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A Magnificent
New Long X
' Complete Tale of §
y Harry Wharton

& Co, at Grey-
friars School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bumps for Bolsover !

s A, ha, ha!”
Bob Cherry heard the roar
of laughter as he passed the
door

the
and he paused,

He recognised the cackle of Skinner
and Snoop, and the deep, bull-voice of
Bolsover major. When those three
estimmable youths were very merry, it
was & pretty certain sign that somebody
else was exiremely uncomfortable, and
so Bob Cherry looked into the Common.-
room with a somewhat warlike expres-
sion. He waa quite prepared to find
Skinner & Co. ragging some unfortunate
little fag of the Second Form,

““Hallo, halio, ballo! What's
merry joke!” asked Bab,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a paper pinned on the wall
of the Common-room, and BSkinner &
Co. were regarding it with great hilarity.
And 8ir James Vivian of the Remove
was wriggling furiously in  Balsover's
muscular grasp, struggling to get at the
notice on the wall. Bolsover major was
holding him back. Sir Jimmy was little
hetter than an infant in his hands, and
the baronet’s furioue struggles only made
Bolsover chuckle. !

“Lemme go, you cad!” howled Sir
Jimmy, as Bob came in. *’Ands off, I
tell you! Take yer 'ands off'n me, you
‘ooligan !" s

And the baronet's weird diction made
Skinner & Co. howl with mirth.

Sir Jimmy was a source of never-
ending . entertainment in the Remove.
Though he was undoubtedly a baronet,
and a relation of Lord Mauleverer, the
dandy of the Lower School, Bir Jimmy
was, as Mauly himself admitted, a
“eorker.” A neglected orphan, he had
grown up in a London slum, till Mauly’s
uncle had found him and reclaimed him.
And Sir Jimmyw, though he had con-
siderably improved since then, retained
many of the manners and customs, and
especially the phraseology, of Carker's
Renta, .

Bob  Cherry and his  chums—the
Famous Five of the Remove—were very
kind to Sir Jimmy. So was Mauly, so
woere Mark Linley and Yernon-Smith
and Penfold and Squiff, and mdeed mosi
pf the fellows. But Skinner & Co. found
. preat delight in helding Sic Jimmy ap
ro ridicule.  Skinner was a humorist, and
his humour was seldom good-natured.

Bob Cherry glanced at the notire on
the wall. It was wntten i large
capitals, and ran:

C“LOBT, STOLEN., OR STRAYED!
T SOMEWHERE IN GREYFRIARS!
A LARGE NUMBER OF
ASPIRATES,

The Property of Sir James Vivian,
Bart.

FINDER SUITABLY REWARDED !

of Commeon-room,

the

Bob Cherry grinned for a moment, but
mid face grew grim as he looked at the
baronet, wrig;ﬁing in Perey Bolsover’s
powerful hands.  Siv Jimmy evidently
wanted 0 lear downo - that humorous
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notice. He was somewhat sensitive on
the subject of iz drop h’s.

“I.et the kid go, Bolsover,” saud DBob
guietly.

“Rats! He's not going to, spoil the
iiﬂke 1" said Bolsover major. *“1It’s doing
um _ a good turn, too. He may want
some of those Ir's he's been dropping.”

“Ha, ha, ha '™

“You rvoiten ‘ooligan!” roared Bir
James. * I I was as big as you are you

wouldn’t be so jolly funny about a
bloke.™

“You shouldn't take any netice of
theze ailly chumps, kid,” saxd Bob
Cherry. “They can't help being
rotters [

“*I'm goi’ to Tave that there
paper down,” said Sir Jimmy, his eyes
wet with tears of vexation. 1 ain't

going to be made fun of like that there.”

“I'll soon settle that for you,” said
Bob. And he strode towards the paper.

“Lot 1t alone!” shouted Skinner.
“That’s for all the fellows to see.”

““All the fellows will be disappointed,
then,” said Bob coolly.

And he reached up to the notice.

“Stop him 7 yelléd Bolsover.

The bully of the Remove released Siv
Jimmy, and rushed forward. Skinner
and Snoop and Stott followed him. They
weren't afraid to tackle Bob Cherry,
with the burly Bolsover to lend aid. In
a moment Bob Cherry was steopgling
with the four of them.

“ Fair play. vou rotters!” howled Sir
Jiummy.

And he rushed m recklessly to help
his champion. -

“Yau rotters!” panted Bob.

“Bump the meddling cad!” shcuted
Skinner.

“Soanash him 1"

“Are you coming. Bobi" called a
voice in the passage—the voier of Harry
Wharton,- the captain of the Remove.

“Rescue!” welled Bob.

“Oh! Right!®?

Wharton came dashing mn, and after
him came Nugent, Hurree Singh, and
Johnny Bull. They did not stop to ask
questions, but piled into the combat at

L B
velled Skinner. “0w!

“*Hold on!”
Leggo, Bull, vou beast! Only fun, you

know! Yarooagh!™

Johnuny  Bull  grinned, and got
Skinner's hemd in chancery. Nugent
rolled on the Héor with Stott. Hurree

Jomset Ram Singh waltzed round in a
loving  embrace  with  Sncop, who
shricked to him to let go. And
[Marry Wharton land a strong grasp on
Bolsover. who stengeled fiercely.  DBut
Bob Cherty grasped him, too, and Perey
Bolsover was swept off his feet and
swung info the air, roaring.

“This 12 where the bumping begins ™
gasped Bob.

*Ifa. ha, ha!"

“Yow! Don't von dare!
Leggo! Oh, my hat!™

Bump, bump. bump, bump!

snoop and Stott and Skinner broke
awav, and fled from the Common-room
i a very dishevelled state, But Bolsover
major was not 20 lucky. He found him-

Yaroogh'!

No. 483.

z WMWM%M%&%%%%&%%%&%»&%W

SIR JIMMY'S

By 3
Frank |
Richards.

B o o  a  aan <

self in the grasp of five pairs of hands

now, and he smote the Common-room
floor with his bulky person half a dozen
times in succession, to an accompaniment
of termfic yells.

“XYou rotters!
I'll smash you! Oh, crumbs!
I say, leggo! Oh, crikey!”

Bump, bump!

“Now we'll make him eat his words.”
grinned Bob Cherry, jerking down the
nottec  from  the  wall “They're
Skinner's words veally. But Bolsover
can eat them for the two. Here you are,
Dolsover !™

“ You—ryou villain—

“IIa, ha, ha!™
“"You take hia nose, Johrmy !
right! You his chin, Inky!
Now yank his jaw open!”

A termbie yell came from Bolsover
major as his jaw was yvanked open. Bob
Cherry stuffed the crompled paper into
his cxtensive mouth, and Perey Bolsover
gurgled wildly.

“Eat it 1" commanded Bob.

“Guggggiggguug ! |

“1It's a bit over the Food Controller’s
allowance,” grinned Johnny Bull. = But
you're weleame to it, Perey,”

“Grooooch !

“You're not getting on with it, Bol-
sover! Give me his nose, Johuny, 1'11
see iIf I can persuade him."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry’s methods of persuasion

Chuekit !

Stoppit !
Legoo!

LE

That's

Good !

were  succcasful, Bolsover  major,
glaring like a Hun, masticated the
morsel, and it disappeared. He had

eaten his words with a vengeance |

“*Now, are vyou going to chuck up
being funny about the noble karont-
age ' asked Bab.

“Groogh ! Gurrrrrh ! 'l smsch
you! I'll smash him! Guggg!”

“Frog's-march !" said Bob,

“Oh, erumbs! Leggo! You rotters!
Five to one! Yow!"

“You were four to one a few minutes
ago,” grinned Bob. " Oune good turn
deserves avother.™

**What is saucy for the csteemod goose
is saucy for the gander, my excellent
bullying Bolsover " chuckled Hurvee
Singh,

And the bully of the Remove went
round the Common-reom in the frog's-
march. He was badly in need of his
second wind by the time 1t had fAnished,
and the Famous Five left him gasping
on the floor. And when they sauntered

out, "after administering rthat much-
needed lesson to Rolsover najor, Sir
Jimmy senttled after them, It was

judicious for the echoolboy baronet to
gjn-e Bolsover major a wide berth afrer
that.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
An Old Aequaintance !

ILLY BUNTER joined the
Famous Five as they came out
imto the quadrangle.

~ There was a woebegone ex-

pression upon Billy Bunter's fat face,
The fattest jumior at Greyfriurs was
not happy.
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Since the food reculations had come
into  force  ihey Tad  been strictly
adhered to at Greviriars. The Head's
orders woere formal—the allowanee was
not ko be exceeded by any inmate of
Crrevfriars—master, serior, or junior.
Mrs., Mimble, at the tuck-shop, knew
exactly how much she might supply to
each fellow:; and 1t was a case of thus
far and no farther.

Billy Bunter's pocket-money always
wont 1n one  direction—ts  the school
shop. He npever hud ensugh cash fo

satisfy has gargantunn appetite.  But, of
late, Bunter had actually been in the
awful position of having cash that he
could not expend upon tuck. It was too
awful for words—from Bunter’'s point of
view.

Actually, with ready cash in  his
pocket, he had been refused at the tuck-
shop! "Mrs. Minble had suggested that
he might use the said cash in settling
up an old accounf, certamnly. DBut
Bunter would not have found any satis-
faction in that; and he declined, without
thanka.

Billy Bunter's idea of food regulations
was that they were all “rot”; all very
well, perhaps, Tor the poor, but absurd
for fellows with eash in their PG{‘I{ETE.

Unfortunately, the Head did not sce
eve to eve with Bunter on that point.

“ 41 say, you fellows!” said Bunter dis-
mally. “This i3 awful, isn't it? I'm
hungry !”

“Go and eat coke!” -suggested Bob
Cherry.

“Yes, that isn't restricted.” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. *The Food
Controller hasn't -started on coke vet,”

“Don't bs funny!” groaned PBunter.
“Tt ain't fanny for me! Mrs, Mimble's
refused to serve me, and—and if I go
down to Unecle Clegg’s, in the village,
and get bowled out, it means a thump-
ing licking! Quelchy said so.”

“ Serve von right!” said Harry Whar-
ton unsympathetically.

“Tt's all very well for you, Wharton—
vou've got no appetite. T'm growing
thinner!”

“Well, vou can do with it; though I
haven't noticed 1t.”

“Have vou gone under twenty-five
sione?” asked MNugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent! Look here,

what's a fellow going to do? Why can't
they stop the brewer’s using wheat and
suygar for whisky and things, instead of
starving us?"
. “PBetter inguire at Whitehall,”  said
Bob, * Ask Quelchy te let you use his
tolephone, and ring up the Food Con-
troller. He knows."

“()h, don't be an ass, vou know!”

“Don't vou be a pig, Bunty! The
allowance 1s plenty large enough, and it
wounld be caddish to have more than any-
body else  simply because you happen
to have the money!” said Wharton
Irowning.

““Ag a matier of fact, I haven't the
money, said Bunter. *“D've filled up
on chocolates and ginger-pop and toffee.
You can have those, you know. But
what I want is a square meal. I say,
are vou fellows going on a picnic?”

“No, ass! Pienies arve off till the end
of the war.”

“That may be six or seven years yet!”
howled Bunter

“Can’t be helped! Good-bye!™

Billy Bunter blinked suspiciously at
the juniors. Bunter's thoughts ran
incessantly upon eating and drinking.
He had a very strong suspicion that the
Famous Five were going to some
socluded spot for a eecret pienie:  That
was what Bunter would have done, if he
could have contrived it.

“I know vour pame,” he said.
“Youre going to separate, and buy
things ar different shops, and meet in the
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Sir Jimmy and Eolsover major.

wood for a feed! Look here, T'll come
with you!"”

“You fat bounder

“Look here, if T den't have my whack
I'll jolly well give you away to
(Quelchy !"" said Bunter desperately.  “*I'm
hungry !

“You fat priffin!”’  shouted Bob
Cherry. “We're going to Wapshot
Camp to see my cousin in khaki”

Billy Bunter gave a fat wink.

“Toll that to the Foreign Office!™ he
said. “You can't spoof me! I don't
believe your consin's in khaki at all! [
know he was tryving to keep out of it!
He was a regulur dodger! Look here
— Yaroogh!”

Billy Bunter found himself suddenly
sitting down in the guadrangle. Bob
Cherry stayed only to stuff his cap down
his back, and then walked on, with a
red face.

Bob's conzin, Paul Tyrell, had certainly
shown great ingenuity in keeping out of
lkhaki for a long time: but he had joined
up at last, and was in training at Wap-
shot Camp, a few miles from Ureyiriars.
Bygones were bygones, so far as Bob
wius concerned; and he did not mean to
take any jeers from Bunter on the sub-
ject. The one-time wastrel of the family
was playing a man’s part now, at least.

Billy Bunter gasped, and struggled to
recover his cap—not an easy task, The
Famous Five went down to the gates,
and Harry Wharton called to Sir James,
who was hovering near.

“You'd better come along, kid! Yon
don’t want to sec Bolsover major again
just yet, especially while we're out.’

Sir James chuckled.

“Right on the wicket!” he agreed.

1

(See Chapter 1.)

“1 don't!
me!"”

“The pleasurefulness of yvour csteemed
company would be terrific!” sald the
Nabob of Bhanipur solemnly.

“Yes, come on, kid!” said Bob.

Sir James hesitated. He had come to
Greyfriars a cheeky street-arab, In spite
of his baronetey. He had been something
like a fish out of water there. He knew
he was not like the other fellows, and
he was more sensitive about it than
most of the juniora knew or cared. He
stood 1n d:uu[]mt, and Bob Cherry slipped
an arm through his and marched him
off.

Sir Jimmy grinned, and submitted.

“I'l eome as fur as the village, if
vou like,” he said. “I ain’t gomn' to
the camp.”

“ Just as vou like,” said Bob.

And Jimmy trotted along contentedly
with the famous Five. Billy Bunter
blinked out of the gates after them.

But you blokes don’t- want

“* Beasts!” murmured Bunter. ** They
are going on a picnic! They wau!r:int
be silly asses cnough to walk to Wap-

shot to see a soldier! I dare say that
waster Tyrrell's deserted by this time,
too. It's a picnie, and perhaps Marjorie
will be there! And they want to leave
me out—jealous of a chap’s good looks!
Pah! T'm jolly well going, all the
sama "

And William George Bunter rolled
out, on the track of the supposed
picnickers.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked with
springy strides, and covered the ground
quickly, Bumter's fat legs had to go

"THE Macxer Linrany,.—No, 483,
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like machinory to keep them in sight in

the winding lane,

His round eyes glistened behind his
:SE(&EL‘I'E_S gt I:gm party halted in front

Unele Clegg's shop, in the village.

“ Boasts ! f jolly " well knew 1"
muttered Bunter.

"But the Removites did not enter Uncle
Clegg's establishment. They hud stopped
ta say good-bye to Sir Jimmy. .

The schoolboy baronet was deteimined
ot to go on to Wapshot with them; he
knew they were going to meet a relation
of Bob Cherry's there, and Skinner's
sneers at his aceont and manners had
sunk d.aTe. He would not disgrace, as
he considered it, the fellows who had
been kind to him.

H Wharton & Co. walked on
throv the village, and took the turn-
ing t led to Wapshot; and Billy
Bunter cast a furious blink after them,
but did not follow farther. He knew
that there were no shops in that muddy
lane, and no boilding at all till the camp
was reached. He had been a kttle too
spapictons after all

He joined Sir Jimmy in the village
street. PBunker was one of the fellows
wha professed to be shocked at the idea
of the stvect-arab coming to Greyfriars
at all, But just mow Bunter was hard
np, and he bore down on the schoolboy
baronet with a fal grin

“Coming in?" Le asked, with a nod
wwards Uncle Clege's door.

“No, I ain’t!” said Sir Jimmy.

“It's my treat!” urged Bunter.

“You've 'ad me like that afore
irinned Sir Jimmy, 'Bides, we an’t
allowed to buy any wittles out of the

school 17 :

“1 know that!” mw]e_d Bunter, *1
lare :-m% old Quelchy will come down
ssking Uncle Clegg questions, teco. But

voeu can buy toffee, if you like, and
chocs, and Turkish delight. Come on!”

““I'm goin’ ‘ome,” esaid Sir Jimmy.
And he turned back towards Greyfriars.

“Took |here, vou slummy
votter !¥  howled Bunter.

“Oh, rats to you!” said Sir Jimmy.
And he walked off, turning out of the
High Street, by way of the lane, into
ithe wood.

He did not want to get back to the

sshool just yet, and meet Bolsover
major there.

Billy Bunter blinked after him
savagely, He would have given the

little ragamuffin a Iickinﬁ* but fer the
consideration that probably Sir James
might give him a licking! _

Sir Jimmy walked on with his hands
in his pockets, whistling, and almost
ran into a man who was coming out of
the Cross Keys. He was a man of about
forty-five, shabbily dressed, with a
narrow, cunning-looking face, and deep-
set, shifty eyes. He stopped, with a
muttered anathema, as Sir Jimmy
almost collided with him.

Hee where you're goin”, you young
——  (reat pip! Jimmy!™

Sir Jumes halted.

*Sealy Bill!” he ejaculated.

Billy  Bunter stared at them. He
knew that Vivian must have had some
very queer _acquaintances i the place
he had come from, and he guessed that
this frowsy gentleman, * Sealy Bill,”
was one of them. That much was
evident from the mutual recognition.

“My hat!” murmured Bunter, in lofty
disgust. *““Nice kind of a friend for a
Greyfriars chap! I wonder what the
Head would say!”

And Billy Bunter sniffed with con-
temnpt. But his curiosity was aroused,
and he edged nearer to see what that
excesdively “scaly 7 pentleman could
have to say to Sir Junmy of Greyiriars.

Sir Jimmy did not notice him. He
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little-

stoct] steck still, as if reoted to the pave-
ment, staring at the vengh-looking man
with eyes wide open with dismay.

e ——

THE THIRD CHAPIER.
Bad News for Bob Cherry !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
tramped cheerily up Wapshot

Lane in the bright gpring sun-

shine. They were in. merry
spivits that afiernoon, especimlly Bob
Cherry, It was a source of great pride
to Bob that his cousin was in khaki. Al
the Greyfriars fellows knew that Paul
Tyrrell had been a dadger; but they
knew, too, thet he had ecwmhibited great
pluck on the occasion of a Zeppelin rad,
and had received sericus injuries, and
that, after his recovery, he had joined up
a2t the earliest moment. _

The one-time slacker and wastrel was
doing his duty now, and was in hapes of
getting into a draft for the Front; and
Boly kad guite dismiszed his old distrust
of his couszin. He was anxious to see
Private Paul Tyrrell again, spd sec what
a difference khaki had raade to him.
Bob's last visit to the camp had been
when his father, Mayor Cherry, was
stationed therg. He was going now to
visit a private instead of a major. His
chums. were quite pleased to spend the
half-holiday on a visit to the camp, to
“zoe the soldiers,™

Wapshot Camp came in sight at Jast,
The party of schoolboys stopped at the
gate, where &2 man in khaki was on
senfry-go. He gave them an nquiring
Inok.

Bob Cherry explained.

“My congin’s here,” he smd, “TI've
come io gee him.  Private Tyrrell, of
the Loamshire Fustliers.” :

The seniry pave hiin a rather nueer
look,

“Drivate Tyrrell, of the Loamshire
Fusilicrs ! he repeated.

“That’s it,"” said Bob. “Can we go
m? Or perbaps you could send word
in to my copsint”

“You'd beiter see my officer,” said the
sentry, with a very curious expression on
his face. Bob could not help noticing it,
and Ji gave him an uncasy feeling,

* You know my cousin ¥ he asked.

“I've seen him.™

*1s he in the camp now, do you know ¢
He asked me to come here this after-
noon—bui that was last week.™

“He ain't in the camp now.”

“(h ! said Bob, dizappointed.
he gone in the draft already 7"

“He hasn't gone in any draft,” said
the s=oldier. *“Yeou'd better see my
officer, if you can tell him anything about
Private Tyrrell. Wait here a bit,”

The sentry called another soldier, and
exchanged o few words with him in a
low tore. The sccond men hurried into
the camp and disappeared.

Harry Wharten & Co. waited,

Bob Cherryv's fuce was not so bright
now. e could not help suspecting that
something was wrong, and he wondered
miserably  whether  the  wastrel  had
broken out again, and was in trouble.
He had wondered how the reckless scape-
grace would stand the regularity of a
mulitary life,

“Here you are!™ sald the sentry sudld-
denly.

The soldier whe bad gone in, evidently
with a message, came back.

“Which of you is Private Tyrrell's
cousin ' he asked,

“I am,” said Bob.

“Then follow me, please,®

“Can my friends come in with me?™
asked Bob.,

“Petter wait here,”?

“HHH-

NOW ON
SALE.

“QOh, all right! Wil wou fellows
wait 77

“All serene,” sand Harry., “Go i,
Bob ™

Bob Cherry followed the soldier in.
His brow was clouded now, and his heart
was heavv, It wae onlv too clear rthat
there was something wirong.

He was taken to the ofbeers” quarters,
and into a hut, whers a vouag man in
lieutenant’s uniform tixed a very keen
glince upon him.

- “Ha! You kpow something avout
Private Tyrrell- what?™ he inguired.

“T"'m his cousin,” =aid Bob., "I came
here te visit him, 1 vnderstood he was
liere. ™

“Then vou don't hnow where he 1s
now ¥’

“Noi unles=s he's here”

“Well, he isn't here.” =aid the lien-
tenant, with u <ry smile, *1I'm afraid-it
will be rather a shock to vou, my lad.
I'in sorey to twell veu that Private Tyrrel:
has deserted.”

Bob Cheiry wlniost stagoered,

“ Degortedd ! he vepeated fuintly,

The lientenant nodded,

“If vou know anything abont him, it's
yvour duty to state 11,7 he said.

“I—1 don't know, L didn't know any-
thing,” stammered Dok, *1I—-I—I sup-
pose there’s no mistake ¥ Deserted 17

“I'm sorry, my lad,” said the officer,
kindly enough. The disnay and Lorror
in Bob's face would have touched =
harder heart than that of the vounpg man
in khaki. *It's rotten news, I kpnow.”

“ But —- bt —"* Bob waz  be-
wildered. ** Excuse me, sir, I know '
taking up your time, but—but {his iz a
shock to me. When did he got”

* Last night.”

“Was he—was he in trouble 2" faliered
Boh.

ik -E_TEE_..‘

“He—he had dene something 7 mut-
tered Bob.

ik Y'E'B.“

The officer’s manner indicated that the
interview was over, but Bob did not go.

“Will vou—will you tell me what he'd
done " he gasped,

“T will if you wish, my boy. It was
robbery.”

“Robbervy!” Bob gasped. ' Robbery !
My cousin! Oh!®

““He was placed under arrest, to take
his trizl by court-martial,” eaid the lieu-
tepant, “He got away somehow.
Good-afternoon 1™

Bob Cherry tdttered from the hut.

He made his way blindly out of the
camp, Many glances were turned upon
the white, stricken face of the sehoolboy.
but Bob did not heed, He joined hiz
chums outzide the gate.

1 Bﬂ'h !*1
“Let's get away!” muttered Dob.
“Quick! For soodness’ sake, let’s pet

away !}

He turned down the lane, his chume
following himm with dismayed faces. DBob
did uot speak, and they did not ask ques-
tions till they were a good distance from
the camp.

But Wharton eaught him by the arm
at last and stopped him.

“What on earth’s the matter, Bob?"”
he asked anxiously., “You look as if
vou'd seen a ghost.”

Bob greaned.

“Has anything happened to Tyrrrell?™
asked Frank Nugent.

“Yes!” muitered Boh.

“Well, what is it§"” asked Johnny
Buil.

“He's deserted ™

“ Deserted !

“Poor old Bob 1" said Harry Wharton,
“Buck up! It isu't your fault, any-

way.”
“Tha

“*Deserted I repeated Beb.
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officer told me he's a thief, and he de
serted from arrest.”

“Bob !

Bob's face was working.

The juniors walked on in silence.

There was nothing they could say in
the presence of such a blow asz this. The
newa surprised them, and yet nob very
much. They had known Paul Tyrreli,
and thevy had known that he was a
slncker, & waster, and a good deal of a
rascal. The good impulse that had led
him to join up at last had died away.
That seemed to be the explanation.

Bob had hoped that soldiering would
have marked a turning-point in the
wastrel’s life—that it would have made
a new man of him., Instead of that, he
hiad gone to the bad with a erash !

The brightness of that sunny after-
noon waz blotted out for Bob Cherrr.
His face was white and lined as he strode
on, hardly sceing where he was going.

It was not till Greyfriars was in sight
that he roused himself from his mizer-
able, stunned silence.

“PDon't talk about this there!" he
muttered, “For goodness’ sake don't
let’s have it about the school! I couldn’t
stand that!”

“Of eourse we sha'n't say anything,”
said Harry. “It's a rotten thing, Bob;
but nobody will know,-at any rate.”

“The secretfulness will be terrifie, my.

estecmed . Bob,” murmured Hurreoe
Jamset Ram Singh,

“1 couldn't stand it being jawed
about,” said Bob huskily. “It's hor-
rible! I—I never thought he'd turn out
like that. I ecan’t understand it. He
wrote to me in great spirits.  He was
expecting to be sent out with the next
draft, as he's had training with the Ter-
ritorials years aro, and was it for serviee,
Ie was looking forward to it. And now

" Bob's voice broke,

He went in without another word, his
chums following in miserable silence.
Paul Tyrrell was nothing to them; but
they: felt his dizgrace keenly, for Bob's
sake.

A volee hailed the Famous Five as
they entered the School House, Mark
Linley zreeted them with a cheery smile.

“Halloe! You dide't stay long at the
camp !

Bob shook his head.

“Anything wrong!” asked Mark,
catching the look on Bob's face.

No reply.

“There's a letter for vou, Bob,” said
the Lanecashire juntor. “It came soon
after vou went., It's in the rack.”

“(Confound the letter !'"" muttered Bob.

“Tt's in vour consin's fist,”” said Mark,
“1 noticed that, Bob."”

Bob started.

“My cousin! In his fist! Oh!”

He ran to the letter-rack, and hastily
scanned it. He grabbed the letter down,
and hurried away with 1t. He did not
want his chums to be with him when he
read that lettor from the deserter. Mark
Linley looked at the Co. in amazement
and uneasiness.

“What's wrong with Bob?"” he asked,

“Well, he's had a bit of a shock.”
aaid Harrvy. “Don't talk abonat it, old
chap. Bob would rather you didn't.”

“"Right-ho ! said Mark at once,

Bob Cherry had gone up to his study.
His chums did not follow him. They
knew he wanted to be alone,

A Good Turn!
‘B
Remove, still in a state of

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
enm, Jimmy !
The seedr, beerv-looking man
was blinking at Sir James of the
astonishment.  Billy Bunter blinked at
both of them with great curiosity.
Neither noticed him for the moment.
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“Wot a surprise!” continued Scaly
Bill, with a grin. “I 'eard about you,
Jimmy, but Fnever expecied to sce you
arin, Faney vou—in that clobber!
Quite a gpentleman, now—hey?"

Sir Jimmy did not answer.

““Not too proud to speak to an old pal
—wot ?" asked Sealy }iiH.

“No, I nin't,” said Sir Jimmy at last,
“But you wasn't never a pal of ming,
Ecai‘? Bill. I never chummed with vour
sort.”

“TFancy meeting you ‘ere!” grinned
Scaly  Bill, unheeding. “Wot a
pleasure! I "eard all about the old toff

raking you out of Carker’s Rents and
taking you away, Jimmy, to send to
school. Sehogl near ’ere?”

" Never vou mind,” sald the baronet,
“That ain't your business.”

““Afraid an old pal might call on you
there ¥”" chuckled Scaly Bill. “Ha, ha!
It would be rather a surprise for your
new, nobby friends !”
~ “¥ou'd get throwed out sharp enough
if you was to come to Greyfriars,” said
Sir Jummy,

“Greyfriars ! repeated Sealy Bill,

The junior bit his lip.
name of his school slip out.

“That’s the big school near 'ere,” said
Scaly Bill. “I've passed it. T know the
place. "Ow are you getting on there,
Jimmy ?"

“I'm getting on .orlright,” said Bir
Jimmy. “Good-arternoon !

“¥You ain't goin to leave an old chum
so soon ?” sald Secaly Bill. “Look 'ere,
I got the arterncom off. Let's ave a
talk over old times. Jimmy.”

“I don't want to.”

“I'll come up to the school if yon
like,” grinned Sealy Bill, 1 dessay
you could stand an old pal a bit of
grub—wot "

“You wouldn't be let in there,” said
3ir Jimmy, his face growing scarlet.
“Don't be a rotten ‘ound, Bill! Waot
"ave vou got agin me?"

“Nothin" at all, my pippin; but I
ain't going to be throwed over like that
‘'ere. Aln't vou anxious to "ear the noos
of Carker's Rents? All about your old
pals —hey " _ . ]

“0ld vour Jaw!”  muttered Sir
Jimmy. “There's that fat rotter listen-
ing to every word you say!”

Scaly Bill stared at Bunter.

“One o the young geonts
school 7 he asked.

“Yes,” muttered Jimmy, :

“I'H soon clear 'im off I"" said Sealy
Bill. And he made a2 movement towards
the Owl of the Remove.

Billy Bunter did not wait to be cleared
off. He gave the ruffian a blink of
sovercign disdain, and rolled away, with
his little fat nose in the air.

“T got to "ave a talk with you,
Jimmy,” said Scaly Bill. *““Look ‘ere, 1
ain't going to 'urt you. I won't come to
the school if you don't like. But one
wood turn deserves another, and there's
something you can do Tor me.”

“Wot is it ?"

“We can't talk "ere,” said the other,
with an uneasy glance along the village
sfreet.
soen talkine to me, ecither., Come into
the pub. There's a garden—"

Sir Jimmy shrank back.

“T ean't go in there.
bounds for us.”

Sealy Bill chuckled.

“My heve! You've growed pertickler

at thae

It's out of

since you left Carker's Rents! Never
mind, Come along the footpath
yvaonder,”

“T'll do that,” said Sir Jimmy, ‘

He followed his old acquaintance into
the wood from the lanc. The sight of
Bill Hichens—otherwise Scaly Bill—had
bheen a shock to the Grexfriars junior,

but he was not now wholly displeased

He had let the

“It won't do vou no good to be.
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by the mecting. Greyfriars was not
quite like a home to him, and Scaly Bill
came as a reminder of old days which
had not all been unhappy. IIe had left
friends in Carker's Rernts, though they
wore not exactly the kind of friends who
eomld have visited him at Greyfriars,
The wood was very pleasant, with the
sweel scent of spring among the thickets.
The  beery-looking ruffian seemed
strangely out of place there. Rill
Hichens scated himself on a log, with his
back to a thicket, and lighted his pipe.

Sir Jimmy stood in front of him.,
“What are vou doing down ’ere,
Bill?” he asked at last, “You didn't

come down ‘ere to see me.”

“Na fear! Never knowed wyou. waa
within miles of tha place!” said Bill
with a grin. *I got a job at Wapshot.’

“You haven't joined up?"’ exelatmed
Sir Jimmy, “Not you, Bill Hichens!
That ain't your sort!”

“Ain't T over age!” grinned Bealy
Bill, “They can’'t make me. I got =
job in the eanteen--'ard work it is, too,
for a bloke; but things was getting. too
"ot for mie neirer "ome.”

Sir Jimmy nodded. He guite under-
stood. Gentlemen of Sealy Bill's kind
find it necessary io change their residenco
sometimes, to ward off inquizitivencss on
the part of the police.

“But that ain't neither ‘ere nor
there,” continued Hichens. “I ‘got u
good job, if you come to that, though I
don’t say I shall keep it long. In %aet.
I was thinkin' of chuckin' it; but it
don’t scot me to chuck it too sudden, for
reasons I've got. I dessay [ shall "ang

on for another week or two—p'r'aps
three”

Sir Jimmy nodded again. He could
tmot feel any regret that Scaly Bill's stay
in the neighbourhood was likely te bo
short.

“'Ow’s the Spadger getting on?” he
asked. “You seen him*”

“Bellin’ papers, same as usual, when I
saw him, "said Hichens.  “I'll give him
the moos of vou when I go back- if 1

back—Jimmy."

“Tell "im I ain't forgotten him,” said
Jimm, “I'd like 'im to come and s=en
me, only—only I den't think it would
do.”

“I dessay it wouldn't,” grinned Bill
“They wouldn’t weleomo the Spadger at
the big school, I recken, I've got some
ﬂigarett&a if you'd like one, Jimmry."

‘I've chucked that now.”

“More fool you!" ecommented Bill

“Well, lock "ere, kad! As I said, I
don’'t want to do vou no "arm, but I
want yvou to do me a pood turn. "Tain't
much as I'm going to ask, either.”

“I'll do anything I can,” said Bir
Jimmy, “Don’t ask me to help in any-
thing that’s shady, though. You know
I won't do that.”

“I ain't forgotten,” said Hichens.
“It's because you're straight that I'm
zoing to ask you this 'dre. Look ‘ere,
Jimmy, I've 'ad zome luck.”

The schoolboy looked suspicious.

“Not that!” said Hichens, answering
his unspoken thought. *“Homest! I've
‘ad some luck in a—n sweepstake—that's
wot it was -and I won the prize. Well,
it ain’t safe for me to carry 1t about with
me in the eamp. There's all kinds there,
you know, 'Sides, I might blow it in
booze, and I don’t want to do that, Will
you mind it for me¥”

“Much?" asked Sir Jimmy.

“Well, it's over a tenner,” said Secaly
Bill cautiously. ““But it's done up in a
packet, and you got to give me your
word not to open 1t. You was always a
bloke of your word. dimmy.”

“T'll do it,” said Sir Jimmy. “That
ain’'t much to do for anvboedy. 'And it
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pyer. 'Ow'm I going to give it back to, But as his eyes fell on the letter he| He struck a match, lighted the letter,

you, though "

Bill Hichens reflected.

“*You come ‘ere this day week, same
time in the arternoon,” he said. "**You
can be Tere ¥

L1} Eﬂﬂ&rq” .

“Well, if I'm ready I'll be "ere; if not,
A week later, and you can come agin,
A walk won't 'urt you.” ,

“ Done ! said Sir Jimmy., “TAnd ii
over, Bill!” ] |

Bill Hichens fumbled in his coat, and
scomed to hesitate.  He produced a
small packet at last, carefully wrapped
and tied with string.

“Mind, you give your davy not lo
epen it he said.

“1 promise if you like.” o

“Not that T think you'll pinch it,” |
said Bill.  *You never was that sort of
cave, I'll say that, Jimmy. Stll, 1t's
better to keep out of temptation—wot? |
You keep that in 4 safe place, and don’t!
tell nobody about if, not a word. Bring
it with you next Wednesday to this 'cre
spot.  Honouor?" .

“ Honour bright,”” said Sir Jimmy,

“Put it in yer pocket now, Don't let
nobody spot it !

Sir Jimmy hesitated a moment.,

*Look here, Ball, it’s all square?”

“Hquare as a die,”  said  Hiehens,
= It's the money I won In the sweep,
that's all: but 1t's more than's safe for
nie to earry about. and T ain’t got a bank
1 can shove it in!"”

He chuckled, ‘

“Right-ho 1™ suid Sir Jimmy.

He slipped the little packet mnto the
inside pocket of his jacket.

“Good !’ said Bealy Bill, rvising, *“1
was wondering ‘ow I'd put it somewhere
safe, when I met vou. 'This "ere is good
luck for me. And now so-leng, Jimmy, |
and dou’t be afraid of wme., 1 wouldn’t
show vou up at the school for anything,
you take my word!” _

-And, with a friendly nod, Scaly Bill!
lurched away, taking the direction of the |
(‘ross Keys again. Sir Jimmy walked
slowly towards Greyfriars in a thought-
ful mood. _

The meeting with his old acquaintance
had stirred strange thoughts in  his
mime. 1t had brought buck Carker’s
Renis and  the past foreibly to his
memory ; and his predominant feeling
was that he was glad to be at Greyfriars,
in spite of the little difficulties that beset
lnuz path there.

—_— —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Skinper is Euspicious !

OB CHERRY'S face was white and
set as he stood in his study with
the letter from his counsin gripped
in his hand.

The address on the letter was in Paul
rrell’s handwriting ; there was no mis-
;e about that, It was from the scape-

TraCe. )
in Boh's

There was bitter
Lrcart.

Onee before, when Paul Tyrrell was
ilodring his duty, he had wriiten to Bob,
and had the cool impudence to ask for
his assistance. Bob had no doubt that
this was another letter of the same kind.
He had not expected it.  Was it pos-
<ible that the rascal, after covering him-
self with disgrace. supposed that Bob
would have anything forther to do with
Lim?  Surely even Tyrreell’s impudence
had a linat?

It was in Bob's mind to burn the letler
withont opening it; but le opened 1t at
list. He would see, at least, what Lhe
seapegrace had to spy for himself.  ITis
I curled as he thought of the specious
pleading  that was probably wrilten
thore,

T
[

anguish
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started. It was not the letter he had
expected to tind, 1t rane

“Dear Bob,—I hope you'll get this
before you start for Wapshot,  Other-
wise, you'll get a bad shock,

“Don’t be too hard on me before you
know the facts. I was placed under
arrest. last night, and I got away and
ran for it. 1I'm scribbling this in the
cdark in Friardale Wood. 1 don’t know

what to do. 1 don’t ask you to help!
me; yvou can’t, without risk to vourself.
1"m really a deserter now. 1 swear to
vou, Bob, that I never wanted to desert, |
and I am innocent of what 1 am accused
of. 1 was losking forward to getting
into the draft for Flanders., It's just
my rotten luck to be bowled over like
this when I swear I was going straight.
“SBomebody got at the majoi’s desk
and stole some banknotes—I think, about
thirty pesunds in fivers and currency
rotes. Who it was I haven't the faintest
ilen, That was Monday night.
changed a ten-shilling note in the:
canteen on Twesday afternoon. It turns
out that it was one of the stolen currency®
notes—at least, so they say. It couldn’®
have been; but the note was produced,
and the major had the number. It's a
horrible mistake of some kind; I don't:
know how it happened. 1 was placed
under arrest at once. I knew how the
trinl would go, of course. There wasn't
a chanes for me, and 1 had a chance of
getting out, and I cleared. But 1 swear
to you, Bab, that the note 1 changed was
my own, and I had never even heard of
the robbery until 1 was arrested and
taken before the eolonel. )
“I'm going to hide in the old priory
again. If you don’t believe me, Bob,
vou can give me away., [ can’t do more
than give you my word. But if you do
believe me, you can come and see me.
But I won’t ask you to help me; it's
too risky for you. 1 don't know which
Ea to turn. Belicve in me if you can,
ob.,

“PavL.”

Bob Cherry crushed the letter hard in
his hand.

Was it true?

His old distrust of his scapegrace
cousin had revived in full force; yet
there was a wild carnestness in the letter
that impressed him in spite of himself.

Was it possible that the wretched
waster was  innocent—that he was
wronged, and had acted as he had done
under the fear of copdemnation for a
cerime he had not committed?

Hig recklessness in writing such a
letter seemed to show that he was nob
quite as cool and self-possessed as Bob
had always known him., The letter
might have been opened. The juniors
correspondence  was subject to supér-
vision on occasion,

Tf that letter hag fallen inta the hands
of a master at Greyfriars’ the result
would have been certain,  The visit Paul
Tyrrell received would have been from
the police.

Bob pressed his hiand to his throbbing
brow.

Was it possible dhat Tyerell was inno-
cont this time, and was the victim of a
wrongiul suspicion?

The evidence against him, as he briefly
stated  1t, was clear enough, It was
plain that his condemnation must follow
a trial, Yet, was it possible—

The study door opened, and little Wan
Lung. the Chinese junior. came in.  He
gave Bob a friendly grin.  Bob hur-
riedly crushed the letter into his palm.

' name was against him,

“Handsome Peb  Chelly  lockee
sickee,”  said  Wun  Lung, tNot
wellee 77

Bob did not veply.

and watched it burn to the last [(rag-
ment. Whatever he decided to do, the
sooner that letter was out of existence the
better.

" Leady for tea?"” asked Wun Lung.

“1 don't want any tea,” said Bob.

And he quitted tﬁe study, leaving the
httle Chinee bhinking 1n surprise.

Bob strode down the passage
knitted brow,

W hether to believe his cousin or not he
could not decide. Txrrell's old bad
But if he was

with &

Innocent—

It was not Bob Cherry's way to deserd
a fellow when he was down.  Trrrell
chid not ask him for help, but it was clear
enough that he wanted help. What was
the hunted outeast to do? He nught
Iind shelter in the old priory for a day
or two; it would not be safe after that.
It would come out, too, that he had a
relative at Greyfriars, and search might
be made for him in that direction,

Bob was sorely in need of friendly
counsel, but he shrank from confiding the
matter to his chums. He could guess in
advance what their opifilion would be.
Yeot, where else was he to turn for help?

He went out into the quadrangle, try-
mg to think it out. There was a sound
of buzzing voices near the gates; but he

cdid not heed tyl he heard a vell 1n Hie

Jimmy’s voice.

“Let go, Bolsaver, you rotter !"

Then %-:-h looked round,

Sir Jimmy had just come in, and the
bully of the Remove had borne down on
him at once, Bolsover major had been
waiting for hum.

The little baronet was wriggling in the
grasp of the Dbuely Bolsover, who was
shuking him savagely.

“Leggo!” roared Vivian,
vour shins, you beast!”

“You cheeky little slummy rotter—""

i Leggﬂ!”

“Yow-ow-ow 1" reared Bolsover majer,
as Sir Jimmy carried out his threat, and
planted a heavy boot on his shins. " Oh,
crumba!  Ow-ow 1™

“I told yer I would!”
Jimmy. :

Bolsover major howled with pain, and
began to thump his victim  savagely.
Sir Jimmy struggled, and hooked his leg
in Bolsover’s, and they rolled over
together.

Skinner uttered an exclamation as a
packet dropped from the baronet’'s jackes
and crashed on the ground.

“Hallot What's that?"

He seized the packet and held it up.

Sir Jimmy was on lhis feet with a
bound, and rushing towards Skinner, It
was the packet Scaly Bill had entrustoed
to his keeping which the cad of the
Remove was holding up. o

“(Hve it to me!” velled Sir Jimmv.,
“Don’t you open it!”

Skinner grinned, and held the packet
behind him.  Sir Jimmy's anxiety, aboot
it amused him.

““What's in it?"’ he asked, ]

“Mind your own business!” said Sir
Jimmy fiercely, making vam efforts to
reach the packet. “It's mine. Give it
to me! Here, vou leggal”

“ 1 kick

gasped Sir

Bolsover miaJor had grasped him
again. , ) )
“Hold  him ! geinned  Bkinner,

“ Let's see what's in it, that's he <o jolly
careful about.” . ;

“Pon’'t vou open it, you rotter !’

“Open 1t !7 grinmed Sncop. " Laits
soe, " .

“He, he, he!” eackled Billy Bunter,
joining the group. *‘Let's see what’s in
it., T dare say he’s been stealing some-
thing."™ _

S

“"T aiun’t i
furiously. Skinner,

e Jimmy

tiat

shomted
“TLaook ’vre,
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thivs -packet ain't mine! I'm minding 1t
for a bloke, Don’t vou open it 1"

“You can epen it,"" said Bolsover
major, holding 8ir Jimmy back by main
foree, “1 shouldn't wonder if the
slummy little beast has been stealing
something, ™

“You're a liar!” retorted Sir Jimmy.

Kinner took out his penknife and cut
the siring, _

Then he gave a vell as o grasp of iron
was laid on his collar, and he was spun
round.

Pob Cherry eglared at him.

“You cad! Give Vivian his packet!™
shouted Bob.

“* Mind vour owr bizney! T Leave
off "' shricked Skinper. * You're chok-
ing me! Grooogh! The little beast can
kave his packet! Yow-ow! There it
15! Groogh-hooh !

Aung the

Skinner to the
ground.

Bob Cherry pitched him aside, and
are, Vivian!"

picked 1t up,

“Here  you he said.
“Let Vivian alone, Bolsover!"

“Hands off, you fool! I—"

“ Bolsover !« Wingate of the Sixth
came up, with a grim brow, * Are you
bullying Vivian again? You can come
iuto my study, Bolsover.” .

Bolsover major gave the captain of
Greviriars a black look. But even the
buliy of the Remove did not venture to
bandy words with Wingate.  And he
followed him with a sullen brow. There
was a sound of swishing in Wingate's
study a few minutes later. And when

packet

Perey Bolsover came forth again from |

that apartment his face had an expres-
sion that would have done Von Tirpitz
credit. Meranwhile, Sir Jimmy ‘- Vivian
hac replaced the packet in his pocket,
“Thank vou, Mastor Cherry!” he smid
gratefully, **This "ere packet ain't mine,
vou know. I'm minding it for a cove.”

“All serene,” said Bob.

“ Homething he's been stealing, more
likely.” sneered Snoop. _

“That's a lie, and vou know it !" said
Bob directly.

“What's 'fu_* ao alarmed about, then®"
said Skinpner, *Why shouldn’t a chap
e what's in it?"

“Hu's savs he's minding it for some-
Lady, youn suspicious rotbor!™

“Who's he minding it for, then?®"
jeered SBkinner. * Likely any chap here
waould give hiin a parcel to mind, isn't
iE

“Tt ain't a chap "ere,” said Sir Jimmy.

Billy Bunter burst into a cackle.

“It's his pal, that he met in Friar-
dale,” he chuckled. * You should have
seon hitn—a  fearful roogh he called
Sealy Bill! What a name [

“You're a spyin’ fat 'ound, you are!”
sitd Sir Jimmy. . ]

And he walked away, with the packet
sifely stowed away. _

Bob Cherry gave S8kinner & Co. a dark
look, and strade off the scene. But
Skinner & Co. were not heeding him.
Lhey were listoning with keen interest
to Bunter’s description of the *fearful
rough " whom Sir Jirnmy had met mn
the village. It was a tit-lut of nows that
vis very welcome to SBkinner & Co. They
veant to let Sie Jimmy—and all Groey-
frinrs—hear a good deal abont the rough
gentleman who bore the remarkable
Lame of *Bealy Bl

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry’'s Resolve !

T TA'S ready, Bob.™ :
I Harry Wharton joined

chum in the quadrangle.

liis

arad froo nmder the elma sinee the senffie
with shineer. 10z hands were driven

' el
Bobh had been trampmg {o ] give
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decp into his pockets, and-there was a
decp line in his brow.

The usnally cheery junior looked as if
half the troubles of the world had sud-
denly fallen upon his young shoulders.

“Ton!" repeated Bob. ]

“No good moping, old chap,” said
Harry. “You can't help what your
couein has done.”

“It isn't that,” said Bob. “I—LUve
got something to tell you, Harry., You
know that letter was Fromn lom "

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Ho savs he's innocent, Iarry! - It's
an unjust suspicion—-"" _

Bob broke off as he caught the in-
voluntary expression on Harry's face,

“Youn don't believe it he asked.

“Well, I can't,” snid Harry candidly.
“Df course, it might be so. Buch things
have happened. But—but-——-7" .

“ But }l]’ilﬂ- old record is against him.”

“Well, wes.”

“I—I hope he's telling the truth, all

‘the same,” said Bob. “It's poseible, at

least. Somebody clse may have done if;
and shoved it on him, you know.”

“PDoes he tell you what the evidenee
iz ?"

“He passcd a note in the canteen,
which turned out to be stolen,” said
Bob reluctantly.

“1 don't gquite see how anything could
be clearer than that,” said Harry. “I'm
afraid there's not much hope, Bob.”

Bob was silent. He had expected that
opiniomn.

“Does he ask you to help him, as he
did before*” asked Wharton quickly.

“He doesn't ask.” .

“Do you know where he 8%

L1 YES. 1 4

“You're not going to him, Bob?"

No answer,

“Bob,” suid Wharton, his face grow-
ing very serious. “You can't do it!
You can’'t breuk the law. And he's a
deserter, vou know. You can’t!”

“71 could hear what he has to say. and
judge for myself,” said Bob. “He's at
the old priory now. That's where he
was when he was dodging, you Lknow.
The police looked for himn there that
time. It's risky for him!”

“Jolly risky-—and for yon, if you go
there I said Harry. .

“I don't care for the risk. It's not
that. If I could believe he wae innocent
I'd stand by him. DBut—but I don’t
know ! T think I ought to see him, and
liear what he has to say.  His letter
sounded true.” :

Wharton knitted s brows. Ile had
no faitl: in the scapegrace, and he could
forceee that the reckless fellow would be
drogeing Bob into his troubles. It was
a zericus enough matter to have dealings
with a deserker.

“He says I can give him away 1f 1
don't believe him,” said Bob., “If 1
hadn’t some faith in him, I'd do it, too,
But he's down, Harry, and at's only
playing the gome to give him a hearing.
Don’t vou thick so?”

“T can sce you've decided what to do.™
said Harry. “I'm blessed if T know
what to s=ay. He oughtn’t to have
written to youw.’’

“But if he's innoceut—-"

“T'm afrard he would put it like that
anvway, if he's anything like what he
used to bel”

Boby wineod.

“T suppose vou're right. But—buat
I think he's changed. Hurry., 1 saw him
in khiaki, vou kuow, ar.d he losked cvery
inch a soldier. Prowd of hiz regiment.
and kecn on getting to the Front I
can't believe that he's gone to the bad
like this of hiz cwn accord, when he was
ing ou so welll I think 1 ought to
wm a4 chauce.  I'm pgoing  to,

One Penny. 7

“Yes,”" said Beb, with a deep breath.

“Then I'll come with you,” said
Harry quietly. “You're not going to
land yoursell nup to the neck introubles
on your owi.’’

Bob shook his head.

“I'm not going to drag you into it,"

he said. *“I'l go alone. Hallo, hallo,

halle! What do you want, Manly "
Lord DMauleverer joined the twe

juniors. The dandy of the Remove was

looking worried and troubled.

“More trouble!”™ he sighed.

“What's the matter ¥ asked Wharton,

“That relation of mine!” groancd
Lord Mauleverer. “The [estive Jimmy !
Have you fellows heard the yarn that's
goin’ round ? Bunter scems to have
brought it home. Remarkable gmifr
Bunter laa for spyin’ out what doesn’t
concern him, Vivian has been meetin’
an old pal outside the school—a fearful
character, who's called Bill Bailev, or
gomethin” " )

“Sealy Bill, T think,” said Harry, with
Lo amile.

“Yaas, that's it. I knew it was some-
thin',” said his lordship lueidly. *I'm
supposed to be lookin' after Vivian, you
know, as he's my relation. FHe can’t be
L allowed to go on mectin’ Bailey Bill—I
mean Bill Sealy—can he?! But when-1I
spoke to him about it, he said—what do
you think he gaid? * Rats!’ you know.”
said Lord Mauleverer,

“Perhaps 1t's only DBunter’s
suggested Wharton.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head

“No: there’s somethin® in it. Tk
seems that this ecaly merchant has given
him somethin' to mind for him—~blessed
if I know what! I ought to do some-
thin' or other in the matter, uugi'luin'i
1! asked Mauly, loalking doubtfully »
the captain of the 1temove.

Harry Wharton laughed.
© “PBetter go and have a deep think.”
he suggested. *1 don’t «think Vivian
needs muoch looking after. He's as
good as gold, if he iz a rough diamond!”

“You don't think he'll be gettin’ intc
mischief?” asked Lord auleverci
anxiously;

“Not for a minnte !

“You see, he must have known a lot
of queer codgers in his old days—
burglars, very likely., and pickpockets,
and things! He can't have gentry of
that sort wisitin' him at Greyfriars, can
het"

“Ha, ha! No.”

“PBut vou think it's all right, and 1
necdn't bother—what?” 1

“Yos,” said Harry, with o smile.

rot,”

“Good! TN take wour word for it.”
And Bis  lordship's  brow  cleared
“You're a sensible chap, Wharton.

What do vou think, Cherry, old scoul®™

“RKh? T haven't boen listening. What
is 1t %" said Bob confusedly.

“Oh, bewead!” His lordship eyed Dol
Cherry euriously.  “You look rathér
down in the mouth, dear boy. Anythin’
up?"

Bob gave a grant.

“Had a good time at the camp®”
asked Mauvlevever. ©1 heavd you wern
roin’ to a camp or somethin’, to viat o
coldior, or somebody, or somethin’. 1
hope whoever it was is gettin® on tei-
pin'. But I'm borin’ vou, I sea. Ta-tu!”
And his amiable lordship ambled away
nt last.

Bob Cherry turned in the direction of
the gates, and Harry hurried after hin,
“You'd belter let me come, Bob.™
“No." Bob  smiled slichtly. 1
sha'n't let Danl get me into playing ane
fool game, Harvy, if that’s what yo.
think. T'm not going to drag you int
it, anyway. Good-bye for the present ™

[Tauriyt™
“¥Yopu mean you're going te sce him ¥’

Bob hurried out of the gates, and tha
Tue Msoxpr Liprany.—No. 483,
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eautain of the Remove returned slowly
to the School House with a wrinkled
brow. His mind was [ull of misgivings
for his choem.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Trouble for Eob!

OB -CHERRY  strode  swiftly
through the lealy woodland path
towards the old priory of Friae-
dale.

He had made up his mind that be
would at least see his cousin, and give
the oulcast a hearing,

There could not be any harm in that,
ot 0ll events. He was not bound to help
the scapegrace evade the law,

But, in spite of his knowledge of
Tyrrell's unserupulous recklessness, there
was a feeling in Bob's heart that, this
time, the wastrel wes more simoed
aguinst  than  sinming—that he haad
honestly done his best when this mis-
fortune had overwhelmed him.

He realised very elearly, too, the
danger Tyrrell was in. On a previous
occasion he had soughe refuge in the old

riory, and: the police had looked for
‘him there. That was before he had
decided to do his duty and join up.

Now that he was posted as a deserter,
were not the police likely o look for
him there again? It would doubtless be
remembered that his cousin was at Grey-
friars, too. Police-constuble Tozer, of
Friarda'e, at least, would not have for-
gotten that.

Tyrrell had chosen the ruined priory
as the only rofuge in his extremity; but
it was likely to prove a very insceure
refuge for lum.

The old priory luy quiet and deserted
in the shimmering afternoon sun, as Bob
Cherry came through the wood towaids
it.

But as he drewr nearer to an ancient,
shattered gateway e found that it was
not so desevted as it looked.

He paused in the gateway as he caught
vight of a helmeted head among ™ the
bushes that grew thickly in the ruins.

*Hal”

Tt was a sudden exclamation in a voice
he knew., The portly figure of Tozer
came ambling throvch the greenery.

The constuble fixed a very suspicious
lsok wpon Bob Chesvy.

Bob's heart sank.

What did the policeman’s presence in
the old priory mean? The ruin lay far
out of the way of the village constable’s
usual beat. '

“Gocd-arternoon, Master Cherry !”
said Mr. Tozer, with a tone of sarcasm
that was not lost upon the junior.

“Good-afternoon, Mr. Tozer!" fal-
tered Bob.

“ Lookin® for somebody here—what'™
smiled Mr. Tozoer.

Bob did not veply,

His glance turned upon Inspector
Geitnes, of Courtfield, who had just
emerged from the shadowy opening in
the massive wall of the priory where the
ciitrance lay to the ancicnt vaults below.,

The mspector came  towards Bob
Cherry at once.

“Ro you're here!” he said grimly.

“Here I am,” =uid Bob.

“Do you know where Private Tyrrell
=7 asked Mr. Grimes divectly.

“Tsn't he here®” asked Bob.

*“*You thought he was?”

Bob nodded. 1t was evidently not
mnch use to think of concealment.

*“1 thought he was,” he assentod.

* And you came to sce him?”

“Yes'

“1 thonght so,”" suid the inspeetor
dsily.  Are you aware, yvounrg man, that
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it is a serious offence against the law to
help a deserter?”

Bob Cherry flushed.

“1I did nct come here to help him
cseape, if that's what you mean!” he

zakd hotly: " He wrote to me, and told

me he was unjustly accused of some-
thing. 1 eame to hear what he had to
say for himseil,”

“It was your duty to inform the
police.™

“I'm not an informer!” said Bob.

The inspector coughed,

“But 50t he kere, then®” asked Baob.

“Yon ean sce thct he jsn't!” said Mr.
Grimes tartly., ** Unlees he had warning
that he would be looked fer here—"

He paused.

“1 didn't warn him,” saicdd Dob, his
lip curling. “I only got his letter by
the afternoon post. Do ‘you know
whether he's been here, then?™

“There are traces of someone having
been in the vaults,” said Mr. Grimes,
frowning. “1 suppose it was the
deserter, as you tell me that you expeeted
to find him here, Master Cherry.”

Bob bit his lip.

He could sce that the inspector had
come there on suspicion, remembering
Tyrrell's previous sojourn in the priory.
He had had no information: he had
obtained 1t now from the schoolboy.

“My cousin says he's innocent,” said
Bab.

“A pity he didn't stay for his trial,
then ! the inspector remarked drily.

He made o sign to Mr. Tozer, and the
two officers left the priory.

Bob Cherry stood in troubled thought.

Mr. Grimes had a Iantern in his hand,
and had evidently been scarching the
vnderground recesses bencath the ruined
priory.

Was Tyrrell there?

If he hod been hidden in the vaults, as
on a previous oceasion, how had he con-
trived to evade the search?

Bob gave a start as a new thought
came into his mind.

He remembered the old subterrancan
passage that led from the priory to the
ancient crypt at Greyfriars,

Its existence was not generally known,
and the entrance to it was hidden br a

moving block of stone.  Mr. Grimes
apparently knew nothing of it. Tyrrell
could have known nothing of.it. Was it

ossible that, in his sojourn in the vaults,
1w had discovered the scerct, and had
used it as a means of escape?

In that case, he had doubtless been
concealed in the subterranean passage
while the police were searching the
vaults.

It scemed the only way of explaining
his evasion, for certainly he could not
have cseaped by any other means if he
had been there,  And the inspeetor had
said that he had found traces of someonc
having been in the vaults,

Bob Cherry made a gquick step towards
the opening. ] :

Then he paused, as he heard the elink
of o =tone in the distanee. It came into
his mind that Mr. Grimes had not gone,
but waz remaining te wateh inm and see
what his proceedings were.

The junior snuled grimly.

It was no business of lus to help Mr.
CGrimes in the man-hunt, at ull events,
He was not a policeman.
bark, and walked through the shattered
gateway again, _

As he expected, he found Mr. Grimes
there, caming wipon him quite suddenly.

The inspoctor coloured o little as he | ]
| was all serene, so T let 1 drop, an® now

met the junior’'s glance.

Me. Tozer. who was mopping  his
manly brow with o big ved handkerchicf,
cottghed in o enrvions way, Bob smiled.

k! Vien are  going, - Mazter

Cheriv?" asked the inspector.

He turned |
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“Yes, Mr. Grimes."

“Listen to me, voung man,” said Mr.
Grimes seriously.  “ Your counsin appedirs
to have made some appeal to vou, which
you have foolishly taken heed of. Private
Tyrrell is o deserter, and vou are liable
to imprisonment if you assist him to
eseape.  That is a warning. If he com-
municates with you uklzuin yon are bound
to inform the police. Unless vou promise
mo now to do so, I shall call upon your
headmaster, and zequaint him with the
whole matter!™

Bob did not reply.

“ 71 am doing this for your own good !
said Mr. Grimes sharply. “1 should be
sorly to see yvou get yvourself igto trouble
Mauaster Cherry. Let me make an appuni
to your common-sense and proper feel-
imeg. Your father is at the Front, facing
the Germans. You ave preud of him.
What would he say if he knew that you
lent aid to a deserier from the Colours?
Come, think of it 1"

The schoolboy s face beenme crimson.

“1 haven't helped lLim, and I'm not
going to!” he exclaimed. “1 know my
duty as well as you de, Mr. Grimes! But
—but if he should write to me—1 don't
suppose he will—but if he did—"

“If he did, you should take the letter
at once to your headmaster.”

“8o [ would if—if I believed he was
guilty,” said Bob. “But—but——="

“Igut the rascally fellow has deceived
vou and worked upon your feelings, you
foolish lad!™ said the inspector =cverely.
“1 shall eall uwpon your headmaster,
Master Cherry.  You have made that
HeCossary now.’

“You will do a= vou think best, sir,”
gaid B3ob.

And he strode on,

Mr. Grimes shook his head., He liked
the open-hearted, fearless junior. There
woere few who met Bob Cherry who did
not like him. But Mr. Grimes had his
duty to do; and, even for the boy's own
sake, it was Mr. Grimes' duty to see that
he was not drawn into any reckless con-
duet by an unscrupulous wasirel.  And
when Mr. Grimes left the priory, it was
towards Greyiriars School that he turned
his eteps,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Called Over the Coals !
o OT'S the blinking maiter?™

“f Sir Jimmy of the Remove

asked that question in a
somewhat resentful tone,

He had just come into his study
No. 12 in the Remove passage. Lord
Mauleverer and Delarey, Jimmy’s study-
mates, were there, and they both fixed
very serious looks upon the schoolboy
baronet.

Sir Jimmy had always found a cheerful
toleration mn that :atu&:.'_. in spite of his
many little drawbacks.  Lord Mauleveres
wns his relative, and backed him up
lovaily ; and Delarey, the South African,
was alwavs kind to him, and often
chipped in to save him from persecuticn
at the hands of Skinner & Co. But just
now there was evidently something up.

“Walcher looking at a Dbloke like a
pair of boilled howls for?” pursued SHir
Jimmy. *“Wort ‘ave I done ¥

“ Nothin’, dear.boy.”

“You'vre a vouny ass!” said Delarey.
“ Look here, Jimmy, we're vour friends,
you know that. We'vre nor going to lec
vou get yvourself into trouble. I've told
Mauly to give you a goed talking-to.”

“Yaag, begad!  Wharton thought it

Delarey’s woke it up again,” greaned his
lazy lordship. “It seems that you're a
voung ass, Jimmy ! '

Sip Jinmmy grinned,

“Come, Jimmy,”" seid Delarey, “you
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know the yarn that's geing about the
school. You'd better explain to Mauly.
You met somebody in Friardale this
afternoon ?"

“Yea Idid.” 3

*A chap named Scaly Bill—what?”

“ Bill ichens,”” said Sir Jimmy.
“He was called Scaly Bill in Carker’s
Rents. He was allers a scaly customer,
Bill was.”

“Is he the kind of chap the Head
would want you to know ?"

“ Grashua! No!™

“Well, then—" = #x

“But I don’t know him,” said Bir

Jimmy. “I jes' met him by chance.”
“Oh,” said Delarey, “that alters the
cose!  Bunter and Skinner are saymg

that you're keeping up friendship with a

low-down ruffian of some kind. You
know that wouldn't do, Jimmy.”
“Course 1t wouldn’s,” agreed BSir
Jimmy. “1 know that! . Buot Rill
Hichens ain’t no friend-of mine !"
“You see, it's all serene,” said
Maunleverer.

“It's better to get at the facts,” said
Delarey. “We can’t have Jimmy being
claimed as a pal by all sorts of burglars
and bounders from Carker's Rents. It
will get him into trouble with the Head,
ng well as giving cads like Skinner n

handle against him. You didn't know

the man was in Friardale, Jimmy "

“Course I didn't! You mighter
knocked me hover with a feather w |
sead "im thero."

“Good! Did he come down here to
gee vou'l"

“Not a bit. Never knowed I was
"ere!”

“Good!" said Delarey. “Still, what
was the fellow deoing in a quiet village
like Friardale, Jimmy? You say he's a
scaly customer. That means -that he is
not honest, I suppose 1" '

“He'd sooner steal than drink,” said
, “and that's saying a lot !”’

“Begad!" ejaculated Lotrd - Maul-
WHe ain't lik I el the

¢ ant ke my ole pal the
Spadger,” eid Sir Jimmy. “If the
Spadger was to.come and sce me, I'd
chum up with him, and you cun bet your
boots on that. Bui Sealy Bill wasn't
never no pal of mine. He was a rotter,
he was!”

“What is he doing in Friardale?"
asked the South African junior quietly,
*That wants explaining, Jimmy."

. " Oh, that’s all right! He'a got a job
in the canteen at Wapshot, so he told
me. I a’pose he's had a day orf.”

“You see, it's all serepe,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “I don't blame you for
stickin’ to your old pa! the Sparrow,
Hl'lmm':rll; hlq 15, Jlrﬂmj;nz?t you must

raw the line at Bi iley—=I m
Bailey Bill," ’ -

"'And you're not going to meet him
again?” asked Delarey.

Sir Jimmy !'!eaitamd:f
» Come, Jimmy!” said Delarey.

Look here, it seems that you've get a

packet, or sn!r.lethi:g, that somebody
gave you to mind. Bunter says it must
have n this sealy fellow who ghve it
to you. Is that go %"

“B'pose it is?”
“That means that you're getting mixed
up with him,” sai larer, with a
frown. “That won't do!”

“I give ’ 1im my word not to tork about '

it,” said Sir Jimmy. * Nothing would
'ave been knowed, omnly that ‘ound
Skinner got ’old of the packet. Look
*ore, I'll tell you this m I'm goin’

i

to mind that there packet for "im, and .

'and it back tp 'im on Wednesday next
week. That's all!™ v
“But what is it ?”

" Mnna'ir ha won in a sweepstake in the
oamp. 'Tain's safe for

'im to carry it'some more?”
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about with him there,” explained Sir
Jimmy.
“And that's all t"
“That’s all."
“And after next Wednesday—"
““He's goin' away, and I sha’n’t never

see him any more, and don't want to, | man of you, Buonter.

neither !"”
“Begad]! I'm glad of that!” said
Lord Mauleverer.

“Well, that's all right,” said Delarey. |

“But you can't be too careful, Jimmy.
Hallo! What's that?”

The South African junior made a
sudden spring to the door, and dragged |
it open.

There was a howl, as Billy Bunter
tumbled headlong into the study.

It was pretty ﬂ%.ear what the gwl of the

oor, roaring.

Remove had been doing.

He sprawled on the

“You fat rotter!” shouted Delarey.
“You were ap the keyhole !"

“Yow-ow! I wasn’t!” roared Bunter.
'""I—I happened to stop to—to—to tie up
my shoelace! Yaroooh! Leave off
kicking me, vou Boer beast !"

“Begad! Give him one for me 1" said
Lord Mauleverer.
“Yarooh! Yow! Oh!"

- Biff, biff, biff !

Billy Bunter squirmed out of the study,
with Delarey's heavy boot to help him,
He vamished down the passage, yelling.
Pecter Todd came out of No. 7, and
caught him by the collar and stopped

ham.
“Yow ! Leggo!”  roared Bunter.
“He's after me! Yarooh!”

“What are you after my prize porker
for, Delarey ?"" demanded Peter Todd.

“I'll turn your prize porker inte
Eammm rashers if I catch him at my

eyhole again!" growled Delarey. And
he went back to his study. :

Peter Todd marched Bunter into No. T
with a grimm brow,

““ Listening again, Bunter 1™ he said.

“1 wasn't.! I—]—"

“Give me that stump, Dutton!”

Tom Dutton, the deaf junior, locked
round.

“Not at all,” he replied.

i Eh ?”

“I've not got the hump,” said Dutton.
“Bunter | as if he's got the hump.
Were you speaking of Bunter?'

“0Oh, my hat! Hand me that cricket-
stump !" roared Peter,

“Who's u mug]';mmp?“'

“Great pip!" Peter Todd fetched the
cricket-stump himself. *“Now, Bunter,
you fat Hun—"

“1 wasn't listening!" roared Bunter.
“I never hoard Vivian say & word about
Secaly Bill giving him a packet to mind!
Yarooogh! I don't know what's in it!
Yow! It isn’t the money he won in a
sweepstake that T know of ! oOW-DW-
ow! Keep that stomp away, vou rotter!
Oh, erombs !

Whaek, whack, whack!

“Yow-ow-ow! Help! Fire! Murder!
Yooop!”

Peter Todd threw down the stump,

“Keep clear of keyholea!” he said
reprovingly, * You're u disgrace to this
study, Bunter!"

“Yarooh!™

“I ghall break that stump on you ono

of theso days, and think what a waste
that will be in wartime!” said Peter
soverely,

“Yooop!"

“If the war lasts ninety-nine years, we
may need the last cricket-stump to pull
ug through!”

“Yow! .

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study;
but he rolled back, his fittle, round ﬁu
glistening behind his tacles, '

1 say, Toddy——"

“Well,” grinned Peter, “do you want

-
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“Mo, yvou beast! I know it's mﬂﬂ

Iynur‘{un, or I'd mop wp the study wit

you I _

“You'll gét some more,of my fun next
time you're caught. at a keybole!” said
Peter grimly, “I'm going to make &
t's a big job, but
I'm the chap to do it!"” .

“J—1I say, Peter, sweepstakes are gam-
bling, ain’t theyi"”

“Of course t]‘;ej' are! Anybody been
offering you § in & sweep?' asked
Peter. *“Keep out of it, yon ass!"

"'Tain’t that! But Vivian said there
was money in that packet that Bealy Bill
wan in & sweepstake,” said Bunter.
“ Money won in gambling docsn’t belong

| to a chap, does it?"
““Not really,”  assented Peter. “lt
belongs to the owner!"
“Well, as the money was won in gam-

bling, that ruffian ought not to have it
ought he?” said Bunter argumentatively.
“Suppose we take it away from that
shabby young bommder,; Peter i

13 Eh? H

“I could ftackle him if you'd - keep
Delarey off,” said DBunter eagerly,
“Then weo'd collar the pui:l-'.et‘ Peter, and

revent that beast, Bealy Bill, profiting

his filthy gambling—sec? That
would be hifh-princ'i led, wonldo’™t 16

Peter Todd ghu'ccP at Bunter- speech-
lessly for some moments,

“ You—you—yvou—-"" le stuttered.

“You back me up, Peter, and—
Yargoh! Wharrer you at?” yelled
Bunter,

Peter didu't explain what he was at.
He left Bunter to guess that. By means
of the cricket-stam he was impressing
apon the Owi o tho Remeco wiat b

lought of his mgh-princi suggestion.
Billy Bunter fled from the study rosring

“What’s the matter?” asked Tom
Dutton, as Peter pitched the stump iato
a corner,

-Tom had watched the procécdings in
astonishment.

“Bunter asked for a licking!"” gasped

rlike & bull of Bashan.

Peter,

;‘B;-,* Jove! What was he sticking
t'ﬂ mn

“Oh, dear! Not -sticking—licking !"

yelled Peter.

“Oh, kicking !"" said the deaf Removite,
“I spel ou don't speak L}luinig‘.
Toddy; you mumble! DBut vom haven't
told me who he was kicking!™

And Peter Todd didn’t tell him,

THE NINTH CHAPTEIL.

The Meeting !
‘M’

estecemed Bob—"
- Hallo, hallo, hallo 1"

The  respected  Head

wishes to see you in  his

study,” said Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

Bob Cherry grunted.
" “The estcemed Wingate told me to tell
you,”” said. the nabob.- *1 hopefully
wish that it does not.meah trouble for my
excellent chum1”

*“Oh, all right!"” said Bob.

He left the study with & brow.

He could ' guess that Mr. Grimes had
made his call upon the aster, and
that Dr. Locke wanied to see him in con-
sequence.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went along
to No. 1 Study, where he found Harry
Wharton and Bull.

ugent Julgly' 1
Bob Cherry went*ﬁ;wnﬂ;m is chums
waited somewhat anxiously for him to
retorn. A sammons te the Head's study
was unusual, -and they wondered what
was the mattler. )

It was sbout ten minutes later when
Bob Cherry camme . and ‘Harry
Wharton caled to him as he pasied the
open deor of No, 1 8tady.

‘Tae Maeser Linriwy.—-No. 483,
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“Come in, Boab!"

Bob Cherry came in.

“Well?” saidyhis chums, all together.

Bob smiled faintly, ,

“It's all right,” he said. “Did you
think 1'd been sent for for a licking? 1t
was only a juw.”

“Nothing about your cousin?” asked
Frank Nugent. !

“Yes; 1t was about my cousin,”

Bob hesitated a moment, and then went
O :
“I may as well tell you fellows, Grimes
lias been looking for Tyrrell at the old
priory, and 1 met him there. He's been
to the Head.”

“You're not backing up that deserter?”
exclaimed Johnny Bull,

“1 haven't seen him. But the Head's
told me that if he writes to me again
I'm to take him the letter at once.”

“Well, you ought to,” said Johnny

Bull.

“I've promised to,” said Bob, "1
suppose the Head's right,  But I don’t
think' Paul will write again, so it doesn’t
matter,”™ :

“You didn't find him at the priory,
then?” asked Harry.

“No. He had cleared off somechow
before Grimes got there, or else :
Bob paused. * Perhaps 1'd better not say
any more ! _

* Just as you like,” said Harry. * But
if he was in the priory vaults, there was
only one way he could clear off, if the
police were there,”

“My hat! The subterrancan passage!”
exclaimed Nugent,

“ Did he know about it, Bob?”

“Not that I know of. . But he may
have found it out, nosing about the ruins,
same as we did long ago,"” said Beb, 1
suppese you fellows think that Paul onght
to be handed over?” _

“Not much doubt about that,” said
Jolinny Bull drily. “1t's hard lines, the
chap being your cousim; but yon can't
help a deserter.  It's against the law;
and it's wrong, too!”

“Te says he is innocent of what he was
charged with!” _

“That might be; but he's not innocent
of desertion. A chap hasn’t any right
to leave the Colours ™

“No: I know that. Only—only, if he
was innocent, it was rough on him," said
Bob., “The proofs seem clear enough,
but I can't help thinking the poor chap
was all right this time! His letter
sounded like it!” 1

Johnny Bull grunted. It was plain
that he, at least, had no belief’ in the
inmocence of the wastrel. )

“1 don't expect you to agree with me,”
saidl Bob, eolouring. *He's my cousin,
not yours, and that makes a difference, I
RIPPOSC. Anyway, you necdn’t be
alarmed apout being dragged into it !

“(th, rats!” said Johnny Bull s i
cai see you've got something m your
mind, and whatever you're going to do
vour pals are going to stick to you! We'll
ail go to chokey together, if you like. It
will serve us right if we have anything
to do with a deserter ™ _

“The rightfulness would be terrific!”
remarked Hurree Singh,

Bob grinned.

“It won't come to that. I simply want
ta see him, and give him a chance fto
explain I

“How are vou gding to see him?"”

“1'd better not tell you!™”

“(Oh, rats! Get it off your chest!”

“Well, if he got away from the priory
to the underground passage, you know
where he must be, I can get to him
from this end—from the crypt under the
o'd chapel. As soon as it's dark I'm
poing to see. 1I'm going alone, of
course " .

‘“ Better give him a wide berth!"”

THE MagNer Lierany,—No. 4B83.

"

growled Johnny Bull. *“He oughtn’t o
have come anywhere near Greyirars!”

Bob Cherry quitted the study without
replying.

He left his chums in a wvery ungasy
mood. Thera was no doubt about the
Co. sticking to Bob, but they were not
happy at the prospect of their chum
getting concerned in the escapades of a
deserter.

Bob's mind was made up.

It was already dusk, and he lelt the
School House and went to the bike-shed
for his lamp. With the lamp under his
jacket he made his way to the old chapel.
A few minutes later he was descending
the stone steps into the erypt.

(Jn more than one occasion the juniors
had explored the subterranean passage
leading to the priory in the wood—though
it was, as a matter of fact, out of bounds.
The old erypt was too full of pitfalls for
the boys to be allowed there.

Bob lighted his lantern in the erypt,
and pursued the path throngh the dark,
reeking stone passage winding away into
the depths of the carth.

The more he reflected upon the matter
the more certain he felt that Paul
Tyrrell must have discovered the pas-
sage, and used it 25 a means of escapo
when  Inspector Grimes searched the
priory,

He flashed the lantern-light hbefore
him as he strode on among pools of
water and slime. The passage recked
with damp. He covered the distance at
a good epeed, and he knew, at last, that
he  must be close to the priory.  Sud-
denly, from the darkness ahead of him,
there was a sound of a movement,

In the radins of the lantern-light, a
figure in muddy khaki loomed up, and a
white, desperate face gleamed in the

light.
“Stand back!” It was a husky,
threatening voice. “ 3tand back, or—
Bob !”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Right Thing !
ﬂB !'F'F

.

B The fierce threat on the lips
of the deserter died away as he
rocognized Bob Cherry.

Baob halted.
IIe held up the lantern, and the light

streamed upon the muddy, khaki-clad
figure, the white face and gleaming |
eyves. It was Paul Tyrrell who stood
before him. .

“Bob!" repeated the deserter, In
amarement.

“Panl! Ho you're here?” muttered
Bob.

“PBut vou—how did you come?”

“This paesage leads to the erypt under
the school chapel,” said Bob. “1 guessed
you'd found it out.”

“You came to see me?”

“T went to the priory this afternoon,
and found the ]:Jnllai:m there. I gucssed
where vou must be.” '

Tyrrell breathed hard.

“T found the moving stone,” he said.
“T guessed 1 might be searched for
theve, as T hid there before; and I was
looking for some corner to lie low in.
And then I found this passage. 1 was
hidden behind the stone while the police
cearched the vaults. I never knew it led
to the school. I—I1 thought the
had found me when I saw your
Bob, vou got my lettor 17

“Yes: after I'd been to Wapshot and
heard the news,” said Dob grimly.

Tyrrell’'s haggard eyes searched his
foce.

“J wae innocent, Bob!
me "

“T'm tryving to,” muttered Beb.

“I.swear I was innocent! I mnever

olice
ight.

You believe

even heard of the rebbery uniil T was
arrested,” gaid Trvrvell huskily. “My
rotten luck's failed me, just when I was
getting clear of the past. 1 was booked
for the next draft for the Front if this
hadn't happened, Bob."”

“And then you deserted?”

“What could I do?” said Tyrrell.
*“The proof seemed clear against me, T
should have been found guilty, sent to
prison, and kicked out of the Army.
What was the good of waiting for that 7%

“You ovght to have waited,” said
Bob. “You'd have had a fair trial,
You ought to have stood vour trial. By
clearing off like that you've made your-
eelf look guilty.”

** But—it was too black against me!”

“You say you were innocent,” said
Bob. *“If vou were innocent, why
shouldn’t the trial have cleared wou?
What’s a trial for?

“You—you don't wunderstand. I
passed a note in the canteen, and it
turned out to be cne of the stolen notes,
At least, they said so.”

“1If they =aid so, it was &o,” spid Bob,

“Yes, yes! I know. The note must
have got changed somehow !”

“It sounds jolly thick,” said Bob.
“But I'm trying to believe vou, Paul. 1f
vou passed a note of your own, how
could it be supposed that the stolen note
in the canteen was that note 77

“I don’t know. It beats me.”

“Put the court-martial would have got
at the truth when they tried von. '151'1&
stolen note was in the canteen. Some-
body passed it, that's certain, ‘They'd
examine every man who changed a note
there that day.”

“1 heard that much., T was the only
man’s who's spent paper money there
since the robbery took place, as it hap-
pened,

“Paul !

“Now you believée T'm guilis ! said
the outcast bitterly, “What was the
good of standing a trial when my own
comsin can’t believe in me "

Hob Cherry knitted his brows.

The more he heard of the affair the
clearer his cousin’s guilt seemed to be-
come, Yet there was something in tho
white faee that went straicht to Bob's

lreart, Conelusive as the evidence
scemed, he could not  believe Paul
Tyrrell guilty.

*But—but how ecould it have hap-

pened 77 muttered Bob, “If what vou
gay is true, the note was alrcady in the
canteen when you changed your note,
and somchbody belonging to the place
must have had it, and pretended that it
was paid in by ;.'-:ru.“

“1 =uppose so.’

“Then the thief is a man in the can-
teen,” said Bob, *“‘and he's given false
evidence to put it on you.”

Tvrrell nodded.

“1t looks like it,"” he sm;id. “But
what's the good of spinning a varn like
that at a triah? It sounds too thn!™

"}f it's true, it's what vou ought to
do,” said Bob. “Running away looks
as if vou're guilty. Besides, if there’s a
man in the canteen who's a thief and
villamr like that, somethimg might be
found out about him. Are there any
civilians EI‘]‘IE]GFE{I there 7"

“Oh, ves.

“What sort of chaps?™

“Oh, all sorts.”

“If vou're innocent, Paul

“If ! repeated Tyrrell hitterly,

“If," smd DBob, with a nod—"*if
you're innocent, it was one of the ecan-
teen chaps who stole the notes; and he
pretended the note you passed in waa one
of them, to get himself safe. If he had
the stolen notes in his pocket, it was easy
cnourh for him to substitute one for
another, I suppose. Why, if a eearch

EE
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was made, he might be found with the
rest of the plunder about him! You've
done the worst thing possible for yourself
in clearing off. You've given tha rotter
timo to etow his plunder away in. a safe
place, ™

“I—I know! Bu 4

Bob Cherry fumbled in his pocket.

“T've brought yvou some sandwiches,
Paul. I suppose you're hungry ?"

“* Famished.,”

“Here you are.”

The outcast took
eagerly, .

“Now, look here,” said Bob quietly.
“T'mm going to give you some advice,
Paul. You've got to go back!”

“Go back !" muttered Tyrrell,

‘“Yes, and stand your trial. You can’t
desert the Colours mn war-time. 1It's too
low. That's a bigger crime than the one
vou're accused QE At least, even if you
don’t get justice, your conscience will

the sandwiches

be clear, if you do what’'s right. But 1
lmliev:: you'll get justice. Why shouldn’t
you {’

“I can't go back!” muttered Tyrrell.
“T'm @ deeerter now, and I've got to
stand the racket for that as well as the
othor. ™

“ Not so bad if you give yourself up at
once. Look here, Paul, this mustn't go
on. You can’t.starve in this under-
ground kole, and the police know already
vou're somewhere near  Greyfriars,
You're bound to be taken sooner or later,
You know that.”

* But—hbut 2

“Tt's o soldier’'s duty to stick to the
Colours. I shouldn't think it was neces-
sary for a schoolboy to say that to o man
in khaki,” said Bob. “T know I'm right.
You ought to po back and face the
music., Besides, there’s nothing else to
he done. Suppose T help you, and bring
vou grub, and all that, }mw long do you
think 1% ecan go on without
spotted 7 y

“T don't. want to drag you into 1t
Bob.” .

“You can't do anvthing else if you
sitcls 1t out here.  Besides, how can you
dodge them for months, and perhaps
vears? The war can't end till next year,
*at the earliest, and all that time you'll
he hunted for! You played a mug's
game in clearing oft!” o

Tyrrell was silent. He knew, in his
heart, that the junior was right.

*“T don’t want to force.you,” said Bob.
“PBut I know what you ought to do.
Stick it out with the Colours, and don’t
fancy that you're not gomng to get
justice. Look here, Paul! Let me go and
azk the Hend to telephone to your com-
manding-officer that you've decided to
come back at once, Very likely that
would wipe out the desertion.”

There was a long silence.

Tyrrell loocked round him, at the stone
walls reeking with moisture, the slime
and water at his feet. He was shavenng.

Dut that damp, dark den wae his only

being

refuge. As soon as he showed himself
in the light of day recapture must
fo'low. .

Even if Bob helped him with clothes
and food and moncy, and he escaped for
a time, the end was no less certain—and
the generous schoolboy would be
dragred into punishment and disgroce
for his sake.

He realised 1t clearly enough. He
had had time to reflcet while he was lurk-
ing in that hidden den.

Bob watched him anxiously.

“You believe me, Bob?”
rsked at last.

*I believe vou're innocent,” said Bob.

“And vou advise me to go back 1"

“Yes, It's your only possible chance
of clearing vourself. The longer. you
stay awany the more certain everybhody
will be that. you're guiliy, and the less

Tyrrell
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chance there will be of finding out the
real thief,”

“1 was a fool to run for i1t !" muttered
Tyrrell,  *“But—but I was desperate—
there seemed no chance. But I can see
you're right. I couldn't stay here long,
that's certain, and I'm not going to dra
vou Into my troubles. I'm determine
on that. T'll take your advice, Bob."

“It's the best thing you ean do, Paul,”
said Bob, with a deep breath of rehief.
“Thank goodness you've decided to do 1t !
May I tell Dr, Locke ?”

di Y‘E"El_’}

Ten minutes later Bob Cherry
making his way back to Greyfriars.
went with a lighter heart.

Through the dusky woods the deserter
was already on his way back to Wapshot
Camp,

Wis

He

One Penny. 11

“He was, sir,” satd Bob quietly, “ITa
1=n't mow. I've persuaded him to go
back to the camp.”

Dr. Locke's face eleared.

“My dear boy, I am very pleased to
hear that!” he cxclaimed. *“You have
acted quite rightly.”

“My cousin is innocent of the erime he
is charged with, sir.”

“I am sure I hope go0,"” said the Head,
somewhat drily.

“He i3 going back to stand his trial.
But—but he might be seen and collared
before he gets back to the camp, sir, and
then it mightn't be believed that he
really meant to surrender. Would you
be kind enough to telephone to Wapshot
and tell them he is coming? It's only

fair to him, sir!”
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Sir Jimmy meets Secaly Bill. (See Chapter 2.)

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Help for EBunter !

i OME in !”
C Dr. Locke glanced up as
Bob Cherry entercd his study.

His brow was somewhat
severe as he surveved the junmior. The
Head of Greyfriars had not been pleased
by Inspector Grimes’ call, and what Mr,
Grimes had told him.

“Ah, it 18 you, Cherry!"™ said the
Head. “ Does this mean that you have
received another communication from
your unfortunate cousin "

“T've seen him, sir,” said Bob steadily.

Dr. Locke started.

“You have met him "

“Yeu, mir.”

“Then he is near the schooli”
claimed the Head, frowning.

eX-

STt

The Head purscd his lips for a
moment.

“I will do so, certainly, Cherry,” he
sald, after a pause,

“Thank you, sir!”

Bob Cherry left the study as the Head
turned to the telephone.

The junior’s heart was -much lighter
now. He was still anxious for his cousin.
But he belicved him innocent, and it was
clear enough that the best thing an inno-
cent man could do was to face the music
and take his trial.

“I say, Bab, old chap——"

5 HE]fﬂ, hallo, hallo, fatty "' said.Bob,
in quite his old manner. *Food restric-
tiona bothering you again?”

“No, you ass!"” growled Billy Bunter.
“7T may, I want you to help me. -It's-a

rather important matter. I've askad
Tue Maioner LisearY.—No. 483,
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Toddy, but lie cut up rusty. You know
what & rottef he is! Don't walk AWay
while I'm talking to yout”

“Well, what iz it 7" asked Bob.

Billy Bunler drew him into a window
recess in the passage, with & very mys-
terious air.

“"You're down on gambling, ain’t
vou?"” he asked

“Eh? Yes.",

e Eupewia]l}r in  war-time !" urged
Bunter. “It's immoral at any time, isn't

it, and ever so much immoraler in war-
time

“1 suppose =o0,” eaid Bob, In amaze
ment, “ What ou carth are you driving
at, Bunter®"

“Ellp'pﬂﬂF a chap won a lot of monoy
in a sweep, ought he to be allowed 10
keep 177 zaid Bunter.

Bob stared at him blankly.

“Buppose he gave it to a Greviriars
chap to miml for him?"” said Bunter,
" Buppose it happened to be young
Vivian ™

“You fat duffer!” exclaimed Baob
angrily, “1 don't know what that
packet i5 (hatl voung Vivian has, but it's
nothing of that sort.”

““He says so himself !” said Bunter
trinmphantly.

“Eh? He hasi't said so to you, any-
way !™

I hu;}p&ned to hear him tell Manly
and Belarer se—quite by chance, of
course,” explained Bunter. “I was
t yirrg’ up my bootlace outside their study

“Oh. dry np, yom eavesdropping por-
poise ! growled Bob.

“1 hope vou don't think I'd listen, Bob
Cherry. It was quite by accident | hap-
pened to hear them. Well, ihat packrr's
got money in it—-—mum.-j won by gam-
bling, you know !”

“ No business of yours if it is so!

“But just think, as a bhigh- prmupkm
-:*ha?”' urged Bunter. “'That man
Hichens got the money in a swecp.  He
must have got it off the soldiers, you
know."

“Why, you aes?"”

“ Because he's at Wapshot Camp,”
explained Bunter, = “ Bealy Bill, you
know—that ruffian Vivian used to kpow
in the slumres ™

“What has he got to do with Wap-
shot 7"

“ He's emiploved there.”

“What rot! They wonldn't employ a

man like that, if he’s anything like vour
description of him,” grunted Bob.

“1 dare say ]‘l:e ot a false character,”
said Bunter, “a labour’s so searce,
perhaps thﬂjr r:u.n’l: be particular now.
Anyway, he’s there. He told Vivian so,
and I heard Vivian tell Mauleverer.
Now, if he won money in a sweep at the
camp, he must have gol it from thae
soldiera, so he ought not to be allowed
to keep it. I dare say he swindled them,
too. He looked that sort.”

“Well, what are you getting at, any-
way ¥" asked Bob impatiently.

“Under the eireumstances, as moral
chaps, oughtn’t we to see that the beast
doesn’t finger that money?" demanded
Buntor.

“What !°

* And the only way to do that is to
make Vivian give it up!™ said Bunter
firmly.

&L Eh-.. L

“Aund — and econfiscate  it!" said

Bunter,

“Do you mean steal it 7" velled Hﬂh.

“Nunno.  Confiseate it, you know,’
said Bunter. * Use it for g‘q:rml purpnae.-:
and so on. We could use it to support

indnstry—to help on trade by—by buying
things, vou know—toffee, and—and cake,
s0 on. Yarooh! Wharrer you at?"”
Cherry shook the Owl of the
Remove till he shivered like a very fat
jelly.
“You sneaking burglar
*“Gurrerrerrgh I
Bob Cherry gave the fat Removite a
final shake, and sat him down forcibly

on the floor, nnd strode away.
*Groogh-hooh-hooh !"" gasped Bunter.
“Oh, dear! Beast ! W -ONT-0Ow |
He's a worse beast than Toddy!
Gerrrnm:-gh 1
And William George Bunter picked

himself uf and drifted delefully ﬁ.“ﬂ}
There really seemed to be no openin
Greyfriars for a bigh-minded fellow ﬁl
Bunter,

Bob Chetry went to Study No. 12, and
locked in. He found Sir Junmy and
Lord Mauleverer and Delarey at their
preq.

“* Vivian,
on that packet of yours”
“Bunter’s ‘got an eye on it,
going to burgle it if he can.”

"Wot-ho ' said Sir Jimmy.

Bob went along the poassage to Study
No. 1, where he found his chums.

“Ir's nli screne,” . he said cheerily.

you had better keep an eve
sard * Bob.
and he's

“Paul's pons back, He's at Wapshot
by this time, or scon will be.”

“ Jolly uudl” said Harry Wharton,
“[h% vOou perau&da Lim "
(11 £, *¥

“Well, I'm glad to hear it 1" remarked
Nugent. ‘" He was an ass to run away
if he was innocent. And it looks now as
if he might be, as he's gone to face the
music, "’

I wish there was something a fellow
could do,” esaid Bob. *“I'm certain of
Paul’s innocence. But unlesa thevy find
i:m the real thief it may go hard with

im.

“After all, if he's innocent, it's pretty
certain to come out at the trm] " eaid
Wharton. “I suppose he’s told you how
it 'h pened 7

ea; and it looks black. But—but I
believe in him. I shall be jolly anxious
for news from Wapshot,”

And Bob went tﬂ his study to get on
with his prep.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Not a Suceess !

ILLY BUNTER was wearing a
very thoughtful lock that even-
ing.

Owing to his peculiar methods
of obtaining information, the Owl of the
Remove knew all about the packet in
Bir Jimmy's possesgion, and what it con-
tained,

The thmwht of money haunted him.

n the rare occaziens when he had
been in funds, Billy Dunter had blos-
somed out into a bfade on the lines of
]"u:muttlw of Higheliffo. But on other
occasions he was prepared to be highly
moral on the subject of gambling.

Money won by gambling did not
nmrnll}' belong to tﬁr; winner, Bunter
held that view—for the present, at all
avents,

It was correct enough as far as it
went: but the conclusion Bunter drew
from it on this occasion was not guite
50 correct. )

Bealv Bill had stated that he had won
the money in a sween. Therefore, it
was not his. Whose was it, then?

Apparently, it had renlly no owner,

If it had no owner, it was a sin and
a shame to leave it l}'lng idle, .when 1t
represented ever so much tuck to a

hungry junior.
h galled Billv

The food
Bunter sorely. with- plenty of
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ready cash he knew he could get round
vhose restrictions, not being restrained
by any scruples on such miatters. With
a sufficient supply of money DBunter
would have been a food-hog of the most
pronounced tyne,

By means of these reflections Bunter
had succeeded in convineing himself—or
almoat convineing himself—that ho
would be justified in lifting that packet
at present in Vivian's care.

He had an uncomfortable feeling that
less high-minded youths might regard
the lifting as theft. Indeed, Toddy and
Bob Cherry had made their views on
that point painfully clear.

But Bunter had made up his mind.
And, to aveid misunderstanding, 1t was
better to keep- his desien a secret, he
considered.

When the Remove fellows went up to
their dormitory, the Owl was still look-
g deoply reflective.

He had not colved the difficulty vet,
but he was a sticker where a prospect of
unlimited grub was concerned.

He did not go to sleecp as usual within
five minutes El%t&l‘ lights out. After the
rest of the Remove bhad fallen asleep, the
fat junior was still wide awake, thinking
out his problem,

As ten o'cloek struck, Bally Bunter sat
up in bed.

“You fellows asleep?” he whispered.

No reply.

“You fellows asleep®™
voice was lounder now.

There was a grunt from Peter Todd's
bed.

“Shurrup, you fat owl!
marrer "

“Oh, n-nothing I"* stammered Bunter.
“*I—I didn't know vou were awake,
T:][!:i,}*. I-I wasn't thinking of getting
up.
pHunter laid his head on the pillow,
and snored.

He had intended his last words to
hanish any suspicion Peter Todd might
hrztp'& formed, They had the opposite
cffect.

Peter Todd sat up in bed, and blinked
in the darkness,

He had not forgotten Bunter’s propo-
sition to raid Vivian's packet, and he
knew that Dunter had been trying to
find out whether all the fellows were
asleep before leaving the dormitory on
a secret errand. It was not difficalt for
Toddy to put two and two together.

Peter did not go to sleep then. He
saut ‘up, walting, with a chimmer in his
CYes, .

It was nearly half an hour later when
Bunter sat up once more,

“I say, you fellows, are you asleep ?”
he breathed.

Silence,

“You asleep, Toddy "

Peter Todd was grimly silent, but he
was very wide awake.

Satisfied at last, Billy Bunter erawled

Bunter's

Wharrer

out of bed. He hurried on half his
vlothes, and stole away to the door on
tiptoe.

The dormitory door closed softly

bithind him.

The next moment Peter Todd was out
of bed.

He tiptoed out of the dormitory, and
down the dark stairs to the Remove
passage. As he exnected, there was a
glimmer of light under the door of Lord
Mauleverer's study,

Billy Bunter was there.

As he pauzed outside the door, Peter
could hear the Owl of the Remove
fumbling about the stndy, evidently in
sparch of the mysterious packoet.,

If 1t had been daytime, Peter would
gwobably  have lbrought mio nse the
cricket-stump which he kept in Study
No, T for Bunter's benefit,. Bur thar was
gcareely feasible at half-past ten at niche,
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Ile did not enter the study.

He stole away quietly to Study No., T,
and returned with a cord in his hand.
The ecord he attached carvefully to the

handle of the door of Mauleverer's study, |.

Huving securely fastened it there, he
carried the cord along to the next study,
and fastened it to the handle of the
next door.

The cord was drawn taut, and knotted.

It was strong cnough to resist any
pull,  Billy Bunter was a prisoner in
Btudy No. 12 now, thouch guite uncon-
scious of the fact.

That work done, Petor Todd returned
to the dormitory and turnzd i,
grinning,

When ' the Owl of the Remove -dis-
covered that he was shut in Mauleverer's
study, he would have an oppeortunity of
maoditating upon his sins. Peter Todd
intended to slip down at rising-bell and
let him owt. It wounld be a much-
necded leszan for the Owl of the Remove,
and might impress upon his mind the
undoubted fact that the way of the
transgreszor 18 sometimes hard. =

Peter Todd closed his eyes, and slept
the sleep of the just,

Moanwhile, Billy Bunter was rummag-
img about Mauleverer's study, with the
vas turned half on,

Every receptarle that he could open
he had examined, but the packet had
not come to light,

Even Bunter hesitated
lock.

He pansed at last befere Sir Jimmy's
desk, and- glowered at it through his
spectacles,  IIe had tried the dl?_,‘-“-'l{ n
every way, but it was locked, and he
could not open it. His glance wandered
to the poker in the grate, but he shook
his head,

“He's locked it up! Rotten suspicious
beast ! muttered Bunter, with a snort
of disgust. “Yah! I ean’t bust the
rotten desk, but T'll jolly well borrow
Fishy's bunch of keys! I dare say one
of them will fit it.”

And Bunter turned to the door, intend-
ing to visit Study No. 14 and borrow
Fisher T. Fish's keys. To s surprise,
the door did not open when he turned
the handle,

In some aglarm Bunter tugzged at the
door.

It vielded about half an inch, and
there it stopped.

“M-m-my - hat!”" ecjaculated Dunter,
dragging savagely at the door, **What
on carth’'s the matter with the rotten
thing? ©Oh, dear!” .

He tugged, and tugged in vain.

1t dawned wupon him at last that
somebody must have fastened the door
on the outside since he had entered the
study.

“Toddy ! gasped Bunter. “Oh, the
beast ! He wasn't asleen after all!  Oh,
the rotter! Faney treating a pal like
this! Oh, crumbs ™

He left off tugzing at the door. That
was ovidently useless,

He was a prisoner !

The Owl of the Remove forgot - all
ahout the precions packet now,  His
only thought was to escape from the
study.

“Toddy ! he whisperad through the
kevhole, “Toddv, old chap, lemme
out, vou know !

There was no roply,

“Taddy, vou rotter | Toddy, old chap !
I sav, wou cad, i wvou don't lemme
out I'll vell and wake old Quelchy !
sald Dunter, in a shrill whisper.

Hut there was no answer, and it came
into his mind that Toddy was gone,
Biily Bunter plumped down into the
armehair and eroaned,

How long was the praeiical
going to leave lim there?

Had the heast gone back %0 bed?

to break a

jokor
It
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was =18t eleven o'clock now, and the
fat junior was very sleepy.

He started up as there was a sound of
footsteps in the passage without,

“*Toddy, you rotter——""

The door-handle was tried.

“Open this door at once !

Billy Bunter collapsed into the arm-
chair arain, It was the voice of Mr,
Quelch, his Form-master.

“Quelchy 1" he masped.

0pen.this door! How dare you show
a ligilt at this hour!. Who 15 here?
Dear ne, the door 1s fastened !

Billy Bunter qguaked,

With lis usaal carclessness, he lhad
omitted to ecover the window with the
blind, and 2 streak or two of light had
escaped, Mre. Queleh always made n
round before going to bed, to =ec that
the lighting regulations were obscrved.
ITe had caught the glimmer of light
from the window of a Remove study,
and naturally he had come up in great
wrath to discover the eause, as all the
Removites were supposed to have been
in bed for an hour and a 1 elf.

Billy Bunter heard the Remove-master
detaching the cord. Then the door
opened, and Mr. le.-Ich rustled in.

“Bunter! he exclaimed. ' Is it yon "

“Nunno, sir!” gasped Bunter. * It—it
isn"t—I1—I mean——""

“Boy! What are vou doing here at
this hour of the night? This is not your
study !” thundered the Remove-master.

“I—I—I Toddy fastened me in—
at least, somebody did, sir!” groaned
Bunter,

“Why did you come dowp to thi
study "

III__I_I__'”'

“Ia it possible, Bunter, that you were
visiting Maulevorer’s study at a2 late
hour of the night with dishonest inten-
tions¥"" ecxelaimed the Form-master, in a
voiee like the rumble of thunder. :

“Nunnol” stuttered Bunter. 11
wasn't woing to confiscate it, really ! That
was only a—a—a joke! I just wanted to
see it——""

“To sec what?”

“The—the—the packet, sir.”

“Arce you wandering in your mind,
Bunter? If wvou have any explanation to
malke, make it before 1 administer the
most severe punishment!”

Billy Bunter gasped. _

“I—T1 felt T ought to—to look into i,
air,” he stuttercd.  “ You see, Vivian
ought not to be minding the packet fou
an awful outeider like Sealy Dall——"

“What?" ejuculated Mr. Quelch.

Billy Bunter stammered out the story.
Tt was the ‘only diofence he could make.
He judiciously refrained from explaining
that he -had intended to confiseate the
mysterious packet. Acecording to Duonter,
he had felt bound to lock into the matter
from the highest motives, and really
more for Sir Jimmy's own sake than for
any other reason.

“This is # most extraordinary story!”
siid Mr., Queleh, at last. T shall question
Vivian in the morning. Meanwhile, vou
may return to bed, Bunter. Take five
hundred lines!”

“¥Ye-g-s, sir.”

And Billy Bunter limped away to the
Remove dormitory.  His quest of the
mysterious packet had been a frost with
a vengeance.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFIER.
Cleared at Last!

LANG! Clang!
‘ The Removites turned out ot

tho rising-hell in the sunny spriaz
morning.  Peter Todd staved at
Buenter's bed blankly.
“You here!™ he ejaculated.
'Tue MigNET LiBBARY.—No, 483,
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“Yah, you rotter!" groaned Bunter.

“Quelchy found me, and I've got five.

hundred lines! Qh, dear!”

““Ha, ha, ha!

“Bleseed if I can see anything to
cacklo at, you beast!” .

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Peter.

Bunter snorted and rolled out of bed.
The Removites were about to go down,
when Mr. Queleh entered the dormitory.

“Vivian!"” he rapped out.

Y Yessir!" paid Sir Jimmy cheerily.

“Come with me!”

“¥Yoessir!”

The schoolboy baronet followed Mr.
Queleh.

"Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's up with
Sir Jimmy?"' asked Bob Cherry.

“1 say, you fellows, I think Quealchy's
found out about that packet,” said Billy
Bunter. *“It's all Toddy's fault!"”

“(th, my hat!” said Peter Todd.

“Begad!”™ siid Lord Mauleverer.
“You've given Vivian away, you—yoi—
vou Hunnish slug

“Oh, really, ‘Mauly——"

““What does it matter, anyway?"” asked
Vernon-Smith,

“I'm afraid Vivian will get into a row
for meeting’ that chap Bill Bailey—1
mean Bailey Bill!"” said his lordshi
:‘_(L:iﬁ;l't. be 'Itt-liped ' Where's my nﬂr:_f;
1o

Sir Jimmy followed Mr. Quelch in sur-

prise. He did not know the cause of the
grlm frown upon his Form-master's
row. To his further surprise, Mr

Quelch led him to No. 12 Study in the
Remove passage.
“I understand, Vivtan, that you have
a packet that you are minding for same
erapn  outside the schooli’” said the
cmove-master.
“Ye-e-es, sir!” stammered Sir Jimmy.
“Kindly produce it!"
B Eut' E_i ¥F
“Do as 1 tell you, Vivian, pleaze!™
Sir Jimmy unlocked his desk and took
out the paclict

“Now follow me to the Head]
Vivian ™
“Yosair "

Dr. Locke: was in Ris study when the
Form-master arrived there. Sir Jimmy

conld see that Mr. Quelch had already |

spoken to the Iead on the subject.

Dr. Locke signed to the barpnet to lay
the packet ‘on his desk. _

“Now, Vivian, kindly explaim fo me
precisely how this packet came inta your
possession,” he said,

bt ¢ t:;:ld Scaly Bill I'd not mention it;
g ——

“You were to keep it scaret?™

“Yes, sir.”

“ And why?"

“"Cause it's wvallyble, sir,” said Sir
Jimmy. “You =ee, gir, I knowed Scaly
Bill at Carker's Hepts. He wasn't o
frivnd of mine, and 1t give me a turn, it
did, when I met him in Friardale yester-
day, But I didn't see np ’arm in doin'
a3 he asked, 1 &'pose I better tell you
now it's come out »

“You had certainly better,” said the
Head grimly.

“It's money, sir,” expluiined 8Sir
Jimmy, * Bcaly Bill—that's Bill Hichens
—won it in a sweep in the #amp. It
ain’t safe to carry a lot of money about
therd, so he asked me to mind it till
next week., That's all, sie.™

“If you mect any other associates of
vour early hfe, Vivian, youn must tell
vour Form-master at onee.”

“Werry well, sie.”

“It is my duty to open this packet,”
said the Head. **1t is very probable that
tanis man Hichens was deceiving you, and
that he wos in reality making use of you
to toke chavge of the proceeds of a theft.
1t iz cortainly much mure probable.”
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“Oh, sir!"” gasped Sir Jinmy.

FIt—it came into ‘end, sir: but—
but I asked Bealy Bill, and he swore as
it was a tenner he won in a sweep,”
stammered Sir Jimmy.

“We shall see,” said Dr. Locke.
“Certainly it cannot be handed back to
sich & person without examination,”

The Head openéd the packet, Sir
Jimmy watching him in dismay. It was
not a termer that was revealed, howerer.,
It was a bundle of banknotes—several
fivers and a wedge of currency notes.

“Twenty-nine pounds ten shillings,”
said the Head grimly.

“ Grashus!" murmured Sirv
*“Bill said it was a tenner!™

“Is this man employed in Friardale?"
asked the Head.

“0Oh, no, sir! He's got a job at the
cantecn in Wapshot Camp.”

' The Head started.

“Bless my soul! In the camp!
aware that a theft was committed there
—Mr. Grimes informed me that a

Jimmy.

| number of five-pbund mnotes had been

taken—but a soldier was suapected——""

“Cherry’s eousin!” exclaimed Mr.
ngflﬂh. . Dr. Locke, it really does look
- a8 rf—ou"

“As if this.is the stelen properety, in-.

deed,” suid the Head: “I will telephone
to tlia camp immediately, and ascertain,
-if possiblg, the numbers of the stelen
notes. You afre sure, Vivian, that you
received this packet from a man named
Hichens, employed at Wapshot Camp?”
“Cert’n sure, sir!”

“Very welll You may po! T shall not
punish you, Vivian; but it is cloar that
von have been concerned, though inno-
eently, in helping a thief fo conceal his
p'under. You will be more careful in the
future, Vivian!"

“Oh, sir!” pasped Bir Jimmy.

Hiz face was very white az he leff the
Head's stndy.

Lord Mauleverer and a crowd of Re-
move fellows met him at the end of the
pass1Ee,

“Begad, you look queer, dear hoy!"
satd his lordship. *“Has the Head given
vou a lickin’ 1"

Sir Jimmy shook his head.

“What's the matter, kid?" asked Bob
Cherry kindly.

“T never knowed,” said 8ir Jimmy.
“There was a lot of money in that there
packet—a lot of notes, and the "Ead says
they must ‘ave been stolen, and—and
that rotter got me to mind "em for ‘im.
I never knowed! The bloke must ’ave
pinched them notes in Wapshot Claumnp,
and he was looking for somewhere to
hide "em when he met me, and then—-
(h, the rotter” '

Ilinl:r Cherry's face had grown suddenly
pale.

“Notes—stolen in Wapshot Campt™
he said thickly., **Jimmy; who was it
give you that packet?”
“Healy Ball, what works
'..mm ¥ ]

Bob Cherry eatight hita by the armn.

“Is he emploved m the canteen®™
asked huskily.

in  the

lie

I am]|

-Cherry.
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*Yes, "Ow did you know ?”

“ ool heavens!" mutterod Boly

Harrs Wharton pressed his arm,
understood.

“*Liooks like a chanee for Cousin Paul,
old chap ! whispered Harry,

And Bob nodded without speaking. Hae

Ha

{ could not speak.

Mr, Quelch ecame down the passapge,
He gave Bob Cherry a very kindly look,

“Cherry, please step into the Head’s
study.”

* Yes, zir,” muttered Bob.

He fairly ran up the passage,
L.ocke had set down the receiver,
turned to Bob with a kind smile.

“I have news for you, Cherry—very
good news,” he said. 1 have just
spoken to Wapshot Camp. Your cousin
surrendercd last-night; but I do not think

Dr.

Ha

he will have to stand a trinl. The stolen
notes have been found. They are
here ! )
“They. were in  that packet, sir?”
breathed Bob.
“Yes. The major bas given me the

numbers of the missing notes, and they
are the same,” said the Head, “Only
ong ton-shilling note is missing, and that
one was used, -as it now appears, to
fasten suspicion upon -your pontin, A
man named Hichens, employed in' the
canteen, was the thief. He is being
placed under arrest at once. This means,
my dear boy, that vour cousin will be
cleared !

“(th, zir!” gazoed Bob.

“TUnder the circumstances, T think hias
commanding-officer will take a merciful
view of his act of desertion, as he gave
himzelf up again so promptly,” said the
Head,  * You may ﬁﬂp& for tihe best,
1 I congratulate yom, my boy!"

Bob Cheery left the study as if he were
walking on arr.

“Well?'  demanded four voices in
nnison, as the Co. surrounded him,

“Hooray !" roared Bob.

“All sérene?™
- “Right as ramm! Paul's cleaved!
Hooray !

“The hoorayfulness ¥  terrific!™

grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Sineh,
“What did T tell you?’ chwkled Boli,
“Didn't T tell you poor old Paul was all
right? Hooray!"
And Bob Cherry’s stentorian roar rang
from one end of Greyiriars to tha other.

= L L] L] L]

Private Tyrrell was cleared ; there was
no doubt about that. Sealy  Bill was
taken charge of by the kindly authorities
for a couple of vears, and lodged In o
residence  where the very ripid rules
would keep his hands from pirking and
stcaling for that period of time.  And
the next time Bob saw his ¢ousin was at
Grevfriars—Frivate Tyrrell visiting  tho
('o., and having tea in No. 1 Study with
them, on his last leave before going to
the Front.

(Don’t miss "“HIS FATHER'S
HONOUR !""—next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)
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OMFE readers have been foolish
S enough to imagine that a shght
was mtended to Inky in leaving

him thus late in this series. One

such reader was badly disgruntled. He
wrote with the maximum of heat and the
minimum of politeness to protest. Doubt-
less he is very fond ol Inky; but he has
not modelled himseclf upon Lis character,
one fears, for Inky docs not often get
héated, and is nearly always polite. -
It would hardly be wise to run_a series
like this on the principle of giving first
all the _more popular characters, and

leaving till later those of leas importance, |

and tiose who, on account of their un-
pleasant  traits, lack supporters—except
the wrong-hended youths who wonld
prefer Charles Peace to Richard of the
Lion Theart, and Jack Sheppard to
Nelson! i

Cir policy is the patural one of variety.
Thus the appearance of Skinner before
Hurrce Singh does net mean  that
Skinner is a favourite m the editorial
office—any more than the giving the
pentle  Alonzo preference over, say,
Itake, implics that Alonzo is considered
the better man of the two. _

Far be it from us to show any m-
civility -to Inky! Whe could help hking
him, the loyal, good fellow, with his
amusing speech, which yet does not make
him a mere buffoon, for he has gdignity
enough—with ‘his princely generosity and
his brave heart—unselfish and cheezful,
and ready of bhand and brain? It would
be difficult to lind fn all Greyirians a
fellow with fewer grave faults than he,
and vet he is ddever dul, as the *unco’
puitd 7 are apt to be.

Curious questions reach here about

Inky. Is he a nigger?! That is one of
them. My dear boys, there is as much
differerce  between a Hindu of the

warrior races and a nigger as between,
sav., you and zn Lskime! The higher
races of India arve of the same Aryan stock
as ourselves.

Do ull Indians talk as Inky does? O
course they don’t! Inky says it is the
way be was taught. One suspects it of
heing a whim of his, no more. W-hi,:
doca not Kouwii Rao, of 8t. Jiun’s, tal
the same odd lingo? The answer to the
i arlier gquestion should serve for this;
but, to meke it guite clear, it is not the
way Koumi Rao was taught, or the way
that, for instance, Ranjitsinhji, Jam
“aheb of Nuwanagrar, the preat cricketer
of whom yvou have all heard, was tanght.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, Nabob of
Bhanipur, to give him his full name and
style, came to Greyfriars with the comn-
tingent of lforeign boys from Beechwood,
and was put into No. 1 Study, with
Bualstrode, Wharton, and Nugent—much
10 the disgu=t of Bulstrode,. who made
that same silly mistake of confusing the
Hindu with the negro.  But Harry and
Frank took to him, if Bulstrode drd not,
und, as an expert in ju-jitsn, Inky proved
riuite capable-of holding his own against
the bullying tactics of Bulstrode. .

- When the Beechwood boys left, Harree
singh staved behimnd—in hiding, whereof
came mysterious disappearances of grub—
all duly scttled for later, for thore is
nothing of the Bunter about Inky. It
was decided that he should stay, and
Liewvreeforth he was one of the little band
ol chumm known at one time as the
Famous Four—later, after Johuny Bull’s
areession to 4t, as the Famous Five. And
of themm all ne one has been maore un-
ewearvingly leyal to Harry Wharton's

No. 19.

leadtership than he.

Inky, at least, 1s
always sure that, even when Harry seems

unreasonable, he is not a * meddling,
gpiteful rotter ™ as some reader lately
called him, because he was not at once
ready ta make it fip with Peter Todd !

On the whdle, Inky has not figured

L very often as the principal charaster in a

Like Johnny Bull, he has
been shown acting in concert
with his chums, making no pretensions
to lead the way. Bat it 1s not essential
to interest that the limelight shall be
continually focused upom one, as is
clearly proven by the many {riends Inky
as mnge among our readers. It must

admitted that some of them elamour
for more of the limelight for him, how-
cver!

Onee or twice it has bappened that
Inky's dusky ecomplexion bas kept him
outside Remove japes, K would have
Eir{-n the thing away completely if he

acd been among the disguised juniors,
who, as the Cliff House girls, played and
best the Highcliffe nuts at footer. Nor
was he there when the “girls’ school”
took down Dick Rake & Co. But he has
been in most of the other chief doings of
his Form, and he played no unworih
innings for his zide when he aided in Bo
Cherry's barring-out.

There was a timo when he rtvealed
unexpected skill as a goalkeeper, but
nowadays he plays in the forward line,

story.
gencrall

He is guite the best bowler in the
Remove, too,
When Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh,

Naholr of Bhanipur, left Greyfriaes for a
while to attend the great Delhi Durbar
as head: of his raee, he warned Wharton
to beware of Bulstrode. .The warmng
was not an mmneeded one ; but when Inky
¢ame back it was to find the Bounder
fnt»agm:isin_g his chum, and it was only
nk¥'s race agaimst time which saved
Hairy from bemng ousted from the Form
captaincy by the schemer;
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Yet the Bounder did not realise how
deep-rooted was the loyalty of the Indian
lad, and when le started his Gregyfriars
Crusaders team he was foelish enough to
helieve that he could detach Inky from
the brotherhood by persunding- him that
Johnny Bull had 'zem allowed to usurp
his place in his absenca. o

“f conld mat be cadful and liarfw
enough to please the esteerned Bounder,”
said Inky, in his weird and wonderful
style,

Of the weirdness and wonderfulness of
that style few better samples could ‘be

iven fhan this, Inky's speech at Wun

ung's * house-warnung ¥ in Study 14:
“In every department of his honourable
nature the worthy Wun Lung is re-
dounded. Shall } point to his sincere
friendiiness to his aogust chums, or teo
his worthy manfulmess in every particular
that should grace the humanc nature? Is
it not certain that if the votefulness should
be taken unanimously all those who
agreed that our friend is & - simcerely
great and truly august person would be
a large and workihg majority? Is it not
certainfully established” that, as your Em&;
Shakespeare .says, ‘Take him for alt in
all, we shall never look upon his like,
which is rounded by a aleep™” And so
on, for there is not space to give the
speech im Full,

Harry saved Inky when, through ET]-
man intrigue, he was kidnapped by the
ragcally Bam Das. -4t was at heavy risk
to himself; but when &id Wharton shirk
danger? And what i3 there he would
not do for a chum? He may be g trifle
too masterful at times, may think his way
the only way, but his faith and friendship
are * fixed as any star.” .

And so likewise are the faith and the
triendship of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
Nabab of Bhanipur, junior of Greyfriars,
and prince of good fellows!

No. 20.—HORACE COKER.
Tae Macxer LiRARY.— No. 483,
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IN A LAND OF PERIL!

By BEVERLEY KENT,

Author of “ Ofticer and Trooper,"” “*Cornstalk Bob,"” *“A Son ol the Sea,"” etc., etc.
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS,

Dob Musters and Ted O'Brien, an
Irish boyv, escape from the clutches of
Taik, a rascally adventurer who 13 1In
pursuit of a seeret treasuva in the African

wilds., TIaik 1s working in collusion with
Jasper Orme, Dob’s cousin, at Cape
Town, The two lads are captured by the

natives of the Inrobi tribe, whe also sur-
round Faik’s party. Faik has done the
old chicf of the tribe a bad turn in the
old dayvs, and trics to place the guilt on
Bob : but, thanks to a Scotchman named
MacGreogor, and a friendly native—
Mendi—he fails in his plot. Bob 1s ac-
claimed chicf on the death of Kama, the
former leader. The comrades save Faik
from the vengeance of the tribe, then
push on after the treasure, but are way-
lnid by, Mopo and a strong force.  Maopao,
who is Bob's deadly rival, is beaten- off,
with his braves, and Galza. 0 messenger
from the Tnrobi, comes to their camp.

(Noew Read On)

Galza’s Story.,

“0)  master, thy servant would
speak to thee!” he said. " For many
davs and uights he hath travelled to
fulfil the connnand laid upon him!”

““ And what is that?"” DBob asked.

Galza put his hand across his forchead
as o token of lovalty.

“Young white chief, who ruleth over
our tribe, Kampa, the great medicine-
man, who is head of us all in thy absence,
hade me seck thee out. Therefore I am
here. For the propheey that we shall
L ruled by a white ehiel must be ful-
filled, and if thy head fall from thy
shoulders, then how eanst thou rule¥”

“No way that T know ! Ted chuckled,
““All vou chaps have a queer way of
getting things off your chests. Don’t ask
any more conundrums, but get on with
the message !

“ et the chiel gang his ain gait, Ted,”
MacGregor said, “They have their own
way of telling things., If you cut in he’ll
tnly anewer you, and this meszaze must
be verra pressing!”

“I had hoped they had forgotten all
that rot about my being the chief [ Bob
groancd, I wish they would chpek it !"

“Mon, it's a good thing for us they
havena,” MacGregor remarked, * for,
Hike as not, we're in great danger of
which we canna know onything! They
wadua have sent this fellow along if their
ereat interest was not to sec yvou were
all richt. Dinna fash yerself noo. Find
out what the puir black lLas got in his
miindd ! v

Bob nodded.

“0 Galza, fleeter than the deer. and
more daving than the lion, 1 thank yon
for that vou have travelled o far to find
me, And now 1 will hearken and be
silent, that without more ado I may hear
all. Speak, then, from thy heart!”

He loolked at the Beot.

“Yoerrn weel 7 said MaeGregor,

“1 will speak, for my heart is with
the voung white chief. who braves the
darknesa and  witchery of the gredt
forests ! Galza answered. ““An cnemy
is on thy trail. This I know with my
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own eyes, but the news also is known
to the tribe. And when the great Kampa

had the tidings, he, who is wise, could/

not rest, for he knew the evil mind of
Mopo. And, also, he read the stars, and
his fear of the whiteface now with Mopo
was confirmed. So he sent out sconts to
follow Mopo, and thus did they see the
meeting between the twain!” _

“Hoots, mon! We're getting at 1t
noo [ MacGGregor murmured. o

“Then did the scouts return, bringing
with them one who had been led into
folly by Mopo,” Gealza continuned. ' Nor
was he put to the tortuce, for he spoke,
and Kampa, who can read all men’s
hearts, said he spoke true. And he told
of Mopo's evil plans, and how the whitc-
fece had sent some of Mopo's men with
a message far away to the land washed
by the great waters, across which the
wsi'lit-e men here came from all time.”

“He means Cape Town!" Mac-
Gregor murmured. ;

“And lo! this whiteface has a friend
there whose heart must be black as this
forest, for the message was that men and
guns and & waggon should come hither
to follow the voung white chief. And
thus were great riches to come to these
men, and Mopo, and those who were
with him, were to be rewarded. And
when Kampa heard this he sent me
hither, that you might be warned !”

e stopped, and again passed his hand
across his forechead.

Tob drew a deep breath.

“Faile: has sent baok word to my
cousin, Jasper Orme,” he said. * Orme
15 to send up a relief-party, DMy, Mac-
Gregor, yonr theory about Faik's influ-
CcHeE Over Mu]g:::- is now made clear. Don't
vou think so?"”

“1 do; and that 13 why these fellows
keep hanging on to us, And they'l]
never leave off until He broke oft
and choekled, “If once we get through
this forest—and we havna very far to
go now-——thev'll hae the surprise of their
lives ! he chuckled. * But sooner than
!vl:I us escape thes'll put up a tervific
fiorht ™

He began pacing up and down. deep
in thought. Then he wheeled round,

“Onee we win clear o this forest, we
come out near at once by the bank of
the lake,” he said. * We then hae three
days’ trek across open country. 1 dinna
think we are in much danger whilst we
are here, for they hae once attacked our
new fortifed camp, and have been so
badly worsted that they won't like to try
that game on again!”

“Do you think that they will wait for
the gang from Cape Town " Ted asled.

“That may be the present idea of that
scoundrel Failk, but he'll get a big dis-
appointment, I ken !” MaeGregor replied.
“Faik doesna ken what's on the far side
of this forest. but I do. It's not that
I'm bothering my puir brain aboot I

“Tell us what's in vour mind?" Dob
aszked ecagerly,

“When we are oot in the open country
we winna be able to defend oursclves as
we are doing here,” MacGregor rephed.
“For one thing, there winna be the
troes to make a wee bit barricade.
Thex'll see that, and Mopo will come
for us. Those three nichts will be a
yvery anxious time, laddie!™

“We'll ind some way of dealing with
them !" Ted said.

“We'll e'en dae our best, I'm think-
mg!” the old BScotchman replied.
“We've time enough to think oot our
plan. And now, about Galza. Shall we
send nm back to lhus ain folks, or keep
him wi’ us for a bit? He might come
i verra useful [

“In that eaze, we'll keep him with
us [" Bob u._g;'r&nd.

“Good! That's settled, laddie! Now
let us get on with our work., We maun
fix up the camp for the nicht, and we
want oor supper., I'd like a hot dish
of parritch, but we maun joost mak’
do with what there is. . I'll light a fire
and put down' the kettle. Ah, but it's
a woeful country, after all, and I often
wish, laddie, I was back at hame, with
r bit of Glasgie sneeshin' to my pooch.
and the auld eroft looking sae
comfortable I

The Fursuit and the Escape.

The old Scotchman’s cheery counsel
found willing hearers. The thought that
before long they would be out of the
gloom, in which thev had toiled so long.
heartened them all, Bob and Ted worked
evien harder than ever during the next
few days; and at last the hour came when
the forest around grew brighter. 'Thew
were nearing the end of their journey
throurh the wooded wilderness.

Their hearts were thrilled, ‘Ted
cheered with delisht when in the distance
they saw the sun's ravs shining on the
undergrowth, They hoped to get into
the open country before night, but in
this they were disappointed. Five
hours’ work on the following morning,
however, brought them to the edge.
Dropping their axes, they stepped into
the open land.

The sun beat down., sending a glow
through their veins. They gazed up at
the blue skyv. at the waters of the lake,
gleaming like silver, and away to the
horizon, across green grass, and to tho
mountaine in the distance. They felt
lilke prisoners set free, and, with oyves
dancing and faces all smiles, they shook
hands all round.

“Isn’'t it grand!” Ted eried. It
makes a fellow feel fit to face anything !
The blood is tingling through my veins,
and I'm that elated that I can’t kecp
still ! Who would ever® have believed
that that dark, damp forest could have
made one feel so miserable ¥

“Ay., mon, you're talking as T did
when I came oot of 1t the first time,”
MuecGregor remarked. “1 kenned what
we were up against on this lang journey,
but I wouldna say a woord for fear of
throwing a damper over vou two laddies.
But I needna have been =0 cautious.
You're both game to tackle anything, 1
ken noo.”

Bob was gazing at the lake.

*“Daoes it run much farther than this*™
he asked.

“1 canna =ay,” the old Scotsman re-
plied. “We hadna to look for the end.
and we weren't just exploring for the
love of it, not then. And we don't mean
to do that noo. We're going straight
for that treasure, and Mopo 15 commng
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fast behind, and it’s that villain we have
to reckon on. I've been thinking things
aot, and if we peg away hard we may
be able to get oot of his clutches the
third day from noo. That only pives
him two nichts in which to attack us.”

** And how shall we defend ourselves?”
Hob asked. ’

“By strategv! That's the verra best
suggestion I ean give ye. We'll make
the best camp we can, but we winna
sleep in it, Instead, we'll separate, and
meet i the morning, That's when
Galza will come in hungjr, I'll take him,
and do you lads take Mendi. We can
trust the two of them to bring us to-
gether in the morning.

“Good idea!” Bob agreed. * Mr.
Maeliregor, you said once vyou were
afraid you would be a drag on us, but I
guess it’s far from that."”

The old Scotaman smiled.

“I've got weldt craft, of course,
through lang experience,” he replied;
“but I'm no’ much verra good when it
comes to hard work. And where would
I be without you two Juddies? I'd be
eating out my heart, ending my days
with the poor, benighted Inrobi. But
we'll talk no more, for we maun keep
pressing on. We'll travel as far and as
fast as we can. You see yon ridge? It's
about twelve miles awa’,
for that, and then T’ll show you what
we'd better be doing.”

They slung their axes into the cart, and
now tramped on in full enjoyment of the
open country.,  After walking six miles
they rested, and, looking back. they
could not see Mopo and his followers.
Agamm they pressed on, and aboul an
hour before sunsct they got to the
ridge. MacGregor at once explained the
idea in his mind,

The two lade were to build the camp,
with the assistance of Mendi, some few
hundred yards further on, while he and
(ialza remained on the ridge to prevent
a rush by the savages till mghtfall. Bob
and Ted set to work whilst there yet
was daylight. Twice they heard the
sharp erack of a rifle, and knew that the
savages had been advancing, and that
MacGregor was  holding them back.
They completed the camp, lit a bonfire,
and then waited. In a couple of hours'
time MacGregor and Galza joined them,

They had their supper, and allowed
the fire lo die down. Then they all crept
awey, oand Bob and Ted, following
Mendi, went down by the lake. Some
hours passed before they saw that the
camp was being attacked. They heard
the savage shouts of the enemy on find-
ing that they had been taken in.  From
that till dawn was a very anxions time;
but with the coming of daylight im-
mecdiate danger passed away. .  And
Mendi. a8 MacGregor had anticipated,
was able to lead them to the spot where
he was still resting.

Thus reunited, they continued the
ourney, pressing on as fast as they could.
LacGregor, withing to  change |his
tactics and thus baffle their pursuers,
now left both Mendi and (Galza as a rear-
guard to watch the enemy. That night
thew did not make a eamp, but hid on
the bank of the river. Mendi and Galza
kept ¢lose on the track of the crnemy,
searching for them : thus they could give
warning if the savages found the white
1en's spoor,

Fortunately, the night was very dark,
and the tribesinen failed., Starting at
the first hint of dawn, the small party
pressed on. They had a march of twenty
miles before them, and the old Scot was
unable to hide his anxiety. Once Bob
asked him the reason.

“ Beeause, having failed twice at night,
they will attack ue in daylight noo and
chance a'.” he replied. *““And 2’ depends
on oor speed. No doubt we could bring

We'll make
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down a good few of them, but still there
wid be enough left to wipe us all vot.”

All through the heat of the tropical
day they trudged ulong, often leoking
back, and the evening was not very far
advanced when Mendi detected the
encmy a few miles behind.

“Young chief, they are chanting the
battle-song, for though the wind does not
carry the noise, vet do I know by the
swinging of the axes,™ he said, ™ And
Mopo leads, amd they are full of fight.
Have we far to go? Tor in less I’ian
nn”]mur from now they will be upon
s,

MacGregor was seated in the cart. The
miutle was quite exhawsted, and unable to
quicken his pace. Bob looked very
Erave,

“What is that chiel Mendi suying "
the old Scotsman asked.

“Mopo is coming H.Inngl," the lad
answerad, with as much indifference as
he could assume.

MacGregor shaded hid eyes with his
hand. He glanced back, and then
gcanned the view ahead.

“In another half-hoor he might put on
all the speed he has and yet we would
be safe as il at home,” he said.
touch and go, lads! T'm too auld to run,
and this poor animal is dead fagged.
Hadna yon a’ better go on ahead, and
I'll gie you your instructions?”

“We haven't the least idea of doing
that!" Bob said firmly.

“No fear!” Ted agreed.
together, Mr., MacGregor ¥

MacGregor drew a deep breath.

*Then 1t will be a tough fecht, and I
wish you wad leave me,” he replied.
“I'mn auld, and littlo eno’ it matters what
happens to me. But as you won’t rin,
then we’ll have to fight a rearguard
action, that's all.”

“Good!” Bob said. “Ted and I will
drop behind and keep them back.”

“Don’t wait too long; always keep
half 2 mile frem them,” MaeGregor
urged, his voice now vibrating with
anxiety. “And juist remember this—if
you go doon, 1 mean te go doon, too.
So there’s no use in your thinking of
giving up your ain lives for me, %‘hat
I winna have!"

“Adl right!  We'll do all we ecan to
safeguard  ourzelves,” Bob replied.
“Now get Mendi to push on the mule
a8 j{ast as he can, and leave the rest to
us.

The two lads allowed the cart to go
ahead, and then kept within six hundred
yards of it. They spoke very little; they
knew they were close to death, but
neither felt fear. The savages, pressing
;m, saw them more clearly, mlc', before
on
with the wind. Often the two bovs
looked back. Finally Bob stopped.

“We'll have to send some bullets into
them.” he said.. *“Kneel down, Ted,
and take good aim, If we knock one of
Eii-rrrji over, it may stop them for a

it.

They fired, and one of the savages
Huing up his arms and fell. The others
gathered avound him. Bob and Ted
Jumped to their feet and ran an,  Bud
the respite was short. And now the
mule-cart, with MacGregor, was ascend-
iuqt an ineline.

Again the two lads stopped and fired,
but neither hit. The savages ran on the
fuster, their shouts increasing in fury.

Bob turned,

“We must outpace them and fire
again,” he said; “and in any ecase we
must remember our promise to Mac-
GI"EE{Ir, to be with him at the end.”

_ The cart was now near the top of the
incline. As the two lads sped aver the
ground it reached the crest, went over it,

“We stick

and disappeared.  Up they toiled, and

“It’s |

their wild war-cries floated aeross
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then saw that MacGregor was Jdriving it
straight for the water,
“What can his game be?” Ted panted.
“I don’t know. Let's have another
shot,” Bob replied, ‘" Take steady aim.”
Again they fired, and this time they
brought down two of the cnemy, but

without staying the progress of the
rest. .
“It's all up!” Ted gasped. “Let's

join the old man.’

MacGregor had reached the bank by
this time, and was out of the cart. Ha
was waving to them to come on, and the
savages were topping the crest.  Down
the ‘incline they pelted. An axe fashed
between them.

And the old Scotsman’s voice came to
them, hoarse and shaking,

“"We're safe, laddies—safe!” he eoried
excitedlv, " Hae nae feur, but follow
me,  I'm going in, and T winna comn
up., but I ken weel what I'm aboot.”

Into the water he dived, and Mendi
amd Galza followed him. The two lads

could hardly believe what they had
heavd., They wondored If he had sud-
denly taken leave of lis senses.  They
- rushed to the bank and gazed.

. There was an ever-widening civele in
the water, and that was all. Neither of
the thres who had taken the plunge
appeared.  Auncther axe flashed by Boh's
head and splashed into the lake. Now
| the savages were only twenty yards
j_lmhind.

“Are they drowned?” Ted eried.

“If they are, that end would be better
than torture at Alopo’s hands,” Bob
replied. “Ted, will vou follow the old

cman?  And if this is to be the end—"
| “Follow! O course T will! Come
con!”" the Irish boy replied.

They raised their arms: they poised
their figures. They dived,
| And they, too, disappeaved in the
iwaters of the lake before the amazed
eves of the Inrobi tribesmen.

The Mystery of the Lake.

Headed by Mopo, the savages rushed
to the spot where Bob and Ted had dis-
appeared, and gazed down into the water,
their axes poiged ready to hurl. Bat the
spreading rings gradually died away.
Once again the lake lay placid as a poal,
ﬂn:l not one of the fugiiives had come
up !

The savages stood umazed, almost ter-
rified,  Owver the top of the hill Faik
appearcd, toiling laboriously after them.

“They are dead!” Mopo said.  **The
great spirit of the deep has seized them.
' They cunnot rise. am chicf of the
' Inrobi! Thus hath that foolish prophecy
i of n while chief come to naught. Now
Pehall T rule, and woer to ithat evil
modicine-mun, Kampa, and all others
' who have opposed me. As for you, my
siaves, obey on the word, or you will find
my axe is sharp!™

Fail: panted up.

“Where are  they?” Le gasped.
“What are yon fools doing, guzing like
pelicans into the lake?”

“Whiteface, you speak to the great
chief of the Turebi,” Mopo said, with a
new dignity.  * Aud he is one who will
nat brook insult.  Therefore keep a
guard on vour tonuue !

“You chief of the Turobi®” Faik
spluttered.  *That may be when this
gang arc done with. No humbue,
Mopo! If you try that, you won't get
the reward that will make you a power
in the land; but, instcad, you will be
foreed to wander as un outeast, for vour
prople have put a price upon your head:
Drop all that talk, and h’:ﬁ me what you
are fooling round after here ¥

Mopo fingered the blade of his axe.
amd there was a tone in his voice boding
no gond to Faik es he spoke,
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“ YWhiteface, you dare too much!” he
said. “The young chief and his friend
and old Barelegs, and those traitors
Mendi and Galza, are down below.
Rather did they seek death than to face
my wrath. And as they are gone whither
we do not choose to follow, how now can
vou find the treasure, for it was they
who were to show the way to it?  You
are now as nothing. To my people i
return !

Fiik's jaw dropped. He stared blankly
into the lake,

“They're  drowned?” he gasped.
“Are ;ﬂiu cerinin they did not swim
away !’
' '“:’}r:'hny are held below by the spirit.”

Faili's lips began to twitch.  He
walked along the bank, and gazed hard
ut the water: then he stood up, and
began to stamp the ground.

“And you,” great Mopo, chief of the
Inrobi, and my friend for ever, were you
near at hapd when the spirit took
them ™ he asked, changing his tone,

The =avage smiled, but his eyes

linted.  Faik's new civility did nof

eceive him.

-#Lo; I saw all!* he replied. *They
sank, and they were held.”

Fuik’s face changed.

“They are not dead!” he said con-
fidently.

“Then would'st thou like to follow
ihemi, for in that I can assist theel”
Mopo chuckled.

Faik was evidently taken aback by the
suggestion.

“No. good Mope. With thee would I
stay, so that we win great glory and
riches together,” he answered ingratiat-
ingly. “ Nor have we long to wait. For
1 ﬁnnw thie ways of my own race. They
will make big talk with the spirit, and
he will let thom go, and then we will
follow them again. Have I not always
spoken wisdom? Why should 1 be
wrong now !

Mopo lifted his axe to his shoulder, and
his Lip curled.

“Thine is the wisdom of the ass and
of the voat,” he said, “and thy courage
is as the pigeon's, and thy heart is like
to the heart of & serpent. That do I
know full well! )
said hath come to naught, and thy lies
are many as the leaves in the forest. Dut
through thee have I been avenged. And
great glory 1s now mine, and the goods
of all my tribe will be mine also. DBut
with thee have T done, for thy use is
ended. Therefore, bigone, or stay here,
as thou wishest. But if thou darest to
approach my tribe again—for thee it is
death !”

Faik trembled with fear.

“They who have gone will return, and
then shalt thou be richcr than ever,” he
urged.

“Peace. fool ! Mopo retorted.  * Thy
brain is as an addled egg !

He waved to his warriors,

“Dogs, follow me!” he commanded
loftily. And without looking back he
began to ascend the hill.

Faik watched until they all had crossed
the crest and he could see them mno
longer.
the bank, and spluttered savage oaths,

Meantime, what had happened to BBob
and Ted? With an unwavering con-
fidence in MacGregor they had plunged
into the lake. Down they went into the
cold water—down, and ever down, The
instinet of self-preservation made them
strike ont, but for a sccond or two they
could not move. Their chests began to
be racked with pain, and their heads
throbbed violently.

They struggled to rise to the surface,

they heard a voice—a voice they knew—

And all that thou hast.

Then he sat down heavily on

onything, "

but could not. They struggled harder
yet: but they were held asina vice. Now
their senses began to dull, and their arms
grew weak. Then they went down
again, Swiftly and more swiftly they
were dragged downwards. They were
whirled ronnd and round. At length
sure that death must come, they lungeci
that it might come swiftly.

Then they saw, as it were, myriad
lights, clouds of gold and amber and
magenta and rese, and the pain died
away, and a drowsy peacefulness stole
over them. But suddenly they were
whisked sideways at terrific speed, and
there was the roar of thunder in their
ears, and they stopped with a thud, and
began to gasp.

They lay still, clear of the water, but
fighting for breath. 1t came back tc
them at length, and they began to dis-
tinguish things. Voices sounded. They
saw a beam of light, like a lantern sus-
pended very high up. -And they found
that they cnuidkix'nhve their limbs. Then

that of MacGregor !

“ Ay, Mendi, the mule and the cart are
gone, 1 dinna doubt,” he was saying.
“ PBut 1 reckoned on that from the start.
“"Pwas the same the last time I came
here. And we're all drip}}i'ngl wet, and
there's no way that I ken to licht a fire
for a spell. But when the young chief
and -his friend begin to buck up we'll get
a move on us, and that will help to dry
us.”

“(0, DBarelegs, great miracle worker,
to whom Kampa is as but a child!”
Mendi answered.” “Never have I known
such wonders, nor have. I ever seen the
waters thus defied. And now there 1s
naught that I can fear, for who bcfore
ever lived through peril such as this?
But still, my heart is sore, for my people

are lost to me for ever!”

“Not if you -dinna show the white
feather,” MaeGregor chuckled. “TI've
been here before, and come oot alive, but
it's an experience to shake a mon’s nerve.
Eh, mon, for a' that, it didna last but a
few seconds. But wve're a benighted
heathen, an' ve dinna sce things richt.
Hi there, Bob! I heard you groan a few
=econds agn. - Have you got back your
wind yet 7"

Bob strugeled to sit up, and stretched
out his hand, trving to avoid hitting his
head against a rock. When his mind was
clear he was overwhelmed with astonish-
merk.

“This beate me!” he began, and his
voice sounded odd to himsell. **And I
ought to feel half stifled so fur below the
surface, amnd I don't.”

“The air here is as good as on you
veldt.” MacGregor said.  *““And ye,
Ted! Hoo are ve?"

Ted's volee came uncertain out of the
darkmicss.

“Arp we alive?" he asked.

“0Of course we are!” MacGregor
chuckled.

“ Are you sure cf that? For I'm not [™

“You couldna be talkin® if vou werna
alive."

“Humph ! There's
that,” Ted replied. * 5tll, thiz may be
some other life. It's a new world, any-
how. However, alive or dead, I don't
feel too bad. Is it safe to stir? Mebbe
I'll float away somewhere else if T do.”

“Ye can jump up and walk away to
the richt for miles without rinnin' into
MacGregor  said  cheerily.
“RBut if ye move a yard to the left ye'll
be iute the water.”

“Thanks! No more whirlpocls for me
at present. I've had enough.  Well,

something  in

here goes. I'll find out if my legs are

e
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any use. Ah! That's quite decent!
I'm on my feet, and now, if you'll.give
me yvour address, I'll call and leave my
card without delay.”

He crossed over, and sank down by
MacGiregor. In a few seconds they were
joined by Bob. By this time their
agtonishment was giving place to a deep
interest, combined with no small amouant
of anxiety. Also, they were beginning to
see more clearly in the gloom,

High above their heads great walls
formed an arch, and far as the beam of
light they seemed to run back. “The
walls were bevelled smooth, -and where
the light shed ita rays strongly they
looked as if a yellow pattern had been
traced upon them. Bob spoke after
gazing long and silently.

“ All this could not have been exca-
vated by men, surely?” he asked.

“Ye're wrong in that. I thought the
same at first,” the old Scot replied,
“Many thousands of years ago men
were working here and taking out gold.”

“Is this a gold mine?” Ted gasped.

“JTt was opce, but maist of the stuff
has gone,” MacGregor answered. “1It'a
a fact, now known to evervone, that the
Pheenicians came to Afvica, and took
back tona of wold. Some of them settled
here, too. But they a' died out. And
nane could explain how they had had
the gold to make the beautifnl things
they made, until it was found that they
got it in Afrca.”

“1° remember
Bob suid.

“ And nane kens why the Pheenician
race here in Africa should have died out,
and why there shouldn't be a trace of
them left,” MacGregor continued. = Bué
I found out one reason onyhow, when I
came along here,”

“Tell us more, Mr. MacGregor,” Ted
urged, as the old man fell into a reverie,

“Ye won't be long here before ye see
the evidence of a gigantic uphecaval,”
MacGregor said, ““An immense voleano
must have arisen, and then burst. There
was only a small luke before. There was
nae lake at a' where we are now, nor for
miles away., That volcanic eruption
changed the whole face of the country
for hundreds of miles around. And it
wiped out the Phenicians who had
gettled all round here to get the gold.”

“And is there any gold left?” Ted
asked.

The old man chuckled.

“Eh, mon, but yvou have a practical
miid,”” he said. * And that’s more like
an Englishman than an Trishman. Now,
if 1t was Bob who asked that——"

“Don't forget the Seot,” Ted re-
torted jokingly, *You were the frst to
come here! And now, after what you've
gaid, I'm longine to have a look round.”™

“Then wo'll get on the wax”
MacGregor said, mising, ‘““Gold! There
are tons of it, mon! And everything else
is wonderful, for you're going to step
into fairyland. We go this way.”

He wallked some yards, stopped, and
langhed.

“What's amusing vou *" Ted asked.

The old man stroked his grey beard.

“There's the funny side to a’ things.”
he said. *I'm thinking o' that willain
Faik ! I'd like weel Lo see lns face,
We've gi'en him the fair knock-out, and
I'm wondering hoo he feels.™

“Not over happy, T expeet,” Ted re-
marked. “DBut this time, at all events,
we've done with him.”

“Aiblins ! MacGregor said thought-
fully. “ Aiblins, my lad., But I'm nous
sae sure o' that!”

reading about  that,”

(Continued on poge 20.)
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GREAT POPULAR SUCCESS
OF “HARLENE HAIR-DRILL"

=

Enthusiastic Praise from All Branches of the National Services.

iy

London Hair Specialist's Offer of Free Public Distribution of 1,000,000
Complete Hair-Growing and Hair-Beautifying Outfits FREE.

OUR Fighting Men on both Land and Sea,
Nurses, Munition Workers, as well as practi-

cally all our famous Actresses, Quecens of
Revue and Cinema Artistes, are all full of praise for
what has now become ‘the great national toilet

practice — “ Harlene
Hair-Drill.”

Letters of thanks
are pouring in from all
parts of the Kingdom
—indeed, from praecti-
cally all parts of
the workd — where the
writers express the
sreatest gratifieation
at the success achieved
in the practice of
* Hair-Dinll.”

S0 necessary is it to-
day that men  should
preserve  a fresh  and
smart appearance, and
that WOTEDN should
look to their appear-
ance, in which the hair
forms so conspicuous
a part, that the
[Inventor - Discovercr of
** Harlene Hair - Dnall ™
wishes it to be publicly

known that he is pre.
pared to despateh to
any rtoader a complete :
7 Davs’ * Harlene Hair- me
Drill 7 Outfit  entirely
frec of charge .
it vl . === All cligses of Socicly are noee reg-lavly practizing “ Harlene Huir-
This  Free Offer is ppe ‘
one that no ohe can Workers—indeed, all elnsses are able to banish the ** too-old at 30, 40, or 50 ** appear-
afford to miss, I1f nnee. Ereryore is to-day invited to accept the Free Gt Offer mende tn this annonnces
'ou are 3 man who ™AL Nimply sign yo.r nameand address on the Copon Form below, and by return
:rlllff_’-rﬁ from o 19 you will receice without any charge or obligation the cemplote * Harlewe Hair-Drill ™
aulfe oM ageing

[ 4 CAulfif.
baldness, or if your hair is '

getting thin, weak, or impoverished. this offer is open to
YOU. If you are a woman whose youthful looks are
sradually disappearing as a consequence of the hair looking
dank, dull, lifeless, and thin, or combing out daily when you
s the comb, this Free Offer is also open for YOU to accept.
There are no conditions—no obligations—nothing to pay
exeept the actual cost of the return carriaze on the Trial
Pareel to your own door,

There is, therefore, now no neesssity for any man or woman
to suffer from ;

1. Sealp Irritation.

2. Complete or partial

Baldness.

3. Straggling or weak hair.

4. Thin or falling hair. 9. Unruly, wiry hair.

5. Splitting hairs. 10, Hair thinning at temples.

All readers of this notice are cordially invited to avail
themselves of the generous offer of the Proprietors of ** Har-
lene ™ 1o learn of the most suecessful method of regaining,
restoring, and preserving hair health and hair beauty, Free
of Charge,

6. Over-greasiness of the
scalp.
7. Over-dryness of the scalp.

8. Scurf or dandruff.

CONTENTS OF FREE HAIR-HEALTH PARCELS.

Test * Harlene Hair-Drill ™ free, without any obligation
on your part—merely send 4d. in stamps to defray cost of
carriage, amd as soon as his Majesty’s Post Office can deliver
it, you will receive the following valuable Gift :

1. A Botile of ** Harlene,'" the true Hquid food for the hair,
which stimulates it to
new growth. It is Tonie,
Food, and Dressing in one.

2. A Packet of the
marvellous hair and sealp-
cleansing “Cremex”
Shampoo Powder, which
prepares the head for
** Hair-Drill.”

3. A Boftle of *““Uzon™
Brilliantine, which gives
a final touch of beauty to
the hair, and is cspecially
beneflcial to those whose
scalp is inclined to be
Wi drjh”

4, A Copy of the new
edition of the *°Hair-
Drill ”* Manual, giving
complete instructions.

You can always obtain
further supplies of any
of the preparations from
yvour local  chemist :
Harlene at 1s. 13d.,
O, Gd., and 4s. Od. per
bottle (in solidified form,
for soldiers, sailore,
travellers, ete., in tins
at 2s 9d.); ** Cremex ™
Shampoo Powders at ls.
per hox of 7 shampoos

- '|I. o ‘} ¥ L]
Men in bolh our Army and Ny, abrood aed at heme, Nurses, Munition (single packets 2d. each);

¥

** Uzon " DBrilliantine at
1s. and 2s. 6d. per bottle.
If you have any difficulty
in obtaining supplies, any
or all of these prepara-
tions will bhe sent to vou post free on receipt of price
direet from Edwards' Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22, 24, and 26,
Lamly's Conduit Street, W.(. 1. Carriage extra on foreign
orders, Cheques and P.0O.s shouid be crossel.

FREE “HAIR-DRILL” GOUPON.

To EDWARDS' HARLENE, LTD.,
20, 22, 24, and 26, Lamb’'s Conduit Strest,
London, W.C. 1.
Dear Sirs,—Please send me your Free " Harleno
ITair-Drill 7 Gift Outfit as announced. I enclose 4d. m
sfamps, cost of carriage to any part of the world.
{Foreign stamps aceepted.)

ADDRESS

MAGNET, May 12th, 1917.
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| IN A LAND OF PERIL. !
! (Continued from page 18.)

Flul‘ll‘il‘im“”ﬂr_&

_MacGregor Explains.

In single file they walked towards the
beam u[%iyzht As they drew nearer, the
brightness increased, and they could now
discern” clearly the gold vein running
through the granite walls. At last they
wero under the light, and looked up.

Far away above their heads the sun
was shiming !

“(Great Scott!” Ted gasped. "I had
no idea that it was this we would gee!”

“ And what did you expect to find?”
MacGregor chuckled. * Ye didn't think,
did ye, thut there was onyone hercabouts
to light a lantern to guide us on cur
way?"

Ted laughed.

“1 didn't try to solve the mystery,”
he replied. “ After a chap has been a
water nymph against his will for no end
of a time lus brain isn’t taking on conun-
drums."

“That ntust have been the shaft of the

mine,” Bob sugigested.

ITe wans examining the orifice closely.

“That's &0, the old BScotchman
agreed,  “This talk of our finding out sd
much nowadaxs is a wee bit overdone,

a ken, - In some way the Phenicians
E:nrned all about boring for gold. Why,
it’s been proved beyond dispute that the
Egyptianns used the telephone! It's a
truc old saving that there’s naething new
under the sun. But perhaps I'm wrong,
for now I'm going to show you what
you'll never find in any book. And gome
of it isna too cheerful.”

They went on.

paszed, where would he come out ?”

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
Bob

“Tf one got up that shaft we've

asked.
T ecan only guess,” MacGragor
answered. "I fancy he wad come on to

the level from which we jumped into
the lake.”

“That's what I've been thinking,” the
lad agreed. **And what puzzles me is
that no one has dizcove the opening
to the shaft and come down through it.”

“I canna tell why that is,” MacGregor
angwered. "I meant to try and find
oot. But just aboot that time we were
aftacked, and my comrades wiped oot,
and [ wandered off to try and save my
life. And was glad when at last I got
to the Inrobi, an' found friends. But
when we leave this place we'll have a
search.”

Mendi and Galza were keeping close to
the Britishers, like children afraid of the
dark. Now Mendi spoke.

“0, Barelegs, wisest of men,” he
eroaned, “and is it fated that we dive
into tho water again, so that I may sce

my tribe? For if that be so, then my
;:_rlba is no more to me. Here will I
I_L'E'Il

MacGregor tugged at his beard.

- “OFf a truth, Mendi, ye go to look for
ill-fortune,” he replied.  “Thou art
hungry. Then is it not enough that thy
hunger be appcased? What is to-mor-
row when to-day 13 full of trouble? And
thy present trouble is not for long. Tor
soon thou shalt taste food.” ;

“ And don't kecp treading on my heels,
old chap,” Ted added.

But he and Bob exchanged significant
glances, for they saw that the old Scotch-
man was keeping back something. It
was clenr that before they ecould get up
to the heights again big danger would

house I was shown a

have to be faccd. Yot, as MacGregor

‘apparently did not care to tell what it

was, they hesitated to ask him.

There was also another subject on
which Bob was most anxiouns for an ex-
planation.

“Mr. MacGregor, how did
to find out that if we jum
lake one would be carried
he inquired.

The old man answered with shining
eyes.

“That's an unco’ interesting business,”
he replied, “I told you, when first we
met, that I had made a wheen in-
quiries. I first got the incentive to seck
out this place from calling one night in
a storm at an old Boer's shack, and ask:
ing him to put me up for the night. He
was a morose old fellow, and left me to
myself. To kill time, I looked around,
and found some books. One of thtm was
fu' o' very old tales aboot a wonderful
explorer.”

Wk YI."H r_:'”

“I read those tales, and they scemed
to me like fables; but somehow
thought there was truth here and there
in them. I couldna get them oot of my
mind. They were aboot this lake, and
how the explorer had fallen into it. and
come into a new country. After that I
heard noo . and again moro preciso
pcounts aboot the lake, And in a certain
ieca of gold plate;
and oxperts said the gold waan't quite the
same as any other known anywhere, ' I
put a' this together.

“Then in Capo Town [ heard more, and
wo set out to locate this treasure, 1
remembered what [ had read in  thal
book. We ecame to the ke, amd my
companions thought T had gane daft.”

oun comao
into the
own here?”’

( Newt weel's fiane will contuin unother
splenedid  dnstalmend  of this  exeiting
story.}
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For Next Monday :
“HIS FATHER'S HONOUR!"
By Frank Richards.

Next- week's fine story tells of the
coming fo Greyfriars of an ambitious boy
from across the Atkuitie, who.aspires to
tuke Harry Wharton's place as Form
captain, Quite lately, in a_ series of
stories, you have read how Peter Todd
and Perey DBolsover tried conclusions
with Wharton.  But this new attempt is
on different lines, ~ Tracey® is practically
a steanger, and, without strong backing
by someone of more influence, would
have no chanee of success, * well-hecled ™
—in Fishy's phraseology—thongh he is.
He gets that backing by blackmail,
forcing a fellow whe carries great weight
with the Remove to help him by threaten-
ing-to expose a shady episode in the past
of that fellow’s father if he vefuses. Wha
the junior . thus foread into a most un
welcome and unpleasant position is. and
what the rcault is, yon will learn ncxt
week. '

POOR FISHY!

From Fulbam one who signs himseli
“A Delighted British Boy "—but he
scems to have taken some tronble to ac-
guire a ‘cortain degree of familiarity with
tho great Amurrican lavguage—sends
me quite an amusing letter. He woites:

“] am a new reader of the MaGNET,
Lut I just mnst say how good it is nft!t.
through, with one excoption—it is untair
ts> American bey:, as typifed by Fish.

D

[ happen to know several boys from
across the big drink, and they are all
good and white right through. There
are others, of course. Some of us
DBritishers are not all we should be, sech
pa the hoodlums over on the Fast Side,
where you get sundbagged and robbed,
and arhaps  Dikely  gunned. 1 read
snnmtmug about Fishy's weird American
language. Well, if Fishy's hot air amn’t
the right brand whe ought to be clubbed
for it—Fishy, or tho professor of the
college where he's loading his education?
He ought to be pitied and helped, as he
comes from one of the waste places ol
the ecarth outside of our country—Irom
the land of the wooden nutimeg. Instcad.
he gets hiffed so hard and often by the
other guys that it's a wonder he in’t
soaked for keeps. It poets my goat to
read that Fishy is rated lower than
Bunter, who is only a case for cookies
and candy, or the work-shy Norman
stiff, Mauleverer, with no more go to
him than a damp squib on & wet Fourth,

as Sam Weller would say. Buat every-
thing clse is lots of fun. Wharton's
hero erowd, imeluding the man and

brother, is the real thing, The Wharton
boy himself is I'T, and the whole fixing is
Iiterary e

This may nced a little translation fov
some of our readers who don't know
“Amurrican.” “East Side™ ia " Easi
Eud ™ : “ gunned " is “shot "' ; “ hot uir,”
“big talk™; “loading his education,”
“ getting educated.” The [}uasagu about
the waste places of the earth is claborate
sarcasm (U.S. brand). *“Wooden nut-
meg "’ would take too long to explain,
but it stands for the sharpest of sharp-
dealing: “:zoaked for keeps ™ is equiva-
lent to “done in,” I take it; * work-zhy
Norman stiff ' may be translated *lazy
aristocrat.” -Sam Weller wouldn't have

said anything about “a wet Fourth L

- ﬁﬁlﬂlzﬂ ay
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Fourth of July, the F;;'l.‘:ut national
Ameriean celebration, is meant. What
did Sam know or cave for that? *“The
man and brother ™ is oor good old Inky.

Poor IMish!  One is very sorry for him
st now.  He s uo longer o * nootral ™!
dut averr as an ally I cannob prefee him
to Muuly,

THE NEW RALLYING.

Still, it's good to know he ecan’t be
nentral any more.  Fish is not a type, as
has already been pointed out; he is just
“ Fisher Tarleton Fish, from Noo York.™

“Old Glory " waves above milhions of
Americans as vnlike Fish as Bunter i3
unlike Bob Cherey, and [ think thos:e
Americans must ook up to their fluy
now with a new alleection and a new
respect.

For now the Stars and Stripes ‘waves
beside the Union Jack, the tricolonrs of
France amd Russia and Haly and Bel-

ium, the fags of Ruamama and heroi
Soerbia amd brave hitthe Montenogro and
lovial Portegal, the Rising Sun standard
of Japan, in the War of Right! - Awl

other flugs are being unfurled beside
thein—the Aag of Cuba, to whom tho
great  Republie  gave  freedom: - ol

Panama, the ercation of the US.: of
Brazil, the daughter of Portugal. And
there may be more beflora this is read—
(*hina’s, almost certainly: perbaps
Spain's and these of Spanish Arerica- -
the Argentine and Chile and Pern and
Bolivia ! '
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