TWO0 MORE FREE MOTOR-GAR BADGES THIS WEEK, CHUMS

Mo, 1,006, Vel, XXXY¥, Work Ending Febwruary 16th, 1026.

HELD UP BY BANDITS!

(A thwitlling incident frem the grand story of schoolbioy adrenture, fraturing Havry Wharton & Co.
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WHARTON & CO. IN AMERICA!

Harry Wharton &
hustle and bustle—even bandits
But even bandits, behind loaded

N THE FIRST CHAPTER.
“ Halt! ™
ILLY BUNTER opened his OVeE,
B tet his spectacles straight on his
fat little nose, yawned portent-
ously, and blinked round him.
“1 say, you fellows, where are we
: pow ™ he mquired,
- " On the rain," answered Dob Cherry,
ol “Oh, really, Cherry 1"
- {:-.'f:f Bunter knew that he wis on Wie train.
- " Its bumping had awakenod bim from his
Z . G uiternoon’s nap,
Uﬁ / Harry Wharton & Co. had been long

/g on the train. It was a wonderful exper-
ence to cover three thousand miles in a
train. But long before the three-
thousandth mile was anywhere near,
they were rather tired of the train,

City after city, State after State, had
rished by them; and they had bardly
left the ears since Chicago had dropped
behind,  And they wondered more and
more why Mr. Hiram XK. Fizh was
taking them across the United States at
}-|1r'h 'h!,ll.?l:‘i.l.

"I mean, where are we, vou ass?”
sard Bunter. " Have we got to Vexas
yet?"

The jumiors grioned.

(i » journcy across the Continent
from New York to RBan Franeisco,
nobody but Bunter would have expected
to arrive 1n Texas,

But Bunter's idea of geography was
weird and wonderfal,

“We've passed Texas, fathead,” said
Iiil}]‘.

“Youn might have pointed it out to
me, " suid Bunter reproachfully,

“ You wouldn't have seen it, old chap,
even with your specs—it was abont four
hundred miles south of the railread.”

“Well, where are we now?” grunted
Bunter, blinking out of the window at
a hilly country. *“Is this Mexico "

"ﬂg. my hat! Mexico's farther sonth
than Texas, you ass, Do you expect to
find all America strung along the rail-
way line "
| “Well, we're somewhere. I suppose ™
' grunted the Owl of the Remove. * 1
suppose this is Arizona? We've passed
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Co. have certainly found America a land

of

put in their fair share of work.
firearms, get very
out of the doughty chums of Greyfriars!

little change

the Rocky Mountains, and T know thae
Arizona is west of the Rockies. ™

“82 is Henoluly,” remarked Johnny
Bull, “and Japan, and Iudia! And
England, if you keep on far enough.”

1 say, Fishy, where are we now "
demanded Bunter, turning his big spee-
tucles on Fisher T. Fich, "lgu- this
Arizonn or Florida ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"™

Fisher T, ¥isli snorted,

" You pesky moss-head 1 said Fishy.
"1 guess you make me tired. Do you
fignre that Florida
Rockies ™

“Ism't it?" asked Bunter.

“Naope, vou jay! Nope, you moss-
head! Nope, you mugw ump! Nope,
you locoed gink |

“We're in Nevada now, Bunter,” said
Harry Wharion, laughing: Fisher °T.
Fish being too disgusted by Bunter's
ignoranice of the great United States
ta take the trouble to enlighten him.

"Nevada!" repeated Bunter. **Nover
heard of it

18 west of the

“Never heard aof it!" repeated
Fisher T, Fish. “ And von reckon that
vou larn geography and things at

Greyfriars!  Never heard of Nevada!
Waal, carry me home to die !™

“Last  stop before California 1"
grinned Bob Cherry. *“We shall be
t'lilnhiﬂj}' the Sierra Nevada presently;
and——"

“What's that*" asked Bunter,

“Mountains, ass! ‘l'o-morrow W
shall be in California, when we've
crossed the sierrans——"

“What do they call them sierras for, .

if they're mountaing*” demanded Bun.
ter. 1 thought the Americans spoke
English—a kind of English, at least.”
“This used to be a SBpanish conntry,
and they've left some
behind,” explained Bob. “It was all
part of Mexico once. There was a War,
and the United Siates bagged it. Tsn't
that right, Fishy 7 i ¥
“Yep! I a8 wo whipped the Mexi-
cans out of their boots,” said Fisher T,
Fish. “Just like we did the Germans,. ™
“Like you whatted " cjaculated Bob.
“Han, ha, ha!”
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The Greyicinrs juniors chortled, and
Fisher T. Fish frowned,

“We live and learn,” remarked Frank
Nugent, '

“The learnfulness i3 terrific,” ob-
served Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Hallo. hallo, halle! The train's
slowing down ! execlaimed Bob Chérry.
“1I don't see any station "

" Depot 1" snapped Rjsher T, Fish,

“My mistake—I mean depot | I guess
and reckon I don't see any depot around,
but these cars sure are slowing down
some |” grinned DBob. *“Got it right
that time, Fishy."

The conductor came in at the door at
one end of the long car, huiried through,
and disappeared by the door at the
other end.

Two or three passengers ealled to him,
but the man hurcried out without speak-

1ng.

g[nst of the passengers were on their
feet now, staring from the windows.

“Something's up!" said  Vernon-
Bmith,

“The upfulness is terrific.”

“1 say, vou fellows &

“They're jamming on the brakes,”
said Harry Wharton. * Something on
the line, perhaps.”

“Herd of buffaloes, perhaps,” sug-
gested Bunter. "I've read somewhere
of American trains being stopped by
herds of buffaloes erossing the line,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"You pesky moss-head,” gasped
Fislier T. Fish. “Do veu reckon that
there are herds of buffaloes wandering

over the Yew-nited States in these
days 7"

“Aren't there®" asked Dunter cliecr-
Fully,

“OF all the dog-goned gecks "

“It's not buffaloes,” wsaid Harry

Wharton, laughing, *“ But there's some-
thing on the line. We're stopping.”

“There's no station in sig![tt,” said
Lord Mauleverer,

“1 guess there's no depot for miles,”
said Fisher T. Fish. “We ain't stop-
ping at a depot. Iere, brakie, what's
the trouble®”

The brakeman hurried through the
Car.

“Keep your seats!” he ealled out, and
disappearcd.

There was a buzz of excited voices in
the long car. Thirty or more passengers
were on their feet now, staring from the
windows at the ranges of low hills and
scrub that surrounded the train. Mr.
Hiram K, Fish came along from the
smoking-car, and stopped by the juniors'
seats. They all looked at him inguir-
ingly.

“What's up, popper?” asked Fisher
T, Fish, -

n

OFF TO HOLLYWOOD!

A e,

I“”i"t'ﬂu can search me!"” answered Mr.
15k,

“1 say, you fellows, is it a hold-up?"
asked Bunter. “1've heard of American
trains bemng held up by bandits!” °

“"You've heard of a lot of things about
the Yew-nited States, haven’t wout”
snapped Fisher T. Fish,

Mr. Fish smiled.

“Don’t worry about a hold-up,” he
sald. "1 guess there ain’t any gu.udlts
holding up a train on the Pacific Rail-
road. No, siree!"

“Are bandits as of date

O s

+buffaloes?” asked Nugent.

“Hure!"

Dang! Dang! Dang!

Three loud rifle-shots rang out, and
there was a crashing of broken glass,
and a vell of alarm the whole length of
the train,

Mr. Iish jumped.

DBab Cherry whistled,

“That dbesn't sound as if bandits are
quite out of date on American rail-
roads,” he remarked.

“Great snakes!™ ejaculated TFisher T.
I'izh,

Bang ! bang!

Smac<h !

It was a Lold-up !

. I,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Hold-Up!

ARRY WHARTON &
H muﬁght their breath.
There was no doubt about it
—the westward-bound train was
“held up "-—stcrlmpﬁd by bandits!

[t thrilled the Greyfriars juniors.
The thrill. cortainly, was not quite a
pleasant one. A railroad hold-up, with
buliets Aving and train windows smash-
ing, men shouting and women screamn-
ing, was an adventure more agreeable
to read about than to experience. The
Emmr:— felt their hearts thumping: even

ord Mauleverer took the trouble to
detach himsell from his seat, and (o
ejaculate : “Good gad!”

But his lordship did not look in the
least scared: neither did the Bounder
or the Famous Five. TFisher T. Fish
looked much more serious than they did
—and he ducked his head at each bang,
though the hullets flew mowhere near
the car in which the juniors wero stand-

O,

ing. Billy Bunter gave a squeak of
terror.
“Yarooh! 1 say, vou fellows——"

“Shut up, Bunter !

“Help '’ yelled Bunter.

“8hut up!” roared Bob Cherryv.
“Yow-ow-ow! Help!”

Bunter bounced out of his seat, and
made a frantic E_ﬂ'nrt to {:rnw_! under-

neath it

P

American railroad scals were not
planned to afford cover for travellers
with the circumference of William
George Bunter. His head disappeared
but the rest of him remained in full
view; and considering him favourably
laced for an aghpﬁcatim\ of boot-
eather, Bob Cherry planted Lis boot
upon the rest of him.

There was a fearftdl vell from Bunter,

“Yooop! Keep off! [ haven't any
money !  Nothing at all! Keep off!
HHIEIE Police | ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 guess it’s railroad bandits,” said
Hiram K. Fish. “Gosh' Who'd have

figured on that! Gee-whiz!” Mr. Fish
hurriedly jerked his “ roll " from his
ocket, and slipped it under a coat that
ayv loose on a seat. “ Keep vour heads,
vou lads; they won't hurt you if you
don't kick up a fuss, ] guess it's only
dollars they want, not blood!"

“1 sav, vou fellows! Keep em off "
“Shut up!” roared Johnny Bull
“You fat villain, ain't you jolly well

"Tue Msgxer Lisrany,—No. 1,096,
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ashamed of yourselfl Why, Fishy's
ehowing more pluck than you.”

“Yaroooh !

Bunter was not bothering about pluck.
He was deeply concerned for the safety
of his fat person, That, at the moment,
was the only matter of real importance
within the limits of the wide universe.

The juniors looked out,
wintry sunlight that glimmered on hills
and scrubby patches of wood. The
hold-up was taking place in one of the
loneliest stretches of the railroad in the
State of Nevada—a state which
itself upon being & hundred-per-cent
modern and progressive, but is still in
gsome respects “ wild and woolly.”

Under a group of trees at a little
distance from the track, a hooded black
motor-car was halted, which evidently
belenged to the bandits. It was not, as
in the wild old days, a bunch of [fiery
horsemen in Stetson hats, who were
attacking the train. The men they
could see along the track did not wear
SBtietson hats, or bandoliers, or guns
slung in holsters. 'They wore Derby
hats, as the Americans call bowlers, and
common store clothes: and the only
genuine " bandit ¥ touch was the black
matk drawn across each rascally face,

The train had been halted by a tree-
trunk that was felled across the line.
The engine driver had bhad to stop or
rush to collision and destruction.

Immediately the train had halted, a
numnber of the bandits bad swung them-
selves aboard.

Along the track, five or six of them
could be seen, and several were firing
their ~riflea; only, 1t was evident, to
“rattle ¥ the passengers, and not wilh
the intention of taking life.

That the bandits would take life if
they were resisted, however, was quite
assured.

Already, in a few moments, three or
four of them were surrounding the
express car; and the messenger in
charge of it was standing with his hands
held high above his head.

“I guess they're after the loot in the
expresa car!” said a passenger near
the juniors, a travelling *“drummer ”
with a fat, shiny face and a goatce
beard, “ Maybe they won't worry us
ﬂ.l]}h" i
“1 guess they're after all they can
get their paws on !” grunted Mr. Hiram
K. Fis=h.

The drummer reached to his hip
pocket and drew out a .Colt revolver.
There was a very warlike expression on
his fat face,

'_'é.['hoy.r ain't going through me!” he
BH L.

" For cat's sake, put that thing away s
exclaimed Mr. Fish, in alarm,  “If
they see & gun in the car, they'll shoot
for sure.™

The commercial traveller shook his
hLead.

“I gol my samples along,” he raid.
“They ain't freezing on to my samples,
siree! You hear me talk I”

“T'1l tell the world!™ exclaimed Mr.
Fish. “Put it away! I guess they'll
riddle the car if they see a gun.”

“Look here, that's rot!” exclaimed
the Bounder. " We fnlgr well ought to
put ué: a fight! on't see being
robbed.”

“Can 11" snapped Mr. Fish. "Are
you going to put up your umbrella agin
their shooting-irons, you  young jay. Lot
a quick-firer about you? '

I don't see giving in to a pang of

thieves,” wled the Bounder. “ We
can keep them out of the car, There's
enough her

“Forget it 1” snapped Mr. Fish.
“Let 'em put a nose inte the car,”
Tue Maoser Lirary.—No. 1,006,

prides

said the fat drummer, flourishing his
Colt. “Let 'em! 1 guess I'll let day-
hght through "em |

The door at the end of the car was
flung suddenly open,

In the doorway, a man in check
clothes, a Derby hat, and a black mask,
appeared, with a big revolver in his

n

into the hand

That revolver was at a level, looking
along the aisle down the car, and seem-
ing to every passenger present tosbe
aimed at him persona ly.

“Hands up !

The words were rapped out sharply by

the bandit,

The juniors glanced quickly at the
fat drummer. Now was his chance to
let daylight through the nose that had
been put into the car. They were not
wholly surprised to hear the Colt drop
Lheavily to the floor, and to see the
drummer's hands go up over his head
as quickly as anybody else’s. A bandit
in hand, so to speak, was more serious
than any number of bandits in the
bush; and at sight of the mask and the
levelled revolver, the drummer thought
better of it with remarkable celerity.

All hands i1n the long car were lifted
into the air,

The Bounder hesiiated, angry and
obstinate; but it was obviously folly te
draw the desperade’s fire, and iis hands
went up with the rest,

There was & grin on Bob Cherry's
face as heo elevated his hands. It was,
as he murmured to his comrades, as
good as & Wild West Glm.

It was rather more serious than a
Wild West {ilin, howaver.

Under the bandit’'s mask showed a
equare jaw, stubbly with beard, and dis-
coloured teeth eet hard. Irom that jaw
alone, it was easy to see that the rascal
was ready to shoot,

Bang | bang ! bang! eame from along
the train, ollowing the thois came a
loud, ringing cry. Somebody had been
wounded. No doubt s=ome reckless
passenger  had attewpled resistance,
and had been shot.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob.

“Hands up!” roared the bandit in
the doorway again, catching sight of
Billy Burter wriggling on the floor.

“Bunter " panted Bob. *Get up, you
fat fooi! Put your paws up if you don’t
want to be shot,”

“Yarooogh !*

Bang !

The bandit fired a shot along the car,
as & warning. It was fired with
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callous recklessness and narrowly missed
two or three passengers as it whizzed
through the air.

“Hold on, old heanr“ called out Lord
Mauleverer coolly. “Qur fat friend is
a bit frightened, but he doesn’t mean
any harm.”

‘Owl Help! Wow! Help)®

Bunter staggered to his feet,
- His fat hands shot up into the air, as
if he were reaching for the roof of the
car. Ho shut his eyes tight behind his
big spectacles. The sight of the masked
bandit and the levelled six-shooter was
too much for William George Bunter.

“Keep 'em up, you "uns!” growled
the bandit. **Next time I pull trigger
there’li be a funeral around hyer!”

The door at the opposite end of the
car opened, and another bandi ecame
in. While the first man held the whole
car covered with his “‘gun,” the second
man walked along the aisle, * going
through ” the passengers.

Money and valuables were handed out
to him on all sides,

The bandit took his time about it.
When he did not consider that a pas-
senger had handed out his probable all,
he stopped, and ran his hands through
that passenger’s pockets, often bringing
further wealth to light.

When he came to the spot where Mr.
Fish and the juniors stood, Hiram K.
Iish handed him a hundred dollar bill.

“"Forget it, sir,” said the bandit
cheerfully., * Where's the rest?”

1 guess you got thewlot,” said Mr.
Fish, shaking his head. ''I guess there
ain't no more in my rags.”

“Sure?” asked the bandit,

“Sure!” said Mr. Fish.

“You made your will?"” asked the
bandit, touching a revolver in his belt.

Without anewding that question, Mr.
Hiram K, TFish picﬁcd out the roll he
had hidden under the coat on the seat
and handed it to the robber.

Then the schoolboys were called upon
to hand over their money. he
Bounder griuned sourly as he handed
over a dollar bill—all he had. Smithy,
who was generully rolling in  money,
had left all his wealth behind n .
Chicago, and was not to be in funds

again till the party reached San
Francisco. ]
He was rather it at this

rlad of
mioment, Harry "f\-'humn & Co, had
little more thau a few dollars each,
which they handed over, there being ne
help for it. Unarmed passengers could
not  resist armed robbers, ready to
shoot; and, though there were five
huudred people on the train, the seven
or eight thieves hLad it all their own
way, a8 is usual in railroad hold-ups.
Billy Bunter had nothing to hand over,
except the threepenny-piece he ha
brought with him from Greyfriars; and
when he held out that dimunutive coin
the bandit stared at it and grinned.

“1 guess you can keep that,” he said
“We ain't here to collect curiosities,”

Lord Mauleverer felt in his ‘i.‘ﬁzketl
and handed over a bill for [fty dollars.
The thief was about to pass on, when
he gave another glance at Lord
Maulevercr, and ran his Lands through
his lordship’s pockets. Perhnfn
lordship had an expensive look that
made the bandit think he might be
worth mere than fifty dellars. No more
money came to light, however, and
Harry Wharton & Co. wondered why
for they knew that Mauly traﬂlleti
with an ample supply of cash. They
did not allow their looks to express what
was in their minds, however. :

The bandii pnssec[ on, clearing out
the passengers right and left as he pro-
ceeded, till he joined the man with the
revolver, and they left the car together.

With deep relief the passengers saw
them go. _

**Well, this 13 an experience, any-
how,” murmured Frank Nugent.

“] say, you fellows——""

TYou got off all right, Bunter,”
chuckled Bob Cherry. " Xou've saved -

all your money.’
«a, ha, hal®
&-
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“I fuuss the durned guy's cleaned me
out of a thousand dollars!” moaned
Hiram K. Fich, “0Oh, great John
James Brown! A thousand dollars!
Wh?onupl”

Fisher T.

Fish was Frﬂnning aloud.
He had been robbed of fifteen dollars.
Fifteen teeth drawn from Fisher T.
Fish could hardly have hurt him more.

““Lucky yon hadn’t much about you
for once, Mauly," remarked Bob
Cherry.

Lord Mauleverer smiled sleepily. and
took off his hat and gazed into it, Inside
the hat was o roll of two thousand
dollars.

“(Great pip!" ejaculated Bob Cherry.

His lordship replaced the hat on his
head, the roll still inside it. Evidently
Mauly had slipped it there at the first
alarm.

“Now, if that merchant had thought

been cut, and there wouid be no news
of the hold-up until the train pulled in
at the next depot. By that time the
swift motor-car would have carried the
gang, with their loot, to a =safe distance,
robably to some hiding-place in the
Hmaly hills. There, no doubt, they
would conceal the car, discard their
masks, divide the plunder, and disperse,
to reappear in their native haunts as
ordinary citizens. The masks on their
faces completely hid their wdentity.

Another bandit came baek to the car,
staggering under the weight of a eack
he was carrving from the express.

Evidently the bandits were making a
considerable haul.

The conductor eame back through the
car.

“1 guess we'll soon be going on,
gentlemen,” he said ns he was passing
througl.

“T guess I'in going to stick this rail-
road for a thousand dollars, siree!"
hooted Hiram K. Fish, " You hear me
shout? I guess they went through me
to the tune of a thousand dollars!”

mortally wounded, perhaps—by one of
the shots they had heara ringing out
along the tramn,

Huarry Wharton looked [rom the open
window of the car again,

Another bandit had pone to the wait-

ing motor, carrying a sack on his
shoulder. The engine was buzzing, a
bandit sitting at the wheel ready to

sfart,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh followed
his glance.

There was a thoughtful expression on

the dusky face of the Nabob of
Bhanipur,

“The estecmed and exeerable villaigs
will be cs.;rtlu.g away i that car,” he
remarked.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“The bumpfulness will be terrific over
that rough and preposterous ground,”
the nabob remarked,

“They'll strike a road not very [nr
away., I expect,” snud Harrv., It will
be rough going, over that ground. till
thoy reach it. But once they strike a
road they will make

of lookin" into my hat!” murmuored
Mauleverer,
“Ha, ha, ha!"
“Oh, gum!” ejaculated Fisher 'T.
Fish. Fishy could 1!10.*.*-1 kicked himself.
Had he thought of
that expedient  his
fifteen dollars might
have cseaped the

thievish hands of the

The Popula
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r Austin- The Car of All-

the car fly and got
clear,”
“T"er hapsiully

catd  Hurreo

Singh

l'mm:lilt, Nm:l il:l_ “FIH weaningly,

too late, =& g o . Wharton  looked at
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that it makes a car for every class of motorist—and all-round

drels get clearfully

cake! He sure pulled | value is the keynote of every Austin car turned out. awny, after what thev
the wool over that At the head of the list of models is the 20-h.p. six-cylinder | have done,"” said the
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“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Good old Mauly!”
chuckled Johnny Bull.
“Fifteen dollars
one up!” groaned
isher T. Fish.

cylinder ‘* Baby '’ car, which will do anything and go any-
where on a mere sniff of
The Austin car is typically British, and the large number
of all types of Austin to be seen on the road is sufficient
evidence of the popularity of the make.
The soundness of its design is proved by the fact that

petrol !

l."l'.‘I'W*" .
There was a_ :snork
from Fisher T. Fish.
“Shucks!” he said.
“The police won’t get
them ! Who's going to

“A  thousand | factories both in France and Germany are turning out cars identify ?tt“_- pesky
P, y I i w - ? : 5 I I
dH?ri[lnl ;ﬂIthr:mamd of Austin design under licence from the British company—a "E‘E'i‘ggi“;“ﬂ;n“;_:; “‘i;“l

“Fifteen dollara!™ is

“A thousand dol- P
Ilﬂln

“Fifteen—"

“ A thouannd—"

“0Oh dear(”

“ 0Oh, Jerusalem !™ _

Like Rachel of old, the two Fishes
mourned for that which was lost, and
could not be comforted.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh Takes
! a Hand !

HERRRRR! Buzzzz!
Harry Wharton looked from
the window,

_ The train was still at a
standstill, the bandits going along it
from one end to the other, clearing out
the passengers in car after car.

But apparently they were nearly
“through,” for one of the gang had
gone back to the automobile that was
standing under the trees, a score of
yards from the track, and had started
up the engine.

In that motorcar the gang had
reached the scene of the hold-up, and in
it they were to escape when the robbery
was over. The wires along the line had

-

rare compliment indeed !

The famous Austin bad
resented to all readers with this issue of the MAGNET,
shows a wheel flanked by a pair of wings, and the inference
to be drawn therefrom, quite correctly, is that Austin cars,
l—nf whatever model, can *‘ go some '' |

which | pad o gun I'd sure

sling them a few, dog-
gone them!"

“My esteemed
Fishy "—Hurree Jam-
sot Ram Singh pointed

The conduetor shrugged his shoulders.

“They've touched fifty thousand in
the express car, and shot the messoen-
ger,” he said.

“Gee-whiz!”

“Good heavens! Not killed?"
clatmed Harry Wharton, in horror.
The conductor looked at him.

“1 guess the guy's got last sickness,”
he answered. ““He pulled a gun to
defend the express car, and they got

him twice.”

“(Oh begad!™ said Lord Mauleverer.

“The terrible scoundrels!” exclaimed
Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh.

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry, as the
conductor passed Lthrough to the next
car, seeking to calm the excitement
among the passcngers. “‘I thought it
was rather a lark, and like a film: but
~—but the brutes! The rotters! The
murderous villains!”

cxX-

Only an hour before the juniors had
strolled along the cars and seen the
express messenger, and could

hardly realise that the man, then alive
and well, now lay sorely wounded—

to the Colt revolver
which the drummer had drnp?od when
the bandits came to the car, *there is
an esteemed gun—go asheadfully.”

“Oh, guff!” grunted Fisher T. Fish.
Apparently Fishy's remarks were only
made to relieve his feelings, for be
made no movement towards the “gun ™
that lay en the floor.

Its owner had made no movement to
retrieve the deadly-looking wenapon.
Obviously, he did not intend to touch
it till the bandits had eleared off. The
drummer had gone along to stare out of
the door at the end,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh stepped
across to where the revolver lay, and
picked it up.

He examined it carefully. Tt was a
large calibre revolver, and loaded in
every chamber.

“Keep that awayv, vou ass!” ejacn-
lated Billy Bunter. “How do you

know it won't go off "

“My. esteemed fat Bunter—"

“Put it down, you ass!” howled
Bunter,
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The nabob grinned. He had handled
firearms  belore, and was well
acquainted with their use. The chums
of the Remiove had spent a vacation in
India with Hurree Jamset Ram Sthgh,
and they knew how he could shoot.
But Nugent laid a warning hand on his
arm.

“Don't play the goat, Inky!” he said.
“There's six or seven in that gang, and
they've got rifles—"

“The playfulness of the esteomed
goat is not my idea, my estecemed
Franky,” answered the nabob quietly.
“PBut I bave a wheezy good idea in my
excellent and Judicrous head.”

He stood by the open window of the
car, keeping the revelver down at his
side out ng sight.

tn cither side of the train two
bandits stood on the track, rifles in
hand, ready to fire at a sign of hostility.

DBut there was no hostility for them
to fear {rom the crowd of afa.rmed pas.
BONZOTS,

The express messenger, who had
altempted to resist, had been shot, and
his fate was a warning to the whole
train, if 4 warning had been needed,

Wharton eyed Hurree Jamsot Ram-

Singh dubiously, He could see that
something was working in the nabob’s
mind; and the glint in the Indian
ymior's dark eyes made him a little
UNeasy,

“Inky—"" he muttered.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh did not
heed. His eyes were fixed on the motor-
car, a score of yards distant.

“They're going!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

“And taking my thousand dollars
with them {"' groaned Mr. Fish.

“And my fifteen!” moaned Fisher T.

“1 wonder how Coker’s got oni” re-
marked Nugent. “Coker always has
a lot of cash in his pockets, and I'll
bet he never thought of hiding it in his
hﬂ:t. likﬂ Hluh"’.‘

Coker of the Fifth was in the next
car, with Potter and Greene. How they
had fared in the hold-up the juniors
did not know vet.

The bandits were leaving the train.

Up to the last moment two of them
remained, with rifles trained on the
cars, to keep the crowd in subjection.

But, at a call from the leader of the
gang, & tall, thin man, with a sharp,
staccato voice, they turned and ran for
the motor. ,

The whole gang crammed themselves
into the automobile with their plunder,
and it moved off instantly.

“Going I gasped Fisher T. Fish.
Although they were taking his filteen
dollars with them, it was a relief to
Fishy to see the gang of ruffians depart-
ing.

The motor-car lea into speed, and
dashed off, evidently heading for the
road that lay at a little distence from
the railroad track.

“Inky—" gnsped Wharton, as the
Nabob of Bhanipur's arm shdt up, and
the Colt was levelled through the open
windaw.

Crack!

In the buzz of the leaping motor-ear
the crack of the revolver was drowned.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had acted
en quickly that there was no fime for
anyone to raise a hand to stop him,
had anyone been so inclined,

The man at the steering wheel
crumpled over the wheel, hiz hands
releasing it, and the car, rushing at
high sped over rough ground, went
rocketing wildly.

Hurree Singh had fired at the chauf-
feur; and he had fired with an aim
that, swift as it was, was unerring.
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There was a yell of terror and alarm
from the packed car.

But the rufians erammed in it had no
time to attempi to contrel it,

Even as the chauffeur, with a bullet in
his body, crumpled over the wheel, the
car, rocketing wildly away, crashed
into & tree and overturned.

—_— —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Hero of the Hour !

RASH!

Wild  yells and screams and
oaths came from the wrecked
car, smashed and overturned,

as the bandits struggled wildly in the
wreckage.

“"Gee-whiz!” gasped Mr. Fish.

There was a roar all along the train,

A second before the car had been
rushing away with the bandits and their
plunder; now it was a wreck, with yell-
g, screaming men in the wreckage,
and flames shooting vp from it.

) I Eh, my hat!” stuttered Bob Cherry.
nky—"

“Inky!" gasped Wharton.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was cool
as 1ce. He stood with the smoking
revolver in his hand, his dusky face
grim,

“The csteemed scoundrels asked for
it,” he said quietly. *“The get-awayful-
ness was not the proper caper.”

The Bounder clapped Eiam on the
badk.

_ “Good old Inky!"” he roared. “Now,
if there’'s an ounce of pluck on this
train, we've got the rotters!”

There was more than an ounce of
pluck on the train. The sight of the
wrecked car, and the bandits struggling
and screaming as they strove to escape
from the flames, broke the spell of
terror that the armed gang had laid on
the hundreds of passengers,

Fifty men, at least, poured from the
long cars, many of them with revolvers
in their hands. There were plenty of
“guns * on the train, now that the pas-
sengers ventured to show them. e
conductor, the fireman, the engine
driver, and the brakeman led the rush,
ecach of themi with a six-shooter in hia
hand. Under cover of the bandits’ rifles
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One of the most fanious names in

the motor industry is the Renauit,
nMulpylnu. as it does, one of the
leading positions in the French
motor manufacturing world. It is
an easy matter to identify a Renault
on the road, owing to its peculiar
sloping bonnet, having the radiator
behind it —instead in the usual
pnnlt:.u-;: 'h'“ﬁ. l..a-ﬁ;hm l;ll' m
world-famous Renault badge tn n
week's MAGNET |

there had been no resistance, except by
the express messenger, who had paid
dearly for his courage. But the situa-
tion was altered now. It was now the
gang of bandits who were at a dis
advantage

The wrecked car, drenched with spilé
Eetrn_l, was flaming and roaring. The

andits were thinking only of escaping
from it,

They scrambled wildly out of the
wreckage.

They were surrounded immediately,
and seized—only one of them succeeding
in dodging away and fleeing,

It was the tall, thin man who had
led the attack on the train, and he ran
like a deer, with & dozen revolvers
crackling after him as he ran,

Whether he was hit or not could not
be seen ; but wounded or not he plunged

into & belt of thickets, and dizappeared

from sight.
Every other member of the gang was
sCCUTE putting up their ands

pmmpt.{g as the crowd surrounded th
many of them scorched and burned, an
howling with pain,

In their hurry to escape their own
dunger they had paid no heed to the
man who had been driving the ear,
who ecertainly would have perished in
the Hames, had not the conductor and
firemun grasped qim and dragged him
out.

Six unwounded bandits—most of them
more or less burned, and one wounded—
remained prisoners. Only the leader of
the gang Lad escaped,. h

“Gee-whiz!” said Mr, Fish. “0Oh,
great John James Brown! I guess this
18 & sight for sore eyes!” ‘

“Just a few!” ehuckled Fishep T.

Fishy's face was beaming. His Gfteen
dollars, after all, were safe. The train
men were dragging the sacks of plunder
from the burning car. Harry Wharton
& Co. lent & hand. The whole of the
plunder was rescued, but the car itself
was doomed. The passengers crowded
back frem the heat of the blaze, and
the automobile was lefé to burn to
cinders,

Many were holding the ecaptured
bandits till the conductor came alo
with a rope, and their hands were ti
behind their backs.

When their masks were pulled off the
juniors looked at their faces—a set of
rough, stubbly, brutal faces,

Hf\'ina—lmkin' lot I* remarked Lord
Mauleverer,

The bandits were hustled, not gently,
in the train, to be taken as prisoners.
to the next depot, there tp be handed
over to the police. .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was most
interested in the wounded bandit. He
was rather anxious about him. But
the conductor, who had exsmined the
ruffian’s wound and wes bandaging it,
reassured him. .

“1 guess he'll pull through, if that
matters, young "un,” said the conductor.

“The matterfulness 18  terrific,
esteemed sir,” answered Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. ‘"Although he is a ly
and preposterous thief, it would be ter-
riﬁcaﬁs on my ludicrous mind if he
pegged outfully.™

"E‘ar me ﬁamu to die!™ ejaculated
lhe conductor. ;

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh’s flow of
English seemed to overcome lnm.

The wounded bandit glared up af
Hurree Bingh, :

“You plugged me, you durned mig-
ger 1" he gasped.

“1 had the esteemed pleasure of plug-
ing you, my ridiculous and dishonest
riend,” answered the nabob. *“ But you

are labouring under a ludicrous mis-
apprehension in calling me a niggery
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I have the esteemed honour to be a
Hmdu -

“You plugged me,” repeated the
wounded man. “You p ugged me while
I was driving that auto u did?”

“The pleasure was mine,” assented the
nabob, “I am turnﬁunlly EOFTY you
have been damagefully hurt, but the
gladfunlness is graat- that you are not
pn‘%ﬁmg outfully

@ wau.ndﬂd man spat out an oath.

“That's enough from you, you durned
gink,” said the conductor. “ Don't spill
any more. You'll get over this, nnd
get ten years in the pen!”

“1 guess the chief wﬂl et him,” said
the hund1t with malevolent glare at
Hurree Jumset Ram Singh, “Dandy
Jim will sure get that durned nigger
for this.”

“Forget 11" said the conductor,
“Here, you-uns, IEmi me & hand to tote
this pesky scallywag into the train!”

And the wnumi bandit was carried
into one of the cars,

Bob Cherry smacked the nabob on the

back.

“Greyfriars wins!” he grinned,
“Ioky, old man, you've taken the cake!
They'd h!na got away—"

“Yaas, dg'adl" said Lord Maule-
verer. “And 1 needn’t have taken the
tuﬁmbla to put my roll in my hat after
all,”

“T'll sure get back my fifteen dollars
when we get to Reno,” said Fisher T,
Fish henmm{y e Inlt.;r, old man, you're
the ou sure are the genooine
goo I'm telling the world I

“Gratters, old black bean!”
Johnny Bull,

But the nabob’a
serious.

“Thank the esteemed goodfulness that
the ludicrous rascal was not killed,” he
said. “It would have been a preposter-
ous weight on my ridiculous mind,
although he is nnl;r & loathsome and
estimable bandit.”

“Berve him right if he had been!™
said the Bounder gruffly. “ What did
ﬂ?‘h:‘y?r;aru about the express man they

said

dusky face was

VT

“Thank goodness he wasn't, all the
same |" uiﬁ Nugen

“The th&nk[uﬁuan is terrifie,” said
Hurree Singh.

The juniors walked back to the train.
The passengers were taking their places
again now, and the felled treo that
blocked the line was being dragged

awa In & short time the train was in
motion again, and gliding on to the
west, the windows blocked with faces

starmg back at the burning motor-car
which was still in flamea beside the
track.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh glanced
round and npg:rnanhe:] the fat drummer
with a graceful bow, and held out the
Colt.

“This ridiculous revolver belongs to
you, nabob,” he remarked []*rolnelj'.

The American commercial took the
weapon and stared at him.

hat you been doing
gun 1" he asked.

“ Ain't you wise to it?" exclaimed Mr,
Fish. Hiram K. Fish was in almost up-
roarious spirits at the prospect of
ting back his thousand dollars, “This
young guy plugged the galoot who was
driving_the car, and landed the hull
gar , 8ir.’

earch me 1” asped the drummer.

He took the Colt, ahll staring at Hur-

ree Jamset Ram Emgh The nabob

with my

went back to his seat, conscious that the

E}*eu of all the cmw&ed car were upon
L

Hurree Singh's exploit was the talk
of the train, from end to end.

Pnaaa::‘g'ars came along from the other
cars and stared in at the doors, and
pointed him out to one auother.

“That's th' guy!”

“That young darkey !
* "He ain’t exactly a darkey—"

“He plugged the scall l.g'—-“

“ ot frum a window——"

"*Some shooting, T'll tell the world I*

“Who's the young darkey conductor?” ha

“Darkey!” hooted the oconduactor.
“Who's & darkey? That young faﬂbr,

sirs, is an Indian prince, and his name's
Holy Jampot Chum Bang! Yes, sir!”

‘eitement was greater than ever,
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There was a yell of terror and alarm from the packed ear.
ruffians in it had no time to attempt to control it. As the chauffeur,
with the bullet in his body, crumpled over the wheel, the car,

wildly away, crashed into a tree and overturned. The next mo
flames were shooting up from underneath it | (Ses Chapter 3.)

Bui the

And when the news spread along the
train that the dusky-complexioned
schoolboy who had beaten the bandita
was o prince—an Indian prince—the ex-
Long
before Reno was reached every pas-
E{:-IllgEr on the train, men and women,
had come along to * rubber-neck * at the
Indian prince. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh was the hero of the hour; but he
bore his blushing honours thick uponm
him with becoming modesty.

L

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker is Sorry He Spoke !

“ ROTE" said Coker of the Fifthy

“Fact ! paid Polter.

“Rot ™ Coker,
than
before.

with

“The whole train’s talking about it,”
said Greene,

For the third time Horace Coker pro-
nounced that it was rot.

Thet the defeat of the train robbers
had been brought about by a fag of the
Greyfriars Remove was too steep for
Coker of the Fifth to believe.

Coker & Co. had been travellin
the mext car to that of t,he 1
This was due tv Horace Coker's kaen
desire not to be taken for a uchunl
on & beano. In the west of the Unite
States, nobody had ever heard of Grey-
friars, and robably never would have
understood Sllt there was a great gulf
fixed between the Fifth Form and the
Lower Fourth, even had they heard of
either,

But wherever Coker was, he was
always Coker. He was very particular
indeed that nobody should mEpu-na for &
moment that he was one of that mob of
juniors. This being Coker's attitude,
gome of the juniors had found a little
rmless and necessary amusement in
pulling his leg—even to the extent of
addressing him a: * Horace * hefﬂri a
car full of penpla. 8o Coker kept the

Tie Magyer Lisrany.—No. 1,006,

repeated

more emphasis



8 METAL PORTRAIT BABGES OF "TEST" HEROES FREE—SEE PAGE 17!

——— - —

length of a car hetween himseil and the

Remove fellows now, and was
Wﬂ]fﬂrtﬂd-

In the hold-up, Coker had parted with
all the wealth he had about him, which

was considerable Coker was & warlike
fellow; but a levelled gun at the end of
the car had damped his warlike ardour,
and he had put up ris hands and parted,
like the rest. It was a blow to Coker—
and to Potter and Greene of the Fifth
also. Potter ana Greene were mnob
woalthy, and they relied on the wealthy
Horace for many little expenses. It was
quite dismaying to Potter and Greene to
see Coker cleared out to his last dollar.

8o the turning of the tables on the
bandits quite bucked Potier and Greene.
It bucked Coke also as he had now a
prospect of getting his “roll” back
when the plunde +was sorted oub at
Reno, and returned to its owners, Bub
(‘oker of the Fifth was not likely to
believe that a Remove fag had worked
the oracle. Had not Coker himsg'l[ stood
meekly with hi. hands over his head,
wlflll.‘i?[']n was cleaned out? Ii any Grey-
friars man had been able to save the
situation, obviously that Greyirars man
would have been Horace James Coker!
That a Lower Fourth fag had done the
irick, while Horace James Coker did
nothing, was incredible—to llorace
James Coker,

“Rot!” he said, for the fourth time,
“Utter rot! Now. I wonder who it was
potted that brute from the traint”

“It was young Inky of the Remove,”
said Potter. - wes

“Don’t be an ass. Polter,” advised
Coker. “I wonder who it was? It was
a jolly good shot, yo: know! Not one
fellow in a hundred ceuld have brought
it off! 'The motor was fairly racing—
and it was a good distance for a pistol-
shot! One of these Wild West ecrack
ehots, I suppose.”

“It was Hurree Siogh!”
Greene. “He picked up a gun
man had dropped in the car——

“Rubhbish [” said Coker.

“The whole train knows—"

“ Bosh | o

“The people are crowding np

hooted

that =
Ld ]

and

down the train to look at him,” said

kit lexi i i d
is complexion, perhaps,” eal

Coker. “1 dare say they take him [or a

nigger. Niggers ain't allowed to travel
in the cars with white men in this
country.”

“1 tell yous—"

“Hﬂt lll

Horace Coker left his seat, and walked
along to the next car, lo where the
Greyiriars juniors were seated. He

could see, at a glance, that Hurree
Jamsei Ram BSingh was the centro of
attraction. S. many people crowde

into the car that the conductor had to

move them along the (rain.
“Hallo, hallo, loi Here's jnll‘y ald
Coker |” exclaimea Bob Cherry. “How

much did they bag yoa for, 3

“Five hundred dollars!” led
Coker. “But I'm going to get 1t back,
now the rascals are canght. Any of you
kids know who it was potted that bandit
in the autot®

“Inky ! answered Bob.

¥Don’t be a young ass!”

The juniors stared at Horace Coker,

“But it was Inky,” said Harry
Wharton. “He picked up a revolver
’hulungmg to & man in this car—"

“Rubbish 1”

“And got the ghanffeur of the bandits'
motor-ear,” gaid Harry. ZIt was &
wonderfa

onderful ghot 1

“Too  jolly wonderful for & Remove
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d But he was firml,

lag " suortea Coker. "1 couldn't have
brought off that snot myself |

“Go honl" grinned Bob Cherry.

“Ha, La, hal®

“Who was it potted that bandit, Mr.
Fish?" asked Coker

Hiram K. Fish looked at him, He
pointed to the Nabob of Bbhanipur.

E:g;:mt kid | he answered.

er was quite staggered.

“You saw him?” he gasped.

"I“guuu I saw him with my own
eyes,” answered Mr. Iish, “and it was
some shot, I'll tell the world |”

“Well I'm blowed!” was all Coker
cnﬂid say for the moment.

Il:um_: Inky knows how to handle &
gun,” said Fisher T. Fish. “I'll tell
n man, he's the only galoot on the Lrain
could have winged that bandit.®

“Fluke, of course!” said Coker, re-
covering himselt.

“The flukefulness was not terrific, my
esteomed Coker,” remarked (he dusky
junior mildly,

“Rot 1" said Coker,
was a2 Huke!”

“You silly
wralhfully,

“Shut up, Cherry! It was a fluke—a
sheer aceident, ou 2ourse |” said Coker,
“It's turned out well. 1 admit. But it
was like your cheek to do anylhing of
the kind, Hurree Singh. A kid should
not handle firearme. Yoo might have
hit anybody, firing around at random
hlﬂa that. n't let it happen again!”

My esteemed and idiotic Coker

“1 supposa it's too much to expect
that you fags will behave yourselves
now that you're out of your headmaster's
sight,” said Coker. “But this sort of
reckless fooling won's do, I won't lick
you this time, Hurres Singh——*

“The obligefulness is terrific.”

“1 guess—" hEE.an Fisher 1", Fish.

:Ehut up, Fishl

Look here——" said Harry

“8hut up, Wharton |”

Bob Cherry jumped u,.

'_'*Gu‘lr:ttlemuu. chap. and fellows,™ he
said, “we havan't ragged Coker siuce
we left Chicago. That’s what's the
matter with him. He wants more 1"

“The wantfulness is terrific ®

“Hear, hear!”

“Bump him

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now then!” roared Coker. “ None
of your hﬁ larks! Behave yourselves |
Leggo ! emember, you're not in the
Remove passago at Greyfriars now! 1’1l
jolty well smash you! 1'H—=1"ll—
Yuaroooch |"”

Bump |

Horace Croker, in the grasp of six or
seven pairs of hands smote ige floor of
the car. There he roared and struggled.
] held, and Bob Cherry
took him by the back of the neck,

“Leggo!” roared Coker. “I'll smash

o :
re you sorry i" inguired Bob.

“No! T'll pulverise gau p

Bob Cherry tapped Coker’s nose on
the Aoor of the car. He tapped it rather
hard, and there was a fiendish yell from
Caker.

“Now are you sorry 1™

“I'll spiflicate you !” roared Coker,

Tap. tap!

The floor of the car was hard and un-
sympathetio. Coker felt as if his noze
had been pushed back into his face;

He struggled wildly.
“Sorry 1 asked ﬂoh cheerlully.

“Ya h1®
"El;% I" seid Dob, tapping
Coker’s nose again

“Ha, ha
"ﬂwlh%uwl Wow!* Coker could
not stand any more, “Sorry! Wow!®

“O! course it

css!"” said Bob Cherry

¥

el . - -

:Are vou awfully sorry® asked Bob.
You littlo villain——  Yarooooch !
Yes [* shrieked Coker,
“Are you awlully fearfully sorry1”
Pll—I"ll— Yes!"” raved Coker.
“Ha, ha, ha |”

. “That’s a good little boy |” said Bob.
Now you can ecut. And don’t ecome

back into this car until you can behave
yourself |™

Horace Coker staggered to his feet.
He was red, and he was rampled. The
whole car was ghrieking with laughter.
Coker glared at the juniors, tempted to
run amuck, but even Coker realised that
he bad had enough, and did not want

more. He retreated to hi "
followed by a shout of la !l;rﬁl:. T

It was a dusty and di
that rejoined Potter and Greene. Potter
closed one eye at Greene, who smiled.

“ What's the matter with your nose,
nild" 31:!;3" asked Potter bl ¥.

“Looks as if you've knocked it

against something,” remarked Greene.
Wow I

.And Coker's subsequent remarks con-
sisted chiefly of “ow * and “ wow * until
the train ran into

R e

'THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Startling News !

6 HALI':D‘ halio, ’l;m]ln |
“0Oh, my hat ™

X _ Under the bright sunshine
of California, the train had pulled into
Sacramento at last. Hiram IE
his party had not arrived at Sacramentn
on scheduled time. The train hold-up
had caused considerable delay. at
had been inevitable; but Mr. Fish was
comforted by getting back the dollars
n‘f which the bandits had robbed him.
liven loss of time was of little account in
comparison with loss of dollars, But the
City of Bacramento, the capital of the
State of California, dawned on the Grey-
friars party at !nii
enpugh to get out of the train once wore.

A big heading on a new r,
peddled by a newsboy along thjp lﬁ;n.
caught Bob Cherry’s eye, and he bought
the paper at once. Ieadings in large
type sprawled over it. The Greylriars
juniors gathered round to stare at the
newspaper. For the first time since they
had been on the American continent, the
Greyfriars party wers * featured » in
ithe American Press. By telegraph and
telephone the news of the hu.ﬁ:!-up had
spread. and it was an item of news not
lo be missed by the reporters. '

RAILROAD HOLD-UP|

PRINCE HONEY JAMJAR BANG
DEFEATS BANDITS!

Harry Wharton had captured another
paper, On this ihe staring headline
rang

BOLD BOY BEATS BANDITS!

HANEKEEY PANKEY BANG
WALLOP, PRINCE OF BOGGLEY-
BANG, RATTLES RAILROAD
ROBBERS |

“0Oh, my hat!” said Harry.
yon, Inky! Have they got
quite right?”

“Ha, ha hal™

"The esteemed namefulpe:s is
terrifio,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram

Eiﬁgl; ru ¥- e !
vidently tha enterprising American
reporters were keener on siartling their

“That's
the name

velled Coker '

and they were glad

Fish and
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E-dau than on giving accurate informa.
on.

A young man with a sharp, eclean-
shaven face a Derby hat screwed down
on his head, and a notebook in his hand,
cul across to the group of juniors like
an arrow [rom a bow.

“Prince Bung?"” he exclaimead.

“"Hallo, hallo, hallo!l What—*

“! Bacramento Eagle,' * explained the
young man opening his notebook. I
guess ['ve been watchinr out for this
party. Which 1= Prince Bang1t”

“0Oh! A reporter,” said Wharton.

“Sure! You Prince Bung Wallop 1
asked the voung man briskly.

“Ha. ha! No.”

“1 guess I want the details for my
paper| Which of you is Prince Bung
Wallop of Boodle-Boo?” .

“Wﬂnrn did you get that name?

gna%m:l Nugent
“Ehi Over the long-distance ™

answered the representative of the
" Bacramenlo Eagle.”

“The which 1* _

"1 guess you'd call it a trunk call in
your little island.” said Fisher 'U'. Fish.

“"Oh, thoe telephone!” said Nugent.
*They didn't give the name quile cor-
rentlf."

“The corrcetfulness is not terrifie,
ssteemad sahib,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, shaking his dusky head.
“Buch a preposterous namefulness is
both estimable and Iudicrous.”

The reporter starled almost
vulsively.

“A e;-I!;WmtIdaEuu mind saying that
again " he gaspad.

“Ha ha hal”
m:'ﬂat ﬁuls{ nnm;mrl'g'hﬁ" !:liﬁu %?h
erry. ™ Hurry Scurry Booley-Boadle-
Boooch-Wonch 1 Got that1”

The reporter jolted it down hastily.

con-

Prince of Hoodle-Woodle-Goodle-
Gum 1" added Bob.
" Yﬁ.‘!ﬂ |

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“My esteomed Bob——"

“ Now, then, the aulo’s wailing to take
vou guys to the Colden West Hotel,”
said Mr. Fish. “Hop 11"

"1 guess this is an interview,” said the
representative of the “Eagle” “I
guess—"

“Come along to the hotel,” said Mr.
Fish, "I puess 1 can give you all the
particulars.™

*Bure!”

Harry \Wharton & Co. and their bar-
gage packed into a bhig automaebile.

PRICE -9
TWDPENCE.

Coker & Co. taking a taxi on their own.
Mr. Fish [ollowed with the reporter in
another taxi, For some reason unknown
to the juniors, Mr. Fish seemed elated
by the newspaper celebrity that had
fallen on the Greyfriars party. They
were 1o discover the reason shortly, anl
at the same time Mr. Fish’s reason for
having brought the party to the United
Btates. ,

The juniora found that the Golden
West Holel was in K Street—which at
first they supposed to be Kav Street, dis-

oovering later that street names in the

Californian capital were alphabetical.

Sacramento, on the Sacramento River,
was p very different city from what it
had been in the old days of the wold
ruzh :

It was loid out on the wasual
rectangular Ameripan plan, with
numbered streets running in one diree.
tion. and alpbhabeticaliy-named strects
crosaing them at right anglea.

The Calden West stond at the corner

of K and Tenth, an address which
gounder rather odd in English ears. Tt
was near the Plaza on one band, and the
Capite! I'ark on the other.

“1 sav, vou fcilows., are wa at Los
Angeles now ' azked Billy Dunter. *1
say, whore's Mollywood 7”7

“IFathead !™ =said PBob Cherry. *Los
Angeles is nbout three hundred miles
from here.”

“What do they call this place, then ”

" Facramento, ass!  It's the capilal of
California.”

“Ent T thought Ban Franciseo was
the capilal,” said Bunter. “In fact, 1
know 1t iz, Cherry! You don’t know
mueh aboot p:eugraphs. vou know *

“Any od thing,” said Bob. *“ Holly-
waood's the capital, if yvou like.® He
looked =0t of the aulo at the reclangular
streets. “'This place 12 rather changed
gince they used to pot ope another with
six-guns here. We've come soeventy
yeard too late to sea the fun.”

At the Golden West Hote! the Grev-
frinrs party fonnd themselves in comfort.
able quarters.  After whole days and
nights in the train it was a relief to get
under a roof egain, and to feel them-
selves no longer in motion.

Mr. Fizh joined them at lunch, havine
apparenti> sent the reporter happy
away. Thera was n thoughtful expres.
gion on the face of Hiram K. Fish. and
8 thoughtful wrinkle in his brow. Now
that tha party were drawing near to
their real destination, Mr. Fish felt that

m—

the time was coming to enlighten them
a9 to tho rea' ohject of the trip. He had
intended, however, to keep the secreb
till Los Angeles was reached. But his
mnterview with the newspaper man had
hurried on the disclosure,

Like a true American, Mr. Fish knew
the value of advertisement. The Per-
fectior Picture Syndicate, of Hollywood,
was o benefit by the sensation caused by
the hold-up on the railroad. For the
moinent that hold-up and its exciting
finish held the stage in the newspapers;
but ere long it would be pushed into
oblivion by some new sensation. While
it lasted Mr. Fish aimed to make the
mmlt of it. " " 3

i ess ot something to te i
guys L he rln%trkad over ﬂ"luru:nh. "’E’n
time like the rresant—what?”

Billy Bunter blinked at him. Bunter
was aware of the secret; indeed, it was
his know!edge of Hiram K. Fish's real
intentions, which had enabled him to
“glue” himself to the party. Dunter
grinned. He guessed that it was comi
out now, but it was too late for Mr. Fi
to “shake ® that vnnecessary and un-
desired memher of the party,

The DBounder give Mr. Fish a keen
glance. Smithy had been sure all along
that there was* something behind Mr,
Fish's generous offer to take n party of
Greyfriars fellows touring in the United
States at his own expense. Ho did nok
know what it was. but he was sure that
there was a “nigger in the woodpile,™
so to spesk. Smithy was right, for cor-
tainly, if thi= was a “tour ” of the
United Stales it waes condupted on
rather rapid lines, Rxcept for a few
days in New York, a day in Chi
and tho stop at Reno, they had ﬁ
the whole time on s ruching railway
train, and all they had seen of the
United Btates had beten seen from the
train windows.

“We're in Californin now,” went omn
Mr. Fish. *“I puess we shall hit the
cars ngain for Los Angeles.”

“And Hollywood !" grinned Bunter.

*“Good !” said Bob Cherry. “I'd like
to have a look at Hollywood, where the

pictures come from.”
H"Dﬂ we stay at Los Angeles?” asked
arry.

“Sure ! said Mr. Fizh, “ At least,
we stay at Hollywood, which is a suburb
of Los Angeles.”

“] say, you fellows! I knew—"

(Continued on next page.)

The NEW Paper with
a Thousand Thrills!

™ I’I"lltu

No. 2 Now On Sale 2d.,

Read

“LYNCH LAW?”

A Thrilling Compiete Drama of

UR Copy NOW!

The Underworid




ZOLONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & GO. EVERY WEEK!

“8hut up, Bunter!” asked him before we leit, if that was in answer to old Fish,” growled

“Now,” said Mr. Fish, “I guess I our object in coming out here.” Bunter, “He said ‘' No' when he wasd
fot & proposition to put before you  “He, he, he!” chuckled Billy Bunier. asked before, and he will say no again.
ads, I;lijuw d you like to take part im William George Bunter was aware of What on earth did you want to make
& film1” the fact, unknown to the other fellows, old Fish send that cable for, you

“In a lm1” ejaculated Johnny Bull. that the Perfection Picture Syndicate chump?” .

“Yep." had made that request to Dr. Locke, “But the Head hasn't been asked

“Rapping 1" said Bob. “But are we the Head of Greyfriars, and had been bofore !” exclaimed Wharton. *“He
any good for film acting?"” refused. Hence the rather surreptitious knows nc*hing about it,”

"1 say, you fellows, I can do a Valen- proceedings of Hiram K. Fish, Bunter anorted.
tino t—" “1 guess you can't put it to the head- * That's all you know, you chump !

“ E:: up, Bunter [ master now,” remarked Mr. Fish He will know now he's told—and he will

“Qh, really, Cherry—= casually. “Vou ean't long-distance him knock it on the head. He will cable

“Don’t spill any more, Bunter,” said from California.” back that we're mnot fo get rﬁm the
Mr, Fish. *““You sure talk too much. *“I like the idea,” repeated Wharton. picture, - You've practically bed me

Now, my lads, the Perfection Picture “Wao all like it; in act, we're keen of a million dollars, I've always wanted
Syndicate—I guess you've heard of that on it. But we're bound to let Dr. a chance to get into the films]  You
—is going to do a film of English sohool Locke know, and find out whether he fellows know what I should look like

life,* approves.” in a Valentino part.”

“Oh!” said Harry. . “That kid's talking sense, for onee,” :: Ha, ha, hal” 3

“1 guess you kids will fll the bill,” remarked Coker of the Fifth. *It's for Blessed if I can see anything to
said ﬁr. Fish, “You know the game. our headmaster to decide.” cackle at! T might hnn“m fifty
You'll get some knocking into shape  And there was a general nod of assent thousand dollars a week— w—
in the Perfection studio. You'll have round the table. lTha mightfulpess is terrific I

d quarters on the boulevard, in the . T Wi toile. ‘:Ha., hs, ha [”
I‘::;ﬂqmery and the best olimate in ﬂhiﬁrrml E:;‘iﬁ‘;uﬁ‘ﬁﬂgg‘;i lr.:nt‘.E g? Now it's knocked on the head |”
the world. ~ Bunter's no good, but I money. from here. Still, that ents no 8"oaned Bunter. “ As soon as old Locke
reckon the rest of you will fill the bill .ot T puess I'll write out & cable for 59 the cable, he will know that old
handsomely.” Dr. ImEe instanter. No need to put riSh was pulling his leg about an
“Ob, really, you know—" him to the expense of cabling back if ¢9ucational tour in the United States.
"Itu'l a E-:!IE-H'EE III}I: you to become h-ﬂ approves, hﬁtf" Mr. iEh took H‘E will cable h-!-i.'.‘k Hﬂ‘, Iﬂd t!" “l'”h
famous,” said Mr. Fish. “The Perfec- o4 5 pocket-book and his fountain-pen, ©0Me home. Idiot! Fathead! g

tion picture, when it is made, will go ier i1 1 the Head cables back ‘ No,” we
all ‘over the world. , It will be shown Eﬂi*:ﬂ &;‘:’,‘2‘3 e~ B There! shall 1ot Los Angeles alone,” said %lﬂ'r
in every city and town of the United The juniors read: Wharton, “and how do you hﬂ:" that
States and the United Kinlqﬂn:f." Iil.l'a ﬂ[] ﬁi!hd;.’,ﬂﬂ:_ ?gulhnn the Head's leg,
going to be some picture, el the  “Dr. Locke, Greyfriars hool o : ! :
world! What 1" England.—Propose hoyi taking j?:rt- in B ?]" youre = silly assl” m,
The juniors listened in astonishment. big picture. ~ Cable * No * if not 'll.rnlm' . vo soilli PR
There was no doubt that the su ion approved.—F1sm. " Bunterg‘l‘l :EouFuh *P’T S50 0
appealed to them. Acting for the pic- o ';.wam:m ok er by 18 it Use
tures at Hollywood would be a novel “That O.K.1” asked Mr. Fish f,mm ]I“ your grub, you lat mug-
i and undoubtedly a “lark.” blandly. P

experience, , 4 ; : The Bounder roared

But they could not help wondering why  “Quite il right,” said Harry. “That & Py : o ;
Hirsm K, Fish Lad not told ‘chem will settlo the maiter, Of course, we're .y punter knew it all oo ey B
before. They could not believe that all keen on it, Mr. Fish, but you under- Bunter knew what it was. It's out
the idea had come suddenly into his stand that we can’t do it if our head- now. You were rather an ass to insist
mind, since the party had arrived in master refuses consent " '

h[!:.lifnrr:iilq n Eridantljr it had been in 'I'EQuit-u F'I_ "idmuirﬂﬂ K. Fish, %‘h‘ﬂﬁ ,Yish  sending that “H‘".
is mind all along. o rose from the table, I ' " w1 - -
“Like the stuf:.?“ asked Mr, Fish _ “I guess I'll see to this while you're E,HE,‘E‘,‘" ML il bom, TR

breesily, fnishing your lunch,” he said. “Time's '« Bgiyuce 1t will knock the whels
“Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry. dollars.” thing on the head. H Dr. Locke would

Bt . ifng"wﬁlt]hfihihwr;?ep slip in his hmc:i have nfnlaﬂtad. Mr. Fish would have
' : TEE " ke s lett the dining-room—to send asked him before we started. H didn't

e P th quite!” said Nugent, But off ]t;ha mhllﬂ, l:l the junfnu lu}}puﬁad. ask him ]:-ia?:aﬂt:l:a ha t’;ﬁi 'Lh:rn was
“The butlulness is terrifio!” mur- “Er_"‘ cable did not go very far, how- nothing doing—that’s as clear ag day-

] light.”
m‘;".IEd Hurree J“E,W"*R'-E,’ Singh, It went as far, to be exact, as the Eﬂmy Wharton frowned.

. Chance of a lifetime,” said Mr. yogihule of the Golden = Week Hotel,  “All'the more reason why we should
Fish. “1 guess there's heaps of B"l"?ﬁ where Mr. Fish carefully tore it into cable, then,” he said. *“If the Head
would jump at a chance like this with o) pieces and dropped the pieces objects to our taking part in a picture
hﬁ';%:t;, Eﬂiﬁ auleverer. “but— behind & tub of altiru‘hm.r o : %E._ !:Inllﬂ;&udd, we've no right to do it

, .
“Not a bad idea, sir,” said Coker of .0 748 extremely unlikely that the We're to get the consent of the

the Fifth 1) dfully. “But I don't Head of Greyfriars would cable “ No headmaster of Greyfriars, as we belang -

o f”h“ 08 s Fas wil F‘,,m : in reply to that message, ::: Emr;,m, before Greyfriars Bgures
“1 guess you ean eave that to the d i

ﬂ.iregtug of the Perfection Picture ?%,H;‘L'}dﬂﬁ.ﬂm g?;u m!:dn:i

"0 onl® said Potter e Ces Ot T s, o mate v B
“Same here|” assented Greene, Sllence Gives Consent ! “T don't seo 6" said ﬁnntr?y.-vit %
 But—"" said Harry Whartom. ATHEAD» depends on the Head—but I h he
“1 gueses you guys are butting in like F “What 1" wiﬂ congent. Anyhow, we shall

a lot of Egeuhr illy-goats,” grunted “Idiot I” to-merrow.”

Fisher T, Fish. - Harry Wharton stared at *Iknow now,” growied Bunter. *“You
But——" repeated Wharton, *“This William George Bunter. silly chump, the Perfection Picture

wasn't mentioned beforo we left Thy Owl of the Remove glared at Syndicate tried to get men from nearly

England, Mr. Fish. We understood him. his ve tacles glittering with all the public schools in England to pla
that this was a tour of the Umt-gd 1,.,,-1-“1;]-,]:Ils W & & in th“pﬁlm, and they werfrefuuecr ;ﬁ
States, and I suppose we can take it, “Chump !” he snorted. round.”

gf;’ tirtntmwa‘va ruxhedm ;m::a ‘:l;: " What's the mnﬁt-er, you howling ‘I;Hnbw do you know?” demanded

o beca U i 1 erry.

B it InrpHn oot il the G ;;:;t. demanded Wharton, in astonish- B?‘ICI}! e T [ |
Of course, I've no objection: I like the “ Dummy ™ “Oh, blow what wou happened to
idea no end.” “ Kick lﬁm, somebody I” said the cap- hear!” said Bob. “ You happen to hear 5

“ That goes, then,” said Mr, Fish. tain of the Remove, too many things, Bunter, and '.
* But——"" said Johnny B:.dllaI . “I say, you fcllows, Wharton's spoiled generally hear them wrong. We ﬂiﬂ‘
“But—" said Harry. I don’ 4 4ll now,” said Billy Bunter. “We want any of your keyhole news.”
know whether our beadmaster at Grey- may as well pack our bags and go “{}L:i really, Cher-y |” .
friars would have given his permission | o, b | 't care what you .munocl to
i he had known. Wo ought to have “Why, ass!” demanded Bob Cherry. hear, you fat ass!"” enapp m'f;
TBE MigNer Lmrary.—No. 1,006. “Because the Head will cable *No® Wharton. *As likely as niot you >
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“ Now,”” said Mr. Fish,

jumping up from

& mistake. It resta with the Head, and
unless he cables ' No," we're free to go
nha#d. That settles it, and you can shut
up.

Fisher T. Fish winked at the orange
he was p{-eImﬁ. Fishy guessed that that
cable to the headmaster of Greyiriars
would not get vory far from Sacramento.
In which case, Dr. Locke certainly was
not likely to answer it.

All was plain sailing, and Fishy was
satisfied. Even the Bounder, keen as he
was, did not suspect that Hiram K.
Fish was not going to dispatch the eable
‘at all. But really, Mr. Fish had left
himself littla ~hoice in the matter.
Certainly he had not undertaken the
expense of bringing the Greyfriars
plr? out as far as Sacramento, only to
send them home again. After the great
F:_cturu had been taken, and the Grey-
riars fellows had served their turn,
they could go home as soon as they liked
—and then the Head would learn the
“true inwardness "' of that ' educational
tour ™ in the United States. And if he
went off on his ear, as Mr. Fish would
have expressed it, it would not matter
a continental red cent.

Once the picture was filmed, all was
O.K. from M-, Fish's point of view, and
the views of the headmaster of Grey-
friars would not disturb his equanimity
in the very least,

As the party had to stay in Bacra-
mento until the Head's answer—if any—
was received, they had time to take a
look at the Californian capital. After
52 much hustle and rush, 1t was quite
pleasant to bs able to take a leisurcly
stroll. Billy Bunter retired to his room
for a nap—without being missed sarely
(] the other fellows—and Lord
hfl.ule-?mr preferred to see Sacramento
from a seat in tho porch, while Fisher
T. Fish disappeared with his popper.

chair like a jack-in-the-box, *‘ I ean do a Valentino part !

But the Famous Five and the Bounder
went for a ramble in the town. A
yelling newsboy in I0th Strect urrested
their attention, and they bought a
copy of the * Bacramento Kagle.” Thore
was news in it which showed that Mr.
Fish had not been losing his time. Tha
Press gentlemen bad not yet succceded
in getting Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's
name quite correctly, but they were
getting nearer—he was now Hurry Jam-
pot Chang Wing. And the headings in
the paper made the juniors stare,

“ BOYS WHO BAFFL.ED BANDITS
PERFECTION FILM STARS!™

“HURRY JAMPOT CHANG WING
TO ACT FOR PERFECTION
PICTURES!"

“INDIAN PRINCE OF BARNY.
POOTER FEATURED IN PER-
FECTION FILM!"

“BSCHOOLBOY HERO FOR
HOLLYWOOD!"

“My only hat!”™ said Nugent. *Mr.
Fish must have given this out to the
reporter !" .

“Bweet are the uses of advertise.
ment [ grinned Bob Cherry.

The Baunder whistled.

“Mr. Fish is counting his chickens
rather early,” he remarked. *“ He seems
to be sure that the Head will consent.”

Wharton frowned at the newspaper.

“If he doesn’t it's all off,” he said.
“If that ecable comes from the Head
to-morrow—"

“ Let's hope it won't!" said Nugent.

“The htipa{ulnen is terrific.”

“Well, T hope it won't, as much as
anybody,” said Harry, “ but if the Head
says no, we're bound to play up.”

o w8

**1 guess I got & proposition to put before you lads. How'd you like to take Ina Oim? ™
.‘l nlwln‘ I " “id Bﬂh 'ﬂh! ) 1 nut_hut are we “nr m :nr mm*“ﬂn!? o i q M !

fellows,” said Bunter,
tTP (Bee Chapler ©.)

“Yes, rather!”

“Let's hopo for tho best,” said Bob
Cherry cheerily, “and in the jolly old
meantime, lot's see all we can of jolly
old California, in case the Head tul{s us
to go home.”

All the Co. hoped, from the bottom of
their hearts, that no cable would come

from the Head. Silence would give
consent, but, if a cable came, they had,
as Wharton said, to play up. In the

circumstances of the case, no cable was
likely to come. They hoped sincerely
that it wouldn't, and their hope proved
well-founded. It didn’t!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker on His Guard !

i DOK oat ! said Coker.
i Eh?"
L “What?"

_ “Look out!” repeated Coker
nlyﬁtenuuﬂg.

“What the thump——" began Potler.

“Don’t shout!”

*“But what

“Don't yell 1”

Potter and Greene looked resigned—
s resigned as they could. It was the
second day in Sacramento, and the
three Filth-Formers were taking a walk
around the Californian capital, Coker &
Co. took their walks abroad by them-
selves—not with a mob of juniors, which
was very satizfactory to Coker & Co.,
and quite as satisfactory to the mob of
juniors.

“We're being followed,” said Coker
mysteriously—his manner was so
mﬂiﬂnnm that his comrades stared at

m.

“Followed?” repeatad Potter blankly,

4Hg Msaoner Linaany.—No, 1,006,
] B F i =] - :

" ejaculated Greene.
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“Don't roar! Yes, followed,” gaid
Coker. ** Now, don't stare like a pair of
frightened chickens ™

Potter and Greene had no intention
of starin round lhke a pair of
frightened chickens, Mysterious and
impressive as Coker's manner was, they
wera not at all impressed. They did
not believe for a moment that they were.
being followed, their impression being
that it was only some more of Coker's
rot. However, they did not say so.
Fromy long experience, Potter and
Lireene knew that it was necessary to
give Coker his head.

“Now, look in this plate glass
window ! said Coker, stopping before
a large jeweller's shop.

Potter and Greene stared in at the
window. Quite attractive goods were
displayed to the view there. They gaszed
at the display.

“Bee?” asked Coker.

“Eh? Yes,” said Potter, *“‘Lots of
things in the window! We're not goin
to buy watches and clocks, I suppose?

“Don't be an ass! Can’t you see that
man 7" mmppeﬂ Coker. *This window
reflects him! See? You can see him
in the glass without staring round.
Haven't you any sense?”

7 “Dh!"” yawned Potter.

They were in 10th Street, one of the
busiest in Sacramento. The big plate-
glass window naturally reflected a
number of persons on the side-walk.
Which of them was the object of Coker's
suspicion, Potter and Greene did not
know. Neither did they care.

“That tall, skinny- mkini johnny
with the cock-eye!" said Coker, in a
“thrilling whisper. *“8ee him 7™

“I sea him,” assented Potter, ll-.lﬁg
at the reflection of a rather tall
thin man with a_ cast_in his eye, who
was standing on the side-walk at a little
distance from the Greyfriars seniors;
apparently waiting for a street car,

“Well, that fellow's been followin
us,” declared Coker. “I'vo notice
him three or four times, and he’s had
his eye on us all the time. What do youn
think of that?"

“Perhaps he happened to be walking
the same way,” hagarded Greene.

“Don’t be an idiot, Greene 1™

“Lots of people have followed uns up
this street,” said Potter flippantly.
“Quite a crowd, in fact. As many as
have Paased us going the other way, 1
think."

Coker fixed him with a grim frown.
Coker's look showed that it was no time
for Rippancy.

“If you can't talk sense, Potter—"

“What's the good of talking sen=e to
vou, old ehap?” demurred Pottor.
“You'd never catch on.”

“Neverl” agreed Greene.

“It's & pity,” said Coker, “that von
two fellows haven’t the brains n? a
bunny-rablit between you. That cock-
eyed man has been lollowing us, and I
jolly well know what he's up to. I was
kidnapped in New York. %’nu fellows
remember that?" ;

“You hatnn'tdgivnn ns a chanes of
forgetting it, old bean,” said Potter.
“Look here, don't you start telling us
ahout it all over again—"

“We know it by heart,” explained
(GGreene.

Horaca Coker breathed hard,

“I was k1dm:ﬁp-_ed in New York,” heo
said. “Now T find a stranger dogging
my steps here. What does it mean?
Is it the same game over again? Tt
looks like it to me.”

It did not look like it to Potter and
Greene. Undoubtedly, Coker had been
k:dn:gpad in New York—having dis-
played unlimited cash in the public
view, and then walked into a doubtful

Tue Maexer Lisrary,—No. 1,006.
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part of the city. Coker bad asked for
it, and he had got what he had asked
for.  But a kidnappiug stunt in a
crowded business street in broad day-
light did not appear probable to Potter
and Greenc. It appeared to them
highly improbable.

“Well, what shall we do to him1"
asked Potter, still Aippant. “8hall we
se1ge him by the b“cllﬂ‘ of the neck and
strew the hungry churchyard with his
bones 1"

L:.'rrmna chuckled.

“Don’t be a fool! In the first
said Coker, “we'll make absolutely sure
that he's following us. See? We take a
street car here, and if ho takes the same
car we shall be sure. What?"

“Good egg!"” said Greene, with a
heartiness t rather surprised Coker,
and Potter gave equally hearty support.
The fact was, that Coker had walked
themn nearly off their legs by that time,
and Potter and Greene were willing to
take any vehicle to anywhere,

“Come on, then,” gaid Coker. *“Don't
stare at the man! Don't put him on
his guard, you know.” !

Coker & Co. boarded a street car
along K Street. Rather to the surprise
of Potter and Greene, though not at all
to Coker’s surprise, the thin man with
the cast in his eye boarded the sameo
ecar. Still, they supposed that that was
the car he had been waiting for. Coker
gave them a triumphant look. «

At the corner of K and 15th Streets
Coker left the car, and Potter and
Greene unwillingly followed him., Th
really had had enough walking; but it
wu;. of course, futile to argue with

er.

When the thin maf with tha dis-
arranged eye also alighted from the car,
Potter and Greene sat up and took
notice, so to speak. It was at least a
coincidence, if it had been his intention
to_alight at that spot.

The three Fifth-Formers walked along
15th Street towards the Capitol Park,

“Drop your hanky and look back
while you pick it up, Potter,” said
Coker. He was getting more and more
mysterious in the thrill of this excite-
ment, and really scemed almost to be
acting for the film already,

“Ohn, all right ! rnwnedyPuttar.

At the entrance of the park Potter
dropped his handkerchief according to
instructions, and glanced back as he
picked it up. He was quite startled to
see the thin, tall man following.

“My hat!” murmured Potter, in sur-
prise,

“8ee him 1" breathed Coker.

“¥Yes. He's coming this way.”

‘;[Whnt did 1 tell you?" breathed

ar.

“I dare say he's going for a walk in
the park,” suggested Greene. “I ke-
lieve a lot of people da on a fine day.”

“Don't be an idiot, Greena ¥

"H{".-m Ili

“We'll turn and walk back to that
corner, and see whether he turns back,”
said Coker. Coker  was developing
stratlegy at a great rate.

“Oh, all right!"

The three Fifth-Formers swung round
and started back. They passed the
fo]lnwmr man within a few feet of him,
and could not help looking at him euri-
ously as they passed. ose in-
spection his face was not pleasant to
look at. Apart from the cast in his eye,
his features were sharp and gard, iia
eyes deep-set and glinting, and the
expression of his mouth resembled a
gsnarl. Even a schoolboy could see that
the man was a tough customer, though
he was quite well dressed. For a second
his dee eyes were on them, and
then he was past. :

“Looks a bit of a blighter,” remarked
Greene. "I say, we don't want to bunt

lace,"

———

trouble with the man, Coker. Beiter
leave him alone.”

Coker did not heed. Fear was un-
known to Coker of the Fifth, and he di
not care if the mft:i wuh A gunman wi
a “six-gun " packed in his hip-pocket.

The trio stopped at the mﬂner of K
Street again, as if to wait for a street
car to come along. From that point,
glancing back along 15th Street, they
saw the man coming back. He had not
gone into the park, after all.

Potter whistled.

Amazing as it was to discover that
Coker was r:g{:t, there .really seemed
:_? be no dnud [.-gﬂmt ]it Euw.i Ttlﬁ:

ranger was deliberate eepin
thr;;: FEEJn-Fnrmar: of IG l‘il!.r! in
sight.

“Well?” said Coker triumphantly.

“He's ?m:ted us as strangers in the
place, and he’s looking for a chance to
pick our pockets,” said® Greene. "I

say, it's teastime; let’'s get back to the
hotel. None of your New York stunts
lmmﬁ Coker." )

“He’s not a pickpocket,” said Coker.
“How do you kngwi“" " ¥

“Well, T do know. He's after me,”
seid Coker itively.
It seemed indubitable to Coker that

the shadower was after him. He was
the importart one of the three. Potter
and Greene were nobodi ml‘ deriving
what little impﬂrﬁuua-ea!q from
their association with Coker. Coker.
indeed, would have been quite offended
had he supqolod that Potter and Greene
loomed as large in the shadower's eyes
85 he did himself. '
that he was bein
to a repetition o
York. >
“Well, let's get along,” said Potter
ancasily, “I'm blessed if I like* the
look of that fellow's [ace—and -he's
coming along.” '
A street car oame up and stop
and Cpker & Co. boarded it, up .
Street. The tall man broke into a rum
and caught the same car, y

He did not look at the Grey ;
seniors on beard the car, but they could
have no doubt now that he was follow
ing them, The car stopped at the corner
of 10th and K, and the three Greyfriars
fellows alighted. * The man with
cast in his eye followed suit. Coker &
Co. walked into the Golden West Hotel,
and the man e outside.  They
waited in the lounge, and a [efw minuz '
later the tall man zauntered in.
passed rear Coker & without &
glance, as ”Tll:];“ had ]ﬂhﬂﬁ: inmﬂtg
them now. ey saw speak to :
clerk at the desk for a few minutes,
and then saunter out of the hotel agai
still without any look at Coker &

“Well, he's gone,” said Potter.

Coker went out into the lgo:cl'l and
glanced down the street. He caught

sight of the tall man disappearing in
the ecrowd, walking quickly, “n.';f he
had finished his business there, what-
ever it was. Apparently his object :
hoen only to trace Coker & Co. to their
hatel. Coker rejoined his comrades wit
a thoughtful frown on his brow, g 3
“He's run us down,” he said. *I'm"*
inF to find out what he said to the
ggtu clerk. Come on.” '
The hotel elerk was affable, and
ready to give information. The tall
stranger had nim&ljr inquired of him
whether that was the hotal where Prince
Humpy Jampot Bang Ching, whe
in all the newspapers, was staying. =
“0Oh " said Coker, rather taken aback.
“He didn’t ask von anything abeout

mae ™™
Hu}m " AHA
retired with Potter and G

Coker was convi :
shadowed, with a view '
his experience in :

Em

ks
¥

nE‘hT :

“Oh!” said Coker again. And
were grinning. . i*;-,_tz
_i;'-;
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“Protty plain, isn’t it?” said Coker, As th , X i
when' they ‘wera alone. - . ‘was sl given {0 the holdup-on the besn  more or 'lem burned 15 the

“Quite!” agreed Potter, “He's some
curious ass who has been reading in the
papers about Hurree Singh, and wants
to stare at him—rubbering, as they call
it 2‘ this country.”

‘What's it,"” ngreed Greene. “ He saw
us in the street, and recogunised us as
members of the sume party, and followed
us, to find out where Hurreo Bingh was
staying.”

“You think so?” asked Coker con-
temptuously.

“Isn't it plain enough!” demanded
Potter,

Coker looked at his friends with pity-
ing disdain.

“80 you think that fellows are inter-
ested in Hurree Singh?” he asked,
“Well, it shows what fools you are,
that's all. Of course, he is after me,
Asking about yvoung Inky was simply a
blind. It's me ho wanta! Can't you see
it now "

“Nunno!” murmured Potter.

“Not quite!” said Greene.

“Not now I've told wyou?® asked
Coker. “Well, you fellows are the
limit, I know you can’t help being
fools; but, dash it all, yonu might help
being such thundering silly fools! Wa
haven't scen the last of that scoundrel.
I can tell you I'm jolly well going to
keep on my guard. No more kidnap-
ping for me. We shall see’ that villain
again soon.”

_And once more Coker proved to be
right. For when the Groyfriars party
gathered to dinner that evening a man
with a cast in hizs eye was sitting at a
table at a little distance from them; and
Coker pointed him out with his soup
SPOON. :

“There he is!" ho said.

“My hat!"” murmured Greene,

“What do you think now!™ jeered
Coker. -

Potter and Greene really did not know
what to think. The man was there—
and evidently had come to stay in the
hotel. Coker had no doubt on the
subject—it wns a plot to kidnap him.
The man had shadowed him, learned at
what hotel he was staying, and had
coma and booked a room at the eame
hotel. It was true that he had shadowed
Potter and Greene also, and that it was
their hotel, too; but that consideration
did not even enter Coker’s mind. As
n=ual, Coker’s horizon was completely
filled by the important ficure of Horace
James Coker., After dinner Horace
Coker drew his friends apart, and whis-
pered mysteriously :

“I'm going to stay awake to-night.”

:'E:hit on earth for ?":1 asked Potter,

: eep on my guard.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“I don’t intend to be kidnapped a
second time,"” said Coker. “1 shall stay
awake and watch.”

“All serene,” said Potter, with a
emile. He had no objection to Coker
staying awake and watching, if he
liked. Green smiled, too.

“And so will you,” added Coker.

HEh™

Porter and Creene ceased to smile.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Hoodlum !

14 UFF!" said Mr. Fish. ™ Jest
G guff 1"
By which Hiram K. Fish

meant that it was nonsense.
. But the Greyfriars fellows were look-
ing rather gerious. Only Hurree Jamset
Ram E!ngl’n dusky face remained quite
unperturbed,
_ After dinner, the juniors were look-
ing at the evening papers in the lounge.

Pacific Ratlroad; and there were more
and more details sorted out by eager
reporters, Some of these details had a
rather disturbing effect upon the friends
of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, though
none whalever upon the nabob himself.

The juniors were glad te read that
the express messenger on the train was
likely to recover from his wound. And

the man who had been wounded b
Hurree Singh was only slightly injured.

TWENTY-ONE TO-DAY!

A spirited tributs to the genius of
Mr. Frank Richards and the

universal popularity of Harry
Whufun & Co.

By THE GREVFRIARS RHYMESTER.

Gather round with your relations,

Give ua blithe congratulations,

For we've reached the noble age of
TWENTY-ONE!

Though wa've had our tribulations,

Our froubles and vexations,

Hfuﬂnrd, we've had a mighty lot of

i |

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry,

And old Hurree Singh ac merry,

Franﬁ Nugent, and cur cheery Johnny

ull,

Every week yom read the stories

Of their woes, and larks, and glories,
And you know the Famous Five are

oever dull.

For a chap that's fond ol eating—
Well, old Bunter wants some beating,
As, of course, you may have noticed

long -
Where he puta the stuff, fio mattier,
Ha & dally getting fatter,
And a "Twonty-first's™ a
chance, you know!

A ghout of Ise Ia swelling

Round our [amous author's dwelling,

Frank Richards is the hero of the hour!

His output Is terrific,

For his brain is most prolifie,

And his stories all are full of punch
and power.

spiffing

Dicky Nugent as a writer

H to make the paper brighter,

A our serials are highly pralsed
indead.

All the plctures give you pleasure

In your merry hours of leisure,

j.lt:g t.hadnr:m are all the kind you like

read.

We are feeling so excited

And g0 very much delighted
At the Iletters we've received from
everyoue.

Because, in readiog over,

We nre happy to discover,

Both young snd old are proud we're
TWENTY ONE!

Thers are pals we've kmown for ages,

Ever since the MAGNET pages

Fi‘::;.uér began to see the happy light o
Y.

Now we hopa that many others

Will enrol among these brothers,

To help us on along our gleesome way.

There are times when yon are weary,

There are times when you are dreary,

Tha]-;u are times when it's a fag to be
nlive:

But be sure that all yonur tronbles

Will just burst like airy bubbles,

f you epend an hoanr amongst the
Famous Five!

Now will all the MacNer brothers,

Joined by many, many others,

Give to us and Frankie Richards three
good chears? .

The Famous Five resound them,

As you rally gaily round them,

An :ru? wish us many more successfal
years
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flaming automobile, not seriously but
very painfully.

All of them were booked for a long
term in the penitentiary; though, as the
express messenger had not been killed,
after all, they were safe from the
“electric chair.”

The search for their escaped leader
had been unavailing. He was the only
member of the gang who had got
away; but he seemcd to have got clear,
with some of the loot from the express
car. It seemed unlikely that he ever
would be run down now, as he had
been seen only with a mask on his face,
and it was, of course, impossible to
identify him. All that was known of
him was that he was & tall, elim man,
and that his associates alluded to him
as “Dandy Jim.”

As there were some hundreds of thou-
sands of tall, slim men 1n the States of
Nevada and California, the police had
a difficult task before them In tracing
the leader of the train bandits. The
captured rascals refused to give an
information; but they had one and a

declared that - Jim "™ would

“get" the gink who had baffled the

geng; and of this the reporters made

several scare headlines, such as:

“RAILROAD ROBBERS REGISTER
REVENGE!

HINDOO HERO HUNTED BY
HOODLUM It

A “hoodlum,” the junmiors gathered,
Was l;r ery bad mwdndmmrd-
reporters,  capt train

rl;ﬁberl had no doubt that Dandy Jim
would revenge his disaster by “get-
ting ” the author of it. Which was not
?H&Emma reading for Harry Wharton
“GuffI” pronounced Mr. Fish reas-
suringly, “Jest ﬂl I guess the
reporters have to d out something
for the public to read! We like our
news spiced in this country. Nothing
m i, I guess. These hoodlums are for
the pen; and they've been blowing off
sbanE some. But it's mostly newspaper

EnQR,
“The gasfulness is terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 suppose it's that really,” said
Harry Wharton. " But—"

“Anyhow, we're a long way from
Nevada now, and to-morrow we're hit-
ting the cars for 'Frisco,” said Mr,
Fish. “Don't you wnrr% any, kid," Le
added to the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh smiled.

“The worryfulness is not terrifie,” he
"B !

'l protect old chap'” said .
Billy Bunter ramrm ly. .

“Ha, h i

“Oh, really, you fellows—"

“All the same, w_t:i wali‘ut ttkj kﬁtp our
peepers . sal ran ugent.
“Hﬁwm“ this Dandy Jim by
gight, and he could walk the strects of
Bacramento without anyone being the
wiser, The paper says that it was he
who lhhu: the erprmd mossenger, so he
must n protty ate sort of

. esper
Fi:hﬂma hoodlum I™ agreed Fisher T,

“It's a pity the brute got away,” snid

Johmny Bull. *8till suppose this
newspaper stuff is mml:&y '
“Don't ba ' f old

ks
(Continued on page lﬁﬂh Yo
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~ TWENTY-ONE

YEARS OLD THIS WEEK-—THE

1 RATE pip! Tm late! ™
G < Jaok slolly of the Fourth
Form at 8t. Bam's, jumped out

of hisa bed in dismay, as the
eollem  tinkling of the rising.-bell rever-
berated through the old skool.

* Hali-past seven!™ he muitered to
himself, es he hastily dregmed. ** And
1 should have been at work in the Loot-
room at five o'clock. This bl
start, and no mistake !

It was Jack's first day as hoothoy of
Bt. Sam's, He had slept in the Fourth
dormitory with lis pals for the lost time !
Henceforth, the former kaptin of the Fourth
wonld gleep in the musty, fusty old boot-
room, surcounded by boola and boot-
polisfi. It wae indeed a black outlook
tor him.

The rest of the Fourth had begun to
wake up by the time Jack Jolly was dreased.
Many were the curious glarnses that were
thrown at the fellow who was leaving their
ranks to becoms a meer hewer of wood
and drawer of water—or rather, blacker
of boots and shiner of shoes,

“Well, you're off, then, old ehan,”
remarked Irank Fearless, “ It seems
mpossibul that vou'll never be with us
in the Form-room again. Ten't there any
way of getting you back t

Jack Jolly shook his head.

“ I ean’t help my pater losing the bonds
in which he had invested all his munny,
can T1" he eaid. " And the only way
you ean get me back is by finding the
wissing honds and restoring my pater's
vannighed fortunes."”

“lzy Gegrge, and I'l do it, too!"
enid Frank Fearless, ernestly, * iy hook
or by crook, I'll find out where those
bonds are, and put you on your feet
again, There's my Land on it [

Fearless rung his old friend's hand.

There was a mocking larf from Biffer,
the cadd of the Fourth, whose pater had
mdeweced General Jolly to invest his all
in the jll-fated bonda

“ Some hopes | " he sneered, “1 agq;n-
mﬁ, a3 a matier of fact, Old Man Jo lr
to sell the bonds to,pay his debts |
Tue Maexer Lisrary.—No. 1,096,
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Well, take that 1" shouted

“Pa yon ?
Frank Fearlegs, miving the sneering rotter a
torrifick swipe on. the boko that sent

him spinning across the dorm. like s
ratherine-wheel,

" Thanks, Fearless ! ™ said Jack Jolly,
grﬁtﬁfull}r. “Well, I must go now. Ta-
ta l

Teking a !ast fond look at the dor-
mitory, Jack Jolly hopped it,

Down in the boot-room, Mrs. Buxom,
the house-dame, was already waiting for

| hidtan,

" Lawks-a-mussy ! This is a nice time
to start your dooties ! ' ghe said, seveerly.
“If Dr. Birchemall gets to know this, I
don't know what he'll do.”

“"But T do!" eaid a feerce voice in
the doorway, and in stalked the majestick
tigger of the Head himself,

He fixed an acusing glarnse on the new
boot-hoy.

“Jolly ! " he eried feercely, T thought
I told you to begin work at five o'clock |

I thought go, too, sir! " agreed Jack
Jolly, innosently. * However, if ou
meant hali-past seven, it's just as well 1
didn’t turn up before, isn't it 7

“You checky young cub!™
the Head, turning red with rage.

I pay °*five,’
minnit later |
pertinence !

Dr, Birchemall cuffed the new boot-boy

in, and again with vennomous force.

Jack Jolly boughed to the inevvitable,
Now that he was a meer hoot-boy—the
lowest of the meenials at St. Sam's—he
couldn't very well argew the toss about
the matter, as he might have done in
happier times. So he utfered no word
of complaint, and with the eggseption
of an irged yell of pain, bore his
punnishment with stoickal indifference.

“There | " gas the Head, when he
had finished. * 1l tench you t{o be
respectiwe to your scoperiors, my hoy !
And now to get on with the giddy washing !
You ma ve me io instruet Joily
in the jentle art of cleaning shoes,

Mra. Buxom.”
& curtsa
Eirvhtrua.ﬁ

hissed
“ When
I mean ‘five’, and not a
Take that for your dis-

The house-dame dr
and waddled off, and !

From polishing Latin and ather learned

subjects, Jack Jolly has descended to

polishing boots! How has this amazing
contretemps come to pass ?

picked up one of the numerous boots lying
shout and proseeded to demonstrate,

** First, grasp your boot frmly in the
left hand.” he eggsplained.

“1 don't quite see how " began
Jack Jolly.

“Hold your tongme!™ smapped the
Head.

“ What—the tongue of the boot ¥

asked Jack, in surprise,
roared the Head _

" corse not!™
furiously, * You just put your hand
inside the boot like this— Yaroooooo | ™

Dr. Birchemall broke off with a feendish
howl, as his nuckle landed on a nail that
projected from the heal.

Inwardly, Jack Jolly was larfing fit
to bust at the sight of the revered and
majestick Head of St. Sam's hnprmg‘
round the boot-room like an injured from
He mannidged, however, to preserve an
eggspression of owllike gravvity on his
face; to have b-etmyeﬁmthn slightest
sign of amusement at that moment wonld
have been calling down the viles of Dr.
Birchemall's wrath on his head, with &
vengensz !

" Better try this one, sir | " he advieed,
picking up anotber boot.

Dr. Birchemall grunted nnd ook it.

“To proseed: having got a firm gri
of the boot, the next thing is to hru$
the dust off—so!"

The Head swept his brush over the
boot, with an artistick flurrish. Un.
forchunitly, the artistick flurrish earried
his hand a bit too far, and the brush
finished up on the end of the Head's
rather prominent nose,

Thud !

“Yow-ow-ow ! " rogred Dr. Birchemall,
jmnqing about like a dervish,

“1 sce, gir!” swid Jack, nodding lLis ;
head gravely. “ But is it essential to |
bash one’s boko every time * " ¥

" Certainly not ; that was an axxident I
groaned the Head, rubbing his dammidged
organ roofully. " Now waich the next
move carefully, Jolly ! Hero is a bottle
of liguid blacking. We will uncork it and \
tip a little out in this sawcer.”

Jack Jolly watched with interest, asg
Dr. DBirchemall made an effort to draw |§
the cork out of the neck of the bottle,
It was an obstinate cork, and beads of
inspiration stood out on the Head's
[orrid mas he endeavoured to make it

hﬂdﬁg.
“Drat the wretched thing,” he eggs-
claimed. 1 must vse a corkscrew !
DiﬁﬂEEﬂ- hand into his trowsis pocket,
Dr. Birchemall drew out a weerd assortimment
of penknives, marbles, ehunks of tofiy and
bits of string et setters, from which he
selected a stout corkscrew. He inserted
the screw into the cork, and then, holding

the bottle his neeze, tugged for. gy

dear life. T
Plop ! = 4 1N
The cork came out. So did the lignid + ")

blacking | It came out with a rush, and a
streem of it shot up in the wir and farel
swamped Dr. Birebemall's head an
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ghonlders, turning hin instently into a
howling nigger.

Swoooosh

" Qooooch ! " howled the Head.

“*“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Jack Jolly,
mnable to contain Iis larfter any longer.

“Grooooo | " gasped the unfortunaie
Dr. Birchemall. - How dare you, Jolly !
T've a good mind—grocooo {—to bireh
you black and Lloo for dispertinence—
cooch ! Buat first, I must go to the bath-
room and have a wash and brush-up.
You can get on with the work without
my valluable assistance, now. Yah!™

With a final savvidee glare at the
historical new shoeblack, Iir. Birchemall
tramped out of the room,

The echo of his hevyy bob nailed boots
died away down the “haceides, and Jack
Jolly, with an effort, pulled himself to
pether again and made a start on the boots
end shoes,

Of corse, it was an awiul eome-down
for the former kaptin of the Fourth to
have 1o spend his day shining shoes!
Jack Jolly was a fellow of palish, but he
was never bhorn to polielh shoes for his
living,

However, Jack was not the sort of chap
to remain fed-up for long, and very soon,
his cheery whistle was ringing through
the bhoot-room as he pertewed his hoible
task.

11,

RANK FEARLESS, Merry and
F Brigirt felt like lost sheep, without
their old leader, that day, They
wandered about after class,
wondering what to do with themselves.
Footer, without Jack Jolly, seemed a
mockeryv, They tried to play, but some-
how the ball seemmed es. hevvy as lead,
and they chucked 1t up at last in disgust.
In the evening they adjerned to the
tuck-shop, with the intention of drowning
their sorrows in foaming jinjer-pop.  But
the tuclk-shop eeemed aa ploomy as a
toom now that their old pal’s cheery
larfter was no lofiger herd, and somehow
they found they couldn't swallow the
bevverage.

They were crossing the quad ogain,
when Frank Fearless suddenly started.

“*My hat! There goes Bulfer and his
pater [* he eggeclaimed. “ Where are
they sneaking off to, I wonder 1"

Merry and Bright glarnged in the
direckshun indicated by Fearless, -and
whistled. BSneakmg across the quad like
a cupple of erimnminals bent on committing
some dasterdly deed, were Biffer, the
booly of the Fourth, amd his father,
Benjamin Bifier, the City stockbroker.
They were making straight tor the Cloisters
of St. Sam's—thaose mistecrious Cloisters
whaose flagstones covermd many a secret
entrance 10 the wunderground idgea
and aneient cripts wlich pggsizﬂej beneeth
the kool buildings.

“1 have an idea there’s fow] work afoot,
here, you men,” lizsed Frank Fearless.
* Let's follow them.”

“Good egg ! " cried Merry and Bright.

The chums of the Fourth eagerly
followed the two Biffers, inwardly wonder-
ing what was the meening of their sinnister,
sneaky behaviour.

“1 shouldn't wonder if it's some-
thing to do with General Jolly's finanshal
collapse,” said Frank Fearless, shrewdly,
as they shadowed their quarry, with the
stelth of Red Indians. * See that leather
satchel under old Bifier's arm "

*Yes, rather!”

“} wonder if it eontaing General
Jolly's miissing bLonds * ™

i Fﬁw 1 i

" But—but that would mean that Old
Man Biffer is a theei ! " whispered Merry.
“Of corse, I know be's a stockbroker,
bnt do wyou think be'd go as far as
pinching 1

Frank Fearlese shrugged, in the evening
twilight.

" -

*1 daresay the old scoundril has
}JIUGkﬂd many a pijeon in a lawful way,”
18 remnarked sagely, “ It's not a far ery
from lawful pinching to unlawful pinching,
agliter all 1"

“Troo !I'" nodded Merry and Bright.

Reaching the Cloisters, 'l {wo Hiffers
halted.

Fearless and M and Bright ecould
hear a whispered confab going on hetween
Eiffer eenior and Biffer junior, and the
farely thrilled as they canght the wards
" QGeneral Jolly,” " bonds,” and " place
of snfety.”

“They're going to hide the giddy
bonds | " hissed Fearless. * What did I
tell you t Hallo——"

He broke off suddenly and stared. For !
while he bhad heen speaking, the ’

two Biffors had stepped into some
doep shadows and disappeared, just
as if the earth had opened and -
swallowed them up !

A few minnits }, and then,
to the walching .juniors’ surprise,
the Biffers mup‘fluamd i behind
a pillar some distance away irom
where they had vennished |

“"Look!™ eggs.
claimiod Fearless,
ecositedly. * Old ?Jijf-
fer's not carryin 8
satchel, now | E['l'l.ll-t.
meens they've hidden
the bonds!"™

il FHW I L]

“ What shall we
do " asked Bright.

“Dot"” answerod
Frank Fearless,
“Why, go and tel!
Jack Jolly, of corsa ! ™

can s=ea all his
trubbles disappearing
in mo time, now !"

Frank Fearless,
howover, was a hit
too optimistick, as it
happened.

F ith his chums he
raced back to the
Skool House, and
made for the boot-
room to inform their old leader of what
they had seen.

“ By Jove, chaps! 1 beleeve you've
found out the trooth ! ™ Le cried, his eves
fashing, “ And to think that my pater
ia =elling matchea in the gutter, while old
Biffer gloata over the f[oriune he has
theeved from us!™

“ Bomeone taking my name in vain 17
interrupted an unplezzant voice from the
docrway, and the eadd of the Fourth
entered, carrying a pair of muddy boots.

He snecered at Fearless, and flung his
boota at Jack Jolly.

* Have these ready in half an hour,
shoeblack 1" he ordered.

Jack Jolly's eyes blazed.

“ You beastly enob | ” he roared. " I'm
not likely to elean your hoots when 1've
found out the trooth about my pater's
vannished fortune! Hand over 1those
bonds, you theeving rotter!”

Biffer turned as pail a8 & ghost and
uttered a startled eigaalamnﬂun.

*“1 don't know what you meen!" he
cried horsely.

“Then I'll soon teach you!" eried
Jack Jolly, and he made a rush at the
trembling Biffer,

Befora the late kaptin of the Fourth
could get to grips with him, however,
there came another interruption from the
doorway.

“"Blees my sole! What the merry
dickens are you doing of, Jolly 1"

Jack Jolly dropped his hands. It was
the Head !

De. Birchemall glared majestickally
round the room.

* A meer boot-boy—a common or garden
ghoeblack—attempting to assauit one of
the skollers of 8t. Bam's! Unherd of 17

[

The chums of the Fourth followed the two Biffers,
inwardly wondering what was the meening of their
sinnister, sneaking behaviour.

he eried. " What can be the eggsplana-
tiom of such -on "

The eunller urned to Bifler's dile
again, and he pointed an accusing finger
at Jack Jolly.

“That dommon meenial has been
gujjesting that 1 know where his pater's
missing bonds are ! " hesaid. "1
he means to insinuate that my pater
pinched them."

" Prepoaticulous ! "' thundered Dr. Birch-

emall
" began Frank

“But we gaw him
Fearlesa,

“You saw ratts ! " snorted the Head.
" Return to wyour quarters immejately,
vou juniors. Jolly! You will follow me
to my study, where 1 will birch you 1"

““But you ean't birch a boot-boy!™
ohjected Jack Jolly.

“Can’t 11" leered the Head. " Have
another guesa|™

Followed by the sim atick glarnses
of his old pals, and triumfant eneer

of Biffer, the boot-boy of S5t. Sam's
followed the Head.

Needleas to eay, the seene that followed
in the Head's study was too painful to
be deseribed.

Jock retarmed to his work with bitter.
ness in lis sole. Ho felt sure now that
Biffer's ﬁamr had got Gemeral Jolly'a
bonds. But juetiss was denied him, and
despite his nollidge, it looked as if he was
going to remain E:u Outeast of the Skool.

THE END.

(Don't miss the final story in (his auus-
ing series, entitled: “JUSTISS AT
LAST ! whieh will r in next
week's BUMPER FREE GIFT NUM-
BER of the Migxer )

Trae Macyer Lisrary.—No. 1,006,
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chap,” said Bunter, “I'm with you,
you know,”

*The frightfulness is not terrifie, my
estecemed fat Bunter!” grinned Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh,

“1t's rather a pity I wasn’t handling
that gun, instead of you, Inky,” re-
marked Bunter thoughtfully, “I should
have bagged the lot of them.”

“Ha, bu, hal"

Billy Bunter's remark had the effect
of restoring the hilarity of the Grey-
friars party.

Mr. Fish looked at his wateh.

“Now, if you lads are going to the
Hippodrome ‘this evening, you want Lo
beat it,”” he remarked. :

Seats had  been booked at the
Sacramento Hippodrome for the evern.
g, the last th
in the Californian capital. On the
morrow, the cars were to bear them
onward to San Franei after which
they were heading for Los Angeles and
Hollywood. No oable had arrived
from the headmaster of Greyfriars—
F}r reasons t;hat gua juniors g;ara ntr
fo suspecting. Popper and Son could
have cnﬁﬁ:ﬁnnd them, but certainly
did not think of doing so. As they
understood that no repr from the Head
implied consent, it was anll plain sailin
now, and they were looking forwar

the Perfection Picture Syndicate.

As the Hippodrome was in K Street,
the Greyfriars party took a street car
from ‘the hotel to reach it.

They went in rather a thoughtful
mood.

_ .ﬂthnugh most of what tli]n?i had urﬁaﬂ
i ihe newspapers was :
as Mr. Fish d::m::'hﬂd iiji?:uit In?t urree
_E:ng!:‘slfr:endsiwlth a8 very uneasy fool-
ing. ‘rom  the newspaper reports it
was clear that the :}:n Dandy Jim
was a reckless and desperate character,
only too likely {o be revengeful. Hurree
Singh's action had prevented his escap-
ing with plunder to the extent of g
hundred thousand dollars—a fortune
for the gang had they succeeded in get-
tng_ﬂ!uur with it

15 gang was broken up and booked
for long terms of unprisonment. He
himself was a hunted fugitive, and it
was quite possible that some of the
prisoners might ‘“‘squeal,” and give
mformation which would lead to  his
arrest. That would mean a life sen-
sentence for shooting the express mos-

senger. There could be little doubt that
the roffian would be revengeful, and
that if he

came 1:]pa;n the schoolboy who
had causod his defoat, Hurree Singh's
life would scarcely be galo.

It was a very discomfortin reflec-
tion E::.-r. the chuma of the %hmuva,
though it did uot disturh the Impassive
nabob in the very least. True, at
Sacramento they were dat a

from the scene of the railroad hold-up,
and ou the morrow they were to ba much
farther away. Possibly Dandy Jim was
still hiding in the hifls of Nevada. mnd
thinking more of lis own safety than of
vengeance.  Still, the juniors did not
feel quite at ease.

The entertainment at the ITj po-
drome, however, drove the matter from
their minds, n.nci_tl_:ﬂj enjoyed the even-
ig. It was raining when they came
out, and the street cars were erowded,
and they decided to walk back to the
Lotel.

“1 say, you fellows, wo can get a
taxi!” expostulated Eiily Bunter.

“Wa can’t all get in & taxi, fathead,”
answered Johnny Bull, :

“Well, we can get two taxis—dash

Tae Micner Lispary,—No. 1,006,

e party were to spend

keenly to Hol ;Bmod and the studio of *

it, three if you like!”
liberally.
“Has your

said Bunter

ur postal-order followed you
to California yet?” asked Johnny,
“Nunno!"

“Then we'll walk."™

“I say, Mauly, have you got a ten.
dollar bifl about youi” ¢
“Yaas."

“Lend it to me, old chap, and I'll
stand the taxis.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Shut up, Bunter,” said Bob Cherry

cheerily, *‘It's only a few blocks.
CUome on! If you get wet, & wash will
do you good.”

“The goodfulness will be terrific!™

* Beast |"”

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on
regardless of the shower of rain, and
Billy* Bunter rolled after them. The

arty were nearing the Golden West
EI#I:EI, when a tall, slim man came hur-
riedly round a corner and followed on
behind them. Bunter blinked round at
him, blinked a second time, and then
grabbed Harry Wharton h;: the arm.

“"Hold on!"” he gasped. *1 say—_"

“What's the row now, fathead?”
asked Harry impatiently.

“There's a man behind us {*

“What about it, ass?”

“A tall, slim man,” gasped Bunter.
“1 say, you fellows, if it's that hoodlum
the:ﬂ ﬂnentinned in the paper——=*"

T !!l‘

The juniors all looked round, in the
glimmer of the street lamps shining
through the rain.

A man, whose figure was undoubtedly
tall and thin, muﬂtrrﬁng after them,
muffled up in a coat, against the rain,
and with his hat pulled down over his

brows.

As he was still at a little distance,
the juniors could only see that he was
tall and thin, and that he was muffled
up against the rain.

“1 say, you feollows—" _

“Oh, come on!’ said Vernon-Smith
impatiently, :

“Suppose he he‘in} shooting—"

“My esteemed, idiotic Bunter—"

“Fathead!”

“He's coming after usl” e

“Come on, you guys!” said Fisher T,
Fish.

The juniors hurried on towards the
Golden West, whose lights were glim-
mering out in the rain ahead. Behind
them the tall, dark figure kept pace,
and Bunter gave it many backward
blinks of alarm.

“I say, you fellows, he's still behind
us!”

“ Bow-wow [

“He may have a revolver!”

a4 A“ lfl

“He's following us!™

L BBBI] [H

“ Beasts "

The juniors ehuckled and walked on.
They were net likely to be alarmed by
every tall, thin man they beheld on the
strects of Sacramento, even if ‘he hap-
pened to be hurrying in the same direc-

tion,
Bunter broke into a run. His

Billy
fat little legs fairly twinkled as he
ronred Bob

“beat " it for the hotel,
Aren't

Ll

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™
Cherry. “Hold on, Bunter!
you going to protect us?"

“Chn’t you walk behind and stop the
bullets?”  demanded Johnny Bull.
" YFu‘ru wide enough to cover the lot of
us.’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter did not take the trouble te
answer; he twinkled onward, and
scuttled into the porch of the Golden
West. A few minutes later the juniors
followed him in, Billy Bunter was

blinking out uncasily into the rainy
night,

“1 say, you fellows—2"

“ My ., osteemed, fatheaded Bunter,

“I'm sure it was that hoodlum. He
had a villainous look!”

“I didn't notice the
said Harry Wharton ¥

“Well, T did! e was hurrying

ong in a syrupstitious way———"

“In a whatier 7"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He had a villainous, hangdog,
syrupstitious look,” persisted Bunter.
* Looked a murderous hoodlum all over.

villainous look,”
laughing.

I—"  Bunter broke off with a yell.
“"He's coming in ™
'IEh ?II :
“Here he comes! Help!” gasped
Bunter,

The tall, thin gentleman was walking
right into the hotel. Billy Bunter
dodged in haste behind the sturdy form
of erry.  For the moment he
had forgotten his intention of .Pnnenhng
the Nabob of Bhanipur Trom the
hoodlum.

“Ow! Keep him off!” gasped
Bunter. “1 say, you fellows—help 1”

“I guess it's wet,” said the tall, thin
man, taking off his hat and shaking the
raindrops from it, and revea _the
well-known ecountenance of Mr. Hiram
K. Fish. “You lads get wet—what?
Gee! What's the matter with that fat
sucker ¥ :

““Ha, ha, ha!"ﬁeﬂmi the juniors,

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. :

It was only Mr. Fish, That explained
the alarming fact that he had followed
the juniors and entered the hotel.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Fish looked puzzled. _

. “What's the pesky joke?!” he

uirad. - : -
mﬂﬂnhr Bunter,” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“He saw a tall gent coming on behind
us, and took him for Dandy Jim!"”

“*Ha, ha, ha!" roared Mr. Fish. <
“I—I say, you  fellows, J—]J—N
gasped Bunter.

“ You fat elam !” said Fisher T. Fish,
as his per walked away, laughing.
“You l?:li:-ﬁdﬂd mugwump !’

“Oh, really, Fishy——"

The juniors roared. Bunter had
described the tall, thin gentleman as »
villainous-locking hoodlum, and, as I‘t
had turned ont to be Mr. Fish, Fisher T.
was, naturally, indignant.

Another tall, thin man was sprawling
in a chair in the lounge, smoking =
cigar, and he had given a start as he
heard Bob mention the name of Dandy
Jim. For a moment his eyes—very
keen, and one of them with a cast-—
dwelt very curiously on the group of
juniors. . Then he gave all his attention
again to the rings of smoke curling from
his cigar. Harry Wharton & Co. passed
him without a illnpﬁ"tgtla dreaming
that they had ever seen him before—on
an oceasion when he had had a mask
on his face and a peyolver in his hand,
Dandy Jim, the train-robber of Nevada,
was not far awavy!

&
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Strategie ! _
o ODOK here——"" gaid Potter.
“Don't shout 1” .
L “Look here—" gzaid
Greene,

L[] Dﬂ'ﬂ‘t ]'Eﬂ Iﬂ

Potter and Greene looked, a3 they felt,
eéxasperated. Harry Wharton & Co.
had gone to bed.” Coker & Co. as
became Fifth-Formers and seniors, had
stayed up rather late, They had spent
the evening at tha State &'hm. in"
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12th Street, Coker, sz usual, standing
the tickeis, and Potter and Greene
standing Coker. Coker certainly had
given less attention to the play than to
the audience, keeping his eyes about
him for the man with the cast in his
eve, who—Coker was absolutely con-
vinced—was plotting to kidnap him as
he had been kidnapped in New York.

Coker was rather disappointed to see
nothing of his supposed enemy, but he
concluded that the villain was biding
Lis time,

When the three Fifthi-Formers re-
turned to the hotel, the man with the
unusual eve was smoking cigars in the
lounge, and Coker watched him sus-
piciously when he passed him. The
man appeared absolutely unconscious of
Coker’s existence—which was another
disappointment, for Coker had ex-
peoted him to give at least a start.
Still, his air of unconseiousness was, on
second thoughts, obvionsly a blind, and
proved that he was arying to still
Coker's natural suspicions. E.I‘hut- was
how Coker worked it out in the depths
of his powerful intellect.

Now that the Fifth-Formers had goue
to bed, at a rather late -hour, Potter
and Greene had a nafural desire to furn
in and go to sleep. Coker may have
felt the same, but he was above such
weakness, He was not going to sleep
that night. neither wera his comrades.

Potter and Greene wanted to go to
their own rooms. Coker almost drove
them into his room.

“1-rely on you fellows,” said Coker,
speaking in a ecautious voice, though the
door was shut. " As for the man him-
sélf, T could handle him—I haven't seen
a man in the United States yet that T
couldn't handle. But he may have a
sandbag, or a slung-chot, or something
of that kind about him. 1 expect you
fellows to stand by me,”

“But I want to go to hed!” said
Potter plaintively,

“I'm sleepy 1™ almost wailed Greene.

Coker gave a contemptuous eniff.

FREE!

Out on Wednesday

“You'd like to go to sieeF, and wake
up in the morning to find that 1'd been
kidnapped " he asked sardonically,

" Now, look here,” said Potter, "it's
all rot! Fancy a man trying to kidnap
anybody in & crowded hotel] Don't be
AN B85S I:rr

“Bo that's your opinion, Potter 1"

“That’s it " said Potter emphatically.

“ And yours, Greene 1"

“Exactly I” said Greene,
go to bed.”

“Gol” said Coker Joftily. " Leave me
to it! I'm mot asking you for any hﬂlp
you don't want to give! Only don’t

speak to me again |

i Eh?l?

1114 whﬂt?“

“1 decline to know fellows who desert
me in the hour of need !" said Coker.
“I'm done with you! Hook it!"

Coker pointed to the ‘door, with a
stern and  henceforth-we-are-strangers
expression on his face.

“Oh, draw it mild, old chap!” said
Greene uncomfortably,

“You ain't on the films yel, you
know !” Potter ventured to remind the
great man of the Fifth.

“I'm waiting for you to go!"” said
Coker ecalmly. “I'll face the danger
alone ™

“But there isn't any danger, yon
know " moaned Potter,

“None at all!” said Greene. *Just
fancy—merely your fancy, old chap !

“Most of the people in this hotal are
gone to bed,” remarked Coker. *1
won't disturb them by treating wou
fellows as you deserve! Otherwise I'd
knock your heads l:ngal’:ht-r for your
cheek! Now get out!”

Potter and Greene exchanged a dismal
glance. They knew that they were
“for” it. They did not want to

narrel with Coker. Quarrelling with

oker not only meant the loss of his
friendship and conversation—which they
could have borne with fortitude—but it
meant riding in street ecars instead of
taxicabs; it meant buying their own

“Now let's

|
:
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theatre tickets, and paying for their
own Junches in restaurants. Tt meant
all sorts of things of that kind, which
Coker's friends could not contemplate
with equanimity. Coker would never
liave been considered ornamental by his
most devoted pal, but it could not be
denied that Coker waus useful.

“Oh, we'll stay up!” said Potter,
suppressing his feelings. " We—we—
we'll keep wateh with you, Coker 1"
_“Oh dear—I mean, yes, rather!” zaid
Greene.

“Not if you don’t want to!” szaid
Coker loftily.

“But we—we—we do!"

Potter.

“You do 1™

“Yes, old chap!™ said Potter.

It really looked as if Potter, in George
Washington’s country had picked up
some of George's ways, for that state.
ment could not be considered truthful.

“Well, all right,” said Coker. “If
you've dene jawing, I'll tell you my
plan. That cock-eyed johnny shadowed
me to-day, found out the hotel T was
staying at, and booked s room in the
sAme D‘Fiace. That's proof positive to
¥ but a born idiot.”

“But he shadowed us, too——" said
Potter.

“Don’t be an ass ™

“And booked a room
hotel 1" said Greene

“Don't be an idiot !

Potter and Greene were silent. Evi-
dently Coker meant to keep the céntre
of the stage. Their part was to coma
in as chorus.

“Why is he in the same hotal 1" went
on Coker, unheeding. “Plain enough!
To get at me at night! Chloroform.
perhaps, while I'm asleep, or a bang
on the head from a slung-shot, or a
sandbag! See? Well, he won't cateh
me napping !*

Potter and Greene sighed, There was
to be no napping that night for any
of them.

(Continued on next page.)
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“{'ve found out which room he's
booked,” went on Coker. “He's got a
room on this floor. Another proof, if
vou fellows had the sense to see it!
What does he wani to be on the same
Boor fog?”

“He must zleep on some floor, 1 sup-

ose,” remarked Potter. © He wouldn't

¢ likely to sleep on the roef

“1f you're going {o be a funny idiot,
Potter g - _

“I won't poach on your preserves, old
bean ™

“What !”

“I—1 mean, get on with w!" said
FPoltcr hastily. “What are we to do?”

“I'll explam if vou'll listen instead of
wagging vour chin so much! That
villain—""

*What villain®®

“That kidunapping scoundrel with the
eock-rve, vou ass!™-

“Oh, ves! Get oh ™

“That dasterd,” 'went on. Goker, “ has
a room almost lopposite this, on the
other side of the corridor. I've [ound
that out. To be exaet, il's. just ~appo-
site the next room to this on the left—
Hurree Bingh's room. Now, when

evervhody's asleep, it's as olear as dayv~

light that he means to creep out of bed,
and—="

“Not il he's as sleepy as I am ! mur-
murcd Poiter. :

“ Eh—did vou speak®

“I said, *Go on,” old chap!” ]

“He will ereep out of his room and
ercep into mine,” said Coker. “ Any-
body but’'a born fool could see that
that’s his game! You fellows are born
foolz! But you can take my word for
it. Now, my liitle scheme is this:
After firning out the light here, T shall
creep out ‘into the corridor and hide in
the doprway of the next room—young
Tokg's'rooin. There’s a bit of an aleove
to the door, amd it's just the place.”
- “OhT"  sald  Polter, with more
mﬁreﬂi‘ to h tl:t I'H:!- .

e began to hope that wag goln

to escape Coler's eagla oye, in whic
case, there was no doubt whatever that

George Potter would fall, at one fell
swoop, right into the arms of Morpheus,

“You fellows,” continued Coker, " will
stay in this roomn.”

“Ah!” said Greene, as interested as
Pottoer.

“Don't go to sleep, of course.”

“Oh, no! Of—of course not.”

“Keep wide awake, and keep a stick
handy,” said Coker. “You'll need it
when that scoundrel gets going, You'll
be in the dark, of course. Now, when
that kidrm;nlping villain creeps into this
room, I shall be watching him from the
next doorway. 1 shall close in behind
him with a poker in my bhand, or some-
thing. He will be taken between two
fires—you fellows in front, and me be-
hind. As soon as he's fairly in the
room 1 shall shont—see? You'll switch

‘on the light instantly.”

#2

“If we hear you——"
“You'll hear all right, fathead [
Potter doubted it. In the first place
he doubted whether Coker would have
any occasion to shout, In the second
lace he doubted whether he would hear
im if he did,’in his sleep; for there
was no doubt that Potter would be fast
asleep 1n less than a minute after he was
safe from Horace Coker’'s ecagle eye.
However, he did not explain all that
to Coker. He waited m{*uﬁij’ for Coker
to finish unfolding his masterly strategy.
The -sooner Coker had finished laying
his plaus, the sooner he would shut up,

“You've got it clear?” said Coker.
“Mind, don’t lie down and don’t go to
sleep. Don't close so much as an eyelid.
Think of me—wﬁtd;ing in that doorway
for hours, perhaps. Now, get_hold of
something 1n_case you necd -it—some-
thmz- that will give the dastard a good
crack—and I'll get out.”

“Right-ho, old bean!”
heartily.- “1 raust say it
o j.nll;ifv‘ good scheme.™

*Masterly 1” said Greene solemnly, “1
hardly fec how have been
arranged better.”

Coker nodded, somewhat mwollified by
these tributes, It did wot occur to him

said Potter
seoms to me

it conld

e PP P S A S - -

NOW ON SALE!

vl oVi— 2aedand SaX0ANL T

Sales %

1 Jastes

TAKE YOUR CHOICE !
FROM THESE : |

No. 177.—THE TOFFER TWINS,

Btunn Btary of Footer and
un. By FEROCY A. CLARER.

No. \ATB.—SEELETON'S

TURE.

A Thrilllng Tarn of Bea Adventure,
tnmdnud the Flying Dutchman.

No. 179 —WINGS O WAR!

A !lirﬂﬁ Tals of the New War
in the r. By B. BRUSSELL
MALLINSON. |

1 \I No. 180.—TENDERFOOT TOM!

[ A Powerful Tarnm of Thrilling
| Adventure among the Apache Indians
of New By ABTHUR

M
PATTERSON. =

ABK FOR THE

BOYS’ FRIEND 42 LIBRARY.

Price 4d. per volume.

—Jasiubd 393l wol a ool &,

sleepy, I could sleep on a!ylﬂhed

that Polter and Greene considered the
scheme so very satisfactory, because it
relieved them of Coker’s watchiul eye.
Coker was welcome to watch everybody
in the hotel, if he liked, so long as he
did mot watch the two sleepy Fifth-
Formers.

The plan having been scttled in this
masterly manner, it onlv remained &d
carry it out. Pokers were not available,
but there were a number of sticks
among Coker's extensive bLaggage, and
they selected oue each. Coker picked a
heuvy Malacca and swished it in the
air, and Potter and Greene d
away just in time. Coker was rather
careless with his swishing,

* Better get to it,"” said Potier. “The
light's turned off in the corridor now.™

“Bure you know what to do "

“Oh, ves, rather{”

Coker switched off the light.

Silently—for he had carefully put on
rubber shoe=—Coker crept to the door.

With extronfé caution he opened it.

The hotel was all asleep now, or
should have been. The eleciric light
was turned off—only a dim glimmer

coming from the digtant lif{-shaft at the
end of the corridor.

Coker crept out.

He drew the door silently shut behind
him, groped his way to the aleove of
Hurree Singh's door, and took cover
there.

- Potter and Greene were left alone.
They remained silent for a minute or
two till it was evident that Coker was

safely gone,
“We know what to do, I think,
Greeney,” murmured Potter,

William Greene chuckled softly. .
“1 think s0," he murmured.

~“We can’t go to our rooms—that born
idiot would hear us. ht swipe

He
us in the dark with that club, taking

us for kidnappers."
A smothered sound came from Greene.

“But Coker's bed is comf mwﬁ
and we can sleep in our E{ﬂlhﬂi ;' :

onee,” said Potter. “I'm so

joll
heso

Greene,

of cinders. Yaw-yaw-vaw !

“Yaw-yaw-yaw 1" wvawned
like an echo.
“The iﬂig: may come back when he's
tired of pMying the giddy ox,” =aid
Fnuer.t::ﬂm we shall hear his hoofs,

¢ ;

" Chance it, anghow,” said Greene.
“He may keep it up till dagiight.
Coker’s a sticker.”

Potter groped his way to the bed.

Greene groped after him,

With great relief and satisfaction the
two sleepy Fifth-Formers stretched
themselves there. In about sixty
seconds they were fast sleep. There
was & happy sound of regular breathing
in the room ns Potter and
fully slumbered. Fortinately, it waa
Eﬂ#ikj[j‘ to reach the carz of Horace

oker.

m—————

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Comes in Useful !

OKER of the Fifth closed his

C eyes, jumped, and opened them

again., It was about the hun-

dredth time that Coker had

closed his eyes in the eourse of an hour

or £0.

Coker was determined not to sleep.

Obviously, it was futile to lay that

masterly scheme and sit up in a door-

way instead of going to bed, if he was

to sleep. Dut it secmed every now and

then as if the {forces of nature would be

too steong for Coker, : _
Planning to sit up all night on the
watch wias fairly easy.

reene blisss

Carrying oul
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that plan was a matter of more diffi-
culty. Coker hadn't been sleepy when
he made his plans. He was fearfully
sleepy when he ecarried them out. Thag
made a lot of difference.

But he did not mean to yield.

. Common mortals might give in to the
insidious temptations of Lfnrphﬁus, but
Coker was made of sterner stuff.

Every time his heavy eyelids dropped
and shut he jerked them open again.
He simply wouldn’t sleep,

It was hard work. The great hotel
had long been buried in slumber. There
was no sound, and the buza of traffic
in Sacramento was stilled. All lights
were out, save from a glimmer on the
ground floor, and a dim reflection of it
from the lift-shaft. It was long past
midnight, and, somehow, an hour at
that time seemed much longer than an
hour at any other time. The hours
after midnight are called the * small
hours,” but they are by no means small
hours when a sleepy fellow iz trying to
keep awake. They are big hours,
Jengthy hours, intermunable hours, each
oné¢ of them containing, of course, only
pixly minutes, but awfully long minutes.
They seemed longer, and longer, and
longer to Horace Coker as they dragged
wearily by.

If the man with the cast in his eye
really had designs on Coker, he was n
no hurry. Coker wondered whether
Potter and Greene were keeping wide
awake as he had bidden them. But he
could not go back to his room to ascer-
tain. At any moment the man with the
cast in his eye might creep from his
room with kidnapping desi on Coker.
It would never do to risk giving him the
alarm. He had to be caught in the
act, and bagged. Unless he was caught
in the act there was, of course, no proof
against him. Coker was certain uli) the
matter, but the attitude of Potter and
Greene showed that more than thal was

uired to convince others.
ker waited and watched.

He was sitting in the alcove of Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh’'s doorway with his
back to the wall, completely hidden in
the darkness. He had chosen the place
well. His own door was only a few
fect away, and Coker could watch it—
50 lun%eu.s he kept awake—unseen. Hia
aga: ing thoroughly accustomed to
the %lmm by this time, the faint glim-
mer from ;hﬂ lift-shaft was quite enough
to show him any object in the corridor
—if any object appeared. Within the
room Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh was
eleeping the sleep of the just, and if he
was dreaming he certainly was not
dreaming that Coker of the Fifth was
squatling outside his door, keeping a
weary vigil

Coker nodded again. Again he
i_grked his oyelids open, and made a

resh resolve,

Alter this it occurred to Coker that
he could listen quite as well with his
eyes shut. And he was there to listen—
to listen for the sound of a door open-
g, and creeping, stealthy footsteps.
Coker, undoubtedly, was very sleepy by
this time, and his thoughts a little hazy,
I)n'e.rhapu. At all events, he decided to
et his heavy eyelids close for a few
minutes while he listened with as much
intentness as ever.

The natural result acerved.

Coker’s eyelids not only shut, but they
secmed glued together. Bitting in the
dark doorway, leaning against the wall,
Coker’s head drooped on his manly
chest, and he slept as soundly as Potter
and Greene. No softly opened door, no
stealthy footstep, would have startled
Colier: after that. With nodding head
and shut aﬁa, and his Malacea across
his knees, Horace
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There was a flood of t in the room

switch over his bed. ‘!ﬂl}uthim!“ Coker he mn’lm
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(See Chagpier 11.)

into the realms of dreams, and stayed
there, v

Coker awoke suddenly.

He did not stir. Caution had grown
to be a sort of second nature by this
time, and though he had forgotten
where he was, and why, he was con-
scious of caution.

He sat, without motion or sound, try-
ing to collect his scattered wits, Then
he remembered. In the darkness Coker
blushed. He had fallen asleep at his

post |

Only for a second, no doubt. As a
matter of fact, Coker had been fast
asleep for & solid hour, but he was not
aware of it. Something had awakened
him. Had not _sﬁmg.ning awakened
him, Coker certainly would have slept
on till morning, and would bave been
discovered there by am early chamber-
m:d—-—dt‘ cubtless much to her astonish-
omen

But something haa awakened him,
Nothing was stirring in the wide cor-
ridor—1t was silent and deserted in the
g_ll.lu . glimmer frog the lift-shaft,

othing was stirring at the door aof

Coker plunged deep Coker's own room, a few feet distant—

iy

and Potter and Greene, within that
room, most certainly were not stirring.
But something was stirring closer at
hand—and Coker became aware of. it
with d amazement, .

A thrill ran through Coker.

It was at the door of Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh's room that something was
stirring. This it wa. that had awakened
Coker, had he only known it.

A tiny bright spot of light caught his
eye.

For some seconds Coker fancied that
he was dreaming. Then he knew that
the spot of light came from a tiny eleo-
trio torch, and that it was shining on
the lock of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's
door.

In the alcove the darkness was abso
lutely impenetrable, save for that tiny
spot of light. In the blackness there
was & sound—only a faint sound, but
very audible in the surrounding silence,

A hand—guided by that spot of light—
was working - at tge lock of ﬁhjﬂ:}rﬁ
Jamset Ram Singh’s door.

Coker realised that someone was
Tae Msexer Lisnany.—No. 1,006,
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standin
body who must almost have touched him

a: he passed into the alcove to reach
the nabob's bed-room door.

1lis heart thumped. 3

Obviously, Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh
had locked his door on the inside when
he weut to bed The unseen man waa
picking l:lhah'mk from thjn nl;gtnidu. with
the tiny light-spot to gurde him.

uuuﬁ-s inrt thumped so fast and
80 hard that he wondered that the un
scen depredator did not hear it The
man evidently did not, however, for he
continued his surreptitious work, un-
heeding. Plainly he did not know that
Coker was there. Coker was absolutely
invisible in the darkness, as the un-
known marauder was., And the most
w and suspicious marauder could
hmy have u.nt-iq'iﬁltﬂd that a fellow
would be sitting asleep outside & door
at three in the morning. The man
could not see Coker, and Coker could not
sce the man. All he could see was that
tiny glitter of light, all he could hear
was some tool working on the lock.

Coker calmed himsell. It was only
excitement he experienced. IHe was
quite incapable of fear. Only his grip
closed convulsively ov the thick, heavy
Malacca acioss his knees.

Alt.hnufh he could not sea the man, he
had no doubt of his identity—the cast-
eyed man, of course! The villain had
mistaken the room for Coker's, which
was next door. At least, Coker had no
doubt of it. This nustake, if mistake it
waz, on the part of the scoundrel, rather
dis Coker’s careful strategy.
e had planned tc follow the villain
into his room, tackling him from the
rear, while Potter and Greene tackled
him in frontt But if the fellow entercd

the wrong room, that well-laid plan
could not be carried out.
Coker, keeping as still as a mouse,

considered the matter. It was strange
and creepy to sil there, in the blackness,
with that low, faint sound in his ears,
the tiny spot of light dancing under h1s
gaze, & low, suppressed panting breath
occasionally reaching his hearing. 1t
was eerie, if Coker had been troubled
with nerves. But Coker of the Fifth
had no nerves to speak of.
There was & faint click.

The door had been unlocked from the
outside. Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh's
room lay open now to the marauder,

Blackness rather less black, showed
the open doorway tr Coker. The light
had been mnstantly shut off.

The man was standing in the door-
way, listening. He was a black shadow,
faintly wvizsible to the eye now.

That he believed bhe was entering
Coker's room, seemed certain to Coker.
And whatever it was he intended,
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh would get
the benefit of it! - -

Coker decided what te do.

To catch the willain hetween himself
and Potter and Greene and seize him
and e him a prisoner, was imprac.
ticable now. Te tackle him single-
handed would have been Coker's ohyvious
plan, but for the probability that he had
2 decadly weapon about him. To let him
get to Iurree Jamset Ram Singh's bed-
side, of course, was unthinkable. Coker

gripped the heavy Malacea, shut his -

teeth hard, and lifted himself as guielly
g3 he could to his feet.

Quiet as he was, the man must have
heard some movement, for the black
shadow in Lhe doorway turned swillly.

Crash |

The Malacea was in the air, and the
shadow spun round just in {ime to re-

dre Maoner Liseary,—No, 1,006,

within three feet of him—some- .

ceive it on the forehead instead of on
the back of the head.

It was a terrific swipe. Coker put all
hia beet 1nto 1t, and Coker had an

almost unlimited eupply of beef.

Not & sound came irom the man who
got the Malacca. He went down like an
ox, his legs crumpling under him. Not
a sound, save the thud as he hit the
floor, senseless,

Coker gasped

There was an electrie light switch a
few yards along the wall. Coker groped
tor it, and ewitched it on, and the cor-
ridor was flooded with sudden light.
From Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's room
came a startled voice, The thud of the
body in his doorway had swakened the
nabob.

*“What the esteemed thum .

Then there was & flood of ‘ight in the
room, as Hurree Singh switched it on

over his bed.

“Got him!” g Coker. He stared
at the erumpled re in the doorway,
end at a length of lead piping, wrapped
1o a rag, that was clutched in the sense-
less hand, “My hat! Got him!*

[Hurree Jamset Ram Singh bounded
out of bed,

“My esteemed Coker—"

“Got him 1"

It was the tali, slim man, with the
cast in his eye—though the latter could
not be scen now that his eyes were
closed in unconsciousness. Hurree Jam-
sot Ram Singh gazed at him with
starlled eves, and stared blankly at
Coker,

"An estecmed and execrable hotel
thief I he ejaculated.

“Hotel thiel be blowed!” answered
Coker. *“Does that thing in his hand
look like sneak-thieving! He was after
me, and came to your room by
tulii‘ti?ka ™ o

e man's eyes opened.

Coker held the Malacea ready.
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh hurriﬂd{?
picked u|1 the deadly lead-piping by the
scoundrel’s side. The" man stirred,
gazing round him wildly, and his eyea
blazed with rage as they fell on Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“You! T'll get vou yet !"” he snarled,

He dragged himself to a sitting pos-
ture, thrust his hand into a pocket, and
g revolver flashed out.
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HERE'S ANOTHER MOTOR-DAR BADCE
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For many yeara it was loit to

Sunbeams, almost alone among
British firms, to uphold the honour
of the Old Country in the big Conti-
nental road races, and right well they
did it! Owing to the wonder!tul
Sunbgam racing-cars, the namea of
Bunbeam is known and res

all over Europe. The famous
Sunbeam b 80 often borne to
victory in many Hing road-race,

will grace vou~ gollection next week,
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Crash !

i -
‘he Malarca and the | ipi
struck the rufhan together as he I’:ﬁreﬁ
The bullet smashed & hole in the ceiling
as he went senscless to the floor again.
And, following the roar of the shot,
came a wild, startled buzz and uproar

in the awakened hotel.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Capture of Dandy Jim !

“H!’ S hat the »

¥ ‘ a ﬂmﬂ—“

IIWhD_'_'hI‘___H"

“1 eay, you fellowse—"

.The roar of the pistol-shot in the
eilence of the might, tul awakened all
the sleepers on tga.t floor of the Golden
West Hotel, and many others. Harry
Wharton & Co. jumped out of bed in-
stantly,

Harry Wharton switched on his lighs,
and threw open his door. He found the
corridor outside already Booded with
light. He knew that it was a shot that
bad awakened him, and the thought
flashed into his mind at once of the
throats of the railroad bandits, and the

eril of Hurree Singh '

18 pyiamas and in a second was at the
nabob’s door.

“Inky !" he gasped.

“All serene,” said Coker, coolly. * I've
stunned the scoundrel. Nnthing to be
fr:¥ht&neﬂ about. kid ™

“The sergnefulness is terrific, my es-
teemed chum ™ <ain Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, cheorfully.

Wharton stered at the sensecless man

an the floor.

The revolver, still smoking, lay s few
inches from his hand harton re-
membered having seen the man in the
hotel, thpugh Eﬂ had mnot
noticed hiin, Dut the fact that he was
tall and slim etrack him now, in view
of the circumstances. That was all that
was _known of Dandy Jir’s description.

Dandy Jim ! he exclaimed,

Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh nodded. He
Liad already guessed that

“1 think #0." ke aseented. *“The es-
teemcd scoundrel had this lead piping in
his ludicrous hand, and bLe seems to
have unlocked my door somehowfully.
He was alter my esteemed self.”

“0Oh!” exclaimed Wharton, his face as
rnfa as chalk, as he realised how narrow
]

is chum's escape had been
“The esteemed Coker woke ug and
Bingh.

cracked him bangfully on his
napper,” explained Hurree
“The obligefulness to the excellent and
ridieulous Coker is terrifie,”
Coker sta:vd at him, :
“Don't be 2 young nes,” he advised,
“the man wasu't after you. He was
alter me.”

“EAY

“Ho came to this room by mistake,”
cxplained Coker. “I've
Liim—he was aller me—kidnapping,
know, same s happened in New
It was me bhe wanted "

“Wha rot,” saaa Harry.
must be the riiiroad bandit—the one
who gaol away ”

“Rubbish 1" za1d Coker.

“He answeis to the description of
Dandy Jim, - far as we know it—*

(1} Bmh ‘I']:I

“Hallo. hallo, hallo! What—" Bab

ork.

Cherry and the rest of the Co. were on
* the scenr pow. i

Hiram K ish, half dr came
along from his room, Haﬂmdhnkl(

R bat the b atncs Birown——r= ke
a Q0 (5
ejactlatod sirsa

He ran out in -

g

been watching

“The man

x
-
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“Oh, my hav[” said Potter, who had
arrived with CGreens. The shot had
awakened the two Fifth-Formers and
hmugbt them out of Coker's room.

“It's the man!” eaid Creene
“It's the man Coker

i
wonder, £U8-
pected 1™

“1 daremay you'll admit now that i
was right!1” he remarked. “I told you
he was after me.” '

“He couldn't have come to this room
after you,” said Potter.

“Made a mistake in the rooms, you
know,” explained Coker. “Don’t be an
ass, Potter.™

; “1t’s Dandy Jim, I gucss,” said Fisher
T. Fish. “It's sure that pesky railroad

bandit, and I gum, he's been staying
in this hotel—carry me home ‘o die!”

“1 say, you fellows, what's up!?”
el}ad[nﬂuntr:r. “1s the hotel en fire!?
e

“No, you ass,” roared Johnny Bull.
“Shut up—"

“Then what's the row ! demanded
Bunter, "1 heard something—sounded

like a slamp—"
“It was a shot, fzthead!”
Bunter jumped.

“"RalLRuab HOLuBER RAIDS
HOLLYWOOD HEHO | PERFECTION
PICTURE PET'S PERIL | HOODLTUM
ATTACKS HOLLYWOOD HERO IN
HOTEL *

Publicity like that was worth dollars
and dollars, to the Perfection ieture
Syndicate. Jo Mr. Fish rubbed his
bony hands and was pleased.

The detective stooped by the side of
the insensible man. The fntter opened
his eyes again to find the handcuffs
secure upon his wrists

He stared wildly round him.

As before he took no heed of Coker,
but his eyes fixed on the dusky, smiling
face of Huriie Jamset Ram Singh, with
a deadly look.

The nabob of Bhampur gave him a
clicery nod and a smile in response,

The hotel detective's practiced hands
ran throngh rhe man's pockets, searching
him. The tool with which he had pir-]in:il
the lock of the door came to light, as
well as a number of cartridges for his
revolver, and a large roll of bills. The

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Trying to Please Coker !

H URREE JAMSET RAM SINGIH
the Golden West Hotel the
following mhorning.

“ Robbernecking ” was the order of
appeared.

No flewer than six reporters inter-
viewed the nabob that morning, and
noy uﬂ[i by IHurree SBingh's description
of the np%eli'ngﬂ, but by the remark-
able English in which he expressed it

was the eynosure of all eyes in
the day, wherever the duzky nabob
every one of them was deeply interested,
Tliose interviews appeared in the later

editions of the papers, under euch
headings as;
“SCHOOLBOY SPILLS [IIS QWN

STORY 1"

"HANKY IP'ANKY JAMPOT JING
TELLS THE TALE!”

Some of the enterprising reporiers
found it a little difficult to follow

“A—an—nm shot? I
What—who—"

ONE OF AMERICA’S BEST!

common English: and
all nf_l.lmm failed 1o
Lis

_I Hurree Singh’s un-

“It's Dandy Jim gek namie qguite
the railroad man.” I Our motoring expert tells you some interesting facts about | &N
" Yaroooh 1" the Chrysler car, the radiator badge of whichk you can mow | . )11°4ce Coker was

Billy Bunter disap-
peared into his room
apnin with the swifi-
ness of a lightning

add to your Album.

Few cars have jumped into popularity in the British Isles |
50 rapidly as the American Chrysler car.

Introduced to the

cross that morning.
Properly speaking,
Horace Coker should
have been the centre
of altraction, the

E:nh;ru Igu:iaﬁmr-:?:;; British market only a few years ago, it was an instantaneous chject of the gpeneral
beneath  bedelothes, | SUccess, and the success was largely due to the beauty of line | attention, and the
where he squirmed, | @nd the graceful appearance which is a special feature of this | viclim of the enter-
guaking. make. : prising reporters,

By this time, the Many American cars have an odd look to British eyes, But he wasn’t|
Whnﬁ'ﬂ hotel was in a | but not so the Chrysler ; and its reputation for good looks Coker came into tho

buzz of alarm., A half-
dressed manager, and |
a fully-dressed hotel-

detective, came run-
ning on the =scene.
Horace Coker ex-

plaimmed what had hap- s

pened, but though his |
statement of the actual
facts was accepled, he
was surprized and in-
dignant to find that
his kidnapping theory
was totally disre-

has been enhanced by the new distinguishing feature of all
1928 Chryslers, namely, the exceedingly narrow rim of radiator
shell in which the new radiators are framed.

Apart altogether from looks, the Chrysler name is backed
by the solid qualities which go to the make-up of a really good
Its powerful engine gives the Chrysler qualities of silent
speed and smoothness of running that are most impressive,
while its top gear performance is so good that gear-changing-
is all but unnecessary in the course of an average day’s run
on a Chrysler.

Readers will find the impressive badge of this American |
flyer in this issue of the MAGNET.

gtory simply as =
| secondary figure. All
the importance he had
was derived from the
circumstance that he
was mixed up in the-
affair of Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh.

Tt was very annoy-
ing to Coker,

Nobody in Sacra-
mento seemed to be
able to understand thag
Coker, of the TFifth

arded. Nobaedy but

ker had the slightest idea that the
hoodlum’s presence in the hotel was con-
nected in any way with Coker. Coker,
who was bﬁy no means prepared to take
n place of secondary importance, was
surprised and deeply irritated. It was
all quite clear to Coker.

“] tell you, he was after me,” he
hooted. “Can’t you understand? He
followed me to-day — watching me—
shadowing me to this hotel—"

The hotel detective nodded.

“1 guess .e recognised you on the
street as a mewmber of the p in the
train,” be said, "Ilo shadowed you to
find out where Mister [lunky Jampot
was locating ™

Coker snorted. ‘The detective might
think what be liked, but Coker was not
likely to think that he was not, aflter
all, tkoe ~entral personage in this
dramatic occurrence.

“That's it, of course,” said Potter.

“Don"t be en ase, Potter,” said Coker.

“1 gues: it's Dandy Jim for surel™
xaid Hiram K. Fish, rubbing his hands.
Mr. Fish was almost grinning with satis-
faction. The affair was startling, and
might have been tragie, but all Mr.
Fish saw was the possibility of more
inexpensive publicity. Already, in his
m.mti’a eye, Hiram K. Fish =aw the
scare headinga;

—

latter, the detective examined with keen
attention, and he nodded with a grin,

“Ten thouzand dollars here, I reckon,"”
he said. “ You like to put us wise where.
you got it, my man?

An oath was the only answer.

"1 guess you don’'t need to, Mister
Dandy Jim,” drawled the detective.
“There’s a roli of thousand-dollar bills
missing from the lcot that was taken
from the express car in the hold-up. 1
reckon these will turn out to be the
bills, when we g.! down to the numbers.
You own up that you're Dandy Jim, the
railroad bardit1”

_The man glared defiantly at the detee-
tive, but his lips remained closed,.

“For the 1ast time,” drawled (le
detective “are you Dandy Jim 1"

Ancther oath was all the detective
received in renly. He rose to his feet,
R esa his friends will recognise
him,” he remarked, “1t's the man who
got away after the hold-up, for sure.
That's why he was after Mister Hammy
Jampot. I guess the sione jug is the
place far this bird.”

The handouffed bandit was
away, and

taken
romptly handed over to the

wﬂhw,ﬂnn removed from the Golden
est Howel to the police station. And

it was a relief to Harry Wharton & Co.

to see him go. .
% -
- g

Form at Greylriars,
was a fellow of imMmense consequence,
and that Hurree S8ingh, a junior in the
Lower Fourth, was nobody at zll in

articular. Nobody in Saeramento, in
act, soemed to have heard of Greyfriars
at all; and on hearing it they did not
even understand what 1t was,
. Coker learned, with amazement, that
in the United States the national
schools are called public schoolz; and
the man who attended to the hotel
elevator; and the waiter who .orved
Coker's dinner, and the reporter of the
“Sacramento le,”” were all “punlio
schoc: men ™ in American sense,

As [or the fact that Fifth Form men
were- the salt of the earth, and the
Fourth Form fags mere microbes, of no
account whatever, nobody seemed to
caich on to that. And nobody, not aven
Potter and Greene, paid the slightest
attention to Coker’s pathetic belief thas
he was the centrs of the picture—the
genuine goods, so td speak. Everybody
persisted in regarding Hurree Jams:t
Ram Singh as the genuine goods!

There was no doubt that Coker of tho
Fifth had come in useful. But it was
not gratifying to the great man to coma
in useful to a Lower Fourth fag.

Coker persisted in infjon. %

Tar Miaxer Lsrany.—No. 1,096,
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was, s0 to speak, a poor thing, but his
oW,

T'hat there never had been any designs
oa him, and that the “hoodlum* nad
shadowed him simply to get into touch
with Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, was
clear to everybody else; but Couer
rejected the idea with disdain. He was
not going to be belittled in that way.

It was difficult for Coker to k _his
teinper, when he heard the Grey riars
fellows discussing the matter as if
Hurree Singh was the “big noise,” and
Coker merely an also ran.

“It was jolly liucky,” he heard Bob
Cherry remark, “that that ass Coker
was up last night. Goodness knows how
he got the weird idea into his fat nsad
that the hoodlum was after him: but it
was lucky, as it turns out. Any sort
of an ass may come in useful at {imes.”

“The luckfulness was terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Ja.mne-tlﬂ Ram Biagh
“The execrable thankfulness is due to
the sublime and idiotic Coker.”

“Thank ness the man is safely
collared [” said Harry Wharton. “He
nieant to do you some jolly serious
damage, Inky, with that lead pipe.”

“The _crackfulpess of my esteemed
napper might have been the estimable
result,” assented the nabob. “But the
excellent rascal will now be disposed
of lhmu-jl fully for the rest of his
ludiorous ‘fﬁ! 2

" The brute must have found that we
came on to Sacramento, and followed,”
said Frank Nugent; “then he . sotted
Coker in the street, and watohed nim,
and found out where we were staying,
Coker seemue to have spotted that the
man was Ehlduwing him; but he hadn't
the sense to mention it, or we should
have been on our guard.”

“Well, nobody expects Coker to have
uny sense,” said Johnny Bull toler-
antly. “Mustn’t ask too much.”

Coker was not likely to stand this
sort of thing with patience, He butted
Lnl:a the discussion, with s frowning
row.

“You cheeky young sweeps——"
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's jolly old

Coker!”  ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“What's the row, old man? You've
been jolly useful for once!”

“The usefulness was terrifio!”

“If you hadn't made that fatheaded
mistake, Coker, and watched for some-
thing that wasn't going to happen—"
began Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“The cacklefulness is not the proper
caper, my esteemed chums,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
idiotic misapprehension of the ludierous
Coker was the stitch in time that .aved
the cracked pitcher from going longest
to the well, as the English proverh
gavs.”

“Nobody was going to kidnap wvnu,
old bean!” grinned the Bounder. * You
weren’t in the picture at all, You Just
butted in.”

“If we were at Greyfriars now,” said
Coker, “I'd jolly well wade in =and
thrash you all round.”

“Lucky for somebody that we're not
at Greyiriars now,” remarked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker, repressing his indignation with

great difficulty, stalked away., The
Junmiors smiled after hi
“Gentlemen, chaps, dhd fellows!”

said Bob Cherry.

“This is rough on
Coker.  It's reall

rotten to turn out
ta> be nobody, when you fancy you'ro
somebody! As we're staying on a day
or two, owing to Dandy Jim's antics,
there’s still time for Coker tn be kid-
napped—as he's so keen on it!”

IIEh !ﬂ
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said Bob: and
scheme for the

“Lend me your ears!”
he proceeded to unfold a
gratification—perhaps—of Horace Jamos
Coker. And that scheme was reeted
with many chuckles, and adop nem,
con,

Coker walked forth in Bacramento
that day, possibly ho ing to be shadowed
again, which would bave proved that
he was right, after all But nobody
shadowed Coker; and he eame back to
the Golden West as cross as ever.

It was quite dark when Coker went up
the elevator, got out at the Gith floor,
and walked along to his room.

The corridor was lighted : but Coker’s
room, of course, was dark; and he felt
for the electric switch as he ,entered.
The switch worked:; but no I ht came
on, doubtless owing to the that
the lamp had been removed from its
place,

Coker, more
into his room,
was seized
the floo:.

Bump |

It had come at last, and Coker
it; but, unfortunately, he was taken
completely off his guard this time.

fore he quite realised what was
happening he was on the floor, helpless
in those gripping hands in the dark.
ness, and & blanket was wrapped round
his head to muffle his powerful voice.

struggled; Coker was game. But

cross than ever, groped
: and the next moment he
10 many hands, and 'borne to

knew

Ha
there were too many hands holding him
for his struggles to avail.

A rope was knotted round his wrists,
f:?n;émr round bis ankles. Then he was
1fted.

He heard a door shut; then he heard

another door open and shut. He had
been carried somewhere—a arently
into another room. He was umped

down on the floor.

The blanket round. his head was drawn
a little aside, so that a deep voics could
hiss in his ears:

" Bilence, on vour life!”

There was something vaguely familiar
to Coker in that voice, ough it was

evidently disguised.

“Grooogh|” gasped Coker. “I'fl—
I'll— You scoundrels! I'lI—I'll—
Coooch1” :

A corner of the blanket stuffed into
his mou'h eut short Coker's_remarks,

A cord was tied round it to keep it

there,

“Now we've got him,” went on the
deep voice, “I kinder guess and reckon
we'll keep him here till midnight, and

then let him down from a window.

We've sure kidnapped the guy this\

time.*

“We sure have!” said another voice,
“Blow his brains out if he makes s
sound, yvou fellows—I mean galoots,”

“Can’t be done—he hasn't any.”

“ Hush 17

Coker heard suppressed laughter,
which showed that the kidnappers were
enjoying their triumph, and did not
fear discovery,
steps, a door elosed, and they were
gone. Coker was alone.

Heo struggled He wriggled. Ho
spluttered. But it was no use—the
kidnappers had done their work woll:
he was bound and gn.gg;ad, and he could
not get loose or shout for help. 2

Long minutea
epluttered m the
e knew the kidnappers’ plans—to k
him in that room till it was safe, @&
midnight’s witching hour, to lower him
from 1 window, and carry him off to
fome hidden den, where, of course, he
was to be held for ransom. There WR8,
haps, some satisfaction to Coker, in
wing that he was now proved fto

2

There wae a sound of creeping foots _

assed—and Coker -
%linkat helplessly. .
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Throogh the enfolding hlanket

spasmodically at the sound of Poiter’s
Coker? 1 seem to know the elobber !

have I&neu bn':l the iight. [llfu washlgidd-
napped ; ut, unfortunately, no
knew! Fotter and Greene would Iuaﬁ
in his room, if he did not come down
to dinner—but they would not esg
what hed happened. They would think
he was still out of doors—might even
think he had lost himself; they were
capable of it,
here wes no help!

No hiﬂﬁ, unless he could gnaw

through that gagging blanket, and
shont, and alarm tﬁe hotel, in time.
. Coker's teeth were good; and his
jaws were strong; they had always had
plenty of exercise. He bit and gnawed
at that blanket with fury and deter-
mination. He made =0 much progress
with it, that it really seemed as if
Coker was not likely to want any dinner
that evening.

But he was still speechless, when he
heard a sound of footsteps in the room.
Through the enfolding blanket he was
aware that the light had been fashed
on.

Had ihe kiduappers returnedf

“Great pipl”

It was Potter’s voice.

Coker wriggled spasmodically. It
was Fnttar—gntier had [ound him., It
was rescve |

“My m:y hat ' Polter was evidently

amazed. Who—what—is that Coker?
I seem to know the clobber? What are

ou doing there with your head in a
lanket 7

Coker %ur led.

The blanket was jerked away;
exc the corner that was tied down

in hia mouth.
Potter stared at him blankly.
“Great Julius Cmsar ! he stuttered.
“Gr-r-r-r-re 1™

“Those young tweeps !¥ said Potter.
e Hﬂ, h'm a !JII r ps ﬁd
He was laughing!

e:H—-atddE:j
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the light
voice. ‘“My only hai !*’
What are

Coker. (Ses Chapler’

ing, almost traﬁit momeant, that fool

Poiter was laughing!

Potter released his mouth from the
E_g.

“Get me  loose, you fooll” hissed

Coker, “Haven't you any sense? Get
me loose before they come back ¥

“They I"” gasped Potter. “Who?"

“The kidnappers !™ gasped Coker.

“0Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

Potter was laughing almost too much
to release Coker. However, he got Lim
loose, and Coker staggered to his feet.

“Now let *em come back 1” he gasped.
“I'm ready for "'em! They took me by
surprise, you know. How did you find
ma, Potter 17

“Whartan told me—-"

“Wharton I

“Yes—he told me to come up to my
room—->"

“Your room!™ stuttered Coker.
amazed glance round showed him that
it ind was DPotter’s room.

Potter gurgled.
“He El.lgl_:l—ig ha, ha !—that you were

m iy room, and fancied there were
kidnappers about—*

L 119 -I-ﬂt!"

“Ha, ha, ha!* rearcd DPotler.

“You cackling idiot—="

“Ha, ha, ha! Now I know what
those yonng sweeps were chortling
over,” yelled Potter, *“They've been
kidnapping you——"

"“You cac linE chump——"

“Ha, ha, ha I” shrieked Potter.

The truth was dawning on Coker.
The hidden idemtity oi that gang of
kidnappers was revealed now, They
were the Famous Five of the Remove.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Potter.

Greene looked in at the doorway,

“What's the jolly old joke? What—
what—"

*QOoker’s been kidnapped!” shrieked

stter, . “Thoso fags kidnapped him
d him: down in my room——>"

T

Ll E
T
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had been lwltchaﬁnn. "
Potter in amazemen
iuingm% \ your head in a blanket ? ** “* Groooh ! ** gurgled
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1 Coker wriggled

“ Great pip |
** Who—what—is that

“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled Greene.
“You cackling fatheads——"
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Thia isn't a
roared Coker.
But Potter and Greene evidently
thought that it was. They screamed.

Coker glared at them in speechless
fury for a moment or two; and then,
aemni the rope the kidnappers had
used, he rushed at them.

“Yaroooh |"”

Potter’s roar of laughicr changed to
a roar of anguish as the businesslike
end of the rope wielded by Coker's
right arm smote his person.

“ Perhaps you think that funny,” =aid
Coker, with a glare, and then he tarned
his attention to Greene, .

But that cheu? youth was wise in his
?Energtinn. for he turned tail and fled,
hing uproariously.
lose on his heels came Gearge Polter,
not gquite so hilarious. e

mal I.:E-r,"!

langhing

Horace Coker had a very red face at
dinner that evening. All the other
faces were smiling., Coker was silent and
dignified; and he remained silent and
dignified; and when the Greyiriars
party took#the cars for San Franeisco

the following day, Coker was still
silant and dignified, Every other face
wore a smile; but Horace Coker

scemed bent on understudying tha
king of ancient times who never smiled
aganin. .

THE EXD.

(Make sure wouw fead: “DUNTER'S
AMAZING ADVENTURE " the next
slory in this grand new series. whic
will appear in next week's’ AAGHEY,
together with another TWO FREE
METAL MOTOR-CAR BADGES which
you MUST add to your setl)
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Derek’s hand shot

—=> out and, the

peasant b wrist, -
hndamn{altmﬂy 2
“*And from what
German prison cam
have you mgl:
my Englander? ™
(S2e this page.)

The Fugitive from Cassel ! “And why, merely because he is & assure him, the woman slipped her arm
HD O vou tell me,” sneered Derek, deaf mute ﬁhﬁuIJ you lie to me?” around his shoulders,
ek,

“that this belongs to your demanded

Derek contemplated them in grim

husband  who, you  say, The woman looked at him piteously. silence for & moment, then demanded

serves with the Landsturm, at She did not answer. Indeed, she harshly,

Hallet? seemed incapable of it. “His name?” s
Dumbly the woman shook her head. “1 will see him!” rapped the boy.  “Jacques, sir!” : .
She seemed Yoo [rightened to speak and “ B;ing' him here, to me|” “Very good ! I will examine his

there was in her eyes a strange and For & moment the woman hesitated. mlhur;r exemption papers. You have

unaccountable feas. Then, as though realising the hopeless- them %’

Answer my question!” rapped ness of eithor refusal or argument, she The woman paled. And, as though

Derek. “Whose is this thing 7" turned slowly towards the rickety in spit« of his affliction he had heard
“1t belongs to my=my son, sir!” wooden staircase and ascended wearily the words, the lad jerked up his head
muttered the woman. to the upper floor. to stare hllf-fﬂl.l"fudj' at Derek, ’
“Ah, your son? Where is het” Derek, ]ﬁﬂi alone in the kilchen, lis- “His—his papers—" repeated the
“He is I‘.l[ﬂtl'l:l‘!r gir 1 tened with straining ears. He heard a woman dully,
Then  why,’ demanded Derek door open, then softly close, Long  “Yes, his papers!” repeated Derek

harshly, “did you tell
me that you lived here

alone?  Why did you Harbouring one of the enemy means certain

JieT‘EI;' ] tureg 3¢ath to the woman of Alsace when her secret
loatingly. with 12 e discovered by a German officer. But there
hands is & surprise in store for her and for the

“I did not want vou to . .l '
Eee my son, sir,” she re- 'h'c’“’n Bnh'hﬂ' whom she has succoured !

plied, in a low, trembling

voice, wnich was almost a whisper, moments dragr-ged by and once he “And from

“He is deaf and dumb|” thought he heard the murmur of sub- have you escaped, my Eng

sharply, *1 wish to
examine them '™

. They—they are lost,
sir !

With a short laugh,
Derek stepped forward.
His hand shot out and,
Eripping the peasant lad
Yy the wrist, he de-
manded tersely :
what German prison camp
ander?"

Derek stared at her suspiciously. His dued voices. The lad wrenched his wrist free from
first question as to whom the headgear Then steps sounded on the landing Derck's grasp and backed away until he
belonged had been prompted solely by and the woman descended the stairs was crouching against the wall. In his
his acute realisation of the need for the followed by a peasant lad of about six- staring eyes was the look of a hunted

nimost caution. Surrounded by enemies teen years of age. At the foot of the animal.

as ho was, it was nmrﬂ to walk with gtaircase the woman halted, the Jad Derek wheeled on the peasant woman,

extreme wariness and

8 had been standing mute and bent of head by her “80,” he said quietly, “he is an Eng-

anxious to learn what other inmates side. lander that vou shiald #”

the house contained. : “This,” she said, in a low voice, "is The woman looked him in the eves
“You "“!3' this son of yours o deaf my son ™ with a itifully brave defiance, 7

and dumb{* he said th'E!F- Have Derek nodded. The lad looked ill— " Yes,” she replied, “he is an Eng-

the military tribunals found him so?” terribly ill. His white face was drawn lander

_ﬂ“’l"he tribunals of Munich and of and hlg,ilrﬂ and his peasant’s clothes “ You kiow the sentence which will
u

en have eejected him for service |iterall h aciated body. he
with the colours l'l‘rl mumbled the woman. He w:s shaki o “m tﬁﬁ.lgﬁlﬁﬁd Gga
re-

JdHE Maigyer Lmmiry,—No. 1,096. égue and, seemingly to cnmfﬁg_l’ _ enemy ™

on

for having

ou by the military ecurt -
Lrhamd one of the
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The woman nodded dully.

“"Yes, I will be shot!” she said, with
& hopeless gesture. “ Bnt the good God
knows that I will not be the first woman
to. face the rifles of your German
goldiers !

The lad in peasant garb sprang for-
ward. Throwing his arms round the
woman he turned to face Derck with
blazing eyes.
~ “¥ou shall not harm her!” he cried
im English, with berce intensity. “I
know what you are saying. ou are
going to have her shot. You shall not
——you ghall not 1

Derek ignored him, addreszing him-
gelf to the woman.

“Why do you use the phrase: *your
German coldiers'! ™' he questioned.
“¥You are German, yourself |”

. The woman flung back her head, the
fire of pride in her age-dimmed eyes.

“No, that I am pot!” she replied,
her voice vibrant with emotion. “I am
of this Provinee of Alsace and the blood
of France Hows in my veins. For long
years we have been ground benecath the
Prussian hee!, but the rule of blood and
iron has only gerved to make us love
our France the more. But 1 tell you
now that the day is coming when the
ermies of France and Emgland will
sweep forward to the Rhine and Ger-
many shall pay in full for the blood
which she has shed ™

The whitefaced lad with a quick,
almost hysterical, movement withdrew
his protecting arms from about her and
tore off the peasant's blouse which he
wore,

“See that!” he cried passionalely,
displaying long eruel weals, broken and
festering, across his shoulders.  “See
what they did to me in the prison camp
of Cassel when [ was lashed to the
whipping-post and flogged to the bone
on the dawn parade! And I am not
the only one. My countrymen are
dying there like flies of starvation and
disease. But I escaped, and this poor
woman found me—dying! She took me
in and cared for me anﬁ if there is one
spark of humanity in you, you will spare
her—spare her——*

The words trailed away. Overcome
by the violence of his outburst, the lad
swayed on his feet and would have
fallen had not Derek stepped quickly
forward and slid a supporting arm
aronnd him.

He hali-led, hali-carried, him to a
chair by the table and lowering him
mnto 1t, seated himself opposite. The
lad sat with head resting on arms
sprawled out amidst the litter of dishes.

ow and again a great sob racked his
body, There was an infinite pity in
Derck's sombre eyes as he watched this
peoor victim of German “kultur.”

Behind the lines in France, Derek had
more than once heard whispers—
rumours—of the horror of certain Ger-
man prison camps.  But here was
tangible and terrible evidence. Here,
opposite him, sat an Engli<h boy broken
1n hndg and spirit by the blond beasts
whose hatred of England had become a
by-word throughout the world.

It was the woman’s attitude, her
obvious uneasiness, which had first given
Derek the hint that she had something
to hide. The untruth with which she
had sought to convinee him that she was
alone in the house, the lame explanation
as to why she had told that untruth, the
absence of military exemption papers,
had all served to give Derek a clue.

Suspicion had become almost certainty
when he had noted the lad’s prison-
cropped hair, his obviously borrowed
garb, and his white, colourless skin
-1.]11&1, had he been an Alsatian, would

o'

still have held some tinge of sunburn
in spite of illness.

Nevertheless, Dorek had drawn a bow
somewhat at venture in his remark,
“"'What prison camp have you escaped
from, my Englander?” But the shalt
had gone home, and the pitiful litile plot
had been exposed in all its heroie
futility.

SBuddenly the lad opposite him lifted
his drawn and haggard face.

“What are you going to do—wiih
Lor ¥ he whispered hoarsely.

“Never mind thai for the moment,”
replied Derek quietly. “Tell me your
story |

He listened in silence to the tragie
tale which was then unfolded in weak
and halting voice. But miore than once
his hands clenclhied and his eyes grew
cold and hard.

It was a tale which lost noihing in its
plain, unvarnished telling. Capiured on
the Marne, the lad had been zent 1o the
salt mines behind Cambral, where, in
company with five hundred other
British prisoners, he had toiled whilst
death took grim and daily tell of those
poor starved and tattered men,

Withdrawn from the mines, the
remmant of the prisoners had been sent
to the prizon camp of Cassel, Locked
in horse-boxes, packed in so tightly
that they could not =@t down, many
failed to swirvive the long, weary
journey into the interior of Germany.

Then had come Cas=el with ils un-
speakable horrors of starvation, disease,
end sickening hrutality.

The daily floggings on the dawn
parade, the bestial inhumanity of the
(erman guards, the shooling down of
starving and defenceless men on the
slightest pretext will stand for
all time as n stark symbol of
German hate of England. Day
after dav tha burial-party of
wan-eyed and  hollow-cheeked
British prizoners buried those of
their comrades who would never
again see England and home.

Ah, could you but realise some
little of the agony of that grave-
vard of Cassel, you would know
that at least it spelt merciful
sanctuary for many who, during
long, weary, endless days had
been submerged in the black
depths of humiliation, degrada-
tion, and despair.

The lad had eszcaped [rom
Cassel. Opportunity had offered
one dusk when he was returning
to the camp as one of an emerg-

ency ration party which had
been with the f)i;ﬂﬂr'u.‘ﬂgﬂn to
the town. He had risked

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

Accused of treachery, covrt-martialled ond
geftlenced to be shol wt dawn! The dastardly
plot against young Derek Moncrieff, fearless
Iiritish }TH’H and grealest of war aces, would
seem to have suceceded up lo the hift. Bui not
for tong, for Derek, grimly determincd to clear
his dishanoured name, males a during ezcape
v his mackine, the Scarlet Seout. The question
of his plen of wction is soon answered as a resuit
c&f a fight with an enemy plane in which the

erman il s mortally  wonnded. [Derek
discovers that the dead man's name is Caploin
Von Arn, and that he carries a dispaleh ordering
Leuwlnant Zweig, the Gotha Commander ot
Aberpav to vacate the gecrel hangar there. The
poung airman’s apazing schieme is to change
tdetsbily with Von Arm and (o go fo A % 1
heis stead., Thie he docs, and Zicelg and hiiz men
ﬁ:ﬂ tﬁ#mym:rtl t ﬂcrodm::e. iﬂgﬁr;m;ﬂu Derveke

ril wrns  off towar ring-tine.
Once oub of sighl of the Gotha, hoiwever, he
relurnia and makes a landing beside a lonely farm.,
He iz admilied by un aged peasani woman, and
Derek demands to knew who lives there, ** Sir,
d live here alone,” replies the woman, "™ Then
to whom,” asnaps Derek, picking up a
man's red lem~o'-shamter, "' does Uiz belong }
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his life—if life the hopeless misery of
his cxistence could be cilled—on a
desperate dash for freedom.

Before the slouching German guards
had unslung their rifles and whipped
them to their shoulders the fleeing figure
was already being swallowed up in the
deepening dusk of the coming night.

A bullet through the armm was the
worst he had suffered from the ragped
volley which had followed him. In the
very suddenness, the unexpectedness of
his attempt at cscape lay ils zuceess,
and the thought of what he was escaping
from had lent wings to his feet and
roused in him the primitive cunning of
hunted man.

In a voice which was scarce above o
whisper ho told of his aitempt to reach
the Bwiss Frontier. During the long
daylight hours he bad lain hidden in
some wood, copse, or ditch, eraving for
the sleep which for @ time would brin
mereciful reliefl from the torture o
ravenous hunger and festering wound.
Yel he had been afraid to sleep in case
someono stumbled across the place where
he lay hidden,

Night after night he had stumbled on
under cover of darkness, haunted by the
dread that he might be heading in the
wrong direction, fearful of who ar whas
he might blunder into. BSometimes he
would raid an orchard. and onee, with
the dawn, he had found and feazied
upon & dead rabhbit.

Slower and slower had hecomae his
progress on that nightmarish journey,
and weaker his starved and emaciated
body. He knew he was dying, hat, trua

to the traditions of his breed, ha had
carried cn with a dumb and splendid
heroism.

——

DEREK MONCRIEFF,
a dare-devil pilot and hero ol
this great story.

Then one night outraged nature had
taken her toll, and he had collapsed, to
be found unconscions in a hedgerow
bottom by the peasant woman at dawn.
Unseen by any she had got him io the
house and kept him hidden, nursing him
back towards the health which would
not bhe his again for many a long month.

And as the tale drew thus to its con-
elusion, the lad's voice faliered. With-
out warning, =ave for his white and
sirangely-working face, he suddenly
pillowed his head on his arms on the
table and great, dry sobs racked his
frame. The peasant woman moved for-
ward. Timidly she touched Derek on
the shoulder.

“What are you going to do?” the
whispered.

Slowly Derek pushed back his ol air.
Rising to his [eet, he turned towards
her. For a long moment he studied the
wrinkled, care-worn face and the aged
eyes which stared back so steadily at

THE Macxer ¥.—No. 1,086,
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bim. Then, laying his hand on her
shoulder, he said softly :
“You are a bhrave woman!
gecret 15 safe with me |"
She clutched at his grey-clad arm with

Your

h:embl'mi fingers, amazed ineredulity
dilating her eyes.
“Do you mean that?” she gasped.

“You will not betray

Derek shook his head.

“No, I will not betray you,” he
replied quietly. “But vou must not
keep the lad here any longer. It is too
dangerous for both of you. To-night [
will take him to France."

“To France?" repeated the woman,
shrinking away. “Ah, you but mock
mB_"_I?

*No, I do not mock you. I will fake
him to France, away from this wile
country.”

The woman peered up into Derek’s
e:reiﬂ- as though she wnulE read his very
soul,

“But—but you are German!” she
whispered,

Derek turned away,

“No,” he said bitterly, *I am no
German. I sm a man without a

country !”
T Derek knew.  Whether or not

they either believed or trusted
him, he neither knew nor cared. His
presence at the farmstead, his statement
that he was not a German, and his
subsequent taking of the lad back to
France were matters upou which the
woman, for her own sake, must perforce
kegx gilent,

e vouchsafed no further explana-
tion as to who he was or how he came
to be there in the uniform of a German
_fulut but, bidding the lad be ready to
eave with him when darkness had
fallen, he passed into the small lour
which adjoined the kitchen ate in
solitiude the meal which the woman
brought him.

Then, stretching himself full length on
the ramshackle sofa by the window, he
lay with hands ¢las behind his head,
pondering on the scheme which had
come to him aftor reading the dispatch
which Von Arn had been carrying to
Abergau. He realised to the Full the
perilous nature of the task he was
setting himself, for the first false step
would mean death and disaster, But he
was determined to go on—to play a
lone hand and serve in his own way the
England who had disowned and dis-
honoured him. '

His thoughts drifted back to his court-
martial—to Colonel Scaife. Absurd,
indeed, to think that the man eould in
any way have been a party to the vile
plot against him. No, Derek could see
things clearer and more dispassionately
now. True Colonel Scaife had been the
prime  mover against him in  the
investigations, but the man had merely
been doing his ‘duty. And yvet, fostering
suspicion in Derek’s mind, was recollec-
tion of that look of malignant triumph
in the colonel's eves after sentence of
death had been pronouneced. That look
had been engendered by hate, and it
was almost incredible to think that such
hate could have been bred solely
through Derek’s apparent treachery.

.ﬁ.l:l!gl.']" scorn and contempt, the boy
oould have understood. But there had
been nothing of that in Colonel Rcaife's
eves. For some reason or other the

T E—

At Dusk !

HAT npeither the woman nor the
boy understood what he meant,

colonel had seemed to find malevolent
pleasure in the verdict. Why?

Derek could fnd no answer to that
question unless it were that Colonel
Scaife was indeed concerned in the plot.
And that merely served to bring the
boy's thoughts back to where they had
started.

The afternoon wore on and evening
came, filling the parlour with deepen-
ing shadow. Derek swung. himself to
his feet, for the hour of departure was
at hand. _C‘;Fcnmg the door which led
into the kitchen he stood motionless for
& moment on the threshold.

The peasant woman was sitting by
the window gazing with lustreless eyes
out into the gathering dusk. The lad
was seated by the fire, elbows on knees,
chin cupped in his hands, staring into
the heart of the glowing coals. Both
he and the woman rose as Derek stepped
forward into the kitchen.

“It ia time we were leaving,” said
Derck sombrely, addressing the lad.
*You had better wear this E}riﬂg‘ kit of
mine. Join me at my machine |

He crossed the floor to where the
woman was standing.

“Some day,” he said quietly, “1 may
come here again. But you will know
that I come as a friend.  Good-bye!”

He held out hiz hand. Timidly the
woman toaok it. There were tears in
her eyes and her wrinkled face was
working piteously.

:_Yuu—guu will not harm him?” she
w

“1 take him back to his own country-
men !” replied Derek gravely.

With that he released her hand and,
turning on his heel, strode out into the
dusk. He had no wish to witness the
farewell between the woman and the
lad whom she had succoured.
ing his machine he climbed up into the
cockpit and switched on. Then, dr
ping to the ground again, he swung the
propeller, The engine picked up with
a shattering roar and he leapt for the
cockpit to close down the throttle.

With propeller ticking over he waited.
and presently the lad loomed up through
the dusk which was darkening into
night.

“It's going to be a tight squeeze in
this cockpit,” said Derek, helping him
to clamber up. “ You'll have to stand,
I'm afraid!”

“Yes ¥ said the lad dully.

He was hopelessly apathetic; not
daring to think that this man in
German uniform was ceally going to
take him to France. Only one thing he
knew. And that was that far the time
being this irey-ciad pilot controlled his
destiny. The why and wherefore of it
all he could not understand.

The roar of the engine rose to a high
pulsating rhythm as Derek opemed up
the throttle and the Stahlschnss scout
commenced to move forward. Derek
taxied to the far side of the field; then,
swing the machine round, gave the
engine full throttle.  The scout shot
forward with ever-increasing impetus
until the blur of ground was swirling
madly past. The tail came up and as
Derek eased back the control stick the
scout took the air in a long upward
climb, It circled once, then roared away
westwards into the night.

Behind the British Lines !
ON and on through the darkness

thundered the German scout,

climbing as it went. There was

. . nho moon, and the blackness of

the night was reﬂgwd only by the faint
glimmer of stars high in the heavens.

Derek

LOOK OUT FOR MORE THRILLS IN NEXT WEEK'S VIVID INSTALMENT!

At eight thousand feet Derek passed
over the German night-flying aerodrome
of Buhl, To his peering eyes there was
nothing to be esen, but he knew that in
dimly-illuminated hangars, and out on
the darkened a rodrome, bombers and
leather-clad piloi: won!d be preparing
for raids westwards ints France.

Towards the nar-n and north-west he
saw the wheeling beams of the search-
Lights guarding Saarbrucken and Metz,
and knew that Brir -h atreraft must be
bombing thers, elia the searchlights
wonld not have Levn in evidencs,

Directly below him, ten kilometres
west of Bulil, a long string of “flaming
oncions "'—green balls of fire—soared up
into the nighe, token that he was passing
over a8 German acrial lighthouse.

The Btahlschuss scout was very fast,
even with ita double Lurden, and Derek

reckoned that another  thirty-five
minutes would sca them across the
trenches. He continued to climb, then

suddenly his ungloved hand moved for.
ward and he touched his passenger on
the arm. '

The lad turned questioningly fowarda
him, his face but a white and pallid blur
in the darkness. Derek did not speak
but pointed towards tha uight-&l!muduf
ground fat below. Plainly visible from
that altitude wae+ a long, sinuous, inter-
mittent line of star shells and Verey
lights, with here and there the wheeling
horizontal ray of a searchlight.

It waz the trenchesl

Gripping the side of the e the
lad peered down with staring, hungry
eves. And as the trenches slid .
realisation seemed to come to him that,
at long last, he was behind the British
linez—that his journey from Cassel was
all but over.

A point to starboard on the ground
far below, an electric beacon was wink-
ing an incessanr dot-dash, dot-dash, dot-
dash., Tt was the British aerial light-
house “A.” whereby pilots of night-
bombing machines could pick up their
bearings. Derek saw it, and his feet
moved on the rudder-bar,

His altitude was fifteen thousand feet
now, but, without warning, there came
a. sudden whip-like erack audible above
the thunder of his engine, and lurid
flame spurted vividly, high in the sky
around him. Puffs of white smoke,
phantom, and wraith-like, hung 1n the
darkness for an instant, then merged
into nothingness, and were gono.

It was shrapuel from the Dritish and
French anti-aircraft batteries.

Stabbing up through the night ecame
the golden, probing beams of search.
lights, Criss-crossing like scissors they
swept the sky, darting hither and thither
in an effort to locate the enemy machine
—the Btahlschuss scout.

The shooting was excellent, and the
sereaming whine of flving shrapnel from
the bursting shells was very close. Grim-
faced, but with hand firm and steady,
whipped earthwards. down
:i];:mugh the darkness, in a tearing nose-

iva.

SBuddenly he clozed down his throttle,
and thera leapt into being the shriek
of wind through 12 ing wires and struts
as the thunder of Liz engine died away.
At seven thousand feet he pulled the
hurtling machine on to its gliding angle
and swung towards the south-west.

Three gl:HmnPtn‘-ﬁ _behind  him the
searchlights and anti-aireraft batteries
were closing down. Lower and lower
dropped the German scout, heading in-
land away from the trenches. until at
eight hundred feet, Dorek’s feet moved

(Continued on page 23.)
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Our New Ediiorial Fealure

s a lime to the

Fleetway Honse, Farvingdon Streel, Lowvdon, ECF,

TWENTY-ONE TO-DAY !
HERE are many anniversaries
E that fall this week aud call for

comment, but the most nmport-

ant—where MAagseET readers are
coneerned—is the coming of age, so to
speak, of their favourite paper. The
first Magxer that saw the light of day
hore the date, February 15th, 1808
That's just twenty-one years ago. Just
think of il, you ci’mp-:-. Every week for
twenty-one years the Maexer, prioted
in its thousands, has found its way regu-
larly into the homes of boys and girls
whose delight is to read the sdventures
of Harry Wharton & Co. 1 said every
week, buft 1 now call to mind one
accazton when the Macxer, hike its con-
lemporaries, did not appear, and that
wis during the Great Strike of 1526,
With that one exeeption the MAGNET
has for twenty one years -forgive mae
rubbing 1t in—gone from strength fo
strength, until now it is the most talked
of, the most popular boys' paper on the

market, Now, yon new readers, aren't
you sorry vou didn't try the MAGNET
hefore ? Is't 1t's very age prool, il

proof is needed, that it's the

BEST EOYS’ PAPER OBTAINABLE?

(M coure! And it's booked for
another twentv-one years or more of
'HIE‘.!E.‘I;"EF..FLIL useful  life, believe me,
Readers of lssue No. 1 are grown up
now, naturally, but many of them still
take in the old paper, and are as loud
in 18 praises as they were twenty-one
vears ago.  All that is very gratifying
o vour Editer, but he's not satishied
yvert—waon't he satisbied, in fact, antil the
present eirculution i1s doubled.  That's
where vou fellows can help. 1 each
one of you " recruited ™ & new reader
the trick would be done.  Going 1o have
o shot at it? Good!

More Badges Next Week !

In mext week’s bumper issue vou'll
find two more Metal Motor-Car Badges.
Add them to your collection, for they ' re
as good, if not better, than their pre-
decessora.  What cars do they repre-
sent ! Why, the famouns Bunbeam and
Renanlt motors. And don’t think these
two badges spell the end of this unigue
series, for there are still more badges
to come. You'll order vour MaGxEeT
in good time, of course !

HAVE YOU HEARD THIS ONE*?

A commereial traveller, held o
the Orkneye the other week by a
storm, telegraphed to his firm as
fallows : "Fﬁ'rlnrmnﬂd bere by storm.
Plense wire instructions.”  Imagine
his amazement when he received the
following reply @ Start sunmner holi-
days as from yosterday.” A pocket-
knife has been forwarded to G. Luke,
8, East Thomas Street, Edinborgh for
sending in this joke. If any of you
other chaps think you've got a good
jake, send it along to the address at
the head of this page. Winning jokes

T

(FRERTR A |Iit||t|.l'-.' I nhkntfe to the sender,
If youre good ar Lomerieks, try and
write ene about a lLirevipiars char-
actar, Authors of w g Linericks
wiil be awarded a useful pocket
wallet.

By the wav. our companion paper,
the * Nelson Lee Library,” oot on
Wednesday, 1s giving away a line sef
of Portrait Badge: of England’s Tesi
Match heroes. Sce that you got these
fine souvinirs,

NOW YOU HOBBYISTS !

I ran into a friend whom T had no
seen for many months the other dav,
and when I asked Lhim how he was get
ting on, I was rather surprized when he
repiied: “0h, I'w just taking my Robot
for a tour in Amernea!” “ Robot?" ]
asked. “ What the dickens do vou
mesn?”  And then o transpired that he
wns the invenlor of the {famons
“Robot,” whizch opened an exhibition
in London a few months ago. | expect
mest of veu lellows read about i1, and
have <ecn  pictpores of  the  weird,
mechanical man wlich can de almost
anvthing that 2 homan beineg can do.

But I wonder if any of vou fellows
whoe are imterested in mechanical gad
gets have over thought of the possi-
blities of building vour own Raobot? 1
ma=<clf haven’t got a mechameal brain,
or 1'd have a =hot st . Caprain
“Iieky ” Richards, who bualt this ane,
rold me how he came to da iv. He was
discussing a ceriain persen, who suall
v nameless, amd he finished up by sav-
mg: 1 eould bnkd & Gin man to do as
niich as he can.” " Why den't you,

Cithenn 7?7 he wazs asked, and he replied :

“Right ho, T will!™
his |

And that s how
obot came 1o being.

Naturallv, he wouldn't tell me his
seerels, =0 1 can’t pass them on to yon.
But if any of you mechanieally-minded
fellows are getting rather tued of
building the usual meodel locomotives,
ships, and =0 on, why not have a try to
build a model mwechanical man? That
wonld be somerhing worth doing. Any-
way, jolly good luck to any of you whao
attempt 1t! If 1n's a suceess yvou might
hE Il-lf'ii}l' l"'“ﬂ"iigh T g-l.'"f it ("-ﬁ]'lf'l"[-l.l.'!t T
take 1t on tour in America at a thump-
g salary,

Another Penknife

ocs to Toam Ireland, B, Winchester
Enad, Anfield, Liverpool, for the follow-
g yarn:

The leading draper in & small town

wanted an apprentice. The hrst
applicant for the situation had been
employed in a fish shop, but he
scemed a likely lad.  * Your hand.
writing's enough,” =aid ihe
draper. “Can you do mental arith-
metie I " Yes, sir,” replied the Jad.

“Well, what would thiriy-four pounds
of almon be at fourpence per

Jerblinirinigy
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| Cun von beat that varnd
| HE =, let e know, and von
It il bve u penkuife 1f you
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Ahvcays glad ’"i hear  from you, chums, so drop
address : The Editor, The * Maguet ' Libvary, The Awalgamated Poess. Ltd.,

AN UNUSUAL LIMERICK !

e last word of cach hine
ol gy aon, but o elue,
sitnilar to the clues given i
a cross-word puzele, 15 «ub-
aituted in ils place. You'll
ind thie missing words ot tho
pid of this chat, but soe of
vao can Bl them in dor

vourself st

A Jellow who R
school),

Said: Al of follows
easily disconraged),

Al of any should (declare)

T hat aren’t o owell, T (might) _
Potitely  describe  them [prevari-

cators) !

That's an casy one, and you ought
it be able to de 1t “on yvour 'ill.'mt-i-'
Still, 'l let vou lave a few more diih-
cult ones if you wish,

“THE LONE STAR STATE »

15 often referred to in adventure yarns,
and . Pearson, of Walker-on-Tvne,
wants to know what the “ Lone Btar
State ' was.  Thiz 12 a name given lo
Texas whiech, before it bocame enc of
the Upited States. was formerly part of
Mexico, and then boenme a stath on 11s
OWTL, I Hag showed a single star,
henee the name,  13ut Texas threw in
it= ot with the [nited States manvy
voears ago—to  the benetit of all its

'
=

ORI (n fomons

Qur arce (not

INEERR

iks

Vinhabitants,

MY DIARY TELLS ME

Pgquite g ot o snlq-u‘-liug Illit'l.;.{:'- about

this week. To begin with, Tuoesday,
Februgiv 12th, 1s Slaoove, or ** Pancake ™
Tuesday. Pancakes _are the sole sur-
vival of the merrv-making wliech used
to take place on this day o former
iimes, and at many schiools all over the
country  1hers will be wrnmhﬁng for
paticikes on Tuesdav., o other parts
of the country there will be *Shrove
Tuesday football,”™ which wany of my
readers will no doubi witness.  For the
benehit of those who won't, 1 can tell
vou  that it “some " gome. In
Chiester-le-Streel, in Durham, the game
i+ plaved along the main street of the
town, and anvone can join in on either
the “uptown® or the “down-dtown
sicle,

1s

bivery house and sliop windew in the
place 1= boarded up—and it needs to be
—for 1l the ball goes into a house or
shop, the players follow it in, and con-
tinue the game with gusto, uatil the
place looks as though & tornado has
struck it. And when the ball goes in
the river, which is at the end of the
street, the players dash in after ir. It’s
very exciting, but I'm afraid a little
too exciting for vour editor. It is said
that the costom comes from the days
when, after a battle, the vietors cut off
the heads of their opponents, and
plaved footbail with 'll'll!"l“ﬂ:l And some

say: " The good old.days!

A MAN EVERY BOY ADMIRES !

first saw the light of day on Monday,
February 11th, eighiv-iwe years ago.
He was Thomas Edison, the mventor of
the phonograph, and other things too
numerous to mention. Edison started
life as a newsboy on the Grand Trunk
Railway, and printed and cirenlated a
newspaper, which was the first ever
Tue Maiexer Lseary.—No.
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issied from a railway train, Later in
life he =et up s own works, and now
no fewer than 500 inventions stand to
his eredit. That's going some, and my
HBeottish readers will be glad to know
e was of Seottish descent.

Another Interé-ating Thing

which my diary tells me is that* Thurs-
day is the anmiversary of the battle of
Cape 8t Vineent, one of Nelson's vie-
tories, and also St. Valentine's day. [
romember when I was & Boy we used
to have great fin o sending * Valen-
tines,” which were distinctly libellous
and scurrilons, to our friends and our
enemies, "q.-'l-r],.' often  an ll[llmPtl!zu'
master recoived a Valemtine that was
anyvthig-bat fHattering 1o his dignity,
Bul I'd better not tell yoa too much
about-my own “murky past,” or you'll
be doing the same thing, and 1 can see
your masters coming down on me.

And now, as my space is getting short,

et us seo “What we have in store for
next week's issuo,
The dong cowmplete tale of Harry

Wharton & Co. is entitled

“BUNTER'S AMAZING ADVENTURE ! ™

anied 16 deals with Harry Wharton & Co.'s
tour thrangh America. . Bunter, as the
title implies, has a large share of the
limelight, und his “amazing  adven-
hlrfha " aré a scream Yrom beginning to
end,

I addition there will be a fine in
stalment of our sorial;

-

» “THE BLACK HAWK '™

and a short, complete yarn of 8t. Sam’s,
cntitled s * Justiss at Last ! Take my
vip s don't nmss mext week's nuomber,
wow, 1o limsh op this chat, T' give
vou the "missing  words  from “the
Linsorick. Hére thoy are: Greyfriars,
triers, sayv, may, lars
=a (one until next” week.

YOUR EDITOR

“THE BLACK HAWK ! ”

[Continued from page 26.)

on the rudder-bar, and, banking with
nosc well down, he came about and
glided back towards the east.

- He was lesning far outhboards, peer-
lug downwards with straining eyes,
Below him was the dark smudge of an
unriven wood flanked by the grevish
blur of open ground. e nodded as
though =satisfied., and again his  feet
twoved on the rudder-baue. He had out
out his engine, and in silonee, save for
the swish” of wind through wires nmul
struts. he cireled lower and lower until.
with an aimaost imperceptible bump, the
machine  landed. Kicking on  [ull
rudder to bring the tailskid into plas

llllilll.lll-l.l.]l----.lllil.-:---.l|||..-..'-

AS THEY
APPEARED !

For the benelit of readers whoe
missed our early Free Gift Num-
bers we print the following
articulars. Readers who desire to
ring their sets up to date ean
obtain back numbers by applying
to :—* Back Number Dept.,”  The=
Mamnet Librarv. Boar Alley, The
Amalgamated Press, London,
EC. 4. 3d. in stamps must be
enclostd for each issne required,
to cover cost of - postace.

L8

5

!Illl?IIill-lIItllllllilllillt-lllillrlllilllllll-l-la--t--.-...ri

Date.of Issus. Qifts.

January 19th. Special Album, Alvis,
neiva, and Standard
; Car Badges.
January ﬁth.‘_lurru—-ﬂuwlar. Lea
- cis, Rolls-Royee.
February Znd. 3 Rilgﬂ. Mercedes-
: - nz.
February 0Oth, Armsirong-Siddalavy,
Vauxhall, Stutz,
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PRICE
TWOPENCE,
s & brake, Derck Lrougin scout to
a quivering halt,
“ Hurry, please !™
His voice was conl and unrofled but
he knew that "at any moment riuning

figures might burst from ount that ue gh-
bouring wood, _

~ His  passenger  half-sernmbled  and
nolf-fell  from _the  ecockpit, Ihirek
joined lam, swinging hiwseli to th
around,

“het out of that fAying-kit as quick
as you canl!” he went on. unfastening
the leather belt of the coat with his awn
rapidly working fingers. * Now listen
You are nbout four kilometres behind
the British aerodrome at Xaffavilliers—
the most sontherly part of the line. Al
vou've got to do ix walk about till vo
meet somehbody, and then—well, ther
vou'll be all righi, T think!™

“Dut what am 1 to aay to them ™
burst out the lad, as Derck struggled
mnto the divested Byving kit. * What ani |
to tell themn—about you? - Thov will usxk
i Who nre vou, sir®" i

“Who am 17" echood Dorvek hatehis.
“Then, when they ask ayou. “tell thens
that 1 am one whom they will come 1o
know better before many “days have
passed | _ '

He turned away, gripping the cock:
pit edge prepacatory to swinging him?
self up in order to switeh on. The lad?
stepped forwaml, laving a shoking Liund
o Derek’s leathor-olad arm.™ »

“T—I cannet thank you—for what Toll
have done for me!” he said hoarsely,
" But—from the bottomr of my heart—
God bless vou, sic!™ : :

Derek did not reply. Hands gripping
the eockpit cdge, he had :-ud':!vnﬁ- frozen
ito tenst uumobility,

For from somewhere out there in the
r1;:1'1-:_1|F-.L~ towairds the wood lie had heard #
a fainge metallic ¢link ! .

(Wl Derek be ecaptured? Wil deatls
from . firing squad he Lis véwnid for
hirring vendared orer the “liue ™ Kecr
next woek'a splondad instalocent, ligiire.)
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GET THIS NEW FUN

THE "“SPITFIRE"” PISTOL |(fee..
shoots peas, pellets, and arrows., A -

With pellets, arrow and
gg SHOT AUTOMATIC PEA REPEATER 2/6 |

w " WILD WEST” .. .
NORWOODS (Dept. M.T.), 3, Finsbury Sguare, London, E.C.2.

PISTOL!
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1/6
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