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LOOKING AFTER THE RUNAWAY FAROM ST. JIM'S!

(A striking scene from *How Levison Minor Came to Greyfriars!"—this weeky
magnificent long complete school story.)



2 rHave a shot at our Limerick Competition—glance below!

“THE BOY WITH A BAD NAME!"

The title slone of next Mondayx's long
complete story of Harry Wharton & Co.
is suggestive of something good to come,
Many of my fraders will remember that
Ernest Levison was once a scholar at
Greyfiriars, and that he left under some-
what peculiar and shady eircumstances.

His sojourn at St. Jim's. however, has
hrought out the finer qualities in Ernest
Levison, but there are these ** sporty ™
fellows at Greyfriars, chief amongst them
Skinner & Co., who are firmly convinced
that Lovison's reform is merely *‘eye-
wash,” and that he is just as big a blade
as he was in the old days.

Whether or not Skinner & Co. are right
you will iscover upon reading the above-
named story, s varn, believe me, that
will hold you enthralled from beginning
to endl.

e —

“ THE RETURN OF MR. FANG!"™

In addition to the nipping Greyinars
story there is a powerful yarn featuring
Ferrers Locke—the master-detective—
and the amazing- wizard of the FEast,
Mr. IFang. This cunning Oriental once
agnin pits his mighty intellect agamnst
that of * Tiger * Locke, and the fight for
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supremacy is a masterpicce of modern
detective fiction. Don’t miss it !

A DORMITORY NUMBER !

The Editortal staff of the GREYFRIARS
Herarp has been busy on a special Dor-
mitory Supplement, and the result is
distinctly pleasing.

THE “MAGNET" LIMERICK
COMPETITION,

Readers would be well adviscd to have
a shot at this new feature in their
favourito paper. Five minutes' work—
pleasant work at that—with tha pro b
of extra pocket-money. What mu!ﬂﬂ'|
better? Bear in mind the old saying
that he who hesitates is lost, and send
your attempts right now.

CYCLING !

Many of my chums write asking about
good cycling spinse, It stands to ml&mn‘
that it wnullfl bo impossible to find room
in the Macgxer for lengthy articles
describing routes, but I can safely re-

commend readers living round about
London to try Bucks as a change from
Surrey and Middlesex., Bucks 1s not half
as well known as it should be. If you
get away down the Bath Road—the finest
track out of London—you will soon find
yourself on the borders of Bucks. Swing
off to the right before reaching a village
called Longford, and take the Yiewsle
and West Drayton road to Uxbridge. It
is all interesting going, and the roads get
better as you proceed. See Denham, and
then, if time allows, make for DBeacons-
field and Gerrard’'s Cross. You, will
enjoy every inch of the ride. You find
yourself in the Penn country, where the

reat John Penn, of Pennsylvania fame,

iled from. There are chunks of history
about this part. If you have a day to
piivu you will be able to run as far us
Wooburn Green., a jolly little village,
quitec of tho olden time, and you can
make your return by bearing to the left
via Cookham and Maidenhead. Then
you are on the Bath Road ouce more,
with a level run for home.

IF SUMMER COMES !

Don't think I am suggesting it won’t!
It will, and this coming summer should
be a record. Away with all the sooth-

I savers of gloom who prophesy rain and

cold. The Maaxer will do honour to
the scason in first-class style. 1 have a
mlsniﬁcent programme of stories all
ready—superb yarns of the river, the
crickel-field, and the open road. Tell
your friends who are non-readers of the
wonderful value always to be found in
the prince of story-papcrs—the MAGNET
—and persuade them to place an order
with their newsagont at once!

Your ediior.

THE “MAGNET" LIMERICK COMPETITION!

NO ENTRANCE FEE REQUIRED.

First Prize

£1

and

1s. Od.

CONSOLATION PRIZES OF 2/6 FOR ALL EFFORTS PUBLISHED.

in order to win one of the above prizes all you have to do is to supply the last line of the
verse given below, taking care to see that your effort bears some apt relation to the theme.

RULES GOVERNING THE * MAGNET " LIMERICK COMPETITION.

1.—The First Prize will be awarded to the sender of what,
in the opinion of the Editor-and & competent staff of adjudi
ators, is tho best Last Line received

9 —(onsolation prizes of 2s. 6d. will be awarded from week
t3 woek to_those competitors whoso efforts show merit.

3.—Tlie conpon below entitling you to enter for this com-
petition must be either pasted on to a postcard, in which
sase your Last Line must be written IN INK directly
peneath it, or enclosed separately in an envelope with your
last Line effort attached.

4. —Competitor's name and full postal address must accom-
pany every cffort sent in. _

5 —Entries must reach us not later than April 26th, 1923,
and MUST NOT be enclosed with entrance forms for any
other competition. 'They must be addressed * Macxer
Limerick No. 2" Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C. 4. i

6.—Your Editor nndertakes that every effort sent in will
vecoive carcful consideration, but he will not hold himself
responsible for coupons lost or mislaid, or delayed in the

post. Proof of posting will not be accepted as proof ol
dolivery.
7.—This compotition is op'n_ to All Readers of the

Tie Miaxer Linnary. --No. 793,

Companion Papers, but the 1esult each week will appear only
in the MAGXET.
8.—It is a distinct condition of entry that your Editor's
decision must be accepted as binding in all matters.
Acceptance of these rules is an express condition of entry.
Employces of the proprictors of this journal are mnol
eligible to compele,
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“TMAGNET " LIMERICK COMPETITION.
No. 2.

Saul Bunter, * There's nothing for tea,
And I'm hungry as hungry can be.”
But when he asked Brown
To advance half-a-crown,
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THIS EXAMPLE WILL HELP YOU.
Browny turned a deaf ear to his pleal
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A feast of fiction every week—in the

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Minus Bunter !

L Y bike's punctured!™

Billy DBunter made that

statement to five juniors who

were taking their machines

from the stands in the bike-shed al
Greyliriars,

Apparently, Bunter expecled his state-
ment to cause general attention lo be-
come congenirated ot once upon himsell
and his bike,

That result, however, did nol enszne.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not heed—
did not even scem to hear, They lifted
down their machines, and proceeded to
examine them, preparatory to starling
on a spin,

“1 gay, you fellows—"

“Mine wants pumping,” remarked Bob
Cherry. “Hand me that foot-pump,
Franky!"

Frank Nugent handed over the foot-
pump.

“I spoke to you fellows!” howled
Bunter,

“(Go hon!” said Bob.

“My bike's punctured.”

““It” generally is!” observed Johnny
Bull, “Why don't you mend your
punctures?”

“No time now, anyhow,” said Bunter.
“Jf I stop to mend a puncture now, 1
shall have to keep you fellows waiting.”

“That's all right,” said Johnny DBull.
“We sha'n't wait!”

“The waitfulness will not be terrific,
my estetmed DBuuter,” remarked Hurree
Singh. f

“As I'm coming with you to Lantham
this aiternoon i

“Aro you?!" asked Harry Wharton, n
surprise,

“Yes!"” roared Dunter.

“Come if vou like, old fat tulip!”
assented the captain of the Remove.
“PBut we're jolly well not waiting while
you mend a puncturel We're going over
to Lantham to see a match, and we're
not poing lo be late. You should be a
bit sooner with your repairs.”

“Ready ! said Bob.

“Lomo on, then!”

“I suppost Dob’s going to give me a
lift on his bike?" suggesied Bunter.

“1 can see myself shifting your weight
ten miles!" grinned DBob Cherry. "1
don't think!"

“You see, I've decided Lo go over to

MAGNET ! 5
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A magnificent story of Greyfriars,
dealing with a ‘' runaway
St. Jim’s, who finds some staunch
friends in Harry Wharton & Co.

" from

BY FAMOUS

FRANK RICHARDS.

Billy DBunter calinly.

saidd
“I'm going Lo have {ea with you fellows

Lantham,”
at the bun-shop there. 1 suppose you'd
like my company?”

“ Blessed if I see why wou <hould
suppose anything of the sort!” grunted
Johnny Bull, “Does anybody cver
want your company?”

“0Oh, really, Hul?
“Come on!” said Bob. “We
miss the mateh f we wail here
Bunter's done wagging his chin!”
“Hold on a minute!” exclaimed
Bunter. *1 really think wou'd better
give me a lift, Bob Cherry. Otherwise,
I may feel it my duty to mention to
Wingate that you are going out without

having done your lines.”

“What!" roared Bob Cherry,

Billy Bunter grinned.

“Wingate gave you a hundred lines
for sliding down the baniziers,” he re-
matked. “I heard him, He said they
were to be taken in before tea. You
won't get back to tea if you go over lo
Lantham this afterncon.”

“And what bizney 13 that of yours,
you [fat frog?” demanded Bob Cherry
sulphurgusly.

“Lots!” said Bunter. “I can't see a
Form-fellow of mine treating a prefect
with disrespect in this manner. It's dis-
respectiul—in fact, bad form. 1 disap-
prove of it!"

“ You—you-—you
gasped Bob Cherry,

“Certainly! I'm shocked at you!”™

“But you won't be shocked if Bob
gives you a lift on his bike to Lantham?®"
asked Harry Wharton,

“Exactly—I—1 mean, of course, if Bob
treats me like a pal, I shall feel bound
to treal him like a pal. Oune good turn
deserves another, you know,” said
Banter, blinking at the Famous Five
lhrmlg-ft his big spectacles,

Bob Cherry seemed to have some difli-
culty in breathing for a moment or two.
But he calmed himself,

“Bo il T don't give you a lift, you're
going 1o point out to Wingale of the
Sixth that 'm going out withoul doing
my lines?" he inguired.

“Well, that's rather a rolten way of
putting it, ald chap. I might feel it my
duty to mention——=""

““And if you sneak to Wingale, he will
stop me, snd I shall misa the match at
Lantham,” went on Bob,

L]

shall
till

disapprove of it!"

“ Botter give me a Lift, don't
think?" grinned Dunter.

To the amazement of his chums, Bob
l‘.f'iwrr:, nodded assent. TIH.'}' rather
expecled him to LIS the Owl of the
lemove, and smite lum hip and thigh.
Instead of which, Bob nodded.

“Much better!” he agreed. *“You
think you ran stick on the foot-resls and
hold on?"

“0h, yes, that's all right

“(‘ome along, then!™

“You're not going to drag that gnh
poise all the way to Lantham, Bob!"
howled Johony Bull,

“My dear chap,” saidl Bob, “Bunter's
given his orders, hasn't he? Haven't 1
gol to do as Bunter tells me?”

“Why, von silly ass——"

“0Oh, come on!" said Bob.
wasting time!"

He wheeled out his machine, and Billy
Bunter followed him, with a triumphant
grin on his fat face. The Co. frowned as
they followed on. "There were a g
many ups and downs on the road to
Lantham, which svas a quite considerable
distance from Greyfriars School. Giving
Bunter a lift that distance was a task
rather for ¥lercules than for a fellow in
the Lower Fourth Form of Greylriars,

But Bob had, apparently, made up his
mind to it: and certainly the ride would
have been *off " had Wingate, the head
prefect, observed that Bob was going
out of gates with his impesition still un-
done. So the Co. said nothing—only
giving Bunter looks that ought to have
withered him on the spot, but which had
no perceptible effect whatever upon
Willinm George Bunter.

The chums of the Remove hurried out
of gates—lest Wingalo's eye should fall
upon the junior whose lines were still
unwritten.  Forlunately, that catas-
trophe did not occur. In the road they
mounted their machines: and  Billy
Bunter mounnted behind Bob  Cherry,
holding on to his shoulders.

The Famoéus Five started, and whizzed
down the road towards Friardale, They
turned into Redelvife Lane, where they
free-wheeled down a rather steep descent
of a mile or more.

Next enme & rather steep rise, another
mile in extent: and how Bob Cherry was
going Lo negotiate that mile, with the
Uwl of the Remove slacked on  his
bieyele, like the Old Man of the Sea ow
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the shoulders of Sinbad the Eailor, was
a problem.

Billy Bunter did not trouble about
working out the problemn. That was
for Bob Cherry lo clucidate,

“ Look here, Bob——" began Wharton.

*“ All screne!” said Bob Cherry cheer-
fully. *“Jump off, Bunter!”

“Eh?"

“Jump off I”

Bob Cherry dismounted, and Billy
Bunter rolled off, landing in the grass
by the roadside in a heap, He sat there
and roared.

*Yaroooooop!”

Bob Cherry put his leg over Lhe
machine again.

“Come on,
brightly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Johnny Bull
“1 thought you were taking Bunler to
Lantham "

“So did Bunter, 1 think, Both mis-
taken !"

“Ha, ha, Lia!"”

The chums of the Remove roared.
Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet, his
{ut face crimson with wrath,

“Gimme a lift!" he howled.

“My dear owl, I've given you a lifi,”
said Bob Cherry cheenly. “ You've had
all the lift you're going to have, old fat
pippin.”

“How am I getiing to Lantham?®”
shricked Bunter,

*1s that a conundrum "

“You—you bheast!” pgasped Bunter.
“I—=I'm two miles from Greviriars now,
and there's a beastly hill—"

“You should have thought of that

you chaps!®™ he said

before you started,” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “ A walk may do you good, old
top. When vou get back, mention to

Wingate that 1 haven't dome my lines
vet.  Perhaps he may come over to
Lantham to look for me—perhaps!”

“The perhapsfulness 18 terrific!”
chortled Tlurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Ha, ha, ha!" '

“ Beasts 1

The Famous Five rode on in a merry
mood. The voico of Billy Bunter f{nﬂ
lowed them, like unto the voice of the
Bull of Bashan, in his wrath and indigna-
tion. It died away in the distance at
last, and Harry Wharton & Co. rode on
merrily to Lantham, minus Bunter,

That fat and fatuous youth turned his
face towards Greyfriars for a tramp of
two miles, one of them uphill! Harry
Wharton & Co. were at Lantham, watch-
ing the match with great satisfaction to
themselves, by the time William George
Bynter crawled wearily into the School
House at Greyfriars, and limped into
Study No. 7, and sank down thero in a
state almest of collapse. And it was not
till an hour later, when rain eame on in
a heavy downpour, that Billy Bunter
found solace in reflecting upon the sort
of ride Harry Wharton & Co. would have

back from Lantham,
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
An Amazing Meeting !
1 OTTEN !
R ““Beastly !”

“Simply sickening 1"

Harey Wharton & Co. made
those remarks—and a good many more—
with emphasis as they came off the
ground at Lantham. The afternoon had
looked quite fine when they left Grey-
friars. But the delightful uncertainty of
the British climate was exemplified once
more. Dark clowds rolled over the sky
and broke in rain when the match was

half through, and in the heavy downpour
the game was abandoned.

The spectators crowded away, making
remnarks about the weather, and the
Famous Five groused with the rest. It
really was too bad, but it could not be
helped. Thoe juniors reclaimed their

bicycles, and prepared for a ride home
to Greyfrinrs through heavy rain, }
Deceived by the sunny sky, they had not
oven brought their ponchos, snd their
jackets were already dripping when they
mounted their machines,

“May give over!"” Johnny Bull
remarked ﬁnpnfull}*. “ Anyhow, we've
got to stand it. Come on

“Blessed if T don’t wish I'd stayed irr
to do my lines!”™ grunted Bob Cherry.
“Lines would be better than this.”

“The betterfulness would he terrific,”
remarked Hurree Singh. “But let us
buzz off-fully before we catch esteemed
colds. The stitch in time saves the
cracked pitcher from going longest to the
well, as the English proverb cﬁmnn'es."

The English proverb cheered up the
juniors a httle as they mounted and rode
away. They rode out of Lantham with

their collars turned up, and rain fnllingl

on their devoted heads, soaking their
caps, But Harry Wharton & Co, had
ridden through rain before without being
much the worse for it, and they faced
that uncomforiable ride as cheerfully as
they could.

Under a dark and rainy sky they rode
by muddy roads and miry lanes. But
the rain, nstead of *giving over,” as
Johnny Bull hoped, came down harder
and harder, to the accompaniment of a
tearing wind. And the wind, as luck
would have it, was right in the faces of
the Greyfriars quintette,

Good cyclists as they were they
slacked in speed, with a strong head
wind dashing rain in their faces. And at
the foot of a hill some miles out of
Lantham they stopped Harry Wharton
selting the example,

“Dash it all!” gasped Wharton. “This |

15 too thick! Let's get shelter, and give
it a chance to pass.”

“Better have stopped in Lantham a
Bit,” remarked Nugent.

“Not much good thinking of that
now,” grunted Johnny Bull. **Where is
there any shelter, Wharton? Those trees
aren't much good.”

Harry Wharton dashed the rain from
his eyes and looked round him.

The cyclists had halted in a lane bor-
dered on both sides by woods of fir and
chestnut, and there was no building
within sigcht. But the captain of the
Remove knew the country well enough,

“There's a woodcutter's hut about
here,” he said. ““I remember it when we
were scouting this way last summer, It's
along one of these footpaths,"

“Which?" grunted Johnny Dull.

“The whichfulness is great!” mur-
mured Hurree Singh, blinking round
him in the gloom of the falling rain.

“T’ll find 1t soon enough,” said Harry.

He wheeled his bike on up the
acclivity, and his comrades followed. In
a few minutes the captain of the Remove
turned his machine into a footpath
among the trees.

“Follow on!” he called out.

A dozen vards from the lane the
juniors came on the woodculter’s
hut. It was a corrugated iron build-
ing, open to the wind on one side,
used for stacking the faggots when the
trees were thinned. It looked dark and
dismal enough as the juniors wheeled
their bicycles in; but it was, at least, a
shelter from the rain and from the worst

of the wind. The chums of the Remove

Is your name amongst the prizewinners mentioned on page 6 ?

were glad enough to get out of the
downpour, which beat noisilv on the roof
and ran down the corrugated iron in
rivulets,

“Groogh ! mumbled Boly Cherry as
he wrung the water out of his cap.
“What a jolly afterncon! This looks a

cheerful place.”

* Better than nothing,” said Harry.

“True, O King! I dare say the rain
will give over in an hour or so,” said
Bob cheerily. *“I wonder if we could
start a fire, or whether the jolly old wood-
cutter would object, There's some fag-
gots here.”

“Too jolly damp,” said Nugent.

The Famous Five stamped their feet,
and brandished their arms, to warm
themselves, as they stood wunder the
shelter and watched the splashing rain
outside,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
suddenly, turning his head, and staring
towards the heap of faggots in one corner
of the hut,

“What's the row?"” asked Nugent.

“There's somebody else here,” said
Bob. “We're not the ounly giddy
refugees. I heard somebody move!”

Bob Cherry crossed over to the back
of the hut, where about a dozen faggols
lay in a Ima]p. He peered round them,
his chums following him with their eyes.
The interior of the hut was very gloomy,
but Bob made out the outlines of a figure
that lay in the midst of the faggots,
asleep. He stared at it blankly.

“gﬂ a hIEa]s-ed kid | hujremurked.

“*Some giddy tramp—'

“ Looks mnr:‘:} like a schoolboy,” said
Baob, Emring at the sleeper in the gloom.
““He hasn’t heard us, or he'd have woko
up. Jolly queer for the kid to be so
sound asleep in the afternoon. May be
one of the Redelyfie fags.”

Harry Wharton & Co. gathered round
and peered at the sleeping vouth. He
lay among the faggots, apparently having
selected that spot for shelter from the
cold wind, his head on his arm, sleeping
soundly, The boy was dressed in Etons:
but even in the gloom of the hut the
juniors could see that his clothes wero
worn and muddy, showing signs of hard
usage and exposure to wind and weather,
His cap had fallen off, and Bob picked
it up and looked at it, and uttered an
exclamation,

“That's a St. Jim's cap!” he said.

“8t, Jim's!"” exclaimed Wharton,

“Look at it!"

“Great Scott!”

The Famous Five were astounded.
They knew St. Jim's well enough ; they
had regular maiches with Tom Merry &
Co. of St. Jim's. But it was simply
amazing to find a St. Jim's fag in this
lonely spot, so far from his school, and
alone,

“Young ass!” murmured Bob, gazing
down at the sleeper. ** You can see he's
been on trump—{for days, I should say, to
judge by the look of his clobber. He's
run away from school.”

“Looks like it,” said Nugent.

“Let’s seo if we know him, anyhow,”
said Wharton. “We can’t leave the kid
here when we go.”

Wharton had an electric torch in his
pocket. Ile turned on the light, and
stooped to looked at the half-hidden face
of the sleeping fag. Then he uttered o
surprised exclamation

“It's young Levison!”

“ Levison ! exclaimed his comrades in
chorus,

“You remember that chap Levison,
who used to be in the Remove at Grey-
friars,” said Harry. “He's at St. Jim's

Don’t forget—Frank Richards writes only for the MAGNET and the ** Popular’’ |
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Don’t forget our Cash Prizes exceed £11 every weeR!

now, and this iz his yonng brother, Levi-
son minor, of the St, Jium's Third."

“I know him now,"” said DBob,
seen him at 8L, Jim's: and he came over
to Greyfriars with the team once, when
his brother was playing. What on earth’s
brought him here¢"

“Run away {rom echool,” said Harry.

LR T

“It can't be anything else. It's not a
holiday."
“The young ass!” grunted Johnny

Bull.
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's waking up I
The eyes of the 8t Jim's fag opened,
and turned in a startling stare upon the
faces of the Greyfrmrs juniors.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Fugitive !
EVISON MINOR, of the Third

I Form at 8t Jim's, sat up dazedly
among the {aggots. He had been
sleeping the deep sleep of ex-
haustion, but the voices close al hand
had awakened him at last. He stared
almost wildly at the faces looking down
on him. For thp moment the mists of
sleep were still heavy upan him, and he
did not cemember where he was, or how
he had come there. For the moment he

expected to find himsell awakening in the {

dormitory at St. Jim's. DBut recollettion
returned, and he scrambled to his feet,
the colour coming into his pale cheeks.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” exclaimed Bob

Cherry, grinning. “You know us, 1
suppose, young shaver?” .
“Oh! You — you're Greyfriars

fellows, " panted Frank Levison.

“ We are—we is! Don't you remember
us ?"

“Yeos, I remember you now. How—
how did you come here? This is a long
way from Greyfriars, isn’t it?"

“Not so far as it is from St Jim’s,”
grinned Bgb. “How did you come here,
you young duffer?”

i l_l_-"".

“You've run away from school,” said
Dob.

Levison minor's face became crimson.

“ How—how did you know " he stam-
mered,

“Ha, ha, ha! It wasn't very hard to

guess,"”

“You see, I—1—"

“ All sereno,” said Harry Wharlon.
“Lucky we came on you here. We'll

see you safe off for your school when
the rain stops, you young ass."

“You won't! I won't go!”

“Look here——"

“I'm not going back to St. Jim's!"
anted Levison minor with a scared
pok. I can't!"”

“You can, and must!" said Wharton.
“What have you ran away for?"

“J—I ecan't go back! No business of
you fellows, if 1t ?” said Frank Levison.

“Lots!"” answered Bob., “Do you
think we can leave o silly fag wandering
around the earth, sleeping in old sheds,
and ecatching colds and pneumonia and
things ?"

“1 haven't caught a cold.”

“You soon will, you young doukey.
We're jolly well going to keep you in
sight, and see that you go back."

Levison minor eyed the Greyfriars
inniors uncertainly for a moment or two,
Then, with a sudden spring, he leaped
to the open side of the hut, and ran.

The sudden action took the juniors by
surprise. Levison minor was out in the
rain before they could make a movement,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! After him !
roared Bob Cherry.

He rushed in pursuit, his chums follow-
ing him, hecdless of the pouring ram.
Levison minor was speeding along the
footpath at a tesperate speed, evidently
thinking only of escape.

But the Bt. dJim's fag was faligued,
and at the best of times be could scarcely
have equalled Bob Cherry in speced. In
a couple of minntes Bob's grasp was on
his shoulder,

“YLet go!” shouted the fag, as Bob's
grasp brought him to a halt.

“Look here, ad—"

“Let me goi”

“Rats!" smud Bob cheerfully,

He tightened his grasp on the St. Jim's
fag, and Harry Wharton caughbt him by
the other shoalder, Levison minor
struggled desperately, but he was walked
back foreibly into the sheller of the hut.

There he stood panting and Oushed,
bis eves flashing, while the Famous Five
stood between bim and the opening, cut-
ting off anmy further attempt at escape.

“You—you rotters!"” panted Levison
minor.

“ Draw it mild, myv infant,” said Dob
Cherry good-humouredly. * You don’t
want to go out in the rain, do you?"

“ Let me alone 1”

The Famous Five regard
ously. Frank Levison Hﬂmil
heap of fagpots, hrenlhing ardl.

“Now look here, ki said Harry
“We don’t want to
lut you
5::: on our way,

leave you here

him curi-
own on the

Wharton gquietly.
interfore with you, of course.
can sce that we can't
when the rain stops, an
like this.”
“You must!”
“Well, we can't,’

¥

said Harry. “ Dash

b

it all, kid, we're your urolher's friends,
if not yours, and we can't leave you like
this. You can’'t have Aone nnything
serious at your school.”

“I've done nolhing,”
raigsing his head proudly.

“Well, if you've done nothing, why
ean't you go back lo St. Jim's?"

Wi f.".ﬂ“.“ [Il‘

“Pub why not?" asked Nugent.

“1 canbt”

“Pocs your brother know where yon

are}” arked DBob. _
“YTroest dooan’t know anything.”
“ Ho must be jolly anxious about youn,

[ should think?"”

said  I'rank,

Levison minor's sensitive lip quivered.
“T—1 suppose so. DBut I—I can’t go

back. You fellows don't understand.
It's impossible IV

“Why did you bolt 2"

No amswer.

“Have vyou been on tramp?’ asked
Harry Wharton.

“Yes, I—I cul cut of the dormitory

after lights out one night, and golt the
express at Wayland Junction,” faltered
Frank. “T—I didn't care where it was
going, and I dodged into another ex-
press without even asking., I—I didn't
care so long as 1 got to a distance from
St. Jim's. Then I got oult at Ashford,
in Kent. I—I've beenn walking ever
since.” He shivered. “ 1 was robbed by
a tramp. He took all my money and my
watch. I—I haven't caten anything
ginco yesterday.'

“My hat!" Bob Cherry ran through

his pockets, and produced a packet of
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Whack !
roared Bunter, as Bull piled

he commanded.

Whack ! Whack ! “* Yoop ! Whoop ! Help
in with his slipper.

Wingate strode into the dormitory.

! Rescue !
** Hallo, what'’s this ? **

““ Bull I Stop that at once ! ™
(See Chapter 7.)

Next Monday’s grand story is entitled : *“ The Boy with a Bad Name 1"
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“And here's some chocolate,” said
Nugent.
Levison minor smiled [faintly, and

accepted the toffee and the chocolate.
He ate them with avidity, showing how
famished he was. Harry Wharton & Co.
regarded him with puzzled glances. The
ramn was falling less heavily now, but the
chums of the Remove did not think of
leaving the hut. 'They could not leave
the St. Jim's fag there, alone, destitute;
and there were signs in his pale, worn
young face that ﬁu was not far from
actual illness. He was a sturdy little
fellow, but what he had been through
had been too much for the hapless fag.
There was silence in the hut, broken
only by the splashing of rain on the cor-
rugated iron roof.

The toffee and the chocglate dis-
appeared. That meal, light as it was,
seomed to have done Levison minor

good. He looked up at the five grave
faces with a faint smile,

“¥You fellows came ir here out of the |

rain, 1 suppose?” he asked.

*“That's it.” .

“It’s stopping now, said Frank.

“We can't go and leave you like this”
said Wharton. * Look here, Levison
minor, you'd better tell us what this
means, so that we shall know what to
do. You can trust us.” _

“There's nothing you can do,’”" said
Frank. *“ You know I've run away from
school. I'm not going back. I canm't.
That's all.” 2

“ What arc you going to do, then?

“1 don't know. I don’t care much!”
added Frank bitterly.

“If you're not.going back fo school
you ought to go home,” =aid Dob.

“That's impossible. My people are
abiroad, and don't come back till the end
of the school term, I'he house 15 shut
up."

l“Thutm some relation’s housze.”

b 'l'hﬂj'd send me back to school.

“ 1 suppose they would,” admitted Bob.
“ But you ought to go back lo school,
you young duffer. Do you wunt to
become a tramp?’’ ‘

Frank Levison's face set obstinately.

“I'm not going back!" he said.

“ You'll starve at this rate.”

“1 don’t care!”

“Well, we care!” said Wharton, “and
your brother cares, I suppo:ze. llave you
thought of him " s

Levison minor's face changed. The
tears very nearly came into his eyes, hut
he for themn back,

“You—you don’t
uiuttered,

“If you explain, I suppose ve shall
understand,”” said IMarry; “and I :ell
vou plainly, young Levison, that we
Jdon't mean to leave you in this state; so
if you don’t wani to be taken back to 3t,

B
-

understand he

Jun's by the seroff of vour neck, you'd
hotter let us know how the matier
stands. "

“I don’t wind iclling you. There was
a row. Some sillv chap shoved fire-
works in a Forin master’s grate, and they
thought it was I——"

*“And it wasn't:”

-‘Nﬂ.'.

“You mean to say yvou ve bunked frou
school (o get out of a hicking ! exclaimed
Johnny Bull contemptuously.

Fevison minor crimsoned.

“1 don't care for a licking ! It wasu't
that. Bul—but they thought I was tell.
mg lies, Mr, Railton thought so—1 was
gomg to be taken before the llead as a
sneaking liar—and—and Ernest thought
s0, 100.” The tears came into the fag's
eves now, he could not restrain them.
“Ernie wouldn't take my word. He

thought I had broken my promise to him ) caso he should attempt to bolt. Whatsé.

and told him lies!
that! I'll never go back to 8t. Jim's!
Never !

“You expected your major to* stand
by you, and he didn't?" asked Frank
Nugent,

* He would have, only—only he didn’t
believe me,” faltered Frank. *I-—I
couldn’t stand that! I don’t want to be
at St. Jim’s any more. 1 won't go back !
I'll die first !™

Wharton knitted his brows,

“Then if you go back, you book a
ﬂng?ng"f" he asked.

s . I don’t care about that.”

“And you didn't play the trick you're
accused of ¥

“No. I believe it was Piggott, some-
how—Piggott of the Third. But I don’t
know! 1 know I didn't!”

“They must have had preity clear
proof, if they were going to lick you,”
grunted Johnny Bull.

“I know. I'm not surprised at Mr.
Railton thinking as he did. But Krnest

—"  Levison minor choked. It was
evident that his brother's doubt had hit
him hard; that that was, in fact, the
cause of his reckless flight.

“ But you can’t stay away from school,
wandering about the country, kid,” said
Bab Cherry at lust.

“I must! I shall!”

“ You'll jolly soon be laid up!”

“{ don’t care!"

“Do you want to peg oul, you youn
ass " growled Juhnngreﬂuli. i

“I don't care!”

*“Oh, my hat !"

ITarry Wharton & Co. drew aside to
consult amongst themselves. But they
still kept an eye on Levison minor, in

———

| LUOOK !
Another £10 in Prizes!

RESULT OF
HUDDERSFIELD PICTURE-
PUZZLE COMPETITION.

In this competition no competitor sent in
& correct solntion. The first prize of £5
has therefore been awarded to the folowing
compelitor, whose solution came nearest to
correct, with one error:

THOMAS COMBRBE,
0, Hawthornvale,
Leith,

The second prize of £2 10s. has heen
divided among the following eight competi-
'I'.ﬂr:;. whose solutions contained two errors
eacl:

Charles H. Morton, 7, Eyre Btreet, Pallion,
Sunderlund ; Frances Morton, 7, Eyre Street,
Paltion, Sunderland; Jane Hamilton, 20,
Duke Street, Motherwell; Joan Frisken, 21,
Church Street, Lochgelly : Mrs. Pattinson, 17,
Clementina, Carlisle; Harold Lee, 23,
Ainscow Street, Bolton, Lancs:; Miss V.
Shaw, 61, Pontypridd Road, Porth, Glam;
Beruard Wallis, 14, Egerton Road, Bishop-
ston, Bristol.

Forty-eight competitors, with three errors
each, divide the ten prizes of 55, each.
The names and addresses of these prige-
winners can be scen on application at this
ollice.

SOLUTION.

Hudderstield Town might be ealled the
kiddies of the First Division. A [ew years
ago they were in great financial dificulties,
but they played such brilliant football that
the gates increased amazingly. Huddersfield
won the English Cup last year, and wil
fight hard to keep it.

I—I couldn’t stand | ever the chums of the Remove should de-

cide upon, one thing was decided a]readlf
arel that was that the runaway fag could
not be left to his own devices,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Taken in Hand!
H.rlRRY WHARTON & CO., were

utterly perplexed.
The rain had almost ceased
now, and but for the unexpected
discovery of Levison minor in the wood-
cutter's shed, the Famous Five would
have wheeled out their bicycles for the
ride home to Greyfriars. There was still
barely time to reach the school by call-
over, if .not a minule was lost,

But, in the peculiar circumstances, the
chums of the Remove were not thinking
of starting. They had to decide first
what was to be done with Frank Levison,

To abandon him there was impossible.
It was easy to see that he was alread
weakening under unaccustomed hard-
ships, and on the way to an illness. It
was quite probable that another mght out
in rough weather would be more than
enough for him. The chums of the
Remove simply could not leave him there.
To take him by force to Greyliriars, hand
him over to the Head, to be returned
under guard to 8t. Jun's—that was one
way out of the difficulty, and a better
way than leaving him to his fate. But
the Co. naturally shrank from that alter-
native. They had come on the hapless
fag by chance, and he had told them his
story, and they did not feel entitled to
betray him—even for his own ultimate
good. But what was to be done, if both
alternatives were rejected, was a deep
problem.

“We can’t hand him over!" muttered
Wharton. *“We can't drag him six or
seven miles by force, and hand him over,
It can't be done!”

]" It would be rotten,” said Nugent,
“ but—""

*But we can’t leave him here,” said
Bob Cherry.

“ No; that's out of the question.”

“It's a jolly old problem,” said Bob.
“All the samme, I'm glad we dropped into
this shed when we did, and found the
young ass. He would be lawd up in a few
days with pneumonia, at this rate."”

“Blessed if T know what to do!™ said
Harry, deeply puzzled. **He's got to
have food and shelter for to-night, at
least.”

“That's a cert. We might get into touch
somehow with St. Jim's to-morrow, and
find out how matters stand there,” sug-
gested Johnny Bull, It may not be so
bad as that young ass thinks. We could
et something out of Tom Merry about it,
perhaps, without giving the kid away at
all,  They're not likely to guess ﬁm's
around here.”™

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That's good,” he said. * But—Dbut
where is he to be put for to-night? 1If
we take him to Greyfriars, they'll know
jolly well that he's run away from school,
and he will be taken off our hands.™

“And sent back,” said Nugent. " Dat
il we don't take him to Greyfriars, where
the thump is he going to be taken 1"

“That's a giddy mystery."

“We conld shove hima somewhere for
to-night,” said Johnny Bull, in his slow,
thoughtful way. *'There's the old tower,
That's a good bit from the school build-
ings ; nobody evor goes there as a rule.
Suppose we put him there, and sneaked
out some of our camping things for him,

Levison major returns to Greyfriars—
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The Famous Five came into the quadrangle with a rush, Bunter yelling : o
;{%ﬁ; 3 and spluttering before them. *‘Run for it !’ roared Bob Cherry, l%,. 2
AN N assisting the Owl with a playtul tap from his boot. *‘ Yaroooh ! 73S R

Beast !

and some grub, and so on? He eould lie

I'm winded ! '* howled Bunter,

“Come on, you young nass!” said

there—lie low for to-night and to-morrow, | Wharton.

till we can think of what's to be done."

Wharton's troubled face brightened.

“That's. a jolly good idea!” he ex-
claimed. * It means a row, I suppose, if
it comes out. But we can risk that.”

“Yes, rather!"”

“The ratherfnlness is terrific!” said
the Nabob of Bhanipur, with a nod of his
dusky head.

“That's settled, then?"” said Wharton
at last, looking round at his chums.
There was a general nod of agreement.
It really seemed the only thing to be
done,

Hnrr?' Wharton turned back to the St
Jim's fag, Frank Levison had hardly
heeded the troubled consultation of the
Greyfrigrs juniors. He was leaning back
on the faggots, hall-asleep again.

“We've decided, young Levison,” said
the captain of the Remove.

“Eh? What?" Frank blinked at him,

Harry Wharton explained. To his sur-
prise, the St. Jim's fag shook his head
decidedly.

“It won't do!” he said. * You fellows
would get into a fearful row if it came
out that you were harhouring a chap who
had run away from scheol. Dr. Locke
would be down on you."

“We won't let it come out,"”
Harry, with a smile.

“It's too risky

“Rot! It's settled. Get up, and Il
give you a lift on my bike,” said Harry.
“Weoe're not going to leave you here,
anyhow. Get a move on.”

“But, I say "

“T'he rain's stopped,” said Bob Cherry,
and he wheeled out his bike. * Come on,
you fellows! There's no time to cut to
waste, Don’t you jaw any more, Levison
minor—leave it to yvour kind uncles.”

IFrank Levison stmiled faintly.

“You fellows are awfully good,” he
faltered, * but—but I don't want to land
you into trouble with your headmaster,™

“Bow-wow !"”

said

And Levison minor walked down the
footpath with the Famouns Five, and into
the road. In the road he mounted behind
Bob Cherry's bike, and the party started
for Greyfriars. Fortunately, the wind
had gone, along with the rain; but it was
a hard and muddy ride back to the school,
and the hour of cplling-over was past
when the Famous Five came in sight of
the lights of Greyfriars gleaming through
the dusk.

They halted at a little distance from
the school.

“Mustn't show our mddy prize lo
Gosling!” grinned Bob Cherry, Do
you know how to get over a wall, young
Levison?”

“Of course I do!"” said Frank.

“Then I'll show you the way, and
give you a bunk up; and you'll wait just
where you drop till I come for you.”

% Rigls'rt-lln'."

Keeping clear of the school gales, Bob
Cherry led the 8t. Jim's fag under the
shadowy wall. He “bunked " up the fag,
and Frank clambered over the wall and
dropped inside,

H-.JIiT Cherry rejoined his chums; and
the Famous {"ivn wheeled their bikes up
to the gates. The gates wero closed and
locked; and Gosling, the porter, came
down grunting, to admit the belated
Removites.

“You're reported!” he =aid, as they
passed i,

“Go hon!” said Bob cheerily,

“ And wot.1 says is this 'ere——"" went
on Gosling.

“PBow-wow "

The Famous Five marched in, and

put up their bicyeles, and then repaired
to the School House, to report them-
selves to Mr. Quelch for missing call-
over. Billy Bunter met them in the door-
way, with a fal grin on his podgy face.

“He, he, he! 8o you've got it!"”
chortled Buniler, *“Did you get wet!

He, he, he!

(See Chapter 9.)

“(io and eat coke!” grunted Bob
Cherry. :

“Quelchy looks a bit raliy!” said
Bunter cheerily, *1 fancy ha's going to
lick yon for cutting call-over! 1'm sorry
for you! He, he, flu 1"

Bump! :

There was a yell from William George
Bunter, as he was sal down forcibly
on the floor. Then Harry Wharton &
Clo. walked on to Mr. Quelch's study,
legving the Owl of the Remove
spluttering.

B ——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Hospitable Bunter !
R. QUELCH, the master of the

M Remove, {rowned scverely as
the five juniors presented
themselves. But his majestic
brow cleared when Harry Wharton ex-
plained how the cyclists had been caughl
in the rainstorm, and had taken shelter
therefrom in the woodcutter's hut near
Lantham. ‘

The chums of the Remove were dis-
missed with a command to change inlo
dry clothes immediately, and to take care
that they did not catch cold. Which
they digd not, however, proceed imme-
diately to do. Levison minor had to be
disposed of first, b

The fag was waiting in the darkness
inside the school wall, where he had
dropped after climbing over, aud, ob-
viously, he could not be left there, After
leaving Mr. Quelch’s study, Wharton and
his companions paused in the corridor.

“You fellows get up to the dorm and
change, while I cut out and look alter
the kid,” whispered Bob Cherry.

“Shove him in the old tower, and gel
back, then,” said Harry., * We can gel
ot later to fix him up for the night.”

‘ Right-ho !"

The Co. went upstairs to the Remove
dormitory ; they were badly in wanl
of & sub down and a change. Bob

—and finds that his shady past has not been forgotten !

Turg MaGSET TIBRARY.—No. T33.



Cherry was going oul inlo the quad-) the chums of the Remove [airly blinked
rangle again, when his pame was called. | after him in surprize. But Bunter turned

“Cherry "

It was Wingate of the Sixth. Dob sup-
pressed a groan of dismay.

“Yes, Wingaie,” he said meekly, turn-
ing round.

*You did not hand in your lines before
tea-time.”

“ N-n-n-no.” .

“Did you forget, you vouug ass:" de-
manded the caplain of Greyiriars,

*Nunnol”

“0Oh, you did not forget!™ said Win-
gate. * You thought it was not a malter
of any consequence, I suppose’”™

Perfect frankness would bave driven
Bob Cherry to reply in the affirmative.
But a reply like that could not be made
to the heu-:fn[ the Sixth,

“Hem! You sce, there was a malch al
Lantham——" he murmured,

“Oh! You'll turn out the lines before
bed-time!" said Wingale., * You've been
over to Lantham this afternoon’”

“Yes, Wingate.”

“¥ou must have gol wel coming back.”

" Rather damp,” confes:ed Bob.

“Have you changed your Lthings?”
Wingato inspecled him more closely,
“You yvoung duffer, you're wet throngh!
Go nm{ change vour things at once!”

There was no help for it. Bob Cherry
apeended the slaircase, undor Lhe pre-
fect's cye. Ie jowed his chums i the

Remove dormitory, where they were
changing. )
“You haven't scen aboutl (hat Kkud

yobi" asked Nugent.

*Wingate slopped me!” grunied Bob.
* Lavison minor will have (o wait!”

“1 =ay, you fcllows—=—"

“ Shush!” murmured Wharton.

Billy Bunter blinked in at the dormi-
tory doorway through his big spectacles,

“What's that about Levison minor:”
asked Bunler curionsly,

Evidently the Owl of the Remove had
caught the words.

“ Fathead !" was Bob's reply,

*Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Run away and play:”

"Oh, rcally, Wharton! Tf sou call
that grateful, when a fellow’s come here
to nnﬁ you to teca——"'

“Bow-wow !”

"1 suppose you haven't had your lea
at Laniham?” asked Bunier.

“No; the rain came on.”

“Well, then, come along to Sludy
No. 7, and feed with me,” said Bunier
hospitably. “I'm going lo stand the
lpmatl. }Yl‘lll fellows like fried galsages
and chips?”

“Oh, good!” siid DBob Cherry,
with feeling. The Famous Five were

ost hungry enouzh to eat Buunter
himself.

“And a plum-cake:” said Bunter.

“ Hear, hear!"”

“Come along lo Sludy No. T az =oon
as you're changed,” said Bunler: “I'll
havo it all ready!”

“My only hat!" Bob Clicrry starved
at the Owl of the Remove. This was
amazingly forgiving, after the way
Bunter had been stranded on the road
to Lantham, and bumped as soon as the
Famous Five relurmed {o the =chool.
“You're slanding us a spread.”

“ Certainly, old chap!”

“Well, wonders will never cease ! said
Bob Cherry. *“I'm sorrv 1 bumped vou
for ecackling when we came in, fatly.”

“He, he, he! 1 can take a little joke!”
said Bunter. * Would you fellows care
for ham along with the sossest”

“What-ho!"

“Good!”

Bunter turned out of the doorway, and

back the next moment, as i1f suddenly
remembering somcething he had for-
golten, |
“1 say, yvou fellows——"
"Cut off, old nut, and
and chips going " said - Baob,
after you f

gel Lthe sosses
“*We'll be
ike a shot!”

“Yes; but——"

“There is an csteemed bulfulness!”
murmured Hurree Jamser Ram Singh,
with a grin,

“You sce, you feliows,” explained
Buunter, “I've been dizappointed about
a poslal-order i

“What!” roared Bob.

“I was expecling a poslal-order this

aflternoon——""
“You—you—you——" gasped Bob
Will sou

Cherry,

“Somehow, il hasn'{ come.

[ellows lend me the money for the feed,
and I'll settle up in the morning? The
rﬂhtll-ﬂfdl'll' 15 absolutely cerlain to be
wre by the first delivery!”

The Famous Five did not reply o
William George Bunter in words. Bob
Cherry seized a pillow, Johuny Bull a |
boot, and Wharton a bolster, and thew
let fiy tozether., ]

Whiz, whiz, whiz! Crash.

* Yaroooooh !”

R 1

I am awarding a cash prize of
::. ;n :I!ud-nlitml'tm Harrison, of

i sandways Road, Wallasey, Ches.
hire, who says:— e

1 wish to hring hefore you the
Subject of wireless, which you all
Know is very interesting. It is very
niceg to sit in front of a fire and
listen to a concert, but you will

derive more enjoyment from your sct
if you make it yourself; besides, you

will thoroughly understand it. If a
joke is permitted, may | say that
W. C. Bunter is a wireless fellow,
hecause he "listens in' at keyholes
and then " broadcasis’ whal he
hears."

(Then the " sparks "™ fiy!—Ed.)

-

Billy Bunler sat down in the passage,
and _1.'!.‘1|l.'ll.

“Now wait a minute.,” gasped Bob
Cherry. “I'll come out to you in a
minute! I'll teach wyou to talk o us

aboul sosses and chips and ham when
we're famished, you fat fraud!™

*Yaroooh! Ow!"”

“Just a sec,” sard Bob. “Wait till
I've gol thiz boot on, and T'll come and
boot vou as far as the stairs!”

“Wow! Beast!”

Billy Bunler did not wait.  Appar-
ently he preferred 1o get lo the stairs
without the assistance of Bob’s somewhal
hefty boot. IHis footsteps died away in
the distance, i

“The fat bounder!” grouwled Johnn
Bull, “If we want io stand ourselves a
feed we can do it without Bunter's help.
Blessed if I didn't believe him, for a
minule !

“ Fancy letting Bunter pull our leg in
our giddy old age!” chuckled Bob. * By
Jove, I'm hungry enough to eat Chicago
canned horze! Bul 1 suppose we've gol
to look after that St. Jim's fag flirsl.”

*Xes, rather!” said Harry.

The Famous IMive, having dried theni-
selves and changed, left the dormitory,
It was close on time for preparation,
but they had no leisure to think of that.
Neither was there any time to be ex-

dormitory. Two or th

pended on a late tea. Had Bunier's
inaginary feast been ready, they would

Mr. Frank Richards is at the top of his form—

have spared five minules for it: buf evie
dently they could not keep their guest
waiting in the wind and darkness out-
side while they prepared a meal: and it
was far too late for tea in Hall, So, un-
heeding the pangs of the inner man, they
devoted all their attention to Levison
minor,

It was necessary (o be very caufious.
Had masters or prefects discovered the
refugee within the walls of Greyfriars,
the juniors simply did not know what
the result might have been—but there
was no doubt that the result would have
been serious both to themselves and to
their protege. Levison minor, certainly,
would have been taken into custody to
be sent back to St. Jim's: and Harry
Wharton & Co. would have been dealt
with for sheltering a fellow who had run
away from school, Obviously it was
a case for the deepest caution.

Camping goods belonging t5 the
Famous Five were packed in a box in
the lower box-room, and to that room
the juniors proceeded after leaving the

) ree ground-zheets,
a thick rug, and a :heepgkin sleeping-
bagz were sorted out, with a few olher
necessary arlicles. Carrying the for-
midable bundle out of the House was
asking for discovery; but there was a
simpler method. The bundle was tossed
out on the leads under the box-room
window, and Bob Cherry followed it out,
and dropped it to the ground below.
Then he rejoined his chums in the box-
room.

“That's all serene!” le said. ®Wa
can gel round and pick that up, and get
it o the tower. There's time to got
some grub at the tuckshop before it

vloses. Come on!"
“Two of us will be enough,” said
Wharton. “It will atlract attention if

we all go. You've got your lines to do,
Bob.”

“Thal’s so. Bul i

“I'll go with Nugent. You other
fellows get some grub readv in mv
sludy.” : .

“(Good egg!"
1r.e"m-'.i Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent went downstairs, and. with as
careless an air as they could assume,
strolled out into the dusky quadrangle.
Skinner of the Remove called out to
them from the Hall:

“1 say, Wharton—""

But the captain of the Remove. ap-
parently, did not hear. He vanished
into the dusky quad with Nugent, leav-
ing Skinner staring.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Lodging for the Night!
RANK LEVISON was wailing in

F the darkness, crouching in the
black shadow of the school wall.
He did not stir from the spot:

he waited patiently for his protectors lo
join_him there.  After the rain, the
evening had become fine, and the dark.
velvety sky glittered .with stars. DBut a
cold wind moaned round the elm-irees,
and the fag's surroundings recked with
recent rain. He shivered as he waited,
wondering what was delaying his
friends, DMore than once, as he stood
there in the darkness, the thought came
to him of climbing over the wall again
and clearing off, saving the chums of
Greyfriars from the trouble and risk they
were bringing upon themselves by be-
friending him. DBut he remained, The
lights of the School Houge, glimmering

Skinner and his cronies bhelieve in the old saying—
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in the distance, seemed cheery ard home-
like to the hapless fag, and his slight
frame was aching with long fatigue. H
hardly knew whether he ought to remain
or to go: but he shivered at the prospect
of leaving shelter, and facing once more
the bitter winds on the open, inhospitable
roads.

What was to become of him? He had
fled from St. Jim's, driven by the scorn
of his enemiecs, the bitter disbelief of his
brother, caring little or nothing whal
hai.vlmm_*{l to him. He cared hiltle now;
only one determination was clear in his
mind—he would not return to St. Jim's
to face his brother's doubting eyes and
contemptuons look. Anvthmg rather
than that. Ie could not remain long at
Lireyfriars; but a night's rest, at least,
would help him on lus lonely way. On
the morrow he would go. Whither, the
unhappy boy did not know—and hardly
cared. Fatigue and hunger and despair
had worn him out, and he was in no
state, either physical or mental, to think
out the situation clearly, Upon only
one point was he clear—he would not
return to St. Jun's,

There was a footstep in the shadows at
last. He stirred, and started.

“You're there?!” came a whispering
voice. It was Harry Wharton's.

“Yes!” breathed IFrank.

“Sorry to keep you wailing, kid—we
couldn’t help it!"”

*That's all right "

“Come this way,
Nugenl.

A haund grasped ihe fag’s arm, and he
was led away in the darkness. He found
himself (reading the dim cloisters, the
oldest parl of Greyfiiars. The juniors
slopped al last before the old tower, a
ruin that was one of the *sights " ci
the place. Dimly it rose against the
velvely sky—massive walls prerced by
narrow loophole windows. The upper
part of the tower was long demolished :
nundreds of years had passed since
Cromwell’s cannon had smashed in the
ancient walls. DBut the tower part
still defied time and wind and weather.
I'he thick oaken door was padlocked; the
old tower was ““out of bounds™ for
Grreyiniars juniors, the interior being in
a decidedly "dangerous state,

sut the padlock had long ago been
broken by some enterprising explorer.
It was jammed together to look as if it
=till locked, but most of the Remove
knew that it would open at a touch.

Harry Wharton unfastened it, and
pushied open the heavy, creaking door,

“Careful here,” he said. *“ Mind how
you tread, till we get a hght.”

*Yes!" stammered Frank,

The desolate old tower struck a chill
to him as he enlered. Inside, the juniors
were in dense darkness,

With Nugent's hand on his arm, Frank
Levizon stood still, while Wharton closed
the door.

Then a malch glinmmered out.

Wharton lighted a candle, sticking it
on a pile of loose bricks with its own
wnx.

Frank glanced aboul him.

A broken and dangerous-looking stair-
way wouikl upwards into the tower,
The room al the fool of it was not large,
though the itower was bulky enough
seen fram without; the old walls were
of mmmense thickness, Wharton had
placed a basket on the floor, and Nugent
a bundle. From the latter Harry took
a couple of old blankets, which he pro-
ceeded to arrange over the loophole
windows on one side, pegging them

youngsler!” sapd

He]

place in chinks of the bricks with frag- 1 of (he provisions. He was ravenously

ments of old broken stones, Frank

watched him in silence.

“The light might be seen from the
school,” Wharton explained. *It’s not
likely ; but it might.”

“But the other windows

“That's all right ; they can’l be seen.”

“Good !

“Now for the giddy illuminations!”
said Nugent cheenly.

He took a bike-lamp fren the baskel,
and lighted it, Then a vouple more
candles were gnited,

There was plenty of light in the ground
room of the old lower now—though il
seemed chiefly 1o have the effect of Pl:l'lﬂ'i"-
g up its gloom and desolaticn.  Frank
Levison shivered a little as he glanvced
round him.

*“ Not very jolly quarters, 1'm afraid!”
snid Harry raefully, * But it's the best
Wi CEr llﬂ. li.|.1.|...r

“I'm jolly glad,” said Frank. “and
awfully obliged to you! I—I don’t think
I ought to let vou take Lthe risk ol
shelleving me herve.”

“Rats!” said Nugent. ““Now, we've
gol a bed for you, of sorls, and lots of
prub.”

'rhn T.‘I:l‘t‘il'l and lhn ]mlu”r Wwerrer -
packed., The basket had been dilled al
the tnekshop, and there were plenty of
good things in it. Mrs, Mimbkle, at Lo
+-haal :-.hnp, had fancied that the choms
of the Remove were stunding a supper
of unusual proportions in Study No. 1,
little dreaming for whom the supplies
were destined.

Frank's face brightened at the sight

I e
fi

hungry.

“Tuck in, kid!" grinned Nugent,

“ [—1 will, if you don’t mind!" faltered
Frank. “I—I'm rather—rather hungry "

“ (o ahead, you young duffer!”

Levison minor went ahecad without
further ceremony.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharion and
Nuzent sorted out the contents of the
bundle. spread the ground-sheets on the
stone flags, and prepared the rough bed
of the refugee.

“Tlow's that, kid " saul Wharton at
last,

“Ripping,” said Frank, with a faing
smile.  **You're awfully good !

“You won't be scared, staying here
alone all Il.igIIl'."“ asked xllf{l.'l:ll,

Frank shook lnz head,

“The kid looks as if he will sleep
sonnd enough,” said Wharton, smiling.
“You'll find the sleeping bag warm
erough, voung "'un. We shall have to
gt oll now, or we shall be missed.”

“Thanks again,” said Frank.

“We'll manange to look 1n, somehow, in
the morning,” sail Harry., ** Mind you
don't go ontside the tower till yon hear

from ns. And keep the door faslened.
You can block it with this chunk of
stone, see? That will keep anybody

from shoving in-—if anybody should como
this way. Fellows sometimes look 1n on
a half-holiday: but luckily there’s no
more half-holidays till Saturday., Al
|'|'1:||t naw "
‘“ Right. as rain.’
“Good-night, kid!"”
“Good-might "

b 1¢-.'~.-'~.~:~.as

fellow at all !

Billy Bunter cireled round the old fower, and applied his eyes lo a win-
dow on the farther side. The next moment he gasped with amazement.
Someone was there—but it was not Skinner.
It was a slightly-built fag.

It was not a Greylfriars
{(See Chapler 10.)

—that the leopard cannot change its spots !
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Wharton and Nugent left the old
tower, Tha door was drawn lo belind

them, and Frank Levison pushed the big
stdne into place. ;

“It'a all we can do,”" said Wharton
in a law voice; “but—but I wonder
what’s going to come of it! Let's get in
and do what prep we can before dornmn.”

And the chums of the Remove hurried
away. JFive minutes after they were
gone Frank leovison, ensconced in the
sheepskin sleeping-bag, was sleeping as
soundly as he had ever slept in the old
dormitory at St. Jim's.

————

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Sees It All!

1 HERE have you fellows
been 1"
Billy Bunter asked that
question.

The light was on in Study No. 1 when
Wharton and Nugent arrived there, and
the armchair was occupied by William
George Bunter. Apparently the Owl of
the Remave had been waiting for them
to come in.

Wharton did not answer the question,
He placed the study door wide open and
pointed to the doorway.

“0h, really, Wharton——"

“Getiout ¥’ said Nugent. *“We've got
our prep o do, Bunier! We can’t listen
now even to your fascinating conversa-
tion, old fat bean!”

Bunter blinked at them through his
big spectacles.

“You're up to something,”
suspiciously.

“Fathead!"™

“What are you up to
Bunter.

“Snuff!" said Nugent.
ﬂH 11

“Of course, if you don't choose to con-
fide in an old pal I sha'n’t press you”
said Dunter, with dignity. *1 know jolly
well there’s something on, all the same.
I'm pretty keen.”

“You fat duffer,”” said Wharton
angrily, * what on earth do you think is
on, thent”

He regarded the fat junior with some
uneasiness. Billy Bunter was about the
last fellow at Greyfriars whom Wharton
wonld have wished to admit to the secret,
Telling Bunter was equivalent to telling
all Greyfriars School, from the Sixth to
the Second Form

He knew that Bunter had caught the
name of Levison minor in the dormitory ;
but the keenest of fellows could not have
deduced from that that Frank had run
away from 8St, Jim's and taken refuge
at Greylriara. Such a deduction would
have heen beyond the powers of Sher-
lock Holmes himself, And Bunter, far
f[rom being keen, was the most obluse
fellow in the Remove—not likely (o gol
on the right track if there happened to
be a wrong one handy.

But evidently Bunler was suspicions,
There was quite a cunning look in his
eyes behind his big spectacles.

“What was your little
Lantham 7" he demanded.

Wharton started.

“Lantham! We went over to see Lhe
match, You know it already.”

Bunter winked—a fat wink.

“You can tell that to Quelchy or the
Mead!” he remarked. *“It’s not quite
good enough for me,”

“Why, you fal dummy

“You oughtn't to eall a fellow names,
Wharton, just because youn can't stuff
him up,” =id Bunter calmly. *“Yau

he =aind

|:|"I‘

demanded

“Now, buzz

game al

"

I

were up to some game at Lantliam, thal's

why yon stranded me on tha road.™
“*You silly owl!"” roared Wharton.

“Bob dropped you on the road because

he wouldn't carry a ton of tallow on his
bike."

“That won't wash with me, you
kuow,” said Bunter. *“I'm fairly keen.
You've bheen up to something at

Lantham this afternoon. Pub-haunting,
I shouldn't wander.™

“Why, you—you—->"
Nugent.

“Don’t get excited,” urged DBunter.
“1T'm not going to give you away. 1'm
a bit of a goer myself at times.”

“Wha-a-at "

““No end of a blade when I'm in the
humour,” sard Bunter, blinking ai the
chums of the Remove. *‘Rorty, in fact!
I'm mnot blaming yon for spoofing
Quelchy and having a bit of a flutter over
at Lantham. Dash it all, I like a flutter
at {imes. I've been a rorty dog in my
time, I can tell you.” ~* ;

Wharton anud Nugent fairly blinked at
the fat junior. Dilly Biinter put his
fat thumhs Into the armholes of his
Eniﬁnt. and blinked at them with a

no gr!n.

_“TElF your uncle all about it,"” he
said encoura 'nfly.

“A-aa m:E} og!" stuttered Wharton,

’ sluttered

“Oh, my hat! Do you mean a fat
pﬂud‘IH, ter?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No, I don’t!” roared Bunter wrath-
fully.

“Well, you’re more like a fabt poodle
than a rorly dog, whatever a rorty dog
may be,” said Whartan, laughing. *“If
vou'vo Limshed talking out of your hat.
Buntor, will you roll away like a good
barrel 1"

“Keep it dark, if you like!” sniffed
Bunter}

“* Keep whap dark, son fat dummy ?"

‘“What you've been {ip to at Lantham !
I know what ¥ know! Think I'd have
given yon away, if I'd come? Why, I'd
have shawn youn haow to paint the town
red, T would ) said Bunter.

“You fat chomp 1" shricked Wharton,
“¥You wera left on the road because you
welgh a

*“ Rats!

“And we saw the malch at Lantham,
and nothing else excepting the rain.”

H:ln and a halfl—"
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“Keep it up!” jeered Bunter.
“Quelchy may swallow ! S0 may
Wingato! Not little me! I'm fly, you
know! You were jolly late honfe from
Lantham, considering that the match
never fimshed——"'

“We got shelier from the rain,” said

tllfﬂlll-.
unter winked again.

“In a pub?” he asked,

““In a shed, you fat frowsy [fraud.”

“He, he, hel”

Harry Wharton pickéd up a ruler.
Bunter eyed the ruler warily, and
backed round the study table.

“Keep your wool on, old top,” he
gaid. “I'm not going to tell the pre-
feets. He, he, he! You stopped in a
shed, did you? Anybody in the shed?”

“Who should be in the shed 7" asked
Wharton, without directly replying to
the question. Bunter’s suspicions were
utterly unfounded and worthy of the
obtuse processes af his fat intellect; but
a3 it happened, they were bringing him
ricar to the actual facts.

Bunter sniggered.

“When Skmuper goes to play nap with
Ponaonby, of Highcliffe, they generally
meel in the shed an the Courtfield road,”™
he grinned. ** Whom did you meet in the
shed 1"

“So you think we've heen playing
ghady games like Ponsonby, of High-
cliffe?’” asked Wharton, taking a bum-
ness-like grip on the ruler.

“He, he, he! Will you give me your
wortl there wasn't gnybody 1n the shed !”
giggled Bunter,

“No; I'll give you this ruler!”

*Yarooooh.”

Billy Bunter made a wild break for the
door, with the ruler rapping on his fat
3hnu}derﬂ.

Rap, rap, rap!

** Yow-ow-ow-woooooop !

Whazton closed tHe study door, and
the twd juniors sat down to their prep.
They had left themselves little time for
it, and they were fecltmg rather fatigued
after the hard ride from Lantham. Prep

1

| was rather neglected in Study No, 1 that

tevenlng,

It was not by any means finished, when
the door opened, and*Bob Cherry looked
in.

" Redtime ! he announced.

Wharlon rose from the table.

“Can’t be helped! We shall have to
chance it with Quelchiy in the morning.”™
And the Famous Five went up to the
dormitory with the rest of the Remove.
There, they found themselves rather
objects of interest. Skinner winked at
Bolsover major, who chuckled—Snoop
amdd Stott smiggered, "and Billy DBunter
gave a fat chortle. Petler Todd looked
rather oddly at them, and Vernon-Smith
had a rather curious expression on his
face. The chums of the Remove wero
not long in observing the altentions of

their Form fellows,
Bob

“What's this game?” asked
Cherry.  “ What are you sniggering at,
Snodp 1

“Was I sniggering?” grinned Snoop.

“What's tickling you, Skinner?”

“Lots of old things,'” smiled Skinner,

“It's all right, you fellows,” said
Squiff. “We kpow there's nothing in
i,

“Nothing in what?" exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“Ask DBuniler!” said the Australian
jumor, with a grin,

“Bunter !"  The captain of the
Remove spun round towards William
George Bunter. " You fat duffer—"2

“0Oh, really, Wharlon——"

Is Levison major’s reform genuine ?
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#*Why, the—the—the silly owl!"” ex-|
claimed Nugent. * Has he been spinning |
that silly yarn he was giving us in the
study——""

“What did you drop him behind for 7"
asked Skinner.

* Because I conldn’t carry his weight to
Lantham,” said Bob Cherry. “1 took
the fat chump a couple of miles, so that
he couldn’t tell Wingate I was going out
with my lines undone.”

*Oh, really, Cherry——"

“He makes out you've been playing
the goat at Lantham,” grinned Hazel-
dene. * He snys you met somebody in a
ghed, and won't own up who it was.”

“1 remember meeting a man in a
shed once,” said Skinner reflectively.
“He was a man in a check suit, and he
had a pack of cards in his pocket.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

Ifarry Wharton's face crimsoned. He
made a stride towards Skinner, who
backed away rather hastily.

“Bkinner, if you mean to say

“Dear man, keep vour wool on !"%said
Skinner. “Can’t 1 tell the fellows my
jolly old reminiscences if 1 like? I didn’y
say vou'd met a merchant in a check suit
with a pack of ecards in his pocket, il
| ool

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Did you fellows meel anybody in a
shed at Lantham ™" asked Peter Todd,
staring al the chums of the Remove.

“What the thump doez it matter
whether we did or not?" asked Johnny
Bull grufily.

“Nothing at all, old top; but I don’t
see any reason for making a mystery of
it, if you did.”

“He, he, he!"” came [rom Bunter.
“Iairly bowled out at last, what? 1
saw it all at once.™

“You saw all what?"
Bull ferociously.

“He, he. he!”

Johnny Bull picked up a slipper, and
came towards Billy Bunter. 'That [at
and fatuous vouth had no time to dodge.
Johnny took him by the back of the
neck, spread him over his bed, and
whacked him with the slipper. Johnny
wns not to be accused of “blagging ™
with impunity,

Whack, whaek, whack, whack!

“Yoonop! Whooop! Help! Rescue!
Fire! Yahhooooh!" roared Bunter.

“Hallo! What's this?” Wingate
strode into the dormitory. *“Bull! Stop
that at once! Now, what's this row
aboul 7"

roaved Johnny

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Unexpected Reward !
ARRY WHARTON compressed

H his lips hard. The Famous Five
had nothing to hide—on their
own account. Bunter’s rndien-
lous suspicions would not have bothered
them in the least at any other time. But
as it happened now, they had a good deal
to hide—on Levison minor's account.
For once the chums of the Remnove were
not prepared to state exactly how they
had filled up their time on a half-holiday,
and it was with greal uneasiness that
they saw a prefect brought into the
affair,

The chums exchanged a quick, anxious
glance, which was not lost on some of
the Removites. Skinner winked at Stott
and Snoop. Skinner, like the astute
Bunter, thought that he “saw it all.”
Skinner had made many essays himself

in the ways of an amateur blackguard ;
snd Skinner never believed that any

“ Any complaints ? ”’

The Readers: ‘" NO!"”
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you—-——
your p’s and q
at Johnny,

“‘ You needn’t scowl at me, Johnny Bull !
“ L=l-}-lick me ! ' stuttered Bull.
's 1 " said Bunter, wagging a fat forefinger in warning
(See Chapter 12.)

I've a jolly good mind to lick
““Yes ! So you mind

other fellow was better than himself, If
they scemed better, the charitable
Skinner put it down to humbug.

Wingate jerked Dilly Bunter, still roor
ing, from the bed. Johnny H-ll'[! stood,
slipper in hand, apparently half inclined
to give the fal junter some more, 1n spite
of the presence of the I'll'['fl‘*li‘l.

“Now, what's this row about?" de-
manded Wingate, frowning.

“Yaroocooh !

““Ha, hay ha!”

“ Have you anylhing to say, Bunter ™

“Yooooop !"

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Removiles.

Wingate grinned.

“ Anything clse *"" he asked.

“Yow-ow-ow! I'm hurt!” roared
Bunter. “I wasn't going to give him
away! I don't care if he's been playing
nap at Lantham. 1 wasn't guing to men-
tion it! Yow-ow-ow !"”

Wingate's face became grim. He
fixed his eyes on Johnny Bull's somewhat
surly countenance.

“What were you pitching into Bunter
for, Bull?” he anka’? very quietly,

““ Because he's a fat little beast, Win-
gate.”

“He's been a fal little beast for whole
terms. What was your special reason
just now " inquired the captain of Grey-
#riltr.ﬂ,

“He was making out that we'd been
blagging over at Lantham this after-
noon!” grunted Johnny Bull. * We
went over to see the match.”

“What do you know
Bunter 7"

Waw!

“Ow !

about it

L

I know what T know ™

gasped Bunter. “I'm nolt giving them
away. Of course, 1 wouldn't sneak !™

“It's n bit too late for tha! now,” said
Wingate. *“'I'ell me what vou know, or
think yvou know, &t once, before I lick
youl”

“0Oh, really, Wingate——

“Sharp’s the word ! smapped the pre-
fact. He gave Billy Bunter a shake, by
way of a hint that time was valuable,
Bunter gurgled,

e

“I—1 say, you fellows!"” gasped
Bunter, “I've got to tell him. You

can see that !

“You fat dummy ! growled Wharton.
“Tell him anything you hike. Do you
think we've got anything to hide, you
burbling oyster 7"

“T'm waiting, Bunter,” said Wingate,
with another shake,

“Groogh! I—I happen to know that
those chaps went over to Lantham
blagging,” gasped Bunter. * You see, |
was going with them, and they dropped
me behind so that 1 shouldn't see them

at it. Puiting two and two together,
I—I "

“Made five of it!” suggested Peter
Todd.

“0Oh, really, Peter——"

Wingate glanced at Harry Wharton,
who proceeded to explain the circum-
stances in  which Bunter had been
dropped on the road.

“All your fault, really, Wingate!"
observed Bob Cherry, when Wharlon had
finizhed.

“My fault! How?"

“1f you hadn't given me lines, Bunler

conldn’t have threatened to tip you the

You will find the answer in next Monday’s ripping Greyfriars yarn |
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wink when I was going out, and then T
shouldn't have lifted him a couple of
wiles and dropped him,” explained Bob,
“This 1s what comes of handing out
lines,”

Wingate laughed.

“If yon give me any more of your
jokes, I'll double the lines, you cheeky
young sweep !" he said. *Is that all the
evidence you had to go upon, Bunter ?"

“That was enough for me,” said
Bunter. “I'm pretty fly, you know.
Why, 1 saw it all at a glance, you know."

“Of all the bwbling asses——" sad
Peter Todd.

“This i1s a case for punishment,” said
Wingate. * Bunter, cut down to my
sludy and feich up a cane,”

“Oh, certainly !”

Billy Bunter gave the Famous Five a
fat grin, as he rolled out of the dormi-
tory., Harry Wharton & Co. looked
grim. Skinner & Co. sunled. There was
gilence in the dormitory, until Bunter
returned with the cane, and handed it Lo
the prefect,

Wingate took the cane and swished it.

“1 say, you fellows, I'm recally gorry '™
smirked Bunter. "1 had to tell Win-
gate; you saw that., He got it out of
me."”

“Bunter!"” rapped out Wingate,

“Yes, Wingate,” grinned Bunter.

“You saw it all at a glance, didn't
Fnu?n

“Yes, rather! I'm Ay, yvou know.”

“And that amount of evidence satisfied
you that five decent chaps had been oul
of gates playing the blackguard?™

“Yeo-e-e8"

“Hold out your hand !

“Wha-a-o-t1”

“¥Your hand—sharp "

Bunter gasped.

“B-b-h-but you're going to cane them,
not me " he splottered., *I—I1 fetched
the cane for them, didn’t 1"

“Not at all,” snid Wingate calmly.
“You fetched it for yoursell, you young
rascal.”

*“Oh, my hat!”

“You must wait for a little more evi-
dence, Bunter, before you bring serious
accusations against vour schoolfellows,™
said the prefect. **Hold out your hand;
you're wasting time."

“0Oh dear!”

Swish !

“Yarooooh !”

“Now the other paw—sharp !”

Swish !

*Whooooooop !

Wingate tucked his cane under his arm.

“Now turn in,” he saud brskly. *“1
shall be back in five minutes to turn the
lights out.,”

And the prefect left the dormitory. He
left Billy Bunter with his fat hands
tucked under his arms, squeeczing them
frantically and howling loudly, and the
rest of the Remove roaring with laughter,
When Wingate came back to put lights
out the Removites were still chorthing
and Bunter was still groaning. The
whole Form, with one exception, seemed
to see something entertaining in  the
reward of Bunter's perspicacity., ‘The
exception was William George Bunter.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Looking After Levison Minor !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. «id

H not wmt for the rising-bell

before they turned out on the
following morning.

They were anxious to visit the old

tower, and see Levison minor, before
there were eyes to observe them.

The chums of the Remove had had
time now to reflect a httle upon their
proccedings, and they realised that those
Erm«udinga were rather serious. They

ad brought into the precincts of Grey-
friars a fellow who had run away from
his own school, and were sheltering him
in secret. What Mr. Quelch or the Head
would have thought of it they hairdly
knew, but obviously it was a serious
matter. It was very important indeed
that Mr. Quelch and the Head should
remain in a state of blissful ignorance
upon the subject,

The Famous Five were the first out of
the S8chool House that morning, but they
did not all proceed to the old tower. In
such a peculiar state of affairs it was im-
possible to be too careful.

“My esteomed chams,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “1 will keep
guardedly in the Cloisters, and if there
13 dapgerfulness 1 will utter whistle of
warning. Then the sudden scootfulness
will be the proper caper.”

“Good egg! said Bob Cherry.
“Gosling might be nosing round, and the
fellows will be out in & few minutes,”

“ Keep your weather eye open, Inky,”
said Johnny Bull,

“The weatherfulness of the esteemed
eye will be terrifie,” assured the nabob,

And, leaving tho dusky junior on the
watch in the Cloisters, the Co. went on
to the old tower. Harry Wharton tapped
cautiously at the door.

He heard the stone rolled away within,
and the old oak door opened. Frank
Levison stood in the dusk within.

“Top of the mornirg, kid!"” said Bob
Cherry cheerfully.

Levison minor smiled,

“Good-morning, you chaps!
awfully good of you.”

“The goodfulness is simply terrific, as
Inky would say,” grinned Fob. *“Have
you slept well i this jolly old quarter?”

“Oh, ves!”

“Weren't scared ™ asked Nugent.

“No fear!”

“That's good. Now for brekker.”

here was a spirit-stove among the sup-
plies brought into Levison minor’s refuge,
Nugent highted it, and put on a small tin
kettla of water. Bob Cherry sorted out
a teapot.

Harry Wharton looked rather search-
ingly at Levison minor. The St. Jim's
fag was assuming a cheery manner, but
Wharton did not like his look. There
was a strange pallor in his face, hroken
oceasionally by a feverish flush. His eyes
were very bright, but it was not the
brightness of health. The captain of the
Remove could not help feehing uneasy.
Exposure to the weather, suffering
bodily and mental, had told heavily on
the fag, sturdy fellow as he was. It was
borne in upon Wharton's mind that quite
possibly the Removites had saved Levi-
son minor's life.  Certainly one more
night of exposure and hunger would have
made him seriously ill. Wharton waon-
dered uneasily whether illness even now
had him in its grip.

Levison minor sat down, on a chunk of
masonry, heavily, Onece or twice he had
a dazed look, though he made an effort to
smile and speak cheerily. Wharton’s
uneasiness increased,

Ha realised that it was not a question
of a “lodging for the night ™ for Levison
minor. He could not leave the shelter of
Greyfriars and go on his way in this
state of health. If he did, it was fairly
certain that on the following night he
would sink down by the roadside. It
was impossible to let him go, and it did
not seem quite possible to keep him

This is
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hidden at Greyfriars., But the latter had
to be risked, that was clear,

To urge him to return to his own school
wns the only reasonable course: but the
fag’s passicnate refusal was not to be mis-
taken. Wharion knew that that was
useless,

As for using coercion, that was un-
thinkable. A hint of it would have sent
the fag fleeing again. It was impossible
to watch and detain him against his will.
Certainly Dr. Locke would have taken
charge of him, had Levison minor been
handed over to the Greyfriars head-
master,  But Wharton could not decide
upon that. It was, in fact, impossible,
now that Frank had trusted himself to
the Famous Five, for it would have
amounted to a betrayal of his confidence,
The juniors had a right to cease befriend-
ing him, but no right to betray him,

?t was a difficult positian, and Wharton
could only hope that later in the day he
would be able to communicate with Tom
Merry at St. Jim's, and learn how
matters stood there. Il inatters were not
60 serious as Levison minor believed, the
fag might be induced to return. That
seemed the only hopeful way out of the
tangle.

The juniors prepared the fag's break-
fast for him—boiled oggs amnd fresh
butter-and-bread and hot tea, which had
a revivifying effect on I'rank, and, to
Wharton's great relief, banished his
sickly pallor,

After he had ealen and drank, Frank
rose to his feot; but Wharton noticed
again that he stood a little unsteadily.

“Now I'd better clear,” said Frank.

“You young nss,” said Harry, * you're
staving here. You want a good rest.”

“But if I'm found here—"

“You won't be found here.”

“It would get you fellows into an awful
row,” said Frank uneasily. *'I can’t stay
here and risk it.”

“You must,” said Wharton decidedly.
“We'll have another talk about it to-
morrow, You're safe for to-day, at least,
I hope.”™

Frank sat down again. It was a case
of the spirit being willing and the Aesh
weak, Although iﬂ\.‘iﬁﬂll minor spoke of
tnking the road again, it was doubtful
whether he would have been able to drag
his tired limbs half a mile from Grey-
friars.

“Take a snooze, kid,” said Bob Cherery
encouragingly. ** We shall have to cut oft
now, or somebody will miss us and begin
worryving. Ta-ta!”

Pheeep |

It was a loud, clear whistle from the
Cloistors.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! That's Inky.
Get a move on ! exclaimed Bob hastily.

The four juniors hurried out of the
tower, and Levison minor closed the door

behind them. They seudded into the
‘loisters, and found Billy Bunter with
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. The fat

junior blinked at the new arrivals sus-
piciously through his big spectacles,

“Where have you fellows been?” he
asked,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
out for a little run before
asked Bob Cherry cheerily.
Bunty " )

He grasped the fat junior’s arm.

“Put it on, Bunter!”

“Leggo!” roared Bunter,

“ Aren’t you out for a run?” demanded
Bob.

“No, you beast! Leggo!”

“Your mistake; you are! Kim on!"

And Bob Cherry ran, holding Bunter's
fat arm in a grip like that of a vice.

(Continued on page 17.)

Have yvou come
rekker®”

“C'ome on,

¢ Jimmy Silver & Co. Out West ! ”’—in this week’s ‘ Boys’ Friend |
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MODERN PIRATES!

= By Bob Cherry.
ST NG

HE man who said that pirates
were extinet was talking out of
his hat! &irates exist to-day—
dry-land pirates—at Greyfriars

School. This may secemn an astounding

statement, but I will procced to prove

it.
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~ Take the case of George Wingate, our
illustrious skipper. He complains that
while he was playing footer on Saturday,
for the First Eleven, a rabbit pie
mysteriously disappeared from his study
cupboard. Are we to believe that the
rabbit pie became suddenly endowed
with legs, and got up and walked out
of the cupboard and out of the study?
Or are we to suppose that the pie was
spirited away by some mysterious
agency?! Tosh! Likewise bosh! Thagt
Iliﬂ was pirated. And Wingate has been
coking for the pirate ever since—with
an ashplant !
- L L

Take, also, the case of Johnny Bull's

bicycle.  *“The Mysterious Disappear-
ance of Johnny's Jigger,” in three
parts, Now showing! Possibly the

jigger is in three parts as well, by this
time! Does anyone seriously imagine
that the bicycle, of its own volition, ran
out of the eycle-shed, and went whizzing
through the Close and off the school
premises ?
€ - L

There are other mysteries which point
to the presence of a pirate at {:M;:rv
friars. A double-bladed penknife, the
property of one Thomas DBrown, has

vanished. Browny left it on his study
tn_hlﬂ. Then he went out for a few
minutes, and when he came back,

behold, the penknife was conspic. by its
ab., to put it briefly. Of course, we've
all seen a chicken run, and a cake walk,
and a jam roll—one day, in faet, I
actually saw a house fly f—?ﬂif I've never
heard of a knife bolting of its own

accord.
L 3 [ 3 [ .

And now, whilst I am wriling these
lines, comes the sensational news that
the pirate has been captured! More-
over, he has been made to deliver up
the booty, with the exception of the
rabbit pie, which, like the young lady in
the mnf, is “lost and gone for ever.”
You will naturally be eager to hear the
irate's name, though many of you will
Imvﬂ guessed it already. It is William
George Bunter., And, judging by the
wild yells which come floating along the
corridor, the Pirate of Greyfriars is get-
ting it where the chicken got the

chopper !
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NE thing leads to another; and
O the remarkable success of our
Specinl Highwayman Number

has brought me in shoals of
letters, asking me to publish a number

dealing with pirates. The deed has
been done.

Of course, I had to eall upon Dicky
Nugent to contribute to this issue. No
Special Mirate Number would be com-

ete without a masterpiece from

icky's pen. His weird and wonderful
narrative, entitled “A Float on the
Spannish  Mane!” will canse mmuch
merriment. When the manuscript first
arrived in Study No. 1, the members of
my stafll went into convulsions!

Pirates were, of course, the highway-
men of the sea. They held up vessols
and p|1||.'||l||"l‘|.'r| them, sometimes meeting
with no Tl‘hihtllrli"l", but in most cases a
terrible and a gory [Light bad to be
recorded.

Happily for the welfare of the com-
munity, both pirates and lnghwaymen
are now extinet. DBut m the dashing
days of old they thrived and flourished,
and the ensign of the skull and cross-
bones was a sight which struck terror
into the hearts of all beholders.

Next week we shall return to more
peaceful themes. But I don’t want you
to think that the Herarp will lose any
of its flair and sparkle. Some splendid
suggestions for Special Numbers have
been received, and we have a packed
programme to present to you shortly.

In the meantime, don’t forget to
spread the fame of our bright little
supplement, We want to do credit
to its popular parent tho MAGNET
Library, and to add more and more
readers to its army as the weeks roll

by.
: HARRY WHARTON.
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WALKING THE
PLANK!

By Billy Bunter.
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I sauntered by the silvery Sark
When eventide drew near.

I slipped and stumbled in the dark,
And quaked with sudden fear,

Six Higheliffe fellows T espied,
Iutent upon a prank.

“Hore's Billy Dunter!” Gadsby cried.
“We'll make him walk the plank!”

“Iands off, you rotters!" I exclaimed,
And clenched my fists with fury,

A blow at Ponsonby T aimed,
And then a swipe at Drury.

A narrow pole was stretched across
The stream from bank to bank.

I knew that it was quite imposs.
For me to walk the plank!

I struggled with the strength of ten
With Gadsby, Pon. and Merlon.

I hardly know what happened then—
At least, I can’t be certain,

I know that in the mud and mire
I loundered like a Tank;

And Pon remarked: “It's our desire

That you should walk the plank}”

The rotters raised me to my feet,
And pushed me from behind,
And then they all began to bleat:

“The water's wet, you'll find[®
I staggered on the greasy pole,
And then my spirits sank;
Of bhoth my legs I lost control—

That night I walked ihe plank!

With sudden splash, and fearful yell,
I toppled in the stream,
The tragedy that then befell
Was like a hideous dream !
I don't know how I got to shore,
Or how much ooze I drank;
I only hope that nevermore
I'll have to walk the plank!

A special ¢ Dormitory >’ Supplement next on the list !
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MONDAY.

I happened to be passing the door of
Loder’s studdy this afternoon, when 1
saw a number of things standing on the
floor. There was a pot of strorbery-jam,
and a current-cake, and a bag uf jam-
tarts, and a lot of [root. 1 tried the door
of Loder's studdy, and it was locked.
Evidently Loder had ordered some sup-
plies from the tuckshopp., His fag had
brought them along, and, finding the
door locked, had left them outside,
“Hear’s a pretly go!” I eggsclaimed.
“These things will be pinched, if Loder's
not careful. The safest plan will be for
me to eat them, and that will prevent
anyboddy pinching them.” So I started
to tuck m, and 1 was well uway when a
harsh voice boomed forth: " You fat
young pirate! How dare you steel my
grub®’ I spun round with my heart in
my mouth, and a jam-lart as well, to find

THE TERROR

By Billy

LRI
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ALKING about pirates, I bave
the onner of being dessended
from one of the bravest, boldest
buccaneers who ever bucked,

Not my grandfather, nor my grate-

grnnl.]fnlllur, but my grate-grate-grate-

prate-grate-grandiather, who flurrished in
the rain of Good Queen Dess,

He was a Spanyard, named Don
Capito Bunteritto. Skinner of the
Remove refuses to beleeve that I have
Spannish blud In my vanes. He also
states that Spanyards are broonetis,
whereas I am a blond. Which is all
tommyrot. A fellow can be a Span-
yard without having dark hare.

But to return to my noble ansestor.
Being out of work, and having no
visible means of resistance, he desided
to become a pirate. Ho fell in with a
number of despritt men who were [ired
with the same ambition, and they set
saill in the good ship Red Rover, and
croozed up and down the Spannish
Mane.

Prezzantly a ship came along, frayted
with jools, perls, vﬂ?mnmuls, gold, silver,
tuck, froot, and other precious sioans,
It was bound for England, but it never
got there. Don Capito Bunieritto saw
to that!

“Fall in!” he bellowed to his crew.
“Form fours! Quick march! Charge
them amidships!”

My ansestor led the charge, with his
jooled dagger between his teeth.

After a feerce fight with the English

P

" By SAMMY BUNTER.

Loder glaring at me. “I'm doing you a
good turn, Loder,” 1 eggsplained. “If 1
hadn't eaten these things somehoddy
would have come along and pinched
them.” But Loder, the beest, wouldn't
axxept my eggsplanation, and he lammed
me with his ashplant till 1 howled for
mersy. Such is life!

TEWSDAY.

I felt much too stiff and soar to go an
a piracy eggspedition to-day, so there is
nothing to report.

WENSDAY.

I saw a letter for Billy in the post-rack,
and, as a fellow is entitled to open his
brother’s letters, I opened it, There was
a sixpenny postle-order inside, from Aunt
Prue. 1 shpt it into my pocket, intend-
But it quite

mg to give it to Billy later,
MU

vessel, which was punctured in aboul
a  duzzgen places, Don Capito was
victorious, le took the crew prizzeners
(eggsept those who had fallen wvictims
to lis deadly dagger) and then be
plundered the ship. All the trezzure
was transierred to the Red Rover, and
my ansestor was a millionaire many
times over. Dut he was not sattisfied.

“1 shall not rest kontent,” he said,
“until every member of my crew is a
millionaire, There is lots more loot to
be captured, my merry imen. So lel us
sail away in serch of fresh victims )™

“1, 1, capn!”

So off they went, flving ithe Pink
Peter, which 1s a flag with the scull and
crossbones on 1t

Their luck was ded in, for, two days
later, the man in the look-ont sied a
sale, bearing towards the west under a
rolling swell from the north-east. Im-
medialely Don Capito Bunteritio hitched

——

CAK

Bunter.
T a sy i =
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slipt my memmery. Then in a fit of
absentmindedness, I cashed the postle-
order at the tuckshopp, and bought jam-
tarts with the proseeds. I was just
beginning to enjoy mysell when Billy
rolled m. “Wear did you get your
munney from, Sammy?’ he demanded.
“Mind your own bizziness !’ I retorted.
Then the beest started to cross-eggsamine
me, and he tied me up in notts, and made
mo confess. After wll:irh. he shot out his
fist and nocked me off the stool and clean
through the doorway. Wonder 1 didn’t
brake my back. Let brotherly love
continew !

THURSDAY.

I set fourth on another piracy eggspedi-
tion—to Coker’s studdy this time. o
cubberd happened to be full of tuck, and
I said to myself: “1I'll have a rare old
beeno!” Then Coker came in, and 1
reelized that there would be no beeno.
(Joak!) Although Coker's got quite a
mop of hare on his napper, ho went for
me baldheaded! Nocked me all round
the studdy, and then tost me out of the
window. Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |

FRIDAY AND SATTERDAY,

Spent two pieceful days in the sanny,
nursing my woonds and my greevances!
I have come to the concloosion that
piracy duzzent pay !

e

AT

up his slacks and ordered the canon lo
be run out,

“ Avast there, yve lubbers!” he cride,
“Give "em a couple across their bows—
ty 'em up in nots!”

Two shots hertled across the skooner’s
bows, and she immediately hove-2. Only
three of the pirate crew claimberd
aboard and they gave the [rightened
geoupants of the skooner what-4,

“Mersy, mersy!” they cride, “*Take
all wo possess, bul spare our lives!"

And the three vahant members of the
Red Rover's crew acted like gentlemen,
Apart from lifting all the jools, licker,
money, and tuck, they left the skooner
just as they had borded it,

I should need a whole issew of the

} HenaLp to describe all the feerce fights

they had. My ansestor lost his leg in
one engagement, but he was always cool
and calm and collected, and never lost
his head,

When he arrived at the ripe old age
of minety, Don Capito desided that he
was too old to carry on the strenuous
life of a pirate. So he relired to a
httle fishing-Village on the coast of
Spain, and spent the rest of his days in
piecce and secloosion. He left a foctune,
when he died, of ten thowsand rupecs
(that's Spannish munney).

Of corse, I am very proud to he the
dessendant of such a wunderful hero.
I have inherited his skill as a pirate. If
you don't beleeve this, ask Harry
Wharton, I've just pirated a plum. cake
from the cubberd in Studdy No. 1!

[Supplement is,
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George the Third squatted on
the English thrown.

Three of us were seeted round
the fire in my uncle’s droring-room at
Langmere Hall

First, as to my uncle. He was a well-
known Scottish advencherer, named
Captain De'il McCare. He was always
setting fourth on swashbuckling eggs-

ditions in serch of berried Lrezzure,

pannish dubloons, pirates, and other
hidden hordes.

The second member of the party was
the Onnerable Freddio Feernought. He
belonged to that noble band of Brittons
known as the Harry Stock rassy.

The Onnerable Freddie was nothing
to look at. He was a weedy, undersized
youth, but he was a deadly shot with a
cutlass, and he had beheaded lots ol
skilled swordsmen with his pistle.

Thé third member of the party waos
mysclf, Dick Dauntless. 1 was a wun-
derful fellow in every way. 1 slood =ix
foot-six in my sox, and was a terribul
man to meet in mortle kombat. Deing
very modest, however, 1 will keep
the background of this story as much
as possibul,

“Marry ! said my uncle., pouring
himself out a glass of toddy. " "l'is long
since we set fourth upon an advencher.”

“Eye, that is so0,” said the Onnerable
Freddie,
land much longer we shall perrish of
stagnation.”

“Pc:rrn‘:-s you have a skeemn to sup
gest, uncle?” said I.
“¥Yea, Dick. Verily, a desprit skeem

hath come into this noddle of mine.
Hast heard of the Mistick Isle?”

“Wear all the (rezzure 1s berried,
uncle 1"

“ Eggsactly ! Funds being low, 'twould
be a good idear to start for the Mistick
Isle at once, and line our pockets.”

The Onnerable Freddie sprang to his
fect, I did the same.

“Our good shiﬁ. the Sorcy Sally, lieth
at anker in the harber,” said my uncle.
“Let us be off to-night.,”

T stood by the mullioned window,
and glansed out at the feerce elements,
The wind howled, the waves sobbed, the
tempest roared, and seagulls squalled as
they flapped their wings against the
windawpain,

"Twas a wild night to start out on such
an advencher. But we never funked or
faltered.

Together we quitted the house, and
strode down to the harber. Here we
fell in with a number of bluejackets,
who agreed to accompany us on our
advencher.

We set out in rowing-boats to the
Sorcy Sally, and lifted the anker, and
were soon speeding through the Enghsh
Channel, doing umpteen nots a munnit.

1 was too eggsited to sleep that might.

'TW.AE the year of grace 1775, when
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1 paced to and fro on the §-deck, dreem-
ing of the Mistick Isle, and of the vast
trezzure that would soon be ours.

The seas were mountain high in the
Bay of Bisky. The billows swept the
decks, thereby saving the eailors a job
next morning.

It was only by a mirrackle that we
kept afloat. But when the morning
came the storm debated, and the sunlight
streemed down wupon the sparkling
water.

When we were at breakfast in the
cabbin my uncle konsulted his chart.

“We've got to sail through the Span-
nish Mane, forsooth,” he said.

“What of that, uncle?" said I.

“1f we cool our heals in Eng- #%

Don Petro and a host of Spanyards were
clambering over the bulwarks.

“Why, lad, those tretcherus
abound with pirates,

waters
Peradventure, we

shall bump into our old encmy, Don
Petro, the captain of the Yellow
Frigget.”

“Nothing would suit me better,”

drawled the Onnerable Freddie, * than
to slice off his Spannish onion with my
trusty cutlass.”

“Is Don Petro the
pirates 7 1 asked

“Yea," said my uncle. “He hath a
crew of five hundred on board his
frigget, all armed to the teeth., And we
are but a duzzen.”

“Pul we are of Brittish blud,” said
I, “and that makes all the difference.”

“Well spoken, Dick!” said my uncle,
clapping me on the shoulder. *'Thou
art a gﬂmll}f lad to have at hand in an
cmergency.’

Even as my uncle spake these words
there was a sudden yell from the poop:

“A sail, a sail in site !”
We rushed up on to the deck. My
nnele gazed out over the plassid waters,

leader of the

I Friggoet

“Ha, ha!" he cried. “"T'is the Yellow

o
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By DICKY NUGENT.
e i o

Swiftly the pirate vessel advanced to-
wards us, Prezzantly we could disting-
wish its flag, with the hideous skull-and-
cross-bones on it, .

“Don Petro means bizziness,” said L.

“Same hear!” said my uncle grimly.
“Uncover the cannon!” :

We had one cannon on deck, with a
sheet of tarporling thrown over it. A
couple of sailors wisked off the tarpor-
ling in a flash.

“Bring a ball hear!"” commanded my
uncle.

“ Eye, eye, cap'n!
ball ¥*

“Nay, thou pug-nosed
cannon ball, of coise!”

A cannon ball was rolled on {o the
deck, which my uncle thrust into the
cannon. (I mean, he thrust the cannon
Lall in, not the deck!)

“@ive 'em a broadside !” he shouted.

Pang! Bing! Bong!

The cannon barked out its message of
deth and destruction,

My uncle peered through the smoke
to assertain the dammudge.

“ A hit1" he cried. * Marry, hut those
pirates have got it in the neck "

* Nay., n the poop, yon mean,”
chuckeld the Onnerablo Freddie. **1
distinctly saw half their poop drop off.”

The pirale vessel was certainly in the
wars, It turned swiftly on its heal and
spedd away towards the neerest port.

My uncle flashed a wireless message
to Don Petro.

“Wa shall meet again!”

Then we went merrily on our voyage.

Next day we were attacked by sharx.
A number of these feerce maonsters sur-
rounded the Sorcy Sally, and we had
an anxious five minnits. But I wipped
out my blunderbuss and pumped lead
into the monsters of the deep, and one
by one they went to the bottom, while
the water was stained a crimson hew.

“PBravo, Dick!” said my uncle.
“ Verily thou art a rod in pickle, and but
for thy wonderful marksmanship we
should  have been food for fishes ere
this. I will give thee hali the trezzure
—when we find 11"

It was not until the fortieth day of
our voyage that we sighted the Mistick
Islo. It was nothing more than a tiny
sandbank, but berried in the sand were
several stout chests, erammed with Span-
nizh dubloons and peaces of B.

With grate diffikulty, we hoisted the
chests on board the Sorcy Sally, marking
them “Gunpowder,” so that the sailors
would not interfere with them. Then we
set sail for England. _

It was at dead of night when we
reeched the Spannish Mane. We were
ail asleep in our bunks, and the sailor on
watch was also taking forty winks. So
we were fairly caught napping by the
Yellow Frigget.

A terrifick erash caused me lo open my
eyes.

(Continued on next page, col. 3.)

Dost mean a fool-

wight! A

Dicky Nugent obliges once again !
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GREYFRIARS
PIRATES'!

By TOM BROWN.
fi'._'llllllIII.IIIIIlllllIIIIlllIIIIIIIIIlIlIl'IIJIIIIllllIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII'I'E

AN you imagine any of the Grey-
friars fellows being successful
irates? Let us put the clook
yack a few hundred years, and

picture to ourselves a number of Grey-

friars fellows as the leaders of [lierce
gangs of pirates, scouring the Spanish

Main. How would they tackle their

joba? 1 will give you a few illustra-

tions :

PIRATE ALONZO TODD:

“I can distinguish on the horizon, n'y
dear fellows, the outline of an approach-
ing vessel. Doubtless it carries treasure
o1 board, in which case, it 15 our pain-
ful duty to purloin it.”

“ Ay ay, mP-nIH

“Warfare and bloodshed are abhorrent
to me, my dear fellows, but 1 fear we
have no alternative but to fight. No
guns, blunderbusses, or swords are to be
used, however. And ecatapults are
strictly forbidden. Peashooters only are
to be employed. And no prisoners must
I made to walk the plank, or be thrown
to the sharks. We must be as humane
as possible in this andertaking. Do
you understand "

i A.'"i ay, 'l."ﬂp’:l'l

(The gentle Alonzo proceeds to load
his peashooter.)

PIRATE HURREE JAMSET RAM
SINGH :

DT T
N

SHTemmn

)

(L1

“Now, my worthy and esteemed
chums, we must snkfully despatch
vonder shipfulness to the bottomless

depths of the seafulness. And those who
have the misfortune to fall into our
clutchfulness must be made to walk the
plankfulness. Is my meaning painfully
clear?"

“Av, ay, dusky cap’'n!™

“Then carry on with the good work-
fulness, and see that those dogs get it
in the neckfulness! Loadfully feed the
cannon ; bangfully fire it; and remember-
fully bear in mind the old saying: * Inky
expects that every man this dayhilness
will do his esteemed and ludicrous
duty !

“Ay, ay, dusky cap'n!”

PIRATE FISHER T. FISH :

“Say, you galoots! 1 kinder sorier
guess and calculate that there’s a lop-
sided old tub drifting towards us, with
n lot of spondulics on board. Waal, see
hyer! I guess this is a gilt-edge chance
for an Amurrican citizen fo get rich
quick !"

‘“Ay, ay, cap'n!” L. o

“Guess vou'd belter let rip with the

cannon. Wake up, you slubsided jays!
Yopper the old tub as hard as you can!
(Bang!) Gee! I guess that was some

sockdolager! Give "em another! (Bang!)
Waal, I swow! If that don’t wake 'em
up, nothing will! As soon as we get
alongside, ‘lzmp on board and collar the
treasure, and hand it over to me, slick!
Bure, this is some stunt! Guess I won't
take a hand in the scrap myself. You
can do the donkey-work, and I'll collar
the dibs. Do you get me, Steve?™

-l-l-A}.l ﬂ}'- mp'ntﬂ

(Fishy promptly hops
danger-zone, )

the

out of

SO RN

A BOLD, BAD
BUCCANEER!

By DICK PENFOLD.
e T A

My name is Captain Cutlass,
I was born and bred at Pegg;
I've a savage leer, from ear to ear,
And a wobbly wooden leg.
My trusty jewelled dagger
Six hundred foes has slain;
I sail the seas, and, if you please,
I rule the Spanish Main!

I

:q

"

My ship, the Purple Frigate,
Is known both far and wide;
And people shake and quail and quake,
Whenever "tis espied,
They cry, * The Prince of Pirates
Is on our track again!”
Where'er I go, I fear no foe
Upon the Spanish Main!

I've captured tons of treasure
From laden ships at sea;
Why, I declare, a millionaire
Is poor compared with me!
When Cutlass wields his cutlass
He uses brawn and brain;
And every foe “ goes West,” you know,
Upon the Spanish Main!

My father was a pirate,
My ma a piratess;

I've gpot their gilt, I'm smart and swilt,
And full of fearlessness.

What dog would dure confront me
And live to fight again?

I'll run him through, and =say “ Adien!"
Upon the Spanish Main!

My name is Captain Cutlass,
I'm feared by one and all;

By English chaps, and Chinks and Japs,
And seamen great and small,

My glorious reputation
Will never, never wane;

I'hen Yo-heave-ho! I'm

know,

Of all the Spanish Main!

lord, you

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.,

A FLOAT ON THE SPANNISH HA}IIEI

(Continued from previous page.

“Verily, we have struck a rock!” I
shouted.

“Nonsense !" said my uncle drowsily.
aghnu art suffering from nightmare,
v 'y

I rushed on to the deck, to find that
the Yellow Frigget had bumped along-
side our own vessel. Don Petro stood on
her deck. He bared his teeth in the
moonlight, and hist + me:

“Maledictos! Y 1 shall die, English
pigf-dng!“

raised the ali i, and my uncle and
tine Onnerable lreddie joined me on
deck.

Don Petro grinned from here to here
when he caught site of my uncle.

“Ha, ha! Hast thou found me, O
mine tz-nc-mir 7" was my uncle’s komment.

“Surrender !" hist Don Petro. “ Yeeld
up your trezzure!"

““Nevver!” cried my uncle. And he
wipped out his cutlass, and rushed at the
pirate cheef.

With his knife in one hand, and his
sword in the other, and a brace of pistles
in the other, Don Petro fought feercely.
For a time he kept my uncle at bay, and
we were too busy killing pirates to go to
hia assistance.

The Onnernble Freddie was doing grate
eggsecntion with his cutlass,

Rivers of red blud splashed over the
deck, and the Spanyards went down like
skittles before our feerce attack. I was
pollisliing them off at the rate of a duzzen
a minnit.

At last, there was not a single pirate
alive to tell the tail, with the eggseption
of Don Petro, who was still at gripps
with my uncle.

Both men had resceved heavy and erool
punishment. Don Petro had lost his left
car, and a large slice had been slashed off
my uncle’s nasal piano.

Don Petro had been top dog, so far.
But suddenly there was o dramatick turn
of the tide.

Raising his cuitlass aloft, my uncle bore
down upon his enemy like a yewman
wirlwind,

““Mersy ! eried Don Pelro.

“Mersy " ekkoed my uncle skornfully.
“What merey would you have shown me,
you skurvy nave?"

Don Petro emitted a
Spannish.

“ Maledictos de la Cochin Finas por
bacea !"

“(Cease that jargon!"™ said my uncle
sternly. * !'iir-tilinl-:s thy number is up,
Don Petro!"

So saying, he carcfully measured the
distance with his eye (not having a tape
measure handy) and with a feerce sweep
of his cutlass, he sevvered the Spanyard’s
trunk from his head.

Don Petro, pirate and trayter, went
down for the count, A

My uncle paused, mopping his heoted
face with the frills of his coat-slecves.

“Here endeth the entertainment!” he
said coolly. “Secrubb the deck, you
lubbers !™

1t needed scrubbing, too, I can tell you.
For we had made a horribul mess. But
we couldn’t help it. Where there's smoke
there's fire, and where there's battle
there's blud.

“And now," said my uncle, when the
body of Don Petro had been fed to the
sharx, “we will set sail for- England,
home, and bewty! Dick, lad, thou hast
desserved well of thy country. Thou, too,
Freddie., Ileave two!"

THE EXD.

wild cry in

‘¢ Dormitory Sport |’’ by Yernon Smith—next Monday !
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HOW LEVISON MINOR CAME
TO GREYFRIARS!
(Continaed iram page 12.)

William George Bunter had no choice ;
he had to run. He ran for his life, his
little fat legs going like clockwork, and
E_unrim of furious howls accompanying

1im.

The Co. followed on, laughing, and
Johnny Bull topched up the fat junior
occasionally with his boot. The juniors
came out mto the open quadrangle with
a rush, Bunler yelling and spluttering
and gasping,

“Yarooh! Leggo! Beast! I'm winded !
Yooop ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Run for it!" roared Bob,

“Yaroooh! Help!”

“The runfulness is terrific!” chuckled
Hurree Singh,

“You-ow-ow! Grooogh!”

Billy Bunter ran; there was no help
for it. Right round the quadrangle he
went, in Bob Cherry’s iron grasp. By
the time he had finished that round, the
Owl of the Remove was in a state of
collapse.

“Had enough?” asked Bab,

“Groooogh! I'm dying!”

“Good! Here's a quiet corner—die
there, old top!" And Bob sat Bunter
down with a bump at a corner of the
chapel, and the chums of the Remove
walked away cheerily,

“ Yow-ow-ow! Beasts! Yooop! Ow!
Wow! Woooogh!” spluttered Bunter,
apparently not dying, after all, but ex-
tremely vigorous vocally.

Bob Cherry chuckled,

“Do you think Bunter will feel up to

any more prying, after that?” he
mnquired,
“Ha, ha, ha! No!"

“The pryfulness will not be terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteemed and disgusting Bunter
will chuck it upfully for the present.”

Hurree Singh was right. Billy Bunter
was too busy for some time in getling
his second wind to bestow any attention
upon the proceedings of Harry Wharton
& Co. When he came in to breakfast he
bestowed a ferocious blink on the Famous
Five, at which they smiled cheerily. But
they were not done with William George
Bunter yet,

rE— e s

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Knows !

R. QUELCH, in the class that
morning, found Billy Bunter
an inattentive pupil.

That was by no means a
new experience for the Remove master.
But on this occasion Bunter was even
more slacking and inattentive than usual.

He was thinking—not of his lessons,
Mr. Quelch’s voice was no more to him
than the irritating drone of an insect.

Bunter had much more important
things to think about than geography and
arithmetic,

He was interested deenly in the mys-
tery of the Famous Five—chiefly, no
doubt, bhecaunse their affaira were no
concern of his. In the affairs of others
Bunter always took a deep if not friendly
interest. Geogranhy was simply a worry
at such a time. He did not care whether
Paris was the capital of France, or
France was the capital of Paris: but he
cared very much to know what was “on.”

Something was on, he was assured. The
Famous Five must have had a reason for

depriving fhemselves of his fascinating
company the previous day at Lantham.

The caning from Wingate had not done
Bunter any good:; he was still convinced
that he “saw it all.L” The Famous Five
were “up " to something, and were
leaving Bunter out of it. Now that his
fat attention was fairly fixed on them,
Bunter noticed several little imeciden s
which really did mdicate something out
of the common.

The five chums had all gone down be-
fore rising-bell—that was wuncommon.
Bunter, looking for them in the quad
when he came down, had missed them;
he had found Inky alone in the cloisters,
and Inky had whistled at sight of him.
Then the other four had come running
up from somewhere. Something was
“on.”

The rotters had met somcbody at
Lantham—most likely a bookmaker—that
was DBunter’'s conviction. They were
keeping Bunter out of it, though they
knew that he was a “rorty dog " who
liked a little Autter!

How to discover any connection be-
tween the supposed bookmaker at
Lantham and the early-morning proceed-
ings of the Famous Five, was rather a
problem for Bunter., There really did
not seem to be any connection. But
Bunter was convinced that there was
something “on.” It was, at least, lis
duty to keep a very watchful eve upon
these fellows. That was clear to Bunter.

With problems like these in his fat mind
it was natural that Bunter should have no
time to waste upon Mr, Queleh, Like-
wise, it was natural that this should not
please the Remove master, who laboured
unider the delusion that Bunter was at
school to learn things. Bunter really was
there to learn as little as he could, if Mr,
Quelch had only known it. There was a
dilference of opimion on the subject,

This difference of opinion led to the
introduction of the cane during the morn-
ing. Besides the problem of the Famous
Five, Bunter had a pair of fat, aching
palms to think about.

So he had plenty of food for thought,
taking one thing with another. He was
rubbing his fat paws when he left the
Remove-room at last with the rest, after
morning clasa,

But his powerful intellect was siill
working at pressure. With still more
perspicacity than he had displayed the
previous day, Billy Bunter “saw it all.”

The Famous Five had gone "blagging "
the previous afternoon—that was per-
fectly clear to Bunter. This morning
they had been rooting round the
cloisters near the old tower!

Bunter had discovered the connection
at last! When Skinner and Snoop and
other young rascals, wished to indulge in
a forbidden smoke, often they repaired
to that old tower as a recluded and safo
spot—safe from the eyes of masters and

refects, Bunter was well aware of that,
E'I?“* things went on in the Greyfriars
Remove that Bunter was not aware of.

Now it was all clear to him! OIf course,
these young blackguards had brought
home a supply of smokes with them,
which had been deposited in some cranny
of the old tower for safety. They had
gone there before hrekker—perhaps to
place the smokes there, perhaps to see
that they were still sife there, After
lessons, there was to be a smoking-party
in the old tower, and Bunter, the rortiest
dog in the Remove, was to be left out of
it.

All was clear to Bunler now—he saw
it all!

He grinned gleefully, in spite of the
ache that lingered in his fat palms,

17

Bunter know that he was a keen, bright
fellow—he had always known that. But
e could not help feeling that on this
occasion he had displayed a very special
brightness and keenness, Few fellows
could have elucidated a mystery in this
masterly manner,

Bunter was smiling when he came in to
dinner. He was quite satisfied with him.
gelfl and his clucidation of the ' mys-
tery.”

And his plans were laid—cut and dried.
After dinner he was going to the old
tower to investigate. He was going to
find those hidden smokes, and "' hit™
them, and when the merry smoking-party
arrived after lessons, they would find the

uiﬁnrﬁtiﬂﬂ one,

Junter chortled at the thought. The
rotters would be sorry then for having
left a rorty dog out of their rorty pro-
ceedings !

Bob Cherry clasped Bunter on a fat
shoulder, as the Remove came out after
dinner,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoying life?”
he asked.

“Yow-ow !”

“Wherefore that bealific smile?” asked
Bob. “Feeling the benefit of that run
round the quad this morming?”

* Beast !"

“ Like another?” asked Bob cheerily.

Bunter jumped away.

“Keep off, you beast!”

Bob Cherry grinned, and joined his
chums. The Famous Five did not
approach the Cloisters or the old tower.

here were too many eves ebout now for
that to be a safe proceeding. They
walked down to the towing-path by the
Sark, to discuss the possibility of com-
municating with Tom Merry at St. Jim's,
withaut giving away the fact that the St,
Jim's runaway was at Greyfriars,

Upon Billy Bunter they did not think
of bestowing any altention; but, as it
happened, Bunter was worth their atten-
tion, for once, at that juncture.

The fat junior rolled away in the
cloisters, and made his way to the ruined
tower, with a grin on his face,

He was on the track—he was sure of
that. An investization inside the old
tower would prove the point. Wingate
had caned him in the Remove darmitory
as a reward for his wonderful r-
gpicacity. Bunter wondered what Win-
gate would have thought had he known
what Bunter knew now—or thought he
knew !

The fat junior unhooked the broken
wdlock, and pushed at the old oak.door,

'o his surprise il did not open.

He shoved harder on the door. and it
vielded an inch or two, and then re-
mained fast. It dawned upon Bunter
that something was blocking it within,

“ Beasts !” murmured Bunter,

Perspicacious as ever, Bunter could zee
what had happened. The hidden smokes
were there, of course. One of the parly
nad blocked the door within with a block
of stone, and squeezed out of one of the
narrow windows afterwards, for addi-
tional security for the smokes! All was
clear to Bunter!

But the Owl of the Remove was not
lo be baflled so easily as all that. He
exerted his strength and his weight on
the door—and his weight, at least, was
considerable.

The door yvielded another inch. Then,
to Bunter's amazement, he heard a sound
within the tower.

Someonc was there!

(Certainly it was not a member of the
Famous Five, for Bunter had seen them

aing down to the river. The padlock
ﬁnd been in position, and it could not,

Harry Wharton & Co. show their allegiance to Ernest Levison—next week I
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ot course, be adjuste? from within the
tower., DBut DBunter, after the firat
moment of astonishment, saw it all—
again! Skinner, or some fellow like
ﬁiiltﬂﬂr. had retired to the tower for an
after-dinner cigarette, and hzd squeezed
in by a window instead of using the door.
Billy Bunter grinned, and crept round
to one of the windows to blink through.

He could see nothing.

On the side towards the school build-
ing#, al least, the long, narrow loop-hole
windows had been covered up within,
and the view of the interior was shut off,

Billy Bunter ecircled round the old
tower, and applied hia eyes, and his
spectacles to a window on the other side,

This was not blocked. Through the
long, narrow aperture, he had a partial
view of the dusky interior.

The next moment Billy Bunter gave a
howl of amazement,

Someone was there—thal was certain!
But it wus not Skinner—it was not a
Greyfriavs fellow at all ! It was a slichtly-
built fag., who stood in a startled atti-
tude, breathing quickly, with flushed
cheelis—histening, evidently, for another
attempt on the blocked door.

Bunter knew him well cnough by
sight : he lind seen him many times. He
would hayve known him, anyhow, by his
likeness to Krnest Levison, once a
member of the Greviriars Reinave, Cer-
taicly the =ight of Christopher Columbus
could hardiy have heen more astonishing
than thut of a 8t. Jin's Third Form fag,
shit up in the old tower at Groyfriars.
Biliy Bunter fairly splattered with amaze-
ment as he blinked.

Down and Out !
18 EVISON MINOR!

Bunter spluttered out the

Frank Levison gave a violent
start, and spun round away from the
door, at which he was listening and
open had ceased, and Frank was hoping |
that the intruder had given it up and
gone, when he heard his name spluttered

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
name,
watching, The attempt to push the door
in accents of astonishment.

“Oh!" gasped Frank. *“ Who——" \

“He, he, heo!” 1

Frank followed the direction of the
sound with his eyes, and discerned a fat
foce, adorned with a pnir of large
spectacles, grinning at the ouler end of
the loop-lhiole window.

“Bunter!” he murmured,

“ Little me!” chuckled Bunter. " Fancy
meeting you! Open the door, young
Levison; I'm coming in!"

Binter rolled round to the door again,
and kicked it londly. Levison minor's
presence at Greyfriars was an amazing
discovery Lo Billy Bunter: but he did not
need telling that it was a deep secret, and
that this was the explanation of the
“mys=tery " that had interested him so
much. Bunter was master of the situa-
tion now ; he knew the seeret, He kicked
forcibly en the door, and Frank hurried
to roll away the stone and open it.

Bunter stepped in, grinning.

“So it's you!” he saud,

“Yes," breathed Frank.

“Where are the smokes?’

“The—the what!”

Frank Levison’s surprisc was so
chvious, that Bunter realised that his
wonderful theery was ill-founded. He
realiscd. indeed, that it was by a series
of obtuse mistakes that he had been led
to discover the secret. The Famous Five
could not possibly have expected to meet
Levizon minor at Lantham: Bob Cherry
had dropped Bunter on the road, for
precicely ihe reason stated by Bob, and
no other,

The Famous Five had been * rooting "
ronnd the old tower that morning, not
bocause smokes were hidden there, but
becanse this St, Jim's fag was ludden
there. Having followed up fulse clues on
a wrong theory, Bunter had unexpectedly
arrived at the facts!

“So there aren’t any smokes!"” grunted
Bunter, dizcontentedly. “I—I sce now.
In fact, I see it all!”™

Levison minor looked at him in silence,
He was utterly dismayed by the dis-
covery.

“8Bo yvou're the fellow they met at
Lantham, in the shed? Dunter asked,
fnrt{mr light dawning on his fat mind.

"Xz
: “They lad the nerve to bring you
ere
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“What are you doing away from
school 7”

“That’s my business!”

Bunter chuckled.

“Not much need to tell me,” he ré
marked. “Yon've run away from school,
of course, young Levison. What have
you been up to at St. Jim's?”

* Nothing."”

“He, he, he! You've run away from
school for nothing!" Bunter chuckled,
“Did they find you betting on horses
and smoking and pub-haunting, like your
brother l.ls{"ﬁ to do when he was at Greye
frinrs? 1 suppose you know he was
booted out for that kind of thing here?"

Frank Levison's eves flushed, and he
clenched his hands, Bunter backed away
hastily, rather alarmed by the fag's look.

“ Keep your wool on, kid!” T‘l{' said.

“I'm not going to hurt you. I say,
you've been camping out here.” He
glanced round the room. “My hatl

What a neck, to bring you in herel
What would Quelchs say, if he knewl
He, he, he!”

“Are you going to tell him, Bunter?”
asked Levison minor, belween his teeth,

“Well, I'm not at all sure that 1 can
approve of this kind of thing,” said
Bunter, shaking his hiead seriously. “It's

against all the rules, yon know—dis«
respectful to the Head, and all that.
Still, I'll sea Wharton first, He's a pal

of mine, and if be treats me like a pal, X
?!nylfieeide to keep this shady secret for
nm,

Frank Levison breathed hard.

“Hang on here for the present, young
Levison,” said DBunter patronisingly.
“1'm not giving you away! I'll go and
have a talk to Wharton about it. 1 told
him yesterday that I'd been disappointed
about a postal-order, and he refused to
advance me the ten bob. Perhaps he will
shell out now. He, he, he!”

And Billy Bunter rolled out of the old
tower, chuckling, iIn a very satisfied
mood. He was more pleased by the dis-
covery he had made, than he could have
been by the discovery he had expected
to make.

So long as Levison minor remained
hidden at Grevfriars. Billy Bunter cone
sidered that he could look forward to the
cashing of an unlimited series of non-
existent postal-orders.

Frank Levison closed the door after
him, with a heavy heart, Then he sat
down wearily to thinlk,

His presence at Grevirviars was known
now to the challerbox of the school,

It could not remain a zecret much
longer. And his discavery there meant
trouble to the kind-hearted juniors who
sheltered him.

There was anly one thing lo be done?
he must go, and without delay—he musg
go before Bunter had time to talk.

That was clear. 1o his mind. The
chums of the Remove had already risked
too much for lhitn: and he must go,
before he involved them in further
trouble, There was no fime even lo
say good-bye; he could not tell when
they would visit the old tower again—

not before dark, probably.  With
trembling limbs, Frank Levison rose to
his feet. He was feeling weak—

strangely weak, and alternate flushes of
heat and cold ran through him. Hia
knees knocked togethor as he moved Lo
the door.

What was the malter with him?

During that mornig he had beent
haunted by the termifving thought that
he was going to be ill; that he was
losing the power to be master of his
own actions. Ill or not, he must go—

Billy Bunter welcomes an ‘¢ old pal "’—
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without a minute’s []l:]ii}'. ITe opened

the door of the old tower.

He had to stop there, leaning bn ﬂmr

door, hreathing irvegularly. He was
not capable of exertion, and he know
it. He knew, with a feeling of despair,
that ho could mot climb the school wall
even if he reached it unseen and un-
deterred,

The unhappy fag groaned.

He was ill; mora ill than he had
understoad; more than he had even
feared. For long, long minutes he stood
there, louning on the open  door, his
brain in a wharl, his limmbs sinking under
him. He was only half-conscious when,
at last, he turned and staggered back to
the rough bed in the corner of the
room,

There he sank down: and there con-
sciousness left him. IMalf in sleep, half
in stupor, Frank Levison lay on the
rugs, insepsible to his surroundings.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Keeping the Secret !

“ SAY, you fellows !
I Billy Bunter grected  the
Famous Five as they came in.
It was close on time for after-
noon classes,

The chums of the Remove had no
time to waste on Bunter. Bob Cherry
gaye him a gentle push out of the way,
und they walked on.

Billy Bunter's little round ‘eyes
gleamed with rage behind his  speo-
tacles. A fellow in possession of an
important secret was not to be dealt
with like this,

“Whartan}"' he roared.

“Go and eat coke!”

The Famous Five went into the Form-
room. Billy Bunter rolled in after
them. Several of the Remove had
come in, though the Form-master had
not yeb darrived.

YNow, you [cllows " roared
Buhter,

“Oh, shut up!” exclaimed Johnny
Ball, “We're fed up with you,
Bunter! Can't you take a tip?"

“I don’t want any of your cheek,
Bull 1”

“Whatt"”

“If you give me any cheek, look
out!” said Bunter impressively. “I'm

not bound to keep your ratten seerets,
I can tell you! For two ping I'd tel
WQuelchy all about it when ho comes in 1"
_ “You fat idiot!” said Harry Wharton,
i measured tones.  “You remember
what Wingate gaye you last night for
your silly rot. Do you want the same

from Mr. Quelch?”
Billy Bunter grinned,
“You see, I've been to the old

tower " he remarked.
“Wha-a-a-t 1"

“Eh!”
“0Oh, my hat!”
Tha Famous IFive understood now.

Billy Bunter was not pursuing his re-
markable theory of a *blagging
expedition to Laotham. He had found
Levison minor in his hiding-place.

The Owl of the Remove grinned al
the five startled faces. Harry Wharton
& Co. were taken utterly aback.

“Rather changing your fune now,
what?"' grinned Dunter. “etter be
civil, ¢h? What would Quelchy say if
lie knew "

“Shut up!” breathed Bob Cherry.

“I'm not going to give you away!”
chuckled Bunter. “Not if you treal
me like a pal, of course. He, he, he!”

now. See page 2.
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yaroooh——""

“Yoop! Help! Fire!' yelled Bunter.
Quelchy that you’re hiding Levison minor in the old tower—

** Cave ! " yelled Vernon-Smith suddenly.

“Leggo, Bulll I'll tell

Mr. Quelch

appeared upon the scene ; he had heard everything. {(Nee Chapter 12,)

“What on earth does all this mean?®”
asked Skinner curiously, coming fowards
the group in the Forin-room. *Pass it
on, Bunter!”

“I'm not lelling you anything,
Skinner—not if these fellows treat me
like pals,” grinned Bunter. *1 know
what I know. I may have canght them
out, and I mayn’t. That's telling.”

“Can't you mind your own business,
Skinner?" demanded  Johnny  Bull
-grullly.

“Well, what's the giddy secret?”

asked Skinner.
“ Find out!”

“1 say, Harry, old [ellow—"
Bunter.

Wharton suppressed his feclings.

“"Well? ho said, as calmly as he
could,

*I mentioned yesterday that I was ex-
pecting a  postal-order,” said DBunter,
blinking at him, *“It's for ten Lob—I
mean a pound! Do you think you could
cash it for me, and take the postal-order
when it comes? I'd be really obliged
if you could, old scout!”

Harry Wharton did not reply. He
was yearning fo take the Owl of the
Remove by bis fat neck, and use him as
a duster to dust the Form-room, ut,
Johnny Dull broke out:

"*Sa that's the game, is it, Dunieri™

*Oh, really, Bull—"

“You fat rascal—"

“Look here—"

“Draw it mild, Jobhnny,” whispered
Nugent. “We've got to keep the fat

said

rotter quiet somehow !™

“1f you're ne a
Nugent—"
“Dry up, Bunter!” gasped Wharton.
“T—I'll see what I can do. Il -
“1'm not going to be called names.”
said Bunter loftily.  “I'm not at all

sure that 1 can keep secrets like this for

calling rotter,

you fellows. I don’t approve of your
gomgs-on. Iellows who run away from
school—"

“Quuct 1" hissed Wharton.

“What on earth—"" ejaculated
Hkh"ll"r‘.

“Well, of course, I'm not going to
say anything,” said Bunter, with a grin,
“You can keep the fellow as long as you
like—""

“Is the fat duffer wandering in his
mind?”’ asked Peter ‘Todd, in blank

| wonder,

‘““He, he, he!”

“I—I'll see about the postal-order,
Bunter!” gasped the captain of the
_l}{.-ln-::;':'m “ After lessons, 1—I'll see
I

“That won't dn,"” said Bunier eoolly.
““And you needn’t scowl at me, Johnny

Bull! L’n- a jolly good mind to lick
roul

“Lll-lick me!” stuttered Johnny
Bull.

“Yes. So you mind your p's and
q's,”" sad Bunter, waggmg a fat fore-

finger in warning at Johnny. *'1I don't
want any rot from youn fellows, and I
tell you so plainly. You're jolly well
going to toe the line, or look out for
squalls!"

That was too mnch for Johnny Bull,
ITe made a ferocions rush at DBilly
Junter and collared him.

~—with his ancient tale of the expected postal order !
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" Jolinny—"" gasped Nugent. “Hold
ur__ L1}

“SQtop!" exclaimed Wharton.

Thump, thump, thump!

“Yooop! Help! Fire!” yelled Bunter.
“Leggo! I'll tell Quelchy that you're
hiding Levison minor in the old tower.

“Cave!" velled Vernon-Smith.

Mr. Quelch's figure stood in the door-
way. The expression on the Remove
master’s face was startling. Un-
doubtedly, he had heard William George
Bunter's yell. )

Johuny Bull released Bunter quite
suddenly, as if the Owl of the Remove
had become red-hot to the touch.
Bunter staggered against a desk, still
roaring.

“Yarooh! Beast! Now I won’t keep
it dark! I'll tell Quelchy you're hiding
a chap that's run away from school.
I'll tell the Head! I'Il—"

“Bunter!"

Mr, Quelch’s quiet, metallic voice
broke in. It was quite a quiet voice,
but it had more effect upon Bunter than
a clap of thunder. The Owl of the
Remove spun round in dismay,

“Oh! Oh dear! Yes, sir!"

Mr. Quelch strode into the Form-
room. Ho glanced at the crimson faces
of the FFamous Five, and then fixed his
penetrating ecyes upon William George
Bunter,

“1 heard vour words, DBunter!
quire an explanation of them.”

“Oh, sir,” gasped Bunter, “I—-I—1
wasn't speaking, sir!”

“What?" -

“J—I mean I wasn't saying anything
ahout Levison minor, sir! I—I haven’t
aoen him, sir!”

“Bunter 1"

“1—T haven't been near the old tower
gince lessons, sir,” said Bunter despair-

I re-

ingly. “I never thought those chaps
were hiding smokes there, sir—never
entered my mind! As for Levison

minor, I suppose he's at St. Jun's—he's
not run away from school that 1 know
of, sir. I—I hope you can take my
word, sirl”

Mr. Quelch gave Buunler one expres-
sive look., and then turned to Wharton.
“Kindly tell me about this, Wharton,

he said quietly.

“I—1—I " glammered Harry.,

“ Has Levison minor, a boy belonging
lo St. Jim's, run away from school, to
your knowledge "

“J1—I believe so, sir!"”

“Have you taken the boy into this
school, without the knowledge of the
school authoritica?”

O | Yes, sir!"" gosped Harry.

“ Bless my soul! Really, Wharton—"

“Wea all did it, sir,” said Dol Cherry.
“The—the kid was homeless, and
hungry. and—and he'd have been ill if

he'd been left out another might, and—
and so—"

“That will do!™ szaid Mr. Quelch,
“He is in the old tower?"

“Yes, sir!” mumbled Wharton.

“Yery well! I shall ask a prefect to
take charge of this class for a time,"
said Mr. Quelch. * You will go to your
places,”

Mr. Quelch quitted the Form-room,
and Wingate of the Sixth came in to
take charge of the Remove. The juniors
could guess how Mr. Quelch was occu-
pied.  Levison mipor's slay at Grey-
friar’s School, in the hiding-place the
FFamous Five had found for him, had
come {0 a sudden and unlooked-for end.

Skinner & Co. get
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Licking !

eat

in their places looking grim. It

was out now—out with a venge-

ance! What was to follow,
they did mot know, but they made up
their minds to inevitable trouble. Most
of the other Removites grinned. All
the Remove knew now what had hap-
pened on that trip to Lantham; and ap-
parently Wingate knew, for he gave
the chums a curious look as he came in.

Skinner, rather reluctant to abandon
his belief that the Famous Five had been
“blagging,” consoled himself with the
reflection that they had acted like solt-
hearted and soft-headed duffers, and
were going to be licked for it. Billy
Bunter, however, looked rather seriouns.
He realised that, owing to the unfortu-
nate betrayal of the secret, it had lost
all its value for him; there was not the
remotest prospect now of hiz celebrated
postal-order getting cashed.

It was an hour before Mr. Quelch
came back into the Remove Form-room
and relieved Wingate. He made no re-
mark to the juniors, and lessons were
resumed. The chums wonld have given
a greal deal to know what had become
of Frank Levison: but the expression on
their Form-master's face did not en-
courage them to ask questions,

Lessons ended at last, and the Remove
were dismissed. Wharton made up his
mind to ask the Form master a question
then: he felt that he simply had to know
what had happened. Mr. Quelch, as the
Remove ﬁ!m] out, beckoned to the
Famous Five to stop at his desk.

The culprits halted, and stood in a
row, awaiting for the chopper to come
down, as it were. Mr. Quelch eyed
ithem severely.

“f have seen ithe boy whom you
sheltered in the school, without request-
ing leave to do s0.” he said.

“We—we couldn’t ask, sir,”
mered Wharton.  * That—that
have been giving him away, sir!”

“Did you not understand, Wharlon,
that the best thing for Levison mnor
was to be taken back to his school?”

“Ye-0s, sir! Bui—"

“I think 1 comprehend your motives,”
said Mr. Quelch. * Nevertheless, you
boys have acted in a very thoughtless,
reckless—I1 may say foolish manner.”

The Co. look that in silence. They
did not agree with Mr. Quelch, but it
was no use telling him so. Besides, he
was twwelcome to hiz opinion,

“ Dr. Locke was naturally angry when
I reported the matter to him.” said Mr,
Quelch., *In a sense, yon have made
your headmaster a party io this boy's
reckless and rebellious conduet,”

“Oh, sir!" murmured Harry.

“The Head has decided to forgive
you " went on Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh, good! I—I mean—

“Levison ‘-minor, when found in the
old tower, was in a somewhat serious
state,” said Mr. Quelch. “He has
suffered severely from hardship and ex-
posure—none the less serious because he
brought it all upon himself, He has
been removed to the sanatorinm, and Dr.
Pillbury was called at once to see him."

“Oh!" ejaculated Bob Cherry. * So—
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é is state is serious,”™ said Mr, Quelch,

| “and the doctor is of opinion that had

he remaineéd exposed to the elements for
one more night, his state would be very
serious indeed. By taking Levison minor
into yvour charge, you have doubtless
saved him from a long and possibly
dangerous illness. For this reazon, Dr.
Locke has decided o pardon you, in spile
of the extreme irregularity of your
methods.™

“The poor kid!" murmured Bob.
“I—I thought he was pretty bad, bul not
50 bad as that!"

“ Had you handed him over, Wharlon,
he would have received the attention
he needs earlier. Fortunalely, he is now
in proper hands. You need not be
alarmed for him.”

“Then—then he can't go back to
St, Jim’s, sir?” asked Nugent.

Mr. Quelch shook his head.

*“Dr. Pillbury thinks it may be weeks
before he can be removed with safety,”
he answered, *“ He will be taken care
of here, Meanwhile, the Head will com-
municate with Dr. Holmes at St. Jim's,
and will request that his brother may be
sent here for a time. The unforlunate
boy secmis to have some deep trouble on
his mind in connection with his brother,
and the visit may help him.”

“Can we see Inm, sir?”

* He can see nobody at present.” Mr,
Queleh paused. **1 have told you this,
my boyz, to relieve vour minds. Levi-
son, who was formerly in the Remove
here, will doubtless arrive to-morrow.
You were not, 1 believe, on the best of
terms with huin when he was a Grey-
friavs boy—""

*“Oh, that's all over, sir!” said Harry
at once. *That's all made up since—
we like Levison all vight now.”

*“1 am glad to hear it! You may go,”
said Mr. Quelch,

And the juniors went, in a very sub-
dued mood. Certainly they could not
regret. having laken Levison minor in

hand, after the medical gentleman's
reparl.

“Poor kid!"” muliered Bab, “I—I
suppose it's lucky he was found. He's

better in :anny than camping in (the
tower. I hope—""

“1 say, you fellows

The Famous Five glared al Bunler.

“*Abont  1hat postal-order?”  said
Bunter, blinking at them.

* That—that what "

“Postal-order! You were just saying
that you were going {o cash it, you know,
when Quelchy butted into the Form-room
atd interrupted. IUz for a pound.”

“Oh erumbs!™

“So if wyou'll
Whoooooooop !

Billy Bunter never finished; he was
iiterrupled by an earthguake—or what
secmed to him like an earthquake, And
Harry Wharton & Co. walked on, leav-
mg Wilhham George Bunter strewn in
the corridor—with hiz postal-order still
nneashed,

hand i1t over

THE END.

__l';ie:t hin:;dn_}r's | Splendid
Story of Greylriars is
entitled :—

““ THE BOY WITH A BAD

NAME ! ”
FRANK RICHARDS.

By

——-a yarn that will held
your interest from first
to last. Don't miss it !

it where the chicken got the chopper—in the neck }
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IE object of this dictionary is to |
explain in simple language the !

meaning of the technical terms
or expreszsion: used in connection
with electricity and wireless telephony,

As a magnel has the power ol attract-
ing certain articles it must have the
power of doing work. and if it has the
power of doing work it must contain a
store of energy. It also has the power
of attracting articles from a distance,
therefore there must be some medium
through which it is able to transmit iis

energy lo the article upon which the
energy acts.
Both north and :outh nole have the

game power of atiruction on an article,
therefore this would indicate that the
medium through which the [orce acts sur-
rounds it on all sides, and that the.force
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MAGNETIC FIELD. The space
around a magnet in which the magnetic
force acts is called the magnetic field. It
15 strongest near the pole of the magnet,
and iz weaker at greater distances away
from it, At each point in a magnetic
field the force has a particular strength.
and magnetic induction acts 1n a par-
tirular direction.

The action of magnetic force may be
demonstrated by a simple experiment.
Take a piece of stilf paper and place 1t on
a bar magnet; then sift over it. through
a muslin steve, some won likings. On
tapping the corner of the paper gently it
will bé found that the wron hlings arrange
theniselves in definite lines. (See sketch
No. 1.) Faraday gave these lines the
name of Lines of Force, They represent
the attractions and repulsions of the mag-
netic field, and the direction of the forces
at every point.

From this we observe thal energy, act-
ing through some medium. causes a stato
of strain in the medium which, in its
efforts to overcome the strain, moves the
iron filings, and arranges them in the
direction in which the strain is acting.

Now, il the paper be moved to another

Sketeh No. 2.

position over the magnet, and the corner
15 again gently tapped, it will be observed
that the filings will again arrange them-
selves in exactly the same position in rela-
tionship to the magnet as before, thus
showing that the magnet is the centre of
the strain, and that it alwayvs exerls s
force in the same direction—in other
words, that a ceriain well-defined area
surrounding the magnet i1s always in a
state of strain because of the magneli
force acting upon it. This area is called
the Magnetic Field,

The strength of a magnetic field
depends upon the density of the lines of
force: thus in a strong magnetic feld
there would be a greater number of lines
of foree packed into the same area than
would be found in a weaker magneiic
field. In other words, the energy of the
magnetic field depends upon the number
of lines of force in a given area. The
groater the density of lines of force the
greater the strength of the magnet.

In the skeich it will be noticed that the
lines connect two parts of the magnet
together, and that they do so in ever-
widening eurves, In some cases the com-
plete curve cannot be seen because it
covers too great an arca to be shown in
the sketch: but, nevertheless, the force
1= acting in a complete curve from one
point of the magnet to another, and a
line of force, emanating from the north
pole of the magnet, forces its way by the
shortest route, through the medinm, to
the south pole of the magnet. All lines
of force form a complete connecting link
between the norih and south poles of a
magnet, even though some cover infi-
nitely great distances to do so.

If four bar magnets are arranged in
ihe form of a square, with the north
poles of the magnets Louching the south
poles of the others, there will be no
outside magnetic field. Any point may
be regarded as a north pole and a south
pole, so close together that they neutra-
liza one another.

It a bar magnet be broken in two
parts, then each part retains its

S-"f -fi"fl J'ﬂ'. 3,

magnetism. both parls having a norih
and a south pole. (See skeich No. 2.)
If a magnet EZ ground to powder, each
grain would be a magnet mn itself, and
would have a north and south pole. A
magnet may therefore be regarded as
being made up of an inlinitely large
number of small magnets put together,
s0 that their like poles all face one way.

Now, in order to prove that like mag-
netic poles repel and unlike poles attract,
we give below two sketches showing.
first, a magnetic figure of the lines of
force when a north pole is brought near
a south. It will be noticed that the lines
of force link the north and south poles
together., In Sketch No. 4 two mnorth
poles are placed near each other, and in
this case the lines of force meet in the
contre. and then curve away from each
other, thus showing that they are
repelled,

Steteh No. 4,

ETHER. The medium through which
magnetic lines of foree act is called ether,
It 15 an invisible substance surrounding
and permealing sll other substances,

There can be no doubt that such a
substance does exist, because it is only
by this méans that scientists can explain
why it is that the sun is able to supply
licht and heat to the earth. We know
that the earth is surrounded by a belt
of air, but we also know that this belt
of air does not by a very long way extend
to the sun, therefore the rays of light

J| and of heat must travel by means of some

medinm which links the sun with the
earth.

That the belt of air surrounding the
earth is limited is demonstrated by the
fact that when an airman ascends to very
high altitudes in an aeroplane, he 1s pro-
\iﬁt‘d with special apparatus to enable
him to breathe, because the farther ha
gets away from the earth, the more
rarified the air becomes—ihat 1s, 1t geis
thinner and thinner as the distance from
the earth increases until it [inally dis-
appears altogether,

(Fo be continued next weel.)

Another ripping Wireless article next Monday !
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Keep your eye on Ferrers Locke—he's come fo stay!

(e

Tells how an amazing mystery was solved by Ferrers Locke, and introduces a sinister
character in Ego Balch, a scientist of more than the average ability, who covers his life
of crime under the guise of an invalid.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Missing Bullion.
ol

M jolly useful !"

Jack Drake spoke these
words in a tone of delighted

The boy was standing in the small
garden behind a house in Baker Strect.
iteside him was his chief, the world:
held a lighted lantern in his hand. Both
were regarding with interest a fine
young bloodhound which was gnawing at
painted kennel,

“Yes, my boy,” smiled the sleuth,
“Lion has all the best instincts of his
should prove to be an ideal dog for such
purposes as we are likely to require him.”

Some time previously the detective and
curious case down in Lhe county of Kent.
It had been necessary for the sleuth to
obtain the loan of a bloodhound, and this
the amazing mystery of the Phantom
Highwayman, a criminal who had
terrorised the Kentish roads. The blood-
squadron commander of the Air Force,

The airman had been delighted that
his hound had proved of such great
Locke, and so it had come about that
as the commander had been ordered oul
to Malta on service, he had sent the
together with a courteous note asking
Locke if he would accept the dog as a
gill.
ing the big, sleek hound toying with the
bone, that Sing-Sing, the detective's
Chinese servant, glided out of the back

Y aunt, he ought to come in
enthusiasm.
famous detective, Ferrers Locke, who
a huge bone outside a new and [reshly-
breed, and, with a little more training, he
his assistant had been engaged in a
dog eventually had enabled him to solve
hound was called Lion, owned by a
assistance to the world-famous Ferrers
bloadhound, Lion, along to the sleuth,
It waz while the two were still watch-
of the house,

“Missa Locke,” said Sing-Sing,
“gen’leman come to see you. Me show
him to consulting-loom. Me tinkee

someane killea gen'leman’s nicee kind
glandmother.”

Locke looked al the impassive yellow
face of the Chinese in surprise.

“Killed his grandmother!” he said.
“ Bless me, what makes you think that,
Sing-Sing "

An air of profound wisdom sat on the
wrinkled brow of the Celestial.

“Gen'leman heap pul out,” he replied.
“Walkee up and down consulting-loom
allee same caged tiger. Me tinkee heap
SCTIOUS case,’

Ferrers Locke repressed a smile, and
after a friendly pat on the head of the

bloodhound, led the way indoors with
Drake following.
“Crumbs!” muttered the boy, *“Old

Sing-Sing's turning into a giddy detee-
tive himseli! Funny, just because fhe
caller seemed a bit excited, that the
Chinee should think the chap’s grand-
mother had been killed.™

“That's the most serious crime Sing-

Sing can think of, 1 suppose,” replied
Locke, with a chuckle. “The CChinks are
mighty strong on hlhal devotion. Some

of 'em would think nothing of robbing
and kiling a few score of foreigners,
but they'd have a fit if it were suggested
they should even lay a finger on a parent
or [.:raminmtiwt, A strange race “u]l-'.
my boy!"

As the two canlered the consulling-
room, they found that Sing-Sing had
not exaggeraled the excitement of the
visitor. A taH, burly gentleman was
pacing up and down “allee same caged
tiger,” to use the servant’s description.

He stopped short and swung round to
face the detective,

*“Mr, Locke,” he cried, “I am Lawton
Kindell, manager of the London and
Universal Bank. I want you to go
down to Devonshire at once! The matter
i5 of the grealest urgency !"

“Quite so—quite s0,”" murmured the
sleuth.s “Take a seat and a cigarelte,
sir, There 15 no fast train to Devon-
chire until midnight, I happen to know.

OWEN CONQUEST.

| In the meantime, perhaps you will be
| kind enough to explain what i1s this
urgent matter.”

With trembling fingers
lighted a cigaretie.

“You must excuse me, Mr. Locke,”
he said. “I am very agitated, as you
can see, and not without cause. I have
just received & message over the tele-
phone from Plymouth which has upset
me very much. The Blue Star liner,
(‘ordovania, which berthed today at
Plymouth, brought, among other things,
twelve cases of gold bullion from the
Morganstein Bank of New York. This
bullion waas consigned to the London and
Universal Bank here in London. Tho
cases were put into the mail van of the
eight-thirty train to-night at Plymouth.
Shortly afterwards the train was stopped
near Chadwear and the bullion was
stolen.”

“How was Lhe train held ap?"

“From what I.could learn over the
phone the train was travelling at about
thirty miles per hour on an upgrado
approaching the small Devon town of
Chadwear. A long, rumbling explosion
occurred ahead, and the driver of the
locomotive pulled up sharply. Two of
the rails and part of the track had been
destroyed I?' some kind of explosive for
a distanco of about five yards. No sooner
had the train drawn to a standstill than
an explosion occurred at the door of tho
mail van,

“The men in charge were stunned, and
affirm they know nothing of what took
place afterwards. But, according to the
guard, three or four men burst from
hiding behind a disused shed at the foot
of the railway embankment, and made a
dash for the mail van. While one stood
on guard, the others quickly removed
the heavy boxes of bullion. A few
minutes later the passenrers on the train
heard the sound of a molor or a motor

lorry departing.”
“Are you aware, Mr. Kindell,

the clienk
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whether the aid of Scotland Yard has |

beeni invoked by the Devon police "

“It has, Mr. Locke. My telephone
informaur, who was one of my bauk
officials, travelled as a passenger on the
eight-thirty train from Plymouth, and
he told me that Inspecior Pyeroft and
two detectives had left London in a
racing motor-car for the scene of the
crime, With them has gone a Govern-
ment explosive expert.”

“'m, our old friend Pycroft has
got ahead of us,” murmured Ferrers
Locke, furning to Jack Drake. *It is
no good us breaking our necks now. If
we catch the midnight train we shall
reach Chadwear by seven o'clock in the
morning. It will be daylight then, and
wae can commence our invesligations
right away—that is, if our servicea are
still required.”

After some. further conversalion the
bank manager look his departure,

reatly relieved in mind by the know-
edge that the greatest living detective
would soon be on the trail of the lost
bullion.

“1 think.,” murmured Ferrers Locke
thoughtfully, when he had gone, **that

wo may as well take Lien with us,
Drake. He may be some little trouble
to us, but on the other hand, in a

pounty such as Devon we may find him
of the greatest service.”

“ Rather, sir!” cried the boy. “Let's
take him., 1 think it’ll be ripping having
him with us!"

e —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Lion Has a Crazy Fit,

I' midnight when the Devon
A express left Paddington, Ferrers
J.ocke and Jack Drake were
ensconsed aboard it. The young
bloodhound, Lion, was suugly stretched
out on some sacking in the guard’s van.
By a special arrangement made by the
sleuth before leaving Paddington, the
train was stopped al Chadwear to enable
him and Drake to alight. They, together
with Lion, breskfasted al a small mn at
the carly hour of seven. Developments,
they learnt, had faken place in the case
they had come to solve. A small motor-
lorry had been found abandoned mnear
Daw’s Head on the coast some miles to
ihe cast of Plymouth. This discovery
had been made by the local police before
even Inspector Pyeroft, of Scotland Yard,
had arrived on the scene.

Direcily after breakfast Ferrers Locke
hired a motor-car and a driver, and first
of all set out for the scene of the hold-up.
The line had been repaired, but some
damaged rails lay close to the track. A
railway employee pointed out the curious
gfiect of the first explosion on them.

“No one knows whai sort of stuff was
nsed for blowing up the line, sir,” he
gaid. ** You'll notice these rails look just
ns {hough they were cut siraight off with
a kmfe.”

“There was no twisled metal in the
pcighbonrhood of the explosion?”

“ None, sir. It's just as though about
five yards of each rail had been blown
to France for all the signs anyone could
find of 'em. The exnlosion at the door
of the mail van was a curions one, too.”

The mail van had been detached from
the (rain at Chadwear afier the mails
had been transferred, and when Locke
and Drake relwmned {o the little town
gthey carefully examined .,

A pnrlinn of one door of the van was
romplotely gone. But, sirangely enough,
the woodwork was not shattered, It
was just as though a great hole. had
been drilled into the door and side of

the van, and the edges of the aperifure
were so smooth that they might have
been finished off with a plane.

“ Frankly, I'm very puzzled!”
admitted Ferrers Lock. * But let us go
out to that place where the motor-van
was discovered.”

He gave an order to the driver, who
started out towards the coast. Locke
and Drake sat back in their seats enjoy-
ing the fresh air of the early mormng.
Lion, the bloodhound, sat between them,
his nostrils dilated and looking as
though he were not quite sure whether
he liked this mode of progression.

The small motor-lorry, which, it was

resumed, had been used for taking the

ullion away after the train hold-up,
was still in the spot where it had been
abandoned. This was on a stony slope
which led down to the sea beach
between two cliffs, one of which, owing
to its peculiar shape, was known as
Daw’s Iead.

It was nearly nine o'clock by this
time, and quite a few people were
gathered in the vieinity of the van.
Among the number were a couple of
member of the Devonshire police.
Inspector Pycroft and another member
of the C.1.D., and three or four local
inhabitants from some of the large resi
dentinl houses near the coast.

FERRERS LOCKE.

The inspector seemed surprised to sed
Ferrers Locke and Jack lruke arrive
on the scene. He detached himself
from conversation with an elderly
entleman in a black skull-cap, who was
wing wheeled in a bathchair, and came
across to greet the new arrivals

“ Good-day, Mr. Locke! Hallo, Druke
my lad, you're looking hale and hearty!
And say, that's a fine-looking pup you've
got in the car! What have you brought
him here for—an aicmg?”’

Ferrers Locke met the inspector’s
facetiousness with a good-nutured smile,

“That's the ticket, Pycroft!” he said.
“You haven't been introduced to Lion
yet, have you? He only came to us
yesterday, but he took such a fancy to
us that we had to bring him down here
to save him from pining away!”

“Who sent you here, Mr. Locke, if 1
may be so bold as to ask?”

““Well, seeing that youare so bold asto
ask, Pyeroft, I may as well tell you that
it was Mr. Eind{-ﬁ of the London and
Universal Bank. I heard youn were
already on the case. Any luck?”

) The Scotland Yard man pursed his
ips.
“The fact is, Mr. Locke,” he said

You must not miss ¢ The Return of Mr.
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confidently, “we have all arived down
here too late. 1 rewched Chadwear four
hours ugo, but it dudn't take me long
to prove to my own satisfaction that the
birds have flown.”

“You mean the gang that stole the
bullion have got out of the country?"

“] don't exactly say that, Mr. Locke;
but I'd wager anything that the bullion
itself has left the country hours ago.”

“Was anything to be learned from the
abandoned motor, Pycroft?”

“Nothing* to speak of. There were
fresh scratches in the woodwork at the
back of the lorry as though it had been
knocked by heavy iron-bound boxes.
There's no doubt that the motor which
yoit see just over there was the one used
tor the job. It was left unattended near
a licensed house not far from Chad-
wear yesterday afternoon, and was
stolen. But no one saw the thelt, and
no one L‘*t}tittiﬂ[]!ll.t‘lluy can describe the
man or men who took the lorry.”

“You have a list of the residences in
this district*"

“Yes; and one of my men is still
making inquiries from folk in these
parts. I was just chatting with one old
josser mysell.  He's an valid, known
as Professor Ego Balch, a naturalised
German who was living in  England
before the war. Neither he nor any-
one else in these parts to whom I have
spoken has been able to give any in-
formation likely to be of assistance in
getting on to the trail of the hold-up

gﬂ“%"
“Does Balch live close here®”
“He owns that large place called the
Weald, which you can just see among
those trees over there '"—Pycroft pointed
inland. * Of course, Mr. Locke, Scot-
land Yard doesn't get a fair chauce i
a case of this sort. It's true the local
Llulim had the gumption to send for us,
at for a carefully planned conp of this
kind you want to be able to get on the
track ulmost at once, The locals had the
chance, but they proved themseclves a lot
of bunglers. Beyond finding this smali
motor-van, they weren't able to get
another decent clue.”

Locke nodded sympathetically, and
sad :

“Well while I'm here T should just
like to look at that lorry.”

“PDo, by all means!” said Pycroft.
“There's nothing to be discovered from
it: I only wish there was.”

Before going across to the lorry,
Feriers Locke took Lion from the hired
car to let the dog stretch his legs. But
the sleuth took good care to keep him
o1 the leash,

While Ferrers Locke was examining
the car, Jack Drake took charge of the
dog. DPyeroft stood a little distance apart
chatting with one of the members of the
local force. Some of the residents, most
of whom were retired folk living by the
sea-coast for the benefit of their health,

athered about the lorry, for it had
Emmmv rumoured among thein that the
great Fervers Locke was there. The old
professor sitting in the bathchair was
among the number, attended by a male
nurse who also provided the motive
power for the chair,

When Ferrers Locke had completed
his examination of the motor, he drew
Jack Drake a little aside,

“My boy,” he whispered, * despite
Pycroft’s detailed examination of the
lorry, he managed to overlook one thing.
It is a very trifling thing, certainly, but
one never knows what even the most
trifling clue may lead to. Here it 15—a
couple of squaro inches of cloth,
Evidently someone’s coat got caught m
the side door, and became torn unknown

Fang 1"
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to its owner, who possioly shifted in his]

seet while the motor was travelling
ii'll!ﬂ]ﬂh” ;

He partially opened bis hand to show
his young assistant his find. But at that
moment the high-spirited young blood-
hound thrust his broad muzzle mto the
detective’'s hand, and caught the piece
of cloth between his teeth,

“Leét go, Lion!" said Locke sternly.

But the dog held on while tis koen- |

sensed nostrils sniffed deli ﬂleﬂ#r at the
scrap of cloth. .f"a.p]mrﬂllh]r there was
something about Locke's find which Lion
found exceedingly gratifying to his
olfactory nerves.

The sleuth pinched the dog’s nose
firmly. Lion let go and bounded back
sharply. So sudden was his action thal
Drake was taken unprepared. The leash
was enatched from his hand, and the
bloodhound was free!

With a deep bay of delight, Lion
went scampering round like a mad thing.
Then be stopped suddenly, his head
raised and his nostrils quivering. Again
he gave a bopnd—a great leap forward
this time, Cries of aﬁurm rent the air.
ferrers Locke, Drake, and Pycroft,
dashed after the animal, But they were
too late. Lion hurled himself Full at
the old inyalid in the bathchair!

The huge I'nrm]nv.'s of the dog caught
the professor full on the chest, and the
old man and the chair went toppling
over,

The male nurse yelled and jumped
about, attempting to scare the dog away.
Rolling nhm}S the stony ground fliEl legs
enwrapped in a check travellit rug,
the prolessor gurgled and l?*l,ml: and
waved his arms to ward off the atten-
tions of the excited animal which was
fowning and snufling about him.

“Lion—Lion, come here!"

But Lion did not heed his new
master’s voice. Temporarily he appre-
ciated far more the company of the poor
old fellow he had treated so badly.
Like a great, unwieldy puppy, he leaped
and cavorted about the person of the
recumbent professor, coming down with
his great paws on the old man's chest,
and generally evincing the greatest plea-
sure,

At last, by the combined eflforts of
T.ocke, Drake, and Pycroft, Lion waa
dragged off, and the professor helped
back into his bathchair,

“Bless me, Locke,"” muttered
Hcotland Yard man, “that dog of yours
seemed to go crazy! Lucky the old
boy wasn't hurt much, or you might
have had an action for damages on
yvour hands."

In a few words Ferrers Locke ex-
plained to the inspector what had
occurred : how Lion had gone almost
crazy after sniffing at the small piece of
cloth which had been found in the lorry.
Pycroft waa surprised, and not a little
crestfallen that Locke had found a clue
which he himself had overlooked, He
took charge of the serap of cloth, but
refused to admit that Lion's subse-
quent behaviour was in any way con-
nected with his first little frenzy of ex-
citement st Locke's find.

Locke, however, wore a soriously
thoughtful expression as he turned away
from the Scotland Yard man to tender
his regrets and apologies to the wictim
of the dog's temporary lapse,

But Professor Ego Balch refused to
hear a word of regret or apology.
Brusquely he ordered the male nurse to
wheel him home. Hardly had he gone
a couple of yards, though, than he

|

|

the d 1o

shook a
of Locke

turned in his bathchair and
goarled fist in the direction
and the bloodhound.
“Ach!” he snarled. “TI will kill that
dog for what he do—the brute-beast!"

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In the Bnare of the Scientist.

T was after nightfall when two well-
I knit, athletic figures might have
been seen striding Lriskly over the
rugged country from Chadwear to
wards the line of cliffs which border the
English Chunnel. They were Ferrers
T.ocke and Jack Drake, and, shead of
themy, straining at a stout deathern
leash, was Lion, the bloodhound,

But their objective was not the sea]

coast, althongh they were pmoceeding 1n
that direction. They were making for
the large, rambling residence known as
the Weald, where lived the old pro-
fessor they had seen near the cliffs that
Morning.

The memory of that rather strange
affair with Lion of the morning had left
an impression on the detective’s mind.
It struck him that it might be some-
thing more than coincidence which had

JACK DRAHKE.

led the dog'to-take such a violent fancy

Balch immediately following the
hound's scquaintanceship with the piece
of cloth which had been discovered in
the abandoned motor-lorry.

He had impressed his view upon
Pycroft. But the inspector, though an
excellent f[ellow, worked only by rule
of thumb. He went so far as to have
the Weald and every other residenco
near the clifils scarched that day. No
bullion, however, came to light.
Neither among the garments of the
professor, nor uanyone else, could the
searchers discover an article from which
the scrap of cloth had been torn.

The idea that the invalid Professor
Balch himself had had a hand in the
hold-up, and had actually been in the
lorry on the previous night, seemed an
outrageous supposition. Drake re-
marked upon this as he and TLocke
made their way towards the Weald.

“J] know, my boy,” was the detec-
tive's reply. “It seems perfectly ridicu-
lous. But somehow I think that old
Balch is not quite the invalid he appears
ta be in public.  After he had been
knocked out of his bathchair by Lion,
he showed remarkable activity for a

res
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sick man, Then, if ever there was an
evil-looking scoundrel in existepece it
was that male nurse—Greer is his name
—who was in attendance on the old boy.
If poszible, to-night 1 am going to see
something of the professor's home life,"

Striking a rugged path which led to-
wards the Weald, the sleuth slopped.

“1 took the precaution of gelting that
secrap of cloth back from Pyeroft this
alternoon,” he explained to Drake,
“We will let Lion have another shilf at
it. There's a curious, sweet chemieal
odour attached to the remunant, which
the dog appears to like immensely. 1f
Lion picks up the scent anywhere clgse
to the Weald, 1 shall take it as proof
positive that there 15 the same scarcely
pereeptible chemical odour in the pro-
fessor's clothes.”

Occasionally Locke stopped to hold
the scrap of cloth beneath the nose of
the bloodhound. DBut although Lion
gwung about with his head to the
ground, he evinced no sign of having
secured a scent until they reached a
small side gate which led into the dark-
ened grounds of the cerie old mansion.
Then the dog showed almost as much
excitement as he had done that morn-
ing.

Ferrers Locke looked significantly at
his young assistant, TEntering the
grounds, they were almost dragged to-
wards the Thouse by the bloodhound,
which now had its nose within an inch
or so of the path.

“] have not the slightest. doubt that
we are now on the right trail," whis-
pered Locke.  *Old Balch must have
dismounted from his bathchair at that
side gate and walked to the house.
Obviously he's well enough to walk
when he is out of the public gaze.”

Hardly had the words left his lips
than Jack Drake gripped him by the
arm, The boy pointed towards some
bushes near the erim outline of the
house, 'There, coming towards them
with stealthy tread, werc the dark
forms of two burly men,

Locke and Drake hurriedly dragged
the bloodhound into a =mall rool-shed
near by.

But although the two burly men who
had issued from the house had been
coming in their direction, it was clear
that they had not seen them. The men
passed twenty yards away from the shed
and went down to the side gate, Locke

and Drake meantime soothing Lion,
whose hair was bristling with excite-
ment.

The men returned, and this time ap-
proached the little building. Each held
a hefty stick in his hand. Despite
Locke's efforts to calm him, Lion broke
into a rumbling growl, which grew
deepor as the men came nearer. At
last there was nothing for it but to
loose the dog. Locke did so, and drew
his revolver.

With a mighty bound Lion leaped
forth from the shed. Two gasps of fear
and astonishment left the lips of the
men as they went reeling to either sido
to escapo the charge of the huge dog.
One fell heavily, striking his head
against the stono border of the path,
He lay groaning feebly on the ground,
while his companion sought to cscape
by flight. DBut, with a sharp, quict
order, Ferrers Locke brought this fellow
ko a standstill,

“(et your hands up or T fire !

Lion, although not  well-trained,
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obeyed Drake's curl order for him fo gel
back into the shed.

The next move was to march the more
lively of the two men into the shed.
Between them Locke and Drake tied and
gagged him securely with knotted scarves
and handkerchiefs, That done, they
dragged the other man in and performed
the same .office for him with some old
sacking which they found inside the
shed.

Examining their captives by the aid of
an electric torch, Ferrers Locke recog-
nised one of the men as Greer, the male
nurse of the old professor. Struck by a
sudden idea, the sleuth told Drake to
cover Gireer with a revolver. While the
boy did this, Locke removed the man’s
gags and bonds and changed clothes with
the fellow. Then he tied him up again,
and, with some grease-paints w[hit-h ho
had in bis pocket, set to work to get as
good a facial likencss of Greer as he
could.

“From all acoounts, Drake,” he said,
“ Professor Balch is a very short-sighted
old lad, so I may just pass muster as his
nurse for m-nigrll. It's a risk, but one
which I think I am justified in taking."

Jack Drake shook his head doubtfully,
but m:l.‘:l.‘_-piml without comment the orders
of his chief to stay with Lion in the old
rool-shed and keep guard over the two
captives,

Leaving his young assistant, Ferrers
Locke crept up to the house. A back
door was ajar, and, summoning every
ounce of his courage, he walked in
boldly. Hardly had he stepped into what
appeared to be a spacious scullery, than
he was confronted by a wizened, bent
figure in a black skull-cap. It was !’ro-
fessor Ego Balch?!

“ Ach, Greer ! said the professor, in an
oily tane. “Did you and Morden see
anyone about?"

“No, sir!"” replicd Locke, nmtaling
the gruff voice of the man whose clothes

he had donned. * Morden 1s still out.™

There was something peculiarly sinister
about Balch as he stood facing Liocke af
that moment. His high-domed head, sui-
mounted by the uncanny black skull-cap,
was bent slightly towards the detective.
His eyes were hulf closed and gleaming
with a baleful light as they peered
through his spectacles. His thin, hooked
nose and general attitude gave him the
appearance of some ill-omened bird of
prey. Never for a moment were his slim
fingers still.  They coiled and uncoiled
about each other as he rubbed his hands
together, in a manner which caused a
chill to run down the slenth’s spine.

“Come, Greer," s=aid Balch, “re-
member we have work to do to-night.
Let us go to the laboratory.”

He turned on his heel and hobbled
through a kitchen in which a burly per-
son, who looked like a chef, was sitling
huddled over a small fire. Terrers Locke
followed and kept in atiendance on the
professor until the latter stopped by a
doorwav,

“Switch the light on, Greer !™

Nothing loth, Ferrers Locke stepped
forward and reached up the wall to the
left of the doorway, the usunal situation
for eleetric light switches. DBut no
switches were on the wall on this side,

A soft gurgling laugh rang in his ear.

“Ach, youn are forgetful to-night,
Greer!” came the professor’s  voiee.
“The switches are behund the door.”

Feeling not a little uncasy in lius mind,
Ferrers. Locke fumbled for the switches
and turned on the electrie light,

As the illumination ecame in a white
flood over the room, he started slightly

at the sight which met his eyes. He had
heard from Pycroft that old Balch
dabbled in chemistry and scientific ex-
periments, but he was not prepared to
see such o magnificently-fitted laboratory
as this in such an out-of-the-way part of
Devonshire,

Professor Balch rubbed his hands lo-

ether and watched him gloatingly
lghrnugh his spectacles.

“We will set to work, hein, my friend
Greer " he murmured. * Kindly get the
litmus papers from that drawer [or our
acid tests.”

Locke followed the old man’s eyes and
saw a mahogany eabinét in which was a
drawer with two brass knobs. He walked
across the room past the shelves of test-
tubes and wvarious scientific apparatus,
and grasped the knobs of the drawer, one

2B

adopt for the benefit of the people in this

district. I find my disabilities are a great
convenience sometimes. I do not know
what vou have done to Greer. That I

shall find out when I have dealt with
you,

He gave a chuckle, and resuimed :

“You are perspiring, Mr. Locke, and
you are longue-tied. Ach, but it is diffi-
cult to speak when you have an overdose
of electricity in the system. Ha, hal 1
would give you a thousand volts through
your frame and finish you where you are,
but for one thing. I have taken a violent
dislike to you, Mr. Locke. You have
Ccolne across my pﬂth, and electrocution
would be too pleasant a punishment for
that.”

Locke

twisted and strove to speak.

But a slightly stronger current caused

Lion gave a great leap forward, and before either Ferrers Locke, Drake, or Inspector

Pycroft could stop him, the huge fore-paws
in the bathchair full on the chest.

of the bloodhound caught the invalid
(See Chapter 2.)

in each hand, Simultancously Professor
Buleh, with a fiendish leer on his face,
touched a hidden switch in the wall.

Next moment a low moan was wrung
from Ferrers Locke's lips. The detec-
tive strove to release his hands from the
brass drawer knobs, but a strong electnc
current was passing through his body,
and he was helpless to aid himself, He
was trapped !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Balch Flame,

HE sinister little man in the skull-

I cap watched his victin writling,

an expression of the keenest en-
joyment on his thin, evil face.

% Ach!” he said smoothly., **1i is snid
that electricity is good for the human
frame, Mr. Locke. Tell me if the corrent
is not strong enough. But wait. I will
send for an assistant of mine.” He
touched an electric bell button, and, alter
a pause, addressed the detective again.
But this time his voice rang with undis-

nised malice. “You- fool for coming
were, Mr. Locke! 1 am not so blind as
| may appear. That, like my lameness, 1

him to sel his teeth into his lips to pre-
vent himself from fainting.

Faintly he became aware that a man
whom Balch addressed as Rorke came
into the laboratory. He expericnced a
relief as Balch touched a switch, but he
knew nothing more distinctly until he
found himself bound hand and foot upon
a smooth marble table. Water was
dashed against his brow, and he recovered
gradunlly.

“You fiend!” he hissed, as he strove
to lift himself. * You——"

“ Ach, abuse will not serve you, my
friend ! said Balch smoothly. * Your
death will only come sbout the quicker if
you make a noise.”

Locke lay watching in foscimaled
silence for a few moments. Daring this
time Balch stood looking at the face of a
cold chronometer watch which he had
drawn from his pocket. Suddenly he
gave a sigh of satisfaction, and turned te
the captive detective again.

i Qamew here, not o hundred miles from
here, Mr. Locke,” he drawled, *‘an ex-

losion took place a few seconds ago. I
End arranged the matter all scientifically
in advance, and one of my assisiants lircd
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the mine by means of an electric battery
just this side of the cliffs. Had I the
timo, I would explain exactly what has
occurred, I know you would be highly
interested, But let me show you some of
the scientific wonders of this laboratory.
They are secret, but I can asgsure you that
you will never mertion them outside this
house, Mr. Locke. Ha, ha!”

Giving vent to that evil chuckle, the
wizened old scientist picked up a eurions
apparatus almost like a steel blow-lamp,
such as is used by painters for burning
off old paint from doors and so forth, It
was attached to a battery by means of a
thin wire. i i

Balch fondled the blow-lamp in This
hands, and addressed the recumbent
figure of the sleuth much like a lecturer
addressing a pupil.

“ Ach, but you are aware, Mr. Locke,
that matter is composed of atoms held
together by the grealest physical force
in the universe, That is to say, that
marble slab you are lying on, for
instance. is composed of billions upon
billions of tiny particles, bound by a
force no one has ever thoroughly under-
stood.

“Now, think for a moment. If the
force which holds these countless atoms
of malter together could be released,
what would happen, do wou think!?
Simply that the marble slab, or chair, or
whatever article it 13, would disintograte ;
that 15, it would bé reduced to a mere
heap of dust,”

The old nrofessor paused, and Ferrers
Locke, still somewhat dazed from his
terrible gruelling by the electric current,
demanded :

“Well?
this ™"

“As a point of interest, Mr, Locke,”
relurned the scientist, with a baleful
smile. “Some folk think I am a little
mad, but you will understand how far
they are wrong when I tell you of m
greatest scientific discovery. 'This 1s
nothing less than a Aame—which, inci-
dentally, I have named the Balch Flame
—that has the power to disintegrate
matler. When the flame comes in con-
tact with a piece of wood, stone, or any
other substance, the force which holds
the atoms together in that substance is
released in a violent explosion. Bul let
me demonstrate. I must select a small
article, otherwise we should not live to
gee the result of this experiment.”

He stood a pin upright in a small,
black, wooden saucer. Then, holding the
blow-lamp apparatus towards the pin, he
touched a button on the electric battery.
At once a flaime shot out like a tiny blue
tongue. There was a crashing report,

_ Balch picked up the saucer, and held
it before the detective's gaze. In it lay
a liny heap of silver-coloured powder!

. “Egad!” exclaimed Locke, astounded
in the face of what he knew to be one of
the most amazing discoveries of the age.
“Then it was you who exploded the rail-
way-lines ontside Chadwear and the door
of the mail van on the seven-thirty
train?”

“I did, Mr. Locke,” admitted the pro-
fessor, with an exaggerated bow.

Next, the sinister little man drew a
small square glass jar, filled with a
greenish-coloured fluid, near the cdge
of a table, und loosened one of the straps
which bound the sleuth, so that he could
twist round slightly to see. Then he
took & dead guinea-pig, and dropped it
intp the fluid. There was a hissing and
bubbling in the acid, and when this had

Why are you telling me all

subsided the guinea-pig was no longer
visible,

“That acid is another of my discoveries,
Mr. Locke,” said Balch, rubbing his
hands. *“ As a detective, you will readily
perceive how useful it might be for
ridding oneself of an enemy., The body
simply disappears. And that, my friend,
is what is going to happen in your case,
In fifteen minutes' time you will have dis-
appeared as completely as that guinea-
pig you saw!"

With horrificd eyes Locke saw Balch
and the man Rorke open a cupboard, and
wheel out a large glass tank on a small
home-made trolly, with furniture castors
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for wheels, This took them some little
time, for the tank was almost filled with
the greenish fluid, and they were careful
not to spill any.

But, little by little, Locke had worked
his right hand loose from the bonds
which held him fast to the marble slab.
As the tank of acid was wheeled beneath
him he suddenly wrenched his hand free,
Then he drew a small phial from hia
pocket, opened it, and thrust a white
lozenge in his mouth.

With a choking cough, he struggled to
raise his head.

“I=—I've done you, you fiends! At
least, I have chosen my own manner of
dying! Sorry—sorry to gpoil your——"
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His voice trailed away, and he sank
back with a [aint gurgle,

A sharp exclamation of anger left the
professor's hi

“ Ach, Himmel !
self 1"

Next moment he received a bigger sur-
riz¢ than Locke had done when the
atter had witnessed the demonstration
of the Balch Flame. The detective’s fist
shot out like a ramrod. It caught the
fiendish old scientist a violent blow on the
side of his black skull-cap,

With a shrill howl of fear he went reel.
ing backwards. He crashed against the
glass tank, There was an ominous crack,
and the glass broke., Next moment the
acidd poured forth on to the laboratory
Aoor in a siream, swirlimg round the
feet and legs of the old professor and
his henchman.

And Ferrers Locke, very much alive
and elated at his successful ruse, tore off
his bonds, and stood upon the marble
slab. Then with a mighty bound he
leaped headlong throngh the laboratory
window.

Hardly had le done so (than Balch,
clawing wildly, cluiched the Balch Flame
apparatus. Next moment there was a
blinding explosion in the laboralory.
Locke felt himsell propelled a dozen feel,
as though by a mighty wind, and then,
dazed and bruised, he crawled towards
Jack Drake and Lion, who bounded out
of the root-shed to meet him,

Ile has poisoned him-

. - - - w L

On the following morning the where-
abouts of the golden bullion taken from
the train was as greal a mystery as ever,

Neither the bodies of Professor Balch
nor Rorke had been discovered, Liter-
ally they had been disintegrated by the
effect of the terrible blue flame which
the former had discovered. Moreover,
the knowledge of this wonderful flame
which had the power to release the forces
of matler died with the scientist. Greer
and the other man, named Morden, had
been taken in charge by the police,

Remembering Hnln.-_l}'a strange words
about an explosion “ ndt a hundred miles
from here,” Ferrers Locke instituted
further inguiries. ¥rom a retired colonel
who lived near the Daw's Head, he learnt
that a curious rumbling sound had
alarmed several people on the previous
might.

Gradually an amazing theory began to
form in the sleuth’s keen mind. With
Drake and the bloodhound he began to
patrol the cliffs. But it was Lion himself
who really made the wonderful disfovery.
The dog suddenly began scraping and
sniffing among the stones on the rugged,
uneven ground. Gradually he unearthed
a piece of wood.

Locke requested Drake to go to a
house a couple of hupdred vards away
for a spade. The boy did so, and theo
sleuth set to work to dig the stones
away. Soon a small square trap-door
was revealed. It took the combined
efforts of the two to raise it, but when
they had done so they found a ladder
beneath leading down into a big cave.

Leaving Drake in charge of the dog,
Ferrers Locke descended, with his electrio
torch to illuminate his way,

A truly astounding sight met his eyes,
At first he could see pothing but a
tumbled pile of rocks and sand in the
cave. Then, bearing in mind what he
had seen on the previous night, he care-
fuilly examined the sand, It was heavy,
and glistened with dull gold.

Hastily returning to the surface, the
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—-Next Monday's issue is even better.

Jeterlive~told  Dreake what was m Ins
.

“The whole thing's as clear as day-
light to me now, iy boy,” he said. “The
stealing and disposal of that hullion was
the most seientific and cunning erime 1n
my whole experience, Baleh lnmself took
charge of the whole arrangements, The
hoxes of bullion were brought here,
'Then last night a special charvge of that
Balch flamie was fired against the boxes
by electricity. "The gold and the wood
bectimie o much samd m that =ecret eave,
to be retrieved as fortune favoured the
criminals,  The explosion  evidently
destroved part of the roof of the cave,
and rdonbtless some of the gang worked
repairing it and putting m a new trap-
door. DBy Jove, won't old Pycroft be
surpriscd at our latest find!”

Inspector Pyeroft was more than sur-
prised ; he was flabbergasted when Locke
told him where the bullion, in the form

o ;_‘nlll-:]ll:.-—.l:,r could be fomud, Bt Fervors
Law ke modestly refused to take the eredit
for the find., TInstead., he insisted that
lion, the handsome young bloodhound,
vwas the real discoverer of the secrel cave.

“You sae, 1"}'1 rolt.” he sauld t'hl:lmﬂgiy.
“1 was just as well that we neoght our
pet lapdog down here for an aming.
[Te was able to prove to me beyond
doubt that DBalch, dezpite his appavent
inlirmity, was anxed up in the train
robbery.  Awd 1l was Lion's keen sense
of smell which detected a different odour
of the ground above the cave.”

“Well, }F admit you and yvour hound
have performed womnders, Mr, Locke,”
vaid the Scotland Yavd man, *'1've had
roime experience of tracking down crooks,
but, by Jove. old Balkh was one too
many for me, I'll admnt.”

“1o was certainly a gididy inagician,”
renmarked Jack Drake, stooping to pat
Lion on ithe head. Awd he added more
seriously : I think that it's just as well
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For thie world that the secret of the Balch
Flime died with the old scientist,”

“You're right, my boy ! snid Ferrers
FLocke decidedly. " 'The tnial of the other
rogues should hring out some interesting
facts!”

The man Greer, under the impulso of
a pwlly  conscience, twned King's
Evidence. But it did not save him going
to u long term of imprisonment, with
other members of a gang c‘hl[ﬂn}'i‘.‘t] ||_'I.'
the master-criminal Baleh,

By carciul panning of the sand in the
cave, all ihe gold was recovered, save a
foww onnces, and hoth Ferrers Locke aud
Jack Drake received handsome cheques
from the manaver of the London amld
Universal Huuk., As for Lion—well, he
was guite coutent with a big, juicy boue,

‘ TNE END,

(Nexet Mamday's magnificent story of
Frerrers  Larcki introduces  an  old
chavacter from the mystic East. Pon't
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