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By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent Long Complete
Tale of the adventures of Harry
Wharton & Co. and Algernon

de Vere, of Greyfriars.

(Author of the Famous Greyfriars Stories appearing in the " POPULAR.”)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Algernon Asks For It !

HBUH B!
4 Ent !!l
“But I* ztay, Dlob, old f[ellow,

h g

“Fou can say what you like, Marky,”
aai<! Bob Cherry, “but I'm going to pull
his nose the minute he comes into the
Common-room ™

Bob Cherry’s face, generally as bright
and genial as the snn at nosnday, was
darkly clouded. His cyes gleamed with
Anger.

Itwas so seldom thal Bobwas seen look-
ing anything but good-tempered that a
dozen fellows in the junior Common-room
glanced roupd at him. Certainly he was
not looking good-tempered now. He was
evidenlly in a towering rage.

Mark Linley laid a defaining hand on
his arm. Mark was looking worried and
disiressed,

“ Rob, olil chap—" he murmured.

“I've g jolly good mind (o punch your
nose, Murfw 1 said DBob Cherry.

“Mino " ejaculated Mark.

“ Yes, for not punching his !

Mark Linley smiled faintly.

“What's the good of punching De
Vere's noze ?" he said. * Tho fellow can't
help being a silly ass.”™

“He cun belp it! And I'm going to
help him help it!" said Bab. “If you
won't punch his nose, T'I pull it—hard "'

LT n. li_""-:.

“Haial”

Fob Cherry evidently wag not to be
reasoned with,  Ilis eyes were on the
doorway, wailing for the clegant figure of
Aleernon de Yere, the dandy of the
Remove, to appear there. 1k was the
aristocratic nose of Algernon that Dol
intonded to pull.

There wera [ooisleps in the passage,
and Dob's eyes glinted, and he made o
stap forward. But it was Harry Wharton
who came in, and Dob stopped.  Wharton
glancod al him, and raised his eyobrows
? little at the expression cn Bob's rugged

MI

Sl

“YWhal's the row ?"" he asked., coming
across to Bob and Mark Linley.

“ Not exactly a row.” sad Bob, “L'm
going to pull De Vere's nose, that's all.”

i %I‘mt has he done now " asked the
captain of the Remove, with a taugh,

“Nothing !” interjected Mark Linley
hastily, * Bob is gelting his woul off
pver nothing."

“ Fathead ! said DBob.
ing worm—"

“Who?" asked Wharlon, :

“Da Vere, of course! ‘I'hal kovrid
worm, that sneaking snob, that—that
unspeakable toad—" gasped Dob,

“Ga it!" chimed in Peler Todd.
“Never heard you so eloguent befove,
Bob! Pile in!™

“'Phat erawling tailor's dummy—-="

“ Hear, hear!™

“(Oh, shut uvp, Toddy! You know he's
& woro-—-"

“The wormfulness is terrific, az Inky
would say ' ngreed Peter.  “Dut why
should vou pull a worm's nose 2™

Boh Cherry breathed havd,

“It's on Marky's account,” he aand.
“ You know, ever since he's been at Grey-
Friars ha's treated Marky to his silly snob-
bishness, Marky won't punch him for
it—"

“ Do chuck if, old fellow ' urged Mark
Linley. * What does it mnliter "

“1t doss matter I roared Dol Cherry.

“He's not worth licking.™

“Vory likely. DBut he's asked for it a
doren times, and won ought to hand it
out, Jf you won't T will!"

“Put what has hoe =aid, anyhow?"
inquircd Wharton.

S don't mind it," said Mark Linley.
“I've had enough of it from Bunler and
Skinner and some more fellows. De Vere
can't holp being a silly snob; he knows
no botter. Ile's said thal a chap who's
worked in a factory ought not to be
admitted ot Greyfriars, and—and some
more nice things ke that. Well, if 1
don't mind, linb needn’t.”

“Tut I do!" roared Bob,

Harcy Wharlon's brow darckened.

“I think a good mony fellows are
getling fed up with De Vere and his

“#That zneak-

airs and graces.” he remarked. “ Bul if
he goos to the lengih of making himeself
offensive he coglt to be licked. Why tke
thump don't vao lick him, Linley ¥
“What's  lhe good®  sad Mark

impatiently.  ** Besides, 1 ean  make
allowances for the fellow, | He's been
brought up among rich people. 1Mz

rama's e Vere.
1onedied

Very likely he's been
ta ever since he could walk.
LCan't expect oo mnuch common-tenss
from him. So long as you fellows think
1I'm good enough for Greyfriars, T don't
mind what De Vere may think.”

“Well, {anind " said Bob. *And I'm
{ going lo pull his nose. It's lime il wus

pulled.™

“High titne, il he's talking in that
strain ! snid Wharton.

“T say, you lellows-——"

“Oh, dry up. Punter !

“Hore comes De YVerp!"

“{h, gom!!” exclaimel Bob.

The exceedingly well-dressed ligure of
Algernon de Vere came, gracefully in ot
the doorwoy. Angel of the Fourih camo
with him. Aubrey Angel was thoe onl
feltow Algernon had mede friends wilh
at Greyfriors—not a valuable friend for
any fellow to mnake. 13ut Angel was rich,
ho spent a groat cdeal em clothes, and he
cultivated an air of superb diedain
towards the universs in general—qualities
which recommended him to Algernon do
Vers ag no others could have done.

Boh Cherry sirode towards the two
clegant juniors, and they came to o stop.
Angel backed away a pace or two, looking
uneasy. e was not a fighting man, and
Tioh was plainly on the warpath. But
Algornon de Vere did not receds an inch.
Tie was, a8 tho Removites said, a queer
fish—for, with a snobbish soul and offen-
sive manners, he combined plenty of

luck; o very useful combination, DBul
or that saving qguality Algernon would
have had a very hard lime in the Grey-
frinrs Remove. But he was quite
prepared to put his well-kept hands up al
any time, and he was 30 redoublable a
boxer that even Bolsover major lel him
nhone.
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e slaved coolly at Bob Cherry's
Hushed and wrathfu] face.

“¥ou're in the way, Cherry!” he
reinatked with the carefully cultivated
drawl  that -irritated most of
Hemovites,

“I'm ata;.ring- in the way 4l I've pulled
yvour nose ! returned Boh.

“Ny gad! Anythin' the malter?™

“¥ou've insulted my pal, Mark Linley,
amd I'm going te pull your nose as a
lesson in manners, you rotter!”

Bob Cherry strode towards the cool,
smiling dandy of the Fourth; and De
Vere's hands went up like lightning, A
moment nrore, and there would have been
a terrifiv scrap rvaging in the Common-
roowr.  But Mark Linley caught Bob by
the axm and dragged him back by main
force,

“Let go, you ass!” roared DBob,

“Btand pack ! =aid Mark, “This is

the |

Bob Cherry 'gasped with wrath,
- “Hear him!” he stuttered,
if you den’t thrash him, I'll jolly well
punch you 1™

“I'm ready when you are, De Yere,”
said Mark Lanley quietly, looking at the
dandy of the Remove.

Do Vere put his hands into his pockets.

“I'm not!™ ha said. “I don't cave to
soit my hands on a fellow of your
description !’

Smack !

"The words were barely out of Do Vere's
moulh when Mark’s open palm smote
him across that mouth with a smack that
rang throwgh the Common-room.

“ls that enough for you?"' asked the
Lancashire-lad quielly.

Evidenily it was enough, for Algernon
de ¥ere made a furious spring [orward,
and ithe nexit moment lhe fwo juniors
wera fighting fiercely,

= LT T T T T T E T T T T e T T e T T T T L T T T T L
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watched ithe fight. It was much sgaingd
his wish that he had landed his chum in
that scrap, but he had done it. 1t came
into his head—rather late—that perhaps
Marky was right in treating the snob's
impertinence with disdain, and luking pe
further heed of it. But now that it had
come to fighting, Mark had thvown aside
all pacific thoughts, and was putiing his

“beef into it. De Vere was the first down,

and he went down with a crash,

But he was up again like a cat, and
rushing on to his adversary.

‘L‘T\m to lﬁr.te on IJa Vere!" said
Aubrey Angel, looking round. * Quids, if
anybody likes !

. " 8hut l.IE. {ln-u dashed blackguard "
growled Bo arry.

“TIE take you on, Angel!” howled
Billy Bunter, “I say, vou fellows, lend

me 8 t%luid g
Crash !
Mark Linley was on the foor, "aid there

DAVID JACK, the Inside-Right of Bolton Wanderers.

All about the famous foothaller who forms the subject of our Grand Free Photo.

HAT there is real romance in this
game of football is clear when we
think of David Jack, the inside-

right of Bolton Wanderers, who

came second io the liat of goal-scorers iu

Indeed, he was mentioned several times
lagt scason as a possible caodidate tor
the inside-right berth in the England
feams, bot e can well afford o wait his
opportunity, which iz bound f{o come il

game.
" oited bamboorles spponents
in goe direction whew they expect him to
EI} uite the opposite way. He {a also
on

Subtilety s [ia stroog suit, and he
by-swerving

y with the ball at bis toe, and In

Eoglish “football last season. Twenty | he has any sort of luck. - | League matches only he had B most suc-

¥ears or mara ago, Bolton Wanderers had
g Tamous outside-left named Rohert Jock,
and while he was there his wife preseted
'him with a Lounciog hoy, whe was given
the names Dav’s’ Bone Nizhtingale,
- When his period of usefulness as an out-
"Ride-left  with Bolton Woanderers was
over, Liobert Jack went to Plymouth Lo
mavage the Argyle feam of that place.
Meantime, David Jack pgrew up, played
first for Plymouth Argyle, his f[ather's
team, and was, during the 192021 s&ra.
t0m, transferred to HBolton Wanderers,
Thus David Jack i3 now a memhbher of the
vlnb of the town where be was born, and

played im the olden daya.
Yoyng Jack—he 8 now only twenty.

foothaller, and it cannot be very Inng
hefore recognition comes his way from the
International selection duthorities,

NIRRT R R LR R T N S D RSN R TR (e

of the same <¢b for which biz father

Two vears of age=-ig 2 really {irsl-class

It was the désire to get on in the foot-
hall world that induced David Jack to
leave his father’s club 'zt Plymouth, aod
there were many big organisations ready
to zign him on, imﬁuding Cheleea, [Bub
be had a patural sort of feeling that if
he left Flymouth there was no club he
would 50 much like fo play for as bhab
for which his father hud done =0 many
hrittiant thinga in the past. That was
why he went to Bolton instead of to
Cheleea, who were ready to pay a big
lee {o obtain his servicea,

At the age of seveoteen David Jack
feingd the Navy, and he duly appeared in
severfl représenbative Service oyaiches ot
Plymouth., He is a fine afl-round sports-
i, oo, having quite a hig bap of prires
a3 the resyltz of his efforts at Tocal
atMetle mectings, It is as a footballer,
though, that he is mostly likely to earn
lusting fame, for he plays & really ¢lever

cestful time last season, finding the neb
oo no fewer than tweoty-four occasions.
Thiz wuas quite a lot bhetter thapn any-
thing he had previously gecompiished for
Flymouth Argyle, which is proof that he
is developing along. the right lines, Thero
ig every reazon why he should develop,
ton, for he is built on fdeal lines far o
footballer, standing flve feet eleven Inches
and weighing eleven stome ted pounds,
Jack might even bave been the I=ading
goal-petler e England last seagon had

not circumstances compelled him to play
for the Wanderers on several occasions at
outside-right.
better suited to bies abilities,
and his many joches and cleverness wilh
hiz head cnable him to turn many high
centres  pust
Altogether a player on whom it would
he just as well to keep un eye, for a lot
is sure to be heard of him o the Toture,

The inside pozition s much

howewer,

oppusing gonlkeepors,
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my affair, Bob! If there's going to be a
serap, I'm the manp 17

“ Look here, Marky——"

" Keep out of it1”

** Linley’s right," said Ilarcy Wharton,
*Leave it to him, Bob! It's his row, not
yours."

Bob Cherry hesilated. IHis inlention
had been to punish De Vere for his
insolence, not to Jand his chum m a fight,
But it was clear that Mark had the right
[o take the affair inlo his own hands—
»nd equally clear ithat he intended (o do

s0, now Lhat tha matter had come tlo
fisticuffs. - Bob Cherry stepped back
reluctantly.

“1 suppose il’s as you like; Marky.”
he said. 'l don't mwuch care, anyhow, xo
long as ibe cad i3 licked.”

" But 1 do, & little,”” drawled Algernon
“le Vere. “I don't care & rap whether 1
fight you or nat, Cherry; in fact, I'd
ralther like a [itlle exercise, don’t you

know. But I've a strong objection to

scrappin’ with this factory fellow.”
NEXT.

MOMNDAY!
Tur Macxer Lipeary.—No.

“ BUNTER'S RAFFLE!"

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
After the Fight !

RANK NUGENT ran hasiily to
the door and closed il. The
Remove fellows gothered in an
exciled ring round Mark Linley

und Algernon de Vore. They were light-
img  havd, almost savagely, willioul
pausing  for rounds or tiroe-keeping.
Harry Wharton & Co. looked on keenly,
anxiously. They hoped fervenlly to see
Mark victoriouns and the dandy of the
Remove thrashed for his insolence. And
their feelings were shared by almost every
other fellow present. Even tfellows whao
did not ke Mark Jiked De Vere less, and
wanled to see him licked, Billy Bunler
would have given his celebrated postal-
order io hehold such p welcoine sight.
Marky was siurdy, and he was plecky;
his courage was well known. But Alger-
non de Vere seemed to be at the top of
his form, and thoe outcome wna very
doubtiul.

Bob Cherry had a worried look as he

(2]

by a terrific diive.
looked on, slaring, :
behind that blow came from seemed a
mysiery; the slim and elegant dandy, of
the Remove did not look .as if he had it
in him.

Lob jumped forward lo help up his
chun.

_ Mark slaggered to his feet, looking
dazed. That heavy blow had told upon
him severely.

He iried (o smile as ho met Bok's
troubled, anxions glance,

“*Going on " wgia red Fob.

Linley nodded, Ile wanted all his
brealh, and bhe did not speak. Algernon
de Vere looked on with a cool, disdainful
smila.

“I'm wailin® ' ha yawned.

“Marky's ready, you rotter I growled
Eobi

The Lancashire lad stood up lo his
onemy again, and he was still putting up
a ?m:l-d light. But n good mavy of the
onlockera could see that he was playing a
losing game now. That knock-out drive

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS

By FRANK RICHARDA ]
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had dazed him. and he had no time lo
rocover. 1lis defence was a hitle wild,
and his alinck erratic. It was only un-
bounded pluck asnd determination that
kept lam going at all.

Bob Cherry anw it, with a heavy heart.
Iie saw that Mark was getting the worst
of it, that he was booked for a deleat—a
defent of one of the best and most decent
felloiws in the Remove at the hands of a
supercilipus snob ! And it was his—ob's
uﬁult, as his conscienca told him. Hob
would have given all his possessions juat
then to taks Mark's place and deal with
the sneering dandy of the Remove., DBut
iL was impossible, and he could only look
on, with a clouded brow and a sinkidg
heart.

C'rash ! g

It was a left drive on the point of the
chin, and it sent Mark Linley spinning.

Twice he made an effort fo rise, but
tlie Toom was reeling round him, ond ho
sank back again.

He was done. i

Algernon de Vere looked down at him
and waited a few moments. Beb dropped
on his knces beside Mark.

“Jg that Lthe fnish?" asked Da Vere.

Nobody anawered.

“Am I to go on wailin

UTg's  fimished!”  snapped Earry
Wharton., “Shut up!”

Do "Vere shrugged his slim shoulders
and turned away. Aonbrey Angel came to
hira at once with smiling eongratulations,
He was the only fellow that Telt inclined
io'say & word to De Vere.

“Good man!" he =eid
old bean! Detter come and bathe your
noss, - You've got n mark or two—not
much. ™

And Do Vere walked out of the Com.
shor-room with Angel of the Fourth.
" A hiss from some of the Remove fellows
followed hirn. [le had fought well, and
he had beon vicloriouns; but his dictory
made him more unpopular than before,
if possible.

Mark [inley lefr the Common-room a
few minutes luter, leaning on Bob's arm,

The two juniors hurried away as fast

LT

as they could lo aveoid the sight of the 1%

gasters and prefects, Mark's face was
not in o sialc to be seen by the eye of
anthority just then.

Bob was the picture of misery ss he
helped his chum to bathe his injuriea in
the dormitory. Ha seemed to take the
yesult of the fght much more to heart
than Mark Linley himself. Mark smiled
at him faintly, ns he finished towelling.

“It's all vight, Bob ™

M1t was my fault!” said Bob. “ Why
dide't vou let ma tackla the cad, Marky?
I wanted to.”

“J ean’t let- you fght my battles, old
c’ial..a.p—if it's necessary to fight Lhem at
all.™

“And I suppose it wasn't,” said Bob.
“T dare say you were right to iake no
aotice of the cad. I rushed you into it."”

“That's all right 1

The two. junicrs went down to No, 13
in tha Remove. It was a hﬂif—huﬁdaﬁ
that day, but Bol was not thinking muc
about his hall-holiday. - As he looked at
Mark's swollen nose and bruised face he
felt more miserabla then he remembered
ever to have felt before. His fealings
towards Algarnon de Vere were bilterness
jtgalf. Mark, who had intended to spend
his half-holiday in- study, with a little
cricket practice thrown in belore tea-time,
did not fesl much disposed .for either
study or cricket. But be sat down at the
table and drew.his Greek books towar:ds

HEXT
HMONDAYL

“ Wall done, | §

spoke to him as ‘ Timothy.'

“BUNTER'S RAFFLE!"

hint, Ile was in the running for the

Head's Greek prize, though Lhe happen-

ings of that afternoon were not likely 1o

improve his chances. "The Creek letlers

almaost danced bhefors his erves ag he
No. 13 was

opened his books.

The door of Stud Eus!led
open, and the fat face of Billy Buntgr
appeared. His big spestaeles glimmerod
at ‘Mark, and he pgrinned a fat grin,
gpparently entertained by the szigns of

combat on Linley's face.

.Bob Cherry made a gestura.

et out!”

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Don’t bother now,
Mark quietly,

"Well, I Like that, when I've come in
here to do you a good turn?' said Billy
Bunter warmiy. “You needn't be so

Buntaer,”™ said

“Cut off, Bunfer!™

“I haven't fnished vel. Perkinz calleid
hitr Timothy, and De Vere 1z awfuily
wild if-anvbody calls him Timothy. o'y
as like the greengrocer chap as two peas,
T]‘;E_]f must be relutions. Don't you ihink
507

“J don't care a rap! Ring off!"

"A lot of us went down to the
grocer's shop to get the news, an
wouldn't tell w3 anything,” pursued
Bunter. unheeding. “De Verse had
syuared them to keap their mouths shut,
of course. Ha's afraid of it all coming
out. It ought to come out! What a
show-up for the cad, if it came out that
his people were groeengrocers!”

*Do you see the door, Bunter?”

“Eh? Yes! ‘What sbout it!"

Foen-
thew

" oy
i
‘ﬁ' R i
F 1,

5
i

L .
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1
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DOWN FOR THE COUNT ! Mark Linley stood up to his enemy again. Bul
a good many of the onlookers couid see that he was playing a losing
His defence was wild, and his attack erratic. ]
on the point of the chin, and it sent the Lancashire lad spinning,
& certaln victory for De

game DOW.
It was a left drive
It seamed

Crash !

Vere. (See Chapler 2.)

because you've been licked,
you like, I'll take on De Vere
and give him a jolly good

jolly ratt
LE[E& ! ff
mysell,
hiding 1”

- Fathead I'"

“I'm going to tell you how to get even
with him,” said Bunter.

“You necdn't lroublel” szaid Mark

We all

dtjﬁr, i

o {rouble at all, old qhuE;

know that thers is something fshy about
Do Vere, with all his airs and graces,”
said Bunter. “Eord Mauleversr knows
it, though he won't (el]l a fellow whal he
knows. You remember how De Vere
bolted the day of the Courtfield match,
when he met that greengrocer fellow
Perkins in the Courifield team? Perkins
He, he,
he—

A SPLENDID T
tH

“(3at on the other side of 1"

Bnort from Bunter.

“Oh, you've got no spirit!” he saul
“?ﬂh !ﬂ ]

“Y eortainly should not try to pose
ot a [ellow’s privale affairs, and zhout
them from the housa-tops, because he
got the better of me in a fair fight!"
said Mark contemptuously.

. "Rot! What you want 15 apirit,” said
Bunter. “The fact |s,‘Liniu:,r, that I
Vere's right to a certzin extent—you re

rather low. you know—-- I—1 s=ay,
leggo! Cherry, you beast, wharrer
marrer—— Legro! Yarocoooh!"
Bump!

The study door closed on Billy Bunier
sittinﬁ in the passage and gasping for
breath..

ALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RIEHARDS. £:
Tag Maogxer Lipnany.—No. T5E.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprisa for Bob Cherry!
3 RICKET, old chap?"
( Tioh Cherry sh%csk his head,
. Wharten and Nugent, Johony
Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Rinuh were iﬁi:%g down to Little _E::de
together, wil ernon-Smith and Tomn
Brown, when Bob came out of the
#chool Honse, ]
It was a suony aflerncon, and in
ardinary circumstances Bob would have
joined his chums on the cricket-ground
with great zest. But he was feeling
“down " now, and. for the moment the
wreat summer game had lost its attrac-
tion.
“1'H join up later,” he said. “1I'm

going for a bit of a stroll.”

“How's Marky "

*(Oh, he's slicking 'to Greek! Talal”

The Co. walked on to the erickel-

round, and Bob Cherry went down to
1.Eha gates, with his hands driven deep
into his pockets,

Iu the guadrangle ho passed Algernon
de Vere, zauntering in &  graceful,
leisurely way with Angel of the Fourth.

here were few marks of ‘the combat
ahout De Vere, and he looked his usual
superb and . lofty self. Bob's heart
awelled with nniqr as he locked at him,
and -conirasted :
with the marked visage ‘of !
the study. Mark, with aching head and
unéasy nerves, was grinding at Greek,
while De Vero- sauntered. in the .quad.
sppavently without a care in the world.

Angry as he was, and. bilterly as he
disliked. thie ‘snob of the Remove, Bob
could not very well walk up to the fallow
and pick a quarrel with him, as he felt
inclined to tdo. He turned, his glance
dway, and walked out ratber quickly
at the gates, _

It was urusual for Bob to feel down—
he was too thoroughly healthy to suffer
frem depression of spirits. But he was
[eeling down now with a vengeance. He
hcil?ed_ihlt a,quick walk would make him
feel befter, and he went along the rcad
lowards Courtfield Common with long
strides. It was all his fault, he icld
himself miserably.

‘Mark, ' who was very keen on the
Greek prize, had_been swetting havd of
late, apd was not in his best form—an
injudicious” time for' tackling an adver-
sary like Do Vera. IIa.had bagged a
lickitg fram a fellow he despised.

“If-only ¥ hadn't butted in!" growied
Bob Eslf .2 dozen timies, as he tramped
on swiftly and savagely- in the sunny
afterngon,

”_H.I !u .

Bob glanced round. That “ Hi!" was
avidently addressed to him. I camo
fromi a vouth who was coming from the
direction . of Courlfield.. Apparently he
wanted to ask his way, end Bob stopped,
though he did nol much like' the
siranger's looks.

“Hit Is this right for Greyfriars
School ¥

Bob locked at him with more alien-
{ion. The youth did_ not . seemn more
than eighteen; but he was smoking a
cigarette, and his fingers. were brown
with the stain of ‘tobaceo.  He was
dressedd in tweeds of p siriking pattern,
hiz boots were of a bright yellow, his tie
of many colours, all striking, and hiz
straw hat, with a brilliant band, was
tilled .on one side of hiz head, giving a
view of nily hair. If ever there was a
“bounder,” thiz was il; and Bob ceould
noly wonder what such a merchant sould
pogsibly want at Greyiriars.
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a ‘of _his chum In:

g FOOTBALLERS!

“"Well, got o tongue?” asked the youth,
‘taking the cigarétte from his mouth, und
blowing ocut £ cloud of smoke.

“Yes, Straight on te Greyiriars!™
said Bobh curtly, »

“Thanks!” ‘Through the cigarelio-
smoke, the lond-looking youth eyed the
junior.  “Yon lock lke a schoolboy.
P':*’Tgpg vou belong to Greyiviars 2"

"¥es"

Bob. made a movement io walk on.

“'0ld on a minule! Know a young
feller al the school named De Vere?™

Boly started.

His eyes searched the * bounder's”
face agmin  There was something that
struck him as familiar in the features.
He remembered Tom Perkins, the green.
grocer’s son, who was so strikingly like
De Vers that all the Bemove had re-
marked on ik, This lond youth was like
both of them, The likeness to the dandy
of the FRemove was not =0 apparent as in
Perking' case, but it was there, and it
was unmistakable. The fellaw looked
like p valgarised edition of the dandy of
the Remove.

“Know im—what?" said the slranger.

ii E.FEB."

“P'r’'aps you can tell me whether he's
at ‘anme now-—what?”

1 don't see why I should tell you any-

thing at all about him,” answered Bob
is cool, handsome face |,
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caldly. I don't know who you are, or
whal vou want.”

“That's easy said, my pippin. F'm
Larry Perking, and 1 want to see bMaster

De Vere” . :

“ Larry DPerkins !’ said Bob, taken
aback. :

“Thal’'s my name! Aaything the

matter with it?" demanded the youlh
aggressively. )

“I know a chap named Perking in
Courifield,” said Bob—*""Tom Perkins
He plays for the Courtfield junior team.”

“That's my cousin,” said Larry Per-
king. * Come down 1o stay with Uncle
Porking, I have.,” Iie grinned. " Look-
ing up all my relations while I'm in thesze
‘ere parts.”

He chuckled, as though he found some.
thing very humorous in his own remark.

Il tell you what” - he saul. “‘I've
pol to see Tim—1 mean De Vere! It's
important.. But look heve, I'd rather soe
him oulside. You belong to the school,
Will you run in and tell him I wanl
“him Y

“1'm going for a walk.” )

“Well, you might oblige a feller,” said
Larry Perking persuasively. 1 don't
know whether De Vere is a [rviend of
yourn.. If he iz, you'd be obliging 'im a3
well az me."

“Hea's not a friend of mige!" said Bob
grimly.

Larry grinned.

Haort of nickname, you

“1 catch on!" he said. * Same old
tale, s awfully queer how old
Timothy makes himself hated wheraver
he goes, ever since ha wae a little
wipzer,  Sorl cf dppish—what? Stapd-
offish! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why do vou call him Timothy when
hiz nama’s Algernon®™

Larry gave a start.

“Thd 17 Bort of shpped out,” he
said, ““J—I mean Algernon, of course.
now. Dot I say,
do me n gum"l fern, and cut in and - tell
him he's wanted., Otherwise 1 shall "ave
lo go in and zee 'im, and I can tell you
it may be awkward for somebody.”

Rob hesitated.

YT tell him,™ he said at lazk

“Good old bean ™ .

Mazler Lacry sat on the fence beside
the common, pushed. his .straw hat o
hittle further on one side, and lighted
a fresh cigareite ai the end of the lask
one. Baob, glad to turn his back upen
that unatiraclive vouth, walked back to
(GGreyiviars, half-amused and hali-vexed
ta find himself performing a service for
the junior whose handsome face he
yearned Lo punch with his hardest punch,

e ]

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Algernon Receives a Sheet !
H_-";IT.RY WHARTON & Co. wers

al-cricket when Bob came in at
the gale:. Bob glanced in the
direction of the playing-fields as
he went towards the School Houze. He
had already “walked off ¥ a good deal
of his despondency, and he decided that
he would join. in the cricket, after all;

‘but e had his message to deliver first.

He had a strong repugnance lo speaking
fo Alrernon de Vere, or seeking him
out; but that could not be helped now.
He met Newland of the Remove in the
quad, and asked him if he hyd seen De
Vere—thal superb youth not being n
sight.

" Newland smiled.

*Fight?" he asked. )

“N-no!” said Bob, }mlf-iaughmq.
“I've got & message for the chap, that'a
all. - Been hiin about?”

**1 think he went into the house rome
time ago.”

“ Righi-ho!"

Bob Cherry enlered the School House,
and glanced round there for Jle Vare.
Bﬂ]y%unler was adoraing a hall window
with hia plump person, and looking
morose and dissatished. Anybody who
knew Bumler could have guessed, frgm
his expression, that he was expecting a
poslal-order ‘that had not arrived; znd
that he had nol succeeded in finding any-
ona trustful enough to cash it in advance,

His fat faco brighiened up, however,
us ha caught Boeb Cherty's roannung eye.

“Looking for me, old top?” he asked
eagerly.

1 N'ﬂ-!"

“Hem!
Runter,
chap.”

“Bother 1™

“T'm especting a postal-order——"

“ I know—I know—can it!" zaid Bobw
“Have you secn De Vere ahout ¥

Bunter's eves glinted Lelund
speclacles,

“Thal rotler:” he ashed,

“"Yes, yes!” :

“Tu Angel’s study, i (he Fourth,”
said Bunter. “*He went up wilh Ahgel.
They're awiully pally; pair of heastl
snobs, you know. say, Hob, of

Well, here T am.” sid
“I'm down on my luck, old

his
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chap—" Bob went lowards (he slair-
easo with his long strides, and Dunter
toddled after him, his fat logs poing like
clockwork to keop pace. I say, if
you'ye going to- see him, pive him a
wneh for me, I sav.. I logked in on
inley, and his eve’s going black—"

“Ts it:" said Pob gruflly.

“Yes; and he's trying to do Gyeck
wilth a hecadache,” said Bunter. *I
offered to help him, i he would cash
my postal-order, and he only called me
names, you know. He looks awiuily
cotten., If he was a pal of mine, I'd
:RI‘E'B.E De Vere for handling him like

at."”

“0Oh, dry up!” grunted Bob.

Bob Cher
passage, and went along rapjdly to
Aubray Angel's study, taking no heed of
Billy Bunter. That fat youth blinked
aftar him dismally. Next to the cashing
of -his postal-order, Bunter would have
liked to sea Algernon de Vers facing
Bob's hammering fists. - But both

pasured were to. be ‘denied him, and

untetr felt that it was hard. . He had
ofly one consolation—Bob Cherry's
seaking the dapdy of the Remove for
any -purpoge but to punch ' him  was
rather surprising, and Bunier ‘was curious
about it. After eating and sleeping, in-
guisitiveness rankedthird among Bunter’s
charming quelities, and .he determined
to know what was “up” bhetween Bob
Cherry and the Remove dandy. It did
not concern  William ' George: Bunter in
the least—which was all the more reason
why he wanted to know. -

Bob tapped at. the door of Angel's
study, snd enterad.  The door closed
after him; and Billy Bunter rolled on as
far as the door—and stopped there!

Algernon do Vers and Aubrey Angel
were in the study, discussing iced lemon-
ade, and chatting. Angel was smoking
a cigarette, but De Vere had not followed
his example. With all hia faults, he had
not imitated the dingy viviousness of hia
chum: Angel had not been ablo to
interest him in cigarettes, or nap, or
banker, or “goe-geca” ~ Both the ele-
garit juniors looked up in surprise a: Bob
Cherry came in.

“What on earth do you want?" asked |

Aubrey Angel, without -wasting any
politeness on the caller.

“To speak to Ile Vere," anszwered
Baly.

“Pal of yours, Algy?" grinned Angel,

“Certainly not! said e Vere
haughtily. *If you've come here to
speak 1o me, Cherry, you can cut. Ti
you're looking for a vow, 1 suppose
you've decency enough not to-kick
up & shindy in another fellow's study.”
* Bob Cherry sct hia lipa.

This waz the fellow for whom he was
performing a service—a fellow who could
nat even wait to hear what he had to
say before he insulted him. Bob wished
for the moment that his good-nainre had
failed him, and that he had leflt Larvry
Perkins to hizs own devices, !

Having spoken, De Vere moved his
chair a little, 30 as to turn his back on
Bob. Angel langh+d

“I've come bore to give you & mes-
sage, Do Vere," saitdl Bob, speaking as
calmly as he could,

O, thanks! Don't say ald Quelchy
wants me!"" yawned e Vere,

“I met a fellow culzide the shool
who—---"

T ER

“Who wants to speak to von."

“What utler rot! Tell bim 0 go and
eat coke ™

“T've got a messape.” said Bob, *If
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A VISITOR FOR DE VERE !

“'0ld on a minute! Know a young feller
at ithe school named De Vere® ' asked the
“Yes !’ sald Bob Cherry, shortly.

that. T want fo see him I ' said the wvouth.
that ! 1'll be waiting outside for him !*

loud-looking youth with the
“P'raps you'll tell him
“I'm Larry Perklos, tell him
(dea Lhapter 3.) l

you'll step out into the passage with me.
De Vere, I'tl deliver it 1o you privately.™

De Vera did not move

“ Do vou_ hesr me?" rapped out Bob,
hizs anger rising fast

Alpernon de Vere turned: to look at
him at last. His face was ecalm, ool
insnlting in its look.

“Onee for all” he said, "1 want you
to understand thai T want nothing to do
with you, Cherry! Personally. T might
pacs voi, bt your choice of friendy is
a litlle too thick for my taste. You
needn’t ramp. U'm not goin’ to say a
word abiout Linley - the subject’s heneath
But = fellow wl!u::r knows him

my notice.
can'i know me.”

“Hear, hear!” murmored Aubrey
Angel,

“Bo you can cut,” said De Vere.

“Don't speak to me, and don't come to
me with & cock-and-boll story aboulb a
message as an excuse [or buttin' into a
study wheve yvou're not wanled. Is that
clear?”

Bob Cherry gasped.

Y Quite ! ge manazed Lo articulaie.

“Well, theve's the door!” And the
dandv of lhe Remove lamly turned his
back apain

Anpel tooked rather uneasy. He half.
expeeted Bob to stride forward and jerk
De Vere oul of lis chair. and pitch into
him there and then. Dut De Vere, at
least, had plenty of nere.- He turned
hiz back on Bob with perfect calmness.

“Trvo said T'd deliver the message,”
rald Bolby, as f.:a'Em'EIy az he could speak.
“ For that renson I'll dehiver it. If you
choose to hear it in Angel's presence
tt's your own look-out.™

De Vere yawned. and did not answer:

“ A fellow pamed Larry Perkins---7

De Vere moved quickly enongh at
that. Like & closk drepping, his non
chalance fell from him. IHe was out of
lhiis ¢hair with a stertled bound.

“What?" he almost shouted.

A fellow who gave me his name as
Larry Perkins said he wanls to see yau,
He's wailing on the fence on Courtfield
Commen, by the road, and if you don't’
go to sce him he's coming o sed you.
That's all! I wasz & fool Lo bring wou
the message; bul thers it is! And now
your can go snd cat cokel”

With that Bob Cherey dragged e
donr open. sirode into the passage, and
slatnmed the door belind him.  Amld
Billy Bunter had barely time 1o leap
back before there was a collision.
fat ear had been at the keyhole, and
Runter had had a nareow escape of being
run down, as it were, by Bob's sudden
exit from the sludy.

“0LY gasped Dunler,

Bob gave him a look of contetnpt, and
sirode awey down the passage to the
slatrs. Dunter grinned after him. Looks
of contempt did-not worry Bunler. Hae
E‘ni only too glad to escape wilhout n

ick.

“Larry Perkins!™ mnrmured Bunler
“Dh. my hat! Another of 'em?! On the
fence on Courllield Common, is he? Oh
gad! This is rich, very rich!”

And William George Bunter, more
pleased than- he would have been even
by the cashing of his postal-order, rolled
away, chuckling a st chuckle, Thea
Owl of the Remove looked in high
feather as he trundled out of the school
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gates a couple of minutes later, amd toak
the road for Courtfield, apparently keen

to gat & view of the imjeresting vouth
who wanted to see Alpernon de Vere,
and who gave his name as Larry
Ferkina.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Shadow of Fear !
3. UCBREY ANGEL glaoced

cariously st his chum.
'he slam of the door was
followed " by dead silence in
ﬁnglel’a study. _
Algernon de Vere stood as if rooted
io Angcel's expensive carpet, his face
white aud startled, his eyes with &
haunted look 1n them.
He seemed forgeiful -of Angel's pre-

sense, and utterly oblivious of the
curious gaze bent on him. .
The mname of Jlarry  Perkins had

startled lim out of his cooloess and
gaperhb | self-posscssion. For some
momenis, at least. De Vere was . no
longer masler of himself.

Aubrey Angel's look was curious,
searching, - suspicions. Angel had heard
thé talk in the Lower School, of course,
upon the mubject of De Vere, his amaz-
g hkengss o a greengrocer’s son
named  Perking, whoze people -had
recently bought a shop in Courtfield, and
settlad there; the sirange way in which
De Vere -had “cul" a ericket-match on
finding Tom Perking in the other team;
the ~extremely " odd fact that Tom
Perking had seemed to know him person-
ally, and had been heard to. speak to
him by the name of Timothy. Angel
had heard it all, and wondered what
there was in it. DBut De Vere's evident
wealth; his djslinguished looks, and his
insolence. had imposed on Angel, and
the dandy of the Fourth had decided that
there was * nothin' ™ in it

He was revising that opinion now,

H ever there was terror in a [ellow’s
face, there was terror in De Vere's now.
What was he afraid of?

Instoad of there being * nothin® ™ in
the rumour that De Vere was, with all

his swank, some sort of an impostor? |

Angel could not help thinking that, after
all, there was *sométhin' * in it

Buddenly De Vers caught Angel's eyes
upon him, and reinembered. The effort
he made to pull himself topether was
painful to withess. A slightly sareastie
smile curved Angel's hips,

“"What the merry
matter?’ he asked _

“The—the matter?” panled De Vere,
as if striving to gain time while he
‘collacted his thoughts.

: “You look knocked into a cocked

-Etu.“

“What rot!" =aid De Vere,

With an effort that was almoat terri-
ble, the wretched impostor regained his
nerve, He realised the keenness of the
eyes that were upon him. He knew only
oo well that Aubrey Angel would cut
him dead without the slightest com.
punction oneos he knew, or suspected,
half the truth. Already Angel's sarcastic
smile was deepening indo o sneer.

His impulse was strong o rvush fromn
the study, to speed as fast as he counld
go to where Larrs was waiting for him,
to keep that threatening visitor at a
distance from the school somehow, any-
how, at any price. Every second was
priceless now. If Larvy shouwld come on
to the school—— [l Vere turned almost
sick at the thought. Somehow, anyhow,
he must ke kept away. Ho was not like
I'omm Perkins and hia father, the green-
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grocer. They hud their pride. and the
knowledge that their newly-rich relation
did . not waut to know them was enough
for them. They kept their distance,
despising Algernon a good deal more
than he despised them. Larry was
different. arry had always been a
worthless outsider. Larry had always
been o thick-skinned fellow, ready to
“butt in,” without caring whether he
was waleome ; always a hardwup =lacker,
keen to borrow maney wherever he
could get it. Once he had found his rich
relation out, he would stick like a leech ;
and if angered, he would not hesitate to
proclaim the facts to all Grevfriers—at
the top of his voice in the middle of the
nquad, if need were! That was the kind
of unspeakable outsider Larry was,

To get to him, to muzzle him some-

how, to get rid of him, that was the
pressing meed of the moment—io clear
him off before any Gureyfriars fellow
could see him.. Bob Cherry had seen
him, Fortunalely, Cheiry was not of
the tattling kind. He had ~ause encugh
to dislike the dandv of the Remove, but
he was not the fellow to act meanly
lowards the bilterest enemy. De Vers
knew that. Tt was & comfort: He longed
to fiee from the study, but he was
chained there by Angel’s mocking face.
What would Anpgel think? With an
effort that brought th: perspiration out
on his brow, Algernon de Vere threw
himself into his chair again.
. “Not goin'?" There was a sardonic
inflection in Aubrey. Angel's voice, en
inflection which showed plainly enough
what he would have thought had De
Vere acted on bis impulse to ohey the
sumimnons nstantly.

“Goin'!” repeated De Vere. " Not
unless you're tired of my company, old
Jbean

“1 mean. lo see the fellow Cherry
mentioned.”

Algernon de Vere
groan in his heart.

“Not likely ™ he answered.

‘“You don't know him

“How the merry deuce should [ know
the fellow?™ '

Angel's eyes were searching his face,
fut the dandy of the Hemove was masier

tavghed, with =»

of himself now, He was eool, smiling,
[ debonair, 1 :

His calmness deceived even
Angel, keen as he wae.

“Jolly odd, his sendin’ vou a message
if you don’t know him, though,” said
Angel, with lingening suspicion.

[le Vere shrugged %ni

“Bome beggar, perhaps, who's heard
that I'm a chap with money,” he zaid
corelessly. "My pater gets about a
tmndred beggin' letters every day.”

Angel nodded,

“"Bame name as that chap at Court-
field that they say 18 like you,” he

ocbserved.
“Yans. Il't all rof about the likeness,
aof course. They say thet in tha Remove

to chip me,” said D'e Vere. * They might
as well gay you were like the bhutcher's
boy 1"

Aubrey Angel laughed.

“Fellows will say anythm’, if a chap

snubs {them, and keoeps them in their
place,” le agreed,
“Probabhly there ien’t any fellow

askin® for me at all,” added De Vere,
with a reflective look. * As likely as not
Cherry invented the whele thing—rottin
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with me, you know, becase of that silly
Perkins story. I'm takin' po notice of
it, anyhow. "

“Dest thing,” agreed Angel, “Lei’s
zee, L was tellin® you about wy pateris
place when that rhinoceros butted in.”

Aubrﬂi.' Angel rattled on in his care-
fully cultivated drawl, but IJe Vire
hardly heard o word,  His thowghts were
not with Angel’s “place,” and the dis
tinguished people who ‘:_Eafi'.u:'u:l there
for the " huntin', shoolin', and Bshin', *
His thoughts were with _the Joudly
dressed, vulgarly familiar. hopelessly i
bred, fellow who was waiting for him on
Conrtheld Common, nwl who would
come on to the school, if Liec were not
preventad.

There was time to make ierms some-
how-—that wes proved by ihe fact that
Larry had senl in a miessape, nistead of
coming personally.

He could be bribed to go awar.
Money, af' leasi, was plentiful with
Algernon, and he could goess that it
was money that Larry wanted. If anl
he could get away! How he hnafe:
Angel at that moment, with hiz coaol,
drawlinﬁ voice and affected accent, tor-
turing him! How was he to zet away
in time without giving himsell away 1o
hizs weorthy chum? DBetier Angel's
doubts and ruspicions than the awful nsk
of Larry slouching inla the gquadrangle,
with his hat on the sido of his head, and
his cheap cigareite between his ill-kept
tecth!

Better anything than thal, De Yere
resolved to make somo excuse—even if
Angel saw through it—and ge, when the
study doo: opened, nud Kenney, Angel's
study-mate, came . It was a pretext
for gung, and e Vere vose to bis feek,

“Daon't go, old bean!” said Kenney,

Alrernon smiled.

“'&uu fellows are goin’ to walh horses,”
he said,
Lime,”

Amd he lounged clegantly ool of the
study.

He was still lounging, in a lesurely
way, as he wenl down the stairs, and
oul into the guadrangle, pawsing for a
moment for his zilk hat. In the gurd,
he would gladly have broken inlo a ruxn
for the gates. DBul he did wot. He ye-
membered that Angel was sitting at his
study: window, with a view of the guad.
And Angel was the kind of friend who
would watch, ™ With fear and misgiving
and elnll, ecold dismay in  his breast.
Algernon de Vere strolled acrosa the
gquad, looking as if he had not a care 1In
the world, Lord Mauleversr was com-
ing towards homi; his  lovdslup Larned
another way., Thal wouid linve given
the impostor & pany al any other Ume,
pow he hardly ﬁt’:ﬂdﬂ:l it.

He strglled in a let=urely way till he
was out of sight of the gales of Grey-
friars. e was safe now, 1f Larry waa
coming on lo ihe school, tiey would
meet on the rond.

But ovee out of sight of the school
Algernon  broke inle a teot, The
further away frem Grevivrs that he
met his obmnoxious cousin the  betler
The road crossed Courtlieid Comnion.
There wers fences on either side, with
teees and bushes growmg hehind then
in some spols. Algoraon's eyes were
ulmn for the figume he would know at a
glance—the figure which. he knew,
would be conspicuously dreseed, and an
offence 1o a fastidions cye,

He sighted it ab Just.

That loud figure was seaied on lhe iop
ruil of o fenee, with legs swrping.,  The
loud, light twoeds showed ap giarimgly

(Cantinucd on prages 13)
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CUT OFF! A shower of spray was flung fnle the juniors’ faces.
crashed upon the ledge an wihich Skinner and Bolsover stood.  {t nearly swept them into the seelhing cauldron beneath,

The sea began to break and roar.

Suddenly a big wav

* e
1] Bl poing on,” saifl Skinnet.
“'my going back.,” aaid Balsover
A jOT,

Lok here-—"
#Laok herg—"

The two juniorz faced each other. They
atood on  the shingle, practically ou - the
water's edge. Giant  clilfs  towered ahove
them. Save for the swishing of the water
among the stopes ami pebbles, all was silent.

gkinner and Bolsover had tramped miles
and miles along the rocky, nneven Coast,

akinner had heard of a cave, sitoated w
long way [rom Greylriars—a  small, un-
frequented cave, which was alleged to con-
tain huried breasuare,

Burrowing In the school library. Skinmer
hed unearthed a document celating to the
treasure, which had been concealed in the
cave by smugelers s humndred ¥eoars since.

Of course, it wag guaite poasiibe ihat ithe
treasurs had already been Foumd. tha the
other hand, there was just a chance ihat no-
hody else knew of its evistence.

Skinner, wery excited, took Bolsever major

inte his cenHdence. They had sét out to-
gether on the next half-holiday, armed with
ppades and picks.

After a long and ardwvons tromp, Chey had
failed to locate tha cave. Bolsover major
bhegan to doubt its existence. IHe was tired
and [ootaore, and, to use hia own wordas,
"fed up te the hilt.” The fact that dusk

Supplement 4.)

was falling did not add to his cheerfulness.
On the conbrary.

“I'm going on!™ repeateil Skinner,

' geyng buck:” repcated Holsover.

* Look i;fe:n:_. we've got lo Amd this giddy
CAVE e

“Then you can jolly well lind i slopne!™
growled Bolsover. “You've brought me out
on a wild-goose chase. I'm convinced that
the cave i3 o mythi—likewize the freaznre.”

BRinner sneered.

“Why mot tell €he tratly, and fdmit (hat
you're funky of going on, becuise it's getting
dark?" e awid.

That insintation of cowardice whipped
Bolsover to fury. Aoy suggesbion that be
was a funk always infuriated him. Clenching
his fist, be dashed it into Skinner’s face,

Bkinner fell Like a log.

For a moment Bolsover stood glaring down
at fimn. ‘Chen he turned on his heel, and re-
traced his steps along 1the shore.

By the time he had procecded u couple of
miles, Bolaover codled down., e began Lo
reproach himzelf for having lost his temper
a0 easily. _

He reealled the blow he hasd dealt Shinmer.
It hiad been a swwshing drive, slraight From
the shonlder,

What o he had koocked (he cad of the
Remove senseleas?

Bolaover sliivered a little at the {lowght.

Then c¢ame another thoughl—s {ruly
terrifying one

In the eXeitement of their search for the

graugelers’ cave, it had hobt oconrred Lo either
{Hﬂlauwr pr 3kinner that the tole was oo ming
n.

Boleover realised thal fact now with over
whelming suddenness.

Only a narrow strip of shingle divided the
base of the ¢liffs from {he wuater's edge.  And
that narrow strip was narrowing still more.
- It was nof & rough ees. It did nol bresk
and roar; but it wus none the less deadly,

Bolzover watched the water as it sucked
away the stonez and pebbles near his [eet.

rresently the encrosclhing sen wonld rearch
thie bare of the cliffs. Then the water woull
rise. [t would rise higher and higher, snd
there waz no way ol cscape!

Bolzover examined the sheer wall of rlﬂ;.
The  bigh-water mark was just above s
head. He knew what bhis meant. When the
tide was at the full (& would submerge him
He wua trapped By the tide, aml Skinmer
alao!t

Bolzover was shaking from head bo [ootl
now, as if with the apmiee.

Which ever way he went, he would not he
able to race the tide. He atond seversl miles
from zafely.

What shounld he de?  Should be remam
where he was, and await the end?  Or shoubd
he ge back to Gkinner—Lo the fellow hie lod
left prostrate on the shingle? )

Liglaover decided to go back., Which over
way he went was danger—dendly danger. Biut

T'ng MicNET LIBRARY.—No. T52



10

Bolsover felt the need of human companfon-
nhji&:». He could not face death alone.

& he walked back, picking his way with
difficuity in the gathering gloom, he noticed
that the water was t:ren;ping closer and
cloger towatde the base of the cliffe. Pre-
sehtly It covered his shoes. And by the

time he rejoined Skinner it was almost up

to his knees.

Harold Bkinner was on his feet. He was
standing with his back to the walt of the
clif. His eyes were fixed on the encroaching
tide. There wuas u glassy expression of
terror in them.

“Bkinny, old man "—Rolsover's volee was
very shuky—"l—I'm sotry I hit you like that.
I got my wool off——"

“Never mind that,” said Skinner. “We've
other things to think about. The tide's
coming. in fast. Oh, we were fools, fools to
have forgolten it! It'e too date now. We're
caught Uke rats in a trap!™

“Not quite,” sald Bolsovet, hecoming sud-
denly hopefol., "Look! There's & I;gm o
the ¢liff, just above your head.”

Skioner looked, and esw that Bolsover
spoke truly,

Thera was certainly a ledge in the face of
the ¢liff,. jnet above the high-water mark.
Bot the ledge was & very narraw onhs,

“We shall have to hoiet curzelves od to
it, domehow!" mutlered Bolsover.

“But there's only room for one—""

* Then up your gol™

_Bolsover had partially conquered his
cowardice, His narves were calmer: his can-
Rdencs was returning to him.

Bkinner suddenly lound himsell swung off
hii:]m

sover! was possessed of at sirength,
and Ekinner qrupf ]!ght—weighfe B

a few seconds Skioner wans seated safel
:'-:Iﬂrll.‘a ledge, beyond the reach of the ris!
" Had ihe gea been rough the jumier's posl-
tlon woulth have been pretty hopelegs, fﬂﬁe
wotld have Leen swept off his perch. But
the sea was culm. When the tide was at the
full, It would wash his dangiing legs, and
that was all. R

dkinner sqoeezed himeelf to one side of the

ledge.
. "I think there's Just about foom for
two, after all!” he mutiered " Better hoiat
Foursell up, Boley. 1'll give you 2 hand "
Bolsover major wide in =n  unenviable
pitght. The rising water bad now reached
his waist. The coldness of it canght his
breath. He felt his terror returning.

It was with extreme difiiculty that the
burly Bemaovite hasled himself “g en to the
ledge besaide Skinper. The lalter tugged at
his arms, and very nearly overbalunced in
s doing. But at last, alter a desperate
;:Eggle, Bolsover eucceeded in gaining the

2.

It was a very tlght cqueese,

The twe juoiors sab huddled together in the
darkness.  Bolsover's right arm, and
Ekinner's left, were interlocked, They gazed
out upon the dark waters.

Ate we sale,  d'ye think?"
Bkinmer, with chattering teeth.

“I think s0.” wan the reply. “The water
never rises ahove this .ledqtu,'

"Thank Heaven for that!®

"All the aame, the outlook isn't a happy
one,” said Molsover. * We shull have to stick
here untii the tide goes out. And that won't
be for o long time yet.”

Evening had now merged into pight. There
was no aign of & veszel on 't.gn-.aﬂ dark
waters. There was no belp st hanod.

. And the tlde rose higher and yet higher.
The water lapped azeainst the Juniors® legs,
They wondered fearfully whether it would

rise sufficiently high to sweep them from
their pereh. P

Then, to their herror, a suwdden wind
eprang up. The water, hitherto so calm and
placid, was lashed into foum,

Bolsover feit his companion trembling, and
a tremor ran through ris own frame.

"1t—it's getting rowgh!" he mutlered.

kinner nodded without speaking.

. thower of epray was Aung Into the
juniers’ faces. The sex hegon to break and
roar.

Suddenly a hig wave crashed npon the ledpe
oir which Skinner and Bolsover sat. It
nearly swept them down infe the seething
camldron beneatls,

Skinner gave a (riphtened shriek. Bolsover
sat his tecth.

Another wave came, drenching the juniors
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mutterad,

to the skin. But they. miraculouely managed
to hang oo, .

“This can't last - much longer!” muttered
Bolsover. *It—it'a the begiuning of the and,
Ekinny ™

SBkinner was scared stiff. He had lost the
power of speech. :

* Help!”

Bolsover ralsed the shout, in the lorlorn
hope that it might be heard.

here was no responss,

“Help ™ repeated Bolsover, putting all his
lung-power into the .cry.

Then he strained hiz ears to listen, and, to
hia jmmense ijﬂ:.r, an answer was bDorne to
him on the wings of the wind.

" Ahoy, there!™

A large boat, manned by a crew of Sea
Scouts, came ing over the water. It
could not advance too close to thé cliff, for
fear of hema% dashed against the solid wall
of rock; but it came to within a rope's throw,
And -preuentt? Skioner and Bolsover found
themeelves clutching a stout rope. There
wak & lifebelt on the end.

"You go Ffrst, Bkinny,”
releasing his hold of the rope.

“Hurry up, there!™ sang aut the leader of
the Bea Beouts, ™ We want fo get you ashore
before -the storm gets op”

The rescne of Skinner having been accom-
plished, the rope was sent out once more 1o
Bolsover major. Aod preseitly the Qreyfriafs
juniors were safaly on board.

said Bolsover,

It wap then a cate of & long pull, and 4§

stron ]‘;:,u anpd a poll all ther. And the
pa xt was soon dew throngh 1he
water in the direction of Pegp.

The landing was accompliched in the nick
ol time, for goon the eform wae raging in al]
its tury. ;

Skioner aod Bolsover thanked their
reseuers profusely, and stapgered awuy to
Greyfriars, thers to thrilt the
dormitory ‘with detalls of their grim
adventure,

i

i N

SEFIBEFEEFIESPER
EEDITORIAL%

By Harry Wharton.
FEEERVEPITHEETTEHEE

‘e have had tremendous excitement
ot Greviriars this week.

Treasure-hunierz had the time of their
lives. For five golden sovereigns were
hidden in various parts of the school
precincts, end the lucky finders were
entitled 1o keep them. The contest was
promoted by the Gueyrrianzs HERALD,
?nddt.ha five sovereigns came out of our
wunoi,

A whola sfternoon was set apart for
the search. There was a time-limit. The
“treasure " had to be found by zeven
o'clock in the evening.

Ono of the sovercigns wag discovered
within {en minutes, by the pstute Peter
"Todd.

Toddy went along {o the gym, swung
himself up on the trapeze, and discovered
the glittering coin on one of the rafters.
Heo pochieled it with & whoop of delight,
and declared his intention of finding the
other four, He wasn't greody, he said,
but he liked a lot.

However, Toddy didn't find any
more. Vernon-Smith located the next.
It was repozing on the top of a crickot-
rtump on Little Side. Many fellows had
walked pnst the three stemps withoui
noticing that there was anything on the
centre one. Bul Vernon-Smith's keen
eye did not miss the glistening coin.

Thers was an  interval of nearly a
couple of hours before the third sove-
reign was found., Indeed, 1t was little
short of & miracle that it was found at
all. For it. was hidden in a bird's nest,
in one of the old elma in the Clese! Wun
Lung, the Chiness junior, was the lucky

{Continued at foot of next eolumn.)
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Treasure Trove!l
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By Dick Penfold.

Removo |

In days of old, when knighta were bold,
And smugglers sailed the seas,
Many a secret hoard of gold
Wes dumped in spote like these,
Gold and amlver, jewsls rare,
And wezlth beyond all measure;
But, really, I am in despeir
Of finding hidden treasure!

Though Captein Kidd his treasuve hid
Upon the Kentish coast,

I canmot find a single quid,
Though I've zearched more than nicst.

T've wandered by the sad sea waves

'On afternoons of leisure;
But, though I've ranzached all the caves,
I vannot spat the treasure!

When Bmuggler Bill contrived to kill
Some wealthy Spanish lord,

He dug and burrowed with a will,
And hid his hefty hoard,

H 1 could find that old vak chest
"Twould fill my soul with pleasure;

But I must give the smuggler best;
I cin't locate hiz treasure!

With pick and spade ['ve oflen strayed
Along this rocky shove.

No golden capture have I made,
I’'m gorry, sick, end sove.

The weary rearch has worn me out,
And filled me with displeaczure,

I'll be an old men with the gout
Beafors I ind (hat tregsare!

EDITORIAL.

(Continuwed from previouws columan.)

finder. He climbed the tree more for
the fun of the thipg than anything else,
Then he digcovered the nesl, and, as &
natural sequel, the zovereign,

The fourth sovercign fell 1o Dick
Panfold. It had heen concealed in the
Lasin of the fountain.

The search for ithe only remaining
sovereign proved exciling in the ex-
treme.  Everybody entered into the hung
with zert. Every nook and cranny was
carefully explored, hut with no result.
Tha fact was, thia parvticular coin had
hean placed in o most conspicuons place.
1t lay invitingly on the Common-room
tahle! Of course, nobedy expecled it to
be in such an exposed position. Conse-
quently, the search went on for hours
before Micky Desmond, squatting on the
Cominon-reom  fable for a rest, dis
covered that a golden =overeipn lay
besido him!

The trewsare-leand. proved an enovmous
suecess, I personally wes Jdebarred from
entering. It was my job 1o lide the
sOvOreipna,

I have nn doabt {hat this Special
Treasure-hunting Number will make &
great appeal lo you all.

HARRY WHARTON,
[Suppleinent i
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{1} AST the anker, there!”
Dick Diver, the youthiul skipper
of the pood ship Goldfnder,
wrapped out the sharp kommands

The anker was Cast ovirhoard and dropt
into the sea.

Billy Bowspritt, the first mate, came up
to Dick Diver, and salooted.

“*What pow, Eap'n?" he asked,

“Help me ap with my diving-suit, will you?™
caid Dick.

#1, I, eiri?

“It was at this very spot that the
Spannish galleom was wrecked, bundreds of
yeRrs ago,” said Dick Diver. " Vaat frez-
mre is Kkonseeled in the bed of the oceun.
There is gold, aod silver, and joolery, and
all sorts of valewalble shofl.”

“ Are you poing to dive for i, kap'mi"
inkwired Billy Bowspritt.

“{H corse, fathead! What do you sup-
peze I'm putting my diviog Eit on for? To
play kricketi™

“Be careful of the sharx, kap'n. They arc
plentiful inm these waters.”

"Bah! said Dick skorpfully. *“If all the
sharx-of the Passifick were to atfiek vs now,
1 should not turn a hore !™

Even as Bick spoke, the sea begon tno awell
violently, and the ship was tost aboug like
a cork,

“(h cremms ™ gasped the Acst mate. “Jt—
it's a wail!"

Sure enufl, it was o large wall that had
attacked the ship.

Pannick hroke oul ameong the erew.
Dick Diver remained enlm.

“Feteh my harpeon!” he oried.

“I, I, kap'm!” :

Dick seezed the harpoon. amd. leaninz over
the rail of the 3.deck, he plunged it—the
harpoon, not the deck-—full into the hrest of
the giganbicl creefure,

“"Ha, ha! Thal’s gob yvoul" epesclainged
Dick.

The nest minnik
over the water,

The wall gave one ersspiring bellow,
then sank like a stone,

“Bravvo, kapn:!” eried Billy  Howspritf,
“That was a8 neel o peace of work ax Fee
Bver spen

THek smiled,

“Having ?Hi- the wall ant of itz mizzery,”
he sabld, "I will proseed to dive for the
trezzare.  Lower me pontky.”

“1, I, Kap'n!"

Dur lero was then Towered ever Lhe side
of the wvessel.

And a fot of

Down aed down he wend,
bubliles rosze to the zurfiaa,

The sen was many  fabhons deep ad thad
spob, and Thck bad a lonz way to go, He
enconntered all aorts of terribyl creetnroz—
inhahbitants of the mity decp—but he mane
nideed to dordse thenr

At Iastk, after what scemed an eternity,
he reeched the bed of Lhae ocenn.

Theve oy Ehe trezzare, piled ap o in heeps.
There were hall o doseen old osk chests,
crammed with oot

ek Diver wis now cetting short of hreth.
He could pot helld out much longer,  He tied
oe of the ¢hests an to Lhe end of his rope,
and then eave the Rommand through the
gpreaking-tube ;

*Haul up, me harties!"

Dick was haobed rapoiily to the sorfss,
and the chest of Lrexrure was dumped oo
to tho deck.

Then Dick made five mare cpmeonrsisns to
fthe hed of the acean, amd in dew corze tha
hobe of the btrezpire was depnssited on bogol.

Billy Bowspritt's eves were sparkling with
wlolite. /

“Were i luek's wav, kapn. and ne mis-
taik "™ ead De. " How muach do yon reckon
that Erezsare i3 worekh s

"0, nlimt twenty milliona,” enid ek off-
banidedly. *“Of corse, the Guvvernment will

Supplement i)

Only

u krimson ctane spreasd

therelore it won't be * dry."”

By Dicky Nugenpt.

claim about nincteen and a half millions,
and then there will be income-tacks to pay
on the remainder. Still, we might have enunilf
left at the HAnnisH to take a cobttage in
the country. Will you come and live with
me, Billy, and be my valeyi”

“1, I, kapn!”

“We will pow zet sale for ‘England,” sald §

Dick Diver.

And then be wrapped ont a variety of
oTdere.

“Haolst the starboard port! Man the life-
bopta! Heeve the main deck overboard!™

The good shipy Goldfinder was soon speeding
over the plassid waters, bound for Emgland.

For a cupple of days all went well. And
then the sahip was attacked by & pitate
vessel, and a feerce fight ensued :

The pirates knew all about the trezzure,
and their one idear was to board the Gold-
fnder, massaker the ¢rew, and oopller the
plunder.

Little did they dreem that Diek Diver had
a twelve-poumder gun on hoard.

Dick called his gon-crew inte ackshun.
“Pepper them, my lads!™ he egpsclaimed.
“I, 1. EKap'n!™ oried am old salb.

There was n feecrce bombardment, and the
pirabes were hiown mbo efernalty,  As for
their vessel, it was smashed to attoms.

There was a feerce hombardment, and the
pirates were blown into eternally.

"Good ™ said Diek Diver. " Now we rman
et sale for England once more.”

Next day a Teerful storm arnse,
wiorklh storm that any marriner
known.

GFrafe waves swopt over the decks amd Dick
Diver had to strapp himsclf to the mast.
It was fortunate fhat he did so, for all
the members of hiz crew weore sweph over-
board, and b was only Dick's pressetice of
mind that saved him from a simmiler fale.

AN day and all wight the storm raged. and
the ship scemed sectain o sink, Howevver,
ghe [ifst mannidged to koep aflote, and when
the storm at last gahbated, Dick saw, fo hia
delite, that the trezzure wasg still intact.

Our hero banddesd adb Plymoulh Ho a week
Inter. He hapded aver hls trerzure to the
Guvvernment, and they gave him o vaseful
sum for himaelf.

Dick Yver has now givel up oo Karcer of
adveucher, He bas taken a small cottage
aii the eosst of Eutlawdshire (gince when bas
Butlandshire been by the seay—Bd ) and he
will spend the evening of hisg days in plece,

We will row bid goad-hye to our gallent
hero, Wi so kleverly kapehored the trezzure
of the deep!

LE wasg Lthie
lind ever

T

fon. but without tangible result,
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CEERTTTEEOBSIBBOHD

Miost slories of ‘hidden tressures are

myihs. 'They have no foundation in
fact. 'Those who go eearching after
this imaginary treasure are merely

chasimg a will-o'-the-wisp,

At the same time, there are a few
enuinge casea &f hidden treamure, and
during the last generation several for-
funate ']:IEQEIG have found & forlune.

The monks of old left much wealth in
the vicinity of Greviriars School, which
was fovmerly & monastery. Some of this
wealth hos been  discovered:; the re-
mainder is still securely hidden.

‘The smugglers, loo, used io be very

active on the Henlish coast, And
treasure iz repuied to be buried
beneath sdine ol the old smugglers’
caves,

In the vear 1875, a Frniardale labourer,
employed on’ the coast of Pegg, hap-

rened upon a casket of treasure which
L

Tirnitish Governmend elaimed a shore of

buried beneaih the sand. The
this treasure irove; ihe labourer en-
joyed the proceeds of the remainder,

Several vears laler a remarkable
document was discovered in on  old
volmme in the library at Greyfriars. The
cdocument was 1n eipher, and one of tho
Form-masters of that time succeeded in
deciphering the jumbled worde,

The muosty old parchment referred to
a treasuro which was alleged to be con-
ceitled beneath the crypt at Greyfriars.
But, although diligenl gearch was made,
and the basewrent of the crypt waa dug
up, no trace of treasure was ducovered,

In 1886, a great sensalion was caused
in the distriet by the discovery of an cak
chest, packet with treasure, in o feld
adjoining  the parish .churchyard of
Friardale. It was found necessary to
axtend tho churchyard, and a party of
grovediggers came acros: the freasure,
There was o pood deal of bickering
among them zs to how it should be dis-
iributed, and the matier had to be
setiled in Courl.

Conung 1o more recent yeoars, a
nimber of Greylriars juniors unearthed
i treasure which had been concealed for
over n _hundred years in one of the
caves, The forlunate juniors were con-
siderably enviched by their discovery.

Apart from the instances 1 have
guoled, however there have becn no
dizeoverws I note,

The search for doubloons and pieces
of eighl awd precious stones still X

o

distriet has Lbeen sconred over and over
agatn, hat it seems hopeless.

In my “Hisjory of Greyfriars "—to be
published in twenlydour volumes, and
o e eompletion—L shall have
quile o 1ot 1o say on the subject of
troasn e {rove,

There iz ro doult that treasure-hunt-
ing iz o mest {ascinaling pastime, It
is nleo a very heartbreaking one at times,
The linding of foriunes 15 not always
the simple affzir that many people
1 N,

I zincercly trost that it may be the
gocd Torlune of somebady belonging to
the preseat generation of Greyiriars boys
to locate spme of the {remsure which
still  lies waiting to he discovered.
Indeced, T should have no objection lo
faeding o hoard of gold mysell! It
would greatly inerease my credit balance
at the Courlfield branch of the London
and Koentisih Bank!
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'LL keep it to mysell,” zaid Coker.
“After all, why ahould L tell Potter

11

I and. Greene? They happen to share

: my study, but that's o reason why I
should take ‘em into my confidence. And a
secret, once you'sve conblded it to others, is
4 sceret oo Jonger.”™

Coker -had come into possession
mmrsterious old pareliment.

of =

Gotng ta bils study hookcase, e came across |

an ‘apctent volume which had gaf there in
some unsccountable fashion. Tt certainly did
not belong to hin,

*The hook was written in Old English. and
it dealt with Greyfriars In byrone diys,

CO D % <

~Turning over the leaves of this musty ald,

voelume, Coker had discovered a folded ddocu-
ment, which was worded as follows:

“Ye moaks treazure hath heen concealed
in y¢ earth, by order of Friar Qreen.  Beek
diligently, and ye shall fypde it. Stand
thou on ye old stone which ecovereth ye
entrance to ye crypb: then take five
hundred goodly pnees to the westward.
After which thou shalt take one hnndred
Paces to ye sonth. Then digge, at ye spot
to which thon comest, and thou shalt light
upon ¥e treasufe.”

Neow, anybody but Coker would have known
that the document was net genwine., Amny-
hody but Coker would have said: “ This [s the
wg;k of some practical joker."

‘But the great Horace wos convineed that
he had mipde a wonderfil ecaptire. - Apd lLe
decided to keep the discovery to himsell, and
to dig for the treasure when oppartunity
oftered.

Hizs Arst action was to carry out the In-
structlens eontained in the old parehment.

Loker took up his pozitlon on the stone
which was rolled over the eéntrance to the
eryﬁ. + Then he started to stride in a
westerly direction,

Harry Wharton & On. of the HKemove
watched Caoker's aptics in astonihment.

"What's the wmerry game, Coker?' azhed
Rob Cherry.

“Beems to Imaglue he’s a hobbry on bls
beat!” said Jobnor Bull ,

“Chy eary, Coker!™ sang oul Frunk Nogent,

“You're not waiking from London to
Brighton !

Caker swung roumd irrllably upon the
Jjuniora, ]

“Dicy ap, yon fags!™ he prowled., “ You'll
mike me loge connt io a minote., Temme

see. Where was ¥ Nincty-six, ninety-seven,
nminety-eight—"

And z0 on.

Having taken “live huiadred goodly paces
to the westward, Coker took a further
hundred (o a southerly direction.

He found bimsell on the cricket-fleld—on
the First Eleven playing-piteh,. to  he
Precie,

“30 this is where the Ereasure I3 hurfed !”
he muttered, his eres gleaming with exelte.
ment., "I shall have to come hera in the
middle of the nlght and dig.  1I'd like to
mike a start pow, but that's impozsible with
all these fags epying oo me.”
¢ Coker surreptitiousty drew n plece of chalk
out of hisz pocket, and marked the apot on
whieh he stead. so that he would know it
Aagain. Then he strolled away, trying to look
unconcarned,

He could do nothing further untll midnight.
And the hours geemed to pass on leaden
wings.

It was as much as Coker conld deo to con-
ﬂf—'fahh excitement that night in the Fitth-
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L wrangly,"” he muitered.
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Farm dormitory
hosw,

o thought of sleep entered Coker's mimd.

Bub hs manaszed it some-

He lay In 2 state of wakefulness until
i}lll{tllntglll.; theo be slipped qguictly out of
g

“Anybody awake?" he murmured.

Potter uttered a loud snore; Blundell

runted fo hiz slesp, There waz no respouse
o Coker's softly-uttered guestion.

- Coker donned a cricket-shict and a palr of
trousers, alss a puir of rubber shoes. ‘Then
he embarked on his nocturoal adventure.

From the Ej:nrﬂehcr's hut he obtained a
spade and plek. Theze useful implements be
conveyed ta the ericket-ground. On his way
he picked up a lantern from the woeadshed,

Then the task of digzing began,

With rolled-up slecves, Coker sct ta work
with tha pick.

The Fifth-Former waas as strong as a horse,
and he waa well Htted for manual excrcizse of
this nort.

For upwards of an liour he delved and dug,
gutil be had made & yawning hole in the
contee af the pitch.

At any moment he expected the spade or

the pick ta come into contact with a hard,

ehjept—the chest containing the treaswre.
Coker's luck, however, was dead out,

He took a brief rest, and then had another

g0, making the hole deeper apd wider, bt
all to no purpose. ;

Cokap toiled on until twe o'elock boomed
out from the old towdr, and then he sank
down, utterly exhausted. He could go ou no
lohper.

I muat bave moasured ont the distanse
*Either my strides
wete too lonig of too shork. Anyway, there's
o 3ixn af the treasore.”

It was na much as Coker conld do ta drag
bhimsel! bLack to his dormitory. He wmas
utterly worn out in boedy and spirit, and he
was gsleep as sooo0 as his head touched the
pillow.

Next morning, George Wingate, skipper of
the First Eleven, sirolled out to examine the
playing-pitch, for the First had & mateh with
ColirtReld Crusaders that day,

When be found that the pitch was utterly
demollshed--that there was a gaping chaam
li} thgf’fmiddh of B—Wingate had severul sorts
af a it.

"What mad villain—what raviug lunatie—
has dooe thiz?" hooted the captein of Grer-
friars.

The question was soon answered,

During hie midnight operations Coker had
dropped his haopdkerchief. Wingate stooped
and picked It up and noted the letters
“H. C.” in the corner.

"The demented

“Coker!™ he efaculated.
He'll e made to pay dearly for

chump’
thint™

The mateh with Courtfield waz  not
caneelled, but it had to be plaved on another
and inferior piteh,

As for Coker, he wias hauled up before
special  aszembly of prefects, and  wus
sentenced—despite  hiz  size ond  ape--to
receive a round dozen with a- ericket-stump.

In walp Coker expostulated. Im vain Be
produced the old parchment relating to the
breazure,. The punlahment wiy administered
without mercy.

It came oot afterwards that Skinner of the
Kemove had been regponsible for the hoax.
It was 3kioner who had placed that ancient
volume in Coker's bookcose, - And Coker cid
unto Skinner as the Sixth-Formera had done
unto Coker! Which was the only consolation
the great Horace received ns the result of his
treasure-hunt.
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= BERRIED TREZZURE !

By Billy *Bunter. %
SRRS08S5SSERTERHRER

Lioomer has it that thera i3 lots of
trezznre konseeled within the presinks
of Greviriara Bchool,

Roomer is ollen a Iyvtug jade. But I
don’t think she lies on this occasion. It
is the trezzure that lies—hidden [rom

D

movtle view.

I have often loin awake at nighls and
planned what I should do il it were my
good fortune to discover an ald oak
C _BEL full of dubloons and peaces
o u

I think T must have heen horn wiwler
an antucky star. The day of the week
must have heen Friday., and the day of
the munth the 13th. BRekawse, although
I have often gone fourth with spade and
pick to dig for berried trereure, ['vo
never had the luek to find anv,

“Beok, and ve shall find.” says the
ancient proverb. jut alaz! 1 seek in
vane.

Howevver, thera is always (he possi-
bility that one of the:a davs—or nghla
—1T1 ehall make a grand e, i This haa
llﬂl}'lil't_ﬂ: Lo oo wilﬁ hera: 1 mean o coop
of pold and siver and preslius stoanw)

Thera 13 lots of trezzure Iving about
waiting to be found. Bamboddy’s gol
to find it and why shouldn’t that sum-
boddy be W, ;. IB.?

I can imagine lots of my readers say-
ing: “If you found a trezzure, Rilly,
what would you do with it

Konvert it into kash, of kourse’

Watcherally, the Brittish Guvverment
would claim a share. ‘The rest would
Lo my own,

Can't you pickcher mo with fhe sum
of twenty ihowsand pounds in  mv
possession?  Why, that would ba enuli
to get me out of debt, and Lo leave o
hansom margin !

I should buy & cuppla of cars, and a
sharrabong. 1 should buy a- grammer-
phone, 1 should buy a grand piano,
should buy a plot of land in the vissinily
of Grayfriare. and erect & tuckshopp on
it. Tha tuckshopp would be for my own
use. I should get in as much sfock as
the plaice would held, and konsnme the
whole jolly lot off my own bat! 1
should, in fast, have the time of my lifa.

In addition, I should become the proud
owner of a number of racehorses. Every
man who comps into munney generally
treats Bimeself to a fow racehovses,

How ripping it would be {a read the
rezeult of the Derby, as followa:

AMr. W. (. Bunter's THE GORGER 1.

Mr. Brown's LAZYDONES . L

Mr. Smith's CRAWLER . -

, Betting: 100-1: 5-4; 3-1. .

(Winner trained by the owner al his
private stables.)

Dreams, idle dreems! [ am afraid [
shall never get munney enuff to keep a
tame rabbit or 8 set of white mice, let
alone a number of racehorses.

Still, wo never know oar luck in life.
Soponer or lafer, when T forridga aroundd
for hidden trezzure, I shall {ind what |
have been looking for for years!

And when that happy day dorns, |
shall be abla to buy up a fow of Lhese
millyunairs’s sons, like Verron-Smith'!

I will konklood by kwoting the koru«
of the old song:

“When I get some munney,

I'll be in the LUipper Ten;

When | gebt some munney,
When, when, when, when, when!™
[Suppleménd ip.
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THE FALL OF ALGERNON !

. {Continued {rom page 8.) |
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against tha background of hewlhorn-
huzh hehind. A dozen cigaretle-ends
littered the pruse by Larry's feet with
Balf as muouy burnt maiches, Tle was
simoking, apparently, his  thirteenth
cigaretie as Algernon came np bho voud,
He toole b from his logse rmouth, and
waved it at the dandy of Greyiriars, and
geimned, '

“ How
shaniecl, _

And a fat junior, who was squatting

18

do, cousin  Timothy ™  he

with wide-open eave, among the haw-
thorn behind the fence, grimed, un-
53&? unsuspected b eilther  Larry
Perkins or s cousin Timothy.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.,
A Treat for Billy Bunter!
LGERNON DE VERE hurried
!'l' ! on
His comsin's  bawling  voice

greeted hmm while he waa still
at & distance, az he appeared on the
road. Algernon was in a hurry to
silenco him.

What horrible ill-iuck had brought the
feilow there* How had he found
Algernon out? Careful—very careful—
had the elder De Vere heen, since his
accession lo wealth, to keep bis personal
affgirs from the knowledge of hiz unde-
sirable relations.  If tﬁy knew that
Timothy had been tent to a public
school, that was all they could know--—
certainly not o whisper of Greviriars
could have reached them. Yot herewas
Larry—tha most undesivable of the
whole erowd—waving o cheap cigaretie
at him, bawling bis name! It szeemed
hke an evil dream o the dandy of the
Eemoaove.

He came up almost breathless, and
leaned on the fence. Larry pul out a
hot, grubby hand, which the E}I'«f‘}'it’iilf&
juntor did not seem to see.

“"Ow are wyou, okl covey?® agkod
Larry.

“You here!” gasped Algernon, .

“Am't you going to shake hands?”

Thera was mockery in Larry's look,
Lut there was a threat as well. De Vere
hastily shook hamds with him. Larey
gave tum a powerful grip, which left a
stain on his elegant glove.

“Ain't ashamed to come and meet a
poor refation, Timi"” eard Larvry., “My!
What a swell you are! Them clothes
vost you sometlung

"Yes, yes"”

“Anybody wounld
gentternun, Tim, 1o
aimost 1" said Larry,

Da Vere shuddered.

"How diwd you—-"
halted.

Levey grinned,

“Ow odid T find vou oul?™ he asked.
“Well, I never did find you out. If you
think wyour relations have been ‘unting
for you, you've wmaking a musiake, |1
wouldn't "uve taken the troulle.”

“Then how—"

“Jest a glorious chance,”  smiled
Larry. “You could ave knocked me
down with a "ammer when unele told
me. You see, 1 cane down ‘ere to sta
a few daye with Unecle Perkins, T ain't
above speaking o a greengrocer. Thal's
ithe 'ow of it,"”

HEXT
MONDAY !

far =
you—

lake you
look  at

e began, and

De Vere nodded miserably., It was

simple enaugh.

they would probably be wisited by ane
relation after another, evervone of whom
would learn, in {urm, that Tunothy
Perking was now Algernon de Vere of
the Lower Fouwrilh Form at Greylriars.
Larry, the worst, had happened to comae
first—that was all.

“Jeit mentioned you in conversn-
tion,” said Larry, “and twn out comes
uncla with t,.  He savz 25 "ow you're
ashaned of  your rvelations, and haed
asked him and Tom fo keep clear—and
they was keeping clear, right enouglh,
and never vould say a word, | Proud old
genl, Uncle Perking, though he's only a

%kl_'e-n'nlg'.:m':er. You ‘urt lhis  feelings
e

Do Vero did vot speak.

“He waoras me” continwed Lavry,

with & grin, “lo keep clear, too, Siay-
i 1 his ‘ouse, he eays, he wanls me lo
play the game—keep clear of you, and
not let yon down afore  your swell
friends., e expected that of me, he
says; olherwive, ihe doov for me ™ larcy
chuckled., *'I says 1o him, * Righl-he T
But there’s no "arm in having a look at
a deat reiation—cousin, oo’ Ao’ seen
you for & loag (ime, Thn-not sinee you
was at Ileliy House, polishing the brass,
wherae you father was under-foctinan®

“Why have von come heore®”

“AIn't T :aid I wanted 1o see you?
You was ainays prouwd and siand-ofhsh,™
said Larry, with o shoke of the head,
“So you wus in them days when I came
to the back dosr at Holly House to see
you; you dido't Nke the other servants
to sec me ae bein' a bit down at ‘el
Hurried me away., you did, hefere your
master conld eaten sight of me; though
I'd have liked 10 "ave a lock at the old
gent—a bavovel. too. You was always
sbuck-up, T !

Algernon de Vere breathed hard, as
tf he wera choking

I Greyfiiars knew all thist

“Lan'y you warry,” continued Larrey.
“I'm not geing 1o give you away. You
ain't. told them at the big school s hout
Holly House "

Y No,"” said De Vere faintly.

“ir aboul cleaning the bell-*andles?

"For poodness” sakoe——-~ ™

“Don't hke 1o think zbout it now—

"“BUNTER'S RAFFLE!" i
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1 Ho realized that, now:
the PPerkinses were seltled in Couttheld,.

of the ** Boys’ Friend ! 13

what?”  asked TLarry symipathetically,
though. there was keen enjoyment in his
eyes.. " pu. was always o 1off, wasn's
you, Tim? Always up and haughty,
evenr when wvou was waiting on  the
entlemen—always picking up%ittlu WAYS
roth your masier amd his gueils, and
making the other servanis hate you by
trying to speak ihe way they did, and
snubbing them as if yop vwas a gedtle-
man yourself, [ Let you they wae all
glad* when your father mrade his maoney,
and 1:;Ir:m*13 out’ of Hally IHouse with
you.
I Vere's very lips wepe white as he
listesied. " ITe "knew thel the fellow was
du-ﬁhc"ﬂit{:ijf tormtenting  hint- -that this
was Larry's revenge fpr many a .snub-
bing in the old dayx. Ife could only-hope
that Larry’s long-pent malice wonld
exhaust itsell in words, and that after-
wards he would he in & moro amiczhlo
tood.

MDoa't you werry, old chap,” con-
timued  Lavey.,  “1'm nol saving any-
thing agin Algernon de Vere, even if lio
s my own cousin, Timothy Perking'™
grinned Larvy. **Duing poor, I can rub
u]r:mg_w:l:h Perkins for a bit, I zay,
Ty, ‘ow would you hke the "ole fs.:nif:?_
to como round?  Aunt.ITza, who doea
washing, and Uncle Peter, who keeps
the tishshop, snd cousin Tert, the bar-
man, and Aunt Martha, whose ‘usband
drinks—-——="

“Shut up!' hissed De Vere.

“They're all your relations, you
know, though their wpame ain't De
Vere,” choriled Larry. “*They all owe
your father a grudge, for pulling on
such airs because he was o manservant
i 3 gentleman’s 'ouse. Mever knowed
he wouid ever set up to be a peutloman
himself. Ha, ha, ha!"

Da Vere's face was nlmozi hagpard,

He could have relished plasting his
list fuil in the mocking, pimply face o
near him, and sending Larey spinning
aver tha fence into the clustering haw-
thorns behind him.

But ho darcd not.

“Well, I've had my eay, Tin.” said
Larry amiibly. “Now tell us the noos.

¥

"Ohw are you pellin® on smong the
swells 7"

“Quaite  all  vight™  mottered e
Yore

“Do they take you for a swell your-
self ¥ .sked Larey curiously, _
" “Yes,"” said De Vere, with writhing
1ps.

“Well, you look the part, if you don't
put on too much swank,”™' seid Larry.
“That's your old weakness, Tim. 1f
you put on too much side they’'ll -find
you out. And I'll bet you da. 1}' reckon
['d fay two lo one that most of the
young genis hate you sbout as much as
the servants used to at Holly House.
At that so®"

" Mind your own business!” hissed De
Vore,

Larry chuckled.

“Sore spot— what? he asked., " Well,
let il alone! But I'm glad to sce yon
again, Tim—looking so rosperous !
Rollng in it—whatf—and ont of a
tucky fluke! Al through a blessed foot-
man listening o o talk between City
pents ut his naster’s ‘ouwse, and getting
the tip to buy some shares—that was it,
wasn't W7

De Vera did not reply.

“It was smart,” said Larcy.
futher must 'ave had scome money loid
by, I e'pose, and he ricked it, H'pose
the City gent had furned out o be mis-
taken—or s'pose he'd known that the
footman waa listening, and was just pull-

“Your

TALE OF THE JUNIORS

ing his leg! But it turned out all right
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just & lucky speeulation, and it turned
out & winner! But your fether must
have had some narve to go in for it, and
risk his savings. But you always had
lenty of neck—yeu and your father!

t was a gamble, and no raistake; but he
got homa. It wouldn't "appen twice In
a century. Fanev a little t in&: like that
iakig you out of serviee, Litn, and
making a Fentr:'eman of you!”

De %’e‘m s handa were clenched almost
convulsively,. He unclenched them
again, and tried to clear his brow, At any
cost, he must apeak to this fellow fair,

“I shall have to ﬁ back to the school
to tea, or 1 shall missed,” he mut-
Lered. .

“Can you take a near relation in to
tea®"

“No, nol”?

“Liar!" said Larry coolly. # ¥Wou
don’t want to—what? 1 didn't expect

you would. That's why you come and.

geo mo 'ere—you was afraid I should
come up to the achool ! :
There was reseniment in the wastrel's
look and tone. Ho had enjoyed him-
self 1o -the full gibing at his wupstart
cousin; but under it all was the bilter-
ness of the despised poor relation—the
consciousnéss, perhaps, of inferiority to
ihe fellow he gihm:]'l:'L
“It wouldn't de,”
“Dash it all, Larry, you can see it
wouldn't do! ¥Your clothes—

“1 can't afford clobber like yours”
said Larry sullenly, “My father never
ot listening to City men ta]king'arar
their wins, mnd getting tips about a
Stock Em:fmnga gpeculation.’ ,

“Never mind asbout that,” said De
Vere, dreading the fellow more in his
resentiul méod than in his previons mood
of -mocking irony.
ahout nothin’.”

“Who's ratty?”
“Well, suppose you tell me what I can
do for vou,” said De Vere, —I sup-
posé’ you're hard up?”

“Am't [ alwa:iia ard up®” said Larry..

“1 s'pose. you think [ came arler your

money, Tim?"

Dé Vera knew perfectly well thal the

fellow hed come afier his money, pre-

red to demand it with threats, if needs |-
and

‘But he shook his head,
smiled amicebly—aus amicably ae
could.

“¥f vou're hard up. Larry. I can help
Fﬂgﬂ ff.n'ﬁ.va-pn:uml note would be any

el ——""

“Keep & ! said Larry bitterly. " You
rolling 1n njoney. and you offer me five
pun'! Keep it!"

“A tenner—-"

“Keep it!" sneered larry,

“What'do you want. then? asked De
Vere, with a deep Lreath, :

Larry lighled another caeap cigarelle.
He blew out a cloud of rancid smoke
hefore he replied. i

“Y don't know as [ wanl anvlhing. 1
think I'd like to 'ave a look at Grey-
friars—jest out of curiosily.” '

“1 can't take you there; you know ]
cen’'t, Larry.”

ha

“Who's ~asking you!™ said Larey
coolly.

*But you—you said—-""

“Ia'pose I can walk to Lthe place with-

out your ’elp, Don't they allow Lravel-
lers to walk round the place and look at
the buildings?" grinned larry. " Thiy
do in some big schools.  You Lip the
porfer—what

De Vere repressed the angry outhurst
that rose to his lips. He umgurg.tnad that

this was a lhreal. s offer had to be
raised.
“I'll write o my Father," he said.
NEXT:
MONDAY !

Tee Macxer Lismrary.~No,

said De Vaere,

“Dan't gel reatty ]

“I'lE agk him fo send you flifly pounds,
Lawvy.”
Larry looked a little leas rasentful.

“Mind, I ain’t asking you for the
money,” hae said. T ain't o blackmailer,
I 'ope. DBut fifty quids would come in

useful to & feller down on his luck.”

“And——" D¢ Vere hesitated,
will keep away, Larry!
won't do me an il turn?"

“1 ain't the faller to come whera I
ain't wanted,” said Larry Perkins, " "Ow
long afore your guv'nor dubs up!”

“I'll write to him at once. Give me
your addressg——"

“Unela's, in Courtfield."

“No need to stay on there till—"
“I'm stayin
Uncle de Vara!™
that I'm goin' bac

“You

inned Larry. “ Arter
to London—and glad

to get there, too, If you want to see the’
last of me, better Eﬂvﬁa vour- father a-

hint to'get moving. ? II'T don’t 'ear

from him by Ssturdsy I may be taking'

a stroll around Greyfriars—and hext time
I sha'ni't send in a message-to you to
meot me outside. Got that, Timothy "

It was blackmail undisguised now.

“1 won't fail you!" gaid De V
“Taet's part now—"

“I'm duite as tired of your company
as you can be of mine,” said Larry in-
dependently.  **1 rnay be & poor relation,

T
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but I sin’t a blinking upstart, sailing
under false colours, anvhow. ¥ou've

ﬁ:h more to be ashamed of than I have,
aster Timothy Perkins de Vere,”

Larry slid off the fence, lighted another
cigarette—his aoppetite for cigarottes
seermed inaxh&ustih}awandl, with a surly
nod to ‘the well-dressed jumior, walked
jauntily away towards Courtfield.

Algernon de Vere slood looking after
him for a minute or so, and then, with a
¢clouded "brow and a heavy heart, turned
back to Greyfriars.

Ilis footsteps had died away along the
road when & fat fase and a pair of glim-
mering spectacles showed among the
hawthorns, and Billy Bunter hlinked out
over tha fence inla the road,

WE I'Iﬁ, he‘ th !H‘

Bunter chuckled with glee—with a glea
that. welled up from the depths of his fat
soul. Bunter had enjoyed his afternoon,
The cashing of a dozen postal-ordors
could not have delighlted him so much
as ihe overhearing of thal conversalion
between the cousins Perkins.  Bunter
knew it all now-—what nobody else at
Greyfriars knew, wunless it was Lord
Mauleverer; Punter knew—and he ro-
joiced. Many a blighting word and con-
terupluons look Imﬁ Algernon de Vore
to pay for—and he was going to pay for
them all now! -RBilly Bunter was the
heppteat as well &3 the fatteat fellow 1n
the counly as he ralled back to school.

After that you

there till' I "ear from’

-little under Lord Maulevarer's clear

=

| voursslf De Vere.

Include Next Week’s Grand FREE Real Photos—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,

In Lord Mauleverer’s Study !

ORD MAULEVERIER loafed into
Study No. 12, and made a sligh,
involuntary grimace as he saw
Die Vere there. He hod hoped

ta find his other sindy-mate, Sir Jimny
Vivian; but Sir Jimmy was not thers,
and De Vere was. e dandy of thu
Remove stood before the glass, giviag a
touch lo a slight abrasion on his fece.
8 relic of the fight in the Common-rcani.
Hﬂdg‘lanmd round, and Lord Mauleverer
made & movéement Lo relire from tho
study. It was his own room, but asinro
De Vere had come to Greyfriars, Lord
Mauleverer had seemed. to prefer any
other study to his own, either gt Led-litno
or for prep afterwards. Changing his
mind, however, his lordship, entered the
study and closed the door aftet him.

De Vare did ndt speak, Time had badn
when he had paid sedulous court to the
schoolboy earl; but since he had learned
that Mauleverer knew his secrot he had

| been glad to be avoided by him., KEren

Algernon’s brazen effrontery “ wilted ™ a
ze.

Jince that time, too, De Vere's insolencs

towards Vivian, the third mémber of the

stody, had abated—though it found vent
in other quarters as & compensation.. He
did not dare to provoke tha fellow whose
word could have brought his card-castle
of- imposture tumbling down about his
SaTS.

“A word with you, Ds Vers!" said
Lord Mauleverar, - taking his favourite
seat on the sofa. -He spoke with more
serionsness (han was habitual fo him.

Alxgerl‘mn looked at him inguiringly.

“I've not said a word about what. you

1 know I know," said FLeord Mauleverer.

*I didn’t think myself at liberty to give
a fellow away, even if ha was an imposlor
or—!

De Vere's eyes Flif.te.md‘

“An impostor!" he repeated.
care, . Mauleverar !™

His lordship®s look remained placid.

“I'm callin’ a spade .a spade,™ he aaid.
“Your name’s Perkins, and you cail
That's imposturae.’”

' Tﬂ.kil

“I've told vou that the nanme ‘was
logally changed.”
“That doesn't alter the fact. But it's

no bizney of mine—1've put it right out
of my head,” said Lord Maulaverer. **lt
was by accident that I saw you in your
former state when I was visitin’ a counlry
house. I felt that it wouldn't be playin’
the game to show you up, and I've hehl
my tongue.  The swank you put on is
a bil more than silly, in the cires, and
really gives you away stself if the fellows
could see it. But that's neither hera
not there. Il's abont Mark Linley thal
I'm goin’ to speak.”

“I don't want te listen to anylhin'
about him."

*1 think you'd betier,” said Lond
Mauvleverer, with genile insistenco,
“You've insulled Lintey—and it's got to
stop.”

“1's got t0*" repeated De Vere,

“*Yans"

““Is the faciory cad a friend of yours®
stneared Algernon,

“Yaas."

De Vere shrugged his shoulders.

“He's a chap I respect,” said Lord
Mauleverer quietly. [ don't know what
views may be tnken in the guarter whera
you had vour enrvly braian®, but 1 respect
a fellow who's worked {or his bread, and
helped hiz father and mother, balore T
fnd the luck 10 bag & scholarship and
come along here, [ wish [ had as much
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grit in me, by gad! Linley doesn’t taks
uny notice of your caddish sneerin’ M

“My what?™ broke out De Vere
hercaly.

“Caddish sneerin'.” said his lordship
placidly. **He wouldn’t have rowed with
you to-day, only Bob {:I:.E.n'ly lost his
temper, an’ Linley couldn't let his pal
fight his battles for him. I'm not grousin’
at your lickin’ the chap in & fair fight—

I wish Linley had Jicked you, as you:

deserved—but it was a fair scrap, and
that's nothin’ to grouse about, What I
won't etand is your caddish sneerin' st
the chap, as 've-just called it, You're a
migerable sort of a snob—m-"

[y 1'*‘ h-ﬂ.t !u )

iJe Veve slared at his lordship more in
amerement than. in anger, It was
uiterly unlike Mauleverer to come out
like tlus. Hardly ever was his lordship
heard to utter a disagreeable word, even
to Bunter or Fisher T, Fish. Dut when
his lordship did %HL going, he certainly
had o way of hitting out from the
shouldar,

“If you were a genileman,” pursued
Mauleverer ruthlessly, *‘you wounldn't
woo anythin® to be ashamed of in & chap
workin’ in & factory. If you were &
Jdecent workin'® man you wouldn't. Tt's
because you're neither—bul a jumpad-ui;}
stich—that yon take these views., Well,
it's & free country, an’ every fellow his
a ‘vight Lo be as big a fool and a cad as
ho dashed well chooses.  Bui keep it
quiet! Don't say any more nasty things
ahout Linley or Penfold.” 3

“A  factory hand and a cobbler!
sneered De Vere, S

“¥aas! An' as good ms o foolman's
son, of & giddy belted earl,” aa;{I.Lm_-.]
Mauleverer. *‘Us two, you know.’

De Vere bit has lip till the bloed almost
came, ;

His lofty pretences had become a kind
of second nature to him; he hardly knew
himself whether they were genume or
nol. Ewven in ord Mauleverer's
presence, though Mauly knew the facls,
De Vere could not whelly subdue his
superciliousness—and this was the first
time that Mauly had taken the trouble
to hit.

“Mark Linley’s a friend of mine,”
rontinued his lordship. “He's & quiet
chap, but he's sensitive.  You've not
goin’ 1o hurt his feelin's any more by
youy snobbish rot!™

“Who's goin’ to stop mat”

“T am!” gaid Lord Mauleverer calnly.
“T shall be sorry to give you away, but
if you say another sneakin’, rotten thing
sbout old Marky, I shall have te con-
sider whother to let Linley know you
in, your true colours. Cut it out, old
top! Don't drive me to do an um-
pleasant Lhing.” :

Algernon de Vere stood hrcplh!_hfr
hiard, looking at his placid lerdship with
rage and bitierness in his glance.

The study door opened, in-the silence
that followed, and Lord Mauleverer
glanced round, expecling to ses Vivian.
But it was William George Bunter who
appaared.

The fat junior grinned, and nodded at
the schoolboy earl on the zofa. . For the
moment ha did: not see Da Vere, who
was ot the ‘other side of the room.

#1 say, Mauly—"" began Bunter.

“Don't!"” satd his lordship. “Ruon
away, Buniy! 1f you see Vivian, tell
him I'm.waitin' for him."” )

T know what it wes you wouldn't tell
ud, - Maunky 1" trillad Bunter triumphantly,
“1've found it all out!”

My gad?!” ejaculated Mauleverer,

“Ever been to a place called Hally

‘NEXT
MONDAY )

House, Mauly?”
with a fat chuckle.

“"Yaas," faltered Mpuleverer.
was there once in the holidays.™

" Was that whera vou kuew Perkins?”

“P.p-p-Perking?’ :

“The swanking cad who calls himself
De  Vera at  Greyfriars!  chortled
Bunter. “*He, he, he!”

“Oh, gad!" murmured Mauleverer.

Bunter was standing with his back to
Do Vere, not conscious of his prezence.
De Vere looked very ill; and hiz hand-
some face had gone white. Mauleverer's
glanco passed Bunter, and rested on his
study's mate's face, With all his scorn for
the pretentious snob, Mauleverer felt a
pang af compassion for him then,

“¥You knew gll the time, amd wouldn't
tell us, Mauly!"” said Bunter reproach-
fully, I asked you, as a pal, what you
knew about De Vers, and yoit wouldn't
say & word.”

“Get out!” said AMauleverer.

Still De Vere did nol move. Ho
stood like a stalue, as though lurned to
stone.

“"Well, I'm net going to keep rotien
secrets,” said - Bunter. 1 think you
ought to be jolly well ashamed of your-
selt, Mauly, ]l-:eeping the fellows in Lhe
dark like this. I'm not that sort! Nol
secretive, you know [

*Bunter, you fat rotter—"

“Oh, really, Mauly——"

“If you've spied anythin® out about a

asked Billy Bunter,
] 1"_._ 'l

chap,” said Mauleverer, “it’s up to you
not to talk about it. DBe decent for once,
Bunter.

The fat junior :niffed,

o
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“1 don't apprave of keeping rotien
socrels,” he sard. “I hope g‘w gob
rather higher principles than that"

“0Oh, gad' sgid Lord Mauleverer.
Bunier's high principles almost  over-
enma his lordship.

“As for spying,'" continued Bunter,
“T'd disdain 0! Seorn if, you know!
1l your weren't my pal, Mauly, 1'd punch

| you for suggesting such a thing. I sup.

posa a Iellow ecould happen io be near

Angel's study, couldn't he, quite by
chance, and happen 1o liear a few
words?™

FFEh?!I

“As for lislening io an;.‘thing on the
common,”’ said Bunter, I nover evea
thought of such 7 thing. I wouldn't! 1
may have lain down to take o rest, the
weather being hot, in the hawthorns
long the eomimon by the rond. I may
?mva picked a spob just behind the
rotter who was aitting on  Lhe fence.
I may, or I mony not. 1 may have been
there, resting, when another fellow came
along and talked to him. Auy harm in
that, I'd like 1o know? Bunter looked
wdignant. ““If fellows don't wuant to be
heard, they shouldn't jaw within six
fest of a chap who's taking a bit of =&
resk in the hawthorns, should they?

“0Oh, gad!" was all Lord Mauleverer
could =ay.
. “I'm afraid you haven't been so care-
fully brought up as I have heen, Mauly.
MNot the same kind of moral stmosphers
in your home, 'm afraid,” said Bunler,
shaking ks head. *['ve got some
principles, I liope. Now I know that
that swanking rolter Do Vere is really

4 4

ALGERNON’S NERVE |

‘“* Don*t speak 1o me, and don’t come to me with
a cock-and-bull sfory about & message as an excuse for buttln® into a siudy
where you’re not wanted I said De Vere.
the dandy of the Remove lazily turned his baek on the astonished Bob,
{(See Chapler 4.}

** Therae's the door!' And
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named Timothy Perkins, and that his
father was the wuder foolman at Hally
House—"'

Bunter broke off, as & swiden sound
reached his ears, and madp . him spin
rourd, discovering at last that there was
somgeone else in the study., The sound
was & groan—a sound of witer anguish
and misery forced from the wretched im-
Wostor whose secret was a secret no
onger, Bunler's round eyes almost
started through his spectacles as he saw
Algernon e Vere on the other stde of
the rocan.

“Oh!" he gasped. :

Bunter gave one blink at the white

face and burning eyés. a8 was afn
obtusg fellow encugh, but the loek on
Da Vere's tortu face etartled and
frightaned him He backed away

hurriedly lowardy the door, glad that it
wWas open.

“I—I say——" he panted. :

De Voere made a movement; whether
it was to.assail bim or pot, Bunter naver
knew. He turned in t
bolted -like & ealibit,

Do Vara leancd hedvily on tha EM&E
tabla, lijs head in hiy 4rme A dry so
shook him from hedd to féot. re
was dnly compasson in Lord Maul
everor's good-natured face now.

HI—I'm sorry!™  he stammered
awkwardly.

De Vers looked up at him.

adi " Thes Il 2l bo sl T

' e¥’ll n o glod! ey’
E#—" Ho choked, . d

Lord Maouleverer did not heed hia
bitter words. He could fee} nothing but
pity for the uphﬂnpj wireteh,
© Wikh all his disgist for the fellow’s

glﬁi#ﬁuti{mq humbug, iri'l.u]g would have
Bi]:*p_ed himi—if beﬁ: bad bGeen possihle
the game of pretence—of swank and|

impestare--was. np, Bunter koew, and
ik waa only & quesiion of time before sl
the mhmi aool” would kpow. Manls knew
that, and he wos silent, sorry enough for
the poor wreich, bod knowing that no
W cenlil bring comfort to the pre-
lendér whase fabrip of falschood and
impdstiure was comimg down with auch
o cragh, Yere, leaning an
tha table, stared st Mauleverer, almost)
ungseingly, but with hate in Lis eves.

face

doorway, and |

ﬁk'tﬁlﬁ:mum&nﬁ'lﬂ hated all the world—|

himaelf, and the school, and his Eather,
whose childish sinbition had landed him
in this, and the money which had been
the ¢muse of it—everything and every-
body., The mockery he had to face—
the sneers and jeers from fellows he had
snubbed—tho contempt of all; it ‘was
Mmost more than he could Lear,

He longed to get away—anywhere—
pway from the mocking and seornful
eyes that wonld watch him—away from
the, bitter - jests that he knew were
coming. And it was impossible! Gladly,
at that moment, he would have been
Timothy Perkins again, below skairs at
Holly House. - But he was Algernon de
Vera now, of Greyfriars, and he had to
the music.

A chubby face appeared in the door-
way—that of SBir Jimmy Vivian. He
cama in cheeriiy.

“ Ready for tea, Mauly, old bird?" he
asked.

“Eh! Yanas! No!™
Mauleverer:

stammaorad

‘Sir Jimmy saw De Vere, and cast a
swift look of dislike at him. Many a
¢ulling word and scornful glance had

Vivian. Had {o endure from the ench of

the Remove. Lord Mauleverer hastily
rose from the sofa.
“Let's get out, Mauly?" szaid Sir

Jimmy, “If that bloke's slaying in te
tea, we'll feed somewhere else—what?”
“Hush, ald chap!” muttered Manl-
CYerar ;
*%Whot's the row?" asked Sir Jimmy,
with a stare.

“Nen-nothm'!  Dey  up,  Jimmy
Lord Mauleverer stole s lock at they
white-faced, desperate jumior, by .the

table, ‘“Will you have tea with us, De
Yera?™ ho askad.

Algernon de Vere did not trouble {o
answer fhe kind guestion. He stared
with savage eyes for B momont at Maul-
everer and Vivian, and then framped
out of the study.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

Down and Qut 1
HERE waa a buzz of excited voices
in the junior Common-room, and
& sound of laughter. Algerdon
de Vere stopped in the window
‘recess: in. the passoge, and: listened.
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There was no ove in the corridor: all
tho fellows seemed to have been deawn
into  the Common-room, where manw
voices wera speaking ut onrce, and sorno-
thing of an extremely interesting nature
was evidently going on.

Do Vere had left his study, with his
brain in & whirl. Ho had pazsed Ogilvy
of the Remove on the stairs, and Ogilvy
had given him a cheery nod—not vet, it
was evident, in possession of the news
that Bunter could have given him. On
the landing he had pams the Bounder;
and Vernon-Smith's glance had been
one of irenie dislike—his ususl look when
he happened to look at De Vere. But
there was no change in iL; Smithy had
nob heard yet. How would he loo when
he knew-—how would Qgilvy look? Some
vague idea was working m Da Vere's
confused mind, of gettinvg hold of Bunter
_making him, somehow, hold his
tattling tongue, by threats, by bribery—
by any method. Where was Bunter?
Az he approached the Common-romn, he
knew,  Bunter's loud wvoice and fat
chuckle were audible in the general buzz
there.

Do Vere hstened with a feeling of
giddiness. The disaster that had hap-
pened to him was so complete, a0 cruals:*
ing, that it seemed like the end of all
things. He could scarcely believe in ita
reality, and yet it was terribly real. He
listened, without the words he heard
conveying sense to his dazed mind.

There was a tramping of feet on the
atairs, a sound of choery voices. Harry
t Wharton & Co. came along with Mark
inley; coming down to the Common.
room after ten. . The Co. looked cheory,
Mark's disfgured face was cheerful, too,
They ecamo past the window recess, and
there B3 they
passed. He caught, for a second, the in-
voluntary look of dislike; but they did
not know yet, He could sce that they
did not kmow, Well, they would koow
soon enough.

Bunter was there, with nearly all the
Remove, he guessed. There was no get.
ting -at Bunter. It was too late to sto
him, even if the tattling fellow con
have bheen stopped. Indeed it was
pretty clear that he had alrcady told
what he knew, or part of it—enough to
ruin everything. The wretched junior,
almost crouching, listened, concentrating
hia attention to hear the worst.

“He, he, he!”™ It was Bunter's fat
cackle, ' Mauly knew zll the time. We
all knew he knew, and he wouldn't say!
He, he, he!”

“But is it straicht?" demanded the
voice of Bolsover major, you're
trying lo pull our leg, you fat hounder,

—

“He, he, ha! Straignt as a string!
His name's Perking——%

“Didn't we guess it from his likeness
to the werry greengrocer?” chuckled

Biinner. Y Couldn’t ba proved, but 1
| knew it."”

“Ob, it was plain esough!" said

HGnoup. ' Bomehow he made the green-

grocers agres to keep it dark.”

“ What wa. the merry cousin like to
ook ut, Buater?’ .

“The last word in  bounders.”
answerad Bunter, " You could sce the
patiern of his clothes 8 mile off. And:
his boots—oh, my hat!—his boota! Anpd
his fie! - He, he, he! Like De Vere—I
meaan, Timothy—io featurcs, not im
clobber! e, he, he!™

“And he said—" asked Stoit.
_ “Let's have it straight " said Skinner,
in great enjoyment. Only an hour a

fkinner had been severely “eut ™ in the
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guadrangle by the lofly Algernon in sight
of a dozen fellows, Shkinner was fechng
guite joyful.  'Phe {ime had come now
for himn to cub Algernon when he saw
him again. Skinner was going 1o enjoy
that process. “Let's have it straight,
Bunter! Under-footman, did you say ™

“Thal's it—at Holly- House. I don't
know where thal 1s. but Mauly's been
there vimiting. He knows. Larry
Perkins used to come {o the back door
to see his cousin Timothy. Me, he, he 1"

“Hn, ha, ha!" roared the Removites,

“0ld Perkins—I mean, BPe Vere, of De
Vere Manor—made his money in a
speculation on the 8tock Exchange,"
continued Bunter, * He got a tip about
shares by listening 1o some visitors ab
Holly House—City men—when he was
waiting on them as a3 manservant! Ide,
he, he "

There was ancther roar,

“ Algernon—dear ol Algernon—was
just a3 swanky when he was a sorvant
there, as he i3 now. Larry Perkins
said 0. Looked down on his rolations,
because he was a manservant, and they
only kept fried-fish shops and tock in

washing ! howled Punter, in great
glee.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, this is teo rich!” sheieked

Skinner. “This takes the whole giddy
cake, this does! That's the chap who's
turned wp his nose at hall Grevimars.
Why, only to-day he was fighting Linley
because he couldn't stand a chap who
had worked in a factors! 1 think 1
should prefer a faclory o high life
below stairs! Ha, ha, ha!"

“And the wav he's sneered at Pen
becanse Pen's father cobbles!' roared

Russell.  “Why, it's really too good to
be true:”
P It'e the eatch of the .zeazon!™

abuost sobbed Skimmer. %1 say, what
about getting ecousin Larry to come here
and meet him.”

There was a vell of laughter. .

* Easy as falling off a form!" gasped
Skinnor. “That greengrocer chap is =
bit -obstinate, but Larry would eblige.
Tarcy seems just the chap, {rom
Funter's deseription. Why, he'd enidy
being brought here, and having lhis leg
puilled. And we'll make him tell
whole storg——"

*“Ha, ha, hat™

“ Bunter says Timothy has paid him to
keep  clear, though,” said Bolsover
A jor,

“Ofered him five and then ten,” said
Buader. “And the chap wouldn't lel
him off under ffty! Timolhy's going to
write to his pater lo send him the fifty.
He said so, e, he, he!”

** Blackmail 1" said Peter Todd. “ What |

a e family 1

“Well, it was worth fifty 1o keep him
olt, I should say !" remarked Hazeldene.
“1 faney he would have sprung fifty to
keep Bunler from spinming this yarn, if
he'd known.”

“T guess he would ! chuckled Fisher
T: Fish.

Billy Bunter jumped.

“Wha-a-8t*"” he ejaculated.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Peter Todd.
“ Bunter's sorry he apoke now! Bunter
wishes he had tipped Algernon the wink
first."” :

“0Oh, rveally, Toddy! Of-—of course I
wouldn't have touched his money ! said
Bunter.

“"You've tried te tonwrh it ofton
encugh, you fat bounder!” said Bob
OO, veally, Ch &

“0Oh, reslly, Cherry—

“Not that it would have done
Tinothy sny good. Bunter can't help
NEXT
MONDAYL
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looking,
ol Greylriars,
junior, who was s

Timothy.

As Algernon came up the road the lond-
uth took his clgarefte from his mouth and waved [t at the dandy
**How do, Cousin Timothy !' he shouied, And the fat
gquatting, with wide-open ears, among the hawthorn behind
the fence, grinned—unseen, unsuspected by either Larry Perkins or hkis cousin
(See Chaptler 5.)

tattling,” said Bolsever major. “1 say,
where is the chap now? T want to sce
him."

Harry Wharton's quict voice broke in.

“TLet lum alone, Balsover!™

" What sitter rot "’ exclaimed Bolsover
major. " You're not going lo stamd up
for the lying cad, I suppose? You've

_disliked him ever since he vame to Grey.

friara.™

“I know that. But—"

“He's down on his luck now.” said

Hob. * Let the poor rotier alone,”
. *The downfulpess is terrific" said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. It is not
sporting to kick an esteemmed asz when
he is down.”

“Rot!” roared Skinner. “Was il
sporting of him, then, te turn up his
nose ab fellows better than himself?
He's insulted your own pal Linley—"

“You can leave me out!” said Mark
Linley quietly, “I don't bear the fellow
any malice. ['m sorry for him now,
goodness knows 1"

" Well, I'm not 1"’ said Skinner.
fﬂlﬂﬁ,‘ to let him know what 1 think!
*ve had enough of his cheesky szwank,
and I'm going to rub this in—hard!”

“ My esteemed mean Skinner—"'

“Rot!”" snorted Dolsover major.
“He's going to be inlked to plain. IHe
ought to get out of Greyfriars. A fcot-
man's son, by Jove!™

“Oh, don't be an ass!" said Harry,
“Nothing for hin to be ashamed of in

“I'in |

that, if he'd only had sense enough 1o

see It."

“Well, that's so,” said Bolsover
major. ““I'm not & xnob, 1 hons: not
like Algernon, anywsay. But all his
thundermg lies, and his turning up hia
nose at other fellows—— Why, he zaid
that Linley oughtn't to lave kbeen
admitted to the school, :aid =0 only
yesterday in the hearing of hall & dozen
fellows—"

“I heard him,"” chirruped Bunler.

“He's poing lo. have the merry ald
footman Lill he's tired of the subject,”
snid Skinner,

“He will soon gel tired!” chuckled
2noop.,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Let's go and look for him!™ reared
Bolsover majaor.

“Better let him alone,’” said the
captain of the Remove. " He mnust be
fecling pretly rotten—"

"Well, liars and humbugs onght {o Le
made o feel rotlen,” said Skinner
virluously.

“Let him alone !** said Bob Cherry.

“And only to-day you wanted to pull
his nose for s swank 1" aneered Skinunor.

“He wasn't down on his luck then!”
growled Bob.

“Rata! Come on, yvon fellows, and
lot's hunt Algornon up ™ said Skinaer.
“1 want to see lis face,™

“Ha. ha, ha!”

A vronwd of fellows surged towards
the doorway.. Iarry Wharlon & Co.
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axchanged glances. Mingled with econ-
tempt and disgust, they felt compassion
for thoe hepless upstart, overwhelmed
now with shame and huriliation. But
there was nothing they could do. 'Che
Removites wanted to see Algornon: th
wanted 1o see him badly. Not :::-:ﬁ?
fallows like Skinner, hitter and resentfu !
but other fellows who locked on
whole affair a3 a shrieking joke. They
saw_ no resson why o blatant humbug
should not be shown up.

With a face as while as chalk, Alger-
non de Vere stocd in the window recess
in the passape. He husid Whem coming.
He would have sunk iale the Boor will
ingly to escape them. HBut Lhore was no
escaps for the wretched fellow. Some of

the crowd passed withoni seeing him
there—but inner spotted lim, and
shouted

“Here he is!"

“Here's Algornon ! chortled E]:I.GIIE.

* I may, you fellows, here's Timothy
Porkins!” yelled Bunter,

“* Ha, ha, ha!”’
_ ‘Algernon ::}a Vere faced u sea of laugh-
in ces, of mocking eyes. 12 eyes
uégmnd to burn in a deadly white face,
In that mpment of bitter shame, the

face began to work, his lips tremibled and
twitched. A wild sob broke from hi
and he backed away to the wall, covering
his face with his hands.

Fven Skinner was checked at last. A
taunt died on his mocking lips.

“ Xere, come away!” growled Dol-
sover major, *f Let the {ellow alone; vou
chaps! Let him alone, Skinner!”

And the bully of the Remove turned
away, the rest following. Algernon de
Veore was left in solitude., He sank inlo
the window-seat, his face still covered
with his handz. Through his fingers the
bitter tears were trickling fast,

'H

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Algernon Departs !
ALLQ, hallo, hallot”
Three juniors were taling
a trot round the guadrangle
in_the summer dusk.. Harry

Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Mark Lintey.

They came to a stop near the gates; the
school gates were apen, and a‘cab was
about to pass out. There were boxes on
the cab-—and a single figure sat inside
It was Algernon de Vere, the dandy of
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“I say the same, if you care for my
good wishes,” snid Mark Lm]af.

De Vere looked at them. e had not
expected thht., The hard, bitter look on
his handsome face softened. There was
Em:-d in the fellow—good qualities if he

ad only himself given them a chance.
Passibly the bitter lessen he had had,
had done him good.

“* Thank vou!” ho said quiefly, “I'm
—I'm sorry, Linley—sorry offended
you! Sorry for a lot of things I've aaid
and done. I've been a fool. I can ses
now what a fool I've been. But—but
there’s some excuse for me, if .you fellows
comld see it. Getting rich all of a sudden
1=n't always a bonefit as rmpf& think. It
may throw a fellow off his balance, and
maoke a fool of him.” And it's sure to
bring out any rotten guslities he's got
in him, and make them warse, Tf—jf—-"
A look of suffering passed over his pala
fuce. * It's toe Inte now. Good-bys!™

*Too late here, perhape,” said Harry
Wharton “ And yet, if you stayed—"

Do Vere shook his head.

I couldn't! I—1 went {o the Head,

and he's telegraphed to my father., The
Head uwnderstood, though™ he doesn's
b know all. I couldn’t tell him all I
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snob of Greyfriars suffersd for all his
sina. A derisive chorus deafened him,

“ Timothy, cld bean—"
et Huﬂﬂ’s Aunt FEliza and the wash-
i)

“And Uncle Peter at the fried fish-
Bhﬂ-’p—-—”

“ And cousin Bert,
shrieked Bunter.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ This chap ought to be cleaning our
boots ™ smid Skinner., * Look here, if ho
hangs on at CGreyfriars, let's usk the
Head to put him into the boot-room !"

“*Hs, ha, ha!"

* Buck up, Algernon ! roared Bolsover
major. * Where's your swank g:ﬂne?
Why don't you turn up your nose ¥

* Good old Perking de. Vere!” shrieked
Etﬂf’ de Vers stood sil i

rnon de Vere stood silent, stann

stonily at the mocking crowd. The whitﬁ
misery in his face might have touched a
hesrt of stone—and some of the [cllows,
ag they saw it, backed out of the crowd,
wishing they had taken Wharton's advice
to let the fellow alone. To the Remave
it was & “lark ¥ ; but it was no lark to
the wretched impostor. What was sport
te them was death to him.

And suddenly Algernon’s set, white

the herman?”
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i L:-m-in%!!" ejaculated Wharton,

] chap!”’ murmured Mark com-
passtonately. ™ Perhaps it's the best
thing he can do!”

“It's jolly sudden !t said Dol

But he understood. Now that all was
known, the exposed pretender could not
remain; he could not even face the Form
in the dormitery for one night more.
The three chums poused o momment or
two, then came up to the eal. It slopped
in the gateway.

A white, bitter face looked at them
from the vehicle. Algernon de Vere's
face gquiversd.

“ Going ¥ asked Harry,

R

De Vere's eyes burned,

“ You might have let me off Lhis!™
he said  “I'm going a8 guietly as T can.
You'll never see me again! But, go it,
say anythin' you like. I'm dowh now,
right at the bollom. T can stand a little
more,”

The juniors Aushed.

* ¥ou're mistaken,” said Harry. “ We
just spotted you by chance, and—and
wa:'dc:%hf_ to say good-bye. That's all 1™

“ Good-bye, and good luck ! said Bob
Cherry.

* You'll make a fresh start somewhers
else,” said Harry. “ We've not been
friends, e Vere, but—but I wish you
well! If you'll lét me give you a tip " he
paused, and De Vere did not speak--
“you've got some jolly good stuff in
¥ou, old fellow, no end of pluck, and you
play a I game of cricket; you've got
every chance of making gaod. You only
want to give yourself a chance!”

e Vere nodded.

“I'll tey " he said, in a low voica.

Wharten held out his hand, and Bob
Cherry and Mark Linley shook hands
wilth De Vere after him. The cab rolled
on out of the gates, 'Fhe three juniors
stood locking after it HIl it was swal-
lowed up in the dusk, and Gosling came
to close tho gates,

Then they turned lwck to the Bchool
House in a thoughtful mead.

“ Thers was good slud m him some-
where,” said Bob Cherry at last. * Tla's
better away from Greyfriars, but 1 hope
he'll have good luck ™

THE END.

(There will Le another long complele
tafe of Harry Wharten & (o, of Grey-
friars, entitled " Runier's Rufie 1 b

Frank Richerds, tn next week's splendid
bumper number. )
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_ “THE GREAT QUESTIONI"
By Harry Wharton {(Leader of the Lioms}.
HAT cshall we do for a summer

W holiday? That ascems to be the

great guestion of the year, and
one wWhich is not alwaye success-
fully answered,

The firsl thing that suggests itzelf to most

people is the seaside.
feaside!  And these in the position to afford
it do so. Censequently, we have bhousands
crowding out the resorts along the coast, all
Bent on enjoying themselves, and - doing
A8 much of the place as they possiily can
in their short stay.

Pergopally 1 never think of holiday and
seaside together like that, There's only one
otler thing which suggests it=elf af the
mere thought of holiday, and that single
word i3 " camping.” That is the whole
secret of a suecessful heliday. Don't think
ef 8 place to go to first, and how you intend
to spend it. But think firek of how you intend
;‘;‘WE“{J your holiday, then where you will

Having finally and definitely ascertained
exactly how, or the nature, of the summer
holiday, your next theught is meney. What
witl it cost? ;

It it is your intention to stay at the sea-
tide hotel or boarding-honze, you look at
the paper ada, and find out how murh it
Wil ¢ost to stay ab so-and-so a place, or if
b will be cheaper to go to “thingummy
resort. That may be all right, but it's going
le cost a whole heap of money, and you are
net alwny¥s cerbain of getting vour fnoney's
worth. LEater you may regreb having spent
8¢ much, and reasen whether 6 wan worth it
On the other hand—— BEut that is what we
are coming to directly.

Has b ever ocourredd te you that vou may
eipﬁml a marc onjoyable and delightful holi-
day *under canvas™ than stewing in hotels
and other auch ;’J‘.ams in crowded-out zeaside
resorts? That is tha greatest question of

We shall go to the

EDLTGR'S NOFE. =All my réaders m' i
ar whko are inférested fa

cnd i the Y Great Out-Troors »
witl find this Tl 3

of articies fadl of useful lpr.—~Eb,

ihiyg il  series §

the year. Shall we camp this summer? The
apswer, H you wish- o have o bighly suc-
cepalul holiday, should be yes,

I wonder how many chapas, pince the war,
have wnswered “the call of the open,” who
have gome on o camping summer holiday?
Thousands and thousands, T abhonld zay. And
what - is their impression oo the retutn
joucney?  “What a really topping heliday
we have had. [ feel ss fit as a liddle, and,
by Jove, how little it cost!™

Three great impressions, all of which 1
should ke to  upderline, and moatly
emiphasiac the last. How Jittle b cosb!
There's food for thought for anvome. .

We take the Hrst impresston. How topping
a het! That should, in itself, Le a bip
enough recommendation far you f'e]!c;wa“ The
delights of camping, of the grest owntdoors,
of the country amnd the gulpt seaside, the
Fresh aic, the smootbness and ecalm ruonihg
of life around, and yet there iz ever excite.
ment in it but it's of a vastly dilfereot kind
than that whjch you expertence oo the
ocoastal towns,

Then the fitness after a lobg camp i some-
thing which ts indeed well worth considering.
04t in the open all day, you reap the full
benefit of the fresh air and the change.

Now we come to that last thought--the
cest, Isn't that engugh to make you ook
Ewbew ub ib? I8's rather surprising what the
coat of a holiday is when you come to con-
aider it wp. Take the hotels nt resorts where
you are paribg “through the nose,” as it
were, for evoerybhing. Buf quof s with
camping. I[t's by far the cheapest Roliday.

We will presunte that you have decided
ppon camping iz summer, Unlike short
camps. upon which we have slready dealt in
these colimns, it renuires more Consideration
and thought on two very big subjects. They
are—how, and where? You must first of all
dwell on the question of “ iow ™

There are varions methads, all of which
#ave been proved very successful, and they
are a5 fTollows: '
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stamding Uamps, (1) Under canvas in the
Ccottmtty ; (2] under canvas at the =easjde.

Toaring Camps.—{3) Camping on the river;
(4} caravan touring; (3) barge touring up the
connley canals: (6) cange WOUTINg on rivers
ail lakes; (Tr eycling tours throngh the
Coulbey 3 (8} tramp r.-amr::-.

flere you have n delightfal variely of ways
of spending your summer holidays,

Blaving peresed  Lhe fisk, and =obtled on
vour naethod or mode of camping, you then
book anbwomt for places whete you oan v Foor
caravan, boats, or Large, etc. This is the
mast important question o solve,

People who have c¢arsvans or boats orf
barges for hire will advertise in the duily or
weekly newspapers. and bere you should ba
able to find out the cost of the hire of theso
things, © The Holiday Bureauw, M), raven
Park, Harlesden, London, ¥.W., will gemd you
Tull particulars of holiday accommodation in
the country, or at the rergide, and provide
you with mformation coscerning the hiring
of boats and caravans. Thera are alzo
others who advertize in the NDewspapers,
especially in " Dulton's Weekly,” these things
for Dire at wery reasobnabie rates ¥ hen
deafing with the methods of camping holi-
days, as Lhey will appear in  subsequens
wrticlea, I will quote prices of the caravans,
ete.

The next question is * where” to apend
vour camp. Jlere you tuke aut your map,
and study the country carefully. TFor your
standing camps in the country you logk for
what appears to be the most suitable situa-
tion., that is, lor convenience.

For the seaside camp it ia best to look for
a qniet villags along the coast, or, if you
with, a few milea from a town. For the
river trip yor can either choose the place
from the map, or waib until you find oub
where you can hire a boat. _

For practically all fand tours it is advisabla
to study the lay or characteristics of the
conntry  beforchand; then, having  well
acquainted yoursell with the geographicul
situation, ¥ou can then pick,ont over what
ground your tour will he -n:-qrm:l_. )

Perhaps the biggest question is the hire of
caravans and boats: bat, with a Iittle
thought this will be guickly overcome. .

In tha forthcoming H:I'l.'tlll'll.‘:ﬁ, dealing  in
greater detall with bthe methods of camping,
you will find that they are really extractsa
from disrtes of fellows who have already
heen on these camps, and will tell you how
they started, methods of touring, and give
many usefal hints. -
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How to Win the 220-yds. and Quarter-Mile.

By Percy Longhurst.

How to Win the 220 Yds,
(Contiwuwed frome last week.)

FEW movements for strengthening
thie stomach and abdominal muscles
are also most veelul,

An instenetion as fo passing a
rinner ahead will not he out of place, At most
bhig athletie meelings Lhe 2200 yda, iz ren o
strings, a8 is the L0 yda; bubt this is not
the En‘nﬂnhle rile, aml where strings are
ot in use care in evertaking is nedeossary.

A pood rele is nover to pass s FUHIBEF o0
thir inside -ab least, wot undess he hag left
a distance of a good two vards bebween him-
gelf and the inner odee of the track, which
hi: is hardly likely to be mug enough to do,
Always pass bim on the outside, apd, if a
eollizion should take place. you will not bhe
the ope to hlame, Alwoys provided that you
do not make the sbtempt Lo ent across him
to il inside immedistely ¥ou have pussed
hime, Such & Lrick is nod sporfsmaniikd.

A straight 220 ¥z conrsg seblom happens.
Mot rouning fracks being circalar, park of
tire %20 yos, will Be oon the owive.  When
youi e pass the leader -l your fisial odash
for the poat showbl happen abont G yd-
away From it lry to arrooge =0 Uhet Lhe
prussime adovs ot Dake place atooocuree, [¥sit
where Elie conpsn j= straight. .

Al rnmmikeg paces are ol owon by shheer
spiecel ] sbaprinag Yweasl work, pdziaent,
wnulers '|;|_r|'_{|-|:|,' ot the rosilht, H,:l-' Lhais 0%
meoant (e Ruow i when to aake ronr ciTort,
swhacey for et Lowh o0 Besober, dwring Boww el
of Whe paee it iz well Go fie benond lo the
sprints Lhete & handly time for this, the
e throughout 5 toe bol. AN are gomg

their hardest all the time. Dot bear this
in mind it js not always advisable to el
fhe lead and bry to keep b, To & stromg
finigher, second plare, atd nob too far beblind
the leaders. is good. If n wind iz blowing
tey will keep some of it off you, and it iz an
advantage to have him making the pace for
you, unless he chooses to make it slow. In
that case, go ahead yourself, Get the lead,
and tey to hold it, vot forgetting that in
t'h._-\._ lngll '.-"-'"'1"'“1:" ar t]1i]"[.._\_' }'Hl‘d'ﬂ ¥l MIAy "hf
challenged, so keep a hit in hand, If you're
the chalienger, don't leave your efflort toe
tate.

How to Win a Quarter-Mile.

VERY sthicte admity that thiz iz one
of the stiffesk events to taekle, 1f
wot, Indeed, the most puniehing of
alb teack races.  The reason i3 that

the pace ab which the ruoner has to move
is s great.,  Imdeed, it is commenly said
that the ranner has to be going al top
spvedl all the way. .

Actuolle, this iz noel se. I it wore, the
Lol rocert wonld he abond four :mlr;i a
walft times thai for the 100 yds,  But i s
mal, A chamgpioa 100sds, man will do 10 soes.
doad=—_ie Pecopd iz 2000 ser, inside thg—huat
no canner alive or dead Rws gver sueereded
in covering & omiks i 4 sees, J. B Mere
by, Lhe Americon cracs ded worle’s m’::l.-rdl-
Volider, Bag elwe 47 2.Lth morsn—1 &eC. 12RS
than  the Dritish reeowcd—and  tigs @ pok
Todeely B be beaten web awhile,

Pa stomd che grueiine of tee pace over
so tobng a distanes a chap needs to heve
plenty of stamina,  His Liees moist De sl

and well developed, to give him the staying
power, as well as bis body having plenty
of strength. Thiz being =, the goarter-
mier in training should give earncst abten-
tion to practising deep-breathing exercises,
spemding fully fen minutes daily upon them.
]:ij“s.!mlﬂﬂ not  negleet, also, ¢ cheat.
expanding movementa with deep bresthing,
skipping, the “100 up” the knees-ralsing-to-
ghest exercise, and also those ground exeroipes
which have for their object the stremgthen-
ing of the abdominal and stomach museles.
To exercise thus daily gives him o2 Wigger
ehianee of hecoming a track-winner,

Speed plus stamina the quarler-miler mnst
have, amd one of these wil almost certainly
e Inferior to the other. He may be able
to iast oubt the Jdistance all right, but ab
a spead which doeg not give him a chanes
ol breaking the tape first. Or he may bave

lenty of pace, spred to ecarry him te bhe
ront and  keep hirm  there for 300 of
i yels., bub not enpugh staminn to prevent
his being run owt jusk at the poist when
the hig elfort te get to Lhe tape first s
to be made,

(f staming is santing he shogld get into
his schedule at least bwice n week jogging
roms of 1 omile and occakional fast  rune
of & or even &M yvards. To do this he
will have to cot out some of the shorter
aprints  included in the echedule glven in
this urticle. These are intemded Lo promote
specd, and more of these must be taken
by the reoner who ean stay fhe distancs
ail rickt, but iz ot spevdy enough ever
Lo ot on torme with flhie leplers in oo raee.

This seeond  type of runper should  moan
oot yds. at full speed Lwae or dhrec Limes
a weok—not wore oftenoeand corlaindy twice
a week 00 vds, at his L mile raring pare.
et poleadid article an rutining fe nexd

wedk'e FRsne.)
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THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

the Macner Library Joves a Filly Dunter
~yarn.  Well, poxl--week’s 13 2 sprecind

one !

—

LONZY HAS A TRY.

Alonzo Todd, the junior who always
wants lo do somebody a good lufn, has
a shol al editing the “Groyiriara
Llevaid, " and his issne will be pulilished
next week. )

Tonzy, #s Cousin Peter calls him, has
weird ideas. The supplement ia full of
ihera, and is one scream from begmning
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THIS WEEK'S PRESENTATIONS,

This week the Companion Papery are
again preseniing readers with' mugnili:
cent -photos and & splendid coloured
late. _
¥ Tn this lsne vou will have goreived
a maguificent action photo of David
Jack, the famous Bolton feotballer.
Mest Monday, in the Maaurr Library,
there will be presented TWO REAL
FREE PHOTOR of two more famous
footballers—J. 1. Brittleion, of HBtoke,

and George . Butcher, - of Luton Town.

Readers who want to make cerlain of
these photos musi order their copy In
advanoe,

In the “Poys Frend,” now on :ale
at ull newsagents’ and bookstialls, there
is & splendid FREE 'REAL PIIOTO of
Arthur Wyns, one of the cleverest boxers
of the day. . NexL.Moenday, in the same
paper, there will yet” he another -of
the fine series of * Rising Boxing Stars ™
given away—Tommy Ilarrizon. :

The “Popultar ** will be on zale Loanor-
row, &nd in it vou will find vet ancther
splendid COLOURED ENGINE
PLATE. This iz of an express jocomo-
tiva of the Notherlands State Hailway,
whieh, as, you- will” know, iz Holland.
You'should get this plate and compare the
eiigine with tho=e of our country. Next
weelk. There will be™ another plale for
readera of the “ Popular.,” and ihe sub-
ject wil be the guné engines of ihe
Canadian Pacific Eailway.

T Wednesday is " Gem V' day, and that
famous schoolslory companion paper of
oure 8 giving every roader TWO REAL
PHOTOE of Charles Flood, of Bolton,

and James Torrance, of Fulham., Next

week there will ba g special aclion phnt-q
of Tommy Browell in the “Gem’
Library.

Take my advice again, and gel copies
of all the Companian Papers !

“MAGNET ** ALBUDBMS.
Readers desirous of oblaining albums
for Lheir free plotos can do so by send-
ing a postal order for sixpence or four
three-halfpenny stauaps 1o

The MacyrET Office,
-9, Prlgrun Sireet,
Ladeate [T, E.C.

Non't forgel Lo put your names and
addresses o your lellers of appheation!
Albums will be despatched as quickly as
possible.

NEXT MONDAY'S STORY,

Cur next story of Harry Wharton &
Co, &t Groyfrines s entilled :

“BUNTER'S RAFFLE.”

By Frank Richards.

Billy gets a birthday present—se lve
anys—and - raffles it -[isher  Tarlelon
Fish, who prides himself ‘on his business
abilities, thirtks he zees a fine chance ‘o
make something out of Bunter's raffle,
and gels to work. "'he result iz rather
different 1o his anticipations, and some-
what different. to- Billv's.

The story of

“BUNTER’S RAFFLE.”

1o end.

Whioh is only one mire ressen why
vou should- make certain of your vopy of
the Magx®r Library by ordering it well
in advance !

NOTICES.

Correspondence,
a4 (. Lawson, 15 Ilgh  Etreet,
Penarth, Glam, wishes fo hear from

thase interested in his “Magnet Pals’
Magazine." All letters  answered

romptly. . )
IJl'll' Ii"&tltnan} 9, Rose TNl Sireet,
Derby, wishes to correspond will readors
anywhere; stamp collecting, views, and
photos of footballers,

Trank Celdard, HBarley Mow, 133
Fratherstall ~ Road, Oldham, Taencs,
wishes to correspond with veaders; all
letters answered. _

A. PBrodwn, jun., 54, Commerce,

Airect, Tradeston, Glasgow, would like
to contribute humorous articles to  an
armaténr magazine,
" F. E. Grey, 16, Clarence Toad, West
Croydon, Sarrey, wishes (o hear [rom
renders who are intercsted in the wire-
less ancd radio tu'iugr_nph'y. ‘Hiz alm 4o
found a Magwer and “Gem " Wire-
less: RBociety, and his programme  in-
‘clirdes the rendering -of assistance to all
amateurs  whe are faced with the
technical difficultics of the business.

is exiremely fonny, and every reader of

- Your €ditor,

isall vou pay for our No. 4004 ad
or gentleman’
the finest cyeles ever offered on
such exceptionallyeasy terms. Built
hard wear, |
tichly enametled, cxqui-

sitely lined in two colours. Sant
packed free, cardage paid on

boo stand
plated :

1t DAYS'

Fully wartanted. Prompt delivery
Maoney refunded if dissatisfied,

Big bargains in

soiled

PrGCE.

monmts,
Aeccessories 3345
Buy ditrect from fhe
factory and save pounds, -
How & sevensvearsold MEAD
which had traversed 75000
paLe =

viree the world"s record b coveri
O 386 milos in 35 day s isox s
e art catalogoe.  Write
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