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THE MAGNET LIBRARY,

Neo. 565.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Called In to Help !

i HERE did vou zet this? asked
Harry Wharton, turning over
a note he held in s hands.
It was during the hour of
prep, and Wharton and Frank Nngent
were busy together in Study No. 1 on
the Remove passage. But Greel eon-
strue was put bv for the time being as
[Harry questioned Trotter, the page.
“TFrom Gosling,” said Trotter. “1'd
heen over to Pegg on an errant for Dr.
Locke, an’ jest as I come up to_the
cates I see a boy about your size, Mas-
tor Wharton, gom’ away. Looked to me
as if he'd a Higheliffe cap on, but 1
couldn’t swear to that. An’ Gosling, he
wouldn't tell me nothin’—only 1o give
this to you. An’ to look to yon for any-
thin' there might be for dehiverin® of i,
Master Wharton,” added Trotter deli-
cately, :
“Here vou

aro, Trotier!”

Harry tossed the pase a shilling, wlich

was deftly caught. and Trotter made exit
opining and satisfed.

“Same more trouble, I gness
mnvked IHarry., still turning over
note, as if loth to open it

“WelllL, we mav well know what.
anyway,”” answered Frank, a trifle impa-
Lientlv,

Harey tore open the envelope, and laid
{the sheet he took [rem it on the table.
Frank drew up his chawr, and they read
it together.

"y T‘F.‘.

the

as

“Pear Whartan, —Fresh news in the
Spring case ! You fellows had hardle
gone this afterncon when Bunter rolled
in. to tell us that yvour rotiter Spring was
coming over here to-might with that sweer
creature Angel, for a little fluiter with
Pon and his sportive crew.

“T think it's O.K., though we are a
bit puzzled where Bunter comes in. and
still more as to where Skinner does. It
was Bkinner who brought voung Conrad
over here vesterdav, so Bunter says: and
[ think 1t’s true. though Banter does say

it But what's Skinner doing in the
cane?  It's ouxed-up enough without
3%

Lim.

“Perhaps vou can find ont something.
And perhaps—though wo don't make a
point af that, and 1t. mavy not be too
casv—some of von may like to follow np
ihe Angel and his atiendant chernb to-
night. Wae are going to trv a bold stroke
—no less than produeing Spring minor to
Spring major, with ghostly effects. as a
pleasant surprise. Tt may not do much,
but T think it ean be counted upan fo
send Spring major out of here 1 a hurry,
and if some of youn nabbed him as he
cama out there might possibly Dba dis-
closures in the agitation of the moment.

“The kid’s not in first-clags feitle, and
we are all a bit worried about him. Wae
can face the mmsic if ho is canght out
hiding here, and not mind very much,
though, of course. it will mean a row.

But it will he a pretty hig shock to him
if he's caught.,

“Bhall bring this te Greyfriars myself,
and biibe the worthy Gosling to get it
through te you. No chance of secing yon

this time of day, [ knew. By the war,
il you like to let any of the other fellews
into  the seeret—Vernon-Smith, Todd,
Field, or any of the other old reliables—
we don’t mmd. They might help.
“Yours ever,
“ Porrae DeErweENT.”

“He's jolly serious abount it said
Franlk. " And yet the fun m him erops
up here and there. If vou ask me, Flip
Derwent’s no end of a zood chap!”

“ All three of them ave,” replied Harrs,
“But it’s Derwent who s most sure that
we are ready to do all wa ean, and 1
like him for that.”

“1 don't think the other two doubt it,”
Frank said.  “It's only that he just
naturally takes the lead, Rather a hefty
notion abont the Bounder and the rest
of them—tha Beunder especially. He's
juet the shrewd; cool sort of beggar to
see farther into this than we do.”

“Cut along and ask him to come here.
Frank, wall you? Never mind prep for
once: I can’t gcot my mind on to prep
with this haneing abont,”

"Il go. Shall T fetech Boly and
Johmy and Inkv, too? Az for prop,
hang prep! We don't often seamp it,
so Quelchy ought not to be tooe much
down on us.”

*No, only the Bounder. Oh, tes, one
other chap—Toddv. We can tell them
all about it better than if the others wera
lieve. Five all talking at once doesn't
help moch.”

Smith lonnged in, and Peter Todd folt
lowed briskly with Frank,

“What's the trouble, Wharton?" asked
the Boumnder.

the right counsellors,” remarked Peter.
“If there's a chap in the Remove who
15 my superior as a sheet-anchor in times
of storm, it’s Smithy; and if——"

“Well, we do want vour adviee,” ad-
mitted Wharton, as Peter paused, seeing
no need to round off lius sentence. ** We
may not take 1t, but woe want it.”

“Tell us all aboud it,” said Vernon-

Smith.
. “You know that yarn aliout voung
spring of the Second being heve in the
name of a yonnger brother, having
dirtted his ticket 1n his own name so
completely that no headmaster who was
at all particular would take him in?”

The two new-comers nodded,

“Wel. 1t’s true,” said Harryv. ¢ Mer-
ton of Higheliffe knew them both, and
he's told us all about it. This rotter here
s -Herbert Spring, and Herbert Spring
was a thief—and warse! But he's down
nn“th,ﬂ roll as Caonrad Arthur Spring.”

L'm not surprised,” said Smithy.

' 1 . .
Sama  here,” Toddy chimed in,

¥ Nasty young sweep, Spring!”

Witlun three minutes Herbert Vernon- |

“"Whatever it may be. vou've sought.

| _h‘J

“But there's more than that o it.
Conrad Spring 1s at THighehfte!”
“What? 1 say, Wharton, they would
never dare to send him there!”
“He hasn't been sent! The poor kid's
run awav from the school he was at—
somewhere m the Miudlands—and come

hore pretty nearly heartbroken, with a

notion of getling the wroug done to
him put right somehow.” |
“But wvou say he’s at Ilighcliffe!

How's that?”

“Rkinner took him there, Teddy!”

“Skmner? But where does Rkinner
come n?’ asked the Bounder wonder-
mgly.

Harry shrogged his shoulders.

Y1 don't know,” he said, " You never
can tell with Skinner., He found the kid
m the road, and knew that Merton had
known him in the past, so he took him
along there. It may have heen good
nature.”

“Hardly poss, as it was Skinner,” re-
plied the Bounder cyvnically.

“Well, he conldn't have meant any
harm,” said Tranls.,

“Not to the kid,” Peter Todd saad.
“Bot Skinney doesn't quite love aur

Spring, |

“Then there's Bunter.” went on Hawry.

“Half a pfiv!” said the Bouander.
“Let's leave Bunter for a hit. 1 should
like to know in what capacity the vietim
1s at Higheliffe,”

*Ohy didn’'t T tell you? Derwant and
Merton: and Tunstall ave hiding him.
They don’t qnite know what to do to help
him, so they sent for us this afternoon
to ask o counsel Now Derwent sue-
crests that we shonld ot to know what
some of von other chaps think, too.”

“Thevy can’t keep him Iidden there
long,” said Smithy. “It's a mad eame.
I think. Biit decent of them, all the
same.

“ Here's a note I've just had from Der-
went,” Harre said. “"You. two had
better raad it.” |

Peter Todd and Herbert Vernon-Smith
read the note together, and as Harry

and Frank sat watchiog them it oconrrad

to both that two of the keenest brains
at  Greyfriars were now oenhsted in
(Comrad Spring’s cause. .

The Bounder's lean; rather hard face
looked elever. Toddy, with: hig long
nose and long forelock, did not appear
specially leen; his likehess to his stmple
Cousin Alonzn was apt to make peaoplé
who knew Alonzo underrate Peter., But,
in. their different wavs, there was little
choose betweean Toddy and the
Bewnder: and in such a matter as tliat
now m hand both had a more grown:up .
way of looking at things than any of the
Famoug Five

“Thess fellows seem game to do any-
thing poss,” remarked the Bounder. look-
IngE up,

%*Vi?s;

thev're eood chaps,”  said

Harry,

~Smithy darted at him a keen, quizzieal

glance. It did not _appear to strike
Wharton that what Derwent and his



Every Monday.

chums were willing te do was nothing
bigger than be himself had done for
ntﬁvr.ﬂ seorves of times, Buotb i struck the
Bounder, who had a very real admira-
tron for Harey Wharton,

“1 don't kuow that T see a lot i this
ghost dodze,” saifl Peter Todd. “ I
seems to me qguite outside the legal aspect
of the case, which is what really matters
most, "’

“Youd be sure to think of the law, !
“Youd be sure o think of the law

Toddy,"” said Vernon-Smith, with ever
<o slight a grin.

“Well, this 1s a matiter for the law.
1t's complicated by the fact that the
wronged party iz an infant.”

“He's net!”  surd Frunk Nuogent.
“Conrad  Sprivg’s  thirtcen or  there-
ahouts.”

“An mfant m the eve of the law, old
top!" saul Peter. " You'ro another—
tnat's all right. I'm one, and Smithy's
one—that devs seom middling silly, but
it's so. An wmfant can only bring suit
through his next friend—usually father,
mother. or guardian. This poor kid
docen’t seem fo have any next friend.

iTis mother must e about his worst
enemy.,’
“Put he doesn’t want oo law-sual,’

st Harrey., Al he wants 18 to get his
own rame back, and have things put
strayrht.”

“Aud when bie's done it—if he can do
it—where 13 he?”

“* Blessed 1if I know! 1 see what yon
mean, Toddy ; he will have set his mother
avainst him ooce for oM, and-——"

“That's no odds!” put in the Bounder.
“I don't know a lot about mothers—1
can't remember mine. But onc of that
ot muszt be rather worse than nonc at
all, I should say.”

" H'm—yes!” agreed Peter Todd.

“The tlung now 1z about to-night,”
siwid Harry,

“You'ro gom' ?"”

“(OUh, ves, Smithy!
guess !
ovut.”

“Well, I'm commin™—-and so 1s Toddy.”

“How do you kuow that, Smathy?”

All five of us, 1
The other threo won't be left

“SBaw 1t in your eloguent eye, old |
scout ! There arc one or two more who

might like to be 1, and if there are to
be seven of us, one or two more won't
makter.

~MDo you mean Redwing?”  asked
.i"r'{uli{.
“No. 1'd rather he should bhe leit out,

on the whole, He iz not so strait-laced
that he’d shy at breakin’ bhounds, but he
Iras other things to think about, For the
same reason 1'd say nothun’ to Lanley.
But there's Squilf.”

“Ranift means Browney and Delarey,
ico,” Harry sueid.

“Well, what's the matter with that?
The Rebel’'s mterested in Spring, on
young Sylvester’s account, and in that
cad Angcl, on Vivian's.  T'll speak to
them if you like, Wharton.”

“Right-ho, Smithy! I'll be glad if

vou will”
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
At Higheliffe !
Bs OU haven't said anythin’ to
i voung Conrad about the ghost
bizney, Tlip, have you?”
asked Tunstall.

Tunstall and Thilip Derwent were
togethor 1n Study No. 6 on the Fourth
passage at Higheliffe, Merton was not
present ; he was with the youngster whom
they were hiding.

They had made a snug retreat for him
i a remote box-room, and so far detec-
tion had been eluded. But all three saw
that this gane could not go on very long,

and they all realised that they wero

taking a Lig responsibility of which they
had never thoughi at first,

1
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Spring sees a ghost !

(See Chapter B.)

For that long tramp in damp and cold
had told severely upoen Conrad Spring.
He was hagprard and weak, They did not
suspect anything definite in the way of
iliness, but they felt that a doctor ought
to see him. No doctor could be brought
in, however, under present conditions.

It was of no use to appeal to High-
cliffe’'s Head. Dr. Voysey was the last
man likely to mix himself up 1n an affawr
like this, gltogether outside his jurisdic-
tion. Thero was difficulty enough at
times 1 getting him to stir when the
matter was one 1u which Highcliffe was
vitally interested.

“No. I'm not sure he'd be on,” re-
plied Flip.  “It's a nice kid, but too
merciful. He can't love that rotter of a

brother ol his, but he ain’t half as much
down on him as he ought to be.”

“Then how are you zom’ to manage
it 7

“DBy stratagem. T'll ihink 1t out if
vou'll stop gassin’. Tun!”

The reprowch wus scarcely descrved,
Frad Tunstall was the least talkutive of
the threc.

“Dry up, Tun!”
I'lip’s cockatoo.,

Tunstall shook his fi=t at hin.

“Yon can get on to the thinkin’ gadget
in a minute or twe, Flippy,” he said.
“Though I'm hanged if I believe you can
think without talkin'—you mostly think
aloud. But I've somethin’ to say [Orst,
by Jupiter!”

“Well, what 1s 1t, Tuni”

“That kid—he isn't fit to be about as
ho 1s. I wish he'd gone to Greyfriars
mstead of coman’ here !V

Flip Derwent ztared.

“You're nol-—"" he began.

“Watitin® to chuck 117" put in Tunstall
guickly. .**No, I'm nof, old bean! I'm
as keen as you are, or as Alry is—an’
Algy's keener than I've often scen him

remurked Cockr,

on auytlun’, Tit's a likeable young
beggar,”
““ Then whyv——'

* Because old Tocke’s one of the right
sort! A bit softer than most, perhaps;
but that doesn’t matter. He'd have tuken
the kid in while his case wai bein' inves-
tigated—put lim in sanny, if nccessary.

I "

An’ 1 faney one way ov another he'd
have seen it through to the finish.”

“We've pot Skinner to thanlk that he
didn’t go there,” Flip said thoughtfully.

“Not mtch to thank hun for, either!”

““No, old boy. Skinner was playving a
game of his own, I suppose. I say, |
wonder whether those Grevfriars chaps
vwill come?™

“What, Angel an’ Spring 7

“No; Wharton and the rest.”

““1 think vou can count ou them, Ihp,
if they sce any use in conun’. Have vou
said anythin’ to Cotirtetiay an’ the Cater-
pillar?”

“I haven't. Tt secwsnd famrer io leave
them out, though 1 kuuw they'd be
willing. "

But at that momont Rupert De Convey
—whom all Highecliffe called the Cater
pillar-—camae in with Merton,

“T've told him,” eaid Merion, “He'd
smell a rat, the crafty bounder! He'll
tell Courtenay. “ An' he has a dodee for
coebttin’ at Pon an’ his crowdd.”

“Good maun, Catermliar!” eried Thp

“Never say die!” erocned Cocky.

“What is 15?7 asked Tunstall.

“There are two keys to the emply
study, dear boys,” said De-Courcy. " Pon
deesti't know that., Pon is also anaware
that I possess one of them, Koown
dog, the dear Pon; bubt there ave Inmits
to s information.”

“That makes 1t heaps casier,” Flip
said,  “Of courso, I've got to swiule
};ﬁ}}ng Clonrad a bit, and 1 don'’t half ke
it,

“You men geem all rather gone on ihe
excellent youth!” romarked the Cater-
pillar.

“He's o nice kid—straight an’ grate-
ful 1” said Merton warmly.

“An’ ho's been  treated
added Tunstall.

“1 should like him anyway,” I'lip said,
““He's the sort T hke.”

*“I am prepared also to tale o to my
heart!” the Caterpillar answered,  “T
don’t know much about young Tich-

E'L'ua-_ﬂ':':“

-

horne #
“EhT?
“The caimant, T mean, Tlip--tho

wrong Spring !”
Tie Macnker Liprany,— No, 565,
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Y OR! T didn’t twig! He's a rottor!”

“So 1 should gay. A rotter, but
interestin®,.  Not so interestin’ 2s his
mother, however. 1 should like to meet
that doar lady !’

The three stared at hnn.,

" Hanged if 1 would!” said Flip.

“1t would interest me no end, by
gad!” said the Gaterpillar, ** As com-
plete a wrong 'un as the dear Poen, 1
should say! Can’t say much more than
that! By the way, is Pon in the secret
of the SEri:lg substitution?”

“My hat, nol”

“I wouldn’t be too sure, Merton, Tt
sounds  quite  in Pon's  line. St
probably not, Ne profit in it for him.
Bame way with Angel. Pon an’ his lie re-
men an’ Angel will be merely spectators
to-night, then%” '

" Unless Spring makes row enonzh to
bring someone who matfers upon the
seene,” replied Flip, grinning.

" That doesn’t strike me as hkely to be
funny, Fhp!” said Merton sharply.

“"Mobby doesn’t matter,” said the
Caterpillar.,  “Mobby would be -hocked
at us for playin’ ghosts, an’ would over-
look the fact that Pon & Co. were playin’
t'.'ﬂl'(]ﬂ, by gad! I dor’t know thot there's
anybody here who matters m~eh. Slack.
egt place I ever struck, Hich liffe!”

But Hirheliffe was not reaile qnite so
slack that the plans made for the night
were withoint an element of real dancer
for those who were to carry them ont.

Even Mr. Mobbs, the Fourth Form
master, snobhbish little lacker thoueh he
was, could hardly pass over a card-party
I a surnogedly emnty studv after lichts
out, with visitars from Greyfeiars, with-
ont taking some action.  And, if he
would be reluctant to act where Pon &
Co. were conecrned, he would be glad
of a chance of getting home on F'lip
Derwent & Co,

“Well, Franky an’ T are in this,”" said
tho Caterpillar, And he lounged out.

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Night-birds !

| dormitory. Spring was with Angel when
Hop Hi passed the door.

The little CGhinee stole 0 Wharton’s
bed, and shock the captain of the Re-
move lightly by the shoulder.

“Who's there 7" asked Harry at once.

“Hop Hi. Splingee getee upce and
dlcieee 17

“IEs all right., At least, we know
what he’s after.  We'll look after him,
But thanks all the same, kid!”

Hop Hi must have been surprised, but
he said nothing to show it,

In the summer term Spring had known
that Hop Hi was watching him; but
lately he had come to beliove that the
watch had been relaxed.

That was not the case, however. Nret
for & day had the vigilance of the littl

I thing was a'l m

Chinee slimbered. If Spring had only

| sispected how much Hep Hi knew about
- his doingz he would have felt less easy

mn min.

*Me comen " asked Flop Hi, as Whar-
ten got out of bed,

“No, kid! You're not wanted. There’s
a crowsd of us going.”

“Splingee havee tolleglam to-day. Hop
Hi gettee telleglam. Helo it is.”

A erumpled paper was thrust
Whasrton's hand.

[t almost sheocked him. This sort of
sht, according to Hop Hi's
very Oriental views, bnt it was net at
all 1n accordinee with Wharton's code.

“1 say, Hop Hi &

But the little Chinee seemed to have
vanished into space. He was no longer
there,

“ BDon’t be too scrupulous, Wharton,”
spoke the voice cf the Bonunder.

" What. did you hear, Smithy 2

‘1 did. If you fe'l uncasy in your
mind aboat that wire, st g've it to
me. I sha’n’t be troubled that way."”

“I'm not sure that we ought——"

“Bettor give it to me !

“Hallo, hallo, hello!™
sleepy voiee of Bob Cherry,

" Shin out, Bob ! said Harry.
vou are, Smithy! 1 dare say you
hest ; but L

“1 regard Spring as the enemy, an’

into

rpcke the
“Here

know

A dozing in b-d in the Upper
Fourth dormitory.

“Ara you awake, Angel?” came a
whispered gnery,

" Yaas, That you, Spring ¥

“Bhush! You'll have wwmeona hear
51[}1.1 !H‘

“That's all right. You wait for me
in the passago. 1 won’t be more than
five minutes. No use waking Kenney, 1
take t—what "

HAND was laid upon the shoulder |
of Aubrey Angel as he lay hkalf-

“Weo. don's want him,”
culkily, ,

“ Skinper might eome, thongh, Sporty
chap, Bkinuer }’' said Augel, as he oot
out, of bed.

satd Spering

“If Bkinnes comes T don't!”  sajd
Ppring.

“Ah!  Well, never mind. Cut now,
Il soon be with you,”

It was cold in the passace. but ii

Spring ahivered as he waited it was only

with cold, not with fright.

He might be—and was—a funk in
gome ways., He hated being hurt. Bug
he had more hardihood than moet in
matters like to-night’s expedition. There
had always beoen boldness as well ag eraft
in his wickedness; and he kn w that
Angel, Skimmer, Loder of the Sixth, his
chum Carne, and others often went out
at night, M they could do 1t safely, he
did not see why he could not.

In the dormitory he had 1-ft someone
élse got out of bed, and padded .-:E]u:nﬂy|
through the passage to the Removo

Tan Magner LiBRARY.—No, 565, |

a0 for that poor kid at High~Tiff- 28 fa'r
play ! gaid the Bounder grimly, as he

took the tel rram.

Aund Harry covld not feel gure that he
was not right. At least, his view wus a
plrisible one.

There was no chance of looking at the
wire then, Smithy put it in one of his
trouser-pockets,

Theon he and Harrvy woke the rest of
the fellows who had agreed to go on
that might expedition to Hicheliffe,

No one quite knew what to expect
from 1.  There was no certairty t-at
they conld do anything to help the threo
at Highcliffe who had Conrad Spring’s
interests at heart.  Nevertheless they
were all keen—8gniff and Tem Brown
and Delarey, as well as the Famous Five
and the Bounder and Peter Todd.

Two or three -of them had not quite
finished dressing when a fat licure rolied
up to Wharton in the gloom, and the
vorco of -Billv Bunter said ;

“I say, Wharton, I'm coming along,

“I don’t know anything of the sort! I
krow jolly well you're not!" Harry
answered 1n an angry whisper.

“Oh, am’t I, though? Do you suppose
I can’t guess what vyoun fellows are
after ¢ |

“What are wo after then 77

‘Bunter civved a fut hand round his
mouth, and whispered mysteriously and
thrillingly: |

“A feed I

C you know M

der,

THE BEST 40 LIBRARY £~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 4" LI3RARY, "oxov

“Yes. But this fat fool——"

“Bunty—DBunty, get thee back to thy
innocent bed ! said Peter Todd.

“Likely, ain't it?7  And yon fellows
going out to——"

Bunter was raising his voice more than
wis at all rafe, all things considered,

“Let the silly [at ass come!” said
Squift.

“You can’t stop me!
cackled Bunter,

PDob Cherry, whao haid bren out of the
dorm tory, came back at this mcment.

" What's that idiotic porpoise np to#”
he demanded. *“ He can be heard at the
other end of the passage !

“Wants to come with us!” growled

He, he, hel”

Harry.
“Well, let him. He'll wish he
hadn’t,  I'll bet! 'They've started,
Haryv.™

“Who've astarted?” acked Dunter in-
quisitively,

“That’s no affaly of yours!” snapped
Wharton, T tell you onee for all, Bun-
ter, there's no question of a fecd—not a
arddy mouthful! T dou’t want you, and
[ ecan't mike out why these fellows
sho:1d -

"Safer to take him, 1 fancv.” whis-
percd the Bounder in the ecar of the
Remove sk'pper. ** He kuows somethin’,
I wnderstand, and there’s no certainty
what the fat rotter will do if we refuso
to let him go,”

“Oh. all right !
out, Buntep??

"1 shall be in a minute, Harry, cld
pal. T say, where is the feed? = You
might tell a chap !

Are you ready to go

anythin® that can be used against him |
| Remeove dormitory.

Bob Cherry had heen out on scout,

tand had come batk to cay that Angel

and Spring had gone. There was really
na speeal hurey to follow them; it was
better to give them a start.  Bunter
kitew about their prejreted visit, It was
he who had carried news of it to I-I:'Eh-
cliffe, thaugh he had only obtained that
news by taking from his minor a note to
Merton entrusted to Sammy by Skinner.

But even now Bunter had not guessed
that Angel and Spring had anything to
do with t'us night expedition from the

' was soon to learn that, however.

Getting out prescnted no special diffi-
enibly, thouzh, of course, there was some
ri:k, made bigeer by the size of the party
fand the clumsiness of its weightiest
m_mber.

Nobody but Bunter thought it tragic
wh:n Bunter flopped down full length
on betng helped—somewhat vigorously—
over the wall; buot the rest failed to get
out .of 1t the amusement thov would have
got at an ordinary time. They were all
very much in earnest

Squiff and Harry Wharton were talk-
ing irgether when Bunter ranged up
alongeide in the dark. He listened for a
minute or tvo,  Then his voice was
heard, raised in quernlous protest. :

“Are we going to Highelifle, then?™
he demanded,

“Yes!” snapped Harry,

“But what for? We sha'n't get any
grub there ™

“You slly fat idiot, didu’t 1 tell you
we weren't going grub-hunting 7"

“No good getting your weol off, old
top,” said Squiff coollv. * Bunter thinks
with his tumnﬂy, ﬁuuf;u- 1s he ean ever

said to think at all.”
bﬂ“But—-—but it's a swindle ! burbled
Buntir, “I—I'sve ben had! If there
am’t any grub I'm going back !V

“ Ready, Whartoni" asked the Boun- l

“Go hack, then!” Wharton repled
sharply. »

“I—1 daren’t go back alone; it's so
befstly dark!  Besides, T couldn’t get
aver the - all without help.” 5

" Btop that row!” came the Bounder’s
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TOolue, rinsed il Iitililr.itf:lt:'\" E*]:f,
aliead,

“0b, leok here, you Tellows, someons

will have to gu back with me! Who's
comitg? Are vou, Squf?”
“T am not Bunter—not 1ip these

trousers, as Shalkespeare observed !” ,

“If vou go back, vou'll go alone,”
Iarry satd.

“We can’t Yot him go back!” growled
Jonuy Bull.  * Why, the silly oyster

2 : SRS T
might go giving the whole show away !

“You're right, bBall,” said Tom
Brown, *PBunter sinks or swims with
us now.”’ N

“I—1—— Oh, see here, "tain't fair!
I thought it was grub—-—="

“We know. Squiff's explained that.
Comes of doing your thinking m the
wrong place,” said Delurey,  “ Catch
hold of oue of lus fat fins, Drowney.
I'll take the other. Gee-up, tubby !

Bunter resigned himgell to his fate,

P ————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Pon’s Guests !

L IIs way, dear box!”  szaid
I Aubrev Angel. “Pon showed
me the place last week. Queer

thing, dashed queer, that

peeple should build walls round schools
an' prisons, an' so on, to keep the
inmates m, an’ then leave such gaps as
they do for them to get ont at!”

“There’s a lot of difference between
a school and a prison,” sawd Spring.

“Think s0? I dou’t see much myself,
by gad! Seill, Greyfriars an' Ilighcliffe
ro provide a few amuscinents that Hol-
foway or Maidstone wouldn’t, 1t’s true.
That’'s the dear Pou’s whistle.”

A long, low whistle on two notes had
come frotn over the wall, Next moment
a head appeared above it—the head of
Cecil Ponsonby of the Higheliffe
fourth.

Somothing dropped.

“Rope ladder,” said Pon. “ We don’t
nsk our wvisitors to take bits out of themr
dashed clobber chimbin® walls, v'know,”

“You first, Spring,” suid Angel.

Spring mounted the vope ladder, and
the Fourth-Former {followed.

T leave it there,” Pon said, “No
one will notice it. IKusy encugh to get
up this side—three movable bricks does
the dashed trick! (Go slow with the
chun-rausic now, I could hear vou talkin’
away as yon came up to the wall”

Two minutes later thevy were ingide
the walls of Highcliffie. Their way was
up by a back staircase that properly
helonged to the Lkitchen regions. Pon
knew where palm-oil was useful, and
there was little danger of his encounter-
ing anyone who mattered in taking his
visitors up by that way.

Caution was needed on the study floor,
for the Fifth and Sixth were not yet at
rest. But Pon tcok Angel by the wrist,
and Angel took Spring, and in that
manner they made their way along the
dark passage fo the study around tho
corner, supposed to be empty and un-
occupied,

There, with the window, which faced a
wall, and was thus fairly well sereened
m any case, and the door so covered that
not the least ray of light could escape,
they found Gadsby and Vavasour,

Monson minor had refused to join the

varty. 1o detested Angel, and said
Spring made him  feel ill,  Possibly
Monson's was a slightly healthier mind

than that of any of his three chums. But
that is saying little for it.

There were new packs of cards. Thers
was a box of & hundred gold-tipped
cigarettes, and there were bottles—
sherry, I"on said, apologising to Angel
for being unable to offer him whisky.

from s
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“Come well-heeled, young Spring—
what?'" aaid Gadsby.

“I've more on me than yvou're likely
to wii from me fo-night, anyway,”
replied Spring, rather surlily.

Bpring had taken to Yousonby, but
was very much disposed to be on his
guard against the other fwo.

He hLad not, however, grown so fond
of Pon that he had any hesitation about
rooking him, should the chance offer.
He and Angel had discussed the possi-
bility of that in a ost businesslike
manner on the way. DBut as Angel had
already fixed up with ’onsonby to rook
Spring—if not this time, luter—Spring
was not quite so thoroughly on velvet as
he fancied humself,

On the other hand, it is by no means
certain that Angel and Pon wounld have
come over the Shylock of the Greyfriars
Second with such euse as they fancied
they were roing to do,

The lLittle three-corneved game of dia-
mond cut diamowmd, however, was
destimed not to be plaved ont. Mastor
Herbert Spring's first and last visit to
.I"fi;‘.*,‘hﬂﬂf{t Wila f:'itt'-‘l.,l tor bo a ihul“i. 116,

“Not so sure,” said Gadsby, 1 feel
e winnim® vein, by gad! But we shall
seg.  Anyway, 1t’s all to the good that
yvou're provided. ‘The only paper we
play f{:]‘.‘ here has John DBradbury's name
on it.’

“ Absolutely " chimed in Vavasour,

“Have a gliss of sherry, Spring, old
top?” iuquired Pon affably.

““No, thanks!” answered
haste,

ITe spoke rather as if Pon were asking
him to step into a trap. Perhaps he felt
thot wav, And perhaps he was justified,
Pon was certainly not above the dodge
of plymmg with drink a felloyy whosze
money ha wanted to win.

But Augel took sherry, and so did all
three of the Higheliffe nuts.

The Remove were content to drink
ginger-beer out of the native bottle, so
to speak, and enrrant-wine ount of tooth-
glasses.  But Pon had provided wine-
glusses of the coveert shape for sherry,
Pon believed 1u doing things in style.

The glasses were put away before the
gambling started, though.

Spring touched Angel's foot under the
table. Angel gave him the very slightest
wink in sign of undevstanding. But as
the wastrel of the Upper Fourth winked
openly at ’on a moment later, when
Spring's eyves were wpon his  cards, it
might be guessed that nothing Angel
had promised Spring was at all Iikely to
:-l-a,m} i the way of the working of his
unholy alliance with Pousonby,

Aubrey Aongel was quite capable of
betraying them both, as they were of
cheating him, if they saw the chance.
And neither Gadsby nor Vavasour was
much better than these three.  They
might have hesitated at swindling Pon,
but they rogarded both the visitors as
fuir game.

All five smoked, though Spring was
very careful nok to let his cigaretie get
i the way of his attention to the game.

Soon the study was wreathed with
smoke, DBut no one coughed. They
wore all more or less seasoned vessels,

The game was on the level at the out-
seb. It 15 generally regarded by card-
sharpers as a mistake to begin tea early
to play tricks. ILet the intended vietim
get thoroughly interested and excited
first, then rook him. "That is the way.
There were not many card-sharpers who
could have taught the aristoeratic Pon,
or the well-connected and wealthy
Angel, much,

It soon became clear to them both that
Spring was not easily to be worked into
such a state of excitement as would best
have suited their purpose.

He had the garabling spirit in him, in

11

Spring

Three-halfpence. 5

spite of his closensss; bui he had alse
an old, cool head. and he had been used
to handling considerable zums of money
—not always his cwn.

Ile was in high spivits, fo; hin; Dut
even that did not render him exeited.

That wire from his mother—the wire
which the Bounder now carvied in his
poecket—had relieved him immenscly.

To him it seemed that the death of
s brother did away with all danger.
While theve was someone living who had
a right to the name lie bore trouble was
always possible,

But, once Courad was dead, who was
gomg to make trouble?

No oue else would care enough.
Moerton might tall.  There might be
more gossip at Greyfriars., But nothing
would come of it all, And if Gresfriars
got too warnt for him he could move on
to another school with a fair record from
Dr. Locke. since, as he believed, Grey-
friars had not yet found Lim out.

There was not im him the least trace
of sorrow for the brothers lie had g0 bit-
terly wronged,

The pile of silver in front of him grew
pretty steadily as the game of banker
pursued 1ts various conrse,

’en was losing a little, and Vuvasour,
who had had a vemittance that morning,
a good deal. Angel was peither up nor
down to any extent worth mentioning.
Spring and Gadsby were the winners
thus far,

But cveryone supposed that there was
plenty of tune for a change of luck.

That, however, was where they were
W rone,

e B ey

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Spring Sses a Ghost !
W S that yon, De Clonrey ™

I “The 1dentical, Wharton, dcar

boy!"

“1 thought it was your voice;
but T didin’t expect to sec you, We lLad
o idea yvou were in this,

“At half-past the eleventh hour, old
bean, the accents of wisdom made them-
selves heard by our mutual pals, Merton,
Tunstall, an” Derwent, an’ they called
the Caterpillar into their counsels, Ile,
as m duty bound, immediately reported
to Franky, who coteented to give the
whole deplovable affair tlie tone it so
sdly needed by also comin’s, Conse-
quently, I am here,” .

The Caterpillor was outside tho walls
of 1lighelife when he thus addressed
Harry Wharton and the band of
Removites who had come with him.

It was eminently characteristic of the
('aterpillar  that when he did break
bounds in this way—which was not very
often —he did it, as he did other things,
as though 1t were the natural and inevit-
able course.

The appearance of Mr, Mobbs, ar even
that of Dv. Voysey, would not have
flurried the Caterpillar. Right or wrong,
he was almest always calm and ecool.

“Is Courtenay about, then " inquired
Peter Todd.

“He is within., The rtest are also
within. I elected myself a depntation of
one to meet you fellows un' concert
measnres with you.”

“Spring and Angel are there, T sup-
pose " said Vernon-Smith.

“That yoa, Smithy? Yon
vightly, ag nsual.”

“*Well, T don't see fuite what we are
to do,” said Hairy, in rather a puzaled

Supprise

tone. * Kveryone was willing to como
along; but we'ro in the dark as to
Derwent's game. Ile says something
aboul a ghost——"

“That’s the gadget, dear boy! The
very capable Flip needs no help, I ghall
not be amazed with any great amazements

Tur MaaxeT Lisrant.~ No. 565,
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if the resnls of hiz scheme is to send
Spring over tha wall howlin' murder.
An’, af 16 wasn't for Flippy's sake, by
gad, ¥d not be sorry if it frichtened the
#neet ereature Into a fit that would carry
him off I

“Bame here I' gaid Piet Delarey.

“Is that yon, Delarey? 8o an’ no
otherwise should I have expected you
to feel, Al very well for Wharton an’
Nugent to pity even the criminal when
his arime is brought home to him, but
it’s lucky that somo of us are harder.”

"1 don’t know that either Harry or 1
waste much pity on  eriminals,™ said
Nugent, a trifle aggriaved.

But they all knew what the Caterpillar

meant. He had it in him to be far
harder than Wharton or the gentle |
Frank. Anpd so, in their various waye,

had the Bounder and Delarey
Todd, and perhops Johmmy Bull and
squifl, too,

" Who make up the goodly company 17
asked De Courey lightly.

“We five—Brown, Field, and Delarey
—8mithy, Todd, and Bunter,” replied
Harry,

“Exouse my askin®—[I hava not the
eyus of g cat. By gad, you don’t mean to
ey the jovial Gunter is there, though 17

“Yes, P'm bere, Caterpillar, old pal !
said Bunter ingratiatingly. "1 knew
you'd expect mie. T told these fellows so.
What did they expect to do without a
chap of my ability to lead them, I’d like
to know 17

“You surprise me, Granter 1 gaid the

Caterpillar urbanely. ** May I ask, with |

all deference, what your instinet for
leadership prompts you to order at this
moment *’

“Wall, Caterpillay, T ” |

“Dry up, porpoise !” snapped Petor
Todd.  "“What do you think we’d better
do, De Courcy 7 T don’t quite ses myself
how we are helping by staying out here.
Everything wiﬂ ho over by the time

Angel and Spring come out, and their |

visit isn’t owr aflair. But certainly a
crowd like this can’t go ins<ide to ehare in
tlio proceedings, ™

~ That’s s0,” admitted the Caterpillar.
“ I can stay here an' entortain you with
clicery converse until the proecedin's have
terminated, when we can all hear what
has happened from our colleagues inside
—uuless the result is such a mix-up that
they don't get & chanee of comin® out to
miform ne,”

De Courey spoke of the pessible mix-up
—-and all knew that there was danger
of something big in that line—as coolly as
ha spoke tﬁ everything else.  And he
spoke as if he were prepared to stay out
for the night if necessary—as no doubt he
was,

But he had an alternative,

“Or,” be went on languidly, “T could
extend the hospitality of Tlighehffe to
two or three of yau—not more than three,
I think—if the rest will wait. It would
pectaps ba as well that there should be
gomie  Greyfriars  witnesses—besides the
esteemied Angel—of Spring’s demeanour
under the ghostly wisitation  Sorrv [
ean’t ask you all in; but you won’t blame
nie, I'm sure. An' those who go will
inderstand that they take their lives in
their hands, by gad! 1 cannot pretond
to protect them from the ire of Mobby,
shoukl Mobby butt in on the proceedin’s
—I thark thee, Tadd, for teachin' me
that word !

“TN come along, Caterpillar I said
Bunter cagerly.

Bunter was too obtuse to realizo at
ance the risk involved, or he would not
have made that offer. There was no fear
of 18 being held to it, howaver,

“You jolly well wor't!" enapped Bob
Clherry,
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and Peter |

“Bhut up, yvou {fat idiet!” growled
Johnny Bull.

“You don’t make quite a RArst-class
witness, you know, Bunty,” said Peter
Todd mildly. *“You euffer from a
variezated imagination.”

“Will yon come, Wharton?" asked
De Courey.

“Yes,” anewered Iarry readily.

le saw the danger as clearly as any-
one ; but it was not for him to ehirk it.

“Who clee 1

“We'll leave it to you, Caterpillar,”
satd Bob, *“ Bnui, if he doesn’t mind, 1
think Smithy for one.”

“Oh, I'm on, all serene !” the Bounder
said,

“The includefulnes of the esteemed and
wily Smithy seems to me the proper
caperfulpess,” murmured Inky.

“Thanks, Cherry! Todd, do you—

"1 rathor think 1 do,” said Peter,

“ Might, make it four, perhars,” tle
Caterpillar said. It will ba rather o
crowd 1n any case. QOne more—-——=

“Me!” gaid Bob quickly.

“You're too llt‘m'l?j’-ﬁjﬂﬁtﬂd, Baob,”
growled Johnny. It had better be—*

“Me!” burbled Bunter. *J know the
Caterpillar wants——"

“Delarey, will yeu come 7" asked Do
Courey, ruthlessly cutting short the Owl,
“Or Field, perhaps?"

“Are you ou, Piet?" adhed
“Yours is the first refusal.”

“Rather I said the Rebel.

“Follow me, then !” spoke the Catar-
pillar. * Don’t be shocked at the ropa
ladder, though. It is the dear Pon’s, not
mine., Singe Franky placked me like a
braud -from the burnin’ an’ set my feet
in thestrait way such conveniences are as
naught to me, Pon left it; we will uso
it—that is all.”

“Heavy-footed be hanged, Johnny !”
grumbled Bob, as the seven who were to
stay outside (ollowed the five to the
place where the ropo ladder hung. “I'm
no more ’

*“Oh, veally, Cherry, you would be =
most unfit person to go!” said Bunter
peevisily. " But the Caterpillar wanted
me, and 1 think that 1 ought &

“ Do you know what woukd bappen to
you if you were caught in thers, tubby 7%
asked Tom Brown sharply.

“Why, what should——"

“You'd be sacked, you fat idiot ™

“What about those fellows, then?"
demanded Bunter, with evident inere-
dulity,  The Caterpillar's warning had
gone past him.

“Well, they'l be sacked if they're
caught,” answered Tom  Brown grimly.
“They're taking a risk.”

“But, having better characters than
the Owl's, they may get off with a swish-
mg,” added Squiff, grinning in the
gloom,

“Oh!l"” said Bunter, Then he lapsed
imto stleneo. If there was all that risk
Bunter, in spite of his inquisitiveness and
his eraze for forcing his company upon
De Courcy, liad no wish to be one of the
four,

Any of the vest would have gone will-
ingly and cheerfull They would have
}Jl‘EfI!;]"i“f:fi to face the full risk with their
chums tn any case.  But they all saw the
risk ; and they all saw that four was
really as many as the Caterpillar could
well take in.

The Caterpillar led the way up the rone
ladder and cver the wall, and Wharton,
Vernon-8mith, Todd, and Delarey fol
lowed., The rest waited.

“Come on, dear hoys!”
Courcy.

His way in was not the same which Pon
& Co. used.
did not know of the Caterpillar’s way.
There was uo back staircase in 1it, which

=quii,

saxd  De

It 18 hkely that Pon & Co.

NOW ON
SALE.

made 1t riskier. But the five goé
through unsecn.

In Study No. 6, with a very (im hzht,
they found Frank Conrtenay, Fln Der-
went, Merton, and Tunstall.

A cloth rovered Cocky’s cage, but that
remarkable bird did not seem to be
asleep.  From under the cloth came a
murmur of : * Here’s another jolly row !

“Cocky may be right!” remarked
Courtenay, as he shogk hands with the
Greyfriars quartet. " Tt’s good of you
fellows to tuke tho risk, but 1 hope yon
all understand that it isn’t = small one.”

" Franky's a gloomy old specimen!”
satd the Caterpillar. * Fact of the matter
18, he doesn’t like using vonng Sprin
our Spring, that is—in the role of spoak 1

“It's true; 1 don't!" confessed
Courtenay. **Some way or another this
bizney’s rot to be cleared up; but I don’t
see how the ghost trick is going to help
much. ¥

“Uan't do any harm, anvway!” Der-
went said.  “ What do vou think, Whar-
ton 17

“I rather agree
Harry answered.

IFlip logked at the yest,

with Courtenay,™

None of them

spoke. But, on the whole, he frlt pretty
sure that thoy did not ogree with
Whartan.

the kid, Algy!” he said.

“Retter futeh
the anly thing about it T don’t

& Ti’!i:‘!'?

hke,” said Mertan unexpectedly. *“T
don’s care a rcran if it frichtens that
young rotter, Herbert Spring, into
ineteen  J flerent kinds of fits! Buat

Conrad’s different. 1 don’t want that
kid hurt, Flip.”

“ Do you think T da?” snapped Flip.

COf course I don’t, old chap! But
then ”

" Do any of yon follows see how it can
burt him?" asked Flip.

“He wouldn’t take it on if he knew,
I faney,” said Frank Conrtenay slowly.

“'That's altogether anather matter., o
may be a bit soft about his blackguard
of a brother still; that’s no reason why
wa should be "

“T'm gomin’ ™
only way 1

sald Merton.  “But the

can see for it is to bring
Conrad along without explainin’ anythin’
to him,  An’ that makes me feel & bit
menn,  He'd do alinest anythin’ for any
of us thiee; but T doubt whether he'd do
this,”

“Ghostly effeets will have to be given
up, Derwent!” remarked the Bounder.

“Not altozether,” answered Fhp.
“T've an electric-torch here. They th'nk
the door can’t Le epened from outside.
If we can get it open without their
twiggin’, an’ switch off the light inside—
the switch is close to the door—an’ then
the kid shows up, with the light of my
torch full on him an’ everything else
dark—well, T fancy the effect will be a bit
ghostly to Spring major!”

Merton had gone. The rest now passed
out of No. 6. They saw Merton como
along with Canrad Spring, who was only
half awake. He had been fetched from
his bed in the bovx-room that was his
hiding-place, ard he wore only a light-
coloured dressing-gown, the property of
Merton, aver his pvijamas.

He did rot under tand why he had been
aroused : but he had come without a ques-
tion. He did not see the others,

It was FI'n who stole forward, with the
key provided by the Caterpillar in his
bard. The only light in the passage had
now heen switched off.

Very carefully and quite silently Flip
mserted the key, Luckily, Pon had re
moved that which he had used after lock.
ing the door, :

The door was pushed open. Merton
stood in front of Conrad, while Flip
thrust in his hand 1o the switch inside.

He had a view of the interior as he did
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that, of couise. But none of the five
gamblers snw bhim, or knew that the door
had opened. They were all intent upon
the cards in their hands.

Flip switched off the hight,

“Oh!' What the merry dickens——

“By gad!”

The nuts and their visitors were taken
completely by surprise, and their alarm
was great.

But even yet Conrad Spring -id not
understand at all. Tt was not until Mer
ton’s hand on his shoulder pushed him
gently forward that he saw the wmtertor
of the study.

At the sume instant Flip flashed on his
electric-torch, and its ray showed up the
fuce of the vouthful [ngitive, muking him
look chastly pale,

Thevy saw his lips move, but no sound
came from them,

Tt was from Herbert Spring that words
came—wild, frantic words.

The tidinzs of his brother's death had
caused him no grief., But the sight of
what he naturally took to be his Lrother's
gho 't sent him almo:t out of h's zenses

bk

before he spoke; and when he did speak
his voiere was hoarse and strained.
“0Oh. oh, oh!” he cried. “It's my
brother—it's his ghost! Oh, keep huin
off! Oh, Conrad! Oh, oh, oh!”
“Observe the name he spoke!” whis
pered the Bounder, cool ns
Rupert De Courey, no less cool.
“Oh. by gad, Spring] Oh, T say!”
“You tdiot, Spring!” snapprd Anrel
“It's a trick! Don’t get funked, Pon,
you fool I
But Herbert Bprineg, with a horrible
scream, had fallen forward on the table,
faintinge ; and his brother reeled back mmto
the ready arms of Merton. He also had
fainted.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In Danger !

T was Anhrey Angel who switched on
the litht agzain. Then the (rowa

ton and Harry Wharton, who were
kneeling beside Conrad Spring in the
pa.sage.

Cecil Pounsonby was shivering with
alarm ; but his hardihoed ber-an to return
to him as he saw the faces of his
rnemiss, Derwent, Tunstall, Teurtenay,
De Courcy, Vernon-%m’th, Todd. Delarey
—ho knew well that every one among
those seven detested him @ huat he knew—
he saw in a fash—that the presence of
the Greyiriars fellows was a shield to him
and those with him.

For thoy as well as ho would have to
face the music if anyone in authority
came upon the scene; and, therefore, the
hushiner up of the whole affair was as
mich theiy interest as his,

Netther (Gadsby nor Vavasour saw
that. Gadsby was twittering with fright,
and Vavasour was almost stunned. We
believed thet he had seen a ghost; and
the sight of all those woll-known faces
could not at once reassure him.

“T1 don't know what dasherd a'lly game
you rotters call this!"” sa’d Pon vicious<ly.
“Bnt it seems to me that vou've dashed
well up to your necks in the soup if any-
thin' cemes of it—as fairly in 1t as we
are!’”

“Bomethin’ 13 bound to come of it!"
said Angel coolly. “*T must ask vou, Pon,
dear boy, to lead me out nt once! 1 don't

exactly proposa to wait here to be
trapred, by oadi”
“(let him away!” gasped Gadshy.

ponting to Spring, “ We can't have him
left here!” |

“17 What on carth has he to do with
me?"” demanded Angel,

*¥You brought the young cad here, and

ever, 10| There was something in it that spoke to

C liis own nature,
 I'ked Pon more intensely than in that

poured mto the study—all bt Mer- |

' fainted from sheer funk !
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it's up to you to g=t him out, I sheonld
say ! =aid Piet Delarey warmly.
“Thanks, Delarey; bnut I don't guite
seo 1t in that lizht! There are enonugh
of you to escort Spring homo—if you're
anxvions about h'm. I'm not—I don't
mind admitt n' that! My one anwiebly
now i3 to clear out of this before anyone
comes on the scene. That shriek is sure
to hring someone, I should say—what?”
They wondered at Anzel's cynical
coolness, Perhaps he wuas not quite as
rool 25 he seemed. Undoubtedly ho was
in a hurry to clear cut. But his cynicism
was not exaggerated. He did not care a

serap what became of Spring, or, for that |

matter, of Pon and Gaddy and Vav, 1f
onlv he got clear away.

Pon did not seem disposad, for the
mom:ent, to fall in with his views,

“No particular reason why you should
craw!l out 1if the rest of
nabbed,” he replied.
out with our dear friends here.
thing we can do now 13 |
room with thit chap inside it, an’ come

“You can ciear
Best

r{'| l":. 111 Ty

. : . back to him when we're sure 110 one 13
He was on his feet, swaving unsteactly, |

gom' to itgoire into the bizney, 1 fincy
that if anyore hid heord bim singin’ out

thoy wonld have been on tho spot before

this—wht, Smithy?”
Vernon-Smith did not answer.

was not without some admiration

Ponsonby's  quirkl7-rerained

He

for
co-lness,

Bt he had never dis-

tmoment.

Tt did indeed seom that no one who
mattered could have heard that erv. But
it was not safe to t ke that for cranted.

“Cut bark to No. 6, vou chaps,” siid
Flip., “ Don’t put the li :Iit on. and don’t
meske a sound. That chap sn't a deader,
is ha, Tadd?”

Flip was cool enough, too, thoueh he
wog already wishin that he had never
thought of the ghost trick, and though
he knew that it would be a verv sertous
thing for him if by anv chanee the fright
h killed Herbert Spring, Not only he
vorld have to anfier, bt athers vhem
he had led into it—two. at least, of thom
—Courtsnay and Wharton—against thelr
own better judgment.

't would be a thing none of them
counld ever forget as Il ng as he lived.
But, somshow, Flip did not feel any
rreat fear. And now P-ter Todd who
had ecrossed over to Herbert Spring,
spoke worilds that bucked him un at cnee.

““Not likelv, Derwent! He's ounly
! He'll came
to in a minute. DBut he mustn't be left
alone, or he'll yell out. I'll stay with
him."”

“Really, dear boys,"” diawled Angel,
“1 think I must be eoin'.”

Angel had no notion of stayiug with
anyone at any rvisk to himself. But he
did nrt object to Toddy's strying,

“You're a brick, Todd!" said Flip
warmly., “Clear off, vou fellows! Rea
here, Ponsonby, we've got to brazen this
out some way if Mobby turns up.’

lont befire—th 't Flip Derwent
snnken to Cecll Ponsonby., But Pon
did net allow th't fret to influence him,

“Right-ho, Derwent !’ he said. “ Keep
your mouth shut, an’ 'l talk to the
worm 1if he appears. But unless these
Greviriars bounders are out of the way
before—"

The Caterpillar, who had uot said a
word all-this time, turned the key in the

lock of the study which was supposed to |

lockint Peter Todd and
inside it. Delarey and
urried off to No. 6.

he empty,

Herbert Sorin

Vernon-Smith i
“1 miss my dear pal Whartoni”

sneered Pon,

_“Pm off ! said Angel. ““Your fault

if I'm trapped en route, Pon, deapr_boy!

soare to 2l eyan'ra all my very dear pals, an’, of

bsard.

Three-halfpence. T

I don’t know the way very well, but 1'm
dashed if 1 don’t try it alone, as you
won't comme with me "

“Oh, do as you like,
snapped Pon.

An—el disappeared,

“Wh rtou's gone off with Merton to
get thit poor kid away,” said Tunstall.

“0Oh, 1T thought he must bo here, by
gad!" said Pon. * 1 didn't seo him, but
I guessed he wouldn't be out of it when
the rest of you to~k on the kind task of
doin’ me in, oence for all, here!"”

“Tt wasn’t vou we thought of, Pon-
sonby,” said Frank ourtenay, with a
tourh of contarept,

But it would have been strange if

harng yon!”

 Ponsonby, knewinz as little as he did of
" the

Spring  affir—practically  nothin
until a few minuies before—had beliove
th-t.

“Tell thit to the Marines!" ho said,

conrse, | know that none of yon wounld

think of playin® it low down on me,
bt &
“Shut ap, Pont Here’'s Mobby!”?
snmded  the [nghtened  whisper of
Gedsby,

Mr. Mobbs had t-ken some time to pu
1n an appearance : but 1t was easy tu sca
th 't he must have heard that shriek,

His Fice showed that by its ashen
pallor, and the fact that he carried a
pokor in his hand was a further sign
of his hevine heard. He was rveally
showing rother more courage than any-
ono could h ve expected of him in turn-
inT up at all.

“1—1— Oh, deir me, what is thoe
matter?” he siid. 1 heard the most
terrible erv from somewhers, It seemed
fo me to come from this part of the
builldme. What is it? Have you seen
anything, Ponsonby, my dear boy?”

They left Pon to answer, even as ho
had suggestod.

The situat’on was a distinetly ticklish
one, with ~1l sorts of risks.

Of the six Groviriars juniors within
the walls of Hicheliffa, Pater Todd and
Snring were locked up torether in tho
stidy just round the corner, Angzel was
treing to find Lis way out by the back
strirs, the Bounder and Delarey were
waiting in tho darkness of No., 6, anl
Harry Whorton was somewhers alons
the passige with Merton,

[t was bardly likely that BMr, Mobbs
would think ef lookine inte Study No. 9,
but he mi ht look into No. 6, Angel
micht be ecanght on his way oul.
Wh-rton was by no means safe.

The Hicheliffi ns present were all folly
dressed . but pos=ibly Mr., Mobbs failed
to notice thnt. He did not speak to, or
even lovk towards, Courtenay, the cap-
tain of the Form, of whom explanations
might most properly have been asked;
he only elyneed ~t the Caterpillar and
Flip and Tunstall; he did not even
glance at Gadsby and Vavasour, which
was just as well, for neither of those two
was in a sbhte to keep up his end under

] . | questioning.
It was the first time that term—or for
l"ﬂ-d :

He spoke to Pon, as if Pon woare the
person there of most account—as in
Mobby's evas he wos,

And nothing could have beoen cooler
thin the reply of Pon, who had no ebjee-
tion at any time to telling all the lies
th 't =eemed to him needful.

“We heard it, sir, an’ rather thoughs
it came from somewhere down here,"” he
“8o some of us hurried down to
intvestigote.  But we can’t find any evi-
dence at all that anvthin's happened.”

“You showed the courage and presence
of mind that 1 should have expected of
you, Ponsonby," voplied Mr. Mobhs.

The Caterpillar chuckled softly. It
amused him to hear Mobby comipliment-
ing Pon, who would most certainly have
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staved i1 bed if that shriek had really
awikonod him fromn sleep, The snobbish
Litle master seemed to consider that Pon
descrved all the credit going.

Bat there veally was no credit due io
auyoue, so that the rest did not grudge
'on Ins buttering.

“Peorhaps we had better look into all
the gindios,” sawd My, Mohbs.

'The ashon hue had left his face. €lom-
pany made him bold. He knew that in
a geaveh of the studies there woukd be no
need for him to lead the way.

Iut such o search did not suit the book
of the juniors. The rest left it to Pon
to dissuado Mobby,

“"Do you think so, sir?"” asked Pon.
“If vou'll exense e, T don’t. It sceros
impossiile that it should come from any
of these studies,  But the seniors haven't
gone to bhoul i-':':f_.”

CQuifo righf, Ponsonby—equite right!
Will you accompany me to the Sixth

quarters? The rest of you ean retuyn |

to bed. You will not be needed.”

Pon went off with Mr. Mobbs qguite re-
signvdly, eongratulating himself on lead-
mg the 1naster AWHY from the COrner
study, m which wers other things nesd-
mg concealment bLesides the two Grey-

fraars junjors.  Gadsby and Vavasour

were quite vesigned to retiring. Anvane |

might cleay un the mess  for
that they cared,

But the rest could not nmske off and
Ieave their comrades from Grreyfriars still
i danger of discovery,

¥l and the Caterpillar opened the

anything

door of the study vound the corner and |

pazsed  inside. Frank Conrtenay and
Tunstall went to join Vernon-Smith atd
Delarey in No. 6, and to await the retury
of Morton and Whartou,

“Hallol  He’s come round. then:”
said Flhip, -

Spring was sitting up, staring sulkily
at Potor Todid. - '

“Yes, On the whole, T consider it's
rather o pity,” said Toddy. “I wasn't
keen on Iim when lLe was iusensible.
Now ha's came to he strikes me as piil-
ticidarly loathsaome 1?2

“fan’t he pleased with the ghost, by
g ¥ dnguired the Caterpillar, -
. necws o prefer it as a ghost, thaoueh
it did nearly drive him silly to see it
Pevsists that his brother's dead, and
seeiny glad of it.  You fellows can talk to
t-h-.: rotter I you want to, I don't want
to_fhave any thing more to do with bim "

Poter Modd spoke quite hotly,

“Heo iy dead,”  said Spring, with a
queer, nervous grin, T know he's desd.
I heard [rom my mothes to-day,”

" Awd came hore to-uight for this sort
of thing!" suid Peter, with a wave of
]'::1:‘;1'= havnd towards the card-strewn table.

Spring is certainly not a very feelin’
person 17 mumuared the Caterpdlar, look-
g cmiously at young Shylock.

“It's nothing at all to do with auy of
¥ou roiters whother I cared twopence
about my brother or not, is it snarled
Sprmg. I don’t know how vou faked
up someone to look like him, and I don’t
Im_n‘n-'* why you did it: but I know jolly
well 16 wasn’t my brother, for he's dead.
And T know jolly well it wasn’t a ghost,
for there aren’t any such things.”

CWell, T faney youll understand all
right within a day ar two, you young
cad, i you don't now!® ‘said Flip.
“Queer that you called vour brother's
whost Conrad, though, wasn’t it? Mer
ton s=aid that was your brother’s name -
pbrt you make out it's yours!” |

Lir gl S : ¥ "

So 1b is! Merton’s a Dbeastly Iar!
Look here, T want to get out of this!
Where’s Ponsanby 7
1‘_" Gone oft with Mr, Mobbs. " answered
1y,

“Thoso other two, then? They—-"
“Ob, the dear Gaddy an’ the amiahle
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Vav have retived 1o rest V77 suid the Cater-
pillar.  “*They didi't even leave word
what was to be done with you!™

“Well, Angel—-"

“Angel has disereetly izzled ™ the
Caterpillur said pleasantly,

“Look here, that Jeaves
beastly hole, von know !
g}n back with the
though.”

“Not with me, you wou't!” snapped
Peter Todd.

“ Like to see your brother beforo you
go " mquired Flhip surdonically.

“"Don’t yon talk sbont my brothen!
He'a dead, I tell you!  Bat I—1 ninst
ko, and 1 can’t go back alone, I couldn’s

ne A
L shall have to
other chaps, ¥ suppose,

 face the dark after that ?

“What

shall we Lii“l, Toad?™ 1*‘].;;}
asked. '
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“Lock the young rotter in here till we
are ready to go, 1 suppose!” Poter re-
plied. “Wharton won't agree to his
being left to shift for himself, I kuow |7

“Right-ho [ said Flip,

“Here, 1 say, I won't be locked i !”
protested Spring.

But ho was locked in, for all his
protests, )
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Getting Out !

é OBBY'S gone!” sald Tunstall,
M as he and Courtenay entered
No. 6. “Pon's gono with

him. Gaddy an’ Vav have

bunked, too. Flip an’ De Clourcy have
joined Todd. As soon as Whurton an’
Algy comie bock you chaps had better

L A e T

War-time
Price,

1.d. Crder Now,

clear, I should shian et
Courtenay ¥’

“I'm not sure that they had not hetter
walt until later, when all's quiet,
auswered the Fourth skipper. * Mobbyw
may not have been the only person who
heard Spring’s vell; and the passages,
here or downstairs, won't be over anl
above safe till things have sottled down.”

“We don't iumd watting, Jdo we,
Smithy 7 gaid Delarey, *“'The fellows
outside may get fed up, hut thoy can cut
back if they do.”

“They won't cut back,” the Bounder
saud.  “*They will be too kern to know
what’s happened. Wonder what they’ll
do with that sweop Angel?”

“By Jupiter! He'll run sieaight into
their arms "' chuckled "anstall.

“ Doesn’t matter niuch what they do.?
Piet said, “ If they eut him into liitie
piecces Tl think twice before 1 blamed
thetn. The rotter! Bat even so he isn'h
worse than Spring.  What do you fellows
make of the bizney?”

“We haven't any doubt,” Tunstall
answered gquietly, Y Algy was dead suro
that this young cad wasn’t Courad, au’
so was little Maolly Gray. Now 1t's proved
to you fellows, an’” what's got to be dene
after tlus is to get things straight,”

By Jove, though, Fve forgotten some-
thing ! <uid the Bounder, “JIlere’s n
wire Hop Hi collared from that young
brute. Wharton wonldn't take it; but I
wastu't so scrupulons.”

He took the erumpled flimsy from his
pocket and spread it out.  As his eyes
fell upon it he gave a start of surprise.

" Look here, you fellows ¥ ho gasped.

They knew it must bo soniething out
of the ordinary to make the iron-nerved
Bounder gasp like that. But none of
them was prepared fax svhat he saw,

“Your brother i= &&dd.”

That was how the wWire ran.

“Oh, by Jupitert” said Tuonstall
“Flip would never have dared to play
that trick if he'd known this! 1t was a
bit risky anyway—I see that now—but
with Spring believing this—-— Oh, by
Jupiter ¥’

“IDid he Dbelieve (77 sald Delarey
doubtfully,

“Don’t sec how lLe could Lave been
off 16! rephed Tunstall

“Iv's from s mother,” the Bounder
saic.  “Yes: he must have belioved it
all right. Ile doesu't seem to have gone in
tor overmuch grievin’ about it, though.”

Just thon the three who had been with
Spring came in, and were at once shown
the wire. Flip Derwent’s eyes widened,
and he shrugged his shoulders meaningly.
No doubt he felt, as Tunstall did, that
his frick had been decidedly risky, But
he said nothing,

"The guestion isn’t =0 much whether
Sprivg believed it—there was no reason
why he shonldn't, after getting that wire
~—but whether Lis mother was telling the
truth, as far as sho knew it,” said
Courtenay quietly.

“We can’t answer auy of these ques-
tions, scems to me, so they don’t amount
to much,” the Bounder said, *“The thing
is what to do. C('an this poor kid stav
here after the upset to-night? And, if
not, what's to Lie done with him 7%

“Hallo, here’s Merton ! said Flip.

Merton locked pale and worried.

*This iz gettin® hot, you fellows!" hLe
sai.  “1've had to hide Wharton in the
bath-room, an’ lock up the box-room witl
voung  (Conrad inside. That rotter
Mobby's prowhin’ around still, an’ he's
vot Langley an’ Beanchamp an’ Roper
on the job. They ain't takin® it very
seviously ; but Mobby iz, aw’ } can’t think
why, unless Pou's given us away.”

“What’s Pon know, dear bov'" asked
the Claterpillar,

e
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“Not a lot, perhaps: but he mav sus ¢

pect a good deal, by Jupiter!  An® he
krnows he's safe—we can't give him away
now ; that hitle bizney in No. 9 may ho
considered as dead an’ done for!”

“Spring’s therve still, Weo locked him
in.” said Peter Todd.

The crowd in No. & looked at onec
another, none of themi quite kuowing
what to do next,

“Here's a  rotlen
l:'i:}l':k}?'.

“Oh, you shut up!” satd ¥lip irritably.
Cocky’s random remark was altogether
too ihuch to the purpase.

It really was a good deal ol a mess.

mess VY erooned

Mr, Mobhs might go to fthe Fourth
dormmtory. He, or one of the semors,

might look into Neo. 6 at auy moment. 1t
anyoile did that he would find three
Greyfriars juniors, whese presence there
would mean a row, and five Highchfte
janiors who had been ovdered back to
bed a guarter of an hony earhlier,

Worse than that, Wharton was cut oft
for the time being from his comrades.
They could not stavt without him; and.
nnless  dizcovered, would not move
from the bath-room until he was told it
was safe. It was certamly not vet safe ;
it was not safe cven for oue of the eight
ta leave No. b,

Spring did not maiiter so much. They
had net Lrought Spring along. But they
felt some responzibility for Lim, never-
theless.

And ontede Bob Cherry and the rest
woere still waiting, while Conrad Spring
lay in the box-rcom, behind a locked
door, but uet 1w any condition to be
safely left alone for long. Merton re-
ported lm i a gueer state: and Flip
Derwent breathed hard aud flushed when
he heard that.

Suddenly the Caterpallar without =

off the hight.

]'“_"-_

word  switched Next
moment footsteps halted Lefore the door.
“Anyoue there?” drav led Langley, the
skipper of Higheliffe,
No one answered, of course. They
waited, expecting the door to be opened.
But Langley passed on. He was not keen
on the search; he rather resentod Nr.
Maobbs' calling upon hun.
For another ten miuutes or so they
watted ; but no one else came near,
“We'd better make a break for it, 1
faney,” =aid the Bowuder. -
“I' go an’ fetch Wharton,”™ volun-
teered Tuustall,  Aund he wout at once.
“Look here,” swid Delarey.,  “I've
been thinking. Tsn't there any way of
getting that Spring kid—the Convad one,
I thean—out of this, and to some place
where he could be nursed and taken ecarve
of? The box-room is1't auy kind of show
for him, and it’s too Lite now to think of
owning up that he's herve. It would be
better to take him to Greyfriars, and

chance  trouble there than for these
fellows to do that. ™
“T1 know!” said Peter Todd: “Pen-

fold'sa ("

) “Uood ege!™ the Bounder replied.
‘Per’a people are no end decent and
kind. - It's a bit late to take him thero
tought; but I dou't think they Ml mind
that. And 1t can’t very well he left till
to-morrow.”

“Well, it would be a load off my mind,
Tl ovwn,” said Morton, ““I’'ve a kind of
teohn’ that I'm more particularly the
kid's unele, as he came here lookin® for
me; an’ ['m banged if T could vest to-
night with him alone in the box-room.”

“1t's 2 good notion,” Frauk Courtenay
sard,  *“But 1 think the best plan will be
for you fellows to clear out first. 'I'wo
or three of you can wait outside until we
bring tho youngster to you, properly
wiapped up and all that,”

Bump! Thwack !

“Oh, dear me! What are vou doing.
your oxceedingly clumsy fellow 7'
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In safe haven !

(See Chapier 12.) 1

The sounds came from the passage, and
the voice which had followed elosely upon
the noise of a fall was the volee of Mr,
Albert Hicks Mobbs.

“Mobby in the wars ™" said the Cater-
pillar, grinuing in the darkness.  He had
promptly sewitched off the hght agan,

The door opened quickly,  someone
slipped  wite the study, awod it elosed
aga.

CWhao's that 7 asked Tlip, in a fonse |

whisper.,

“Me—Wharton . re plicd
breathilessly.,

“What's happened @™

“We sighted Mobby just s we came
round the corner, amd there was zomeone
else coming up behind In the dark.
Mobby huad his head turned, as if he
wore listening,  Tunstall switched oftf the
light, wlusprred to me to oot m Leve,
and barged right ovo hion 27

“Good old Tun ' satd Fhip adiaivingly,

“RShush 7 hissed the Cateipillar,

They all stood and histened.  TE was
plain that the light in the passage had
Leen switched on agsin now., and that
Tunstall had not tried to escape.

“Yon abominably clumsy and imper
tinent fellow ! I am convinced that yonur

Haovis

collision with mioe. was no acculent ™
anarled Mr. Mabhbe,
“Rorry, sir, ' osuree!” replied Thin-

atall

“What made vou switeh ol the heht—
ch? Tell me that!”

“Well, 1 rather preforeed that wyon
shouldi’'t see me, si0.”

“T had ordered you to boed Y

T didn’t feel quite vasy atter that
seream,” Tunatall said,

“You will ig8) at onee !’

“Your noze is bleeding, «ir."”
stull meekly.

“So 1t is!
emal to the troubles of this night !
to bed, Tunstall 17

Those who heard wers disposed to agree
withh Mr. Mobbs on one seorve ot least.
The troubles of the nizht had not ended
for them.

A few egeronds later Tunstall shpped
inta the dark study.

“Wa can have a light.” L zaid,  ““The
wortn's gone, But he'll be compn’ back,

=52 +'| ™
Sd1eh Fuan-

Oh, really. there seeips no
f:t'h

dash him! You CGrexfrinvs chapa had
better bunk while you've the chaneel”

“You worked that dashed well, Tun-
stall I’ said the Bounder,

“(lad you approve, old top ! Of conis,
it was an accident makin® Mobby's conk
run ruby, but it was guite a Incky one.
We'd have been mabbed if Wharton
hadu't heen jolly spry, too.”

“Well, it was the sort of {time whon
a chap wouldn't walt to be told twiee,”
said Harvy, smiling

“They can go,” said Courtenay “It7s
best they should—safer outside.  DBat we
Laven't finished for to-night, Tonstall.™

“What «lse 13 there to do? (h,
Spring, of course! 'l zo along and
et the young rotter out.”™

“There’s more than that. Cenrad’s by
be got out, too, These fellows huve
thought of a place to take him to—Pon-
fold's, the shoemaker, at Friavdale.”

O, good ! said Tanstall,

“Jolly good!™ chimed in
heartily,

Tungtall departod. e was back pgain
well inside a minute :

“Did yvou fellows lock the door?” lie
asked., ** Are yon sure vou locked 1677

“Rather 17 veplied Flip, *I can swear
toait!”

“Then Pen must bave left las key
behind., The young sweep's gone 17

For a moment those who heard lookod
blank,

"Then the Bounder grinned.

“What's the odds 7" he said. “Wo'va
no uee for the Little brute. If he chooszes
to go back alone. let hia !V

“You're right, Smithy !”" sald Harry
Wharton,  “ Comie along, you fellows!
Time to go. Mustn't watb to say god-
nigzht, either.”

“Will you allow me to eseort Ton, dear
boys 7" drawled the Caterpillar.

““Non, Rupert. I'll—" _

“:\Ij’ dear I.F!'iilllri::’.‘, :Tt'_lll.‘" da nothin’
of the sort! "The quad at wight 18 no
place for a fellow of yoiwr shouw’ victue,
For me it matters not.™

“ Fathead 1” snapped Courtenax. Dub
he knew it was no good to argue with the
Caterpllar, :

And De Couvey did not speak eniircly

Wharton
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in joke.
of the Form, and Mr. Mobbs hated him,
and would be only too glad of a chance
to suggest his deposition from that place
of honour,

Because of that not only the Caterpillar,
but Derwent and Merton and Tunstall
also, felt that when Courtenay rvan the
same rigk as they did he was really run-
ning a heavier one, And that they did
ot choose he should.

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
In Safe Haven !
5 Y only aunt! We thought you
M chaps were never coming !
declared Bob Cherry.

s “Might as weli have mada

6 ali night while you were aboqt ¢ il
growled Johnny ull.

The four had just descended by Pon's

vope ladder, and Do Courey was slipping

back in to Highcliffe.

“We haven't finished yet,” answered |

the Bounder grimly,

" Well, we're not grumbling,” gsaid
Bquiff, “ What else is there to do, old
to

pt”

* What has Leen done. you mean, don’t |

you?" put in Frank Nugent.

“No, I don't, old chap. That can wait
for telling till we got back.

“There’s a lot to tell,” said Wharton.

“But the thing that matters most is that |

some of us have got to wait h re for a
bt till those chaps bring out young
Spring to uws—Conrad. | moean. Wo're
going to take him to Penfold's.™

“ What for ?" asked Tom Brown.

“Well, the kid must be somnwhere,
Browney, and hiding in H:ghel ffe ain't
exactly the best thing for him. even if

he'd any chance of hiding there much |

longer," replied Piet Delarey somewhat

sharply.
“gorm{ls to me as if you chaps had

rather mucked up the biznev, on the
whole,"” rimarked Johnny Bull.

“1 don't think so0," "said Wharton !
quietly. ““No need for all of us to w aif, |
Johnny.  You can get along back if -on
like."”

- Y Rats!” growled Johnny, 1 haven't
done my bit yet !

“ By the way, anybody seen anvthing
of Angel?" inquired Veérnon-Smith.

“ Yes, rather " answered Squiff, “ He's
fairly dodged ns. Wouldn't wait to have
any questions asked of him; just did an
exit in quick time. "

young cad Spring,

I suppose ¢
“ No.

Hus lie come out?" said Frank
Nugent,

“That's just what we don't know We
had him locked up, as we thought., hut he
went. "

“And  where's Buntor 7" demanded
Wharton, missing the Owl at that
ioment.

“Isn’t he here 5"
“It doesn't
it

Bunter was not there, and Iarry was
inclined to Lhink that it did matter

“He'll very likely rouse the placa tiy-
ing to get in,” he said. “The f1t idiot
ocughtn’t to have been allowed to comae, "

“If he hadn’t he'd probably have
roused it by bellowing after us, by gad !
gaid the Boundor,

" Well, that's likely enough: Sm-thy.
Pity he woke up. But we've got to
chance what he does now., Hr may have
followed Angel.”

16 ocours to me that the extreme
likefulness is that the [ndierous and dis-
gusting Bunter was suffering from the
freczeful coldfulness,' gaid [nky, shiver-

returned Bob Cherry.
matter much anywav, does

ing.
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| kick teo hard™

| said

! riof sure timt hia'z At to k‘.';tf:L;.

| need for him to walk.

‘i . - us lhiere, all capable
You haven't soen anvthinge of that ' 5 I
. =

+ aroused strong feeling in follows

“Sorry, Inky, old fellow!™ Wharton could have been more

said remorsefully.

; "I know you've found
it parky waiting.

Look here, will you
and two or three more go alons to Friar
dale and proepare the Penfolds for what's
coming? Toddy knows all about it. and
he’s the chap to talle them round, if they
need any talk'ng round.
think they will.'

Within  two minutes Pofer Todd,
Johnny Bull, Inky, and Tom Brown Were
on their way te Friardale, Foddy ox-
plaining to the rest as they went.

Then Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent
left the rest, to look round for Bunter.

"He may have roled into a ditch.™
said Bob. “T'll kick him out if he has!
You needn’t pity him too much. I've
Franky coming along to see that 1 don't

" We'll wait for vou chaps outside,’
Frank. *“But don't wait for us if
we're not thepe "

Wharton, Vernon-Smith, D¢ larey, and
Squiff were left, A few words made the
situation olcar enongh for Squff,

"Poor kid!" he said. “I'm game to
do all T can for him. When you come to
think of it, it’s as l-ast as much up to
us as €0 the Higheliffe chaps. What a
young rotter that Shylock is!"

Herbert Spring, acrouching in the dark.
ness by the wall less than a dosen vaids
away, heard that, as he had heard Whar-
ton’s explanation. Dut he had come i1

was to be takon,

He wanted to know that, and he
walted, hoping 1o hear,

There was another reason for his wait-
ing. He did not quite know where to
go or what to do, He had not made up

his mind yet to return to Greyfriars, Hao |

had a vague idea of sheltering elsewhero
and not reappearing till his mother, to

had turned up.
““Hallo, thera!™
It was Flip Dorwent's voice from over
the wall
“ Here we are ! szid Harry,
Flip was over next moment,
“The kid's a bit vocky,” he said. “I'm
I don't

feel very happy about that bizney inside -

|1t upset him more than it did his rottoer

of a brother., Wish I Ladn't now !

“ Nobody blames you, old fellow,” eaid
the Bounder, with more sympathy than
he was wont to show. * And there's no
There are four of
of giving him a
piggy-back ride, vou know."

“Yes, I thought of that, Stithy, [
#ay, you haven’t seen the young cad 7"

“No. He’s probably found another
way out, and got to Greyfriars by this
time,” replied Wharton.

But I don't .
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Frank Courtenay was captain

LZii'H”}' Ot gentle
which the older
One and all, they
that this youngster, whom
for himself, apart from his
beon through it to almost
the ubtermost limit: an Flp was not
the only one wmong them who had a
teeling of remorse for the ghost trick.

Herbert Spring breathed hard in the
gloom as the Bounder took up Conrad
on his back.  The youncster protested,
but fEﬂbI}’. He really was not fit to
wallk. and ho know it.

“You'll be sl right with these chaps
and the people they'll tuke you to, roung
‘un,” said Morton, in rather o chokw
volee,

“Of course I shall 1" answered Conrad,

than the manner in
fellows treated him,
bad the feeling
they conld like
troubles, lal

| with quite a plucky attempt at cheeriness.

LRIt mood to
1 .-_"haﬂ never

bhave 8o many fiiends, But
know how to thank son

i
= i |
| e Rd

say, kid,

“No peed,” Flip Derwent said. 1

you forgive me, don't vou? [

oughin't "

“There’s nothing to torgive, Flip,
really ] Give my love ta old Cocky. "

And with that message on his lips the
youngster was horne off,

The Caterpillar laid a hand on Fhp's
arm.

“Hist ! T thought 1 heard somethin’
he said.  “ Move to the left, Derwent
towards the wall. Merton, look ont an

, ; - see that no one breaks awayg !
just too late to hear where his brother |

De Courcy himsalf moved to the righi

Spring saw him coming, and tried 1
make a bolt. But Merton clutched Lim

“Legzo! T'H yell out if you don't, «:-
get you all into a beastly row ! pant-d
young Shylock.

“Yell out an’ be dashed to Fou, you
young fiend ! retorted the Cuterpi a-
with unusual heat.  “Qp try—you won't

= ¥ s i q i . \ 5 S . 'l' i
whom he meant to wire in the morning, | £t much farther than trein’. |

kick very hard against the notion of
chokin’ vou once for all 1

- “Lemme o ! whined =
“Hiven't [ had enough done to me

i

 to-night 7"

“Not half ' replred Flip Devwent

fervently.

“When wa gct voung Conrad there T

guess we'll call in a doctor,” said Delaro-.

There was something in the crucl
position of Conrad Spring wiuch i
ke the
and the Rebel, who,
though their natures did not lack kindii.
ness, were not so ready to yield to the
call of sympathy for anyone down on his
luck as wera Harry Wharton, gentle
Frank Nugent, and some of the rost.

Herbert Spring pricked up his ears.
Where was “there "?  Somowhere at
Friardale, he guessed ; they could hardly
be taking his brother to Greyfrinrs, But
he very much wanted to know pxactly
where.  His mother must see Conrad
before the trouble that he perceived to
be inevitable began,

“Ready " called the Caterpillar softly,

“ Ay, ay !" replied Flip.

In a few seconds Conrad Spring, helped
by ul}e Courey and Merton, came over the
wall,

He was well swrapped up, and nothing

ﬂater&:illar, Smithy,

*t 1'¥h a'I-'}ilii: I i:-'t'l'lﬂ. I.‘-'{" Ot to __'*l'.'
bark to Greviriars, [ suppose 7"’

"I shouldn't trouble if T were you, by
gad !” said the Cateprpillar, speaking ance
more i his usnal languid, indifferent
way. " Youw're sufe for the kick-out
within twenty-four bours, I should say,
an’ it hardly seems worth while, "

He was goin’ to follow those cha ps.”"
said Merton.  “ Boest not to let himn,* 1
think.,”

" Possibly we had better convoy him
home, though it seems a dashed lot of

trouble for such a rat, by gad! You get
| back, Merton, an’ let Franky an' Tun
know what we are doin’. Flip an’ T will

put this merchant on the right road—it
will be a new way for him, theugl,
dashed if it won't !"

Merton went back over the wall,  [le
was tired out. The Caterpillar and Flip
marched the sulky Shylock cff botween
them.

Meanwhila, Dick Prcfold's people had
been told by Peter Towdd of their coming
guest. Lheir sympathies were stirred at

once by what Toddy narrated of Conrad
Spring’s  troubles; and they had no
hesitation  in agreemg  to take  the

youngster in.
When Conrad arrived, on the back of

Harry Wharton—after Squiff and the
Rebel had each taken his turn at the
fransport job—a warm bed was ready for

lim; and his champions wera glad
enough to leave him in the kind chargo
of motherly Mrs. Penfold.

“He's in safe haven, anyway,” said
Harry, as they made theip way back te
Greyfriars,



Every Monday.

“TFor the present,” answered Johnny
Bull. “But we ve got to think what’s to
be done about him Jater on. The kid
hasn’t a dog's chance with that mother
of his.”’

“Juet what T was thinki’, Dull,» aaid
Vernon-Smith. " Somethin® will cortainly
have to be done, "

I S—

THZ NINTH CHAPTER.
All Through Bunier !

&4 I1, dear! Oh, dear!”

O It was Billy Bunter who thus
made moan outside the walls of
Greyfriars, forlorn as a fat Pen

outside the gates of Paradise,

Bunter had got badly fed up with wait-
ing in the darkness and the cold, with no
prospect of the feed that heo had hoped
for at the outset.

In spite of his anxiety to go inside with
the Caterpillar, he hmg none but a very

vague notion why Wharton & Co. had |

come along fo Higheliffe. Indaeed, if he
had understood he would not have wanted
to go in. Taking rvisks for the sake of a
strange kil certainly would not have
appealed to Willlam George Dunter.

After the departure of the four he had
propped himself up against the wall for
a time, and hstened to the fragments of
talk which dropped from those left
behind.

Thesa did not tend 4o make him feal
better satished with the expedition. 1t
seemed to him utter rot to have come
out like this, taking risks inmumerable,
cen acount of the waf whom Skinner had
conducted to Higheliffe. Even his
inquisitiveness was subdued by the cold
and the disanpointment. He felt that
he had heard sll that he wanted to hear
about the SBpring business.

Then, to keep warmth in his fat
carcase. he had begun to pace up and
down, and by-and-by he had found him-
self in the road, some forty vards or so
from the rest, for the place at which
Pon’s rope ladder had been drapved over
ithe wall was on the side where the ficlds
ran up to 1it.

Scarvcely realising what he was doing,
he began to roll homewards.

And when he did come to vealise
whither his fat httle legs were taking
him, he was afraid to turn back. High-

started out, though only a guarter of a
mitle or so away, seemed more distant to
his imagination than the peaceful dormi-
torv at Greyfriars,

For that he made, running till he was
out of breath, and then rolling along in
a panting condition,

It was not until he reached the wall of
Grreyfriars that he rememberad a very
important fact.

Without help he was quite incapable of
scahne it

“Oh, dear! O, dear !’ he moaned.

But moaning was useless,  Homething
had to be done.

He gave a desperate leap and a frantie
chitch, and rolled over in the mud,
Froaning.

“Yaracoooh!
hone’s busted !’

If there had beeu anvone present to
hear him, Bunter would uo doubt have
gone on vrochiiming that his backbone
was “busted.” But as there was no one,
and as he found himself able to get on
his feet and etand, Bunter came to the
conelusion that the damage he had suf-
fered must have been slichter than that.

He did not try the wall again. Once
was enongh,

. He rolled round to the gates, ponder-
g decply the problem of how to induce
Gosling to accept » bribe in the shape of

Oll, tjl_‘d.l'I 11-:5.‘-' }_}ﬂ,{'-_k-
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either wind or paper--a verbal promise
topay oran ] O L.

But when he arived at the gates he
had also arrived at the conclusion thot it
was not extremely likely Gosling would
take either.

Should he ring, and face the music?

He had only himself to think of. He
never once thought of any result his
deeision mizht have upon the fellows he
h d left behind at Highcliffe,

While he still hesitated, shivering in
the cold wind that had just sprung up,
the little gate at the side of the bigger
one opened, and the figcure of a man
appeared at i,

Bunter turned in wild alar, and tried
to fice,

But his foot stiruck a stone, uud le
sprawled,
As he rose a hand fell upon his

shoulders, and the veice of Mr. Quelch
sald sternly :
“ Bunter. what are vou doing here?”

“}—I——  Gh, if you please, sir
Oh, really. sir, it wasuw’t my faulr!”
P

ARE YOU
Now is the time to show what
stuff you are made of. Don’t slack

about the streets in * civvies” if
you can join a Cadet Corps.

-HELP YOUR COUNTRY BY

applying to *“C.,A.V.R,, Judges’

(NE?

_ ' Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Jus-
cliffo and the fellows with whom he had |

tice, W.C. 2,"” who will send you
particulars as to your mnearest
Cadet Corps. You can do your
bit by

BECUMING A CADET TO-DAY!

burbled the Owl, *“ The other fellows
would go. 1 said all { could to stop
Ehem. told theni you wouldn’t like it
ut—-""

“Do not tell me untruths, Bunter!
Wha are ¢ the other fallows? to whom
vou refer? 1 see no one but vou here,”

Dunter’s fatal habit of saying the thing
which was not tripped him wup again
there. It occurred to him on a sudden
that there would he a heavy reckoning
to pav if Wharton & Co. were trﬁppeﬁ
through him.

“T—1 Oh, vreally, sir, what 1
meant to say was that there weven'’t any
others fellows. 1-—1 merely came out to
—to get a breath of fresh air, rir, and no
one at all came with me!”

By this time Gosling lhad appesred
upou the scene with a lantern, and the

Remove-master was able to gee in what |

condition Bunter was.
“ You may or may not have had all the

fresh air you require. Bunter,” Mr.
Queleh said sarcastically, * but you have

|

|

F

i —

|

| €X plain that.

Three-halfpence: 11

cerbainly gathered morve than enocuzh
mud,” )

" Which it’s my opinion as ’e’s been
a-tryin’ to clamber over the wall, an’
:Hn"-"l: fell down.” said I}qqlinjg;_ U Which
¢ never were a very agile young gent,
g1, '

“Tht will do, Gosling,
me, Bunter!”

Whatever engagement Mr., Quelch had
—and it was unusual for him to go out
at ni:ht—was evidently given up at once.
Ho led the way to the Remoave dormi-
tory, -and Bunter followed him, groan-
g,

The master’s brow grew dark as he
noted the emply beds.

“Whourton, Cherry, Nugzent, Field,
Biull, Vernon-Smith, Delaroy, Brown,
Hurree Sinch, Todd,” he said slowly.
Then he pursed his lips.

Perhaps it ﬂueurreg to him thag any
errand which took out those ten members
of the Remeave—ill fe lows v bom he knew
to he worths of trust~—might not boe go
very black an affuir in itself. But the
serions offence of breaking bounds after
Lghts out remained.  And perhaps hao
was puzzled by Bunter’s having been of
the party.

By this time most of the Romove wers
awake. The gimlet eyes of Mr, Quelch
fixed Mark Linley.

“Linley,” he said, “when Wharton
and the rest retum, vou will bo goorl
enough to tell them that I require their
presence at once in my study, If they
show any reluctance to obey, you will

mt'm'r.]]!I me  of their return  without
delay, '

“Very well, sir,” said Mack Linley,
flushinz as he answered, “But 1 am
sure they will not shaw any reluctance.”

“They had better not, Linley!”
snapped the moster.  “Bunter, before
you get into bed yon must go to the
bith-room.  You are in a disgusting
state! 1 will interview you in the morn.
inz.

With that he went,

" Needn’t have got on to vou like that,
Linley,” remarked Bulstrode, *“It ain't
your funeral, anywav."

“He may hove than-ht T knew some-
thing about it,” replied Mark,

“Well, don’t vour"”

" Not a thng.”

" Do yon, Redwing 7 Russel] inguired,

“Just as much as Linley does,”

“=Shows that crowd must have heon
after somethin’ fishy, by zad!” sneered
Skinner. “They wouldn’t let on to
Linlev an’ Redwing about it. Too good
for the ran-dan! Ho, ho, ho!”

Shut uwp,  you  ead!”  snapped
Wibley.  “There’s nothing more jolly
certiin than those those chaps haven’s
goue out on your sort of blackguardly
bizney anyway !

“Hear, hear!” said Kipps and Ogilvy
and Russell and Rake and Penfold in
chorus.

Ok, really, Skinner, if it hadn’t been
for you T don’t know that they wonld
have gone at all!™ said Bunter, halting
at the door.

Skinner sat uwp in bed. There wero
many things on Harold Skinner's con-
science, thonzh he was not mueh in the
h-hit of letting them weigh at all pain-
fulle,

" Hadn't been for me, yvou fat fool!”
he snarled,  “What on earth do you
rmean v

But Bunter had holted. On second
thoughts, it seemed inadvisable to
It would not be easy to
muake it clear how he knew of the
messige thet Skinner had sent to High-
cliffe.  Moreover, thit messare had
never been delivered, Bunter had told
Derwent & Co. by word of meuth, partly
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with a view to finding otheremyployment
{or hig nipnth at the tea-table in No, 6,

“Well, T don’t know what they've
boen up to, and I don't care much,” said
Yolsover major, yawning., “Dut one
thing’s jelly  certain—it’s all throuvh
Buuter they've heon caught oug, and i 1
viere they U'd jolly well let the fat idiot
have it iu the neek for it!”

Liadf Hi

Hunty's

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry’s vowe boomed
“Yes, it's us,” replied oy,
“Why can't vou shout i a whisper,
gatea,” answered Dob,
boen  found—@uelchy found him—and

Telling Mr. Quelch !
III‘I I ALLO, hallo, hallo! That von,
throngh  the gloom, it
boomed rather {oo loudly, sccing how
AR everyone will know 1t in about
halt a2 mimte ! added YVoernon-Smith
Dob, vou ass?" growled Johnny Bull,
“0Oh, 1it’s 10 odds!  Fact of the
“What?"  demandoed
volces 111 chorus.
ne’s given us all away 17
“Who told vou, Bobh?”

Harrv?"
near they were to Greciriues,
sardonteally.
natter 1, we mayv as well go in by the
“Oh, T mean it all screnoe!
“Gossy. Uhs old beast was prowling

rotund with a lantern, wailing for us to |

tiun up—waan't he, Franky?” ‘

“Grmning hiko a clhnmpanzee!” said
I'rank bitterly. **Tried to march ns off
ab otice. But he hadn’t any ovrders to do
that, we knew well euouzh, and we
walled for you chaps,”

"Not sure that it matters a heap,”
Squiff said philosophically. “Wo were
Lound to go to Quelchy or the Head
about this bizrey within the wext twenty-
four hours, and we might just as well
geb b over to-night, and sleep after it,
asteed of lying awake worrving about
it

*It necdn’t bave come out {hut we'd
Lioken bounds,” growled Johuny.

"It would have done, though," the
Dounder said. “I rather agrec with
Squiff,  An’, though Quelchiv's o hawd
ald nut, T think I'd rather tullk to him
than to the Ilead.”

"We'lve got to face the musie, any-
vay,” said Havry rvesicnedly. ¢ (Come
ulnngl”

Clalio! Who's the little stranger?”
'II'.SL-E'{I Petoer Todd,

Someone had just stolen ont of the
cloom into their midst, where they now
stoad in the dim light from the cnrtained
window of Gosling's lodge.

“By gad, it's Spring!"” said Smithy,

“Isay, Icon dedge in with you chapa,
cat't I asked voung Shvlock, with a
sulky attermpt at propitiation. I should
think you've put me through it enough
to-utght, and [ can’t get over thoe wall
wiithoud help.”

T'he Caterpillav and ¥lip Derwent had
Init Spring within a hundved vards or so
ot breyiriavs; and he had not protested
aguinst being left, for he had not then
1ade up his mind to return.

sut he had made it up sinee, chiefiv
Liecause he could think of nowherse elso
to go for the night.

He had not heard what had beoen said
on the subject of making # clean breast
of the whole affair to Mr. Queleh, or he
1right not have shown himself,

“Shall we keep the young roiter out,
Wharton?” asked the Rebel.

“No. Let him come in, After all, his
turii’s coming,” replied Harry meauingly,

The Rebel scizel the bell, and gave it a
rilghty pull,
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“Hallo, hallo, Lallo ™ said Boly Cherry
pleasantly, a# Gosling appeared behind
the gates,  *“*Good-evening again, Gossy,
old top! Glad to see vou looking so fit!
We're coming 1 now,”

“Ho! Har you®” wiowled the vorter,
“Which you voung rips "

“Uhat's enougl, Gosling ! rapped out
the Bounder. **We don’t want any of
your chin-muste!  Just open the gates
and shut yourself '™

Gosling gloweved. but the zates were
opened, and the simall crowd made its Wiy
across tho gquad to the School House.

It was agreed that to go in by the way
tirey had used in going out was not ad-
visable,  Trotter grinned and seratched
his head when ha fet them in; but he had
1o orders, and he said vothing.

“Shall we go upstairs first® asked
Harrv.
dorty, and Bunter hasn't given him a list
of names, somo of you fellows muy escape.
I'm going to him anyway, of course,”

“Wo all are!” said Tom Brovn., And
the vest murnimved :

“Hear, hear, Browney 1™

But they went upstairs, Some of the
fellows had dropped off to sloep: but
Mark Linley and Tom Redwing and Dick
Peufold were among those who had re
mamed awake., Maouly was also wide.
eyved, to the suiprise of evervone hut Piet
Delaryey.

“Quelchy wants to zee vou fellows at
once!™ gaid NMavk,

O suy, Smithy, what have yon been up
(o? 1 wish you'd told me; I'd have come
come along ' Tom said,

“1t's all vight, old bean! No harm in
it: but laie Lhours ain’t good for fellows

. g 1 . :
who've so much Greek and Latin to swot
up as you an’ Linley " replied tho Boun-
der, with a very friendly grin at them
!illril.

*“Oh, begad, Piet, what silly mess have
vou been gettin’ into nowt” asked Mauly
plaintively, “f wish you'd ask my advice
before yon go doin' things, y'kuow !”

“Can't catchh vou awake, old chump !”
answared the Rebel half gruffiy.

“Pen, old chap, vour pater and mater
ave two of the biggest heicks T kuow!”
satdd Huarry svarmly.

“Ehi? veiorned Dick esfold,
understanding at all,

“Tell you all about it when see corme
up.  Is Bantey awake??

" Can’t you heay hing sleeping., duffey?”
asked Dick Rake. “ But I'll pnll him out
of bed it von like !

“No need ! said Haryy,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! “Where's young
Spring got to?” inguired Bob.

“ Mizzled, of course!” replied Squiff.
“You didu’t expect him to come with us
to Quelchy, did yon?”

U Quelch said you were to go at pnee!”
suld Mark Tinley anxiously.

“Right-ho! We're going ! Frank
Nugent answered,

And they wont.

Mr., Quelch's brow was very grim when
they filed into the study. after Wharton
had tapped diserectly at the door.

But somehow they did not look guilty.
He felt sure that there was something
behmd this escapade on the part of
juniors whom he knew to be well con-
ducted, on the whole, that must mitigate
thoe offence.

He was luudly prepared, however. to
bave Wharton open the uitack, so to
speak.

“I know we've been breaking rules, sir,
and, of conrse, wa expect to be punished
for 1t,” said Harry frunkly. “But we'd
be obliged if you would listen to what
wo have {o tell beforo you deal with that.
It isn't becanse wa want to get off piinish-
ment at all; but we all feel sure that

110,

you'll see something that matters a heap |

“If Quelchy hasn't been to the |

NOW O
SM.E."

more than our Lecaking bounds in what
wo have to telL”

“Bless my soul, Wharton! You spealk
as though you had sorne dark plot, just

discovered, to  reveal!”  said the
astomshed master . i
It 13 a good deal like that, sip,™

answered Harry quielly.

“Then T must fequest that only oue of
vou should speak at once. I can question
thoe rest afterwards, if T sec cause.”

“ Smithy, will yau?”

1 think you'd better, Wharton!”

“I don'v know how to put it, or vwhere
to begin, Toddy—-"

“If you like, Wharton.”

It was a chance for Poter, aud lLe
scized 1f.  DPeter meant to Lo a great
lawyer some duy, and u 1O

* L]

L] T ik
juage
- k

thercafter; and he had already learscld
5umet-hm(f about summing up a case.
He told the story well, Tricfly, yvob wig

naothing that mattered greatly left out.

CDear me!™ and “Bless my soul
sald Me, Quelch from time to time.

It was plain that he was inteo--ie
interesfed ; and when Peter had fisished
he seemed almost to have forgotte: that
the ten before him were brealoss o)
bounds,

“This is really a most extracidizg:s
and tangled affair,” he said. “But sou
have told moe of it with such clears-:.
Todd, that T think I understand it I
will zee Mr, Awige, who is Spring '3
Form-master, aud thereafter the Hea
who will, T know, be grieved to hoar o
this wicked imposition, Bug first 1 o=t
ask you some fow questions. How lor o
have you know: ansthine about tlis
Wharforn *”

“There were whispevs last terns, < 7
replied Havry.,  “But T dou't think it
would be right to say that we knew ar--
thing till now—that is, till Merton told
n3 about it.”

Mer, Queh-h nodded,

“Quite a proper distinetion,” Lis -1
“Mere rumoar is not evidence, and o1 -
not be acted upen. But I should Lk
know what you had proposed to do i1 1o
matter had yon—er—reached your Jdor. .-
tory to-night unobserved?”’

" We should have told cither von o0 1a
Head o merrow, sin” aaid  Verro
smith, at whom the master had looked s<
he asked that question. “We saw that
this affair wus too big for us to handle.”

“You say that Morton of Higheliffa
atul one of the juniors at Cliff Housze, a
Miss Gray, can identify Spring as being
the elder of the two brothers, and tha
one of them who was expalled from his
former school?”

“That's so, sir!” replied Petor,

" There will be no difficulty about their
evidence, I take it?”

“I am sure of that, siv,” euid Hariv.

“ Another query—one which you may
ot care to answer, but which I must put.
[ cannot recall any special trouble into
which this boy Spring has fullen here.
[ any of you know what his character
in his own Form 159"

The juniors looked at one another.
They cortainly did not fancy answering
this, There was much against Spring
that conld be proved., mueh more that
could not ; and the worst was what conld
not be proved. He had lent money ab
interest, wusurious inderest; he “had
swindled in small ways: he had taken to
gambling. But that was not the worst,
for perhaps not one of all the ten Re-
movites now had any donubt that he had
stolen the money which Sammy Bunter
had been supposed to have lifted while
sleep-walking,

“Nugent, you havg a brother in the
Second. What is vour brother’s attitude
towards Spring "

That was easicr to answer, Trank said
l't'!‘d.e.ﬁl}‘ .



Every Monday. -

“Dick won't have anything to do with
him if he can help it, sir. In fact, the
Form bars hin pretty generally.”

“Thank you, Nugent! You can all go
now [*

Not a word was said about punmshment.
And, as Squiff remarked, not a question
had been asked about Spring's doings at
Highel ffe. The cards, the cigareties, the
sherry had all been left out of Peter
Todd’s story ; it was not Toddy’s business
to tell about them. Probably Mr.
Quelch, while guessing something, held
that it was no business of his to know
ahout them, It was likely that he had a
shrewd idea what sort of young gentle-
men Ponsonby & Co. were,

Angel’s name had not been ment oned,
either. Tom Brown told Peter as they
went up to bed that he thought this was
a mistake,

“TI don't agree!™ su'd
“One at a time! Give Angel rope
enough, an’ he's Lbound to hang himself
soaner or later! You know as well as [
do, Browney, that there isn’t a man
among us who would have reported
Svring just for goin’ to gamble at High-
cliffe !”

“Well, that's =s0!”
Toddy

satd Tom, ' Borry,
You were nright!”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Spring’s Mother !
(i HE Head wants you, Hariy, and
l one of the other chaps who were
with  you last mght,” said
Frank Nugent. “ You're to go
along m ten minutes or so,
order! The Spring rotter 15 in his study
now. Quelchy’s been there, and Twige.
And I fancy Merton’s coming; 1 heard
the Head mention his name, and he said
something about having telephoned to
Hirheliffe,™

“Oh, really, Nugent, what were you |

doing nosing around the Head’s study 77
asked Bunter shrilly. *“When 1 do

ithe DBounder, |

- Delirey, with ringing scorn,

That's the

things like that—1 mean, I never do such

thl:ﬂéa; but if I happen to averhear any-
thing everybody accnses——"

“1f you don’t shut up I'll smother you,
tubby ! snapped Peter Todd. |
Classes for the morning were over, and

nearly all the Remove, as well as a con-

were in the junior Commeon-recom. Rain
waa pouring down upon the old quad and
the leafless elms; and football waus quite
out of the yuestion,

actchs a2

“Well, I think that what’s sauce for .
the gooss i3 sauce for the gander ! said

Bunter defiantly.
ing, prying cad——"
“Did you eay

Bounder suavely.
“Yes, I did. I was
“No need to say “if.” You are! Well,

Wharton, whom do you want to take with

vou? It seems you’ve no choice about
goin’ yourself, so 1it’s only fair you
<hould choose your partner.”

“Will you come, Smithy 2"

“Wouldn't you rvather have Toddy or

Bquiff 77
“T'd be satisfied with Toddy or Squiff,

or any of the others, come to that,

We're all i it.

last might, and did it jolly well; and 1

rather fancy everybody thinks yon're the
hest man for the job.”

“Hear, hear !” came a chorus of voices.

"Slnit}]y’ﬁ the nan,” drawled the
lordly Cecil Reginald Temple, ““Downy
old bird, Smuthy. Take Smithy, Whax-
ton, an’ keep your own clapper quiet—
you'll be safe tﬁeu,- Smithy won't let on
too mnch.”

“uUY"” asked the

Temple, who knew something of the |

position of affuire, was only joking,

“1f I'm a low, sncak-

But Toddy did his bit -
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though some of those who heard thought
it was hardly the time for jokes.

But Aubrey Angel, as he crossed the
room towards the group aronnd the fire-
place, was in deadly earuest,
all his hardibcod, his face showed the
straimm he was feciing.

“May I ask.” he said, *"how fay 1I'm
mixed up in this bizney 7 .

“As far as we're concerned you'ra not
in it at all,” replied Wharton, with cold
contempt. " None of us has mentioned
vour name.”

“1 thank you,” Angel said, though s
torie wae scarcely thaukful.

“You mneedn’t do that,” growled
Johnny Bull.  “There isn't a chap
among us v ho would bft a finger to save
vou from the sack.”

“It contents me i you refram irom
fiftin it to get it me, by gad!”

“If anyone gives you away 1t will be
vour dear young pal Spring,” said Piet
i “Spring’s
no Jimmy Vivian, Angel!"

It was not only Aubrey Angel who
flustied at that., Vivian went red to the
back of the neck.

“Don't, Piet ! bhe suid hioskily.

“1t's al right, Jimmy boy. T ouly

wanted to remund this rotter that there

are one or two of us who owe him some-
thing still. Dut we don’t go to work at
paying off our scores by sneaking !

“Ready, Smithy?!" asked Hariy
Wharton.

“1'm ready,” suid the Dounder.

As they passed out of the Common-
rootr Rake came 1n, shaking the rain
from his macintosh.

“Merton of Higheliffe has just turned
up, with that wee red-headed kid from
CI'ff House,” he announced. “They

came over in o cab, and De Courey and

[n spite of |

E
|

Three-halrpence. 13

his fat hands under hiz armpits and say-
ing things about Mr. Quelch which 1%
was just as well for him that gentleman
E-f_‘lllllff not hear.

Meanwhile, Wharton and Vernon-
Smith had gone along together fo tho

Head’s studv. Thers they formed Soringe
looking pale but fiﬂgg&fi, Meorton and

Molly Gray, the junior from Cliff House.

The Head nodded to them curtly, and
then went an with his intervogation of thn
small girl. He spoke very kindly, and,
though Molly was plainly vervous, sho
pnewered as clearly as her lisp would let

" her.

| difference between them ?

It'th all true, every word,

Corenav oand Derwent and Tunstall were |

all with them. Merton and the girl-kid
have gone in to the Head ; but the other
fellows will be here in a moment.”
Even as he spoke Wibley held open the
door, and. with the air of a master of

the ceremonies, bowed in the four High- |

cliffians.

“1 trust wa don't wmtrude,” said the
Caterpillar. It seemed possible we
might be wanted, though Dr. Locke
omitted to send for us; an’, anyway, we
had a yearnin’ to be on the spot.  Hallo,
Gronter ! You're not lost, then, aftoy

siderable mumber of the Upper Fourth, | &li?”

“Oh, no, Caterpillar! 1 got back all
sereng.  In fact, 1 may say that it's really
due to me that this affair has come to a
head so quickly. 1 saw at a glance that
it wasn't the sort of thing you chaps
could handle alone, and, as yoir wouldn’t
take my advice in the matter, 1 tipped
the wink to Quelchy——"

“You did what, Banter ¥’ demanded a
terrible voice from the door.

“l—I—  Oh, nothing, sir! 1 was
merelv remarking that it was a fine day—
er—that s, except for the rain, sir. T——
Here are some lligheliffe fellows, siv.
If you don’t know them you might let
me introduce them 1™

“I have no need of your good offices in
that direction—or 1n any other, Bunter !”
said the master sharply. Then he turned
and spoke to the Highcliffe juniors,
addressing each by name.

And after that he turnoed
Bunter.

“¥ou will come with me, Bunter " hin
said sternly

“0Oh, really, sir, 1 don’t consmider that
after all I've done——"

“You are aboul to reap a fitting
reward for what you have done!” rapped
out Mr. Quelch.

And no one who heard had any doubt
as to whether that reward would please
the Owl of the Remova.

When he came back to the Common-
room five minutes later ho was pressing

agamn to

“Yoth, thir, T am quite thure thith ith
Herbert Thpring,” she said,

“You knew both brothers well 77

“Yeth, thi.”

“Uan you give me any idea as to the
I do net mean

in  appearance; I mean rather 1u
character. And I do not wish you to fell
me idle gos<ip, but ounly what you
know.™

“Merton hath told you alveady, turr.
(‘onrad wath
dethent, every way; but IHerbert wally
alwayth a rotter!”

Spring glowered at hor fiereely.
Mbolly returned his angry look
defiant contempt.

“In the face of this evidonce, Spring,
do you still maintain your statement thaf
vou are the younger brothor, not the
elder one 77

“Yes, | doV" replied Spring sullenty,
“T1 don't know why they're doing this;
but it's lies they're telling. My mother
wonld soon set them right about 16!7

The Head turned to the two Removites,

“1 have heard from Mr. Queleh the
story of last might’s escapade,” he sand.
“That is a minor matter, in the face of
such a very serious affair as this; and |
am not going closely into 1t with you
now. DBt T must agk you why you went
to Hizhehiffe.”

“"We knew that Spring was goung,
gir,  answered Wharton.

“How did you know that 7"

_ “,Frﬂm Merton and the other fellows,
siT.

The Head nodded. 1T1o had already
heard from Merton that he apd his chums
had mvoked tha aid of the Groylriars
Juniors,

“What did voo know of this business
prior to a day or two aga?”

Harry waited for the Boundes
speak.

“1 shouldn’t say that we actually knew
anvthing of 1t, gir,” sid Binithy coolly,
“'T'here had been tally, but no one knew
anvthing fov certain. At any rate, there
wna nething we could possibly act upon
until Conrad Spring came along.”

“And where 1s that unfortunate lad
now ?  Merton tells me he 1= no lopger af
Higheliffe—where, by the way, he shonld
never have been conceiled—but seeins
unwiliing to sav where he 15, "

Tt was plain that the Bounder was al:o
unwilling.  Tlarry watted for hie to
speak, Lut he remained silent.  Andd
Wharton himself [felt no mnclination to
tell.

Perhaps neither knew guite why he fels
like that—until something next moment
gave them the clue.

A rap at the door was followed by the
entry of Trotter, the page, who
announced : ,

“ Mrs. Spring to sée you, sir 1"’ |

Then both juniors understood the feel-
ing that had worked in them. It waa an
instinet of protection towards the un-
lucky youngster vwho lay il m Dick Pen-
fold’s cottage home. That his mother
should be able to reach huim was noi
Lkely to be for young Conrad's advane.
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towo,
now they saw it plainly.

“Ask Mrs. Spring if she will be good
caough to wait a few minutes, Trottor,”
satd the Iwvad, with o distinetly worriced
ok, At present T am "

" Mrs. Spiring will do nothing of thoe
sort 1™ camo from  the passage, in a
-trong, high-pitched voice. 1 am sur-
prised that you should expeet it, Dr,
Locke 17

Amd  with  these words a  tall,
Tastonubly-dressed woman, with a hard,
handsome face, swept into the room.

“My boy! What are they doing to
vout” she cried, throwing her arms
around young Shyvlock.

spring wrigglod out of her grasp.

“1 gay, mater, not so muoch of that!”
e said.  “I'm  glad vou've como,
becanse yon can sel things vight ; but it's
ne use makige o osilly fuss.”™

“Your son  telegraphed to vou, 1
ossuine, Mres, Spring 7' said the 1lead.

“Well, and what if e did?” shrilled
the Tady, fnrning wpon him ficreely,
“"Who else should protect him  from
1 raeenfion "

“While T am here I trust that it will
never bo nevedsary for anvone, oven a
varent, to intervene for the protection
of any boy under 1ny eare, madam 1"

" Stuff and nonsense ! My boy is being
persecuted now, Misarable lies are bein
told about him, and you are fool mmugﬁ
to belteve them, it seems, Dr. Locke 1"

T i Head frnw,llﬁd.

“L am mnot accustomed to being
wddressed in that manner, and T will not
be g0 addressed,” he said sternly, Tt
18 trie that a very serious acensation has
been made against your son, and, incident-
ally, against yourself, as if tho fraud
ﬂlf&g[ﬁ‘i‘f has been committed vyoun must
liave boen a party to it. I amn investi-
gating thie chavge with a perfectly open
wind, I am bound to say, however,
that I regard it as all but proven.”

“And what is that charge, pray, Dr.
Locke?”. demgnded Mrs, Spring, drag-
ging ‘u]F} a chaiwr, and seating herself in
front of the Head.

“Let me ask you ope question first,

?mda:m. What is the true name of that
0y

A loud laugh burst from Spiing’s
mothier. But it did not ving truo.

C"Bo it'y thal rot, 18 17" gho shouled,
“What is his name? Why, Conrad
Arvthur Spring, of course !” |

1here came ancther tap at the door
ond Yrotter appearcdt with a card on a
sulver,

The Head turned it over in a puzzled
mannoer.

*Mr. Theodore Brown,” hLe said, half
to humself. “But I do not know Mr.
Brown, even by name, I think, though
some chord of memory—— You must ask
the gentleman to wait, Trotter.”

But Harry Wharton and the Bounder
hiad seen Spring’s face go pale and his
mother's a flaming red, and they wero
nob surprised when Algy Merton spoke
ujp.

“It's Spring’s old headmaster, sir. I
took the liberty of wirin’ to him early
this mornin'.” |

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
One Taken—One Left !
b6 R, LOCKE®” said the new-
comer, & mian rather older than
the Head of Greyfviars, with a
worn, lined face.

“1i is good of you to make this jour:
ney, Mr. Brown," said the Head.

A Grand School Story anpears in

They liad realised tlns vaguely ;|

This.
Week's

“GEM.”

satd Blr. Brown, with a =ndle ot the Higls-
cliffo juuior. * Mercover, he loft me in
no doubt as to the importance of my
comig, Auy mid 1 can BIVe you, e, s
niost [recly vours.”

“Merton expluined-——*

“Sufficiently for me to understand why
I weos T'-'.‘e”«?_ll'-\:-ﬁt-'uln. ¥, lim 1::1_', 'I_IH'-IH!_"J[I Lt
remains dark to me, It §s a question of
wlentification, 1 helieve 2"

The 1ead of Spring’s old achaol had
cavefully avoided Jooking al etihor his
former pupil or that pupil's another till
now, but as he spoke his gaze vested
grimly on the vretehod Spring.

“That 18 g0, Who is that boy, Mr.
Brown'?”

“Herbert Spring 1™

“Take care!” elrieked Mes. Spring,
rising excitedly to her feet. “It 1a n
lia—a base be! My Loy Herbert 13 dead.

This is (loprad, There is a  con
spiracy——""

“I cannot bandy words with son,
madam,™ satd Mr. Brown wearily, I

the past T have had to bear vour insults,
which 1 should have resented hoily had
they ceme fram a mun, I, Locke,
there 12 no possible doubt in this matter,
I knew bLolh bovs well.  There was a
famuly hkewess, but 1t was not markaed
enough for any such errcr as would be
made 1 mistaking tlis boy for his
brother,”

“1 am salisfied, sir!" zaid the Iead of
Greyiriars,

"1 am willing fo apswer any other
questions you wish to put, Dr. Locke.
Mre, Spring’s violenece will have no effect
upon me,”

“What was the character of thic boy
whilo with vou, then, Mr. Brown? |
have already had your views as to Con-
rad.”’

“Take care. old Brown! No more of
your lies, or you'll find yourself mixed up
with the law ! sheilled the virago.

Bhe looked as if about to assault My,
Drown, and the Bounder whispered to
Wharton :

“She means {he ten commandments —
her dashed fingermails! Cateh hold of
one of her arm. if she tries to scratch,
Wharton, 1 s=hall take the oither. FHe's
an oldisl man, an' not up to her fightin
werght,"”

But My, BDrown chawed 1o Tear,

“Havbert Speing is, without any ox-
ception, tho worat hoy T ever met!"” he
said with slow, judicial calmmess. “He
may have redeeming qualities, but 1
have not been able to perceive them.  Tla
15 a cold, callovs, dishonest young hrute [

Mra. Spring flung herself forwad; but
Smithy and ?lln.rrg.-' caught her arms at
once, and sho stepped dead.

* You wili be good enough to tale your
boy away at onee, madam ! eaid the
Head sternly, It is plain that you and
he have practised upon me an imposition
for which you might be made answerable
to the law, I will not promise that legal
proceedings against you ghall not follow :
that 15 & matfer for the governors of the
achool to deeide, Buat the power of ex-
pulsion iz mine, and I will not telerate
that young ernmnal for another night
under this rooi ! As for the other unfor-
tunate lad———"

“ My other gon 15 dead ! You need not
waste your pity vpon him, gir?”

“But he am't, mater! I gaw yvoung
Conrad last night ! I thought it was his
ghost at first, But—"

“Herbert, you mean! But you ecould
not have seen him! Ilo is dead, 1 tell
you!” .

““Oh, that game's up !" said young Shy-

“Oh, Merton and I are old friends!” | lock, with a eynical shrng of hiz shoul-
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| fudura ! he said,

Price,

l._-lf"f'-:". “1T'H gel oven with this Cany ~Cline
day "—le scowled around hiun asz he

epoke—“but the gume's up 1"

“Your brothar 35 dead, that mnels a
least 18 certain ! guswered bis mothor,
C1Iis body was taken {rom the Trent
within a mile of his sclibol. and rpcor
Lilsead by DS jreactrnstey.  Liere 15 a .il:‘trfr:r
which will prove that.”

“Oh, take me awaz, Aley--lale me
away [ oeried little Molly Gray, beeding
down  completely,  “She savth he'th
dead—Conrad’th dead —and she docthn's
care a bit—not a bit!”

There was a look of Loreor on the
Head's kindly old {face, and ¥Mr. Brown's
miouth  worked,  Wharton ehuddered :
Merton felt as if a ohill had struck him;
and even the Dounder was moved to a
fecling of acute disgust.

For the child was aight. Thiz vornan
showed no trace of pity er of sorrow,
[t scem no morn to that her
younger son shonld have boen yeparted
drowned than if she had henrd that zome
gtray dog had been taken lifeloce
the Trent.

“It's—it's all right. kid." said Aleston
huskily.  ““I'herc’s a mistake gomev here,
I saw young Conrad only last nizht, and
I know where he is now, "

“There must oertainly be some mis-
lake, Mrs. Bpring.” said the [Tead ealdlv.
“The body recovercd was not that of
your son, whoscevor i may have boeen.”

Mrs. Spring flashed round upon Mer.
ton. It was evident that she felt sure hoe
had spoken truly. Perbaps she lad
hoped, rather than believed, that the nn-
loved  youngster had gone from the
cherished gon’s path for cver.

“Where i1s he?" she sereamed.
have a right to know ! T will know !

“Not from me, you won't!” snapped
Merton. “Don’t erv, DMolly kid—
don’t! Young Conrad’s all right!™
_ But the small gl conld not belp ery-
1E.

“Dr. Locke, I demand to know wlhere
my son 15! You bave no sight——"
-1 am not swe that T should tell TOII
if I knew, madam, But I do not know,”
said the Head cold]y,

* Who is there besides that wicked liar,
who alwars hated my boy ves. you did,
and you koow 11! raved the futious
woman, poipting at dMoerton,  “Who is
there hero who knows "

I do,” muid Vernon-Smithi.  “Dut I
wouldn’t feli you if my life Lung on it!
You aren't fit to have the charpge of o
doaent kid!  Be satiafied with the VOung
rotter Jou've got I

“Vernon-Smith, really —-"

But the Head's protest was unheedod.

“I know, tuo,” eaid Harry Wharton
quietly, *“Imt I shall not tell.”

“Chuek it, mater ! What do we want
witl the young beast, anvwav?” said
Herbert Spring.

“Will you order these bavs to tell me,
D, Locke?"

“Certainly not, madam ! I understand
that your wounger son is badly broken
down by all he has gone thrangh, and [
am sure that agitation wonld bhe dangoer-
ous for him. 1 will let von know when
he——"

“You may spare vourself the trouble!
Cither he gocs away with ns to-day, or I
will never see him aeain !

Mr. DBrown spoke then, in a shaking
VoLce,

“1 ain not a wealthy man, Dr. Tocke,
bul soaner than that poor lad should come
into the clutches of this—this lady again,
I would myself be responsible for his
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“*And #0 you may—:0 may anyone who

chooszes ! ghrilledd the mother.

""So be it, madam,” said the Head
quietly. “ May 1 ask you to take your
gon from here at the earliest possible
moment? [ will give orders to have his
packing done, and will request you mean-
while fo wait elsewhere. Allow me to
conduet you out.”

She swept out behind him like a
tragedy queen, and her hopeful son slunk
after her like a whipped cur.

The Head came back in a mnute or
twa.

“Mr. Brown,” he said, *I thank yon
for your most humane and generouns
offer I It will not be necessary to accept
it ; but vou shall hear fromm me how the
boy goes on. I trust you will stay and
lineh with me. Merton, T thank vou,
too.  You did absolutely the right thing
in wiring to Mr. Brown,”

“Tt was really Derwent’s notion, sir,”
said Algy frankly,

“Never miund! It was right. My
child, don’t ery any more!” The Hcead
put his arm round Molly’s shounlders as
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not many such mothers as that in the

world !

He turned® to Wharton and the
Bounder.

“You also I muet thank,” he said.
“You have helped in getting justice done.
Your breaking of bounds will be over-
looked, in the circumstances.”

“Thank vou, sir!” =aid Harrv., And
he and the Bounder and Merton and
Meaolly went.

By an early train that afterncon the
springs—mother and son—Ileft 'riavdale ;
and an heur or two later Harry and Ver-
non-Smith, who had gone along to the
Pentolds’ cattage to tell Conrad all about
the happenings of the morning, were sur-
prised by the Head's walking into the
roanmn,

Convad had taken the loss of mother
and brother lightly at first; and. indeed,
it was no heavy loss. DBut when his first
relief was over he felt his utter loneliness,
and all that the Head could say to comfort
him could not bring back the smiles« to Lis
face when once he had realised that.

And the Head lonked VErY reave ‘.H]il*fl
he came out,

He told the two joniors, |

13

who had now been joined by five of High-
chiffe, tiiat he regsrded Conrad’s state us
critical, mental and bodily.

The Caterpillar said, when he had gonr,
that he was a dashed old croaker. But
the Head proved right, It was wenks
before Conrad Springe wis np and aboaat
again, and even then lie was but
shadow of his former gelf. DPneumoniu
had set in, and it was tonch-and-go at
one time for him.

When he was betbor he never spoke of
his mother or brother. The Head took
him home; and the fellows could guess
that when he was well eneugh the name
of Conrad Arthur Spring would acain bn
called when the Second roll was voead

ver.  But that was not yet.

As for the echeming Skioner, Lo
thought it very hard lines that he had to
shell out to the Red Croes funds the sove-
reign he had owed young Shylock, Dut
he did it.

(Don’t miss “THE WILES OF
WIBLEY !’’—next Monday’s grand

complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

BUNTER AGAIN! -i-

H, go away, yon fat ass!” smapped

he spoke. “Thank Heaven, there are
Peter Todd impatiently.  “Every
time § turn round vour beastly

“O
carcase iz in the way!”

It is hardly necessary to state that thoese
uncomplimentary remarks were directed to
Bunter, the Owl of the Remove. He was
Ionnging  disconsolately in the eorridor one
Wednesday after dinmer, while the rest of
the Removites were bustling about in pre-
parationg for the afternoon holiday.

“Really, Toddy,” remonstrated Bunter., as
he reeovered himself from the jolt which
Peter had dealt out to him, “your manners
are not nmueh hetter than those of a—a pig!
It's most impolite to—— Ow!"”

Ho finished with a yell, not because he
had bheen touched, but because Peter Todd
ran at him as though with that intention.
His only intention, as a matter of fact, was
to scare him away. as he would have done
a1 worrying lLittle dog: and Bunter was as
casily seared.

Peter ran bhack into the study for lis
ericket-abmmp, amdl as he reappeared at the
daor he waved it threateningly at Bunter,
who was retiring to a safe distance.

“If you don't keep out of my way, you
parpoise,” exelaimed Todd, “I'H heat vyou
down to about half your ordinary =ize with
this thing!"”

“Go and eat coke!” shouted Bunter. Then
he turned. quickly and daslied down the
gtairs as hard as he could go.

As Peter turned baek into the study onee
more, his cousin Alenzo looked at him sor-
rowinlly.

"1 am afraid, Peter.” he said mourninily,
“that vou're rather hard on Bunter; you
know he iz really gnite harmless”™

“Oh. rats to yvou!” snapped Peter. “ Yonu're
too soft for anything! 1 suppose yvou would
have "liked to invite him in, and ask him
to eat some of the tuck we've got ready
to take out with us!”

“Well, yvou, know. he's got to live !™ argued
Alonzo.

“1 don't see the neecessity!” Peter an-
swered. “Come  on! Where are those
skates?!

It was a bright, froaty day, and there was
a zood thickness of ice on the old Priory
poal,  Aeceordingly, mozt of the juniors had
voted for skating—indeed, the majority of
them had already departed. -

The skates were produced, and Peter Todd,
Alonzo, and Tom Dutton set off for the
pond.

Bunter was loafing about in the gund as
the three juniors ecame ont through the
school deor. With a threatening shont Peter
Todd dashed towards him, and the Owl of
the Remove seemed to be suddenly cleetri-
fied. for he pranced around like a  high-
spirited young pony.

But Peter wasn't really anxious to cateh
him, as he had no fime fo waste just then:
he morelY wanted to put LUim into a state
of anxiety which would keep him out of
the way.

After his study-mates had departed Bunter

-

velt more depressed than ever, for the whole
place seemed deserted. Those juniors who
hadn't gone 40 the pond had evidently IO
off on other pursuits, for none of them
seemed to have preferred hanging around
Greyfriars; so Bunter decided that the hest
thing for him te do was to follow the
crowd.  Accordingly, he made his way to the
'riory poal.

Y Hallo, fatty! Coming on the ice?” yelled
Harry Wharton as he flew -past Bunter at
"t.h{‘. edege of thie pool a quarter of an hour
ater,

Bunter made no respomese. For one thing,
he wasn't pleased with Wharton beeaunse he
had refused him a loan, and for anether
thing the leader of the Remove was twenty
yards away hefore the fat junior had time
to decide what to zay. ‘

In a minute or two he caught sight of

Peter Todd and Alonzo, and he ohserved,
with an  inward pang, that their pockets
bulged with eakes, ete., which thev had

hronght with them [rom the hamper which
Alonzo had reeeived that wmomine.

“IH T eonld only get hold of Alonzo hy
limseif,” muttered the Owl, “1 think 1 could
manage to get a snack out of him.”

And as he muttered this he gazed long-
ingly at Alonzo. He was not keen on the
ice himself, as being a bit inclined to stout-
ness, as he alwavs cxplained earefully to
the ather juniors, it rather sheok Lim up
if he had a fall.

It probably did nothing of the sert: hnt
Bunter was always alraid of getting hurt,

and he didn't like to take rigks.
Suddenly, however, Alonzo wot into col-
lisiom with someone, and went down with

hump. Peter Todd went skating on, and it
was then that Bunter thouneht he saw g
chance. 1f he could only help Alonzo to
his feet again, and give him a little sym-
pathy, he ecould without doubt get a share
of tho contents of that worthy’s peckets,

Without hezitation Bunter decided om
zoing to Alonzo’s  assiztanee, and he gin-
aerly stepped npon the iece. He stazoerad a
Wit at first, but quickly reeovered s
halance, and then made a straight line to-
wards Alonzo, looking neither to the left
par to the right,

“Hii-i-i! Ount of the way! Look ont, fat-
head ! -

Bunter suddenly became conseions of furi-
ons yelling amd shouting, whieh zeemed to
rise up all aromnd him. Then be made the
fatnl maovement. He looked romnd,

“Yarooorh! Ow!l’
[ Bump !

Bunter thoucht that the pond was turning
upside-down, bnt it wns only because his
face was a little nearer to it. He had
| stepped on the end of a slide which some
Third-Formers: had made, and it was the

shoutd of warning from these voung gentle-
men that had dsconeerted him and caused

| him to fall.

But that wasn't the worst. The next
ingtant, hefore the Owl had even time to

|

By
DONALD OGILVY.

think of cetting up, a line of some fen or
A dozen Third-Formergs came hearing down
npon  him,

He made a frantic ¢ffort to roll out of the
]v.{» howling as he did =o, Lut it was too
ate.

The first one of the line eannoned inio
him, and fell richt across Bunter's prostrate
Form, Then another, and another, amd
another, until the whole erowd was writhing
and kicking on the ice, with the Owl undor-
neath !

“0Oh, dear me!
smothered groan from the fat junior.
bhackhoni's busted! Ow—yow !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Owl of the Remove nearly bailed over
with rage at the shricksqof lanehter, but Le

I'm done for!" eamo in i

could do nothing.

Bunter's ordeal had inereascd his hnnger,
and he felt that he mnst, at all costs. make
another bid for a share of Alonzo's tuck.

=0 he made ready for another dash across
the we: hie selected a comrse that was {roo
of slides, and just as Alonzo was opposite
to him on the nther side of the pond, he
stepped on to the ice, and stazoered and
alipped towards the centre of the pond.

He had failed to ebserve, however, that
everyone else was carefully avaoiding the
centre, and when he had reached it wuas

startled to hear an omineus crack, and focl
the icc ziving way beneath hin,

The next instant, with a dismal seream, ho
dizapneared from sight!

Alonzo had seen him approaching a moment
hefore the disaster, and knew that he was
making Tor him. This et seemed to' smito
lis eonscienee, tor in panie-stricken eries ho
ealled Tor help for the Owl.

But while he was still calling Harmrv
Wharton & Co. were procuring a rope, witl
which they rushed baek ta the pend. Andd
just as they arrived Bunter’s head appeared
above the lce.

He clutehed frantically at the repe, aud
endeavoired to celamber on to the ice asain:
hut he only sueceeded in breaking more of
it away.

There was no need ta urce Buanter to eling
to the rope: the whaele party combinod aould
not have dragged it awny from him,

At last, after the most terrible five
minutes Bunter had ever experienced, he oot
on to the iee oneco Mmore,

Alonzo was ready withh his own overcont,
which he threw over the Owl's shenlders
with almost tearful sympathy, and he waz
rushed VBaeck to Greyiriare.

There Alonzo waited on: him
foot. He hefped him chance his  elothes,
made tea for him, piled tartz and cakes
hefore him, and generally zove him one of
the times of his life.

Peter Todd and Tom Dutton deelarcd quito
frankly that they thought Alenizo woag eon-
giderably overdoinge it, bt Alonzo was nat
to he pot off, He said he considered it wax
his duty, and Buwnter, &t any rate; thought
be had done e duty right well.

hand' and
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THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

No. 99.- GECRGE JOSEPH CARBERRY.

leoaaaaa-a

NLY old readers of the *“Magnet”
will remember Carberry; and he
would not have been included o this
gseries but for the fuact that it bhas

been kept going as long as possible to please
the thousands of readers who did not want
it to stop. An end must come at some time—
and that not loeng hence—hbut before it comes
1 really think we shall have had everybody
~of the least importunce, even the back num-
bers, as one wmuy call them.

(tood, bad, and ind:Terent!
of those who fall into the =econd category.
You might class fellows like Llliott and
Walker in the third; but there s no possible
doubt about Carberry.

A rotter all through,
vicious and mean rotter at that. Not worse
than Loder, perhaps I Loder has ever
shown a gleam -of -better things, he has very
soon relapsed. He has deserved expulsion a
abore of times. But he has been luckier
than Carberry—thought that sweet youth did

Cuarberry is one

and a particularly

not get the sack the iirst time he asked
for it.
(}&_rberr}* was the chief promoter of the

ewindling sweepstake in which Micky Des-
mond drew the name of the winning horse,
Son o' Mine, but got no profit therefrom,
When Wharton and Nugent first heard of
the affair vhey were rather in doubt as to
its exact nature; but as Frank, not given
to taking uncharitable views, Bhrewdly said,
“It was something rotten, of L.Lthrry
wouldn't have been mixed up in it.”

It -was even rottener than they thought.
A sweepstake on a race is pot at all the thing
in a school: but this was not a straggit
eweepstake. :

Wharton went to sce Carberry and to pro-
test. He did not go exactly alone. Bah
Cherry, Frank Nugent, Inky, Mark . Linley,
and Tom Brown waited cuiside the scuior’s
study.

Loder and Carne were with Carberry. The
latter locked the door, and the three big
fellows set upon Wharton. Bob and the rest
emashed in the door with a heavy oaken
stool. The Removites piled in for ull they
were worth, and proved too muelr Tor the
three senicrs. They racoed the study moest
effectively. Wingate came along later, and
found Carberry, Loder, and Carne bound up.
But it appeared that they did not wuant
to report the matter. Wingate did not under
stand that; but he insisted that f they were
not prepared to repert it must mean that
they had something to hide, and ke would
nof have them trying to get their own hack
on Wharton and his chums on their own
account. Report them, or leave them alone,
he said; and, of course, he wus right.

‘He "did * not know about the sweep.
Wharton was minded te report iU to him,
but to do 86 seemed priggish, and the ru-.,lmﬂ
in the Remove generally wus strongly against
his doing it. As the fellows put it, they had
paid their money and wanted a run for it
Mozt of them were in it—nearly all, in fact.
iTtrhEI really had not secn very much apgainst

The Bixth-Formers wangled the
round. Carne drew & horse which
heard that day was not running, and he
was allowed to have another dip, Carberry
putting in a blank, which he explained was
just the same as Silver Sand, the non-
runner. 3o it was, in &, senze: but: Carne
had already drawn the hlank in  drawing
Silver Sand, while the Inclusion of the hlank
alip was unfair to somcone else.

Carberry drew Bull¥y Boy—-stcond fivourite

thine all
he had

Snoop drew King John—Arst favourite. The
three seniors bonght Snoop's slip of him
for a sovereign.  Their methods of persuasion

gavoured somewhat of compulsion ;
whaole snoop was not dissatisfied

seratehings reduced the field, and far a
time it- looked as thonsh the Sixth-Formers,
who held the favourite and sccond Tavourite,
stood on velvet, No ane thonzht mach
Micky Desmaond’'s outsider, Son o' Mine.
Carherry & Co. got news by wire that the
cutsider had won. Then they tricd to buy
the ticket of Desmond—to prevent his feeling
dissatisfied! Wharton advised him to hang
on, and he hung on. in spite of all their
‘Iil'll'Ei! Then came definite tidings that Son
o' Mine was the winner; and WMicky was

but on Lhe

[ntil

ahout.
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exultant. He had three pounds
lings to draw.

But he never drew the money., Carberry &
Co.. making sure of winning, had had 2 little
flutter In advance with 1t, and had 1lost
it. And though in the long run Cacherry
wias forced to shell out, it was to charity,
not to Micky.

The affair that got Carberry sacked was
a particularly bhlack one; yet it wus not
mich blacker thun other things Cuarberry
had done, and others played parts in it
little better than his,

Dicky Nugent was mixed up in it. Master
Dicky, when he first came to Greyliriars,
wis a very troublesome pup indesd. He
wanted to be one of the gay dogs, and he
resented hotly the efforts of Frank and
Frank s chums to keep him in the straight
Wiy,

The three
up. He had

Sixth Form rotters took
rong l_lllL with them (RS
noon  when Frank, thruugh getting into a
row  with HuIstrmiL. was  kept in. Harry
Wharton agreed to go after him, though he
told Frunk that he did not think it would
be of much use; and Bob Cherry, Mark Lin-
ley, and Inky went with Harry.

1t wuas to the Waterside Inn, on the Sark,
that the three Sixth-Formers and the fag
had gone. Bunter forced himself npon ch-n

alter-

and the rest, and proved unnpu_hdh useinl.

Oy Tmitating the Head's voice he gave the
seniors the fright of their lives. They did
not doubt that the Head had really been
there, and all that théy thought of was
spome way of getting out of the trouhble -

Carherry thought of a way. They would
tell the Head that ‘they had only gone to
the inn to [eteh Dicky "Nugent out of bad
company—three bhig sheepdogs on the trick
of one small struyed ‘mmh —uite a pathetic
picture !

~ But the Head had known nothing about
it till Carberry told bim—told the story
against hims=elf, more or less, in the wain

helief that he was exculpating himself.
Dicky tried to run away He was brounght
hack, and he and Carhe rry faced nne another
and lold their dilffering stories. But Dicky
would not haveslet on abgout Carberry had
he not had It made eléar to him that the
prefeet had tried to make a scapegoat of

Tiini. -

There wiere witnesses on hoth sides. Car-
berry, who had alwavs been on the worst
possible terms with Wharton, insinnated that

ward - could not- be - relied. upoh

Wharton's
m a matter that eoncerned him. Buat it was

nct only Wharton, of enurse: there, were
others.  Avod Curberry’s witnesses -they were
false ﬁltln*‘l“l{ s—omllnp=ed. They thought

only of saving their own huenn,

S0 6 was that Carbherry had to go.
came out shout Him, He had tried to get
Bunter in his power in order to keep him
from letting out the story of the Waterside
Ium, und to do that he had re preaented the
Owl as a thief. Neo particular ununt.u.: Wis
done to Bunter's character in that, but it
all told against Carberry. Loder gmot off,
Carne got off, but Curberry had to m.‘]—-anfi
it was a good riddance!

Maore
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TThe Editor’s Chat. :

ifteen shil-

Ticky

i

' humorous that Mr,
CYou will enjoy every one of them.

| Bunter from

' mare of your friends as regular readers.
time "#H”
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For Next Monday :.

“THE WILES OF WIBLEY !*
ky tiank Richards.

Williamm Wibley, always audacious, fairly
outdoes him=¢lt in next week's story.

You all know what a wvery real talent
for impersonation Wibley has. That mebile
tace of his ean alter itself so that it does
not look in the least like Wih's, He knows
all abont making-up. Me has any amount
ol cool cheek., And he is ‘E.’i.]I]llH]l:"!ﬂ whon hie
wants anything very much he s ,.”;1, to foroet
the duurr-. of what he does to get it.

1 am not zoine to tell yon all ahout next
week's story in advanee; it would he easy
to spoll it by doing that. But [ think you
will admit, after reading it, that in it Wibley
fairly rcaches his tnp nut- :

SUMETHING IN STORE !

Na, it 15 not o Christmis Double Nunmber,
With regret 1 hsive to state that the Huns
have robbed uvs of that for this -year. In -~
1919 we shall get back more or less to the
old fashion, 1 hope; but at present it
cannot be done. Paper is very scarce indeed.
You would not carc¢ about a double number
at the expense of four pages off each of the
néxt four after it, T suppose? That would be
the only wav 1-;:- work it, as far as [ can
see, amd I don't faney that way.

The something I have in store
nection with Bunter.

Do yon ever get tired of Bunter? I never
do. There always scems =omething  fresh
abont the fat, silly fellow, with his qumr
mixture of fn]h and knavery.

Well, you are going to see Hlthr in new
surrmmdmga for a time. 1 am not going
to tell you now just how it will happen:
you must wait and see. But 1 will tell you

15 In Con-

this. The _stnrit'-ﬂ in which it happens are
rreat stories—some of the bhest and mosg

Richards has ever written,

Don't be afraid that vou are going to lose
trr-.}tr:lclrh. cither, 1T he goes
e will return. How could the Remove got
on without him? '

heep your eyves opon for more about this.
And tell your friends what ripping stories
are appearing both here and in the " Goem.”
As 1 write, the end of the war seéms well in
diht., Everyhody is feeling more cheerful;
and this is just the time to rope in ®ore and
The
1l be coming soon when we shall no
lonser have to worry about paper, and I
wunt our circulations doubled then!

e

WAR AND PEACE!

The paragraph above was written a few
days ago. Now, with the pages in proof
btrfur{:—mﬁ I " am able to find room ifor
another purarrraph about the end of the
war and what it means to our papers.

Notr all that it means, of course. Peaco
will make a lot of differcnece—sooner or
later.  But -at the time of writing thé war -
is supposed to be practically over, for the
armist.ce has bueen signed, and - all c'-f us
liive been rejoicing over peace,

I can see a lot of trouble ahead yet. The
condition of altairs in Germany is such that
there -may even be. farther ﬁ"htmg But
there can he no big, organised, national
opposition — to - our cauquering armies. In
that sense, at least, the war may be =aid
to he onver. :

Yet in thiz number voau will find things thas
belong to war conditions—on page 8, for
inatance, where you s=see Bunter and tho
bhomh. - It was. teo late to alter that; and,
mareaver, as it was new-to us all, and a
really good picce of artistic work, I might
have let it o throuch even ]lnl it not been
ton late.

And, throuch our printing so far in ad-
vunee, there are two or three numbers quite
out of my hands, but still unseen by my
readers, in which the war is still going on, so
to speak. .

Never mind! It was inevitable that this
should happen sooner or  later. It has
come sooncr than we had dared to expeect,
and we are all glad. I shonld like to shake
my rcaders, one and all, hy the hands in
sicn and token of gladness. But wouldn't
my arm just ache after it !

YOUR El’JITﬂR
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