunter—so the fat Owl had to be
allowed to go ahead.
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fat junior did mot know whai—suddenly
Bunter yelled as a knee dug Into his chest and a foot

landed In the pledish, smashing it into [ragments.

The chums of the Remeve went in to
call-over. Other fellows who had been
on the guest came in, equally unsuccess-
ful. That evening Jerry the Rat wnd
the lost loot were the chief topics in the
studies, and the next day fellows who
went along to Courtfield Commeon found
s much smaller number of people keep-
ing up the search. The excitement died
away, and after another day or two 1t
was almost forgotten. The police, no
doubt, were still searching, and a few
pertinacious members of the public. but
that was all.

Harry Wharton & Co, with the cricket
and plenty of other matters to think of,
goon dismissed the bank raid and the
lost loot from their minds.

Wharton and Nugent, when they sat
to prep in Study No. 1, little dreamed
how near they were to the bundle of
banknotes for which so many bhad
quested in vain. Jerry the Rat said
nothing, and the ancient chimney of
Btudy No. 1 in the Remove kept its
secret.

the most particularly punctual Form
muster had to heave to, as it were, when
his chief weighed n,

80 the Removites waited, not at all
displeased to leave first school over for a
few minutes, while Dr. Locke talked to
Quelch.

Indeed, they hoped that the Head
would keep it up. It was rather more
agreeable to watch the chief beak talk-
ing to Quelch. than to hear Quelch talk-
ing to themselves

The two beaks were too far away for
the juniors to hear what they said, not
that they cared to hear beak conversa-
tion. which was generally on subjects
totally lacking in interest for the minds
of youth.

Billy
exception,

Bunter always wanted to hear what
did not concern him, and very often
contrived so 1o do. Next to eating and
sleeping, Billy Bunter counted “ nosey-
parkering * among the leading joys of
existence, Bo Billy Bunter gave & fat

Bunter, however, was an

“The name is—um—Jackson!” the
Head was saying, as Bunter's fat ears
came within range. “Hs represents the
—the—let me sce— the * Lantham Adver-
tiser.'” A local paper, 1 presume. It is
somewhat disconcerting, my dear Quelch,
that so much publicity—1 mmght say
notoriety—has been csused by the late
regretiable occurrence here——"

“Very !” agreed Mr. Quelch,

“ Already,” said the Head, “a number
of reporters have been here, and I really
supposed that the matter was at an
ﬂ.ﬂd,“

“1t is high time that the matter was
at an end, sir.” :

%[ guite agree. Nevertheless, this
Mr. Johnson—I should say Jackson—ex-
pressed himself very politely and civilly
on the telephone, and 1 did not feel thet
1 could refuse to accede to his request.”

Mr. Quelch gnade no reply to that.

Quelch waa made of sterner stuff toan
his chief Henry Samuvel Quelch would
have had no compunction whatever in

Tue Maaxsr Liseary.—Neo, 1,271,
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“telling off * Mr, Jackson, of tho “ Lan-
tham Advertiser.” Too many news-
puper reporters, in Queleh's opinion, had
already called at the school after the
cxeiting episode of the capture of Jerry
ithe Rat in the House. Now, after the
lapse of a week or more, Quelch con-
sidered it high time that the newspaper
nwen gave Greyfriars a rest.

“In fact,” continued the Ilead, “I
have told Mr. Jackson that he may call
this morning, Quelch,”

“Very good, sir!”

“But as 1 really have no time to deal
with the matter, I should be very glad,
my dear Quelch, if you would see this
Mr, Thompson—I mean, Johnson—that
is to say, Jackson.”

“Certainly, sir, il vou so desire.”

“No doubt you could spare him a few
niinutes when you are free from your
Form in the morning break, Queleh.”

“1 will make it a point to do so, sir.”

“Thank you, Mr. Quelch! Counting
upon yvour assistance, 1 have told him to
aslt for you when he calls. No doubt
you will sce him, and—and dispose of
him as soon as possible.”

“With pleasure, sir.”

“1 thank you once more, my dear
Quelch.”

“Not at all, sirl”

The Head turned and sailed away for
the Sixth Form Room, his majestic mind
relieved of that little matter,

AMr. Quelch turned and strode towards
the Remove-room—hastily, for he was
several minutes late. He almost strode
into Billy Bunter. The Form, gathered
at the Form-room door, were at a dis-
tance. Bunter was quite close at hand.
My, Quelch stopped just in time to avoid
a collision, and glared at the fattest
member of his Form,

* Bunter 1”

“Oh! Yes,

sir!” Bunter jumped,

“I—1I was looking for my handkerchief,
sir! I—I've dropped it somewhere,
gir e

“Your handkerchief is in your poecket,
Bunter! I can see it.”

“Oh! I—1 mean my Virgil, sir

“What "

“I—1've dropped my Virgil along the
passage somewhere, sir, and—and 1 was
just looking for it,” stuttered Bunter,

“1 can sece your Virgil under your arm,
Bunter,”

“Oh lor! I—I
mean ol

“What do you mean, Bunter?” in-
quired Mr. Quelch, in a grin}lin g voice,

“I—1 mean, my pocket-knife, sir——"

“Your pocket-knife?” repeated Mr,
Quelch.

“Yes, sir! I've dropped it along the
passage somewhere, and I—I was just
looking for it, sir |” gasped Bunter.

Truth and Billy Bunter were complete
gtrangers. They had never even struck
up a nodding acquaintance. Bunter was
always ready with a fib. But he seldom
had any luck with his fibs Practice 1s
sald to make perfect; but it had never
had that effect on Bunter's ibbing.

He could see that Mr, gueich did not
believe him. Really, Henry Samuel
Quelch would have had to be a very
credulous gentleman to believe the
variety of explanations Bunter offered of
his presence in the offing,

“Bunter, how dare you prevaricate !
demanded Mr. Quelch.

“I—1 wasn't, sir! I—I mean, 1
didn't! I—1 assure you, sir, I-—I
dropped my fountain-pen—-="

“Your what?" thundered Mr.
Quelch.

“1 mean my pocket-Virgil—that is, my
handker-knife—I mean, my pocket-knife,
sir—" Bunter was getting confused.

“You were listening, Bunter—a mean,

C-e-can you, sir?
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contemptible, and foolish action!”
boomed Mr, Quelch.

“Oh, no, sir! 1 never heard a word !”
gald Bunter. “ Not a syllable, sir! I
never heard the Head mention Mr. Jack-
son—I've nmever even heard the nawme

before—*

“Follow me to tihe Form-room,
Bunter 1"
“Oh log' ™

Evidently Mr, Quelch did not believe
Bunter,

With a frowning brow the Remove
master whisked on. He opened the
door of the Remove Form Room, and the
juniors marched in, Bunter trailing be-
hind them with an apprehensive face.

His apprehensions were well founded,
Mr. Queleh picked up a cane from his
desk, and pointed to a chair with it.

“Bunter, bend over that chair!”

“Oh crikey !”

Whack, whack!

“Yarooooh !”

“Let that be a warning to you,
Bunter !” said Mr. Quelch severely, “Of
all petty meannesses, Bunter, eavesdrop-
ping is the most contemptible. Bear
that in mind, Bunter !

“Wow !

Bunter crawled away to his place.
The warning Mr. Quelch had given him
was an ecmphatic one—very emphatic!
Bunter sat very uncomfortably on his
form during first school, wriggling and
twisting dizmally, and probably wishing,
for once, that he had not given ear to
that which did not concern him,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Mr. Quelch !

R. QUELCH grunted.
M He had retired to his study
after dismissing the Remove
for morning break.
Trotter, the page, arrived with a card
which he presented to the Remove
master. It bore the style and title:

“Mg. Hexry Jacksow,
“Lantham Advertizer.?

Quelch had not forgotten that the
Lantham reporter was to call on him in
break that morning. Neither was he
unwilling to oblige the Head by taking
the newspaper man on his hands. But
he was irritated. Publicity did not
appeal to him: he disliked, as his chief
disliked, seeing the name of Greyfriars
School in the newspapers. And he did
not want to give up his scanty moments
of leisure. So he grunted.

“The gent’s been waiting, sir,” said
Trotter, “I showed 'im into the
vjsit'nrs' room, sir. He's a-setting there,
sir.’ . =
“You may show him in here, Trotter
—or, rather, I will go to him,” said Mr.
Quelch, anxious to have done with
Henry Jackson as soon as possible,

Mr. Quelch whisked away to the
visitors’ room. He entered that apart-
ment, and a man rose from a seat by
the window., He was a slim, rather
well-dressed man, with steel-grey eyes
that gleamed charply through steel-
rimmed spectacles. He had a little case
in his hand, which Mr. Quelch ¥ueaae_l:l
to contain a camera. Mr. Quelch did
not like reporters, and he did not like
their cameras. But Lis manner was
frostily polite.

“Mr, Jackson1"” he asked. .

“From the ‘Lantham Advertiser,’
gir.”” answered the man with the steely
eyes, “The headmaster told me on the
phone that I should see a Mr. Quelch.”

“] am Mr. Quelch. What can I do for

you i



EVERY SATURDAY

“1 must apologise for troubling you,
sir,”” said Mr. Jeckson courteously.
“I've no doubt a good few newspaper
men have becn hero already.”

“*Quite.”’ .

“With your permission, sir, I should
like fo take a snap or two—"

Mr. Quelch shook his head.

“] regret that Dr. Locke has a rooted
objection to photographs of the school
u{ggeuring in the public prints,"" he
said.

“] was thinking of an interior, sir,”
explained Mr. Jackson. “1 gather that
the bank-raider, when he tuuflrﬂfu‘gﬁ i
this building, entered a room—"

“That is correct.”

“If you will permit me to take one
interior, sir, in that room, it would be
of great interest to our readers.”

“As the room in question 1s my own
hed-room, sir, I fear that it is lmpos-
gible,” said Mr. Quelch.

Mr, Jackson raised his eyebrows over
the steely eyes,

“ From what 1 have been told, sir, I
grathered that it was a study—a school-
boy’s study n

“Tga which room are you referring?"’
asked Mr. Quelch. “The man passed
through & boy's study, locking the door
after him, climbed out of the window,
and re-ontered the House through my
bed-room window 5

“] was referring to the boy's study,
sir. No doubt yvou would not object to
my taking an interior view of such a
room N

“1 fear, sir, that Dr. Locke would
object to any photographs—"

“1 am disappointed, Mr. Quelch.”

“] amn sorry, sir,”" said the Remove
master politely.

“ However, no doubt you will have no
objection to my seeing the study,” sug-
goested Mr. Jackson. “1 will leave my
camera here.”

“(ertainly you may see the study if
you wish. Be kind enough to accom-
pany me,' said Mr. Quelch.

Mr. Jackson, leaving his camera on
the table in the visitors' room, followed
Mr. Quelch from that apartment.

They asconded the staircase—and a
pair of little round eyes blink in-
quisitively after*them through a pair of
big round spectacles,

Mr. Jackson's call that morning was
known only to the Head and Mr.
Quelch—and Biliy Bunter.

Billy Bunter was keeping an inquisi-
tive eve open for the representative of
the * Lantham Advertiser.”

Possibly the other fellows would have
Leen interested had they known that a
veporter was on the scene. Billy Bunter
kuew., and he was interested, anyhow.
Bunter would have been glad to get a
word with that reporter, and would have
enjoyed telling him how he had nearly
captured the bank-raider in the
Cloisters, Bunter did not share the
Head's dislike for publicity. Bunter
would have given anything that wasn’t
ratable to sce his name in the news-
papers.

The fat Owl rolled up the staircase
after Mr. Quelch and the reporter had
disappeared above.

At a safe distance he stalked them to
the Remove staircase, and then into the
Remove passage.

Evidently Quelch was taking Mr.
Jackson to Studv No. 1, the room from
which Jerry the Rat had made his
desperate climb from the window. Pro-
bably he would leave him there—in
which case, Billy Bunter was going to
butt in.

Quite unaware that he was being
stalked by a fat Owl, Mr Quelch opened
the door of Harry Wharton's study and
showed the rcporter im.

The juniors, of course, were out of
doors in break, and the study was
untenanted.

“This is the room,” said Mr. Quelch.

He stood just within the room, the
door half-open behind him. He waited
with frosty politeness for Mr, Jackson to
take his survoy of the apartment that
interested him,

The steely eyes behind the steel-
rimmed glasses shot round the room
very keenly, resting for an instant on
the grate and chimney.

“This iz the study in which the bank-
raider locked himself while he escaped
from the window 1" asked Mr. Jackson.

* Precisely.”

“ And it was from this window——"

“Quite 50."

“71 will make a few notes, sir,”’ said
Mr. Jackson. “I need not detain you,
Mr. Quelch; I am aware that your time
is of value.” He took out a notebook.

“1 will remain, sir,” said Mr. Quelch.

Perhaps lLie suspected the newspaper
man of intending to produce another
camera from some hidden recess, like a
conjurer producing a rabbit from a hat,
Or perhaps he suspected a design of
taking a sketch, which would have been
just as bad. Or perhaps it was just
politencss. Anyhow, Mr. Quelch did not

ANOTHER SPLENDID
LEATHER POCKET WALLET
WON !

For the following Greylriars
limerick Charles Gifford, of 12,
Hyde Road. Hoxton, N.I, gets one

of our useful leather pocket wallets.

W.B. has a very good ear,
It fits any keyhole that's near.
A secret comes out
When Buntar's about,
For he'll * gpout * it so all can
hesar.

Have a shot at winning one
yourself, chum !

intend to leave the man from the
« Lantham Advertiser” to his own
devices.

He remained where he was, rather
like an icy statue, unaffected by the
obvious fact that Mr. Jackson bit his
lip with an annoyance he could not
conceal.

The stecly eyes fixed on him with a
strange gleam in their depths for a
second, Then Mr. Jackson turned to
the window again.

“ Perhaps. sir, you will peint out the
way the man went when he climbed
from this window 1" he suggested,

“Certainly.”

Mr. Qunf',ﬂh crossed to the window,
He was about to lean from it, with Mr.
Jackson a little behind him. What
happened next seemed like a fearful,
awful, unbelievable nightmare to Mr.
Quelech,

A grasp of iron was laid on him
from behind. and as he crumpled in that
unexpected grasp something soft and
with a sickly smell was pressed over his
mouth.

Utterly amazed. astounded, horrified,
Mr. Quelch attempted to struggle. Over
the chloroform pad that was pressed on
mouth and nose his eyes dilated, gazing
in unbelieving horror at the cool, hard
face of Mr. Jackson, which seemed to
dance before him. It was only for a
few moments, and then Mr. Quelech,
sinking into insensibility under the
potent influence of the drug, knew no
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more. And the man with the steely
eves, breathing hard, lowered him
silently to the floor.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Alarm !

ILLY BUNTER stood transfixed,
B He fairly gaped.
Bunter for the moment could
not believe his eyes, or even his
spectacles,
What DBunter saw was rcally (oo
amazing to be believed.
Tho fat junior was in the Remove
ssage. e was there to butt in, with
is usual impudence, if Quelch loft the
reporter to himself.
ut as Queleh did not leave the re-
porter to himself Bunter could not butt
in. He remained outside the study. As
the door was half-open Bunter had a
view of the interior through the crack
between the door and the jamb. He did
not venture to put his inquisitive head
round the door—he would have been
spotted. But the wide crack between
oor and jamb gave him a view of the
interior of Study No. 1—and he was
prepared to bolt along to his own study
if either Mr. Quelch or the reporter

caome out. :
Then the amazing thing happened.
blinked.

Bunter gaped

If it Waiﬁnut a dream, it scemed like
one.

The man, the reporter—the man from
the *Lantham Advertiser ""—had hold
of Quelch, squashing something over his
face; and with distended eyes behind
his spectacles Bunter saw him lower the
insensible Forma master to the floor.

Mr. Quelch lay on the study floor
without movement. It was clear that he
was quite unconscious.

For a moment or two Mr. Jackson
watched the insensible man, breathing
hard and decp.

Bunter, transfised, watched Mr. Jack-
011,

Then the man swung round and came
swiftly towards the door.

His intention, doubtless, was to close
and lock it, to prevent any possibility
of interruption.

But Bunter, of course, could not guess
that,

As the man, with swift ste came
towards the study door, Billy Bunter
woke from his trance of terror and
amazement.

He let out a vell that woke every echo
of the Remove passage, and started for
the stairs at a run

“Help! Help!” yelled Bunter.

His terrified voice rang far and wido.

“Help! Help! Quelch has been
murdercd—help 1" shricked Bunter, as

he did the Remnove staircase three steps
Help!

at a time. “I say, you fellowsl
Murder! Help!”
Most of the fellows were out of the

House, in break, but there were pleaty
of oars to hear Bunter. .

Voices cnlledhfrnm i {!an directious.

“What the t ump—

*“Who's that—’

ii \'l'.'h“t "

“Help!” raved Dunter.

He missed o step, rolled down, and
bumped on the lower landing. Two or
three Fifth Form men who happened to
be in the games-study ran out.

“Ow, wow |" Dunter sat up.
Murder! Help!”

“You potty young ass |” roared Coker
of the Fifth. “What are you up to?
What do you mean?"”

“Kick the young
Potter.

“Help!

lunatic!” said



14

“Ow! Help! Quelch—murdered—
Wharton's study——" spluttered Bun-
ter. "1 saw him—he's murdered——"

“The kid's mad—"

“Ow!l Help! Firel Murder! He's
murdered Quelch!” shrieked the fat
Owl. “I tell you I saw him murder
Quelech—"

“What the thump ecan have hap-
pened !” exclaimed Potter, as he ran up
the Remove stairgase

Innumerable feet were trampling up
the lower stairs by this time. Bunter’s
frantic yells were heard all over Grey-
friars. Fellows in the quadrangle
heard them, and started, and stared,
snd ran for the House to sce what was
up.
They fell on many startled ears; but
the ears that were most startled were
those of the steely eyed man in Study
No. 1

He had shut and locked the study
door as Bunter started to yell, and
swung back towards the fireplace.
But 1if the steely eyved man was inter-
ested 1n the study chimney and what it
hid, he had no time for investigation.
The insensible Form master, on the
floor, could see nothing, hear nothing;
he was safe from Quelch. But as the
echoing yells of Billy Bunter rang in
his ears, he started, and turned, like a
wild animal, and sprang to the door
again,

He unlocked it,
inches, and listened,

His face was convulsed with fury.

Startled wvoices sounded from many
directions; high above them rang the
frantic shirieks of the terrified Bunter,
Footsteps rang on the stairs.

The steely eyed man gritted his teeth.

For a moment he swung back towards
the fireplace. But he knew that he had
no time, and he stopped again. What
he had learned from Jerry the Rat, now
awaiting trial in prison, could not serve
him now. There was no time to grope
in the study chimney for the cavity in
which the bank raider had thrust the
green leather satchel—no time to
attempt Lo carry out the desperate pur-
pose for which he had entered the school
by a trick. There was barely time to
escape—if there was yet time |

With a savage imprecation, the man
with the steely eyes tore open the study
door, and ran out.

The stairs below were already erowded
—there was.no escape that way. Desper-
ately he ran up the Remove passage in
the opposite direction.

From Study.No. 14, at the end of the
passage, a bony face stared out, Fisher
'T. Fish was the only Remove fellow who
was in his study in break. Fishy had
been counting his money—his favourite
occupation in leisure moments. But he
left even that entrancing occupation as
he heard the fearful yells in the passage,
and looked out to see what was up.

“Waal, I swow !” ejaculated Fisher T.
Fish in amazement, as he saw a man in
steel-rimmed glasses bolt out of Study

opened it a few

No, 1, and come racing up the passage.
Fisher T. Fish stepped out of his
study, staring at the running man

blankly.

The next moment the man reached
bim, and with a swing of his arm, sent
the Transatlantie jumior reeling.

“Aw!l Wake snakes!” gasped Fisher
. Fish, as he crashed.

Without a look at him the man dashed
on. At the end of the passage he glared
round him like a hunted animal. A little
gtair led to the Remove box-room, and
the steely eved man dashed up it, and
into the box-room. A few seconds later
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he was clambering out of the windew
on to the leads below.

He had hardly disappeared up the
box-room stair, when Potter of -the
Fifth ecame running up the Remove
staircase, and stopped at the door of
Swudy No. 1

The ‘Fifth-Former stared
study.

“Quelch |” he gasped.

Under his eyes, the Remove master
lay stretched on the floor, insensible.
Potter gazed at him in amazement and
horror.

He yelled back to the fellows on the
lower landing.

“This way, you men !
happened to Quelch—"

There was a swarming up the stairs
In Study No. 1 an excited,
breathless, amazed erowd
gathered round the insensible
master of the Remove.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Saw !

INGATE of the -~
w Sixth took the Re- .-~
move im third -

school that morn-
ing. But third school was little -
more than a buzz of excited °
talk. A week ago the school
had been wildly excited b
the episode of the . ban
raider. That episode had
been almost forgotten; and it
was completely forgotten now
in the new excitement, What
had happened to Quelch was
stranger, more startling,
more utterly amazing.
Nobody could even begin to
explain or guess what it all
meant—unless the man in tha

into  that

Something’s

steel-rimmed lasses was
some escaped lunatic, And
his actions, though un-

accauntable, had been too
cool, too cleverly planned, to
be those of a lunatic. Who
he was, what he was, where -
he was, remained a mystery. ’

He had escaped. 1

Only a few eyes had seen il
him at all—Gosling, at his ||'|
lodge when he came ; Trotter, - rI!
when he admitted him to the - gN
House; Mr. Quelch, Billy
Bunter, and Fisher T. Fish.
One or two other persons had
seen lim casually, that was
all. His deseription was easy
enough to establish, but not
his identity. For, of course,
it was clear that he was not,
as he had pretended, a re-
porter on the staff of the
“Lantham Advertiser.” That
pretence had been a trick to
obtain admittance to Greylriars;

| .
|
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and when the Head telephoned to Mr

the newspaper office, he was informed,
as he fully expected, that they
had never heard of *“Mr. Jackson,”
and certainly had mnever sent him to
Greyiriars.

Who was he—what was he—where was
he? Greyfriara {ellows asked one
another those questions: and lessons
were hardly more than a farce in all
the Form-rooms that morning.

Fisher T. Fish told how the man had
rushed past him, and knocked him over
in the Remove passage, while Potter of
the Fifth was coming up the stairs
Fishy guessed that his cabeza was still
singing from the sockdolager the guy
had handed over,

It was ascertained that he had left by
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Jerry the Rat elambered desperately a
Inspector Grimes, looking out from a nﬂr-mhy window. T!
him, he eontin:

the box-room window and the leads,
apparently having then cut across the
kitchen gardens into the fields beyond.
He had had ample time to get clear
while the horrified crowd gathered
round Mr. Quelch in Study No. L

Mr. Quelch had been taken to his
room, the school doctor telephoned for;
and he was now under medical care.
He was quite unabie to take his Form
again that day—a ecircumstance which
the Remove did not regret, though, of
course, they were sorry for Quelchy.

Inspector Grimes was said to be
coming over from Courtfield; and, in
fact, he came, while the school were in
the Form-rooms after break; and he
departed again a very much puzzled
inspector. r. Quelch, sitting up in
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bed, pale and worn, was as puzzled as
. Grimes, and everybody else. For
there seemed absolutely no motive for
the unknown man’s actions; downy bird
u-gueluh was well known to be, he
could not begin to explain the riddle.

It was, as Bob Cherry remarked, a
olly old mystery. Hurree Jamset Ram
ingh declared that the myste

was terrific; and the other fellows
agreed that it was,

“Mr. Jackson” was an absolute
stranger at Greyfriars. Nothing what-
ever was known of him, except that he
was not what he had pretended to be.
The camera he had left behind gave no
clue to his identity.

Why had he done it?

Wingate of the Sixth hardly tried to
stem the tide of excited talk in the
Remove-room in third school. He could

the Ivy, while



rd below watehed him breathlessly,
heeded him not, With a hundred pairs of eyes watching
erilous elimb,

not have succeeded. KEven in the Sixth
Form room, the seniors were in a buzz;
and even the Head's own majestic mind
wandered from school subjeets

The Greyfriars fellows were glad to
be dismissed from the Form-rooms.
They came out in a buzzing throng—
eager for further news,

But there was no further news—
except that Mr. Quelch was still keeping
his room. Mr. uelch had been
through a disagreeable and alarming
experience, and ho had had a severe
shock;: and the medical man recom-

mended rest and repose.

uad a erowd surrounded Billy
unter was the “goods” for
had given the

In the
Bunter.

the moment. Bunter

UT FOR “NITE HAWKS AT ST. SAM’S ! ”—IT'S A SCREAM 1

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!? That's a new
one !” exclaimed Bob Cherry,

“0Oh, really, Cherry %

“How did you happen to be up in
the studies in break?’ asked Frank
Nugent,

“1 didn't happen!” replied the fat
Owl. *“I wasn't keeping an eye on the
reporter to get a chance to speak to
him if Quelch cleared off; nothing of
the sort! In fact, I didn’t know he
was making himself out to be a reporter.
You see, 1 never heard the Head tell
Quelech so in the Form-room passage
this morning—"

“So that's what you were picking up
when you got licked for listening,” said
Harry Wharton,

“ Nothing of the sort! The actual
act is—'
“Let's hear the facts!”

grinned Peter Todd.
“There’s an extra big one
coming now; I can see it in
his eye,”

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Get on with it, Bunter!®
. “Well, if you'll leave off
interrupting a chap and
makin out that he's
exaggerating I'll tell you the
actual facts,” said unter,
“The actual faect is, that I
suspected the man from the
first. 1 noticed that he had a
syrupstitious loock about
him—""

“A whatter?” yelled
Squiff.

“A gyrupstitious look—"

““The potty owl means sur-
reptitious, - perhape !’ sug-
gested Toddy

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You needn’t jaw, Toddy;
you never even saw the man !
I mnoticed bis syrupstitious

alarm: Bunter had actually seen his
Form master in the grasp of the un-
known dastard; Bunter knew more
about it than any other fellow. Bunter
was enjoying himself. He loved the
limelight, of which as a rule he received
very little, But now he was getting lots
and lots.

Bunter, of course, could not stick to
the facts. The facts themselves were
startling enough; but facts were always
tbo tame for Bunter. He had, on first
being questioned by the Head, told the
truth—by accident, as it were, being too
startled and terrified to do anything
else. 8ince then the fat Owl had had
time to think.

“1 say, you fellows, you sce, I was
keeping an eye on the man,” Bunter
Expiaineujl.. “1 suspected him from the
ret——"'

look and kept an eye on
him,*” said Bunter. "geeiin
that he was up to no good,
tracked him to the move
assage. I was ready to seize
im at a moment's notice.
watched him like an—an—
an——"

“Owl? suggested Skinner.
“Like an eagle! He pgot
Quelch to look out of the
window, and collared him
and jammed something over
his face, Quelch eried out,

““ Stop ! ** shouted

"Help me, Bunter! My
brave boy, rescue!’ Just iike
that "

“Oh crikey !’

“1t'a turned out since that
it was a chloroform pad,”
went on Bunter “Poor old
Quelchy put up bhardly a
wriggle: He gave a deep,
fearful groan and sank into—
into unconscionability.”

“My hat! That must be a jolly old
mixture of insensibility and wuncon-
scipusness,'’” remarked Skinner. *“ What
a mixture |” :

“Oh, really, Skinner, 1 can still hear
that fearful groan!” said Bunter im-
pressively., “He turmed a grim,
ghastly, despairing look on the villain,
uttered that one fearful groan, and sank
into—"

“The mixture as before!" suggested
Skinner.

"“Ha, ha, hal*

“] was about to rush into
study " gontinued Bunter.

“When you rushed the other way
instead ! remarked Skinner. * Sécond
thoughts are best.”

“Beast| Then he slammed the ddéor,”
sald Buunter, *Then, with my usual

the
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resence of mind, I rushed away for

wlp. I wasn't scared, or angything of
that sort. Cool" as a cucumber, you
know. But I needn't tell you fellows

that; you know -what I'm like when
there's danger about.”

“We do,” gr'innnd Bob Cherry.
“Like a rabbit.”

“ Beast 1

“Is that the lot?
the Shell.

Bunter sniffed.

It was the lot, as a matier of fact.
But if his hearers did not consider that
they had had their money’s worth, so
to speak, Bunter was prepared to hand
out more of the same,

“He knew I was there,” continued
Bunter *“The minute he had laid
Quelch on the floor he turned on me,
with his eyes glittering, grinding his
teeth like—like—"

“Like a saw 1" asked Skinner.

“Like—like anything,” said Bunter.
“Like billy-ho. He said in a hissing
voice, ‘ Ha, 1 am watched!’ Just likc
that. Revolver in hand, he rushed upon
mE L ¥

“An entirely new scene, featuring a
revolver | said Skinner

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 jolly well saw it all, :
didn’t1” hooted Bunter. “1 suppose L
know what I saw! He sprang towarda
me, and as he fired—"

“ As he whatted ! yelled Bob. _

“As he fired,” said Biinter, *“the
bullet barely missed my head—"

“You benighted bandersnatch, draw
it mild! Think nobody would have
heard it if there had been a shot?"

“0Oh, I—=1—1 mean—"

““Well, what do you mean, you fibbing,
foozling frump ”

“] mean he was just going
firg——""

“Not a lot of difference,” remarked
Temple of the Fourth, with a chuckle,
“As he was only going to fire, 1 su
pose the bullet was only going to barely
miss your head, Bunter.”

“Exactlyl I—I mean——"'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I can tell fvﬂu 1 jolly well shaved
Queleh’s wife—I mean, saved Quelch's
life !” roared Bunter. “If I hadn’t been
on the spot———" : :

“It's a jolly queer business,” said
Vernon-Smith. What the dickens
could the man have been up to1"

* Goodness knows [

“] fancy it's some old enemy of
Quelch's who has tracked him down,”
said “Billy Bunter sagely. “Like they
do on the films, you know.”

“Sub-title—Tracked Down!” said
Skinner.

“In fact, now I think of it,” went on
Bunter, his own suggestion starting his
fertile imagination on a new tack, “ now
I remember he said, * At last| Tracked
down at last!' as he clutched Quelch—"

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“Just like they do on the films, you
know,” said Bunter,

Billy Bunter was a great patron of the
films, and he had a touching behef that
things that happened on the films also
happened elsewhere. :

“ Rather too much like a 1n11? old
film!* chuckled the Bounder. “ Now
Bunter's finished telling lieg—""

“Oh, really, S8mithy—*

“It beats & man hollow,” "said the
Bounder. *“*The blighter seema to have
tricked Quelech away into a study just
to chloroform him.  But what his game
was, beats me hellow. Might have
been up to something if that fat owl
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hadn't given the alarm. But what could
he have been up to?"

I:L'Iaflight raid——" hazarded Bob

Brry.

“What the dickens was there to raid?
He wasn't after school books and an
inkpot, 1 suppose. Might have been
something worth while.if it had been
the Head's study. He had got into a
part of the House where there was
simply nothing to be picked up.”

“Mighto’t have known that, being a
stranger here," said Johnny Bull. “Or
he might have intended to go through
the upstairs rooms afier getting rid of
Quelch. If he hadn't been spotted he
would have had a clear field, with nearly
everybody out of the House. He
wouldn't have been spotted of Bunter
hadn't been eavesdropping and pry-
inE i

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“It's a blessed mystery,” said Harry
Wharton. “I dare say we shall find out
what the fellow was up to if the polico
get hold of him. He must have been
a thief, I suppose; but it's all jolly
queer.”

“The gquecrfulness is preposterous.’

“I say, you fellows, I'm pretty certain
that he was an old enciny of Quelch’s,
who had tracked him down——*

*“ Fathead !”

“1 tell you I heard him say—'

1] HE-ItE Ii"l

“ Look here, you beastg—"

“ Bow-wow 1"

“Yabk!" snorted Bunter, And kLo
rolled away in search of other hearers.

]

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Going Strong !
o ALLO, hallo, hallol What's

H that row 1"

“Coker's jarz band [V
“Ha, ha, hal"

After class that day Harry Wharton
& Co. sauntered out of the gates of Grey-
friars for a ramble before tea. Sounds
of suffering and complaint reached
their ecars, and apprised them that
Coker of the Fifth had entered into
another contest with his motor-bike.

Propped up beside the road, that
motor-bike was displaying more than
its sccustomed obstinacy. Coker was
looking rather more excited than usual.
He looked so excited that the chums of
the Remove stopped at quite a respect-
ful distance to watch his performance.

Coker glared at themn over the motor-
bike.

“Been Potter ! he called out.

“No!” answered Harry Wharton.

“BSeen Greene?”

IING-JJ

8nort from Coker.

“I told both those silly asses to turn
up!” he spnapped. ‘““Forgotten, of
course. Well, 1 jolly well won't take
either of them now, blow 'em 1"

Whereat Harry Wharton & Co.
smiled. Thev did not think that Potter
and Greene of the Fifth had forgotten
to turn up when Coker was starting.
They suspected that Potter and Greene
bhad remembered not to turn up.

In the kindness of his heart Coker was
willing, indeed eager, to take one of his
pals for a spin on the pillion of his
motor-bike.  DBut the willingness and
the eagerness were all on Coker's side.
Potter and Greene were not keen on it—
perhaps because they thought that lifo
was dear.

Coker was going for a long, long spin
—1f once his jigger started. He had
told Potter and Greene that he was
Eomg to hit Brighton before he turned
ack. His friends certainly had no
due bMacner Lisrary.—No, 1,271

objection to giving that popular seaside
resort a look-in; but perhaps they
doubted exactly how Coker was going to
hit Brighton. 1If he hit it with a crash,
neither of them wanted to be mounted
behind him when he made the hit.

Probably, too, they feared that on such
a long spin he might hit many other
things before he hit Brighton.

Coker, as a motor-cychist, had to rely
on a constant succession of miracles to
sce him through ; he went through hairs-
breadth escapes and nerve-rackin
shaves without even being conscious o
them. It was, as Potter told Greene,
fool's luck—they were always surprised
to see Coker come home in one piece,
50 when Coker told them to turn up at
the start, and to toss up which sat
behind him on that wild ride, Potter
and Greene had pressing business in
another quarter—and  immediately
departed to attend to it.

But the ride had not started yet.

_ The jigger had always had a will of
its own, generally in opposition to
Coker's. Now it was more wilful than
ever; possibly owing to the crash it had
had in Courthield High Street, when the
Bounder pitched it over 10 keep it out
of the hands of the bank-raider. Coker
had been tinkering at the jigger ever
since, but what Coker did not know
about motor-bikes would have made a
complete education for an engineer.

8nort!  Cough! Sneeze! Grunt!
came from the jigger, and occasionally
n moan and a groan. Coker had been
busy for some time, and he wuas still
busy and very red and ruffled and
Cross,

“If you'll take a tip, Coker—" said
Dob Cherry.

Coker glared at him.

“What do you mean, yon young ass?
You don't know anything about motor-
bikes! Shut up!"

“What about trying a
carrots ! asked Bob blandly.

“A bunch of carrots!” repeated
Coker. “What the thump use would
that be, you young idiot

“You hold them before its nose,”
cxplained Bob. * It tries to bite them,
and you get it started-—see 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Co., quite
entertained by the lcok on Horace
Coker’s face as Bob made that playful
Buggestion.

They had secen obstinate donkeys
started in that manner: but really it was
no method for motor-bikes.

Coker did not unswer. He grasped
a spanner, and rushed at the cheery Co,
They chortled, and scattered up the
road; and Coker, breathing wrath,
turned back to his jigger.

“Poor old Coker!” chuckled Baob.
“He will get that bike staried about
time for eall-over. Listen to the band ™

__The snorting and groaning of Coker's
jigger followed the juniors for quite a
considerable distance up the road. But
it died away at last, and they strolled
on and forgot Coker and his motnr-bike,

About a quarter of an hour later they
were reminded of them.

Honk, honk, honk!

Bob Cherry glanced round.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
Coker 1"

Lvidently Coker had got started.
Once started, Coker put on specd. Coker
was a speed-manmine on a bike—when
once he got gommg, though i1t was not
always clear whether Coker put on the
speed or whether the jigger took the
bit between e teeth and bolted.

He come up the road rather like a
flash of Lightning.

“Give him room "' grinned Nugent.

“lows of room!|” chuckled

bunch of
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Bull. “If Coker’s g*uini to kill him-
self, no need for him to kill us, too!"”

There was a high green bank beside
the road, and the Famous Five stepped
on it, to give Coker the whole road,
Coker, in point of fact, needed the whole
road, and a little more, when be was
really going strong.

Honk! Honk! Chug-chug-chug!

Coker came eareering on.

He frowned at the five juniors on the
grassy bank. Perhaps his guidance of
the bike followed his eye. To the sur-

rise of the Famous Five—well as I'I;:g

new Coker—the jigger left the r
and came swooping up the sloping,

grassy bank.

"{]J , my hat!” yelled Bob. " Look
out [

“Jump for your lives!” howled

Johnny Bull,

“Oh crikey "

The juniors scrambled hurriedly up
the bank to the hawthorn hedge at the
I;ﬂ_g. After them charged the motor-
bike, as if Coker was bent on runninﬁ
them down and barging them throug
the hedge in a bunch,

Fortunately, Coker did not hit tho
hedge: he swerved just iIn tim
Eiuughad along the bank, and charge

ack into the road.

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“The crumbfulness is terrific |”

Coker roared away up the road.

They watched him as he went, and saw
him shave old Joyee’s woodeart by a
couple of inches and the Redelyffe motor-
bus by one inch. Then he disappeared
over the horizon, and the roar of his
engine faded away. Coker was ne
—at a speed that looked like breaking
records—and anything else that camo
his way,

Once more Harry Wharton & Co. for-
got Coker. Once more, however, they
were reminded of him when they came
into Hall at Greyfriars for calling-over
later, Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth, was taking the roll—and he
paused at Coker's name and repeated
it :

*Coker ¥

But there was no answer from the
ranks of the Fifth. i

Coker was not there.

Prout marked Coker absent, and went
on. Potter and Ureene of the Fifth
looked at one another expressively.
They were wondering whether nﬁi
Horace had “done it " this nume, and
feeling immensely relieved that they had
not accepted his generous offer of a spin
behind him on his fearsome steed. They
were Coker's chums, and they liked old
Horace, and were sorry o think that by
this time he might be scartered in smafl
Elm by mount and stream and sea;

ut naturally they did not want to be
scattered along with him.

“Coker’s cutting call-over !* remarked
Harry Wharton.

“Poor old Coker!’ murmured Bob
Cherry. “If he hit Brighten, after all,
he may have lut it hard I”

* 8mashed up at last 1" sighed Skinner.
“ Peoor old Coker—he's gone and done it
al last "

When the school was dismissed after
call-over a good many fellows were sur-
mising what mmght bave become of
Coker of the Fiﬂi.

He did not come in for prep; in his
study there was unusccustomed peace and
resifulness while Potter and Greene did
their prep. They were thankful for
that; 1t was a pleasant change trom
Coker. Sull, they felt a tnengl;.* con-
cern for old Horace. They hoped that
it was only the jigger that had cowme
to grief, and that 51_&- wild rider would
yet return in one piece—it was really

ohnny too awful to think of old Coker coming
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home on a gate in a semi-detached
state. After all, as Potter pointed out,
fool's luck always had befriended Coker,
s8o why should it fail him now

But ‘there was real concern when bed-
time came, and no Coker. Harry
Wharton & Co. were not specially con-
cerned with Coker of the Fifth, except
in the way of ragging him occasionally,
but they hated to think of Horace charg-
ing under the wheels of a motor-bus or
making a frontal attack on a lorry.
Still, it was more likely that that wilful
and obstinate jigger had conked out
long miles from home, and stranded
Coker in some far-away spot. Anyhow,
there was no news of him when the
Remove went to their dormitory, and
as a topiec Coker superseded the strange
affair of Mr. Quelch in the talk that ran
from bed to bed till the Removites fell
asleep.

Neither had Coker returned when,
later, the Fifth went to their dormitory.
Potter and Greene were quite anxious
about him, though their anxiety did
not, fortunately, keep them awake.

Mr. Prout, as Coker's Form master,
wag more annoyed than anxious, It had
happened before that Coker had been
stranded by that unreliable jigger, and
had blown in late. Prout had no doubt
that history had repeated itself; any-
how, he was not going to be anxious till
he saw just cause for anxiety. When his
own bed-time came Prout snorted, and
decided to sit up another hour.

At midnight Prout was yawning his
head off, and feeling more annoyed than
over. At half-past twelve Prout was the
only man awake in all Greyfriars, and
the worst-tempered man in the county
of Kent. At one o'clock Prout decided
that that stupid boy, that obtuse boy,
that crass and troublesome boy, Coker,
had been stranded so far from echool
that he had put up somewhere for the
night and would return in the morning ;
and when that time came Prout was
prepared to talk to Coker in a way that
would make Horace's hair curl. Prout,
snorting, went to bed, and the last light
in Greyiriars School was extinguished,

—————

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Thieves in the Night !

¢ 9 T'8 jest pie, Dandy !
E “Quiet ]” muttered Dandy
SBanders.

The man with the steely eyes
—no longer behind steel-rimmed glasses
—stood in the shadow of an ancient elm,
gcanning the House. _

The hour of two had chimed out from
the clock tower., Silence followed, only
faintly broken by the almost indistin-
ﬁpishablu murmur of the sea in the

1stance.

Greyfriars slept.

The June night was fine and clear. A
myriad stars spangled the sky. Not a
single light gleamed from a window in
all the buildings of Greyfriars. Long
ago the school had been sleeping. Even
Prout, the latest to go to bed, was deep
in the land of dreams.

For long minutes the steely eyed man
gtood in the shadow of the tree, and
watched and listened. The slinking
firure by his side was silent. It was
Sanders who spoke at last.

“ All clear, Ferret!” he muttered at
last. “It’s an hour since the last light
went out; someonec was sitting up late.
But whoever he was, he's gone to bed
now ; it's all clear.”

“Jt's jest pie, Dandy 1" whispered the
Ferret. * You're sure of the room—the
stud ._thez call 1t ¥

“Quite |™

The steely eyed man gritted his teeth
silently,

“But for some fool of n echoolboy
giving the alarm, I ghould have got
away with it yesterday!” he mut-
tered. “A few minutes—I needed no
more! But I found out all that we
wanted to know. We've had it from
Jerry the Rat that he hid the stuff in
the chimney of the room he locked him-
self in when they were after bhim., It
was only necessary to spot the room,
and I had no difficulty about that. 1f I
had been left alone there for a few
minutes—""

He broke off,

“ Anyhow, 1 know the room now; it's
the first study in an upstairs passage—
easv enough for me to find again.”

The Ferret's eyes glittered.

“ And the stuff’s there—seven thousand
of the best!” he breathed.

“0Of course it’s there. It would be

announced at omee if it had been
found |” snapped Dandy Sanders.

“It's jest pie—we jest got to pick it
up, Dandy.” The Ferret chuckled
softly. *“They ain’t gobt any suspicion

that Jerry parked it in the school 1

“Not in the least. 1 believe the
police are still combing Courtfield
Common for it. Jerry was only a
minute or two in the study; they sup-
osed that he had locked the door to
eep them off while he climbed out of
the window. They're not likely to
imagine what he was doing in that
minute or two.”

Sanders knitted his brows.

“But the stuff might be found by acei-
dent any time!” he muttered. “The
sooner it's lifted the better. They're
not likely to have a fire in the study
this weather., But if they did AL
“Strike me pink!” murmured the
Ferret, startled by
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eracksmen, Dandy Sanders had learned
to use his eyes. He kpnew almost as
much about Greyfriars as he could have
wished to know for his present purpose.

There was a faint click, and the little
window was open, Darkness lay within,
Faintly pegs and hats and coats could

seen.

The Ferret climbed in quickly and
silently.

Dandy Sanders was about fo follow
when he suddenly stopped, started, and
turned his head and listencd,

Faintly from a distance came a sound
of a tinklhing bell.

The crook gritted his teeth,

“What—" he breathed.

He stood, with bent head, listening.
The Ferret, leaning from the window,
listened, too. ;

The sound came from the direction of
the distant school gates—so faint in the
distance that only a keen ecar could
have picked it up. It came again and
again, e

“Someons at the gate, ringing for
admittanee |” breathed the Dandy af

last. “What can it mean—at this
hour 1™
“Qtrike me pink!” breathed the
Ferret,

It was an utterly unexpected interrup-
tion. It was almost unmimaginable that
anyone could be coming home at two 1n
the morning in a place like Greyfriars
School. But there was no mistaking
that tinkle of the bell from the distant
porter’s lodge. There was someone oui-
side the gates, ringing to awaken the
school porter.

The two crooks listened intently,
almost feverishly, expecting to hear
other sounds—of an opening door and

(Continued on the néxt page.)

the idea of seven
thousand pounds in
banknotes n a
chimney with a fire
underneath.

“It's not likely.
But if they did—or
if the chimney was
swept—we can't get
it away too soon.”

“1 believe you,
Dandy.”

“1f we could have
got word from Jerry
gsponer, we might
have had it safe be-
fore this. But e

“Bafe as 'ouses
now, Dandy !*

“ Come !” muttered |.
the crook.

Quietly, swiftly,
the two shadowy
figures approached
the House. There
was no wakeful eve
to see the dim
shadows that flitted
in the June star-

l:qlht.

'hey stopped by
a small window
which gave on &
l[obby at the end of
the Sixth Iorm
passage ‘' Mr.
Jackson ™ had used
his steely eyes to
good purpose
during his previous
visit to Greyfriars
as the representa-
tiveof the™ Ennthnm
Advertiser.” In ten
years as leador of a
gang of crooks and |
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an opening gate. But they heard
nothing, save that faint, distant tinkle
of the bell, and that sound ceased st

anth]i:t Knock 1
Faintly, but unmistak 7 came the
Bound af knocking at the distant -gate.

It could not heve reached sleeping ears
in the House, but it reached' the mntent
ears of the crooks listering, with beat-
_mE hearta. , :

indé' Sanders’ eyes glittépad.  with
rage. Cuanning and wary as he was, ke
could nevér have foreseen such an inci-
dent a=s -this.

The knocking continued for several
minutes.  Although it could not reach
sleeping ears in the House, it should
have reached the porter's ears in -his
lodge. But perbaps Gosling was sleep-
ing very soundly: Gosling was a ver
soundeleeper after he had taken his
nightedp of gin-and-water—in which ‘1t
was - ing’'s ‘custom’ t0 mix more gin
than water,

There was, no sound 6f a movement
from the porter's- lodge. - Either the
school porter was still asléeep snd heard
nothing, or ke did not choose to hear
anything at two o'clock in the morning.
The knocking at the gate ceased at last,

It was not renewed. Dead silence
followed.

Minute followed minute. X

The two crooks continued to listen.
But thers was no- sound, save the
faintest of murmurs from the sea,

“ All elear !” muttered Dandy Sanders
at last. “ Whoever it was, he's gone.
But who—who the deuce— me
drunken tramp, perhaps, playing the

fool. A runaway knock, 1 suppaose.
A?‘yhnw, he's gone.
He's gone!” agreed the Ferret.

For several more minutes Dandy
Banders listened. But the silence was
unbroken, and he was satisfied at last,
There was no sound from the gate, and
the porter had not awakened, All was
gilent and still again,

“Get on with it !” muttered the crook.

He drew himself lightly in at the
window.

In the blackness within, two imper-
ceptible shadows ~ moved soundlessly.
The little window was shut, but left ajar,

in readiness for a hurried retreat if
there should be an alarm. But Dandy
Saiders and the Ferret did not expect
any alarm. Round them the school was
punk 1n slumber and darkness, as they
stole stealthily through the shadows,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Comes Home Late !
ORACE COKER, of the Fifth

H Form, was not enjoying life.

Coker of the Fifth was still
in one piece, though his friends
had feared that he might return home
in sections.
~But he had been having 8 hectic
time. :

.He had not, after all, hit PBrighton
on that long spin. He had hii a hay-
cart several miles from Brighton.

After a series of narrow escapes, after
spreading terror among dog: and
poultry unnumbered, after being yelled
at by motorists, shricked at by pedest-
rians, raved at by policemen, Horace
Coker had, at long last, rushed on his
fate.

But the fool's luck whieh his friends
attributed to him still held good. Coker
after his adventurous voyage, landed in
a dry ditch. He did not linger there.
There were nettles in the ditch-—lots of
nettles—and Coker discovered ther at
once. He left that ditch like a Jack-
in-the-box.

Cokér of the Fifth was not much
damaged. The hay-cart was not much
dawaged. But the motor-bike was in
a mixed-up state. Coker's ignorance
on the subject was like Mr. Weller's
knowledge of London—extensive and
peculiar. But even Coker felt helpless
as he regarded that stink-bike. Even
to Coker's eyes, it did not look like a
going concern.

The man in the hay-cart had been
astonished and angry at Coker's
performance. He told Coker so, at
considerable length, while Horace was
gazing at his wrecked jigger. But he
came round when Horace offered him a
“quid” to give him and his bike a
lift to the nearest place where wrecked
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Jiggers could be set going again, In-
deed, he told Coker that he could do it
ageinr at the same price, if he liked.
__The diministion of speed from Coker's
igger to a hay-cart was considerable,
t ‘'was a safer mode of transii, but it
was undoubtedly slow. But Coker and
his fiery siced were deposited at &
garage at. last; where Coker got an
expert opinion. He learned, without
satisfaction, that his only resource was
to leave his jigger for extensive reno-
vations and repairs, and seck some
other means of getting back to Grey-
friars.
Then Coker got on hiz travels.

Heo was several miles from everywhere
when he started. He uussed fast trains
and caught slow irains in his own in-
imitable way, and once he got into the
wrong train, and had a narrow escape
of arriving unexpectedly in London.
Long after call-over at Greyfriars, long
after bed-time, Coker was still on his
travels. The last train at Lantham
landed him at that town, ten miles from
the school, at midnighi. There was no
convevance to he had, buv Coker, as
a walker, cared little for ten miles, and
he set rut briskly. Nature had not been
kind to Coker in the matter of brains,
but in comnensation she had given him
plenty of beef and brawn, and Coker
set out quite cheerfully on a ten-mile
tramp.

As the night grew older Coker w
tired and cros. Beefy and brmy
as his legs were, they began to feel like
dropping off.

He walked and walked and walked !
Like Felix, he kept on walking! e

Two o'clock chimed out as he sighted
the old tower of Greyfriars against the
deep blue of the June night,

He almost tottered to the gates.

- It seemed to OCoker that he had
reached port at last. DBut that was only
one more of Coker’s many mistakes.

He rang, and he knocked. Unless
Gosling was as deal as a post, he should
have heard Coker ringing and knocking.

Perhaps Gosling was as deaf as a
post ; or perhaps he preferred to be so in
the emall hours. At all events. there
was no sign from William Gosling, and
Coker gave it up at last.

Probably Gosling knew that a Grey-
friars senior was out of gates, and might
be expected home some time before the
early milkman. But, perhaps, in the
shadows of sleep Gosling had forgotten.
Or perhaps he llmuﬁhl: it might do
Coker good to stay where he was, as a
warning for the future. Anyhow, Gos-
ling snored on, and Coker glared at
the gate—producing no ‘effect on it.

Obviously, Coker had to get in

somehow. Once within the school walls
it would be easy to knock up the House.
Leaving the gate, Horace Coker pro-
ceeded to prowl ronnd the school walls,
secking an entrance.
_ He found a favourable spot for elimb-
in limbed, and bumped down with
a heavy bump. Then he climbed again,
and negotiated the wall and dropped
on the inner side. Naturally, he lost his
footing when he dropped, and sat down.
Breathing hard, he picked himself up,
and started for the House.

Even Coker felt a little trepidation at
the idea of knocking up the House
after two o'clock wn the morning,

He could imagine Prout's face, if
Prout came down.

Very likely it would have to be Prous
—Coker, though not a suspicious fellow,
could not help suspecting that the ser-
vants in the House might be sleeping
Just as soundly as Gosling in his lodge.
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Mr. Quelch was about to lean from the window, when a grasp of iron was laid on

- --F.
- -
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him from behind. As the master of the

Remove erampled in that unexpected grip, something soft and with a sickly smell was pressed over his mouth. Bunler,

Of course, Coker was not to blame.
How could a fellow help it, if a fool
in a hay-cart got in the way ol his
motor-bike ?

But though he was obviously not to
blame, Coker had a strong feeling that
Prout might think he was to blame,
somehow. Prout would hate turning out
of bed at two o’clock a.m. As likely as
not he would take it out of the blame-
lesa Coker.

It was a
prospect.

Prout would be frightfully shirty.
Coker, as a Fifth Form man, was not
likely to be caned, but Prout would
scarify him with his tongue, and give
him impositions and detentions, and
all sorts of things,

Arguing with Prout was no good, it
only made him worse, as Coker knew
from experience.

Coker approached the House slowly,
thinking.

If Fifth Form men had been allowed
lateh-keys, it would have been adl right.
Coker would not have approved of latch-
keys for the common run of fellows, but
in his own case it would have been
judicious—Coker being one of those
eminently sensible, reliable chaps!
Coker would have preferred to enter
the House quietly, slip into his bed in
the Fifth-Form dorm, and face Prout
in the morning—when Prout, after
breakfast, would be feeling better and
in a more reasonable temper than at
two a.m.

All the Fifth knew that if you had to
tackle Prout, it was best to tackle him
after brekker. And there would be an-
other ndvantage—Prout would not know
how frightfully late Coker had t
home. All he would know was that

distinctly unpleasant

peering in at the door, fairly gaped !

Coker had got in after he, Prout, had
gone to bed. -

Horace Coker's powerful intellect
worked slowly, and perhaps creaked a
little as it worked, but i1t did work.
By the time he was near the House,
Coker was considering the possibility
of getting in quietly, going quietly to
bed, and leaving Prout till the morning.

Sometimes, he knew, that old ass
Prout left his study window unfastened
—and if he had done so on this partie-
ular night, all was plain sailing.

Coker, therefore, instead of steering
direct for the door, bore down- on
Prout’s study window.

Here a disappointment awaited him.

It was just like- “old Pompous” .to
lcave his study window unfastened when
nobody wanted it unfastened, and to
fasten it carefully on the especial might
when Horace Coker wanted to burgle
it. Coker reflected, with bitterness, that
it was just like Prout—Prout all over,
in fact!

But by this time Coker was warming
to the idea. Some other- beak might
have left a window unfastened—or. a
door might have been left unlocked by
a careless servant—or some sportsman
who had been out of bounds might have
done something of the sort.

Coker determined to leave no stone
unturned before he woke Prout. Coker
had heard that Loder and Carne, the
gsporting men of the Sixth, were
rumoured to have sneaked out of the
House by the Sixth Form lobby at
times. It was & chance, at least, and
Coker hastened to the spot, and tried
the door—which was fast—and then the
window, which opened to his hand.

“0Oh, good luck!? breathed Coker,
greatly relieved.

Obviously, it was not secured. Coker
put it down, naturally, to some sports-
man of the Sixth who had broken
bounds and returned that way. But
that was immaterial, anyhow. Coker
had found an unfastened window on the
ground floor, and he lost no time in
introducing his burly person into it.

It was a great relief to find himself
safely inside the House.

. He closed the window and fastened it
carefully. _

. Then he groped his way in the dark to
the inner door of the lobby, which. ho
found open. Beyond lay the Sixth Form
passage, where the Sixth-Formers ﬁlﬁ
in their. rooms, and Coker paused.
did no} want to wake up the Sixth,
treading. past their doors at two in the
morning. But Coker was full of brighf
ideas this particular night. He stopped;
and removed his boots, and trod away
suft]g in his socks. Coker had a rather
elephantine tread; but in his socks even
Coker could be quiet. ,

He reached the staircase. Glancing
up, before he mounted, he noticed what
seemed like a dark shadow ptgsmilb_an
fore the glimmering starlight at a land-
ing window above.

He wondered for a moment whether

somebody else was out of bed at thab
late hour.
.. But it was improbable, and there was
no sound and no light. Dismissing that
idea from his mind, Coker trod softly up
the stairs in his socks. He reached the
landing and stepped on it, and as he
did so the blood rushed to his heart with
a sudden thrill, as a whispering voice
came through the darkness:

“It's to the left from here—quiet |
Show a glim|*
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A beam of bright light suddenly
stabbed the blackness.

It came from an electric torch turned
away from Coker. For & moment that
beam of light played on flcor and walls
and passages, and was them shut off.
The whisper came again :

I{'I‘his wa}, ll‘l‘

Coker stood rooted to the landing.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Three in the Dark !

¢ 57ORACE COKER hardly
}| breathed.

S For a long moment he was
too astounded to move.

He stood rooted.

Within a couple of yards of him there
were two unseen figures, unconscious of
his presence—as be had been unconscious
of theirs until that low whisper reached
Lis ears.

They had their backs to him, and the
brief light had glimmered out in front of
them, so it had shown Coker little—only
a brief, uncertamn glimpse of ftwo
shadowy, dark forms.

Coker’s heart thumped.

The faintest shuffling sound of feet told
that the two unknown lurkers of the
night were moving away

Cokeyr suppressed a gasp.

Coker was not quick on the uptake;
but it was clear to Coker that these two
shadowy intruders, stealin softly
through the darkness, did not Ei:—ehc::t::g to
Greyfriars School.

Anyone who came down in the night
would have carried a light, and ecertainly
would not have turned on a torch for a
second and then shut it off again.
Neither was any Greyfriars master hikely
to use such an expression as “show a
glim.”

Coker was amazed and startled, but he
was not seared. Coker's pluck was uh—
limited. He realised that he was in the
presence of thieves of the nirht—in-
truders in the House in the small hours,
It dawned on him now how he had hap-
pened to find the lobby window un-
fastened. Tt had not been left carelessly
unfastened by some *sportsman” com-
ing in after breaking bounds. It was
the way these thieves had entered.
Coker understood that now.

The shuflling footfalls receded from
him, across the great landing towards
another staircase. That was not Coker’s
way to his dormitory. It was, in fact,
the way to the Remove studies, * Mr.
Jackson,” alins Dandy Sanders, was at
no loss: a moment's glimmer of Light
had enabled him to pick up iia
bearings.

Coker stood, with beating heart, silent
in his socks, his boots in his hand.

There were two burglars crecping
through the darkness only a few yards
from him; he knew that! Coker was
not in the least seared, but he was doubt-
ful what he had better do.

His first impulse was to rush at the

enemy, hitting out right and left,
Coker's methods generally being of the
bull-at-a-gate wvariety. t two mid-

night marauders were rather a handful
for one fellow to tackle—even when that
fellow was Horace Coker of the Fifth
Form. His next thought wus to shout
at the top of his voice, and awaken the
whole House,

His third thought was to grope his
way to the ncarest eleetric light switch
and turn on the light, before he did any-
thing else, This seemed to Coker the
best idea, and he proceeded to earry it
sut. And in the breathless excitement
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of the moment he forgot the boots he
was carrying in his hand, and they
slipped from his grasp.

Crash, crash |

In the dead silence of the night the
impact of the largest boots at Greyfriars
on an oak floor, sounded almost like
thunder,

Coker himself was startled by the
sudden crashing, and he gave a gasp.
His gasp was echoed from the darkness,
ag Dandy Banders and the Ferret spun
round in startled alarm at the noize,

A flash of light from the Ferret's
electric torch picked up Coker at once
and dazzled him with its glare.

He heard a muttered oath,

The next instant Coker was roaring
like the Bull of Bashan,

“Help! Wake up! Burglars!”
The ﬁght was shut off instantly, and
there was a patter of soft footsteps.

Whether the shadowy intruders were

making for him to attack him, or
whether they were run:r.:niug'I ast him to
escape to the stairs, Coker did not know.

Probably the latter was the case, for
with the alarm echoing through the
House, the Dandy must have realised
at once that it was impossible for him
to carry out hisx purpose, and that a
prompt get-away was the pext item on
the programme,

But whether they were coming for
him, or making their escape, was all one
to Horace Coker: he was not the man to
let them do either without all the trouble
he could give them,

He barged forward at omce, and came
into collision in the darkness with an un-
seen form, and grasped it.

“Help!" roared Coker.
Oh erikey "

A crashing blow on the chest sent him
staggering back. He reeled against the
wall, spluttering, and as he reeled, he
heard the sound of footsteps dropping
swiftly down the stairs.

Doors were opening, voices calling,
lights flashing on. Coker’'s stentorian
roar had awakened everybody in the
House except Billy Bunter in the
Bemove dormitory.

Coker staggered and gasped, but only
for a moment, The two unseen men
were running down the stairs, and
Coker, game to the backbone, rushed
after them,

Coker was not a cat, to see in the
dark. No doubt that was the reason
why he missed the edge of the landing
and did the staircase in one!

Bump, bump, bump !

Coker went rolling down, roaring as
he rolled.

That method of descent was disturbing
and painful ; but it had, at least, the
advantage of rapidity. At the foot of
the stairs Coker crashed into a retreat-
ing form.

He clutched at the form frantically,
and then hit out.

“ Ocooogh !

A spluttering gasp answered the blow,
which landed, apparently, on a waist-
coat. There was a horrible, gurgling
sound.

Coker hit out again, but his fist swept
the empty air. A gasping, gurgling man

“Burglars !

was retreating in the dark. oker
heard a voice, in a fierce whisper:
“Quick, you fool I*
A gurgle answered. The Ferret,

winded by Coker's drive, was squirming
away through the gloom after his con-
federate.

Coker picked himself up, and made a
rush, cannoned apainst a wall, and
roared. It was rather reckless to charge
blindly in the dark, but this reflection
oceurred to Coker too late to be of any
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use to him. He hit the wall, roared, and
sat down, still roaring.

Lights were fashing on all over the
House now; voices called and shouted
from every direction,

Above the rest sounded the boom of
Mr. Prout. \

Where the burglars were, Coker did
not know. He sat and clasped his nose
with both hands, with erimson trickling
between his fingers. He had hit the
wall hard, and his nose had taken most
of the shock. It seemed to Coker Lhat
that nose had been driven right through
his head. It hadn't, but it felt like at.

Clasping his hapless nose with both
hands, Coker sat and crooned with
anguish; and in that situation he was
revealed as the lights flashed on and an
gl_mited and amazed crowd surrounded
him,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Doubting Thomases !
1 ALLO, hallo, hallo—""

H “Who the dickens—2

*“What the thump—"'

Bob Che was first oub
of bed in the Remove dormitory. But
s dozen other fellows were up a second
later. Every fellow was awake, but
Bunter, whose deep- snore boomed on
regardless. Harry Wharton dragged
open the dormitory door.

“That's Coker bellowing!” he ex-
claimed. * Coker of the Fi th——"

“Or else an escaped rhinoceros!” said
Skinner, -

“(Coker !” gasped Bob Cherry “DBut
what——"

“Come on!” shouted the Bounder,
snatching a pillow from his bed, and
leading a rush from the dormitory.

A crowd of fellows followed him.

Coker had been missin{ when the
Remove went to bed, but it was
evident that he had returned; there
was no mistaking the bull-like roar that
woke every echo of the House. Coker
was there; and apparently burglars
were there, unless Coker was giving that
wild alarm for nothing. The heroes
of the Remove were quite keen to .ﬁﬂt
on the scene, and they thoughtfully
took their pillows with them, for the
benefit of the burglar.

The whole House seemed to be up.

Fellows of all Forms swarmed out oi
the dormitories; Sixth-Formers crowded
out of the&ir lrmms, masters, in dressing-
gowns and slippers, pop up on every
side, lights nshzﬁ right mg left. A
wildly excited crowd, half-dressed or 1n
pyjamas, swarmed on stairs and in pas-
sages. Mr. Prout’s fruity voice was
heard over the din.

“What is it? Where is he? It was
Coker—Coker, of my Form, who was
shouting! What—what—what—""

:":.‘.'[:rt;lara hha his i i

. at the thump—

“How the dickens—"'

“It's Coker-—"
“But what the jolly old deuce is he
up to?” asked the Bounder.

A buzzing swarm circled round Coker
of the Fifth. \mazed eyves stared ai
him. Form masters glared at ham,
Prout looked at him like a basilisk.
Coker, for the moment, heeded none
of these things. The pain in Coker’s
nose claimed all his attention.

Sitting on the floor, clasping his nose,
Coker moaned.

“Ooooooh 1™

“Coker !” boomed Prout.

“ Mooooooh!” came from Coker, as
if he were understudying an 1
cow. “Moooooh!”
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“Coker! DBoy!Z

“* Wooooooh |

“Why have you alarmed the House!”
boomed Prout. “How did you gan

admittance? What do you mean?
Speak 1"

“ Dooacoh !

Prout, in towering wrath, stooped

over Coker, grasped him by the collar,
and jerked him to his feet.

Coker staggered up. He ceased, at
last, to grasp his injured proboses.
The first agony had abated, though it
was still very painful. His nose, like
Marian’s in the ballad, was red cnd
raw, and it streamed claret. But Coker
remembered the burglars.

“ After them!” he gasped.

“Who—what—whom—""

“The burglars!” gasped Coker.
“They're getting away—two of them!
I gn one of them in the breadbasket
an 3 ]

" What—what 7"

“1 mean in the tummy! I'd have had
him, only I bashed into the wall, and
then e

“Upon my word!"” gasped Prout.

“Coker,”” broke in Mr Quelch’s quiet,
savere voice, “will you explain why
you have eaused all this uproari”

Mr. Quelch’s voice seemed to have
a cutting edge on it. The Remove
master was still feeling the effects of
his handling by “Mr. Jackson ” that
morning, and he was far from pleased
a% being called out of bed by an alarm
in the small hours. He really looked
as if he could have bitten Coker of the
Fifth. Coker stared at him,

“B-burglars!”” he stuttered. *“ Didn't
you hear me say burglars?”

“ Nonsense !” boomed Prout. * Utter
nonsense! You have been frightened
by a shadow in the dark—"

“Me * gasped Coker. “Mae frightened !
I can jolly well tell you I tackled
them, eir, and I'd have had at least one
of them, only I missed my footing and
rolled down the stairs—"

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“8ilence !” boomed Prout. *“This
boy’s absurdities are not a laughing
matter ! How dare you cause this up-
roar, Coker? Explain at once how you
entered the House at this hour of the
night !

“The Sixth Form lobby!® gasped
Coker. *The window was open—it waa
the way they got in——"

“More likely the way Loder of the
Sixth got in!” whispered the Bounder,
and there was a snigger among the
Remavites.

“Nonsense !” boomed Prout. “The
window was carelessly lefy open! Do
you mean to say that you saw burglars
1o the House!”

“1 jolly well did!"” hooted Coker.
“And 1 tell yom I landed one of them

a jolt in the breadbasket and he
gurgled—""

“Ha, ha, hal”

“8ilence! Nonsense! If there were

burglars, where are they?” boomed
Prout, “1 repeat, where are thﬂj"f"

“Gone, by this time, I suppose,” said
Coker. “I1f I hadn’t run into a wall
in the dark and bashed my nose——"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Bilence! Silence! Will wyou be
silent '’ roared Prout. "Wingatrn,
Gwynne, Loder, Walker, will you kindly
make a search—though I have not the
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faintest belief that this stupid boy saw
anything but a shadow "

“Oh, certainly | said Wingate.

“Naow, Coker, explain why you
entered the House surreptitionsly, in-
stead of making your return known!2
boomed Prout.

“l—I didn't want to wake anybody
up, sir,” explained Coker. "I though#
I'd go quietly to my dormitory, sir, and
—and s¢e you in the morning.”

Even Coker had tact enough not té
mention that he considered i1t judicious
to see Prout after Prout had break-

fasted.
Youn should have done

** Absurd !
nothing of the kind. Coker, you ere
You have caused

incorrigibly stupid !
alarm and wakened the whole House by
your crass folly——"

“Well, T like that—"" gasped Coker,
g £ ! ha;{’in’l: butted in, sir, those bur-

glars——
“There were no burglars!” roared

Prout.
“T’'wo of ’em, sir! I fancy
they were after the Head's safe. They

nm&w up the stairs just in front of me
-ﬁ.ﬂ »

“The Head’s safe is not upstairs,
Coker. There 15 nothing to tempt a
burglar on the upper foors. Your
statement i1s absurd.”

“Oh! Perhaps they didn’t know the
way, sir. Anyhow, they were after
something. They must have been—"

“Nonsense! You were frightened by
a shadow——"

“Rot "’ howled Coker.

“What?” gasped Pront.
did you say, Coker?”

(Continued on the néxt page.)
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“J—I mean, you're mistaken, sir——=X
“Go-to your dormitory at-once!
will deal with. you in - the morning,
Coker [.-Your conduct is of a piece wit
your usual unexempled stupidity and
obtuseness. . I-ghall «:take you to your
headmagter in the morning. Go to your

dﬂrmiMrg.”

“Hadn't ‘I' better go after  the
burglars, sir ?.- They may be still in the
HGHEE,?fDl‘ all you know—"

“Jilence !” roared Prout. “Go to
vour dormitory! - Not another word!
Go to your 'dormitory, at once!’’

Potter, of the Fifth slipped his arm
through Coker's and led him away. It
was really’ timhe.-  Perout looked as if
he couyld have kept his majestic hands
off that member of his Form hardly a
moment longer. ; Al s

Coker, burning with indignation,
went., Mr, Quelch's icy glare turned on
a grinning crowd 'of Remiovites.

“What are you boys doing out of
your dormitory?" he demanded.

The heroes of the Remove did not stay
to answer that question.” They vanished
like ghosts at cockerow.

Fellows crowded back to bed, most
of them chucklin%. .

Sixth Form prefects, rooting dutifully
through the House, found no trace of
Coker’'s burglars. They - fully shared
Mr. Prout’s disbelief in the existence of
those burglars. They found thé lobby
window open, but they had oo doubt
that Coker, had left it open. Dandy
Sanders and the Ferret had long been
gone; and they were not likely to be
seen again anywhere near Greyfriars—
that night, at all events. In all the
House, nobody believed in the burglars,
but Horace Coker. :

Prout went back to bed in a state of
toweri wrath, the other masters in
a8 very irritable, mood, the Sixth Form
prefects eniffing with annoyance, and
tha juniors chortling.

In the Fifth Form dormitory the
fellows glared at Coker, and told him
what they thought of him. Not a man
believed in his burglars. Even Potter
and Greene asked him to ring off and
let a fellow go to sleep.

_ Coker turned in, breathing wrath and
indignation. Fortunately, however, he
soon fell asleep, and forgot his wrongs
and grievances, and dreamed that he
was mounted on his motor-bike, doing
500 m.p.h.—a happy dream that
brought a smile to his slumbering face.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Lucky for Coker !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
smiled,

“Poor old Coker ! said Bob
Cherry.

Perhaps it was rather heartless to
smile. Coker's sombre countenance cught
not really to have evoked merriment.
Coker of the Fifth looked as if he would
never smile again.

It was in break the following morn-
ing, and Coker, on his lonely own,
strode to and fro under the elms, frown-
ing. Fellows who glanced at Coker, or
paszed him, smiled—they couldn't help

emiling. The Famous Five wére only
like the rest of Greyfriars in that
respect.

Coker seemed to be taking a fearfully

eerious view of life. The rest of the
school smiled.

It was in vain that Coker, almost with H

tears in his eyes, assured Greyfriars
fellows that there really had been
burglars the night before.
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Nobody believed in his burglars,

In vain he asseverated that he had

landed one of the miscreants in what he'
termed his “breadbasket.” Nobody.
doubted that he had punched a banister
and mistaken it for a burglar.  That he
had made mistakes in the dark. was
evident from the state of "his nose,
Coker's nose was swollen and crimson,
and anything but a thing of beauty. A
fellow who would rush at a.wall when
he fancied he was rushing at a burglar
was capable of punching a banister and
supposing that it was a burglar's
““breadbasket.” . Coker, in fact, was
considered capable of anything.
. Even his bright idea overnight, of
getting into the House quietly without
awakening ahybody, was regarded as
another "sample "of Coker's usual fat-
headedness. If he had done it, it would
have "been all right; but the result bhad
been awakening the whole House, from
the. Bixth to the Second. That, ‘of
course, was to be expected of Coker.

“Poor old Coker!” repeated Bob.
“Paor_old Horace! I hear that the
Fifth have been slanging him right and
left, and everybody else is laughing—
except Prout! Prout's as mad.as a
hatter. Poor old fathead!™

“They say. Prout’s taking him to the
Head,” remarked Frank Nugent.
“Might be a beak’s licking !”

“Well, after waking up the whole
House in the middle of the might—"
grunted Johnny Bull.

“Poor old Coker !” said Harry Whar-
ton. *‘He's fairly asked for it—begged
for it! Coker ought to learn that
there's a limit!"

“My esteemed and ridiculous chums,”
gsaid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who
had a thoughtful expression on his
dusky face, “I am terrifically curious
to know how he came to find the lobby
window open.”

The nabob's comrades looked at him.

““Bome sportsman left it unfastened,
after breaking bounds, of course,” said
Iiob. “Loder or Carne of the Sixth, I
fancy, or Price of the Fifth. Don't we
know their jolly old ways!”

“But they would naturally fasten the
esteemed window sfter getting in, my
ridiculous Bob.”

“Forgot it, of course,” gaid Bob,
“Things happen like that! Inky, you
ass, you don't fancy there’'s anything in
Coker’s burglars, do you—anything but
a shadow that Coker took for a
burglar?”

“There is a_preposterous possibility

that absurd iIntruders were in the
House,” said the nabob. *“You will
rememberfully recollect, my esteemed

and idiotic chums, that yesterday morn-
ing the honoured Quelch was attacked
by a ridiculous intruder who pretended
to be an esteemed reporter.”

The juniors started.

““There’'s no connection—" began
Wharton.

“It is possible, at least,” murmured
the nabob. “That esteemed scoundrel
was interrupted by the ridiculous
Bunter  giving the alarm. Nobody
knows what he wanted here; but he
must have been up to something, Per-
hapsfully he came back in the absurd
small hours of the night—*

“Phew |”

It was a new idea to the chums of
the Remove.
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The strange attack on Mr. Quelch had
remained an impenetrable mystery, im-
'Eomhlg to explain. Cartnm% no one
but the nabob had thought of any pos-
sible connection between that mysterious
episode and Horace Coker’s. burglars.

“My hat!” said Harry Wharton
slowly. “ After all, that merchant must
have been after something, though good-
ness knows what. Whatever it was, he
had to 'chuck it and bolt. He might
have come back at night—"

“Might !” said Johnny Bull.

“The mightfulness is  terrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram BSingh,” “but the
proof of the esteemed pudding is in the
ridiculous' eating ! f some idiotic
breaker of . bounds left that window
unfastened—-——="

“That's.what happened ! said Bob.

“In that case, the absurd Coker is a
ridiculous ass! But if the windew was
opened from outside by an esteemed
cracksman——"

“1t wasn't ™

The nabob smiled.

_“Let me finish my ridiculous observa-
tions,” he suggested. “If the window
was forced, probably there is some trace
left of the ridiculous instrument that
was used——"

“ Like

“Um!” eaid Bob doubtfully.
to look at it 7"

“That is the absurd idea, my idiotic
chum |”

. “Oh, let’'s]” said Nugent. “Nothing
in it, but it won't do any harm.”

The Famous Five walked away to the
window of the SBixth Form lobby. The
door and window were both open now
and Wingate of the Sixth happened to
be there. He stared at the juniors.

“What do you fags want here?” he
asked.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“Inky has an idea that Coker's
burglars may have been the gepuine
article, Wingate; he wants to look at
the window-catch.”

“Young ass!” said the Greyfriars

ca !tam. “Look, if you like, and cut
O n
“The thankfulness is preposterous,

venerable Wingate !” said the nabob
gravely.

He mounted on a chair at the window,
and his keen, dark eyes scanned the
fastening.

It was a common catch, sécuring the
upper sash to the lower when the
window was fastened—impossible, of
course, to reach from outzide,

From without it could only have been
moved by an instrument inserted be-
tween the two sashes, which could have
forced it back. Buch a task was
simplicity itself to a housebreaker; but
it could scarcely have been done with-
out leaving some trace.

A I.flil.il‘.n?u' shot into the nabob’s eyes.

“ My solitary hat !” he ejaculated.

* What's the jolly old verdiet, Inky #*
grinned Bob.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh glanced
down at him.

“The absurd verdict is in favour of
the idiotic Coker,” he answered. *“This
catch has been forced from outside.”

“Wha-a-at?" exclaimed the juniors
all together. :

“What’s that, you young ass?” ejacu-
lated Wingate. !

“Look !* said the mnabob .guietly.
“The scefulness is the believefulness !

The juniors and Wingate jumped to
the window. They scanned the catch
with eager eyes. :

“My hat ! murmured Wingate,

The “sign ™ was not to be mistaken.
On the wood of both sashes showed
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Bump, bump, bump

the foot of the stalrs he crashed into a retreating form,

traces wherc a narrow blade had been
forced up between them. On the metal
catch was a deep, distinct mark, where
the metal had n “nicked ¥ by the
ressure of the instrument that had
orced it open. Only a close examina-
tion would have revealed those traces,
but under a close examination they were
unmistakable.

“My hat !” repeated Wingate blankly.

“Great pip!” said Bob.

The nabob stepped down from the
chair.

“This esteemed window was not left
unfastened by accident last might,” he
said. “It was opened from outside—
some esteemed person eame in before
Coker.™

“Then—then there really was some-
body !” said Johmny Bull. “Let's go
and tell Coker!”

“Good news for olly old Horace!”
said Bob Cherry, with a chuckle, *He
really might have thought of this him-
self—if his brain-box was a golng
concern. Let’s tell him !”

The Famous Five hurried away to
lock for Coker. They found him on his
way to the House. Coker’s gloomy
meditations under the elms had been
interrupted by a message calling him
to his Form master’s study. His rugged
face was more sombre than ever. That
interview with his Form master was not
going to be pleasant. Sitill less pleasant
was the prospect of the interview with
the Head 1o follow. Coker, naturally,
was in no mood to be bothered by fags.
He glared at the chums of the Remove
as they came trotting up, and stalked

on.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hold on,
Coker ! shouted Bob Cherry.

Coker stalked on regardless.

“ Coker—stop——" called out Harry
Wharton.
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Coker stalked inte the House,

“The silly ass!” exclaimed Wharton.
ar Gﬂmﬂ' on 1!!

The juniors ran into the House after
Coker. In Masters’ Passage, Harry
Wharton grabbed him by the sleeve,

“ Coker—stop a minute——""
“You cheeky young ass!” roared
Coker. “Cut off 17

He jerked his arm away, gave the
captain of the Remove a shove, and
stalked on.

The door of Prout's
behind him.

“The howling ass !¥ gasped Wharton,
as he staggered against the wall. *The
—the silly fathead! Serve him right to
leave him to it.™

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Coker ean't help being a born idiot,
old bean,” he said. “ We'd better butt
m before Prout scalps him.”

“ The buttfulness is the proper caper "

“Come on, then,” eaid Harry.

And the juniors hurried down the
passage towards the Fifth Form
master's study. The door was closed;
but Prout’s booming voice could be
heard from within. Prout was going
strong.

“1 shall take you, Coker, to your
headmaster to be dealt with! I feel
that you are beyond me! Such stupidity
—such obtuseness—such unthinking and
irresponsible absurdity—"

Harry Wharton tapped on the door
and opened it,

“ Please, sir—'

Prout, cut short in the full flow of
eloguence, glared round at the five faces
in the doorway. Coker glared, too,
mimmallt;. Coker had no desire for
fags to be on the scene while he was
being slanged by his Form master.
Heedless of glares, Harry Wharton
stepped into the study,

“Wharton! What de you want

study closed

! In his wild dash, Coker missed his footing and went rolling down the stairs, roar
-~ ““ Dooogh ! ” he gasped, clutehing at the Iorm frantieally,
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as he rolled., At

here?” boomed Prout. “How dare you
interrupt me—leave this study at once!”

“ But, sir—"

"Gn !?l

“We've found out——"

I Eﬂﬂ'l.lﬂ'}] lr.l-

“That Coker—*

“ Bilence 1

“That Coker was right, sir.”” Whar-
ton got it oot, undeterred by Prout’s

laring and booming, * It's proved, sir,

at the lobby window was forced open
from ocutside—""

‘ Nonsense ! .

“Wingate knows, sir—"

“What? What?” Prout paused. “Do
you mean to say that Wingate of tho
Sixth—where 18 Wingate ¥’

“ Here, sir,” said a voice in the door-
way, and the Greyiriars captain stepped
in. “l came to tell you, sir, that 1
seems that Coker was rifht in stating
t]'.m.\lt.l the House was forcibly entered last
night.”

EGu-uﬂnen.a gracious !” exclaimed Mr,
Prout. “1lf you really think, Win.
EH':E_H

“There 18 no doubt about 1%, sir, L
think. I am going to report to the
Head, and I am sure he will telephone
to the police.”

“ Bless my soul I”

Harry Wharton & Co. retired from
the seene. They loocked at Coker as they
went, and noted that the sombre cloud
had passed from the rugged face of that
great man, and was replaced by a grin
of satisfaction. Coker of the Fifth was
vindieated at last,

Harry Wharton & Co. gmiled as thoy
went down the passage—leaving the
happy Horace grinning almost from ear
10 ear.

“Wonders,” said Potter of the Fifth,
“will never cease !
(Continued on page 28.)
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CONCLUDING CHAPTERS OF OUR GREAT WAR STORY !

By HEDLEY SCOTT

Y
bk

HOLZMINDEN CAMP.

THE KOMMANDANT
PREVIOUSLY KNOWN TO THE THREE BRITISHERS AS SERGEANT WILKINS, OF 256 SQUADRON.
POSSESSION 15 A SECRET DOCUMENT WHICH HAS BEEN ENTRUSTED TO HIM BY ANOTHER PRISONER.
AND HIS YOUNG COMPANIONS ARE AWAITING AN OPPORTUNITY TO ESCAPE, BRUCE THORBURN, FROM 256
SQUADRON, IS FLYING A CAPTURED GERMAN BOMBING MACHINE TO HOLIMINDEN, DETERMINED TO RESCUE THEM. L
THORBURN, IN THE GUISE OF A GERMAN, DARINGLY LANDS AT BICKENDORF AERODROME, DEMANDS PETROL,
AND I5 MAKING OFF INTO THE AIR AGAIN, WHEN AN OFFICER DENOUNCES HIM AS A BRITISHER.

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.

MAJOR FERRERS LOCKE, RON GLYNN, AND JIM DANIELS, OF 2568 SQUADRON, R.F.C., ARE PRISONERS OF WAR IN
A FAMOUS GERMAN SPY

IS COLONEL VON WOLFSEN,

WHO WAS
IN MAJOR LOCKE'S
WHILE LOCKE

Escape !
T O avoid decapitation by the bomb-

ing machine, the officer threw

himself flat on his face. Un-

fortunately his mouth came into
violent contact with a brick which had
found its way on to the aerodrome, for
when the German officer rose up to his
full height he was minus three perfectly
good teeth.

Gasping and spluttering, he turned to
the mechanics and gave them such a
dressing down as made their ears tingle.

“You dolts! That machine, 1 know
the markings well, was reporied * forecd
down in Englander territory but yester-
night.” My good friend Otto who was
its pilot was taken prisoner. Fools—

idiots! You have helped Englander dog
to escape——"
“ Fnglander, herr hauptman ?"

quavered the senior mechanie. “ Dut he
did say that he was on a private
mission for the All-Highest himself!
Iinglander—— Mein Gott!"”

The German captain shook his fist
furiously in the face of the startled
mechanic.

“Blockhead! Does that not prove my

words? Does that not account for his
haste? Oh, but there will be a pretty
reckoning for this might’s work! Con-
sider yourselves under arrest "

“Ja, herr hauptman !

The terrified mechanies saluted slam-
mingly and marched to the adjacent
guard-room, what time the ciptain with
the bloodstained mouth and the three
missing teeth bustled into his kom-
mandant’s office.

Tue Magner Lisnaer.—No. 1,271.

In less than five minutes six two-seater
(German planes were scorching the
heavens, hot foot after the lumbering
Gotha, now but a fading speck in the
gathering dusk.

And at sight of them Thorburn gave
his newly fuelled engines full throttle,
extended his thumb and fingers to his
nose in typical boyish fashion, and
settled down for a race for lifel

The brilliant searchlight swept the
thick cloak of darkness in a steady,
circular movement. Along its broad,
yellow beam the keen eyes of the sentry
in the look-out tower watched for any
unusual movement.

Holzminden Camp lay still and silent
under the stars.

Close to the high outer wall of massive
brickwork three dim figures flattened
themselves. The enﬂinﬁing beam of
light moved slowly in their direction.

“Down for your lives I”

Mnjor Locke whispered the warning
as the searchlight shifted. In the same
breath, he dropped flat, and his two com-
panions followed suit., For days now
the three prisoners had made plans in
socret for their escape. To-night, with
the sentry whom they had bribed “ look-
ing the other way,” the three had crept
out of their cell. Without trouble they
had gained the outer wall. The search-
light swamped them with its radiance,
lingered a second and passed on.,

“Quickly 1"

With that one word Major Locke took
from beneath his jacket a coiled length
of rope. At one end of it was a
grappling-hook made out of a bar of
twisted iron. Only a hissing noise as
the rope shot out to its full length, and a
plight metallic sound as the grappling-

hook grated across the top of the wall
and weédged into position, disturbed the
silence.

Whispering an impatient command,
Locke urged Jim to essay the climb,
The youngster began to swarm up the
rope like a monkey. In a few seconds
his youthful form was lost to sight as it
merged into the curtain of darkness. A
short jerk of the ml;lﬂ indicated, after
a few moments, that he had reached the
ta]ﬁ of the wall.

on did not wait to be told. He
climbed up the rope with even greater

swiftness than his chum. Then, breath-
ing hard, he jerked the rope, signalling
to Locke to follow.

The major was seated beside the two
chums before they had finished con-
gratulating themselves that the first part
of their daring escape from the prison
was accomplished.

“8o far, so good!” panted Locke,
casing the grappling-hook and reversing
it. “Down you go, Jim, and wait for
us at the bottom.”

Jim got a grip of the rope which
had now been lowe on the outside
of the wall and shinned down it.

Ron f{ollowed. With a backward
glance at the grim outline of the prison
buildings and a watchful eye on the
travelling searchlight beam. the major
lowered himself from the wall and
joined the two youngsters.

“Bravo, major!” exclaimed Jim.
“Won't old Wilkins be in a royal wax
when he learns that we've done the dis-
appearing trick 7

“ Don't count your chickens too soon,”
said Locke. " We've three lines of
barbed wire to get through yet. And
those lines, young 'uns, are charged with
clectrig current,



"Oh 1” The faces of Jim and Ron fell.

“Come on |” ordered Locke. * Follow
me. Keep as close together as pnssible,
or we shall get lost in this darkness.”

“ Hali '™ A sharp rommund. bellowed
out in English, made all three jump.
Next EP{?ﬁtlg a pecket torchlight stabbed
the darkness, blinding them. “1 am
afraid, my friends, you have had all
your trouble for nothing 1"

“\Vilkins 1" gasped Jim involuntarily.

*“Quite correct!” came the snecring
reply. “S8cize thern! Shoot them down
il they attempt to escape !”

From behind their old enemy atepﬁcﬂ
half a doren armed men. As they
entered the narrow beam of light from
the torch their fixed bayonets glittered
menacingly.

“The game’s up,
Locke philosophically.
smiling 1™

oung 'unﬂ.; said
“Take it

“Smiling "’ guffawed Von Wolifsen,
“You doge had better make the most of
it. This time to-morrow you will be
beyond smiling 1™

The armed then closed round their
prisoners, and at a harsh word of com-
mand from Von Wolfsen they began to
tramp towards the main gate of the
prison. With heavy hearis the three
Britishers fell into step. Fate had dealt
them a scurvy blow. Just when success
had secmed assured their old enemy had
turned up hke a bad penny.

How Colonel von Wolfsen had got
wind of their escape none of them, at
that moment, were able to guess,
although' they were soon to be enlight-
ened.

Into the kemmandant’s office the three
were marched, Their armed guards
aurritmnded them with a circle of shining
stecl.

The kommandant surveyed them, with
a grim smile, and then chuckled. Seat-
ing himself at his desk, he rubbed his
large hands as if he were washing them
with invisible soap.

“Ho! My young friends were goin
to leave me without saying good-bye,
he rumbled. “ Now isn't that too bad 1™

The three Britishers eyed their taunt-
ing captor, with set faces. They knew
the penalty of escaping from the prison,
h;..‘u there was no trace of fear in any of
them.

“ Pig-dogs !” snarled Von Wolfsen,
smiting the desk with a massive fst.
“But you shali pay for this night’s
business with your lives! When you
made vour plans in the major’s cell you
di';d! not think that I heard every word,
E F ]

Ron and Jim started, whilst Locke
inwardly censured himself for falling
into the trap.

“You did not know that I put you
three together for a purpose!” sneered
Von Wolfsen. “You did not know
either that a microphone hidden in your
cell told me every detail. Bat you
know now |” He laughed coarsely. “ It
pleased me to let Fuu get as far as the
outer wall But 1 couidn't let you go
:ith.?ut the pleasure of saying good-
ye.

“ Enough of this,” said Major Locke

metly. “ We have tried to escape and
ailed.”

“You have indeed!” gneered Von
Wolfsen. *“0Oh, but you will make a

pretty picture at dawn to-morrow, with
your backs to the wall and a iring-party
eager to give you my farewells.

“ And the sentry you bribed to leave
open your cell door,” continued the
tyrant, “he shall keep you company,
the traitorous dog "

“ At least, you will spare his life,”
said Locke. *The poor wretch did what
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he did out of humanity’s sake. Ile has
a wife and children.”

“He wili not have them by noon to-
morrow |” chuckled Voun Waolisen. * He
has betrayed the Fatherland.
enough of him. In my wercy, I will
spare your lives upon one condition——""

“And that condition?” asked Locke
quietly, knowing in advance what it
would be.

“The document that pig-dog Mortimer
stole from us | said Von Wolfsen slowly
and deliberately.

Ron and Jim showed their amazement
in their faces. They knew of no docu-
ment. They waited for Locke 1o speak.

“ Document !’ queried .the major,
“I'm afraid I don’t undersiand you,
colonel 1"

The kommandant thrust his bullet
head forward and peered at Locke with
bloodshot eyes,

“You don’t understand? Ach! Are
vou sure of what you say?” he hissed.
"“You, major, were alone with Mortimer
when he died. Are you telling me that
he did not confide his seeret in you 1™

“Burely your microphone would have
told vou had he done so,” replied Locke
shrewdly.

The kommandant sat back. He had
listened. in to that concealéd microphone
with eager ears when Colonel Moriuner
had been carried into Locke’s cell. Yet
he had heard nothing of the document.
He bit hus lip.

“"Tis a pity the dog Mortimer did
not take you into his contidence!” he
rasped. “ For it would have saved three
Livesa."

Locke smiled scornfully.

“ | doubt it,” he said steadily. “Once
you had obtained possession of what you
seek 1 don’t think our hives would be
worth any more than they are at this
mowent.”

vou Wolfsen bared his teeth in an
ugly smile,

“So? Well, since you have not the
information I desire we will not wuste
time discussing that possibility. We
will return to the present regrettable
business.”

Ron and Jim stiffened.

“It is my unpleasant duty to tell you
that for attempting to escape from this

prison,”” went on Yon Wolisen, * you

will be shot. You huve till dawn to
make your peace. Take them away [”

The sentries closed round the
prisoners and marched them back to
their cell. Von Wolfsen was taking no
chances this time. Along the stone
corridor outside the cell three sentries
trudged backwards and forwards instead
of the usual one.

“ We've bungled it, boys,” eaid Locke,
pacing up and down the narrow confines
of the cell. " The cunning devil has
played with us.™

““No good moaning, major,” said Jim,
forcing & smile. * After all, when we
came out from England we expected to
end up with a bullet. To-morrow's
business won't be so sporting as falling
a vietim to a Hun pilot, but it's much

the same thing. It's quick and
painless.”

“You've said it, Jim,” smiled Ron
bravely. “There’'s only one snag. I

don't like the idea of departing this life
at the dictates of that treacherous
hou. d Wilkins.”

All three talked freely. They knew
that somewhere in that narrow ecell a
hidden microphone was doubtless relay-
ing every word of their conversation to
the kommandant. But what did it
matter now?

“What did old sausage face mean
about Colonel Mortimer's scoret,
major ¥ _asked Jim at length.

But
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Major Locke did mot reply: He was
thinking, and his face was strained. If
he could be ecertain- that the two
youngsters’ hives would be spared, ho
was prepared so deliver up the document
which the colonel had entrusted to him.
Of his own fate he gave no thought. If
at dawn to-morrow the three of them
faced a firing-party, of what use would
the document be then? It was =a
thousand to one against its secret hiding-
place being. discovered. Most certain
was it that it wounld be buried with his
remains when tha fring-purty had coms-
pleted their feld work. That meant its
usefulness .would be lost to the Allies.
If on the other hand he gave it into the
hands of Von Woll two lives—young
lives—would be spared, perhaps.

It was an unpleasant problem. Duty
to his country, and duty towards the
youngsters whom he had drawn into this
business waged a furious war in his
heart. Yet at the end of an hour's
reflection Major Locke knew that 1t
would be fclly to barter with a man
like Von Wolfsen. He would break his
word for a certainty. Far better for all
to die with the knowledge that Colonel
Mortimer's trust had en faithfully
kept, than give Von Wolfsen the double
satisfaction of killing them &nd obtain-
En%{ the secret docutnent.

aving cowme to this conclusion, Locke
saw that Ron and Jim had fallen asleep.
Stretched on his own trestle bed he
sought sleep in vain. ;

The first rays of dawn were streaking
in at the tiny grille when he closed hia
eyes; but he quickly opened them as a
key grated in the lock of the cell door
and a guttural voice called upon the

isoners to prepare themselves for their

ate.
b

A Daring Plan !

HE lone Gotha winged its way
across the heavens, its twin
engines singing & steady, low-
pitched song.

At the controls Thorburn blinked and
blinked to keep his tired eyes open. All
night long he had flown, and his store
of energy was fast becoming used up.
Only by doubling on his tracks had he
eluded the pursuing squadron from
Bickendorf, and that had added weary
hours to his juumﬁy.

Still, pursuit had been shaken off.

As a matter of faet, it had been re-
ported that the Gotha, piloted the
Britisher spy, had last been seen ead-
ing for the British lines. Which in part
was true. But in that race back to the
lines Thorburn had climbed and climbed
until his altimetre needle Hickered at
twenty-two -thousand feet. At that
altitude he had wheeled again in his
tracks and set a fresh course for
Holzminden. ! |

Thorburn's stock of fuel was running
low again. He knew that he could make
Holzminden. But after that his faté
was on the lap of the gods. :

Now, as the dawn began to glimmer
in the east, he yawned and looked over
the cockpit at the dim expanse of
ground beneath him.

Holzminden, he knew, was roughly a
hundred and ffty miles from Cologne.
By setting & north-east course he was
certain to pass over it soon. Un his
starboard wing he caught sight of the
rooftopa of Cassel, and he knew then
that his journey was nearly completed.

In his mind a daring plan had taken
root. At Holzminden, Wilkins, alias
Wolfsen, was ‘in control. It was
Thorburn's intention to !}Iﬂj up to his
role of & German pilot and seek
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admittance to the prisom itself and its
kommandant. Once in the presence of
the tyrant, Thorburn's plans rested on
the “ persuasion * of the automatic that
nestled in his pocket and Von Wollsen's
desire to live or die,

Thorburn’s disengaged hand closed
rouna the butt of that loaded automatic,
and his pale face set grimly.

The Gotha droned on.

When next Thorburn gazed over the
rockpit cowling he saw the dense wood,
‘adjacent to Holzminden, known as
Solling Wald, and debated whether he
should alight on the plateau in the
centre of it. Second thoughts prompted
him to plane down with the intention
of landing as close to the prison as
conditions permitted.

Thorburn was forgetful now of his
fatigue. The moment — the great
moment- had arrived. As he circled
round the prison, losing height as
rapidly * as the ecumbersome bomber
would allow, his straining eyes cauglit
sight of a small procession wending its
way from the main gates of the prizon,
I'or some reason Thorburn could not
fathom the meaning of that processiou
as he watched with fascinated gaze. To
the very stretch of land upon which* he
reckoned to make his landing the pro-
cession moved, slowly, solemnly.

No more than a thousand feet above
the ground Thorburn saw the glint of
bayonets as the early sun’s rays flickered
upon them. He fancied that the man
riding a charger behind the procession,
a man in a cloak that bellied slightly
to the breeze, glanced up at him; for
the sunlight glittered on the polished
peak of his helmet.

Five hundred feet!

Three hundred feet!

T'we hundred feet |

One hundred |

The blood leapt in Thorburn’s veins,
for he suddenly recognised the meaning
of that solemn procession.

Regardless of the approach of the
Gotha the procession had come to a halt.

Of a party of four men one had been
taken to a spot a few feet in front of
& broken-down brick wall. His eyes
were covered with a bandage. Six
German scldiers, at a command from
the man on the horse, had levelled their
rifles. Came another order, and the
rifles spoke in unison.

Even as Thorburn planed down with
engines shut off, to make his landing, he
saw the bandaged figure collapse in a
gtill, silent heap. He saw something
else—three tattered figures of men he
recognised as Major Locke, Jimn Daniels,
and Ron Glynn,

“Good heavens!” In the tragie
moment of his discovery Thorburn
nearly ecatapulted the Gotha as its land-
ing-wheels touched the uneven surface
of the ground. “Hi!”

The three figures started violently at
the sound of that voice. In incredulous
amazement they watched a leather-clad
pilot swing down out of the machine.
Next moment Colonel von Wolfsen's
harsh voice broke in.

“Line them up!” he bellowed to the
soldiers. “We waste time. Quick
march !”

Jim,. Ron, and Locke straightened up.
Each gave the other a farewell glance,
yet in the heart of each lurked a strange
hope. That voice— It sounded
strangely like Thorburn’s. Surely thes
must be mistaken. How ridiculous Lo
think that Bruce Theorburn could be so
near at hand | But the Cotha The

running figure in the black leather
helmet and Bying-coat—— How could
it be Thorburn 1

With steady. tread the three reached
the bullet-pitted wall and faced about.
A sergeant hurried forward to handaéFe
their eyes, but Locke pushed him aside.

“We are ot afraid, sergeant,”” he
emiled. “As a last favour we beg that
our eyes should be left uncovered.”

“Jal" grunted the sergeant. He won-
dered if his beloved Fatherland would
win the war if all accursed Britishers
were a3 plucky as these three. * As you
wish'll

He rejoined the firing-party.

The kommandant, on his charger, bel-
lowed a command. Six rifles were
raised and sighted. 8ix stolid Germans
concentrated on their human targets—
two skilled marksmen to each prisoner—
awaiting the order to fire.

But it never came '

Instead, the running figure of the
flying officer in the black leather coat

panted alongside  the impatient
kommandant, )
“8top!” Thorburn’s command in

harsh, guttural German made Colonel
von Wolfsen turn and stare—arrested the
order to the firing-party that trembled
on his lips.

His face creased into an ugly mould
as he gazed at the helmeted and goggled
figure before him.

“Ach! What do you mean by this
intrusion 1" he exploded, noting the
junior rank of the newcomer. *“How
dare you interrupt the Colonel von
Wolfsen I"’ .

For answer Thorburn snapped out his
automatic and dug it into the ribs of
his old enemy.

“Give that order to fire, you
treacherous dog,”” he grated, “and it
will be the last you ever utter in this
world "

Von Wolfsen’s eyes nearly bulged out
of his bullet-head. He recognised the
voice of the newcomer, though by reason
of the flying-helmet and the lowered

gogeles he had failed to relf:ﬂm its

owner at first glance. Now ew !
% “You!” he gasped. *You—Thor-
urn !*?

“The same!"” snapped back Bruce,
digging the blue-nosed automatie into
the tyrant’s ribs. *And I mean busi-

ness, you treacherous cur! d your
ﬁring-]_:nart.jr away at once—or I'll
ghoot 1"

There was no mistaking the earnest-
ness in Thorburn's voice. For a second
Von Wolfsen weighed up the chances.
His hands were on the reins of his horse,
his own automatic was a dozen inches
away. His men But they were
helpless, he told himself, to give any aid
in a tight corner like this

“Ach!” He swore roundly, luridly.

“Give that order,”” threatened Thor-
burn, “before [ eount three!l One,
two—""

Gulping down his rage, Von Wolfsen
ealled vupon the firing-party to lower
their rifles.

Wonderingly, the machinna- made
soldiers cheyed. None of them knew,
not even the sergeant. that the German
filying officer—as they thought—held the
fate of their kommandant in his hands.

“8end them away !" hissed Thorburn,
“At once!”

Reluctantly—very  reluctantly—Veon
Wolfsen dismissed the squad, telling the

sergeant to march them back to
barracks.
“And the prisoners?’ asked the
sergeant.
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“They etay where they arel”
prempted Thorburn.,

Wondering more than ever, the ser-
ecant collected his men, formed: them
into two ranks, and marched them off.
It said much tor German discipline that
out of the firing-party not one man
turned his head as he marched away

from that grim placo of execution,

Had he done so he would have seen
the flying officer pluck the automatio
from the komimandant's holster; would
have seen that great and august indi-
vidual dizsmount from his horse and
raise his hands above his head,

Furthermore, he would have seen the
three tattered Britishers race away from
the low brick wall in response to a sub-
dued call in English.

“Thorburn1” Major Locke’s amaze-
ment knew no bounds. * How, in the
name of all that's wondesfu 4

- Bruce—"" yelled Jim and Ron
excitedly,

But this was no time for sentimental
greetings.

Thorburn kept a ecol head, and his
steady hand gripped more tightly the
automatic that had saved his chums
from execution.

“It will keep,” he said. *Meantime,
we've got to make ourselves scarce.
Hop it for the bus! You, too,
Wilkins I he added. *“Oh, yes, you're
coming with us!"

The kommandant snarled. His face
was livid .with rage. F'or a moment it
looked as if he would make a belt for it.
His courage failed him, however. The
menace of the automatic was too much

for him,
“You win!" Reluctantly Wilkina
gasped the words. “ You cunning brat,

you've got the whip-hand ("

Sullenly he strode towards the waiting
Gotha, The engines were ticking over.
In the kommandant's treacherous heart
lurked a hope that he would win out of
this helpless situation yet. Holzminden
was hundreds of miles from the Allied
lines. Perhaps hLis chance would come
to turn the tables,

Those cherished hopes were doomed
to early disappointment. Once the
Gotha was reached, Thorburn kept their
old enemy covered whilst Locke
ﬁethudmallr and painstakingly bound

im.
 Unceremoniously Wilkins was bundled
into the roomy plane, and the Britishers
piled in after him. The engines roared
out their full-throttle challenge, and the
Gotha swung away intc the air.
homeward journey had begun.

While Thorburn explained to his ex-
cited chums what had happened since
the memorable occasion of the riajor's
capture the Gotha roared its way south-

west, eating up the miles at the rate of
120 an hour.

“Juice is runnin
noting the low leve
gauge,

Thorburn smiled.

“Don’t worry. What's been done onca
can be done again. With luck we shall
make an aerodrome, but’ it won't be
Bickendorf this time.”'

His chums laughed boyishly.  Only
Major Locke remained grave. He knew
they were a long, long way from being
out of the wood. By this time the
anbsence of the kommanaant would have
been reported. The news of the arrival
of a CGotha, and its sudden departure
would be humming over the telephone-
wires to German headquurters. The
missing prisoners——

out,” said Jim,
registered in the
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Not by a long way were the heroes of
256 Squadron safe. The major said
nothing, however, contenting himself
with keeping a very watchiul eye on
Yon WrﬂIE;EIl, and leaving the pﬂuting
of the plane to Jim, Ron, and Bruce.
Turn and turn about these three took at
the controls.

“We've pot to come down now, old
scouts,” said Thorburn at length.
“There's not a penn'orth of juice left.”

But he was quite cheery. Long before,
he had spotted the outlines of hangars;
and hangars meant aeroplanes, and
acroplanes meant the presence of fuel.

“We shall have to make use of old
Wilkins,"” said Thorburn. “Cut him
loose, major. Don’t forget he's a colonel
—and our dear old friends the sausage-
eaters Jump when a colonel bellows at
'em. Wilkins, bless his little -heart, is
going to bellow for benzine.”’

“I'll see you hanged first "' growled
Von Wolfsen, alias Wilkins. “I'll—"

“¥You'll do as you're told, old fruit,”
chuckled Thorburn, “or you'll get an
ounce of lead in your ugly carcases!”

Locke smiled grimly. In Wilkins'
EIMB he would have preferred the
ullet, and he wondered uneasily
whether this mad attempt at escape
would succeed. Nevertheless, he was
quite content to leave the management
of it to Thorburn, who so far had
proved more than worthy of it.

The Gotha planed down.

Little sign of life showed on the
aerodrome, As the landing-wheels
scraped along the overgrown grass a
single mechanic in overalls came tearing
out to meet it,

Wilkins was hauled to his feet.
bonds were cut,
clear.

* Ask him for benzine !” snapped Thor-
burn. “ Tell him who you are: tell him
to look slippy. If we're going west on
this show, old bean, you are comin
with us. Get that? One false word—
understand German, remember—and
your number's up "'

Wilkins—we will eall him that from
now on—licked his dry lips. Like all
bullies, he was a coward at heart. For
a moment he hesitated, as the mechanie,
seeing his high rank, slammed a terrifio
palute; but a prod from Thorburn’s
automatic stuck in the small of his back
and hidden from the view of the
mechanie, set him talking.

His
His instructions were

“Benzine!” he snarled. * At once!
Our tanks are empty !”’

“Ja, Herr Kolonel!"” replied the
mechanie. “It 1s fortunate, your

Iixcellency, that the benzine-bins have
not been taken away.”

“What do you mean?” demanded
Wilkins, a faint hope plucking at his
heart.

“The authorities shifted this drome
but yesterday, Herr Kolonel,”” camo the
reply. “The officers and the planes
have gone. I alone am left in charge.
It is fortunate, as I have said, that the
benzine-bins have not been taken away
vet. I hurry to fill your tanks, Herr
Kolonel. I hurry!”

He wheeled and set off at the double
for the nearest shed. In five minutes—
five minutes which seemed like so many
hours—he returned, dragging a large
bin mounted on a wheeled chassis
behind him.

“Hurry !"” barked Thorburn, in Ger-
man. “Son of a dog, stir yourself |”

The mechanic fitted the nozzle of the
pump intoe the Gotha's tank.

“Ja, Herr Hauptman !” he gasped.
Ll | hUTr}" 122 :

From afar came the piercing shriek of
a telephone bell—a sound that gave
Wilkins a fresh lease of hope. Instine-

tively he knew that headquarters had
got wind of the Gotha's progress, and
were striving to intercept it.

Major Locke knew what that insistent
telephone bell meant, too. But he said
nothing. The whole escape was such a
mad-brained, boyish affair that, with all
his years of experience, he found him-
self unable to understand it, or guide
its destinies. Luck, he Lknew, plays a
vastly important part in life. And
assuredly Luck with a capital initial
letter had befriended them up to now.

For ten minutes the perspiring
mechanic pumped the benzine into the
Gotha’s tanks. Then, as the giant
machine prepared to take off he found
himself looking at an English shilling,
which Thorburn tossed to him at
parting.

“A souvenir!” he roared, above the
thunderous note of the engines. “ Fare-
well, and many thanks !”

Once again the Gotha roared into the
air. Once again Wilkins was dumped
on the Hoor of the machine, mﬁe]y
bound.

“Twenty of them! And they're after
us!” It was Jim’s voice that upset the
cheerfulness of his chums an hour later.
“Good lord! Give her full throttle,
Ron I

Ron, who was now at the controls,
needed no second bidding. He knew
what “twenty of them * meant, just as
well as Major Locke and T horburn, who
saw with their own eyes twenty single-
seater German scouts winging towards
them from the west.

Reckless now, the Gotha was sent
scurrying through the air as fast as her
engines would take her.

From behind her tail came the stac-
cato humming of synchronised guns.

“They're wasting ammunition,” said
Major Locke., “ We're well out of
range.”

The Gotha droned on.

Then from the south another score of
German planes began to take shape.
Five minutes later a fight of Fokker
triplanes hummed up from the east.

“We're for it, boys!” said Thorburn
grimly. *“Still, it's been a rare show,
and we've had our share of luck. Won-
der what Wilkins thinks about it?”

What Wilkins thought about it was
shown in his snarling face. =

“Poor old Wilky!” chuckled Jim.
“He seems doomed to come to a sticky
end, anyway.”

Rat-a-tat-tat-tat !

The German machine-guns were sling-
ing a hail of lead across the heavens.
At all costs the Gotha plane had to be
turned back or forced down.

HURRAH!

It's great! It's grand!!

Next week's Magnet will contain the opening chapters
of a stunning senal story by

FRANK RICHARDS.

This famous author, with whose grand stories of
Greyfriars you are familiar, has written a special yarn
of the South Seas entitled :

“THE ISLAND TRADERS!”

Meet Bob, Billy & Co., and be thrilled.
Don't forget they appear in
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But the Gotha showed defiance. In
the spacious fuselage was & machine-gun
that protected the under side of the
plane. In the rear cockpit was a
double-barrelled machine-gun capable of
great executicn.

Major Locke and Jim spaedilg
possession of these weapons, an
them to great effect.

Meantime, Ron and Thorburn re-
mained at the controls.

It was a running fight for the next
half an hour, during which time Wilkins
cursed and atruﬁglad. and struggled and
cursed. His bonds allowed him but
scant movement ; he tried desperately to
rid himself of them whilst his captors’
attention was elsewhere, but failed.

Bullets whanged into the Hying
Gotha, puncturing it with as many holes
as a sieve contains, but still it forged
on, each mile bringing it nearer and
nearer to the front line,

Rat-a-tat-tat-tat !

A burst of bullets swept across the
fuselage.

Major Locke winced, and knew that
he had been hit. Wilkins groaned, for
lead Irom his own countrymen had
found him in a vital spot.

Thorburn reeled unsteadily, and
clapped & hand to his middle. Next
second he had sunk into unconsciousness.
Jim felt his machine- smashed ou:
of his hand, and his face became blotted
out in a thick, warm stream of crimson.
Limply he sank down to the floor of the
cockpit, his finger still compressing the
trigger on the ruined gun.

Only Ron at the controls escaped that
devastating burst. He banked as
steeply as he could, put the Gotha into
a dive that threatened to pull the struts
apart, and opened out his throttle.

At close on two hundred miles an
hour the giant bomber rushed earth-
wards. In that wild descent Ron saw a
flight of British Camels coming up,
hand over fist, towards him.

And those Camels saved the day!

Tha;r belonged to the celebrated
Baldy's Angels squadron, and, as air
bghters, they were second to none,

What it was all about the Angels’
leader did not know. He saw the skies
ablaze with German planes, shooting at
a crippled Gotha bomber carrying the
black cross of Germany. That was
enough for him, In a screaming, roar-
ing dive he led his squadron into the
attack, and, in that first destructive
rush, five black-cross machines went
spinning earthwards like faming
torches.

took
used

Ron whooped aloud in relief.

It's wonderful ! !!
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The Gutha thuundered on. Ten miles
alwead lay safety 1n a stretoh of eountry
just behind the firing line. 1f Le could
muake 1t, all would be well.

Rat-a-tat-tat-tat !

A phinging Fokker bore down on the
1ail of the Gotha, and rm[-tlul fifty bul-
lets into an unresisting “targel. Loug
bofore that burst of lead had died away
the Gotha was a raging furnace,

Ron closed” lits eves. Of all things,
fire in the air was the one real dread
of any pﬂn’r no matier Imu COUTAECONS
by e, Thoen, alinost 1 despair, the
voungsior Hm-'.llml his cumbersome plane
into a Hir{i‘-hliy. keeping the roaring
flames away from its human cargo by
venson of the wind pressure, and hoped
for the bost.

It was a matter of seeonds ondy after
that that the Gotha buried its nose in a
shell-patted waste of land, with a erash
which eould be heard for a guarter of
a nile distant, turned turtle, and blazed
away in a holocaust of Aame and smoke,

Ron felt himsolf flung clear and knew
no more, save that he heard tho sound
af FEnghishi voiees, and zaw & number
of khaki-clad figures rush towards the
blazing plane,

“Boys, were proud of vou!™

A lighly placed general of the British
Forees smiled down on the bandaged
heads of Rou, Jim and Bruaee,

The three voungsters ercased their
Faces into_grins, wineed at the pain il
sEave  them, aud blinked oul a: the
sympatlietic nurse who stood ncear by,

The sceno was a hospital al the base.

The Abree  beds  containing | the
voungsters of 256 Squadron were zullgr-d
nextd-to each other. In a fonrth Major
Foocke, lus lngs e plaster, his arm in a
sling, smiled, {oo,

In the far gorner of the ward, et off
Lv a screen, eould be heavd the faint
moauning of 4 man in pain.

“1 shadl have the pleasure in recom
mending yon for a suitable recognition
of vour services,” continued the general,
Lifore he [1:1«'.-1-l| e, for the informa-
tion vou have brouglit back from 1lolz-
minden 15 of 1hie highest importance,™

“What's bhe talking aboul 7  whis-
pered Thorburn,

“Blossed if 1 know !™
YAl we've broungli
viindden, as far as
erocka, Nurse
last the day.”

The general had mwoved on. stopping
for a momepd only to sav o few clievry
words 1o ATajor Locke.

relurned Jam,
bhack fromm Holz-
I can =¢, 12 four
reckons Wilkins won®t
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“Major,” called out .Tim, when the
general had departed, “what was the
old brass hat gassing about? What's
this talk about information we brought
back "

Locke smiled.

“Colonel Mortimer's document,” he
sald slowly. “The poor chap gave it to
me Just before he died, Headquarters
have gone rather potty about it; but
there's no gainsaying tho faet that it is
useful, and will undoubtedly do the
Allies a bit of good.”

Whereupon 'Iw had to explain the
nature of that document, and how it
had come into his possession.  From
that the conversation turned to Wilkins,

“He won't see another day,” saul
Locke quietly. “ The fellow got a bullet
in his stomach, and by the time those
plucky Tommies pulled us out of the
plane he was badly burnt as well.”

“Lucky for us the Tommics were
about,” smiled,Bruoe,

Locke nodded.

“You're right. And but for the fact
that the British had advanceed a mile
or two we should have Iwen in CGer-
man hands again. 1I—"

II{‘ ]'ll'[hl-ti" l_llf s il ]l"l'-'l-'.

groan camo
from the sercencd-off lwal.

Then fol-

}u;i;n-ll a silenee that could almost be
vlt.

The chums saw the nurse and the
doctor come away from the bed with
ot fapes,

“Toor old Wilkins!" said Locke
softly. “He's gone !

said Thor-
whal e did he did

“He wasn™t a bad fellow.”
burn. “ After all,
for his countiry”™

Jim and Ron nodded.

“ T his place 1 expect we should have
done the same,” whigpered Jim.

There waz a two minutes’ silenee, in
which the whola panorama of their life
in the Roval ]*hmg Corps flitted before
their eyes.  Then hm]dl-nh the sileger

was shaitered by an ‘explosion . that
rocked the ]lmpltul to 114 oundations.
“Jerry iz dropping his bombs!’

vawned Ron, settling himsclf between
the sheets. ”’]lw blighters never will
lot & chap sleep 17

Again and ngam the. might mir was
made hideous by, the violent explosions
of a German bomber dropping ita cargo
of death and destenetion.

War 12 war!

THE EXI.

(Now xtand by for
Traders!" —a  gparkling
aelventnre tn Souwlhern Seas by
furowrite author, ¥FRANK
It startz XEXT WEEK!)
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(Continued from page 23.)

“They never will!” agreed Greene,

Coker's friends woere surprised. l!ﬂﬁ.
for once, had not, after all, acted Itke
a howling ass and a born idiot. So it
was no wonder that his friends, who
knew him so well, were surprised.

Everybody, -in fact, was surprised;
and some still doubted, till Inspector
Grimes was scen examining that lobby
window ; afier which none conld doubt.

Prout’s voice was heard booming in
the Clommon-room that dayv.

“A boy of my Form !I"" gaid 1’rout, not
once, but many times, “a boy of my
Form—by a happy combination of glnmi

fortune and presence of 1und, un-
doubtedly prevented a burglary here
last night! A boy of my J:"urm. ST
Fifth Formn boy—Coker, sir, of my
Form——"

I'voul secemed {o have considerably

changed hi: opinion of that boy of his
Form! ;

Coker, of course, was pluased. In Lis
happy bﬂi‘l‘ﬁf&t‘hl}li he guite iﬂrgut. that
his vindication” was due to so inkignili-
cant u pemson as o junior in the Re-
move. - Cokerwearried his head high that
day; and indeed seemed to be imita-
1||1p,, the classical gentleman who' “whs
liko to strike the stars with his sitblime

head ! Coker felt !Lhat he w :rh the gmds
the genuine 'goods, - and was ot
Coker’s way . to’ lenve - H[I}‘hﬂll‘l 1

ignorance of ﬂmt fu{'l:

Coker was uuiﬁralf-d but otherwize
the strange a.,ﬂmr [nmmmd p mystery.
Ho far, at It-ﬂ st,"viot 'a 1pan at’ rm'ﬁ:mu
had evehh a - remotg ml.]l.ug of “ the

reeret of 1|u_- “study.
THE EMI).

(Mind yon vead the siquel 1o this fin
story fir west week's Magser!  It's
cutitted = “Alidden Plander ™ apd 11 s
,"'-rH‘ fen y‘urnf to. he weigaed )
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