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THE FIRST CHAPTER, “Hay 1t outside ™ “And he was going to pay his

Wibley’s Peril !

Ll Y hat! That sounds good ! ex-

M claimed  Harry  Wharton,

farming his face while Bob

Cherry poured out a foaming

plass of ginger-beer. “Did I ever heay

any =illy ass say that the Aretic regions
weren't nice "

MI'd give a tfrifie to be sitting on a
ﬁdd.}' wceberg jllalf.] now,"  said ]:i'?'rm]];

ugent, mopping hira perspiring brow,
*When :.fnuim roady, ﬁn waiting,
Bob !

The Famous Five of the Roemove at
Greylviars — Harry  Wharten,  Frank
Nugent, Bob  Cherry, Huarree Jamsot
Ram Bingh., and Johuny  Bull—were
gathered in No. 1 Study on the Remove
passage,

Hot—it was ot ! The Cloze by undoer
a shimmertmg veil of heat.  The s=uu
poured doewn relentlessly.  Drinks were
m great demand.

Harry Wharton sei down Ing gquickly
empticd gliss with o sigh of satisfaction,

“Phank goodness this ain’t the Sahara
Pesert!™ hre snid.

“Cowldn't be much
crowlod Jolinny Bull,

“DBut there wouldw't be any ginger-
beer,” answered Harry.

“That's w0, ITarle at the fags velling
on Little Sida? Must be trying o con-
vert  thomsclves  inte preasc-zpots, |
should think,” said Frank,

“1t's no hotter ont there than it is in
here,” prowled Joluin,

“It iz, to my respectod mind, of a
pleasant warmfinloe=<," remarked Inky.
HYour hulioveus and veonerated Englizh
climate iz at the poesentinl - moment
guite on itz besr belisvelelhesa, ™

“My hat! A buwreing, hery furnaee
hke this!” gasped Bolb.

1 de ot Hindd the warmiialness terrvifie,
my estecmed and absaed ol ™

halter  there,”™

"Oh, youre a salunandec!™  said
Harry.

“Let'a  pet out.,” prowied  Johnny
Bull. “We've bern talking about 3t

SVOT S0 '|r1-t'|g__ but we haven's got 4 move
tm s voef,

“What are we going to do?” asked
Harry lawilv.

“ A pienic is the wheeze,” replied Bob.
A preoie on the geddy ez amd o rp-
ping hathe, my sons !

B oof 2 'iLH c'a.rtillg the H‘:‘uh ti[:,ﬂ
sntd MNugent.

“¥oure a slacker! Come cut of f,
and show xou're alive!™
_ They deparied for the tuckslop, to lay
in stupplies,

“It's a good thing it's ioa jolly hat
to eat mach. And that ginser-beer is
still allowed.” Nugent zabd, as  they
packed their purchasez in ericket-bags

“ Tt iy e ton Lk for vou tnoent, [
ain bt for mee.” siid Johony Ball,

“Wor Fow Tanter.™ said ab, prinnine.
“Halle, lialle, halle! Not melted down
yef, tobby ¥

Billv. Bunter bholed ot the ericket-
baye=.

“I say. vou followsg——"

Y aerraway 17

“Oh, really, you might be more polite.
I think! T've just borrowed some tin--I
mean, 've just received a postal-order.
Are vou chaps going on a pienic#”

“We are. You're not.”

Y0h, really, Wharton, don’t he un-
reasmiable ! You know jolly well what
an acquisition 1 am {0 a party——"

“What & which-er?” askeld Boh, logk-
inge puzled,

AN acgquisition.  Don'f von
vour own lnguave, Bob Chorry *7

“Bud that ain't my own lanenage.”
_ "It'a English, you duifer! Vou'll find
oo the die.”

“4Yh!  Thonght perhaps it was
Hebrew for J_{'lr'.".:ﬁj.ng:, rorging porpoiso,

“You'll miss me if you go without
me, "

CAmd a0 dJushed
growled Johopny Ball

FAnd iF vouTre going to O Tlouse
sout sinply ean’ leave me behimd,” wens
on Bunter, with a far amirk. “ Yo
know Marjorie wouldn't hke it if you
dud.”

Iy up, vou fat idiot!”

“Oh. veally, Cherrye——"

I von wank o thick ear. Bunter, jusi
vior mentian Mavjorie’s name again !
sal Wharton sharply, Az a matter of
faet, we're not going to CHIF House. We
are o for a bathe,™

TN come,” said Bunder. T don’e
know about going in—sult water don’t
alwava weree with me on these het davs,
Pt 1 con ur and mmed vour ot hes—
anel the Daes vou know ™

“"Yeu o owor't! miid
checidedly.

“ab-bub-bat T'H stand my whaek!™

"My only bhat!”

Axoone man the Five staced at Banter.
Thi= was an announcement calealated to
staggror  lornsaniky,

niean Iy,
peffesd tlee il
* Hars®™
AN vight; i you den’r believe me

We

lenowr

goml  nisz, ton!”

Johony  Bull

I've got the cash!”

e YL

(N l;l!'l!.‘"..!
Johnoy eandidly. ;

“How oowh Lave yon pot?” suupped
Nugoent.

" Fongh ta pay for my shave of the
focd.  I=I'mi only a small eater, vou
I‘f'l'lfﬂ"l.'.”‘

“ILle? Somne mistake here,” anid Tob.
W thanght von were 1o original food-
how that all the paper ehips are weiting
abiout yust now.”

“"Ten bob—we can let Bunier n for
that, [ think.” sail Haree, winking aof
Erank.

e that’s abened? Yol can't ex-
pect e o pay foe what ven elaos wali,
yorl ke ™

"W oelont, A we haven't apy -
tention af paving foe whar vou goree,
sont fal earprornsb Y

O realle, Whaoton, Tm o wiilinge o
juny 1w b [

Johriny Dudl Foreeld openn Bunoer's fut
Fight el Inoir lav a0 sixpenre,

Jobhuny  breatiied laned.

never  da ! =ad

whack !” he gaspod.

Y Sixpence—Llo pay
for Tunter's whack!

My only sainted

aunt "
“1t's ne odds, really,” said Wharton.
“Tf the Owl were a giddv, bloated

millionaire we should have no use for
him.*

“The nousefulness is tervifie, and the
absurd aml  disgusting  Dunter  should
chasefully bunk himself off 1

Bunter blinked at them theoogl his
big speetacles ag they went, and there
was envy and uncharitableness, if not
actual hatred. in that blink.

The Famous Five areived wnder the
grateful shade of the hedee near the togp
of the oliffs in various degrees of partind
callipse.

From lere they could lack down on
iee zon, slurmering in the heat of that
toreid dav bot there waz no direct way
dovwn, Tho ohiffs were hich and sheor.
Teo get dawn to the beacl thew  would
have to dezecid a slorpinnge path somaee
distanee away. This path alse led Lo a
Lot otz

“I wvote we move an ot onee, e
down, and have a dip right off,” sl
Tl Ctherry,

Y Better wait Eill we've eooled down o
e Wiharton vepliod. Tt jan't 2 room!
thingr to @o-in perspiring bke this.™

“xo gond conling Jtrwn bere, anul’
petting  Jusl as kot agnin before we'pre
an the beach.” said Jebonye Bl

“Can’t enol there,™ obijocted Nuogend,
e sands ace like hot brieks, ansd oh oo
ain’s an dnch of shade to e bad, The
con]  brecze up here contes  sleaight
across the sem,

“The eoolfulness of  the  estoemed
breeze is borrific ™ pureed Tlorree Jum-
st Ham Singh,

e was o Less baked than the others:
but oven Dl fanned Bimsell with Lis
heat.

“There nin't any ool breoees gt all
growled Johnny Buall,

“Ehall wa prab before ar after our
['l."l-t-;l"'"-.'“ J‘-I.?.l{l.‘:l.l I_h’_!h l‘h{"r‘l'_".'.

“ 0, hang the genb! T fecl as thouszl
grilvs dead  alf,Y answored  Harry,
“lad s have s drinds, el ™

Boteles of  ginger-pop were produeed
and opened. ooy Ball stralled to the
eelgre of the clEF aed T o] chow e,

“Laet's have shar Geleseope.”™ he anid.
“Those chaps in the boot down e
sern o be having an intercstinge litthe
argainent,

“Come amd fetely i, obd seont '™ zaid
Bl eheorily

“Breeve-r! gy Boanders !
Jubny, Buat e came,

“Haoged f 311 =0’t 2hinner
Wikilew '™ T said a0 nuenenr lnter,

“lat ™= have o sogmint,” Whartan sad,
gettimr wp oand rotme over to Joloiay’s
siufer,

“Hored ot 00,7 =nid Jolimnye,  withent
reanoving the feleseope fronge his e,
“Tt's u real row. Wharton”

[harey could =ec that Bor Bopeself wirh
the naked v,

i the Biuo
sraldl bout with

grovlind

J'I.III.].

Wil e

They

donwn there
Lol weronlpaarils,

=14



Every Monday.

had laid down their oars, and were
evidently sguabbling.

They were some distanca oub, and the
tide was nearly at its [ull. Here it
fapped the base of the cliffs at high tide.
Marrow escapes from drowning  were
frequent, and more than one fatality
hmlT-jl?eurred. -

“They'ge going strong,” sal AIrY.

“ Silly ﬁiu’s&—nn a day like this," said
Frank Nugent lazily.

“ Patting their dukes up now,” said
Johnny ull, still clinging to the
telescope.

“Let's have a look at the asses,

Johnny,” said Bob, coming up.  And
Johnny, with a grunt, resigned the
telescope.

Nugent arose slowly, and the Nabob
of Bhanipur got up also. Their interest
guickened as soon as they were able to
see what was going on.

Skinner and Wibley, of the Remove,
were standing uE in the boat, facing one
another in pugilistic attibudes,

It was rather a puzzle why Wibley
should have been in the company of
Skinner, The two were not chuma by
any Mmeans. .

“Go it, you cripples I grinned Bob.

“It will indeed be a goitiulness of the
mast intenseful when the boat turns
turtiefully,” remarked Inky.

The wvoices of the two in the boat
floated up to those on the chiff. But it
was imposeible to  distinguish  ther
worda

I T were in Wib's place 1 should
suspend the little entertainment till I
wak on dry land,” remarked Wharton.

“ Perhaps Skinney won't let him,”™ said

Nugent.

“RHats! Ihd you ever know Ekinner
a0 keen on a scrap?” growled Johnny
Tiull.

“Well, he seems keen cnough for

once,” said Baob.

Skinner had lashed out ot Wiblev,

Wibley retorted by punching hard at
Skinner.

“Should have thought Wib would
have had more senac ™ said Harry, in
somo anxicty, * He isn't what I should
cull an expert swummeer, and thoere i=n't
heaps of room for a serap in a boat that
sira. Look how it's rocking! Hanged
il they won't be overboard in about two
ticks 1"

The two had closed. Thoy must have
1ot their tempers get the better of them
pretty thorourhly, snd have [forgoiten
where they were.

Dizaster was almost bound to follow,

And ik dicd!

With 2 sudden laveh the boai heeled
0 &, In a frantic effort to keep Qs
bulanee Wibley and Skinner eroched
over together on the punwale, and rolled
into the waber.

Wibley caught his foot shorply against
ore of the rowlocka. and uttered a sharp
cry of pam as he fell.

“My hat!  Ther might have lknown
what would happen!”

“The mad fools!” ]

The affaiv had token on a distinetly
ugly lock now.

The boat had turped tyrtle—it floated
hutl upwards, Skinoer, evidontly in a
funk, spluttering, flovndering,  swam
desperately towards it. with no thought
of Wiblaey. Put that was only what
might have been cxpocted of Skinner:
and, after all, if Wibley was not a great
swimmer, ha wns not an absolute deffer,

and should have been as capable oa
Shanner of getting  inte comparative
safety.

But ha waz not doing . Ile was
being awept further away, apparently
without a struggle.

“Why doean’t the silly idiot

“He can't, Johnny! Ha'a

eliffi-

|
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said Wharton, 6Gfs fushed [ace going
aig,

“It's eramp—or he's hurt himself!”

3:;5;:&-:! Bob., “This is awlull We can’t

o & thing to help.”

The Famous Five looked at onc
another in consternation, Wibley was
in the greatest peril. He had ricked his
ankle very badly, and the pain had
’r_ur_nnd him faint and sichk. A strongy
swimipner might have had a chance n
such circimstaneers ; but Wibley was only
a moderate swimmer at best, and he had
loat his head.

“Help, Skinner " he spluttered feebly,

He went under, came up again, and
flounfered and spluttered worse than
L o

HI—T can't!” wailed Skimner. “If 1
let go I shall Le drowned mvseli 1™

“You rotten funk !” gasped Wibley.

His zenses were coming back to him,
but no power to help himaclf eame with
them, He was in danger of drowning
loss because of the impossibility of streug-
gling to the Leat than beeause in his
panic he took it to be impossible,

And Bkinner's help was lacking, not so
much becauss he could not have helped
as because he dared nob try.

There was excuse for Wibloy's fear—
perhaps some for Skinner’s, too--bub not
much.

“ Help, help 1™

Now Wibley's voice rang out across the
blue water, and the ery came plainly to
the rars of the five juniors on the cliffs,

YTta awful 1

Wharfon was pear o hmahj”g down
*t‘f‘iﬁmplvﬁ'lrf ]H-.? would have been first to

1 reseur had rescue scemed sibale.
But he and all of them were hnip[])zfg_

" There'a not bime to ruah down " eaid
Hnl_‘:. And plucky Bob’s teeth were ohat-
tecing.,  “He'll be dead before wo get
near 1™

::Ehigamr, the funk " gritied Nogent.
: Let'a  wush '™ gaid Johnny  Rull,
“After all, there may be just on off-
chanoe !

; “Il?rr’mt- Seott ! Who's this chup? Oh,
O0ls o7

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Hero!
ROM somewhera in their repr a
man  had suddenly  macde  his
TR E TR0, When  Wharton

gignted him he had already taicen
off hia cort, and was quickly removing
hia huoots.

“What's he after?” gasped Nugent,

e M;;' hat! He's gomng to dive !

“It'z no oo, Harry! Too far! A dive
from this hetghb—"

“But he's woing to, Bal! Loal:

Almost spollbound, the fve watehed,
The stranger had his boots off now. He
ran o the ¢iff-edze, and fuicly hurled
himaelf off it.
~Down he waent—down, down!  The
juniors held their broath, and their hearts
stomd still,

A clean, magnificont dive—a Jdive iy
a million!  HMHe steuck the water with
hardly a splash.

“My bat! Wasn't that stunning "

* Never saw anything like it in all my
puff !

The Frmons Five watched the efranger
with enthusizsin and admiration as he
entk through the water to the rescur of
Wiblev., Skinner, on the upturncd boat,
anid in no danger, had drifted farthor
from Wibley. 3kinner wzs anxious, hoe
doubt, but not anxious enough to g
aver his fear and lend help.

But Wibley waa flonting now. He was
nearly exhauated, and to kerp up was
difficult—moinly because he thought it
difficult, however.

“Ripping |7 ericd Wharton, * He's got

g

culties; you can spot that at a glance,” ' him ™

One Penny. 3

“That chap’s the right sort[™ sald
Juhnnoy Bull.

“Oh, rather!™

“The rightsortiulness of the esteamed
and honourable chap ia——"

* Terrific!™ ehipped in Bob, “I aay,
your chaps, let’s go down and getb o boat
out. They can't do anvihing with that
thing Skinney's glued himself to, Skinney
would never consent to coming off to let
it he righted !

“iin, ha, ha!”

It was casy to laugh now, The tension
was over, for Wibley was aafe. Buot if
they laughed at Skinner's cowardice it
wias nob becanae they condoned at.

"1I"hey rushed ofl down a ¢l iff-path to the
boathouse,  The feed was forgotten as
completely as though it had never heen,

For some minutes they lost sight of
Wibley and his rescuer; but just as they
wiTe hunching the boat they saw tha
Ewo again.

Harry and DBob pushed out to meck
them, rowinge with a will,

In o short spoce they found the rescuer
and the rescoed alongside,

“ Are you all right, Wibley, old scout*™
asleed Harry anxionsiy.

“Yeos: I'imall screne now ! Thut T was

If it hadn't becn

olly near done !
gﬂr;-—-”

**Oh, look here, ron stop talking, and
let us got vou aboard ! said the stranger.
“Bo ¢areful how veu boist him into the
boat, hoys. He's huet his ankle, and T
puess he o't fer off his limuag [

“Aren't you ecoming in, sir?” asked
Lob.

“No need. [ mav just as well swim
aghore.  Just vou talie this. youngster
in, and then go out again to the unfor
tunate shipwrecked mariner over there ™

He meant Skinver, of course:; and if
was plain that he thought very much as
they did about the cad of the l-‘i’t-mm'l?,

Harry angd Bob pulled at the oara vigar
ouzly., The strangey swam alongside. At
the boathouze ".".-'ﬂ:lry was lifted ont, and
siven into charge of the other three, anid
the boat put off again o the rescuc of
Skinner.

“Oh, crumbs ! What & time you've
been ! Lug wme aboard, do ™ said Skinner
croeel v “I'm  ehivering  like one
o'clock ™

“You worm 1" answered YWharton, in
utter contenpt.  “I[ ever there waz a
rotten cowanl, Blkinner, it's you!  Gat
in, and for goodness’ sake don't start
making exeuses!  Whatever you may
ga¥, you can't get away from it that i
was  Fuonk—plain  funk--that kept you
[rom giving Wib a hand !”

Bob was silent. Tt had been funk, be
vaord all doabt,  DBut onee on a tine
Shkinner had shown maore pluck when
Tioh had Leen in peril; and thourh Bob
had often enowtgh forgotten that since he
could not forget it just now.

“1 -T-—well, o chap can't help it if ba
losre his head, I ﬁtl;r]lmme?” returned

Linner sullenly, I dudn't feel up o
the mark: and I'm net going lo pretem!
I'm ns eonl as you chape. There wasn'd
any use in two of vs getting drowned--
nof that T ean gee. Aml Wib wonid bave
deameged me upder: he'd loat his head,

i
tod .

YOl shb wp ! snapped [Marry. ¥ Yoo
necdn't he a linr s well as a funk?”

The cad of the Remove lapsed indc
angry silence.  He was pot at all pleaacd
with himaelf, as a matter of fact, He
readiseidl now that he could have given
Wibler aid and ecarned lkodos withowt
any very considerable risk. But he had
not known that there was anyone about
eapahie of that dive from the oliff,

kinner thoupht that, on the whaole,

the brst thing he conld do was to clear

out as soon as he gobt ashore,  And he
Tue Msoxer Lisrary,—No. 495,
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i1 =e, Fo the annoyance of Johnny Bull,
wha nad & thing or two to say to him. .

*How's Wib?#" aeked Bob, as he dis-
cinnburked.

“(h, T'moall right 1™ eaid the schocl-
boy actor.  **It was the iff T gave my
ankle that upse: me. It eame an awiul
whael ngainst zomething, and the pain
tarned me faint. But I ought't to havo
Tost iy heed. [ should hava been food
fonr tha fizhes, though, if 1% hadn’'t been
for this gentleman, My hat! Waun't
that a dive®"”

“Nothing in it!" said the strangér
meazantly. “1 don’t mean that I take
dives from that height every day. DBut
iv's only a matter of knowing just how,
l.et's say no more sbout ot 12

“Well, T'm jolly well groing to =say
that ib was no end of a plucky thing to
do!" eaid Bob, his face glowing with
admiration.

“Rather |” said Frank MNugent.

“I never saw nnﬁ'thlng te beat it!"™
growled Johnny Bull

The stranger held up his hand befove
either Inky or Ilarey Wharton had a
ohanece to eay goyvthing.

“Don't!" he said. “On iy hononr,
I'd much rather you said no more.™

It was evident that he was not only
s hero, but a modest hero,

“We must do something Inr our friend
here,” he gaid. "*But, after all, I don’t
know that there’s much to be Jone.
pun will soon diry his flannels, and t's
g0 hot that he will be in no danger of
catohing cold meanwhile,”

“I'm all right,” eald Wibley—"only
no end thirs ﬁ"

“YWe've ginger-pop and grub on the
cliffs,” Harry said. * Do you think zon
oan walk up, Wib{”

“Of course, asa!™

But it was no easy ascent for Wibley.
Ilia foot waa very painful, and he was
glad of all the g&lp Bob and Johony
could give him.

They reached the top at length, and
Wibley spread himeelf mn the sun to doy.
The matron might not have approved,
but to Wibley and the rest it scemed
quite a reasonable dodge.

_ “"Mop up _that 1™ uaiﬁ Wharton, hand-
mg him a glasza of pop.

Wibloy mopped 1t up with diapateh,
nind felt the belter for it. The rest—in-
cluding the stranger—also went in for
nopping-up operationa.

"1 say, wir, you're a bne swimmoer 1"
eaid Bob, *'I'm not going to praise your
Ehw'c: again, 0 you needn't get ready to

Hf me "
“I'm pretty good, I believe—had lots

of practice, you know. By the way, you
may as wall know my name—1toland
Smaie,

He did not add any particulare of his
ealling, or tell them how he happened
to be on the cliffs just at that monent ;
and, of course, they eould not ask.

Wharton introduced himself, and then
e chums, one by one. Tach shook
hands with the plucky awimmer,

Thoy wondered what this man could
he.  Burely ho muet be nsed to danger,
that he faced it so coolly and readily ?

PPorhaps he read their curicsity in their
faeva, He amiled as he eaid:

I don’t admit that theve was any real
risk in what I did, for T knew that the
ive was nob beyond my powers.  But
even if there had been—well, I’m used to
tuking risks. One has to talke them in
e calling, I am a private detective,”

A puddy detective 1 gasped Bob,

U Not at all 1" gaid Mr, Bmale, smiling,
" On the contrars, I am considered pretty
gteily, 1 believe !

"I knew you muat be something ont
cf the ordinary,” said Frank Nugent,

“Well, T euppose a private detective
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may be s:id to Do thal, But b2 i nod
generally & much-pdmired person.”
“What gbout Sexton Biskel" de-
manded Bob, “And I'm hanged if you
don't lvsk rather like Mm, now thet I
eo1no to notice it!™
“You flatter me!"” replied M= Smele,

“I-am & far more homble individral
tlian the great Blake,™

"I suppose  you're efter some
eriminal " said Wibley, with pgreat
mterest,

“Or n Hun spy, more likely {2 re.
marked Johnny Bull,

“Meither, as it happens, I am simpiy
here for the bepefit of my health,”

i UII:I‘I

It was evident that My, Smelo's
heavers had a elight sense of disappoint-
went at that answer,

“1 heve ronted the bungalow over
thore for a short time, and wn leading
the simple life,” Smale said.

“1t would have been lots rmwore satis-
factory to uns if you had been faisly on
the track of zome scoundrel, sir,” said
Boh frankly,

8kl 1 suppose even a deleclive is
entitled to a2 holiday now and then,
Bob," HMarry Wharton laurhed.

“And Mr, Bmale may bunble upon a
Lirat-class ease by occident,” remarked
Wibloy.

“Not ab all Yikely, 1 should say,” ve-
lied the detective, " And 1 don’t want
it, cither.”

“IMave sunething to eat, sir ™ asked
Iarcy hospitably.

“No, thank von! T will oo and get
into dry clothes, ¥ think. Apd our
friend hera should have la aukle acen
to before 1t gets worse,  Fven i 1t only
needs embrocation, the sooner that's
applied the boetter™

AMr. Smale wenk, and the six juniors
looked after him with genving admnira-
tiom,

“1Te's the rmight sort ! said Tlob.

“The rightsortfulness of the ostecmed
amed honowred sahib i3 truly tevrreifie!”
pered Imky,

Ad all asreed,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Sinister Stranger !

i ELL, ves, T suppose 1t really
wad SBkinner's fanlt.™  gaid
Wibley, “But t’s furned
out all right, and T don’t sce
suy usa in makine o ciddy fuss ahount
it

“But what the merry dickens Jid you
iwo «illy idiots get Gehting in a little
ok like that for¥” ingquiced Jobony
Bull,

“*1 thoueht vou had more sense, Wily,"
ITarry aaid,

“And Bkinner more revard [or las
0N :-_:afu'-'tg_.-J" Frank added,

It wus qust before elasses next morn-
i, and Witdey was cxplaining  the
affarr to o seleel  aned  nberested
acdienee an the School Houwso steps,

Wibley was aquite himself aeain by
thia time. e had made up his mind
not to say too much™in blame of Skinner.
But to tell the story without Skinner
wonuld have heen too like plaving
“ITamlet™ with the Prince of Denmarl
left ont.
40h, hang about sense I Wibley said.
“Dan't | tell vou Skinney staried the
wlale braney? 1 happened lo run inio
him near the boathouse, so wo went
onut for o blow -

“And got it in the plural-blows™
arinned 1ob,

“Not 10 mention running into one

anothrr hard -in the  boat,”  said
Souifi.
“Wel, ihat waz Skipnor's f{ault,

After we'd got out into the Lav the silly

eed poiled oud . packed of clgaretied,
and staried to liché wp. I wasn't goicg
to atand that—"

“Quito right, Wib! Standing up in a
boat is dapgerous,” seid Tom Brown,

“Thouzh Wib scemna to hove overs
Im_:riiced the fact a bit later,"” Peter Todd
¥a14,

“(ih, choese #i! You wouldn't have
stood {6 voursclves, 1I'm not a emoky
rotter, and anybody could have spotted
us from the clilfs, 5o I got wild when
the bounder persisted. He eoblled me
names, and that made me wilder. [n
the long run, we stood up snd waded
in-—-"

“Looked more like a tumble to me,”
said Johnny Bull,

“Oh, you chapas arc asses! T mean
waded in to fight, of courso. Then the
boat tipped us out—™"

“A tip not to fight in a beat again.
Haood it, Wik ! said Peter Todd,

““And if it hadno't beon for Mr. Smele
there would have been but one of - ue
left to tell the tale™

“Tha metro’'s & bhit grores.” said
Squiff, shaking his head. *Verse min't
your strong point, Wib."”

“VYorse? What are you talking about
chump? T said that only Bkinner woul
have been left to tell the tale.”

“And Skinney sin't haif a bad hand
at telling it, when he puts his mind te
the job!” remavked Tom Brown.

Wharton had not spoken. 1Te had
been sitling on the stepe with a news-
paper in his hand. Now he eried:

“T say, you chaps, I've spotted zome-
tlhing I

“What 13
asked Bauiff,

“Fathead !
frar prison ™

“Don't matter a fat Tot to ue if (ifty
of "rm have ! growled Johnny Bull, “I
daro say they ain’t much worse than
plenty of chaps outside — Skinner,
frinstance.”

" But thiz chap’s n desperate beggar,”
sald Harry. “Ie swore when he wae
convicted that he would break out and
have revenge on the dotective who
arvested him. Looks ag if he'd keep hie
word now."

“Who wos the detective 7™ asked Tom
Brown, .

'{1; docen’t suy."”

“Then it ain't very interesting,” said
Bob, ;

“Perhaps I'm  an  ass——"" hegan

ilarry.
this axkod

YWhy
Souitf.

“Oh, dry up! I was thinking shout
that fellow Smale.”

“What of him? The high-diver, you
méan !

“¥Yes, Browney.,  Suppose he was the
detective the rotter bad got bis knife

it Your waisteont?”

A eonviet has eseaped

rugdest  doubt

inte? Ile might be, you know™
'[-I.”]EIED Imght- yon ' {.;i'qum] Jn]um}'
AXadl.

“I'm not a deteetive, ass '

“ Mo only a common or garden ene
Bob sand.

“Obhy, ring off ! T ean't help thinkine
it's poss. And Smale wouldn't exacily
he on veleek if the rotter found out thar
Lhe was staving at a seaside bunpalow
on his own,”

“It's a giddy ofi-chance, Harry,” said
Frank Nuogenbt, *XNot worth worrsing
about, if vou ask me.”

“0Oh, I'm not warrying, come fo thai!
I should say Smale would bhe a proate
good hand at iaking eare of himsoll, and
he'll probably have scen the papor
before this.”

But the Famous Five thought of that
posstbility more than ence during the
duy, and the rest of them esame to he
more ioclined to look et it in the same
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way as Wharton did, OF course, therc
were many dotectives,  Tint  Roland
Smale was a deteetive, and therefore
was in the running, anyway. :

“Let's take o stroll along the clifis
after tea,” Harry sugpgested. “We
mipht look Smale up it he'a at home,
and--er--sec that he's all right, you
know,"”

“Will you trot along, Wib?" asked
Bob Cherry. ]

“No. Dut I'll limp atong, if you like,
and if noxt Saturday week or there-
abouts will suit you for getting back,”
roplicd Wibley, with & wry grin,

“It won't,” sald Johnny  Bull
decidedly.

“Then I'll stay here.”

The Famous Five sallicd out after tea,
{ricket waa wiven the po-by for once,
which of itself showed how much Mr.
Smale had managed to arouse the
intoreat of the juniors.

A cool breeso blow off the sea, The
heat of the day before had pone.

“There's the piddy bungalow " said
Mugent. *But I don't sce Bmalo.”

“Well call and find out if he's at
home, anyway,"” answered 'Hnrri,'.

They were passing along the clifl-patl,
some little distance from the detective's
place of sajourn, )

“Hallo, halla, halle ¥ cxelaimed Bob

Cherry, “Who's the merchant lying
thera ¥

“Where *" asked Harry,

“Can’t you sec him ?” returncd Bob,
with an  index linger outstretched,
“There he is, and I'm honged if I
don't  belicve  he's watehing  the

bungalow I

E‘JEW all saw the individual who had
ottracted Bob's attention. A shabby
man lay on a little wrass Iollock, with
his face townrds the bungalow. e
could zee it and yet oot be seen from at,
for the top of the hilleck waa as cover
for him. hut- it 1s doubtiul whether the
apying notion would have eceurred to
any of them if it had not been for that

sensational  newapaper  story of the
escaped convict whe was accking  his
VOngeanoe.

But Wharton was the first to discount
any asuch idea,

batileship 1”* gasped the tramp. (Sec Chapler 6.)

“0Oh, 1it's only. some tramp
reskt, I fancy,” he said. *D
pmeious about him,"”

The shabby man seemed to have heard
their voices, He looked round sharply,
rosa, and shambled off. :

“There you are!" said Dob, “That's
no teamp, Harry! As soon as ho saw
we were on o his game he hop 1
. ‘"It does look ratheor like that,’” said
Johnny Bull.

“Lot's hurry after him and pget &
squint abt his chivvy, so that wo know
him again,” Bob suggested. =

The shabby stranger was walking
quita.slowly. But he. locked round and
saw them approaching on his track. Al
once he quickened his pace,

“We're going to see his mug, whether
he likea 1t or not!"” seid Bob deter-
minedly,

“Eyen if the mere sight of it Boors
us " aded Frank,

They all moved faster. Wow the
shabby man had his choice. e could
run, and oven then might not outpace
them—probably would net. DBub guite
mrtaillif Lhe ecould not keep ahcad of
thern without runming, 3

He appearcd to dislike the idea of
undue exertion. He slowed down to
quite & leisurely walk, and they gained
on him rapidly.

“YWas ver wantin' ter speak ter me,

taking o
othing asus-

voung gents?'' he asked, as they
came up. . .
They looked ot him cartously. He

was ill.dressed, and of stouching gait,
His
beard Iooked as if he owed it some
maonths' arecars of trimming. Dut it
wua his eves that they noliced most,
They were very shifty cvea. Never for
an inatans did they remain fixed on any

one ohjeet,

Altazether the Famous TFive econ-
sidered him a decidedly sinister-locking
[perraom,

“Wo—er— thouzht wou might have
apen the mentleman whe rents that

bungalow,” said Wharton, “Wa were
locking for him, and az vou scemed to
b watching the ploer-—

Johnny

riba.

face was brown, and his strageling.

ull's clbow nudged [arey's |

One Penny. b

The shifey oves Rashed a queer gleam
at the spraker.

“Watchin' the place be pggored!™
aaid the fellow. *[ scrpose it min't agin
the lor for a pore cove te "ave & snooze
But you Jdon't mean no “arm, I'm sare,
an' I don't doubt as vou're youny wrents
with kind ‘earts. Mobbe yoa wouldn't
mind givin' of a pore bloke a "elpan’
‘aml "

The Famous Five handed over some
small change, They did uot  feel
specially sympathetic, but thoey could
hardly refuse, after running thoe man
down in that way.

“You're reel tolfls, 20 you are!

Lummy, "tain't alten a3 I meets the ltko

of vou! I shall be able to git a bite o
suppor to-night, any’'ow ™'

Ho shambled off soain,  The Famons
Five waotched hun in silence, wnd n
gorme doubt., No one spoke till he was
out of carshot,

“Well,” snid Frank Nugoent, ®what
do your [Herlock Sholmeses make of our
friond

“1 twigeed gne thing” anid Ilarry.
“That beard of his is false,”

“ammon ! Er:mlt-d Jouhuny Dull.

“I tell you it's right! I'd bet wy last
tanner on it ! The beard was falae ! Bo
were, the oyebrows. The chap's in
disguise "

“DBlesaed if
rigrht, Harry 1"

“1 know I am, Dob.”

“Yea; but you alwavs do!" growled
the candid Johony.

“Tho rightfulness of the honoured
Wharton is proverbiully known,” sad
Inky.

¥ Also terrifie ! chimod in Bob.,

“It did strike me,"” remarked Frank,
“that although the chap dido't let out
at us, and though he cadged,- he was
furious with us for disturbing his little
game."”

“ft's as plain as a pikestaff,” growled
Johnny, “that he’s the cscaped convict,
and ’tﬁat. he's walching the bungalow
for a chance of doing Smele in " )

Johny Bull inteuded sarcasm, but it
fell quite Aat, .

“You've hit 11, old seout ™ said Jiob,

“Yog, I beliove that's the goame,™
Harry aaid, -

“The esteomed and abonrinable com-
viet is watchfully reparding the habita-
tion of the honourable Hmale in erdo
that he may in the darkfelness and
behindfulness  whaekfully  crump  the
honourable detective on his ludicrons
napper !”  said Hurree Jamset Roam
Bingh gravely.

Johnny Dull snorted.

“As you're all so jolly sure,” he
growled, 1 give in, of course. m not
a detective. I've got nothing but com.
mon senae .’ w

“And not too murh of that!"™ said
Roh. o

“There's no proof—az vet—Johnny,
said  Harry  Whurton  slowly. " Hat
there's lots of suspicious facts, That
convict chap had =worn revenge on the
detective that oabbed him.  And here,
the day after he gets away, a chap in
disguise is hanging arewnd Smale’s bun-

alow, And we know that Smale’s a
detootive 17 .

“Well, be telld us so, and 1 ht‘hv.w:.'!
that all serene. But it dorsn’t prove he's
the same ‘tec, or that this is the con-
vict, You rhaps go too fast for me.”

“Poor old Johnny ! Give lim a Fear
or two to think it over in," grinned Bob,

“Make it three years, or the duration
of the war,” suggested Frank.

“(Oh, don’t try to be funny! It's too

ainful. What do you mean to do about
it, Whartoni"

“1 don't know. Difficult o sse what
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we ran do. [Tallo, &1 .-e's Smale him-
self 1™

The Fawmous Five hurried to meet the
deteutive.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Warning !
i QOD-EVENING, my friends "

G Mr. Roland Smale greeted

them cheerfully a8 he came
up,

" Qood-evening, sir [ anawered the
Famous Five in chorus.

Tha dﬂ-li&r:hivak ;]mkad t;ers ﬁt ],?nd
cheery, He tock his @ ront his lips,
and jruf‘iﬂd a ¢loud 0? ﬂ‘laut smoke into
ihe clear air. :

“And how is the victim?!' he asked.

“ Wibley, you mean? Oh, his ankle's
pretty painful to-day, but 1t will be all
right in a :]ag or two, I guess. T say,
gir, we wanted to Epﬂai:. io you "

“Well, aren't you "

They wore, of course. But now they
all looked at one another in some doubt
as 1o how to start. Johnny Bull snorted,
23 who would say: “You can leave me
out of this, anyhow " .

1" ﬁr Jove, you all look very serious?
.ﬁn}lt ing the matteri”

“iWell, it fsn"t anything thot has hap-
ﬁm‘i&d,” said Bob, taking the bull by the

orns. _“It's what may happen, you
know. There seemns guite & lively chance
that you'll get it in the neck !

Johnny enorted again; and the other
three secmed to think Bob might have
put it beiter, . .

“Dear me! That would be painful,”
ecid Mr. Smale, with & queer soule.

“I—] mwan, we want to give you a
word of warning, sir,” said Bob.

The detective Yooked sharply st the
five juniors,

“A word of warning {”* he echoed.

“Ifaven't you peen ¢o-day's papers,
sir 7" said Franl.

“Not vet. Fa
ranch just now,
cular in them ™

“There's a convict escaped,” said
Wharton. “An  awful scoundrel, it
ecems, He threatened to have revenge
on the detective whoe arregted him. We
whonght, perhaps——" g

Mr, Bmale laughed—in o relieved kind
of way, Johnny %u]! thought,

“You fancied I mught be the detective
againgt whom he had sworn his ven-
dettz ¥ Le suid, “8et vour minds at
rest. As far as I am eware, none of my
victima—shall we say—has  sworn to
have my blood. S0 I am not the un-

fortwirale minion of law and order over
whom the danger hangs™

The Famous Five seemed almost odis.
appointed.

- " You're gumte sure, sir ! said Whar-
L,

“Quite, my friend 1" _

“Then it's jolly queer, for T ean't
help thinking the chap we saw munat be
sutne enemy of yvours, Detectives can
hardly help having lots of enemies, I
ghould think, Some awiul rotter seema
to have found eut where you are, and
staried in to spy on you.™

Now Mr, Smale smiled no longer, e
[rowned.

I really don’t follow you!™ he said
almost erossly.

“When we came along here ten
rneinited ago there was a man watching
the bungalow,” Jobuany Bull told him.

rs don't concern me
there anything parti-

“Great Beott]”  said  the  detective,
“Ix thay eorvect i ) )
“'The  eorrectfulness  1s terrifie,

hounoured sahib '

Mre, Bmale's face went pale. 'The
junicrs were surprised, Theve could be
© THE Macser LisRakY.-- No, 495,

nn doubt abgut this man's courage. Yot
he seemed alarmed at thia news,

“You must be mistaken, 1 think,” he
muttered. * What sort of man was he ¥"

“(h, an n.wt'ut-lmkinﬁ gecundrel, siv,”
rephied Bob, “He locked hike a tramp
all ever, and bad whiskers like a giddy
rook’s nest.”

“And his eyes, too!” said Harry.
“They were the shiftiest I ever saw.”

Smale’'s eassy manfer had returned to
Iim now.

““1 really think you have been worry-
ing yourselves unnecessarily,” he said.
“There are hundreds of tramps abount at
this time of the year—mnot so many aince
war broke out, it 1s true, but more than
anybody needs. The fact that I am a
detective is not sufficient ground for as-
aunuing that every Ehﬂ.bb;f stranger you
gan 13 an enemny of mine.”

The Famous Five were a trifle nettled.
It seemed to them that Mr. Bmale was
treating them like mere kids.

C“Wae don't,” eaid Bob, ** W suspect
this one, that’s all.™

“And we consider that we have good
reason for suspecting ham,"” said IMaery
quietly.

“Indeed ! And what is your reason ™

*1 think you will admit there 15 some-
thing in it " Herry replied. “The fel-
low was disguized.™

Agrin Mr. S8male looked uneasy; and
ﬂ%hmﬁ Bull noted it, if ne onc eclse

1d,

“ o wore a falee beard, and his chivey
was made up,” Bob maid,

Mr. Smele started. Then be laughe:d
huskily.

“{h, nensense!
things,” he said.

“Dash it a1} growled Johnny Buall.
“There don’t geem any roason to me
wity vou should sct wa down as donkeva.
After all, we are only warning you [or
your own good !’

“Perhaps Mr. 3male thinks we are try-
ing to spoof him,” Frank MNugent snid.

“Not at all! My dear boys, 1 am
sorry  if I appear unduly incredoelous,
But danger and T are old playfellows.
I have learned not to go meeting perils
i advance. Yet I freely admit that it
would take some of the pleasure out of
miy holiday if 1 had to spend it in dodg-
g some old and spiteful enemy. I am
still inclined to think you miust be in
errop.’s

* Well, we may be,"” said Harry curtly,

“T didn'e twiy the false face-funpus”
remarked Johnny Ball, * Dut Wharton
did, and he doesn't often go about 1ma-
gining things "

- ““Thanks, Johnny " said Harry, smil-
1Ng.

“1 promise to keep my eyes open,”
the - detective assured them, * And
thank you sincerely for your evident in-
terest in any fortunes. Dut let's drop
the subject now, and talk about cricket.
You will anderstand that a man on leave
for the benefit of his health prefers to
put behind him such matters as Lhas ™

He walked with them till they reached
Friardale Lane, and talked cricket with
evident knowledge of the game.

As thev entered ithe lane Bob
ahead. He started back.

“He's conang this way!” he said, in
vxcitement.

“Eh? Whaol”
uhruptlg’.

** Shitty Eyes—the tremp 1™

“Goed chance for you to get a nt}gint
ab the rotler, sir. You might be able to
recopnisa him,” said Johonny Bull

Again there was an expression on Mr.
Smale’s face that puzzled Johnny, It
wag 2n like fear, .fll;d yet the man was
idlisputably a herof

“T think T will turn back,” he mut.

You'vre imagining
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“0Oh, but we Lnow sou're nob aleaid,
sir—and you may not get another chanca
os good as this!" exclaimed Harry.

O courze I'm not afraid! You boys
must know I am at least no coward. Bud
I belisve in doe discretion, Let us get
behind the hedge, and let the fellow pass
without seeing us.”

There did not seem mueh in this dedge
to the Famous Five. Assuming that the
disguised tramp was an  enemy of
Hmale’s, he had obviously already
located the detective, and evasion of thiy
kind was rather futile, And if he were
not an enemy, thers wons po particulur
igasnn that they could see for avoiding
LEE T

On the other hand, Mr Smala, nith

| his experienoe, ought o know in?st.

The five juniors and the man crouched
behind the ledge and waited, The foli-

was thick, and served as quite an
cificient screen.

The shifty-eved tramp shambled close
past them, to all appearance unconscious
of their nearness, Ie way smoking a
black ¢lay pipe, and looked the wastrel
of the dusty road and the haystacrk and
the doss-houwse all over,

- Mr. Bmale gazed at him intentls, hald-
ing the hrarm-ﬁcs ever zo little apart. He
gave a low sigh of relief.

“Well, sir " sgid Harry, when Ehilty
Eves was out of earshot,

“You were mistakoen,” anid Mr. Smale.
*“Thet man is not in any way disguised.
His whiskers are a natoral, theugh
highly unbecoming, growth, You ex-
pected a scheming seoundrel, and your
exp@ét&tims mfluenced your judgnent,
1 fanecy.”

“Then vou've never seen lim before ™
asked Bob.

“ Not to my knowledge.”

“¥ou den't think he's the man you
gob sent to prison, siv 7" zaid Frank,

“X am quite sure I nevor had a hand
in sending that man to prison—though
no doubt he has deserved to go there,
and  very I.}.masihi}' has been  there,”
answered the detective, with a laugh
that rang move truly than hefore,

Somehow, thﬂﬁ' woere not guite esbis-
fied, Whartei had not lost faith in his
own eyesight, and hot one of them was
willing to admit himself g0 fanciful as
Hrhﬂﬁmale seemed to imagine them all
o .

His next words did not please them,

“1 should advise you to dismiss the
man and the whole matter from vyour
minds. Buch sensational notions are aps
to do harm to boys.”

But after that he dul his best to eharm
away the clouds that had come over their
faces, Bob Cherry was the first to re-
sume iz old sunny smile,

He ran his lingers through lis curly
hair, and said:

“I suppose we've made asses of our-
selves, more or less. The thing niay
happen to anyone. Gowl-night, sir, if
youre leaving uel”

For My, Smale had stopped.

“TI've got an iden,”  said Tarry.
“What do you cliaps say to asking Mr.
Smale to tea—a war tea—in No, 1 to-
morrow night? The grub will be limited,
gir, but the welrome won't.?

“Ripping ! said Bob, And the rest
murmured asaent.

“Thanks very muech, T arccept with
renl pleasure,” said the detective.

“HRight-ho, giv! Five o'clock =swb
you ¥
“Cerlainly. You may ddepend upom

me, and it's uncommonly good of you to
extendd an invitation fo such a dry end
matter-of -fact fogy !"

With ‘that—it might have been = hit
at their supposed over-imagivativengss,
or it might not, but it was spoken ples
santly, anyway---Mr. Bmale went.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tea With a "Tee !
(1 GIDDY detective !
A “My hat! You chaps ar

gong 1t some D

) “T  don't mind coming.
Bring my own supar, of courae,”

“*Quite impossible to leave me out,
Wharton. You sce that for yourself, I'm
aure, beinge such o reasonnble follow™

“MNico compliment, Squiff, old econt,
and 1 hate suving ° No.' DBut this 1s to

be & wery select party  indeod—even
Marky ian't petting an invite.  Just
ouraolves and Wib, that'a all.”

“lood ! sald
“Deopond on me."

“This detective chap ouzght to take
away 8 good impression of (sreyirars,
Wharton—-"

“#Ho he pught, Toddy. So ho will, geo-
inrr only us. That'sa why wo mean to
keep you and the othor giddy freaks in
the background.”

“Beven'a o erbwd in No, 11" growled

Wibley  heartily.

Johnny, “We have got more in, I
know, But Well, just ook at your
niege, Toddy ! "Tain't regesonable, you
know."

“Oh, Toddy knows Toddy'a nose all
serene ! It's like the poor—always——"

“Dh, dry up!"" yolled Peter. *1f you
want to talk abont prominent feaburcs
af tha landacape, why not got on to Bob
Choerry's foot?”

*1 shall biff anvons who geta on o my
foct—pood and Juard " said Boly looking
warlike.

“Rougl on the "tee.” grinned Tom
Brown. *“But perhaps he's used to
obataclo raceal"

“Bholl you stick them out of the win.
doar, or leave the deor open for them,
Bob!™ inguired Pict Delarey,

“Ho'd beiter sit on them !" Dolzover
major srowled,

“T'l git on the next chap who =saya
anybhing about them ! howled Bob,

“ (ant any corng, Bobi" mguired Dick
Rusaell sweetly,

“Or Bunyans?' aeked Dick Rake.
*Pilerim’s Progreas sort. you know.”

“Woll I know one thing—-I wouldn't
come to their rotten party if they nsked
me ! sniffed Stotf,

“Mar yob me !
etill more. ;

Soncop was a naturally amffy aort,

1 har deteetivea,” Skinner sabil.

“Your sort generally does!"” prowled
Johnny Dull.

“Ha, he, ha! Of course.  Jally awk-
ward for Skinney ronnipr
doeteetive,” remarkoed Ouwilvy,

“1 zay, Whartan A

“ MWothing doing. porpoise !

*0h, but reallv. it ain’t faie! Yoo
know I'm quite different from the other
fellowa, ™

“We do—wo doee!™  rveplicd Bob
cheortly,  * Moat of tho other fellowas are
deeont human boings,  Of course, there
are Snoon and Stott and Skinner: but
il noeds an excephion or two to prove o
Tule,”’

WAnd moat of them have decent
human appntiu-:;l," eald Frank Nugont.
“Yours s an clophantine one, with a
touch of boa constriptor!™

* And, not to waste time in arsument,
vou are nob coming, Bunter!™ Whorton
addod, with immense decieion,

anid Sncop, sniffing

Y But—but it's veeezaary 1 should, son
know., Meally, it is” L.
“ (vh, it's necessary, e 1T pskedd

l;r:lll.k.

“Runty meana he'll die of atarvation,
ar ohngr'in, or something if he dopan’
come,”

“Lut that docsn't muke 1t necesaary.”
Hob satd, locking puzzied. Y Who mindes
Puntor’s peoeine out of anvthing that
ain't infectious®"”

“Jlz, ha, ha!"

apainst o
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I don't wmean anything of the asort,
Pt*bl::f Todd!  Oaly an gnorant person

L] Eh ?Ff

I mean—  Of course, I have the
hizheet possible reapect for your intells
gence, TPoddy., But you do talk like a
silly fool, you know '™

“Why is it necossary, butler-tub?*
asked Johnny.

“ My ventriloguism ! replied Bunter
loftily, “Your pucst will want to be
amused, T aupposc? Tt ain't to be ex-
pected he can stand much of vour con-
veraption, Besidea, it wonld ho a
ripping dodge to make him make a giddy
ngs of himself. He, he, he”

Gently but firmly Wharton took Tan.
ter by the evar, while Bob turned wp lis
sloaves,

“Want a little exercise, Bunty 2" asked
Bob blandly.

“Y_T— Oh, don't be silly, Bob, old
maﬂ_g I am cominge, ain't I, Harey, old

* Mot on your life yon're not! And if
you call me * Harry, old pal’ ne-;uin—”

“Or mo * Bob, old chap'——"

“QOw-vow! Stop them, Toddy! You
ean fight the beasts! I'll hold your
coat !

RBut Poter Todd merely prinned.

It ain't aa if vou followa were really
the anrt to do eradit to Greyfriara,” went
on Bunter, bolieving vainly in the obtuze
depths of his fat mind that the invitation
wang only hanging fire. " You want an
aricgtocrat like me—a chap with titled
relationa. Tell you what—hetber ask me
and my pal Mauly, if no one clag——:"

“0Oh, berad! Did I hear you montion
me, Bunter?™

4 ";'L:u:j, old chap.

“ Please don't, then! You're not u pal
of mine, $'know., Speakin’ calmly an’
politely, an' all that, v'know, T wouldn't
touch you with u barge-pole !

“Don't mo back on a chum like that,
Mauly, just aa he waa trring to aquéeza
out an invike for you!" pgrowled Bunter
indienantly., * I—— Yaracorh! YWharrer
at, Cherry? Yow! Stappit, vou ailly
pas! Lereo my ear, Wharton, you cad!
Dhweyow 1™

Dunter was convineed at laat that he
waa niot to take tea In Study No. 1.
Convietion had been slow in coming to
him, bk it had come.

“Wall T think there will be enough
to o round—as lum_- Al ?‘.’nmuiﬁ 't boo
big a whale on sugzar,” aaid Bob, his eyea
roamineg over the table in that famous
apartment, & fow minotes later,

“In the aneunst feadfulness all ready-
ful*" asked IHorree Jamset Bam Sioph,

“Tha readviulores ja nueustly terrtfie,
Toky,” replicd Ilob cheenly,  “ The bnil.
fulnres of the honourable kettla will also
L terrifie—when ghe boils, of course.
Disrusting. Bister Ann, do von ace the
ludicrous and venerated pucat on the
aupust waviuloess '’

“Oh, ohuck i, Bob ! eroaned Johony
Bull. “The chap will think we are
mad. He'a just coming.”

And a minute or ao later Mr. Smale
proacnited  himsell at the deor of the
atndy. :

“voAm T too saan?” Lie inqnired.

U Mot & bit, sie! Come in!" sand Freank,

“ v jove, thia i n spread--for war-
Diime T maid tho detective, ;

I A andden doubt erosard the mind of
i ..]-r:uhl]n:l,' Bdl. !

P Thedr vieitor was quite obviously under
:fort vyt )

E O FLow was it thot e wae nof o in the
P Arms? It was hardly Jikely that private
s detectivea were  gettine  exemption,
_',jn'lgnn_l.- thetirht, They were in o very
Cdifferent position from  Seotland  Yard
men, of founrae. )

But perbaps he had been rejected on

[ waa just saying
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eronttude of ill-liealth, though that sesrcely
seemed consigtont with euch high-diving
ability as hie had displayed.

r"'hl_l‘F‘l-'l-':t}'. b was not Johony's businoess,
Ho Jﬂ;{_-qi Smale well enough; but, with-
vut being euapicions. Johnny Bull was
less rondy to ke anyone on traat, and
far less inclined to sudden enthusiasma,
than any of his chums,

“I feel like 0 Doy again, by jingo!”
anbd Mr. Smale, as he started in on tha
goond thinges provided.

“When do you go back to town, eir?”
asghed Harry Wharron, a little later,

_“I cannot say with anyvthing like cer-
tainty. I may wo to-morrow—=

& {}J"I 1

Y0 I may be here for a fortnight vot,
Y¥ou see, if T wot 0 wire from head-
quarters, I muat give up my holiday.
_*!.iftm'uzl.ﬂ, work 18 more important than
pHay.

" You're not working on any case now,
are you, &ir!" Wharton said. 1 don't
mean to be rode. of course; and wae
sha'n't be offended if you tell us wo aro
too ingoiative.

HOh, I don't mind! I recognise the
friendly feeling that prompts  your
interrat.  No, I have rothing at all in
hand at the moment.”

*I read snmething rathrr intorosting in
the paper this mornine™ Wharton ro-
rrt:n"frcjmi thonshtfully. A rotten forger

—-_—

A forger? epenlated Mr, Smale,
and  the warcanted no-exeoss-of-angar
seome, t which his atteniion waas being
wiven, fell to hiz plate with o duoll thud
Jt_l'ii%ltai*l.'mvd to sugrest s being none too
ighit.

it seomed to atartle voun, sin" said
Johinny Buil.

“Oh, no; it simaply reminded mo of a
particularly interestine case in which [
wad engagred not oo e '™

And Mr. Sniale tiok a long drink of
tea.

Harry Wherton went an with his news-
paper story,

This was a coap named Douglas
Murael,™ be snid,  “Gob off with the proe
cocida of o forgod clirgaie for ten thousand
poninids. "

“Didn't they cateh him ™ Bob asked.

“Whew! Ile was wvoing some, as
Fishy would say,” put in Frunk Nugent,
“Ten thousand is a trifle steep.™

“He's never been socn sinee, na far as
anvone knowa” Wharton eontinued.
“The notea e gpob from the bank he
changed for othera, and the numbers of
the accomd ot hadn't heen taken, it
grems, S0 he's pretty safe unless tho
police can track him.'

“Gob out of the country seme way, [
pures,” I'rank said.

“That’s not &0 caay nowadays,” Johnny
Bull replied,  *“More likely he's lying
low In town, or in some quict country
place, till the stormt has bBlown over.
What do vou think, Mr, Smale?”

“The casr iz not #o Intereating to mo oy
it appears to bo to you,” answered the
detpetive, in a bored tona.  *Forwery ia
one of the commonplaces of erime. Tha
amount in this casc makes it more eon.
thralline to the ceneral public, but not
to p detective,  Asg for eluding capture,
thera are a hondreed waxa of doing that,
One hoars of the trinmphs of the detee-
tive avatern: but when a criminal gota
away little ja said, aml the public has a
short moemory,"

*A man of that kind mnat be & fearful
seotndrel,” said Harey, * His omployers
truated  him  no end-—thet mnEm it
blacker, Tle can’t have a single redeem-
ing point, I should aay.™

“A hard ecase, no doubt,” anid Mr.
Smale indifferontly.

“Yor he appeara to bave beon a well.
sducated  man—the sork meat people
Tue Miower LisrsrY.— XNo, 495,
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weuld call 2 pentleman,” Harry went on,
too much intercsted to perceive that the
subject was valher an unconpenial one
to their gunst. * Now, I shenldn’t heve
thought it possible that a sneaking forger
vould make anyone think of him as a
pentleman '

“He muet be rotlen
Lone 1" growled Johnny. )

Mr. Bmiale was erumg]ing liis gcone, in
roekloss disremard <of all the counscls
apainmet waste. - .

“Yea, I suppose that wou e a0’ he
said al%w'ly. P Rotten to the backbone,
beyond doubt!™

His fuce had chanwed, Tt was nob ouly
Johnny who noted T..Ba_t, They all saw 1t
The ook of o man enjoying himaelf on a
holiday” well esrned had gpone; the fave
wis VOrY ecrions now.

* Perhaps you don't eave about ta'll-r:mﬁ
shop, aa one might call ity just now, siv?’
suid Frank,

Yt 1zn’t that,” the detective answered.
“Your words happened to touch a raw
rpod, that's all. 1 would rather ot ialk
ahont Douglas Maysh, I have a reason—
w sentimental one, perhaps; but the fact
iz that 1 wus up against him once, and
he beat me all aleng the line. Poerhaps
it is too thin-ekinned to feel gloomy at
being veminded of one's failures, how-
ever.”

“0h, I'm sorry, sic ! said 1darry.
“(H course, T did not know——-"

“How counld you have known? Don't
apolegize, Wharton, I beg. But yon will
understand my feelings™

“Rather, sir!”

But Johnny Bull thonght the detective
really  was  too thin-skioned. It was
searcely one of Johung's failimgs. He
=uw that Wharton was upsct becanse he
had upsct the puacst, and he considercd
Flavey rather silly ; for, to his mind, there
was no possible harm o Wharton's re-
tnarks, and nothing for a detective to
worry about in being accidentally re-
mmimded that he could not come out top
dog every time.

“T must be going,”” =aid Mr. Smale
vather suddenly.

“Oh, not yet,
Wharton. :

“Come and have a sguint at  the
sricket-ground and the gym Grst, any-
wav,” Bob added.

“Borry, but I really can't.”

“I was going to show you the giddy

to the hack-

surcly, &re?”  eaild

mysteries  of the Remove Dramatie
Clule,™  =aid Wiblev, in disappointed
tones. That was what Wibley had heen

thinking abont all the time the others
wore dizcussing the affair of Douglos
Marsh,

*Bome other time,” said Mr. Binale,
with a forced smile.

"You'd ke to sce me made up as
Fagin, i * Oliver Twist," ™ Wibley said.

“That treat must wait. I have just
remembered that T have some really im-
portant letlers to write,  Please dan't
think me discourteous

“Put you'll come egain, sie}?

“Ulertaindy ; if you'll have me !™

“Of gourse ! said Wharton heartily.
# 1 feel like kicking myself for——-"

“(h, don't mention that! 1. azsure
vou that I recognised [ully the faek that
vt had wo intentien of ruffling my
vauity !

“YWolll walk back to the bunpgalow with
ver, sir. if yon like,™ said Bob,

* I shail be telighted Lo have vour com.
oy, replicd Me, Smale.

They were glad to go with him: but it
did net appear that he had any mind to
chet in the way they liked so much. Il
brow was «till gloom g,

They Ieft the Close, and ypaszed into
Friardale Lane, and erill silence pre-
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till Bob whispered in Iarry's
lwhy should he ogain be watching the
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tramp, But if he were only & tram

“¥ou really are a bit of a prize ass, old | bungalow ¥

scout ! It's all your giddy fault, you
knaw I™

“How do you make that out, yow
chuamp ¢

“Ihdn't vou start all that piffle abont
Douglaz Marsh, or whatever the rotter's
silly name is? That's what's upset Inm,
though I'm blessed if T can gee why !V

Y1 eouldn't tell it was woing to upeet
b, could I, idiot "

“If vou boys are going to guarvel
about anything which concerns me——"

Y h, not at all, str! Wo alwavs talk
hke that toe one another, don't we,
Hayry "

The detective's tone had been quite
sharp, and Dob scrufht to get out of it the
bost way he could. And, of rcourse, it
was frue that such slight compliments as
he amed Wharton bad heen exchanging
did not count for o preat deal in the
Groyiriars Remove,

But a cloud hung over the party, and
they wore not altogether sorry when the
bungatow was reachod,

There was a stiffish breeze [ram the sca
now, with an edge to it.

“It is not of the terrifie warmfulness
hero 1 Ipky said, shivering in his
Hanmels.

*Good-night, all of you!™ said My,
Smalo.

Hea waved his hand, and passed up the
short path to the front door of the bun-
walow. The door slammed behind him
before they had fairly had time bo answer
his abrups leave-taking.

And somehow they were not ﬂxm:llia
pleased.  They might not have been will-
g to own it but the impression made
upon them by Reland Bmale that day
had scarcely been so favourable as that
produced on their fiest meeting with him,

“Do you know,” said Harry, "1 be.
lieve he saw something that we didn’t ?*

“T twigged the way he kept looking
along the cliffa!™ growled Johnoy Bull
“But I didn’t see anything there to
frighten him.”

“ Fallo, halle, halle " ecjaculated Dol
Cherry, e did see something. You're
right, Harry, if you never were before !
Look! There's a chap dodging behind
that hedge 1”

“The dodgefulness is terrifie!™ mor.
mured  Hurree  Singh. “And 1
shrewdly suspect that the estocmed chap
13 the dispusting and ludicrons merhant
with the shiftful evefulness.”

“Hats |7 snid Nugent, My, Smale
waz dead certain he was only a tramp.
Why should any tramp hang about like
thatt"

“What My, Smale said ain't hikely to
cut any ice with Shifty Eves,” remarked
Johmny Ball, “He may be a tramyp all
serene; bnk saying so don’t meke him
one '

“Let's get a bit closer and invesi-
gate,” suggested Harry.

“I'm game!" aaid Boh.

“The gameloulnese s terrifie, my
cateemed and absurd chum ! purred
Hurreo Singh.

“AMay as welli” growled Johony.

* Not mnch vse, Dub I'nk not going to
buck.” Frank =saud.

“If he ain’t a tramp, he™s jolly well
made upy, Il sny that of him ! =aid
Wiblley.

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.

A Craity Customer !
HERT ho g i

“That's Shifty Eyes, righe
viougl i
The six had drawn nearor

new, amd all hut Wibley recogmecd the
JF1all :i.ll'. S'I'Ilﬂll.'!' Wds B SUMIDD Wad @ mers

It scemed to the juniors that Mr. Smala
must be mistuken, 'Lhis man was plainly
ann enemy of the detective, waiting hLis
apportumty to do Lim somce damoge.

“ Better collar him ! growied Johnny
Bull, always in favour of going straicht
at anything., * Scoms to me it's up to us
to find out who he is.”

“What's it all about 7' asked Willey.

“Why, if we don't do something, the
rotter practically has Mr, Smale at his
merey,” said Frank., " Ile could murder
lim up there, and chock the corpse inta
the sea I

“Soands a bik like *Maria Martin in
the Red Barn,’” said Wibley. “ But ag
an explanation, if veally ain’f— ’

“J wasn't explaining, you chump !’

“He will be cazy enongh fo collar,™
snid Wharton, " He's watching us now,
aud doesn’t appear to have any notion of
sheering oft.”

“But what's the idea of collar—="

“Oh, dry up, Wib! Take a thiuking
part for once I Harey said impatiently.

“And cnough to think aboul, tog!”
murmured Wibley, to whom mere think-
ing parts made no appeal at all,

They wallked on.  Shifty Eyes leaned
arninst o grassy bank [ilbog his pipe.
His eyes were no longer upon them.
But as they enme np he locked ot them
in his peculiar way, snd touched lis cep
with & preat show of regpect.

Lk

“Evenin', young gentsiY he  sanl
affably. ;
“Chook " muttered Nugent.  “But it

won't wash, Tron't let him hluff na, you
chaps 1™

“Totter collar him without any blessed
chinwapgging ! growled Johuny Bull.

“Rather ' agroed Bob,

Hurry Wharton Desitated a moment.
Then he said:

“Right-ha! DBest grab kis arms. Yon
never know whether rotters like  this
mayn't have coneealed weapons.”

Without giving Shifty  Eyes the
slightest inkling of their mtentions they
piled in on him as one man.

Their vigour was, indeed, almost exees-
give. Shifty Eyes wenl sprawhng, his
pipe fAying one way, his stick another.
On the face of it, it was a most wanton,
unprovoked attack, and Shifty Xyes was
wo utterly tlaken by surprise that for o
moment be eonld only gasp.

Yot him T oericd Nuogont exultingly,

“You—— What's the meaning of
this?®  roared the tan  furionsly.
“Lemme goo you young hooligans !V

UMeb Jikely 1Y answered JD?HIH}' Ball.
“Yon're our prisoner, old cock |7

Mr. Shifty INyes, who had beon strug-
elind hard, suddenly ceascd to wriggle,
and chocklod.

“Wot's the game ! he asked coolly,
“T ain’t above takin' a joke, young
shavers; but there's a hinnt, yon hknow,
Wot is your bloomin® gamey™

“That's the quesrion we are gomg {o
gsk you,” Hlarry sokd

““As Tow

“What are you lamgtipe about Mr,
amale’s bungalow foe ™

“Carn't & feiler walk about on these
ore oliffs withowd bew' arsked silly ques:
tions like that @7 demanded the shably
man, his guoce eyes wandeving from onn
face to another restlesely, Y 1s there any
blocmin' law aginst in*  Fust Tve heerd
of it, if thore 15 Yve gol jost as much
right here as vou have, nah then 1™

*That's not what we're talking abonf,
Wo know jolly well that vou are watch-
ine  the detective’s  bungalow,™  suid
[Tarey. * And we want to knew why”

A Mee, iz he ' muttered Bhifty Byes,
ag if surprised,

“Yeau kuow he 15! YWon can't do us
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dJown-like that!” said Bob, “You're

here for no gpood purpose !

“That's where yow're clean arf i,
voung shaver, “for I'm ere for a very
pood purpose,” veplied Shifty Eyes, pick-
i up hilz pipe,

“*What is your purpose ¥ asked Frank.

“That's tellin’, Trot off to wour
schoolroom, kids, an® leave such thangs
to them as iz older than you, an” has
more experience. ™

“We aren't going to let rou loose ull
wo know all abont 16! said Harrr
firmly.

“Then I'm afraid you'll be gettin® into
a hit of & row with your kind teachers,”
Shifty Eyes zaid, with o certain grim
humour.,  “They won't like you bein’ out
e late, 1 should think It

It was indeed getting Jate, and call-over
had to be rememberad, But Shifty Eves
mneant more than that, What he implied
was that they mitght have to wait ull
night, and then some, as Fishy might
have said,

“Are you going to tell us?” snapped
W haoton.

They were all round him, and Bob
and Johnpy still had a erip on his armes,

“I'm gom' to tell you jest this, ay’
Teuw ean fake your change oub of 1.
it pore, utlucky tramp, "angin’ round this
‘ere locality ‘canse 1 ain't got nothink
Leiter to de. An' you're a st of inguisi-
hive pupples, wobt wants the whip good
an’ hard 1"

“It'a all lies about your being =2
amp!®  said  Beb  Chorey hotls.

“Haven't we seen yon spying on Ms.
Amade ¥

*I ain't never seen nobody of that
name w oy life; nearest I over got to it
vs Small. Dot that ain’t the same.”

s "!I-‘::_ﬁ}‘, you saw Mr. Smale ten minutes
aga
MThat's wot you say. But if von mean
‘im in the bungerlow, I've pob another
name for *im. "

“What 1"

*Ah, that makes you think a bit, do
i?  Well, get on with yer thinkin®! 1
win't goin’ to tell you any mwore, I'm
# free citizen of a free country, and 1
ait't called upon te arnser the imperent
aquestion of a pack of young jackan-
apes !

*The ehfuluess of my esteemed hands
to grabfully grasp the honourable retter
and give him the revered bumpfulness is
tervific 1 said Inky wrnth.hﬂ];,r.

“Hame here, old sport!™ suid Bob.
* But what ean we dot"”

“Wot, indeed?”’ grinned Shifty Eyes
“You'd like to be usin' the rack, or one
uf them pleasant little rememberers an’
cough-ib-uppers, 1 dare say, But that's
got unfashionable these days!”

“We can inform the police,”
Wharton quietly,

“HEIEL to the cops—eh? Well, after
all, the cops can but say, * Move hon?
And I've heerd that before 1

“Perhaps they'll know your ugly Jial
when they take that false imat'd of vours
off, though I said Bob,

MNow, for the first time, Shifty Eyes
showed real signs of perturbation,

“You're a young ijjut!”? he prowled.
*0o’s gotter false board ¥

* Let's rip hiz disguise off, yvou chaps!®
sricd Bob.  "Its not o serap of uze
arguing with tle bounder ¥*

“Good heavens ! veiled the man, az if
suddenly taken with great alarm,

He wrenehed his arm free, and pointed
out fo sea.

It waz net in human nature to vefrain
from loaking whore he pointed.

“What is it?" asked Frank Nugent,
wanmng the wide waters and
hn:-[h{u;]::_;.E et

. ttleship—e Corman battleship 1™
gazpeed Shaft E;cs. r

“0h, my hat!™

said

B

e
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“ Where?"

Every face was turned towards the zea
for a manrent; but next moment one face
of the seven turned nland,

Rhifty Eves had ghaken off the only
hands still upon him. He dodged away.
~Not a single ship of any hkind was in
sight. The gea was void of craft to the
vory horizon,

But now they understoad that Siafty
Eves had cralt, of the sea had not.

He had taken them in completely,

“Good-night, young gents!” he sang
out, running off at o speed that amazed
them,  “Done brown tlis time!  "Ave
g few more gquestions ready for our nex’

merry imcetind 1Y

He was lost to sight behind a tlaek
clomp of gorse beforo the juniors could
find their volecs.

Then Wibley zaid:

“1 dunno what yon chaps were after,
But you haven’t got it; evenr old Coker
i:;. pm:ugh of o Herlock Sholmes to twig
that 17

Which remark did not tend to make
Wibley popular.  DBut they explained o

him as they trudged back to Greylriara
And Wibley agreed ithat it was a pity
they did not got more out of Me, Shifty
Foyos for there was very evidently more
in him than they had dreamed §

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Discovery !

i HUNDERY said Peter Todd.
I Y D't vou hear 18

b was the evening of the day

after My, Smale’s visit to Groy-

friars, Several juniors were grouped on

the Boehonl House steps, secking the fresh

mir, which scemed nowhere to be bhad
that dav,

All through elass hours the lweat had
been tervibly oppressive, and it waz now
waorse than ever,

The old clims were like trees cut out of
sotething =elid, Mot a leaf  stirved
Away 1o the zouth-west heavy, bine-black
eloands loomed up,

j‘]’i‘hr.-w:’]l be a storin,™ Teter Todd
L],

One Penny 9

“Hope 3t won't come yel awhile,™
repiied I'rank Nugent,

*Why not?”

“ Bome of us are going down to the sca
for a bathe. Bay it wasu't thunder,
Toddy, there's a good chap!  Say it wus
ooly the rumble of farv-away gans—a
naval engagement out in the Channel), or
some such trifle !

“But it was thunder !

“How do vou knew?™

“How does o chu]z:- with brains and
eyes amnd ears know thnges?  Ilow do 1
know the cartl’s round?™

“ Blessed 3f T know, Toddy! Do you®™

“How do I know that you are a mily
ass?  How do I know anythingt"”

“ Do vou know anything, Toddy?™

“Tlon’t get fresh, young Nugent! Of
cougse, this storm way nol ot up Grey-

Frines !

"What's that
talking ¥

“ Amaorican.
Fishy sort,

new  langnage  you're

The real brand, 2ot the
Ever read Honry#"

“Henry who?” ashed Nuogent,
is U‘ Hl}llt‘}"."

SR
] .\. _'
,.

.
bhC ao s i1 Bk I‘.
Ir '

i

Bty Lok Ay e
%ﬂ il
AT T

Ly

““Oh, rata!  Halle, hore ure the other

chaps!  Got my towel and  things,
Bobi"

M Fair youth, I lhave, ILet's lock
shppy ! Coming, Toddy ¥

*eter Todd shook his head,

“Coming, Mauly "

“0Oh, begad, it's awlully hind of vou,
Cherry, but it would be such an awful
fag—walkin’ all that wav, ykpow !

“Loming, you threo??

But the 'ﬁhm Calonials
come, they said.

The Famous Five woent off with theie
fowels  and  buthing-costuines,  Jeavieg
Mauly in amazement at theiv cnergy.

*Toddy’s right, I think,” Nugoent said,
“There's a storm brewing,  Sull, we
tay have time for our bathe fiest 7

"Let's go round by the bungalow, and

coupld nnt

ask mmale o come a m]ﬁ and Duave a dip
with us’ suggesied arry  Wharton.
“It will only take us a fow minutes

longer i

M XNo zsign of Bhifty Eves" wud Dob

Chorry, looking round hint a3 they drew
IWE MaGrET L1sBARY — No. 495,
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near the bungalow.  “ Perhaps
bounder was only a tramp, after all

“ Jolly checky one!” growled Johnny
Bull.

“The signfulness of the honoured
Smule Sabib s alse not of the evidentful-
ness,” remarked Inky.  “Shall we make
tlic bashfulness at the door of cur absurd
amd revered friend? v

“Too modest to Lnoek ¥
rinning.
B It gwua the knockfnlness that }I!.
intended by my suggestive remark,
liecd Inky.
R U]Eri, 1 see? Thought the modesty,
was too torrilic, that's all "
“ What's that?"” snapped Johnoy.
“ What's what?" asked Harry.
“ Didu't you hear it? A cry!
it is again!"”
Mow they all heard.
“1 think the sound came from
“Zhpsh, Franky! Don’t jaw!™ |
Everybody *shushed.”  And agan 3]
strange sound fell upon their ears.

Thera

Lt

It was a cry . rage and alarm, as 1t
soomed, and it came from the direction of !
the bungalow. _

And ngn::tw Ehev knew it for the voice of |
Mr. Smale.. It sounded as though some |
ficree argument was going on, and thmr;,
detective friend had Ledén pushed almost |
to the verge of hysterica :

“ (sreat Scott!  Did you chaps hear?)
gasped Tob,  “Smale smd b wasn'E
going to bo taken!” 1 .

The Famous Five hurried forwara n
great excitenment, 1t might be butting
in whera they were not wanted, but they
did not stop to think of that,

Hendlong they dashed in throngh the
open door of the bungalow. In the little
hall they came to am abrupt halt.  The
looked at one another, hreathing hard,
and fecling rather doubtiul now,

From an open dﬂnr-'.'::.%;_l_ along the
passage came sounds of seuflling. :

“You scoundrel! It's all np! D've
got you at last!  No good resisting !

The voice was strange to them all.

“1 won't be taken ! answered Roland
Smale hoursely.

What could it mean? These were
queer words for a hunter of criminals to
b speaking!

“My hat!

PO |
Smale secms Lo be gethng it

in the neck !’ gasped Harry. *To the
resene, vou chaps!"

“Here, hold on!” .

That was Jobnny Bull, vaguely

doubtful whether a rescun was just She
right thing in the circumstances. Byt
the rest paid no heed.  They rushed in!
with such haste that there was a jam inj
the desrway.,  Jobhnny followed.,

Smale, crimson with  exertion, ]ﬁnd

caminge with perspiration, was down
i}I: s hl:ml: 1 t?m middie of the floor,
and, kneeling upon his chest, gshabby xnd
unkempt oy Cves, was Shifty Eyes!

The s=ight of the trump m‘orpuﬂ:‘umd
Johnny Bull's sernples and doubts.  They
had all made up their minds so thoroughly !
that Shifty FEyes was uwrong 'un, and |
they all regarded Smale as o friend and
a hero,

“ Help, boys ™ he panted,

They could not be deaf to that appeal.

G tallar the rotter, you chaps!™ sang
out Harry.

And he
s a start. i

The stbuation seemed clear to them, mn
spite of the doubliul words spoken by |
Sonle—word:s which sounded as if he
were resisting arrest.  But how l:'mﬂdif
that Le, when his assailant was the man |
they all believed to be the cscaped .
eonviet?

They dragged Bhifty Eyes ofl
uttered a roar of wrath,
*You young fools!

} v !
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hurled himself at Shifty Eyes

Hr;

If vou knew who !

1

P now  they had

“You're o rotten gaol-bird!" shouted
Bob.

“And yvou thought yvou hed MMr. Smale
at your nerey " added Frank.

“Let moe explain. Don't  be
idiotic ™

It waz not with the accont of shifty
Kves that the victor in the struggle spoke,
but they were too excited to notice that.

They sat on their prisoner.  Mr. Smale
jumped to his fect, gave ons glance
round, and dashed for tle open windew.
Out of the window ha leaped, and rushed
away a3z if pursued by avenging furies,

“Let me go, vou hopeless young
idiots ! roared his ememy, “Can't you
sce the fellow's cscaping 1™

'Pﬂrha;i; they ought to have tumbled
then, ut they were all—even Johnny
&6 suee that Shifty Eyes was a wrong
'un, that the bare poasibility of the teuth
never entered their heads,

“Let you go be hanged!”™ anapped
Bol, *“'We'll have that disguise off now,
and look at your chivey!"”

“I'm Locke! gasped the caphive,
writhing under them.

“You'l
that’s—"

Harry Wharton gave the beard a hard
tug, and it came away in his band with
a Jerk, cutting short Frank’s speech;
and then all five gasped in utter amaze-
ment.

For the fare revealed was the face of
Forrers Locke, the dotective!

Shifty Eves, the tramp, the supposed
cseaped convict, was Ferrors Locko!

They lensencd their grip in as much
haste as if their captive had suddenly
becomoe red-hot.

gasped

“Forrera  Locke !
faintly.

i D-‘itv only annt!" ejaculated Bob.

But Baob did 1ot mean to claim the
famous detective aa a female rolative, of
course !

=0

Harry

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
On the Wrong Track !
T—it ain't possible!™ said Fraonk
Nugent.
The weakness of that assortion
seemed to have an eoleciric effoct
upott the man whose plans they had
thwarted so innocently,
“It's nat only pﬂﬁsi{r]-?. but it's tepe!”
he snapped, jumping to his feet,  “ Do
vou yvoung idints know what you have
done by your infernal moddlesomeness?

You've roined everything !

They steod  open-mouthed,  fAabhber-
gasted, but dimly thankful that tho seeret
was in the family—that all Greylrines
wug nob there to see.  Peter Todd would
have had fair exeonss for sarenszm, The
Three Colontals would have beon justilied
in grins.  Skmner and Stolt and Sneop
and Fishy would have anecred.

U [ [—vou=—you—we

thought  vou
were a horrible criminal, Mr, Locke'"
stuttered  Harry  Wharton, 1 deep
confusion,

“You should give up thinking—it isn't
vour line, evidentiy '™ the detective
replied angrily,

He went to the window.,

“Tt iz hopelezs to follow, far T have
no tedea in which direction he went, ™ Lo
suid. A ghaatly failure. and just when
sureots seemoed cortain! You bovs have
sometling to answer for!”

The mindz of the juniors were in a
phaos. They had never seen Fervers
Locke so upset before.  DPlainly there
was reason Jor his displessure:; but even
not got the hang of
things.

Ferrers Locke was the Head's relative,
and more than once he had beon called
i when somo mystery puozzled Groy-
friaya. ]

1 be locked up very socon, i}

But what was he doing downl
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here 1o the disgutse of a tramp?  Aod
why aivould one dotoctive acck to arrest
another? It was like dog cating dog!

"We can’'t make oubk what it all
means,” said Frank Nugent blankly.

“It méans that vou have ruined all my
pluns—that you have helped in  the
escape  of  a  desperate  crimmal!”
answered Ferrevs Liocke, with unmistak-
able grimpess. “I suppose I must not
blame vou too harshly, for it is evident
that vou were completely taken in by
the raseal. Jut it 18 very regrottable;
and if vou are not too proud to take a
hint, a very homely one might be hitting.
That is—niind vour own businesa ™

“But—but we were helping Mr.
Smale, sir,” aaid Bob. in hewilderment.
“YWhe s the rascal you speak of 7

“It ean't be Mr., Smale,” said Harry.

“Bet vou it 18" growled Johnny Bull

Ferrers Locke smiled wryly.

“¥ean have helped him to some offect,”
he said,  * He has escaped me.™

“¥You—you speak as  though Mr.
Smale i3 a erimical, air,”™ said Harry.

“Emale be hanged! ‘That name ho
more belongs to the fellow than it does
to vyou. IHp i3 a eriminal, and =
desperate one !

“Gireat Beott!” gasped Dob.

“The police of Great Britain were
searching for bim. 1 had collared him.
Yo butted 0, and Oh, confound it,
the situation is maddening !

I3t Br. Smale's a detective, sir, as
you are!”

¥ Rubbizh, Wharton!
that varn. 1 suppose?™

HI—1 can't understand even mnow.”
gsaid T3ob,  “Who i3 he if he's not a
detective®”

YA forger ! snapped IMerrors Locka,

The five atood dumbfounded.,

“His real name is Dougles Maorsh.”

My hat!”

" larent pip!

“Thes 12 & knock-out !

“The kneck-outiulness ia—-"'

“lven if he's a forger he's a horn,”
said Frank MNugent. " He dived from
the cliff to rescwe old Wi, You can’t

wijjn-e that out.™

‘hey  almost  wished they ecould.
Tsacntially, their strong Iiking for Roland
Smale—who, it scemed, had no right to
that namo-—was based an that one brave
deed.  They had found him  very
pleasant, and had been wilbing to give
credence to what he told them, Dt
that one plucky act wias what made all
the difference.

And now they were told that the man
who had done 16 was the forger Marsh—
the verv person of whom they bad talked
over the fen-table. They had told
Marsh that Marah must be a fellow with
no decency in him.  And Marsh lid
agreed with their judgment, ton,

And Marah was Smale—and Swale was
Marali—and Shifty Eyes, the tramp they
had suspected of being a crominal, was
neither teamp nor crimtnal, hot Ferreea
Loclke, the deteetive!  And they handly
knew whether they stood on their heads
or Lheir heela!? ; ]

But every moment made it pluoer to
them. .

Marsh was staving abt tie DLuomgalow
'||ndq:l_r FIEE :I'I_SE.'LEHE-I:"LI TIELETHe" b ]IifI("ﬁ 'T‘I'l'r“
justice,  Terrers Locke had $racked him
down,  Anl they had bubtfed an, and
bremght to nought the detretive’s work.

Hloven now 1 feel that T con't believe
it, sir,” aaid Dob slowly.

“ L pan!™ grunted Johony Buil,

Forrers Lorke wad growimng more
amiable. He was nol by any means a
bad-tempercd man in the ordinary way.

“It's the truth, whether you believe it
or not, my friends,” he said.  “T had
proat diffienlty in tracking doewn  the
iellow., UOnse or twice T fancied T wos
on the wrong seent: bul T made sure of

——=nca

But he told you
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being right before T even applied for &
warrant.  Then, as I wus 1n the very
act of arresting Marsh, you threw your-
eelves, with youthful enthusiasm  and
wrong-headedness, into the {ray—and
AMarsh has gone 1™

*We're awfully eorry, sir!” said Hoavry
contritely,
“The sovrowiulness is terrifie, oh,

lionoared sahib ™ Huorree Singh  mur-
mured.

And the rest chimed in with other
exprossions of repref,

U Why didn’t you tell ns last night,
+it?” usked Bob reproachfully, * Burely
you knew we could be trusted ™

“ Perhaps it would have been wiser,”
the detective agreed.  “But 1 had
vensons for keeping my identity a dead
weorot, Yes, I could have trusted you
ull in so far as that I know none of you
would wilfully- have given me away.

But accidents happen : and at fifleen one
lita not attained the absolute maximum
of diseretion—as  you have given e
proof,”

It is such a pity,” Harry said. “To
I::nul-r !{Jh&t a brave chap like that should

i

“That's what gets me,” Bob chimed

¥

. It doesn’t scem possible.
“You are spparently arguing on the

mistaken lhypothesis that pluck  and
eriminal instinets  are never found
iogether,” said the detective, *“That is

as far wrong as anything can be, A
great many eriminals—most oriminals—
have courage. Some of them are even
capable of self-sacrifice—or of taking a
visk such as this man tock. A heavy
one, I grant you,”

“He didn't make it out s0," aaid
Johiny Bull, “I felt a bit doubtful
about the chap now and then. But I
et say he never swanked.”

" And he seemed such a decent chap—
& real gentleman, That may sound
gurer t0 you, Mr. Locke; but I can't
think of any other way to put it,” said
EBob.

“Rubbish! That, at least, woas merely
en the asorface. A thief may have
rourage; but no gentleman is s thief.
Thije tellow was trusted implicitly by hijs
raiployers, and robbed them of ten
thousand pounds. I dom't sup Yol
will ever see him again. But 1 shall—I
mean to have him 1"

Ferrora Locke was grimly determined.
They could not help feeling sorry for the
man they had known as Roland Smale,
criminal though-he was, A forger—but
& man brave beyond most men! For
nothing but courage could have prompted
hint to that dive from the cliff, It could
not advantage him anything.

“I must get away at once,” said the
detective. T have stood here talking
too long alveady., I hope to arrest this
man within twenty-four hours, though
he has eluded me now.™

Ferrers Locke hastily removed all
traces of his now useless disguise, and
hurried off.

The Famons Five went back to Grey-
friars with their brains in a whirl. They
had had a shock that was not easy to
recover from.

“We've been on the wrong track all
the titme,” said Harry Wharton gquietly.
“The chap we believed & detective was
8 giddy eriminal—the chap we thoughs
& vriminal was the detective ™

“1t all scems upside-down,” aaid Baob,
rubbing his curly head.

“ It ?i-:*ks me that he should turn ocut
io be s rotten forger,” Frank Nugent
remarked. *'That’s the worst. Forgery's
such a mean trick !

“Bhows you what rotters there ave
walking about locking like men,” =aid
Johumy Bull gloomily  “What with
consclentious objectors and pacifists and
profitecve and forgers, this old counftry
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r.-illjsqmn be petting down to the Hun
pvel I

“T believe yet that therd's good in
him,” said loval Bob.

“He might be shielding someone else,
u!, 5

“ Rats, Harry!™ snapped Johnny., “He
did ws down; don't ]iet."s do ourselves
down. Hallo! There's the rain!”

Ther belted, and arrived at  Grey-

‘ friura jnuzt as the rain began 1o fall m

torrents,

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
Frlends in Need ?

H¥, storm raged. The lightning
Hashed in blinding fashion.
Boom! Crash! Toom!

The thunder rolled right over-
head. and seemed to shake the whole
school to its very foundations.

The wvain vame down with tropical
violence, It hiszsed upon the window-

anes like the stream from a powerful
hose. Az the Famous Five stood look-
ing out they could see the Close illumi-
nated by the flashes till it looked as
bright as day, though night had now
fallon.

“It's too hot to last,” said Wharton.
“The Head won't think much of i
Thia kind of thing ia rough on pardens.
But 1t's making tﬁe alr & lot cooler, and
that's somethmg to be thankiul for.™

“It is not in my mind of the great
thankfulness,” said Hurres Bingh. ™ My
own honourable thankfulness 13 by ne
meana terrifie, for the warmfulness even
in toomuehfulness is to me better than
the chilfulness.”

_The lightning-flashes came again and
pain, and the roll of the thunder was
like unto great gunz booming right
overhead.

“Talk about searchlichta!”  said
Johnny Bull. * They simply ain’t in it
with this lightning. By Jove! Was
that somieone scooting across the Close?

He peered out into the darkness, whach
seemed very black
between the flashes

“You fancied 1%, old ams™
Cherry. *“Catch anyone being out in a
starm like this unless he had to be!”

* Y% Unlegs he wanted a free bathe, with-
out taking bLis clobber off,” said Frank
Nugent.

The rain hissed against the window as
furiously as ever, but the storm seemed
moving away, for the last thunder-roll
had been less divectly overhead.

Tap, tap!

“What's that?™ asked Wharton
zharply. . .

‘la. tap on the window, I thought,™

said Johnny Bull

“Must be a strand of ivy broken
lopge,” Frank raid.

“My hat! There iz iz again! And 1
can’t see any ivy,” said Harry, who was
peering out. “It's & hand—a hand tap-
ping at the window, you chaps!™

“A hand?” gasped Frank,

¥t can’t be, Harey 17

“Put it i, Johnny! Look!”

The hearts of all five beut a trifle
faster. There was something uncanmy
about thia hend which tapped upon their
window in the midst of & thur gtorm.

It had gone noew. But they waited
and watched, all a bit nervous.

Then from the darkness below tha sill
a hand caine up, and there followed the
sound of tapping upon the glass,

“Mum-my aunt!” gasped Nugent,
“Who can it bei”

“Eome ailly ass must have scrambled
up the ivy,” said Harey. YA beastly
dangerous trick in a storm, I must sav !V

* Wouldn't be a bad du-djge to open the
Eiiﬁiﬁw, I think,” said practical Johnuy

18l

in  the intervals|
said ]?-:3511

11

He slipped back the catch, and Sung
up the lower saah.

A great gust of wind blew i, and a
rush of raim came with i Harry
leaned out, and locked down.

“Wiw's there!” he asked,

“Help me! I'm slipping down !
came a voicé he did not recogniae,

But the hand shot up again, and heth
Harry and Johnny gripped fivmly, the
latter cateching the wrist.

Then another hand emerged from tha
gloom, and Bob Cherry's strong clutch
closed npon it

“That's better!” gosped the vaicr.
“IDo you think you can puoll ne up¥*

It was no easy task, and it sirained
backs and arm-sockete insthe Joing, But
a8 well as they could all five helped, aml

One Penny.

the person below was yanked uwp over
the ladge inio the study.

“Mr. Smale!™ exclaimed Hary
Wharton,

“Bhut the window! Pull down tha
blind [ said the fugitive. hoursely.

Bob tarned the key in the lock at once.
Wharton closed the window, and Hurree
Singh pulled down the blind,

Frank Nugent and Johnny DBull elomd
%azing at the socaked and drippune
igure of Roland Smale, The wnan was
panting hard and heaviiy.

“They're after me!” he eaid breath-
lessly. Locke and ¢ police! I
don't think they saw me enter; but they
know I'm somewhers in the grounde, I
haven't a moment to lose, Tlelp me,
l:n:u;.‘s. for pity's sake !

* But—but—-"
“Oh, dash it ali?
“We don’t know—"=
hey were in the gravest doubi. In
the hearta of all there - was some sympathy
for this hunted man,

But they could not dighelieve the story
Ferrers Locke hed told thenr And fo

help Smale seemed taking too big a re-
aponaibility, They had medd e,
with no good effect.

“I'm done '™ pasped Srale. Fis teeth

were clenched, and his face was drawn
ur in an agonieed wavy that was not
Emnt to gee.  “I'm done, unless yon

elp me! I had a wild, foolish hope that
vou would, in spite of anything yon may
have heard. Dut T ought not, fo have
come lere; and I suppose the only thing
for you to do is to wive me away. Shout
for help, end get it over! Not that yon
need help, really, 1 sha'n't show fight
against you."

They were all touched. Even Johnny
Bull did not feel that to decide what to
do was quite easy,

“Wait 2 moment. My, Smale,” eaid
Harry Wharton quietly, * This isn't just
ensy for ug, you knaw, For we're anarve
now that you told us—well, that von
aren't reali:g & detective. We know that
vou are——"

“A forger! A hunted crinunal i sanl
Smule huskily. *“Speak out! T'm not
worth consideration. Put, leaven
knows, I've repepled of iy crime ™

“I don't see how we can posably help
vou,” safl Johnny Bull,

“I see that,” avewered the [upitive
weartly. 1 realise now what an utter
fool I was to come here. But I didn't
know which way to turi. Then I thought
of you fellows—aa Friends; That was
absurd, of course, now that you know!?
I remembered stories you told of bors
climbing up the ivy. I took my chance.
It was never much of a chance, really.
And now I must zo to prison, I sup-

1

He buried his face in lus Tands, and
hiz shoulders shook with the dey scha of
a man tried beyoud the limit of his for-
titude,

The Famous Five lovked at him uncer-
tainly.
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“What can wo do?’ asked Harry
W harton at last. .

Smale looked up, with a new light of
hope in his eyes. -

“If vou'll enly help me to get away !
he gasped.  “Don't think the worst of
o ! '‘m a rotter—a eriminnl; hut [
gwear to you that I have repented: [
want to get away—to start afresh, to
wipe oat the past!”™ .

ile losked at the juniors, with tears
in hisg eves. :

“You think I'm lying, no doubt!™ he
continued. Y But you don't unederstand
how vour influence has helped my own
conscigner. I know now that I have been
on the wrong track. There's no joy, no
peace, for a man on the downward path
unless ho ean get rid of hiz conscicnes
ogee for all. 1ot mine 13 alive atidl. I
cauld pull mysell up again, i only 1
hail & chance. Onee convieted, I'in
branded for life. You know that, your
as vou are! Will you givo me a chance?

The pleading went home to them all,
Juhnny Bull turned his head away, and
the dusky face of Hurree Singh was un-
readable, But Ilob and Frank were look-
ing at liarry Wharton with something
very lilke an appeal in their eyee.

11;: was for Harry to speak, and he
spoke,
p""_’fuu stole o big sum from men who
yrusted you,”" he sad slowly.

*Heaven help me, I did! But T must
have been mad! [ dreamed that the
monoy would bring me all T wanted;
but in & moement, when oy schemes met
with succesa, I bhecame a broksn man,
I haven't touched the money—IE never
will! I hate it? Your words got home
on me, boya, as nothing else in my life
ever did. I was remorseful before I heard
them, but they made me realise what an
ukter cur I was, You spoke out frankly,
not knewing that the man of whom you
talked was with vou, and that made what
yvou said even more telling, 1've heard

lenty of sermons, and they left me cold.

lut I can’t explsin.  You fellows, so
straight and honeat, and I beyond the
pale—a retter through and through, ns
]i.'uu told me! I want to atone, ut ¥
:now how hard 1f 18 for you to decide ™

He broke down, and buried his face
in his handa.

“IBot—I don't hke saving 1t—but how
do we know you are telling us the truth
event now T oasked Bob,

“"Thats 1t, Bob: we can't tell!™
growlod Johnny.

If they could only have believed, then
the wiy would have been less hard.

“I'mon poor, weak fool 7 zanl Bmale
huskily. “I'm in your hands, to make
or break. I don't think any of voeg can
over come to such o paca as mine; hut
if ever you have to ask lor meerev—if
cver—  MNo! I won't gaay more! 1t
t:n't fair to you.”

HIE we ecould believe—if there was any
proci ! snid Wharton, wavering.

“YWe ean't let you clear ont, and vour
Dhese lose the meney you stole ! erawled
Johony Bull.  “That's how ‘wo stand.
It would be making ourselves accea-
BOTICE.

Bmale jumped to fis fect

“I ecan make you belicve in ne yet "
he cried.  “Why didn't I think of it
sooner 7 I ean prove to yon——"

Y There's only one thing can do it !
arowled Johnny.

“ Amd that one thing can be done! |
knew what you mean. If T have spent
the money, if I cannot preduce it, then
my whaole story 15 & lic! But my story
ia true, ns [ will give you proof, 1 have
not spent a penoy of it 1"

“Then where 18 ?" Johnny asked

biuntly. Chai
e

“Jlere, in my
“You've got 1t here®" gasped Harry,
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T

almost thunderstricken by this sudden
turn given to the situation.

“Yoes, every pound of it—in banlk-
notes

He drew z bulky wallet from hia breast-
pocket

“I want to cacape,” he said, much
more calm 1 manner now. ““Buab oot
with the plunder. I Jon't want that; I
hate the very sight of it! T will leave
it here with vou. You can hand it over
to Mr. Locke. Ile will still do all he
knows to hound me down, no doubt:
but at leagi I shall have made restitu-
tiom, and if I escape it will be something
to be able to remember thag!™

He opencd the wallet, and the Famons
Five saw therein a number of Bank of
Eogland notes of high denominations.

LU Dm glad 17 said Bob, with a lump
in ftis throat,

The simple words oxpressed the feelin
they all bad, Even when they had {:mng
to Tr:nn:.r of his crime, they had found it
mmpossible to dislike this inan, who was
so pleasant and friendly, who acemed so
elncere, who, whatever his sins, had
proven himsclf, as they held it, o heoro!

At heart he was honest—no, perhaps
tleat was too mitich to any ! Bue, at worst,
there was a wide gull between him and
the calious thief. He had fallon a vietim
to a2 mad impolse, and he had repented
it bitterly. In the cyes of the luw he
was unguestionably a criminal.  DBut in
'Edhc a:.lr{-s of t}.‘rlmm boys he was hardly that

omellow, they were sare ths
Marah wuu]ld :j:m'a-r fall ngn:itlﬂt ReHE

IE he conld but cscapme the t t
ba dead to him, 1 iy TR

But if he was captured it would be
the end of all hope. He would bear
thmug‘h. life the stigma of tho prison,

he Famous Five looked at the wallet
keeping their eves off hiz fuce. They had
never been determined to give him ujr.
Now theic impulse was to help him, if il
wWad L any way possible,

But what could they dor There were
very obvious difficeltics in the way of
sgﬁug;ilgng him cut of Greyfriars, and
difficulties scarcely loss great in the WAy
of keeping him hidden there,

The police knew lhat ne had entoced
the school gronnda. That fact did not
rnake the problem paster.

“We'll de what we can,
Wharton, And he knew that
ing he apolee the mind of ali

ap!

' Bomeone at the door!™ said Frank
Nugent in alarm.
*'The police!

the fu?—im—f:.

His facr wore n desperate, huated look
az he glanced round in search of some
place of concealment,

But there waa no such place. He pulind
himaelf togother by a gpreat offore. and
looked more the man than at any moment
gince they had hauled hime in at the win-
dow. l.-

Somoebody tapped amain,
body kicked. 4 o

“Open the door. bors,” aaid Smale
qlumlﬂj-.r- “It's all up! But, holieve me,
thet [ shall not forget vour willingness
to help. [t will be something to think
that vou had faith, little as 1 deservod
it

sald Harry
i s speak-
“ But—-*

Then some-

“TIr doesn't sound ke the police, ' satd

FPob.
fanes,
Simale '

“Who's that  hashing the door?
We've bosy .7 ealled Harry Whavion,

The handle of the door rattled.

“ No admittanee here ! Bunk ' shouted
Mogent,

“Rata!  Open the giddy door, wyou
merry idicts! 1" not going to be locked
out " sounded a cheerful voiee.

“It's Wib ! said Johnny DBull

“The police
Iieep  vour

wot L'k
poclior

kick, [
up,  Ale,
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sl course 1t s, Fou -l::lrulm[ﬂ.r 1["',.:?1;.{'.!
up? A giddy secret meeting ch?
[T - in . < r .
‘Let ham i, gaid the fugstive gquictiy,
“1 am sure Wibley would ot betray
e
P ALy only aunt-no ! answered Doh,
“Ddn't you save the boumder's hic?”
Haery turned the key in the locl, amd

Wibiey pazhel onen the deor  amd
marched in.
“Whai's the came, you chaps? Why,

great Beott ! Yyhat-—"

It was the sight of Mr. Smale that had
taken Wibley aback,

Bob quickly locked the door ayain,

" Bhusgh ! " akd Ji’J]Ithjl' Bull  warn-
ingly.  “Don't vell out like that, fat-
head !

Opei-mouthed, puzeled witesdy, Wik
ley stared.

“I'm teyving ro hide from the palies,
Wibley,” satd Mr. Swmale, with a wan

amile,

“My hat!" pasped Wibley., Dt he
came Iorward,  There wos po doubt an
Wib's mind about where his sympatlies
lay. “You saved my life, you know,
gir. Lf wonn wero gﬁill T pl'i.-tn:n it wondid
be all the same. L don't believe you'io
a wrong "nn, whoevor does !

And Wibley apoke quite simply ata
vary earncsily, (e might have expoeelod
melodrama from a born actor like Wib-
ley at guch o moment, Bot there wad
nothing of the sort,

The man wha hod reacieed him held out
his hand, and Wibley pripped it hard.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Wibley Finds a Way !
HERHY WHARTOXN explained in

ax fow words aa possible. Dt

not many words were needed for

an  intellipenco a3 keen  as
Wiblew s,

Then Wibley spoke out, _

“1'm not going fo say anvthing about
what you'vo done, sir,” he said. Dt
T just want to say thia, It doean’t make
a scrap of differonce to my feelings sbout
you. And 1I'm dead sure that you'ro
going straight in future, aa you say 17

“But in the eves of the law——'

Wibley eut him short,

“Nlow the law! Who vares abouk
that? It's justice we care abont, not the
law., You aaved my life at a big sk
No rotter would have done that 1

A stop sounded in the pazsage. Smale
looked at the deor in alarm,

“It's all rvight!" said Beb, “Ooly

“There's no time to loae, theugh.™
gaid Wibley, “The guestion 13 how lo
ot you away, sirl”

“ The window's no g ol risky, am
they might be watehing outside,” said
Wharton. _

Wibley's [ace suddenly  brighteaed.

Wibley's was not a very handsome fnce,
bat it was a wondscbully expressive one,

I'm trapped!” pasped | Sguiff-—I krow his step.”

gno risky, and

and they all felt sure tamt he had
thought out o dodge,
#“Iiallp, halle, hallo! A wherze,
Wib?" said Dob. o
“ A grunming wheese, my infanial

auid Wibley gravely.  “We'll get Ar.
Smale out, and then hang up the polica
till he's had a chance to clear’”

“1 do not aoe- ="

“That doesn't matter, Mr. Smale. T
do! It will rfake a quurter of an hour
or so ta do. though, and every blessed
migute you chapa keep oo arguing 15
timo  wasted ! Don't you know well
onough that what T say I do?”

“Yeos: but what's the merey wheeze !

¢ The whoezefulness is doubtless great,

but—"" g
“Can't be done, Inky! TYou cun
speak your pioce when the thing's

through ! Bol: said.



Every Monday.

E"ié%w then, Wik growled Jolnny
nik, :
“What’s the matter with shovin
han beto a master's gownt? demando
Wibley, with the air of ono who zels
gribicizin at defiance. “Thot will boe 2
solly eoinplele disgpuise, and ho oan walk
vizhp past the giddy sleuths without
sl amelling cven o meouse! They'il
raver dreesm of the man they've cider
Letng in a master’s goan.”

il hote, Wib ! eaid Tlawry.

“The tepholefulness of the respected

Y Terrife !
Eob,

“It's o tickhish business, Do you
think you can manage 169" said the
foreitive doubtinlly,

“[ don't think--I know ! And there's
ninre in it than that,” said Wikley chear-
fully., “Pll make up 85 vou, Mr, Emals,
and wou het Ul lead Locke and his
nicrry men a rave old daoee! And
weanwhile, vou can skip off- scc ¥

“I could hug vou, Wib!" smd Beb
frrvently.

“No, thanks! Too much of
grizely about vou, old =cont!”

“Bot I can =ce ne hope in soch 2
scheme  as  this,”  said  MMr, Smale
anxionsly, " Actors ight carey ot
through; but yon are not actors. You
have not the necessary——"

SO the wickel, sic ! sawd Bab.

“Wik's simply a wonderful actor.
There's nothing he can® do in that
Line,” lTarry added,

“Thanka for  that
Wharton! T'll remember
said,

*Thougl he's no sort of use at any
ihing else. Derhaps he'd better remem-
lLier that, too, so that he won't be want-
ing a1 bigger sive in hats,” =sid Frauk
MNugent.

“Wib can spoof the uhale blessed
erhonl with hizs wigs and bie grease
parints,” Bob eaid.

“And if I can't spoof Mr. Locke and
his little lot on a dark mght hike this,
'l retive from the profesh!” snorted
W ihley.

Mr. Smale began fo look much more

Ly up, Inky !’ snapped

{he

testimonial,
it Wibley

fopeful, s :
“1'Il soom  show yeouw, sl saud
Wihley, *1 sha'n't be half a tick

fraching the props. Let me out, Bob,
aidd lock the door sfter me™

He was back in a very brief epace with
bis makeup bex and a bundle of cloth.
inz, and he began operations almost
before the door was shut.

For a minufe or 36 he sat at the table,
caging upon My, Bmale’s foce. The
onlonkers knew that this was all part
of Wildey's waw, Then his own face

secied to change, 1t was o very maohile
fecr, aind the manner in which he conld
iwhe on the appearance of ancthoer

prerson quite unhike himy was a standing
winitler o Greyfrianns.

Fven before boe bad begum to apply
thee orease-puint he had besun to look
ke the man he meant to represent. A
few tomehesz, and the resemblanee grew

sroniger, e put on o collar aml e
ey mmug{a like Bmule’s,  and
steil g,

“Tt's really wmorvellous Y suid  the

Fregative,

“Ripping 1" sald Tob.

“you il de, Wik D' added Wharton.

“{ite an casy one,” said Wibley
caspnlly, “Ferrers  Locke  wounldn't
hoow e from Mre, Smale at five yvords,
ol I don’t mean to let him get as near
vs that if ik ean be helped. Xow ko=
stdrt on vouw, sir,”

A pair of side-whiskors, a wig, and
{zlvn ovebrows made a lot of difterenee
io the foee of My, Bmale. A mere toneh
of grease.paint was neccseary.,  Wlhen
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he lcoked in the glozs Ke did not hnew
himsetf.

“pon my word! 1 hovdly koow
what to say 2™ 5 5

“Don't say I, thea, iz, 8lip 4oz
gown on, and then seoct. The mor oo

oi'ra eleer T ehow myeel, and lead

ke o pretly dance, 1 Ernnusc wou b

Bioh Cherry glanced at his watch.

“ily bat, you'll have to bo af Friar-
dale Btation in less than fwenly minutes
if vou're o cateh the Londen ecxpress,
gir, gnd I sappose that's the gquickoess
way to get eloar.”

“Yes; 1 must
axpress,”

“Then P go out wich you, to sre you
safe,” Dol voluntecved, _

SBmaele toned to the rest,. Hiz eyes
wore moist, and his voice was husky as
he said:

“F dow'i know how to thank yom ajl!
You have troated me far better thanm 1
deserve. Bot 1 will repay if ever the
chanoe offers, and you iy Lotieve thit
I have lcarned my losson.” .

They would not interrupt him; but
there wins no timo to spare for talk.
Thay gripped hands with him warmiy,

Then, with Bob Cherry by his side, he
wall:ed out into the passage. Bobs
heart beat fast, but it was net of his aown
risk he thought. o

They emerpged into the apen air with-
out seeing or being seen by apvone, 1E
wae &orape b of lwck, bul 1t was 09
miuch to expect it Lo Tast.

“The rain had ceased now., The sturs
were  shining bripghtly,  After  the
thunderstoriu the air was fresh and cool
Graale’s heart was fall of hope.

Two men ztood near the gates..
Foryers Locke and the police-inspector
from Courtfield,

e

irv to catch the

=

Bob's heart did mnot faill lnm. Ile
preseed Emale’s arm warningly.,
“It's jolly after the szlorm, st jt. |

a3

gir P he said, Ilis voire sonnded quocr |
and Fforeed ta himself; but that must |
have been imagination, for neither, of
the wailing men noticed anytinng wrong
with it.

“Yea," the Iugitive vepbod, “"There
1z & wonderful fecling of relief after the
passage of such o sform as this”

Hias voice did not shake, Tle was
plaging up well, koowing how mmwl
hung upon hiz cooluess and thet of the
plucky junier by his =ide.

They passed. What did Ferrers Locke
snd the inspecior sce?  Himply a boy
going oub of gates with a master. Theve
was nothing in that ro causc suspicton.

“Our man must be hiding somewhere
on the school premises, inspector,” said
Forrers Locke, A thorough seaveh
nmst be made”

The two who had just passed wud
hicard that. ;

“TInzt n time, =i whispered Bobh
“This 1z where ofd Wil comos 0™

“Ie will do his best, 1 know™
answered My, Bmale. " And that it wall
be o good best T am very sure, Chery,
vau have been more than plucky, aud
ﬂmrv I.I:1:rm aood to me ! L don't know

ﬂ".'._—.
“Oh, rafs ! Youll lose the train if we

| Wiith as o humoreus proposition,
¢ hed never guite realised that, and woull

aw, sip 7

Thev hurried to Friavdale, and were
jnst an time,  The train sieamed oud,
bearing My, Smale with il

Bob lost uo time in setbine bark to |
Grevfriars., He felt guite happy, and
had ne deulis concorning whaet he had
done.

That the fugitive’'s repentance was
aineere e had ne dewnhl whaiever,  And
he was making anwads,  Nat a penny
of ihe stalen monsy was beine earvied
off by him. iz evime had broueht bhim
Lo predit - nathing bhut misery.

The Famons: Five amd Wibley were
drfving the law, DBut Bob could ot feel

One Penny. 13

thre they were acling  against the
intorcats of justice, )

They wore risking o good deal. I3
was not likely that cither Mr. Quelch =7
the Hend would see matters from theiy
point of view, and it was quite ecrisii
the police wanld not.

Put Pob tool the rvisk Fghtle, and ha
keew fhat Jus ehums feaved it no jaove
than he did,

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
The Chase !

ﬂuﬁ'ﬁ.cE Ei}]{ ER ‘-."l'hl.".l.‘] ] I:.I ;ﬁ
H furons :f;utﬂr-{:j'cle_ inkn 1
Clpge, and pushed W across 1w

the hicreleched. .

Coker waa growling. Ie had ot
caught in the storm, and was verv wel
indeed. Coker had na relish for getimg
web, Resides, it wns exasperating in the
axtremo to save up one’s small supply of
peteol so long, and then ran nfo o
thuoderstorm the frst time one weed it

“ Rattenn ] T'm bally well soaked I he
sirorted.

Even Coker knew enongh to be anwive
that thundevstorma are no respeclers of
norsons, But be hod o vague fecling thas
this particnlar thunderstorm  had gone
ont of its way to be rude to him,

o disgruntled waz Coker that he
wonld not wait to put his bike into the
shed, He leaned it op against the wall,
and stamped his muddy way into lhe
School House.

Nuogent was in ihe entrance-hall, He
was mere or less on scont duty.,  The
fellowa Bab had left behind were nutr-
rally very suxious. They could not all
ro down and wait; but Frank wax the
mosk nervonts and excitable of the four,
and the sthers wore glad that he <houkl

L+

gﬂu ont had seen Ferrers Locke, s
that had not served to make him less
nervous,  But the sight of Coker some-
how did lam goad. People had & f}lil"Fr
way of taking the mighty Coker 12 i bies
loker

not have nnderstond it if lie had.

“Hallo! Had a epill, Coker™ ashol
Frank, i
“Na. ot canght in  that rotlen

storm," prowled Caoker. ‘

He pazsed on. Frank locked out jnte
the Close, and saw Coker's bike il
there, with its lamps bu rmnE_

Tt was very rareless of Coker fo legre
it ke thut. DBut it was not of Coker’s
carclessness Frank thought,
d’l‘lae sight of the ke geve lum a great
iden.

He seooted at top specd for XNao 1
Study. .

There he Twrrst in like A emall wirl
wind.

“ Great Seott T What's the matter ¥ 1as
lie been caught '™ asked Wharton, elutel-
ing lim by the arnu.

“He's clear off, I think,” Frank re-
ied. EWe've done them oil el

ke and the inspector were in the
(ozer lmt if they'd drepped on them
we should have known before vow ™

“Good egg ™ auid Jolmny Bull,

“Tve ot a great wheezge—a preeat
wheess ! Frank crvied, ** Cokes's left Lis
motor-bike down an the Close—lamps
burning, too. There's jour  chasnce,

L Wikt

“ My hat, that's a dodge I'* snted Juhony

LR

“T'm oon ! eried Wilbler, “In the
Close, did  yon sav, XNugent?  llvre
woes 1

ITe too® o Onal ook at himeelf ia tha
gh’la:‘:s.

“It*'s  all  right,” said  Wharfen,
“ Plessed af T ::inn!du’t talie vou for

Sumle if 1 didu’t know who ;‘rﬂu werg 1
“1 guess it will do,”” Wibley royhbied,
THe MaGrET LIBRARY.—~No. 435,
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“You chaps eut along, and clear the
way. Then I'll steal out in a villainous
and suspicious manner that will be sure
to make Locke think me a desperate
eriminal,  You're sure the Jigger's n
going order, Nugoent ?"'

Y (h, quite positive !

Harry and tho rect went ahead, Wib-
ley fnllowed, and reached the entrance-
hali without being acen by anyvome but
Bunter, who blinked at him, but said
nothing.

Harry dodged back.

“ Loeok sharp, Wib!"™ ho saud. © Locke’s
standing right out in the nuddle of the
Close, "with Quelchy, and thoy're talkin
over the matter of having the scho
gearched, I'm sure. It's a fine chance,
And if there's any dangor of your getting
copped, you can rely upon us to make a
EOTEeOUs mIxX-up that will let vou clear
out.”"

* Lonok out® Oll Coker's coming down-
atnira !" Frank Nugent warned them.

Wibley bolted. He stepped out into
the Close, and moved stealthily along by
tha wall in the direction of the motor-
Like. ‘I'be stealth was meant to attract
attontion.  But it dido't atiract any,
Ferrers Looke and Mr. Queleh went on
talking, and neither notierd Wibley,

S0 the sohoolboy actor  purposely
S;t.utubiad, atnd the detective looked round
tlreia,

And as he reached thae bike Wibley
tnok care to let his face Dbe visible in
the rays of the head-tight,

“Thero he is 1" eried Locke., ** Quick,
msnector, or he'll be off 1"

Wibley gave the machine a Lrizk push,
snd Bhe engive began to fire at once
It did not always Lehave like that with
Loker.

1*&]3. pop, pop!

“Well, of all the cheek!™ haoted
Coker. * Stop him! That's my bike '™

Wibley wns now sailing at a good pace
towards the gates.

* Btop him, Gosling 1" chouted Ferrers
Locke. “By Jove, he'll be escaping
from under our very noscs!”

Ciosling, stamding at the gates, looked
uncertainly at the mstor-bilks sweeping
down upon him. Gosling conld net guite
see himself E}'!unging inta the brench in
the fashion demanded of him.

“What I =avs is there "sre——""

“8Btop him, you utter fool I” roared
Locke.

“Whieh I ain't fool enongh For that
job ! An', mereover, T ain't a policoman,
an 'nover wasn't. My heve!”

Goshing had had a narrow escape of
stopping the motor-bike, in spite of his
determination to do nothing of the sork.
At least, so it seemed to {Ermtin;;, Lt
Wibley koew better. He bhad purposely
sieored within an ineh or two of the
orter. Tt was the surest wav lo make
um too frightened to do anything,

_ Ints the gloom vanished Wibley, leavy-
ing Gosling starving

“You barmy old 1diet '™ howled Cokeor.
“That's mx bitke hwe's bolted with '™

“The ownership of the machine i3 a
small matter!” snapped Ferrers Locke.
“That man 15 a desperate criminal,
Which way did he go, Gosling*  Quick,
man "

UMy heve! T that weren't botl 1_'I|t|:u
an’ the mididle of a narrow aqueak for
me ! An' me expected to stop & raviog.
tearing thing like that there! Wop [
gavs is this 'erg——"

“ Btop yvour maundezing !
man "

“Down towards the willage.
T savs Is 2

“That’a enongh! The anly chance iz
ko pursne in my ear. It's a lucky chance

Which waxy,

Dut wot

I have 1t hore.''

_ ®8hall T come with you?"” asked the
msnector.

“Detter remain heres, I think, Mr,
Grimes, Thia may be enly a ruse. The
fellow may return on his tracks.”

Locke ran o his car, and starfed the
cngine,

“Can we come with you, sir?" asked
Harry Wharton eagerly. " We might be
Ffiﬂtnlr'.ne use, vou know, if he shows
iphit.

It was a bold stroke. They wanted Lo
b in ot the death; but the rest had not
thuught of this. It was very much like
running with the hare and hanting with
the hounds !

They huong uvpon Ferrers  Locke's
AnNSWer,

“Jump in tf you like I anapped the
detective, “Dut don't meddle unless

you're asked to, You've done enough of
that already ™

They jumped in at once, grinning in
the darkncss, In spite of their anxiety,
the whole affair was very much of a joke
to them now. Buat it was no joke to
Ferrors Locke.

VW hir !

The engine raced for a second. Locke
threw in the clutch. The car glided off.
They were hot on the track of Douglas
Marsh, the forger—or, to be more acou-
rate, on tha track of William Wibley, of
the Hemove, his impersonator !

A Surprise for Locke !
\%%

atyle, Lorks was sure to chase
sard to himself. “It won't do to rou
a3 anything on the pictures ™
look upon Douglas Marsh as renlly a
Locke, that was wholly swallowad up in
did net think about s anger as a thang
naw, and the sky was clear and bright.

“SBilly azeen! Why the merry dickens
Once more he he looked roupd.
head-lights of Locke's car,

' beging to
great pace. Wibley was not. I+ drew
iliumination the motor-hike showed up
T.ocke,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
IBLEY waa gquite enjoying him.
self. Hiz escape had been made
with suceesa, and in dramabie
him, he knew. e had seen the detec
tive's ear oulside the rates,

“T'd better ease down a bit,” Wibley
right away from him, or to let him lose
me. ot if he keeps on the track the
end of the chaze cught to he as exciting

About the fact that he was helping a
eriminal to gscape justice Wibley thought
little, if at all. Least of them all did e
criininal—and that was natural enough,
seeing what the man had done for him.

As for any fear of the wrath of Ferrora
satisfaction with the dramatic part Lo
was plaving.  The detective would lw
very angry, of course; but Wikley simply
of any importance,

bHe popped along at a steady pace on
the Courthield road. The storin was over

Every now and then Wibley took 2
glance round, DBut for some time he saw
no sien of puranit
don't they come?  Srrikes me Ferrera
Locks is o bit overrated as a detective ™

“Oh, good cee! There they are!™

Two points of light had swept round a
bend.  Wibley felt sure they were the

“Thia iz where the band
plav 1™ sud Wibley,

The motor-car was travelling at a
up on him swiltly, When 1t was {aicly
close, Fevrers Locke switehed on the full
head.light.  In the great beam of the
lainly, Wibley turned round ao that his
aee might be seen.

“ I the King's nameo ! Siop!" shouted

But Wibley did net intend that the
chase should end so soon, or so tamely.
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The motor-bike leapt forward again on
the full spesd.

Faorrers Locke set his teeth, The odda
were with him, and he had no intention
of letting his man escapo. His eves
glinted with the light of the chase, and
thers was a look of prim satisfaciion on
his face.

The road was straight and cmpty.
Coker’a bike flew as it had never flown
before. The engine chug-chugged away
merrily. Wibley Jfelt that he could con-
scientmuﬂi.ﬂ praise the bike to its owner—
though whethor that would please the
lordly Coker was guite an¢ther mattor.

And the car flew, too. The junioras fels
tho wind of its going sweep their faces,
and come near to blowing off their hair.

Again Locke shouted to the cyclist to
stop. )

“Catelr me f you can, my tulip!™
velled Willey, almost too excited now to
remember oven such important things as
thie dramatic proprieties, Smale would
-so*-;n_ru:aly have called Ferrers Locks hia
tulip.

“Me hat! This is worth giddy quids !’
yelled Johnny Buell in ITarry’s ear. And
so thought they all.

“The game's up ! Stop, in the King'a
name ! Locke shonted again.

But the game was not yet up—unless
Locke was prepared to do a thing he
vary naturally shrank from.  Whils
Wibloy kept dead ahead the speed of the
car was limitea by his speed. Lockae
conld not open up his engine forthere
without running tha fugitive down.

At last the detective's chance came.
A broad streteh of grass hy the roadside
gave him it,  Ho sent the car forward
on the full -'!Et‘:l."t‘i, sworved deftly en to
the grass, and shot past Wibley.

“ Mum—muni—my hat!  What's ba
domge?" praaped Frank Nugent, halding
on with both hands. Hurree Singh ouly
just mussed being jolted out.

The ear swerved back on to the roml in
front of the motor-cycle. With a grind-
g wiar the brakes were elapped on.
Tt was no time to be thinking about
damage to tyres,

The car stopped dead. Locke jumped
out, and barred the road belidnd 15, 1la
stood with legs straddled, coolly feviting
il f‘llgiti\‘l:'- to run him down=—ii he
dared ! Tt needed nerve, as the watchers
renltsed. But it would have needsd a
g deal of nerve—and callowsness—to
aceephb the invitation, as Locke no doubs
reckons],  And it would not necessarily
liave meant getting past, cithor !

Douglos Marsh would havdly have at-
tempted 1t Wibley, of course, npever
even thought of doing so.

- He slowed his machine down, awd
qumped feom it

“You've got me, Mr, Locke ™ he said,

“That's so. And T should adviae you
to make no resistance,” answered the de.
patad AR LN

“Ha, ha, ba!" roared the supposcd
desperate coinmnal,

The laugh was echood by those in the
CAT.

Ferrers Locke was amared and angry.

“ITave vou gene mad?” he snapped.
P

Wibley whipped off his disguize,

“You've gob the wrong chap, s:ir, that's
all,™ he said eoolly,  “I'm nnt M,
Smate. 'y Wibley of the Roemeve 1

"Ry Jove, this passea all bhonnds!
Have T been decetved by a delibernts
imposture . And are all of you i this?
Yonu survely cannot approciate the serious-
ness of your position! Unless yon can
give moe somoe satisfactory cxpilanabion—
and that secms zearcely possible—Te—- x

“Tinok here, siv! We knew vou'd be

(Continued on page 15.)
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angry,” said Harry Wharton, stepping
forward, *“Bnt Mr. Smalae come to us
for help. He counted on us as friénds,
and we could not refuze him. I suppose
vou would call him a criminal. Dut we
don't. Anyway, we kelped him, and he's
clear away by now, and if there’s going
10 be trouble about it, we've got to face
the isic, that's alk!” .

“ Do you imagine that an imposition or
a birching will set you clear 7" snapped
Tocke. **This s a matter for the law to
deal with, I am sorey, for T recognize
that yon have been betrayed by your own
zenerous feelings, But the man must
wve deceived you completely, and it
daoes not say much for your common-sense
that he should have been able to do so.
Veou have aded him te get off with hia
plunder, He had ten thouvsand pounds of
stolen money 1Y

“He had, sir,” replied Wharton
guietly, " Bul he has not now 1V

“What do vou mean, Wharton ¥

“1 have ie.”

“What! Do vou understand what you
are savuaE ¥

“1 think sa, sir.
See for yourself 1Y

And Harey banded over the bulky

willet,

Fervers Locke looked almost dazed.
iz cxperiences  had been many  and
varions: but nothing at all like this had
ever happemed to him before,

“What trickery is this®?  he asked
sinwly.  And he turned the wallet about
i his hands, as if unwilling to apen it
nrul put the matbor to the test of sight.

“There's no tnckery, sic!” Johnny
Bull vepled stardily. *That ain’t our
i, We shooldie't bave helped him if
b hadn's mnde 1t plain 1o us that he was
seery for what he had done, and wanted
o wave the money baek.™

“MThat'= 61" sard Frank earorly.
“Nou'd have believed him yonreclf, Mr.
J[_.-{JE'!-:EM i Yon couldn’t have helpod be-
TS T

“The repentfaleess was great, honoured
sahtl,”™ sand Hurree Singh softly,

“T should have hélped him, anywarv,
if Il had the chence,” sxid Wibley
haldly,  *Ile saved my life, T'm onot
such o cur as to go back on the man who
dud that, T showeld hope '

Ferrers Liocke looked from one to the
other.  Fach met his angey gaze fear-
lozs v,

Anyway, here 1t 15

1t was wromg, morally, whatever the law
inighb say about i,

Gradually the anger faded out of the
dotective’s  fues, They  wore  not
strangers to hon, He koew aod Lked
them all.

“Tell me the story, Wharton,” he said,
“Bob wait ! Cherry iz not with vou, I
suppose he——  Oh, what a fool I have
been ! It was he whom T allowed to pass,

suprrcitng nothing; and, of course, the |

et willy lom was Marsh himeelf 15

“That's right, =r,” szl
praveiv,  “Dob oand Wibley took the
Liisrprost resdess Toat, maindd von, we're all in
i o5 mnch az thev are '™

S Mever mimd that now,  Faxplain how
Lhis money came inbe vour hands, ™

Harey told the whole story,  1liz ac
eotiel of 1t was so clear amd coneise phat
the oetective dul not stop b to asle o
sinele questions, and his choms folt e
there was nething to add, and o keps

stlonee, thoogl il was pel casy o dnl
that.
“ Yot have o acted  foolishle™  =pidd

Poerrers Tancke, valbiine hes ehin thoogebe. o

foliv, aud =till frowmmge. * Very fnals

sl ! Al ver, T osgeree with yon that

tiwe s st lave repentedd, ITe hins

given prool of repentanee,  But the Law
'y

; What they had dore they had |
tlone s nothing wonld persuade ther that ©

avey i
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“Wao're nob the law, sir I'" =aid sturdy
Johnny Bull,

“And he waz our [riend,” added
Frank.
“ He saved my life,” Wibley said.

“And he weuld bave been ruined for
life #f he'd had to go to prison,”™ Harry
chimed in. )

“The sorrowfulness to have deceived
you takeinfully 18 great, oh, Lochke
sahib ! Our respectfulness for you is of
the first waterfulness. Bat——"

“Enough! I don’t quite know hew I
shall set matters straight with the police,
but I will do my best for you, and—— Oh,
confound it, do you want me to admit
that T am glad the follow has cscaped ¥V

“He'll go straight from now, I'm sure,
gir,” Harry said.

" Let ua hope so,  He has my good
wishes," Ferrers Locke said, as he trans-
ferred the wallet o hie poclet,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Soldier of the King !
i EDCLYFTFTE to«day," said Harey

R Wharton checrfully.

“And it's up to Inky o
do half a dozen hat-fricks”
added Taob Cherry.

“I0 T wore the csteemed and ludierous
Kippe. amd hat-tricks were {ive-pounders
ful notes, undonbtfnlly--—"

Fishvr T, Fish come up,

* You galoots scon him " he asked.

The IFamous Five locked round the
e,

“1f it'e Bunter, we've seon part of
im.” replicd the humovous Bob, “You
ean’t expect o chap to walle all round
that belore dinnes,”

“ e oa trille more {'x'['J-H-;_:J'I;.. I"is.h:-r," gr el
Whartoe.

“1 powees there’s o visitor here that
sontve sren bofore,” answered Fish,

“1 Rivdder calenlate,”™ Frank Nugens
spacl, “thiat a thick car might help voul™
UHlere goes ™ growled Johinny Ball,

“"Yeup!  Lemme alone, Bull, you var-
mint ! It's Ferrors Locke !

A fortmght had passed since Dounglas
Marsh had made his escape by the aid of
the Famous Five and Wibiey, The de-
boective had lefb Gl‘l’.‘}rfrlalrf the next tay,
and not a word had come from him
ainee,

mar had  anvthing  been heard
“Roland Smale,”

Now Fishy had come to them onder
the clins o bell them that the detective
had reappeared.

“Wherr 12 he 17 asked Tob.

“1 gurss I aint
keeper,” replind Fich sallendy.
chaps don't bhehave nioe. Youtre Lilke
Bowery speeimiens,  Ror'lar toughs M

Amwl Feher T. Fish vamooscd the
ranch, not wishiol of eloser contact heinge
| eetablizheed heftween his ear and the st of
Cdohony Bull,

' The Famouws Five ran against Ferrers
| Locke in the ertrance-hall, and he held
ot his hand to them with a very Fricndly
srnile upon hes face,

“It's pax, then,
Wik,

“Oh, I thonght wou quite understood
that bhofore T Jeft 7

“Well, vy vonr must have Felt preity

e, Frank sanl. “We wore soiry for
that, heeanse we've alwavs thought a
heap nf yon, wonr know.™
P Hear, hear I mormnred the rest,
: WL Ui erlid of that, I ojust want
R E fedl won now lhnl__".'-_llt e for ] gt
i 1":|f-:l.' El.hf'llit :';.'f“ila' FI'II':"'Illi T flll"_l’_"i"l'.‘*
f

af

Y on

Mr, Locke?" said

“Phen’t call b that, sir 1" sanl Whar.
ton, S ITe’s o Tedewd right cnongh;
Lot we slonct think of hine as 6 forger,™

A will sy Marsh, then”
| L Hlave vou beard, anstlung wbout bim,
eir " asked Dob,

the nugwomp's |
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“No, He hag completely diseppeared.
But what I mean iz that the case has
been dropped. His former employers
acted in tho most gencrons manner.
Curiously enough, they appear to take
much tho same view of his conduct as
vou cdo,”

“Clan't seo that it's curious, cither !
growled Johnny DBull.

“They know him,"” Frank added
“Bo do we., Yon don't, sir.”

“But I have known many criminale,
and I have little bolief in the real ropent-
ance of the hunted man, as a rule. This
i5 an exception. The man’a employers
made the most nrgent representations o
the authorities to drop the case, and it
has been dropped. I am not sure thac
they would net take him back. The
fellow must have had a good deal in him
tor canse liking and troet,”

“They'd do right, too,” said Johnny
Bull, Y Look here, zir. I was the only
one of us who wasn't satisfied about him.
But now T'd trust him with every penng
I had in the world t®

1 wouldn't ndvise that, even now,™
Ferrore Locke replicd, shaking his heud.
“Bul the rsk i remote. Youw are never
Elely to see March again.™

There, however, Feorrers liocke
wrang !

Ile was taking a bried spell off duoty,
ancl the Memove team wore dolightedd
wlten he consenied to comoe with them to
Kedelyfe,

A merry party started out from Grey-
frinre after an early dinner,

As they left the station at RedelefTa
they Tound a oroewd eathered. ]'ml::iri{t:a
alicited the fact that o battalion quartered
in the town was about do procoed by rail
tes * Somewhere b lngland " for further
trainimg.

They waitrd to see the mareh past.

The slrains of a band plaving * The
Girl T Fefe Bohind Me,” and the sound of
many  feet brampicg in unisan wepe
heard, and the 3ed Clavshires muarched
past.

Iob f.'hﬂ‘t’f'}' rangi'.:t II; I'ry Wharton by
the arn.

* Lol 1™ he oried,

“Where? (Oh, I see!™

“IWho iz 7?7 axked Praok,

”_ﬂlr what?™  dpqquived Johnny Dull,
Fazinge iroiml,

“The lookfuluess is terrific, but the sen-
fulnres 18——"

“That chap on this side, third file from
the big sergeant with the raspberry-
colonred face [

1y jinga. it's Bmale !V

“My hat!"

“HOh, good e !

“Mr. Locko—-

“1 see, Wharton !  And T am glad,
tnnl This 1= his Desi wav, wod he has
toleen it like & moan 17

And now he saw them. ITis foce broka
fnta a smile of real plessare. Tle wived
hig hiancd, ael they grave o simlden shoae,
Perrevs Locke, carrbsd away, joined in
it iz eaes met those of  owglas
Marsh, and between thepr there pasaal g
lank full of meaniog on bedb sides,

The past was wiwdd ook, No rancour
was left o ecither,  Eaeh wes noman
aimnr lus auty Loy ks coundey aflter his
own fosheor, And 1T there was recret
ecither it was oot in Mavsh, hat 1o Ferrers
Towke, whe wonld glolly alse have been
a snldior of the Kipe!

“Hlureab 7 carvee Toly Cheery's eolng
voll, after the rest of the checring had
vl doan,

ity old Wil eonldn’t linve
satdd Ilnrey Wharlen,

(Den't miss "' HURREE SINCH'S
SECRET !V'—next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS. )
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THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

B e T el e

HE most charftable thing one can fnd
to say about Bammy Bunter ls that
be Is not old enough to know hetter,

Unfortunately, this excuse has the
frawhaek of belng doubtfully troe.

One |8 not at a!f:uﬂ that Sammy does not
know better. If there i3 any difference
worth mentioning between him and Dilly, one
Iz inclined to faney that it liea In the lact
that Bammy is slightly the less obtuse of
ke two. )

They are ailke In their greed amd their
lack of scruples, In their grubbiness and
thelr Ignoranee. They are quite wonderfully
alike in person. Bammy i3 simply a smaller
sdition of the egregious Willlam George.

When Bllly ULunter heard that his minor
was to come to Qreyfriars, ha announced
khe fact ms if It were really important,

“Jammr's commgl® he told the Remove,
snd prom rolled mway to blue the remit-
tapes which Aunt Peggy had forwarded fo
him to meke smooth the way ol Sammy.

Dicky Mugent and Gatty and Hop Hi mel
Bammy at tha station, and were not pleasdd
with him. Frankly, one must say -that frdm
tha outset Bammy revealed himsell as the
perfect [Htle hasay he [a

Hia fat, discontented face impressed the
fags unfaviurably. His Tﬁplﬂ to the.Form-

when told that his bands were nob
eloean had the ssme effect upon- Mr, Kelly,
then in charge.of thea Second.

«] washed thesm this mumlngl*_l- grunted
Bammy, which was at ¢ne and the same
time & rode goswer snd a revelatlon of his
kw standard of ¢leanlinesa.

Nugent minor hed promlzed Wingate w0

lock after Bunter mloor during his frst day.-

was o easy task, especlally as the other

ags wera pager to glve Sammy the lcking.

which he asked for—though mot In words—
At least every five minutes. :

Longy was in his bath when Skinner put
Bammy in the bath-room, Hamm:; was Yery
rode snd rough to the gentle Adonzo, who
wished mothing but bls good, and directed
his conversation to that end. "Sammy ducked
Loney's head under water, and held it down,
Bus the Famous Five came im and rescued
Yongy from the feroclous fzg. %ml Sammy
‘was ruds to them, but repented whem he
knew who they wers. For it was firmly
fzxed in the mind of Sammy that Harry
Wharton wps hrother Billy's best chum, -and
that Frank XNugent was horribly jealons
becausa Wharton held that august, posltlon!

Porhaps . disllluslonment on  that scors
tended to make Sammy moroes. Anyway,
tha Becond found him gulte Inzufferable, and
Dleky Nugent had his work eut out to pro-
tect him—bating ‘tha job with all his heart

owhile,
_ my porambnfated trying to collect eash
from fellows who, s0 he had been told, owed
$# to Billy.  He was ready to helleve things
of this sort, though he had po faith what.
ever In his major's word when the matter
ooncerned himsolf, He hod discovered thal
Rilly had embezzled Aunt Peggy's remit-

_lhﬂll‘i“‘i‘li“im*
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For Next Monday :
“ HURREE SINGH'S SECRET!™

By Frank Richards.

It Is n long time elnce we have hed the
gental Inky as chlef charaster in u story,
ard his appenrsnea in that gulse 13 sure to
gl pleasurte, ;

What his secrat was I am nob going to
tall bere, of coursa, It Irads to some feeling
for a time between him and his chums, and
to a definite gquarrel with Johnny Bull, IE
al=o leads to Inky, who i3 usually well off,
playing the unususl role of the borrower,
whick Ia considered by the Form a wery sus
picioys circuimstance.

+ At the end of the story Imky and Johnny

D

No. 31,.—SAMMY BUNTER.

tance, and made his zenfor uneasy by threats
of informing. But Billy got his promize—
for what it was worth—not to tell by refus-
ing”to ot him dowm when hanged until Ie
gava that promize,

Coker "had hanged Sammy—huf not by the
nﬂ:k; only by means of a rope under hiz arm-
piLy.,

Wingate interrupted a deormitory rapgging
due - to Sammy's obstinate determination to
‘¢0 to the Head and smeak phout what hud

en done to him: smd the skipper aroused
the rezentment of Sammy hﬁ' not punishing
anyone- for the ragging. urionzs, Sammy
knocked Dicky Hulf nt down by &n unex-
L}E{:Lﬁd blow; and it was bard for Dicky to

eep his promise then, But he kept it like
& man!

The obnoxious mew Junior escaped,. and
on hiz way to the Head ran into Mr. Kelly
and Wingate. An appenl to the Head could
not bhe refused by any master, and Mr. Kelly
took him ajnnﬁ. Sammy gob no change cub
of it; the Head caned Lim.

Back in the dormitory, Sammy threw his
hoot at Dicky's head. Nugent minor waited
till next dny, and them gave him whet he
had Leen asking for.

Between Rilly apd Jammy 1he relations
are aonrcely brotherly ot the best of timeg—
more ke armed neutrality, az a rule. It Ia
true that when Runter gof up a team Lo
play for the Cokce Cup be Included Sammy,
and put him in goal. Sammy was o frost in
gnal, but ha was one of the only two left on
the feld—Alanrza the other—with their noble
skipper soom after it had hecome plain that
Dick Nugent and his men of the Second
would be all over them. Probahly Sammy
had not noticed the others sncaking off.

1o will back up Billy in any lie if only o

are still quite at loggerheads, Dut the hreach,
though it may scem pazt healing, iz not
really 30, a3 the next yarn will show.
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CORRESPONDENCE WANTED BY :

5. Shilkin, eaxre of Meszsrs. J. B, Tickle &
Hon. &4, King Btrecet, Perth, West Australbia,
with readers aged 1718 in any part of the
world,

E. R. Smawyer, 70, Park Toad, Merton,
Surrey, with readers interesied in photo.
graphy or eleclrical engineering,

Miss Ethel Sargent, b1, Waterlon Proine-
nade, Foreat Road, Nottingham, with girl
readers, not under 22, at home or abroad,

Kegz. Noherta, 15, Halt Street. Mooneo
Ponds, Melbourne, Anatraliz, with Doy
readers.

WMiss Eatuleen Messon, 26, Pielersen St
Hospital Hill, Johamnesburg, South Africs,
with girl readers.

George Treland., Esplanade North, The
{irange, HSouth Australia, with renders who

will let Bim have back numhbers,  Especially
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share of this plunder be secured to blm, He
did not belleve Ehat Hilly had loat his memory
when the Owl succeeded in apoofing cvery-
one else; and the Clif Mouse girls thought
the uffection between the Lwo, when they
were regaled with good Lhings by Mar-
jerle. & (Co., quite pathetic—though the,
would hardly bave contipued t8 do so i
they had heard the asides between them !

Sammy, after heing cuffed by Loder, had
# shob st the lost memory dodge bimself,
It Mop i tripped him wp. Tha little
Chinee talked of a registered letter for
Bunter minor, and Sammy forgot to rement-
ber that he had forgotten his pame. S0 he
did not profit as Billy had profited.

He played up to his scheming major when
“Captain Bunter ¥ appeared in the ceanaity
Yist, and Billy -eliirmed him &8 an
Bammy bhoo-hooed in the most lifelike manner
when the list was shown him, and made some
of the fellows feel quite repentant—so much
a0 that they were ready to comfort Bammy
with sueh -goub ae his soul yearned after,
But Sammy had seen the paper earller with-
out a breakdown, and * DBunter turned oub
hi:r! e only a misprint for “Hunter * after
allt

He is & blackmatler, in an infantila war,
maybe, but up to the limita of his abillty.
He blackmailed Billy oyer the losa of memory
trick, and added insult to injury by telling
the girls that Billy and he might be taken
for twins il only Billy were a bit better-
looking !

He i3 meaniy gready. When Dicky Nuogent
was captired by Mr. {Juelch and haled off,
Dicky shed biscuits from s paper bag as he
went, and Bammy walked behind him pick-
ing. thém up and popping them in bhis mouth,
The other lags were worried about Dicky's
fate; but not g0 Sommy., To him only the
bizcuits mattered,

“ There's another hisker, enld
Gatty.

Sammy stooped, amd Gatty took a running

Ekick. Served Sammy right!?
. When Ccmsiu_"-’-’ul!; icok Billy's place at
Greyfriars for a week or =o, :'mnllIr the school
was astounded by Bunler's s-l.ifpd:uwd buck-
mg-u%. Sammy twigged, and Wally had to
pay blackmail. - Dot Bitly refused to con-
tinue the .subsldy, and SEammy let the cas
out of the bhag.

Semmy shared hia major’s captivity in tha
vaults of the ruined Priory, when the sup-
posed archeologists were so likeral with their
banknotes—made on the premises—to Billy,
and. Sammy wanfed o share of the plunder.
They were too pressing, and they had seen
oo mueh, so they were tled wup and left
thers while the rascals made themselves
SLarce.

Once Sammy showed human feeling. Wun
Lung waz supposed to have heen drowned,
Haop -Hi seemed inconsolable. Sammy tried
to comzole him_ with & chunk of foffee—
Sammy's own, too!

Let it couni Lo his credil, small thing
though it De.

Semmy,n

e L T P )

wants ¥ The Tay Without a Name ™ = Sgp-
pricing the School,” and “The Rival Ven-
triloquists.”

Sen Beonf C. NWicholson, Bea Scout Hnk,
Enrt.mnhﬂmnck, Ross-shire, with any Perth
ay.

H. Poole, 57, Moniague Doad, Sheerness,
wizhes to hear again from bis correapon-
fdent, James Cooper,

R, 5 Stonnill, 55, High RKoad, South To-
tenham, Londen, N., with readers intereated
in foreign stamp collgcting.

David Warner, 148, Newtown Road, Best-
worth, Nuneaton, with boy reader, about 17,
interested in views and old numbers of
tompanion papers,
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