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A BUMPER ISSUE—FULL OF GOOD THINGS!
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THE MEETING OF ERNEST LEVISON WITH HIS RUNAWAY BROTHER!

GRAND SCHOOL AND DETECTIVE STORIES IN THIS ISSUE!
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2 Your Editor is always pleased to hedar from his chums!

Do the home jobs
yourself

¥ou can save and at the same time get mwore pleasure
out of your lelsure by doing all the home johs yourseif.
No epecial skill is neceasary, nor do you require to have amy
previous knowledge or experience. Make vp your mind to try,
and we guaraotee (as 145,000 users bhave found) that

AMATEUR
MECHANIC

Edited by Bernard E. Jones,
will tell you how and show you how

to do any and every job as well, quickly, and efficiently”as any
tradesman. There ig no waiting to study or learm. You can
start on amy job that wants doing the very firet day this
mopey-saving book arrives at your home.

Learmm to make—

A Wirclexs Ountfit—A Pair of Rivelsd Boots—A Garden Path-—Cshivel
Fritings o Metal—Boap at Home—Glues and Varnishes—Locked Daors
extra Becurc—A Model Filying Machine—A Hot Water Tuwel Hail—A
Gramophone—Porambalator Hoods—Theatrical Renery—A  Miallress—
Prames for Picturss—Furniture Bevivers—Plaster Casts—Inwisibje Inks
—Fine Fretwork—Line Blocks—Gramophone Cabineta—Dexivine Adhesives
—Artistic Bed-room Fitments—A Clothes *Posi—A Pair of HHaml-Bewn
Hoots—8 in Chipped (ilaws—Cemenia—Door Holis, Hinges, cte.—
Ourtain Fittings—8quare Hauging Baskets—Acids for Etching Metals—
Anti-Prevczing Bolutions—A" Self-closing  Door-Camtings  in Metal—
Cellulold Varnish—Roller Blinda—Bent Ironwork Artificis] Marble-A
Mailcart—A Bwing—A Bundial Pedestal—8teocil Plates,

Learn to mend—

Leathor (ouches—Cano-weated Chairs—0ld  China—-Chair  Bottoms—
Modern Watches—0ld Clock Dials—Step-ladders—Oilcloti—Hot Waler
Pipes—Windows and Doors—Picture Frames—Ranze Hollers ~Mahogany
Avmchiuirs — Planos — Kuives and Forke—- Plestering -fiax  Fiitinge—
Bpeaking Tubes—Cooking Rauges -Metal Vessels -Fock-1 aud Pra Klives
—Leather Bags--Grandfather locks—Defeetivn Floorboards Speetacles. -
Exceasive OQutflow at Taps—Dining Chairs- Mirrors, Mawielioards, eie,
~Yiolin Bows—Duich and French Clocks—Floor Tiles--Typewriters—
Broorlies—I.ocks—Heisnors—Hook Covers—lron  and  Hrase Hedsleadw—
Cabinet TFiuvingw—Linoleum and Mattiogs=001 FPamiings Vot inn
Blinds -Shelves aid Rails—Hot Water Appariatus- Hoots and Shoes,

These men do their own jobs now
Mr. J. H. GREGORY, Acton, London, W.3, wiites :—

-Hl"!'dl”rl ariicles o '()'@-rh;u]i"g i H{j'gr-['_‘sr]p' and "W orhinnline @
MotarLdar ' are, from my point of view as a fitter, exevlbnl] they
would be of real use to many wha are NOT *awateurs.” 1 bBonestly
conaider this work is worth double oy trélls what yon rcharge for i,
it in for and away beyond my imavining aboutr it. 1 shall eertainly
recognmend it

Mr. J. McGRAFFIN, Workington, writcs :—

“These bonks are fall of wslul inmrormation, and the illustrations are
quite clear for auyone Lo learn from. T ame sure (he books will repay
anyon: wha ouly takes up on= of the nuuwrous (radis dealt with, |
am a bout repaiver and maker, and have been cheven years in that fFaile,
a0 I think J should Bo abie 1o judg: as o whal your ariicles in
eonuection with 1hat trade nrs worth.™

THIS BOOK FREE!

I you will just write your name aml wddrers on the eoupon,
tear off und post it on to us, we will immodiately wend you a
handsowely ihuutrnt.nd ook which explains in detuil wll about
“ THE AMATEUR MECHANIC.” Don't delay; write for the

bouk to-day., It is ahsolutely free.
POST COUPON NOW! %
N required
Just sign and post this Coupon
Yo THE WAVERLEY BOOK CO., Lid. (Dept. Mag. L.),
98, Farringdon Stresat, London, E.C. 4.
Plcpar send me. without eharge or obli i1len to order, your Froe
illegtrated Buoobklel. contaiuiog all parieu of * THE AMATEUR
MBCEANIC," with speeimen % and (llustrstions; also iularmation
as 18 your offer to send the Cowplete Work at core for & nominal first

paymicnt, the balance fo be paid by @ few rmmall monthly payments
beginning thipty days after delivery of the Work.
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"By Macxer Lingary.—XNo. 793

“UNDER THE SHADOW!”

HAT 3s the title of next Monday's ripping story of

Greyfriars, by your popular author, Frank Richards.

The advent of Ernest Levison in the Greyfriars

_ Remove has awakened many doubts in the minds of

thg juniors as to whether his reform is really genuine. Even

the best fellows cannot forget that Ernest Levison was onco

a young blackguard of a very deep and shady order, and

with such mean-spirited schoolfellows as Skjnner & Co.

occasionally adding fuel 10 a fire that will burn despite

Levison's attempts 4o extinguish it, so to speak, the atmo-

sphere is charged with dark doubts and whispered state-

ments that Levison is just as big a “blade” as he was in
the old days.

Peter Hazeldene plays a very. prominent part in next
week’s {ine story—a part that promises a nasty entangle.
ment for a certain jumior who attempts to help Hazel out
of a ditficulty, To say anything more about ihe theme o
this coming treat would be giving away too much; but, my
chums, if you miss * Under the Eghmlm-: 1" the regretfulness,
ns Inky would describe it, will be terrific!

“THE MAN FROM CHINATOWN!*"

Yet again does the mysterious Mr. Fang come into conflicl
with the world's deverest crime investigator, Ferrers Locke,
and yet again Joes the “Tiger " prove his superiority iu
wita and pluck. You will like this ripping varn, of that |
foel certain, so make a point of ordering next Monday'™
MAGXET carly.

KING CRICKET !

.The bard-working crowd of comtributors on the staff of
the (reyrriars Ilemacp have turned out a special Uricket
Supplement, and now that his majesty the sun coudescends to
sinile upon us, such a feature could not have heen produced
at a mora opporiune moment,  Therefore. chums, look
forward to a special supplement packed willh fun and migth.
Not a dry line in 1t!

LIMERICKS !

I am very glad to see that hundreds of my chums have
responted to the call of the Limerick, so to speak, but i1's
thousunds I'm wanting. Surely YOU can think of a suitable
last line to-this weck’s verse. I am perfecily well aware
that there are mmumerable readers who tlunk ithat they
are ont of their depth when it comies to Limericks, Such is
not the case. take it [rom me. Why, even the office-boy
gors about his business “spouting ' last lines to Limericks,
and if he ean do it with such apparent «ase, surely you can
go one hetter after a foew moments’ guict ~tudy? Ilave .
shot at this week's verse NOW!

THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL!

For the benefit of those of my readers who are cager lo
obtain a copy of the Iolhday A]Illtlf[F. I have much pleasure
in informing them that there is stil a limited nuinber of
copics availuble. Readers are requested to apply to their
newsagent without loss of time. Remewber, there's a deal
of truth in the oft-repeated warning—Place your order NOW
and avoid Jdisappointiment.

£10 IN PRIZES !

Every week the Magser offers the above amouni of cash
to successful cutrants in the simple PICTURE IMUZZLE
competition. Ilave you attempted io solve the mcture in
this week's issue? IU's quite casy, really. Try your hand

T vour €ditor.
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The author who appeals to everyone—Frank Richards ! 3

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
To Mect Ernest Levison !

ks OMEBODY ought to mieet him."

S *“Yes, rather!”

“He's an old Greyfriars
chap—"

“ And not a bad sort.”

“ Somebody cerlainly ought to meet
him at the station.”

“Five somebodies, if possible,” sug-
gested Bob Cherry. * Us, in fact!”

Harry Wharton laughed.

I was Friday, anc nearly time for
afternoon classes at Greyfriars. The
weather was beautifully fine; a golden
sun shone in a sky of {inudlem blue. It
was an afternoon that seemed designed
by Nature for a lmlf-hulidaly, But it was
not, unfortunately, a hali-holiday—and
that afternoon there was Euclid, There
was not a fellow in the Greyfriars
Remove who wouldn't gladly have given
Eueclid a miss, and rambled out ot gates
to enjoy the sunshine. And that after-
noon Levison, of the Fourth Form at
St. Jim's, was coming over to Greyfriars.

The Famous Five discussed the matter
seriously.

Obviously, it would be only polite to
Levison for somebody to meet him at
the station. Iqually obviously, it ought
to be 2 member of his old Form, Levison
once having been in the Greyfriars Re-
move. Still more obviously, 1t ought to
be one of the Famous Five—or all of
them—because it was such beautiful
wealher, and because there was Euclid!

“Let's ask Quelchy!” said Johnny
Bull. *“ After all, he can’t do more than
say ' No.” ”

¥ After all, we're the chap’s friends”
said Nugent. *“ We didn’t pull with him
when he was at Greyfriars; bul since
then q

“ Wea pull all right now, when we see
him,” said Harry Wharton. “I really
think we ought to meet hirf in Friar-
dale. and—and give hin a greeting and
a welcome back to his old school.”

“T,ook at the weather!” said Bob
Cherry. “Even Mr. Quelch ought to
understand that il's a sin and a shame
to g!irk indoors on a day like this!"”

“Form masters don't understand those
things,” said Harry, with a shake of the

head. “But this being a special
oceasinn—""

“ Very special 1" said Nugent.

“The speciality is terrific!” said

“Let us proceed to the

Hurree Singh.
esteemed Quelchy and put it to him.”
“Catch himn before lessons,” said Bob.
“If we leave it till we sce him in class,
some rotter may shove in before us and

ask him. Skinner or Bolsover major
would be jolly glad to get out of lessons.
You know what slackers they are!”

“1 say, you fellows—""

“ Oh, buzz off, Bunter !"

“I heard ell you were saying,” said
Billy Bunter, blinking at the chums of
the Remove with an indignant blink
through his big spectacles, **and you've
got to keep oft the grass!”

“Whatt"

“I'm going to ask Quelchy for leave
to meet old Levison at the station,” ex-
slained Bunter. * As he used to be my
best pal when he was at Greyfriars, it's
up”l-:: me, In fact, Levison will expect
it.

13 S-Eit. I:H

“It's rotlen Euelid this afternoon,”
went on Bunter. “I want to get out of
it as much as you fellows do.’

“You fat slacker!” said Bob Cherry
vitheringly. * Do you think we're only
thinking of dodging clasges?”

“Of course!” said Bunier. “No
gammon, you know! You want to cut
classes, and so do I. But I've got first
claim as Levison's old pal!"

“Rats "

“Now, look here, you fellows

“Bosh!"

“T'm jolly well going to ask Quelchy !
snorted Bunter. * You cheeky rollers
can keep off the grass.”

Billy Bunter rolled hurriedly into the
School Hounse, evidently with the inten-
tinon of getting in the first word with
the Remove master,

“The cheeky, fat bounder——"" began
Nugent indignantly.
“Tet him rip,” said Bob. *Quelchy

won't let Bunter off-=he knows the fat
slacker only wants to cut lessons.”

“ And we don't!"” murmured Wharton.

Bob grinned.

“Well we want to meol Levison, as
well.” he said. *“If it were a half-holiday
we'd go to the stalion to give him a
welcome. Bunter wouldn't.”

“That's so. We're disinterested,” sail
the captain of the Remove, with a laugh.
“ And it's such a ripping afternoon——"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Smithy !

Vernon-Smith of the Remove came up
to the ¥Famous Five. There was a

A long complete story of Harry
Wharton & Co.,with Ernest Levison
—ex-scholar of Greyfriars—as the
central figure., A yarn that will

bring home to the reader the mani-

fold difficulties Levison, now a
reformed character, has to face on
account ol his shady past.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

thoughtful expression on the face of the
Dounder of Greyiriars,

“You I[ellows know (hat Levison's
arriving this afternoon!?” he began.

The chums of the Remove chuckled.

“Just a few!"” said Dob.

“ I was thinking of going to the siation
to meet him,"” said the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Vernon-Smith looked surprised.

“*What's the joko?” he asked.

“Well, we were thinking of the sama
thing,” said Harry Wharton. *'As 1t's
such a rnipping afternoon—I mean, as
Levison 1s an old schoolfellow ot
OUTS i

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"

The Bounder grinned.

“T see! Well, I was thinking of ask-
ing Quelchy,” he said. * Levison did me
n good turn once when he came over
here——"'

“1 remember,” said Harry.

“1'd like to give him a welcome. But
if you fellows thought of the wheeza
lirst !

Peter Todd joined the group oulsida
the School House.

“You fellows know that Levison—""
he began, interrupting the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My hat! Is the whole giddy Form
thinking of meeting Levison at tha
station?” ejaculated Bob Cherry. *'Levi-
son would be flattered if hoe knew hbwe
jolly popular he is here!”

“Oh! You fellows thinking of it,
oo asked Peter.

“Just a trifle!”

“ Bunter's gone lo ask Quelchy, and
we're poing,” chuckled Frank Nugent.
“T dare say Lhere will be a regular pro-
cession to Quelchy’s study to ask him
foran exeat, Some fellows may have
started already.”

“(h, my hat!” exclaimed Johnny Bull.
“We're wasting time. Tet's start ab
once, and take it in turns.”

“ (rood EE’EI"

“1 suppose I ought to go in firsl, as
caplain of the Form !” murmured Whar-
ton, as the juniors entered the School
House.

“Wouldn’t alphabetical order be bestt™
asked Johnny Bull, with a grin.

“ Hardly—unless we begin at the end
of the alphabet—"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Dunler
I Tue MacxeT LiBrary.—No. T34
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Billy Bunter came away from M.
Quelch's study. 'There was a frown on
his fat faée, and he passed the Removites
with a smff. Evidently, Billy Dunter’s
application for lcave had not been suc-
cessful

“Tirst wicket down!” grinned Bob.
“ Now then, man inl”

“ila, ha, hal”

“But who's the mani” asked Peler
Todd. “We can't all squeeze 1nto
Quelchy’s stady together,”

““He's pot likely to give leave to more
thar one,” sald V’:mnn-ﬂmith. “I'll try
fixst if you like.”

"Hazeldene of the Remave came hits
ricdly along the corrider. He passed Lhe
grﬂuP of juniors with a suspicious glance,
iappédd al Mr, Quelch’s door, and entered,
ITarry Whartan & Co. could guess easily
enough what he wanted there.

*'ul'.lazﬂl will bag it V" grunted Johnny
Dull,

The juniors waited. Hazel was less
than a winyte in Mr. Quelch’s study. Lo
the r:iief of the waiting jumors, he came
ont with a seawling face.

“Sapand wicket down!” s=aid Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Now then, next man in, before a
whole giddy army comes along,” said
Bob Cherry. “I can see Bolsover major
in the offing,” 3

“0Oh, give Smithy a chance!” end
Wharton. “ ¥ou try your luck, Smithy,
ahd we'll wait”

“Thanks!” said the Bounder,

And he tapped at the Form master’s
door, and went in, and Harry Wharton
& Co. waited for the result.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Skirner’s Luck !

R. QUELCH glanced np at
M Vernon-Smith, with a slight
knitting of the brows, Possibly
he was not prepared to hold a
receplion just then. How many requests
for leave he had slready had Smithy did
not know ; but he looked as if he had had
a good many, and had grown tired of
them, So the Bounder began diplo-
uia Lically.

" Excuise me, sir——

“What is it, Vernon-Smith 7"

“*May I ask how Levison minor is,
grri" asked the Bounder.

AMr. Quelch unknitted his brows,

“Levison minor shows a slight im-
provemenl, Vernon-Smith,” he angwered.
“1 am afraid that he will not be able to
leave the sanatorium for some weeks
to return to his own school. But he will
be able to sce his brother, who 1s
arrivine here this afternoon.”

“Levicon 15 coming over from Bt,
Jim's ta-day, sirf” asked the Dounder, as
if that was news to ham,

“Yes; he arrives by the two-thirty
{rain at Friardale.”

“I suppose he knows his brother is
1!l here, su "

“Certainly. Dr. Locke has communi-
cated with Dr. Holmes, at 3t. Jim's, and
explained how Levison mmor was found
wandering by Wharton and his friends,
anid brought here.”

" Will Levison major stay here, siri”

“He will probably remain so long as
his young brother 1s obliged to remain,
Vernon-smith. In that case, he will
altend classes with the Remove—his old
Form here. I understand that that has
been arranged between the two head-
masters,”

“"I'm rather friendly with Levison of
St Jim's, sie,” said the Bounder diffi-
dently, *Could I—

—

He was coming to business at last. But
Mr. Quelch hfted his hand, and
imntervupted.

“1 you are about to ask me for leave
to meet Levison at the station, Verhon-
Smith——"

" Yes, sir! J—"

"1 have already given Skinner leave
for that purpose.”

“Bkinnkr!” exclaimed the Dounder.

“Yes; T understand that Skinner was
an very friendly terms with Levison
when he was a Greyfriars boy.”

#Bold!” ejaculated the Bounder in-
voluntariiy.

“Whut—what did you say, Vernon-
Smith”
“I—I1
Bouhder,
“ yYuua haod bhetter go, Vernon-Smith.”

Smithy left the study with a glum face,
Harry Wharton & Co, fixed their eyes
upon him inquiringly as he closed the
Form master’'s door behind him.

“Third wicrket down!” gripned Beb
Cherry, “ Whao's next man in¥°

“No go!” said the Bounder. “We've
been forestalled. Skinner's got leave
already.”

“ Skinner!” yelled Johony Bull.

“Yés, bother him "

“Oh, blow S8kinner!™

“The blowfulness is terrific!”

. Rnl.tn?l” ’

“Just like that mean rotter Skinner,
butting in " said Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“We may as well hook it."

The Removites drifted down the
corridor, They met Bolsover major of
the Remove, evidently on his way to Mr,
Quelch's study. DBolsover major gave
them a suspicious look,

“I say, I supposze you fellows haye
heard about Levison coming over from
St. Jim's this afternoon——"

“We've heard of nothing elsé for some
time,” answered Bob.

“I'm thinking of asking Quelch for
lea v @——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Why shouldn’t I?" demanded Bolsover
angrily. :

“No reason why vou shouldn’t, if you
want tb, old top,” said Bob. “Go in and
win 1"

Bolséver major swung on towards the
Form master’s study, Harry Wharton &
('o. continued on their way, and at the
corner of the passage encountered Sncop
and Stott.,

mean——"  stammered the

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! You two
merchanis want anything?” asked Dob
Cherry.

“Levison's coming——"

“This afternoon——""

“Ha, ha, hal”

“We're going fo ask Quelchy for leave
to meot him at the station.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” 3

Harry Wharton & Co. walked out into
the quadrangle. The fine weather that
sunny afternoon had evidently had a con-
siderable effect on the whole Remove,
and Levison of St. Jim’s was in great
demand as a reason for getting out of
classes,

In the quad the Co. came on Skinner,
strolling with his hands in his pockets,
and a satisfied smile on his thin, sharp
face.

5o you've bagged it?” demanded Bob

Cherry.
Skinner slared al him.
“Ragged whati” he asked,
“ Leave for the afternoon.
you put in for it?”
Skinner grinned.
“1 came early to avoid the erush,” he

When did

Havn2z you tried your hand at cur new Limerick Competition ?—

explained.  “1 caught Quelchy before
dinner, The carly byrd cptches the jolly
old worm, you know "

" You'd better resign in our favour,”
said Bob. * After all, we're friendfy
with Levison, and pou’re not.”

“What rot}” said Skinner. “ Levison's
quite an old pal of mine—more 1 my
line than yours, too. You don’t want to
drop in at the Bird-in-Hand with hiro for
o El;%‘t?ke and a game of billlards, do
you?’

“Why, you young blackguard—"
began Bob hotly.,

Skinner yawned,

“Levison's chucked that kind of thing

long ago, S%]‘-:inn_er,“ said Harry Wharton
gmeu_}*. ‘He's quite different at St.
im’s, from what he was like when he

was at Greyfriars,”

“So I've heard,” :ssented Skinner.

“WEH, then——""

“But I don’t believe all I hear, you
know,” said Skinmer, with a grin. *1've
dong some spogofing myself in my time,

you Khow."
“It's not spoof in Levison's case—""
“Bow-wow |
“Lgok here, Skintier—"
“Rats |
“Qentlemen, nhaEs, and fellows,” said
IBnb Cherry., ‘“‘Skinper jsn't the right

person to meet Levifon~now a reformed
 character, and worthy of association
| with oyr nable gelves. Skinner is called
upon to resign in our favour.”

“I'll" see you hanged first!"”
Skinner.

“Qr else,” continued Bob, “it will be
our dnty to bump Skinner, as a warning
that the way of the giddy transgressor is
hard "

“ Hear, hear!”

Skinner jumped away.

“¥You stlly owl—you—you—— Hands

=aid

off! Oh, yaroodh!”

Bump!

“Oh erumbs! Ow}”

S ‘I'III-.I!allu, hallo, hallo! There's the
ell !

The juniors crowded away to the
Remove Formerpom, leaving Harold
Skinger to pick himself up rather
breathlessly. While the golden spn

giled westward that afterngon through
cloudless blue, thé Removites devoted
' themselves to fnstruction in the Form-
room; and Harold Skinner, with more
luwek than he certainly deserved,
satintered down to Friardale with a
straw hat on the back of his head, and
a smile on his face, to meet Levison of
at, Jim's, and to enjoy a ““razale " with
the fellow who had once heen the black
sheep .of Greyiriars. At all events, that
was Skinner's happy anticipation—which
was not destined to be realised.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Skinner !
RIARDALE !

M

F Ernest Levison starled.

The St Jum'z junior was

thinking—thinking deceply—as

he sat in the ecarriage. Ernest Levison

had pleniy of food for thought—not all

of it pleazant—as the train rolled on

towards the nTti school of which he had
once been a member,

He was thinking of his young brother
Frank, now ill in the sanatorium at
Grevfriars. Ile was thinking of the
good news he had for the runaway fag.
He was thinking, too, of old days at
Greyfriars, when he had been in the
Remove. and on the worst of tarms with

Harry Wharton & Co. That old enmity

Don't forget—Frank Richards writes only for the MAGNET and the ‘ Popular” 1
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—1It’s quite simple, believe me. Have a shot of it NOW! 5

had long passed. More than
had met the chums of Greyfriars, on the
occasion of school matches, and he
believed they had learned to respect him
—perhaps to like him. He knew that
they liked his young brother,

But it was strange to be going back
to Greyfriars to stay. Often and often
had he thought of the reckless folly that
had closed against him the doors of his
old school: thought of it, and repented
of it. He had cfnne well at 8t Jim's;
he was glad to be there. Ie was friends
with Tom Merry & Co. Perhaps it was,
indeed, all for the best. If he had re-
mained at Ureyfriara he would never
have known Clive or €ardew, his best
chums, Yet there was, deep down in
his heart, a loyal affection for his old
school, and a pain in remewmbering that
he had left it in disgrace.

That was all forgotten now, or almost
forgotten, by others; not by Levison
himself, ITe stood well with the Grey-
friars fellows now. The Head had
offered fo take him back if he chose to
return. He was welcome now al Grey-
friars . welcome to remain with his for-
mer schoolfellows, till Frank was well
enough to return to St. Jim's with him.
He wondered what it would be like in
the old Form-room, with his old Form-
fellows, his old Form: master. It would
be like old times, but nol quite the
same,

“Friardale!"

The old porter’s voice called out the
name of the staiion. Levison of the

Fourth rose hasiily, caught up his bag,

and stepped from the tvain,

Ho did not expect to be met at Friar-
dale: he knew the fellows would be in
class at that hour. But as he walked
along the platform to the exit, a rather

weedy figure detached itsell from d#p
automatic machine, and stood in lus
path,

“Hallo, old bean!”

“Hallo, Skinner!”

“Faney seeing you here again!” said
Skinner, with a grin.

Levison nodded, making an attempt to
look pleased. It was civil of Skinner to
come along and meet him; but he wounld
rather have seen anybody but Skinuner,
Skinner had beeu an associate in the old
days, and in doings that Levison would
rather have forgotien.

Skinner shook hands with him warmly.

“Jolly to see vou herel” he saud
heartily.
“You're very good,” said Levison.

“Did you come to the station specially ¥
“You bet!”
“Thanks!”

claas now 1"
“1 got leave (o come, as your old pal

at (J?t-rr}'friﬂrn," explained  Skinner.

“You've come at a lucky moment.”
“How's thal?”
“Ruclid this

Skinner,

Levison laughed.
grave pghin ol Onee.
“My brother——"" ha began.

“Right as rain!" said Skinner. * Laid
up in sanny with a sort of cold, that's
all, Queer the kid coming along like
that. Wharton and his pals picked him
up in a barn, or a shed, or something,
over by Lantham. He ran away from
svhool, what¥"

*“Yeos."

“TTp to some game, of course?”

“No: all a mistake, as 1t turned
ont."”

Skinner v inked.

saitl Levison. “Isn't 1t

afternoon,”  explained

nlfl ]!["- fﬂ.{"l'.* I.i'i'i'flllli."'

ouce he

‘4am
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“I'm sorry,”” sald Bunter, waving a fat hand at Levison. ** But in
the circumstances I can’t have you to tea in my study. We’re rather
particular in No. 7. Sorry ; but there it is ! ** ** You cheeky owl ! ™'

1oared Levison, wrathfully.

Don't tell me if you don’t

““Right-ho!
You've got

want to. I'in not curious.
off from school?”

“T'mn to stay at Greyfriars till Frank
is well.”

“You're a deep card!” said Skwner
admiringly, “I remember you always
were, old chap. You'll bag two or
three weeks off from lessous by working
the brotherly-love stunt.”

Levison knitted his brows a little.

“I shall join the Remove while I'm
at Greyfriars, and work with the other
fellows." he said. * That’s undersiood.”

Another wink from Skinner,

“Only Quelchy won't be able to drive
you as he does us, in the giddy ecir-
eumstances,” he said. * Deep—very
deep! By the way, your minor doesn’l
seem much like you."”

“Doesn't he?” said Levison, rather
gruffly,
“No. A spooney sori of youug ass,

so far as I can make out.”

“T.o00k here, Skinner

“How on carth do vou stand lnm at
liome " asked Skinuer. * Shoo hin off,
1 suppose? How do von stand him at
St. Jim's? Must be rather rotien to
have a spooncy, whining little rotter like
that at your school !

Levison brenthed havd.

“Qiill, he's useful,” went on Skinner.
“He's got vou o holiday from school.
I suppose vyour headmaster believes
yuu'ru nul'u”}' concerned about him.”

“He does!” said Levison quietly.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Skinner. * Deep
—very deep!”

Levison of the Iourth set his lipa and
walked on. He wondered how he had

(See Chapter 5.)

ever been friendly with Skinner in hLis
Greviriars days, He remembered thar
in those days he had looked on Harold
Skinner as a clever fellow, and Iiuul
rather admired his evmical disbeliel i
everything and everybody, It jarced on
him now. Where was the cleverness in
looking always for a base molive, and
findingeit. whether it was there or not?

Skinner walked beside Levison in high
good-humour. In the old days in the
Remove, Levison would not have hes: .
tated to intimate to Skinner that his
room was preferred to his company ; bul
as o guest at Greyfriars, he did not carw
to be uneivil. Skinner had come to the
station to meet him, too, amnd evidently
meant to be [riendly.

“Leave your bag here, old chap,’

L ]

sid Skinner. “*They'll zend it on by
the carrier.”
“] can carry il all wght,™ said

Levison,

“What rot! We're going for a siroll
round before we go "

“(Can't be done.”

“Eh?! Why can't it be done?

“1 want to see my brother.”

“0Oh, I know all that, of course!™
assented Skinner. ' Keep up appear-
ances, and all that. T haven t forgoller
your old style, Levison, Bul youecan
spin Quelchy a yarn easily enough. Tl
back you up in 1it."”

Levison walked oul of the slalion with
out answering. Skinner followed hir:
out, looking, as he felt, puzzlad,

“I've got it!" he said. “ We'll make
out that your bag went back in the trpin,
and we had to walk to Courtfield for it.

Next Monday’s story of Greyfriars is a real scorcher !
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6 Always in the van—the MAGNET!

That will 611 up the afternoon Lill (ea-
time."

“Rot!"” eaid Levison tersely.

“It will work, I tell you.
never dream of inquiring.”

“ Possibly not.”

“Well, then, what's the matter with
the schemei” demanded Skinner, rather
warmly.

Levison drew a deep breath. It was
evident that some plain speaking was re-
quired {o enlighten Harold Skinner.

“] want to see my brother,” said

They'll

Levison.
“Keep that for the Head!” wrged
Skinner. * No need to practise on me |”

“It happens to be true.”

“Draw it mild, old chap!” Skinner
blinked at him. *You're about the last
fellow in the world to be bothered by
family affection, I should say!”

“ Are you coming 1" asked Levison,

“Now, look here,” said Bkinner,
“don't be an ass, Levison! I've got off
lessons to have a liitle fun this after-
noon. 1'm in funds, if that's what you're
doubtful about V" Skinner sneered. “I'm
not going to borrow any money of you!”

“T'm going straight to the school,”
said Levizon. *I may as well speak oul,
Skinner, I'm done with all the dingy
rot T used to go in for at Greyfriars.”

“1id the sack reform youi” sneered
Skinner.

Levison winced.

“T didu't exactly get the sack,” he
gaid. * It wasn't quiie so bad as that.”

“ Aboui as near as makes no differ-
ence,” said Skinner. “ You were the
hardest case in the school—tougher than
the old Bounder. I suppose you're not
asking me to believe the fluff you've
given Wharlon and his pals?”

“You can believe what you like. I
mean what I say, I'm going straight to
the school, and I'm not starting there by
telling lies. And I want to see young
Frank.”

*Cut it ont!"”

Levison shrugged his shoulders 1
guite his old way. He turned his back
on Skinner, and started up the High
Street, bag in hand. Skinner stared
after him, with growing rage in his face.
Not for one moment did Skinner believe
in that “reform ” of Ernest Levison, of
which he had heard a good deal. His
own belief was that Levison, finding
that he had made things too hot for him-
self, had found it judicious to put in a
little hypocrisy—a thing quile in
Skinner's own f:'izm when 1t suited him.
Skinner’s opinion now was that Levison,
having no use for him, intended to
“etuff " him, as he had stuffed simpler
fellows,

He broke into a run, and overtook the
4t, Jim's junior in the High Sireet near
Uncle Clegg's tuckshop. He caught
Levison by the shoulder,

“Hold on!” he said. “Come in and
have some tarls, anyhow.”

“T had lunch on the express.”

“Look here, Levison, I'm not gomg
hack till  after classes!” exclaimed
Skinner savagely. “If 1 go in, I shall
have 1o go back to the Form-room.
Well, 1'm not doing 1t!"”

“ Please yourself.”

“J can’t stay out unless you slay out,
You know that.”

“Well, I can’t slay oul.”

“And you call that pally?” exclaimed
Skinner,

“I'm afraid you won't find me pally,
Skinner. I'm sorry, but we haven'l
puinch 1n conmon, anyhow,”

“We uded to have!" sneered Skinner,

“That's over.”

duffers

“Oh, keep that for who

swallow il!" said Skinner angrily.
“What are you trying to stulf me for?”

Levison's face set, and he walked on.
Skinner hurried after him again.

“Look here, I'm not going back lo
classes,” he said. “ You may be right
in making a good impression the first
day—I know you're jolly deep, and know
your way about. But 1'm not going in.
1f you won't stay out—"

“1 can’t.”

“Say you won't!” snapped Skinner.

“Well, I won't, then.”

“Well, if you won’t, give me your
bag,” said Skinner, ** we'll make out that
it was left in the train, as I said, and I've
gone looking for it alone, as you were in
a hurry to see the interesting invalid.
That will go down all right.”

“J dare say it would. But 7

“Well, hand over the bag, I suppase
you don't think I want to steal your
shirts and collars?"”

“0Oh, don't be an ass!” snapped
Levison. ‘‘Look here, Skinner, I'm not
going to pitch any lies to Mr. Quelch on
my own account or yours, It's not
good enough.”

“You'd only have to back up my yarn
about the bag.”

“I'm not telling any lies, T tell you."”

“Yon woeren't so jolly particular
once !”

“That’s enough!”

Levison strode on again. Skinner
gave him a look of the deepest animosity
as he went. His scheme for a whole
afternoon out of gates was knocked on
the head now; it could not be carried
out without Levison's aid and a good
deal of hard lying by both of them. It
had never even occurred to Skinner that
Levison objected to it now. Levison, for
reasons of his own, was trying to
“stuff ”* him as he had stuffed others—
that was Skinner’'s fixed belief, And
for the sake of that spoof he was to losa
the extra half-holiday he had planned
for himself!

There was only one consideration that
kept Skinner from hurling himself npon
this disappointing old aecquaintance and
simiting him hip and thigh. That con-
sidderation was the fact that Levison
conld have knocked Skinner out in one
round without any difficuliy.

Skinner had to swallow his wrath, and
he marched back to Grexfriars with a
black brow, without speaking another
word to the St. Jim's junior. And a
little later Skinner had the pleasure—or
otherwise—of entering the Remove-room
to join the clazs at lessons, while Ernest
Levison, of 8t. Jim's, was reporling his
arrival to the head.

—_——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Shadows of the Past!

éé RNIE!"
Frank Levison was in hed in

the big. cool room, with the

big windows looking cut aver
the Head's garden. Ilis face was pale
and looked thin; his eyes seemed larger
than usual in his pale faut?.

But he brightened wonderfully as
Frnest Levison, of St. Jim's, stood by
his bedside.

A thin hand sought Levison’s over the
white coverlet.

“Ernie! You've come here!”

“* Yes, Franky, old chap.”

Levison pressed his brother's hand.
The matron, with a smile, left the two
together,

“1 ean’t stay willh you long, Franky,”
said Levison. ““They've given ma five
minutes—doclor’s orders. You've got lo

pull yourself together,
I've got good news
St. Jim's!”

The fag’s eyes sought his face.

“I was a fool, a brute, not to believe
what you told me, Frank!” said Levison
remorsefully.

“You believe me now?" whispered
Frank.

“As soon as you cleared off from St.
Jim's I knew what a fool I'd been.”
said Levison huskily. * Franky, old
man, I'm sorry—"

“It's all right, Ernie. Only—only it
did hit me hard that yon wouldn't take
my word——" He checked himself at

Franky, old man,
for you from

once. “It’s all right, Ernie, old man.
I'm glad you believe me! But the
res \

“TI believed you, Franky, before the
truth came out,” said Ernest Levison.
“T'm glad I can say that.”

“Then 1t's come out?”

“Yes. Cardew found it all out, some-
how. Piggott of the Third owned up
that he played that rotten trick on Mr.
Selby—after he was found out. The
Head's sent a message for you. You'ro
to return to St. Jim's as soon as you're
well—and nothing will be said about your
running away. Dr. Holmes can't do
less than overlook that, as it’s come out
that you were suspected for nothing.
You've only to get well, kid, and you're
eoming back with me.”

* Oh, Ernie!”

Frank Levison's eyes danced.

“It will be all serene,” went on Levi-
son, with a smile. “I'm to stay here till
you're well; I've got leave. 1'm going
back into my old Form here for a week
or two, so as not to waste time, 1 shall
gee you as often as the doctor allows.”

“0Oh, Ernie! I—T say, I feel betler
already,” whispered Frank, “I—I'm
not really ill, you know—not what you'd
call 1ll.”

“0Of course not, old chap,” said Levi-
son, with a catch in his voice. *' But
you've got to be careful, and pull round.
I'm afraid I sha'n’t see you again soomn.
The doctor only let me in now bercause
he thought the good news might do you
good, after I'd told him about it.”

“ It has done me good, Krnie.”

The matron appmacﬁed the bedside,
and made a sign to the St. Jim’s junior.

“(ood-bye, Franky, I must cut now!”

“ (3ood-bye, Ernie! I—I say, I'm feel-
ing no end betier! Come in for a few
minutes to-morrow, if you can.”

“Rely on that.”

And Ernest Levison left, leaving Frank
with a bright face, pale and ill as he
was.

Levison looked thoughtful as he quitted
the sanatorium. His heart had been
heavy with fear for his brother. Frank,
though a sturdy little fellow, did not
possess his elder brother’s frame of iron
and nerves of steel. And Levison realised
that his fears had not been groundless—
Frank had been ill, and was ill now—and
it was certain to be some weeks beforo he
could leave the sanalorium, longer be-
fore he would be in a fit state to return
lo St. Jim's. DBut he was mending, and
the good news from his own school helped
him on the way to recevery. There was
no ground for anxiety now—only patience
was needed. Levison knew, too, that the
knowledge that he was at Greyfriars
would be good for Frank.

Classes were still going on, as Levison
walked out into the guadrangle and
sauntered round, looking about him.

The old elms were showing the geeen
of spring—there were flowers in the
Head's garden—the sun shone cheerily

Ernest Levison finds himself the centre of suspicion—
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Characters from real life--Harry Wharton & Co.!

over all. Levion lpoked aboul Lim with
a curious inlerest,

Nothing seemed Lo have changed since
lie had been a Greyfriars fellow. 'The
high, stuined windows, the grey old walls
were the same: old Gosling, sunning him-
self at the doorway of his lodge, looked
unchanged — perhaps a  trille more
gnarled. Levison sauntered over to the
lodge to exchange a word with the old
porter, and Gosling touched his kat, with
a searching blink at the junior.

“You know me again, Gosling®" said
Levison, with a smile,

“I don't never forget faces. Masler
Levison,” s=aid Gosling. "I remember
you, nnd a precious young rip you
were !’

“Was It" said Levison,

“You was!” eaid Gosling, with
emphasis. “’Ow many limes 'ave "[ had
to report you when you was here?”

“Plenty, I dare say,” said Levison,
rather mocdily.

“'Undreds, and you wasn't "ere long,”
said Gosliug. * Pretty goings hon, I must
say. Wolt [ says is this "erve, Master
Levison—if the 'Ead.took my advice——"

Gosling paused al that, and Levison's
lip curled. It was pretty clear that
(:osling had seen no reason to change
his old opinion of Ernest Levison—once
the hardest case at Greyfriars,

“Never 'appened before in all my ex-

erience,” said GGoeling, shaking his head.
“"Pain’t often a feller's e:ﬂeliml, but it's
happened sometimes in the years I've
been ‘ere. And wot I says is this ere,
this is the first time such a feller has had
the nerve to show his face in the school
arter!”

Levison ?rimaunmL el
“1 wasn't exactly expelled, Gosling,
e said quietly. ¥
“You was sent away for bad conduct,
said CGosling grimly—*'and bad i1t was,
too. Now f‘ﬁar that you're in your old
Form, Master Levison, for a few weeks.
Don't let me catch you, that's all!”™
“(Cateh me?” repeated Levison.

Gosling snorted.

“0Out of bounds arter lights oul, and{

all that!" he said. *Don’t let me catch
you at the game, that’s all!”

“You're cheeky, Gosling,” said Levi-|

son. “Don't let me have to reporl you
to the Head for cheek, that's all V'

And Levison turned and walked avay, |
leaving Gosling breathless with wrath
and indignation,

The St. Jim's junior strolled lowards
the tuckshop, which Mirs. Mimble was
reopening, in anticipation of custom aflter
the close of lessons. He stopped at the
open shop window, and raised his cap
politely to the old dame. Mrs. Mimble
peered at him over her glasses,

“Why, it's Master Levison!” she
in astonishment,

“How do you do, Mrs, Mimble*"

“Poorly, Master Levison, in these cast
winds,"” said the old dame, still peering
at him curiously, "“You haven'| come
back, sir?"

“For a week or two,” said Levison,

“1 suppose the Head knows——"

Levison burst into a laugh.

“1 couldn't very well come back with-
out the Head konowing, Mrs. Mimhle,” he
J:'El'ﬂnrkﬁl‘].

“INo, 1 s'poso
Bul——"

“But what, ma'am?"”

“Oh, nothing ! said Mva. Mimble.

Levisonr slrolled om rather moodily.
There were some, al least, at Greviriars,
who remembered him unfavourably, after
a long interval, Ile had been a dog with

eaidd,

not, Master ]-.{'”'.'I.h}ﬂ+1

a bad name, and, aspparvcullr. the bad
name was clingag,

He glanccil over the feuce inlo the
[Tead’s garden, where Mr, Mimble, the
gardency, was pruning. Mr. Mimble
touched his cup as Levison bade him
*Good-afternoon!” and Levison caught
the surprised look in his eyes. o walked
on without stopping to chat with My,
Mimble,

“A dog with a bad name!"” Levison's
lip curled rather bitterly. *“I—I wonder
what it will be like among the fellows?”

He walked away towards the School
House,

—f el g

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Particular !

1 ALLO, hallo, halle!” -
H “ Here you are, old bean!
“ Lavison "

“Glad to see you!"™

¥*The gladfulness is terrific!”

The Famous Five spoke all at once.
The Remove were out of class, and Harry
Wharton & Co., spotting Frnest Levison
in the quad, bore down upon him in a
cheery crowd.

Levison’s face brightened up. Tle had
not been cheered by his meetingd with
Gosling and Mrs, Mimble, and Mr.
Mimble. But there was no doubt about
the heartiuess of the Famous Five's greet-
ing. They were glad to sce him, and,
apparently, they did not look upon him
as 8 dog with a bad name.

Levison shook hands all
the five.

round with

y

7

“ Becen your mtuor?” s:ked Harry.

“Yes, I saw hun almost at once, |
understand that it was vor fellows wha
found bim eaud brovght him here,” sota
Levison,

“ Liattle ns!™ sind DBob.

“1I'mm no end obliged Lo yon. T suppose
you know L'm staviog on till he's well
enough Lo go back to SBL. Jim's:" aske
Levison, with rather a keen look at the
chums of the Remove.

“Yes; Mr. Quelch lias said so0,” an-
swercd Wharlon, “You're coming inlo
classes with the Remove. T think.”

*“*That's it."

“Quile like old times.” said Nugenl.

“ Not quite!” said Levisou, with a faint
amile. “1'm rather different in some
ways since 1 was a Greyfriars chap, It's
awlully kind of vou fellows to welcome
me like this, considering——"

“ Bygones are jolly old bygones!” saud
Bok Cherry cheerily.

“The bygonefulness
eateemed Levison!”

“Sche here haven't forgolten.” said
Levison, with a shrug of the shoulders.
“(Gosling has warned me nol to let hi
catch me out of bounds after lights out!"

“Qosling’s an old doukey!” said Bob.

15 lerrific, my

“We know that you're all right,
Levison.”

““Here's Bmithy!" said Nugent.

Yernon-Smith came up, and shook
hands with Levison,

“(lad to see you!" he said. * Glad

you're staying, too! I should have come
to the station for wyou, but Skinner

bagged the job. You're coming (o tea in
my study.”

““ One of your giddy guesis has been dropping his property around the
place,”” said Bob Cherry. *‘ What are you drlvingat? ™
** Look there,”’ «eplied Bob, polnting
cigarette lay where Levison’s chair had been.

asked Wharton,
to the floor. A fat Turkish
(See Chapter 6.)

|

—owing to his generosity in helping a * black sheep *’ !
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8 Are vou one of the lucky ones mentioned below ?

“XNo, ho jolly well isn't!" said Whaz-
ton. *“ Levison's coming to tea in Sludy
No. 1."

“"Make it Siudy No. 13,7 zaid Bob
Cherry. “We'll kill the faited calf for
vou, Levison!”

"htudy Na. 1, and you fellows come,
too!” said Harry arton. ** We'll
wmake a tea-party of it; home-coming
party to celebrate the return of the
native."

“Good egg!” agreed Bob.

“Right-ho!”" assented the DBounder.

Levison nodded, with a smile, If he
hiad had any doubts about his welcome
from the Hemove they were gone now.
His face was bright and cheerful as he
walked along with ITairry Wharton and
Bob, the other fellows leaving them to
prepare the festive board in Study No. 1.
In the quadrangle, they came on
skinner, Snoop, and Stott—old friends of
Levison in the old days. Skinner's thin
lip curled in a sneer -at the sight of
Levison strolling between Wharton and
BBob Cherry.

“He doesn’t =zeem to want us”
granted Stott.
“He's pulling their legz, for some

reason,” saud Skinnoer. “Blesseul if 1
11uile.- see the game. I don't see why he
can't trust his old friends. We shouldn't
give him away to the beaks.”

“I've heard that he's been a very
cdifferent sert of chap at St. Jiw's,” re-
marked Snoop.

“You've heard a lot of rot,” answered
Skinner.  “ Anyhow, if he's sucking up
to the Eric brigade, we may as well put
a spoke in. Come on!”

The theee black sheep 'borve down on
the St. Jim's junior, with agreealle
riniles. Levison had to stop: and Whar-
ton and Bob Cherry stopped with him,

“Jolly to see you r;mm again, old
top ! said Snoop, with a grin.

“Welcome as the flowers in AMay!™
said Stott,

“You're coming to lea with us, old
fellow,"” said Skinner.

“Thanks! These fellows have asked
me to tea,” said Levison. “Thanks all
the same !"

“Dash it all, yon might have sinck
to your old friends, the first day,” said
Skinner. "I don't call that kim{. Auny-
how, come to supper in our study.”

“Da!" said Snoop.

Levison hesitated a moment.

ITe did not want to bhe ungracious:
aud these fellows, after all, had onece
been his associates. He had nothing in
common with them now; but appareatly
they wished to be friendly.

“Thauks!” he said. “I'll come.”

**Hall-past eight!” sail Skinuner.

“Right !"

Skirner & Co. slrolled on, smiling.
Levison looked rather thoughiful. and
not pleased. He did not fecl plegsed.
ile was quite keen enough to see that
Skinper & Co. looked en his reform
as so much humbug, and were not to be
conviuced to the contrary; even if he
had regarded it as worth wlile to enn-
vince them. Evidently, Skinner & Co.
had not changed their wavs: and it was
Levison's desire 1o kecp clear of all old
shady associations during his stay at
Greyfriars. He resolved to keep clear of
Skimner’s study afrer one eivil visit
there,

“I say, Levison, old chap-—"
Billy Bunter,

“Hallo, Bunter! TFat as ever?" said
Levison, with a smile.

“Oh, really, Levicon—"

It was

“A little wider, I think,"” said Lovi-
son, surveying the fat Owl of ithe
Remove.

Bunter grinned feebly.

“He, he, he! You Il{l.‘i‘ﬂ}'.‘i wonld have
your hittle joke, Levison. 1 say, you
remeimnber the day you left Grey-

T

friarg—

“Well 7"

“1 was awfully sympathetic, wan't
1% said Bunter.

“1 don't remember that.”

“Didn't T tell you it was hard lines
to be kicked out, just for plaving the
giddy gaoat a little?’ asked Bunter.

“Shut up, you fat ass!” growled Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

"“Any more pleasant reunmiscences,
Bunter?" asked Ernest Levison grimly

“Well, you remember yon owed me
half-a-crown when yon left-— "'

“I don’t!”

*Oh, really, Levison—"

“Roll away, old barrel!” =aid Whar-
ton.

“Don’'t butt in when I'm falking to
my old pal Levison, Wharton, JIr's
bad form.

*“Oh, my hat!” _

“1 want you to come to tea in Study
No. 7, Levison,” said Bunter huspitably.
“Toddy will be glad to see you. Not
that Toddy matters; I'in head of the

stuady. Will you come?” v :
“Booked already, thanks, said
Levison.

“TIt will be rather a jolly spread,” suid
Bunter. “IHam and eggs, and cake, and
three kinds of jam—-7"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Have you come
into a forfune?’ asked Boh Cherry.
“You were trying to borrow a tanner
of me this morning. Has your postal-
order come at last?”

*Oh, really. Cherry i :

“Or hasa't it come, and are yvou gong
{o ask Levizon to cash it in advance?”
chuckled Bob.

B
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Result of Fulham Ficture-
Puzzle Competition.

In this competition no eompetitor <ent in
& correct solution of the picture. Tihe First
Prize of £5 has therefors heen awarded to
the following competitor, wiicse =olution
contained ore crror:

.'.-lIJFI: ED 'E-'\.R-R ]
70, Barpate.
Bostor, Lines,

The Hecond Prize of £2 10=. has been
divided among the following three com-
petitors, whose solutions contiined two errors
each:

Wilfred Barnes, 5, Grange Strect South,
Grangetown, Sunderland,

John Kennedy, 4, Flesliers Yennel, Perth

Mrs. A, Barrie, 19, Bartie Terrace,
Ardrossan.

Twenty-eight competitors, with three
errors each, divide the Ten Prizes of 5/- each,
The names and addresses of these prize-
winners can be seen on application at this

offlce.
SOLTTION :

Fulbam had its beginning, like many other
renowned foothall teams. in a Sunday-
school. 1t was commenced in 1850 hy a hand
of young fellowz from 8t. Andrew’s Church,
West Kencsiogton. Their groumd at Cravenm
Cottage has becn a source of much cash to

them.

trinph was short-lived,

“If an old pal chooses to lend mie ten
bob. till my postal-order comes, it's no
bizney of yours, Bob Cherry!” said the
ﬂ\:;l of the Remove, with dignity.

‘Ha, ha, hal”

“ You see, Levison, old chap—"

“1 sec!” grinned Levison. He hail
not forgoiten the remarkable manners
and custoris of William George Bunter.

“I'm expecting a postal-order for
exactly ten shillings,” explained the Owl
of the Remove, blinking at Levison, * It
ought really to have come by this after-
noon's post—"

“From one of your titled velations?”
asked Levison,

* Kxactly 1™

“The same one who forgot to scud
you a postal-order when 1 was here
before®’ inquired Levizson.

* Ahen !

“That was
wasn't 1t ¥’

“You—yon see

“Or was it your eousin, the margqu- "
asked Levison, with great gravity,

Billy Bunter blinked at hing =i
picious]y,

“The fact i!~‘, Levison, that postul-
order 18 coming to-morrow morning i
the fArst post., If you care to hand ovis
the ien bob now, I should be obliged ™
raild Bunter, with dignity.

“1 shouldn't.”

“If you ean’t trust me with ten hols,
Levison—"

“Tixactly; I can't!”

“In that case, I decline ta ask vou io
tea in my study.”

“Lo hon!”

“I don't qliih‘* seo how T could hLave
yout, when [ come to think of it,” said
Buuter, “Toddy would kick up a
shindy if there was smoking after tea.”

“"You fat duffer—" began Levisun,
reddening.

“"And bhe would never have nap or
bonker in the study,” pursued DBunier.
“No; it wouldn't do, when I come 10
think of . Sorry!l”

“You—"

Binier waved a (ot hand at him,

“I'in sorry!” he repeated, *“Bui in
the circumstiances, Levizon, I can’t have
yon in my study. We're rather par-
twular in No. 7."

“You cheeky owl!” roared Levison.

“No need to lose wyour tempur,
Levison,” said Bunter calmly. “ 1w
merely stating the facts. A fellow wich
your juicy old repufation ean't expect to
be asked into a respectable  stody.
Sarry ; but there it is.”

And Billy Bunter rolled away
victoriously, leaving Ernest Levison winn
cvimgon cheeks., Bunter's celebrated
nostal-order had not been cashed: bag
the fat jumior felt that he bhad scored.
He volled away in triumph; but lLis
Bob Cherry
made a wrathful stride after him, and
et ont his right boaot,

“Yooop!” roared Dunter.

He rvolled over on his handz and knees,
And Levison grinmed as he walked away
with  his  companions, leaving Billy
Bauter roaviug.

yout

nncle, the duke,

T3

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Suspicious Find !

TUDY No. 1 presented quiie
ciieery  and  fesiive  appearance,
There was a spotless tableclotls

borrowed from the House-date,
and eups and sancers and plates o
varions patternz, borrowed up and down
the Remove passage.  In the jam-juis

Will he put himself right with his schoolfeliows ?
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on the manielpiece there were fresh-cut
flowers, borrowed from Mr. Mimble.
The (o. had made quite an effort in this
celebration of the return of the native.
The Famous Five, and Vernon-Smith,
and Ernest Levison gathered there, and
Smithy's chum, Tom Redwing, had
come with the Bounder, and Peter Todd
had dropped in. Bquiff and Tom Brown
joined the party.

There was quite a c¢rowd in Harry
Wharton's study, all in high good
humour, When Hazeldene and Lord
Mauleverer passed the open doorway
they were called in to join the festive
party. Levison was the guest of honour,
and every fellow had something kind and
agreeable to say, The St. Jim's junior
was looking very happy. Perhaps he
understood Wharton's tact in gathering
that little party of the best fellows in
the Remove, which made it clear to all
concerned that Levison, of St. Jim's, was
regarded as one of the best, and that the
old Levison, of Greyfriars, was quite for-
goiten. Bygones were bygones, and no
references was made to the past. Some
of the fellows present had not been at
Greyiriars in Levison’s time, and they
knew him only by what they had heard
—and they had heard a good many con-
{radictory things about him, Probably,
of all the Greyfriars juniors, Levison was
the one that had been most talked of.
(Good or bad, or drifting between the
two extremes, he had always made his
mark,

But fellows who had not known him
befare were willing to accept him at the
valuation of fellows who had known him,

S0 all, so to speak, was calm and
bright.

Skinner, passing the study and glane-
ing in, smiled sarcastically, and informed
Scott and Snoop, in No, 11, that Levison
was pulling the leg of the Eric brigade
in great style. Skinner's opinion was
that Levison was making sure of his posi-
tion in his old school, before he ventured
{o break out into his old ways; that was
the only explanation Harold Skmner
could think of. And he admitted that
it was clever of Levison,

“Might be genuine, you know,” Stott
remarked, in his slow way.

Stotl was mnot nearly so bright and
clever as Skinner, but sometimes he
arrived, in his slow way, at facts to which
Skinner remained .blind, with all his
cleverness,

Skinner sneered.

“Don't be an ass, old chap,” he snid;
“or, if you can't help being an ass, don’t
be a silly ass!”

“Well, it looks——"" said Sioit.

“Wait till we get him in here to
supper, with the door locked,”’ said
skinner, * Wail till we gel the cards and
the =mokes out.”

“Of conrse, he's just pulling their leg,”
suid Snoop.

“0Of course.”

“Well, it looks to me—"" |u
~tott.

“Oh, rats!”

Skinner spoke crossly, as il a douly
were crossing his own mind, Perhaps it
ne,

But nobody in Neo. 1 Study was wasting
a thourht nwpon Skinner, or upon his
opinions, There was a cheery bunzz of
conversation in No, 1. Harry Wharton
& (Co. asked Levison a good deal about
his life at St. Jin's, and Levison talked
frankly and cheerily. That he was a
regular member of Tom Merry's cleven
was evidence enough that he had turned
over a new leaf—though Skinner was too
clever to be convinced by evidence.

reistedd

but I don’t smoke or gamble.”
his back to the door.
grimly.

““So long,”” said Levison, carelessly.
Skinner stepped before him and put
““ What'’s this game,

(dee Chapter B.)

“1'm willing to be friendly,
Levison ? " he asked

Frnest Levizon enjoyed that tea in No.
1 Study. All his doubts were gone, and
he was on the best of footings with the
fellows in the Remove that he liked and
respected.  So long as Frank, in the
sanatorium, kept on the mend, there was
no reason why hiz stay at Greyinars
should not be happy and unclouded.

The ¢nests dropped off one by one, and
Levizon was left alone with Wharton and
Nugent. He glanced at the clock, and
rose to his fect.

“T'd hetier get off and Mr,
Quelch,” he vemarked. “1le’s poing to
tell me abeout a stady while I'm here. It
yill be pleasant to dig the old Remove
passage again,

“T1 faney vou'll Le weleome n any
studv,” said Wharton, with a emile,
“This amone the others,”

““ YVes, rathor!™ assented Nugent.

“Thanks!"

“We'll VOl as
den,” seid Nugent,

And the three juniors left the study
together, and went downstairs for the
iterview with Mr. Quelch.

Skinuer was in the Remove passage, and
he glaneed at themn with a sneering emile.
When they were out of sight Skinner
glanced up and down the passage, and
slipped hasiily into Study No. 1. He
remained there only a {ew seconds, and
came oul as hastily as he had entered,
He was smiling agreeably as he strolled
away to his own quariers.

Wharton and Nugent returned to Study
No. 1 a few minutes laler, having left
Erncst Levison with the Remove master.

B

far as the lion’s

:...'Ir'l

They proceeded to put the etudy tidy,
and to clear up the numerous tea-things.

“Levison's changed,” Nugent re-
marked.
“Yes, rather,” assenied Wharton.

“Not much like the olil Levison who
was here lonz arzo. 1 believe he always
bad rood in him.”™

“Aund it's come out strong,” said
Nugenl, with a smile. “I'm glad of it.
I'm rather glad he's staying on here for
il {t"l-"n-' W t""h.":-.“

“Rame here! - As Le will be in the
Remove he can ||l;|l'~' for the Remove
team,” «aid Harev., " From the way
we've scen him play for St Jind's, 1 fancy
he will Le a valuable recruit, too.”

“1 [anvy s0."

wob Clhierry looked in al the doorway.

“Clearing up the reins?™ he asked.
“I've come to lend a hand, and to carry
off =ame of the chaivs that belong to my
afiedy,”

“*Tile '™ said Ilarrvy.

“Hallo. Lalle, hallo!” execlaimed Bob
suddenly, * You young sweeps——"

“Whait"

“Which of vou has taken to smoking
in his old age™"”

“ Smoking

“Yes, vou reckless young sweeps!”
sail Bob, “Take warnming, my young
friends-—the first step on the downward
path——"

“Cheose 1t!"? said Wharton, “ What
are vou dvving at? Dou’t be a funny
roat, ol [=hﬁ.],},, i you can 11!3!1_1 g 1"

“Well, look there,” said Bob, poinl-
ing to the carpet under a chair he hud
gl moved.

Look cut for ¢ Under the Shadow ! ’’—next week’s fine story !
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A fat Tuwkish cigareite lay on the

carpet.

arton and XNugent stared at it
They had provided well for that little
tea-party—it had been quite a magnifi-
cent spread. But most assuredly they had
not. provided simokes,

My hat!"” ejaculated Nuogent.

“One of vour giddy guesis has been
Jdropping his property around your
sta r‘_” chuckled Bob. * Never mind
my little joke: I know it doesn’t belong
to you chaps.™

T Of course it doesn't,” eaid Wharton,
with a frown, *“Some silly ass—
Bleszed if I can guess—unless Hazel is
playing the goat again, in his old style.”

“Let's see—who wae in this chair?”’
asked Boh. “The fag must have been
dropped by whoever was in this chair.”

“Levison !

ad ﬂll!l,

Bob Cherry looked a little queer as he
stooped and picked up the cigaretie.
From its position under the chair, it cer-
r;iuﬁr looked as if it had been dropped
accidentally in taking somethimg from
the pocket, It was difficult to explain
how it could-have got there otherwise,

Wharton looked very uncomfortable.

“All rot!” he said, ** It certainly didn't
helong to Levison., We can’t think that
of a giddy guest. I know he used——"

“ Dash it &ll, he wouldn't play his old
games, when he’s really a guest here!”
said Nugent. ‘‘Besides, we know he’s
chucked up that dingy rot!”

“Hazel,” enid Bob—* Hazel's always
going in for the giddy ox business, on
and off. 1’1l give him a jaw!”

“Belier chuck it in the fire,” said
Wharton uneasily.

Hazeldene, he knew, had been sitting
on the other gide of the table, and it did
not scem probable that a cigarette
helonging. to him had found ils way to
the carpet under Levison's chair,

But Bob Cherry shook his head.

“My dear chap, you know Hazel,” he
said.  “When the fit commes on him to
play the giddy ox he goes ahead, and
doesn’t repent till he lands himself in a
row—and then it's all hands to the mill
o get him out of the scrape. 1'm jolly
well going to give it straight to Hazel.”

And Bob Cherry quitted Study No, 1
with the cigarette in his hand, Wharton
and Nugent exchanged a glance, and
went on tidying their study in silence;
It both of them were feeling extremely
nncomflortable, A fellow might have a
vigarette in his pocket, from sheer foolish-
ness or thoughilessness; and i it was
that it Jid vot matter., Bul if it was a
sign that Levison of 8t. Jim's was Levi-
son of the Remove over again, playing a
mere cunning game-—— But that uneom-
fartable thought the {wo juniors
resolutely drove from iheir minds,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Past Revived !

RNEST LEVISON came up the
Remove staircase, and stopped at
the door of Study No. 2, just as
Bob Cherry thamped on the door

af 1that svartment, Bob glanced round
anr him, anud suled,

“Aly study !” remarked Levison.

“You're going 1o dig in No. 277

';II--.*:, Mr. Queleh has jnst told me
=i,

“Come in. Tathead!” called out Tom
Hrown, the New Zealander, in the sindy.
Bl Chervy hurled the door open, in his
waat]l enereetic manner, and strode inlo

]

ithe stwldy with Levison,

 like becoming & warm arguinent,

Tom Brown and Hazeldene were in the
study, which they shared. Bulstrode,
who had shared the study with them the
previous term, had left at the end of the
term: and for the present there were
only two in the study. Levison of Bt.
Jim’s was to make it threa again,

“Trot in, Levison,"” said Hazel with
quite a cordial look. “Are you for this
study, by any chance 7"

“Mr. Quelch has sent me here,”
answered Levison. * No objection from
you fellows, I hope.”

“No fear ! said Hazel.

“Welcome, little stranger!” grinned
Tom Brown. “Hallo! What have you
got there, Bob? What the thump are
you bringing cigareties into this study
for? You know I don't smoke, and
Hazel's given it up.”

“Has he?" grinned Bob.

“¥Yes, 1 have," grunted IJazeldene,
not. very amiably.

“This doesn't look like 1t.”

Hazel stared at him,

“What the thump do you mean?” he
asked. “If you're offering me ihat
cgarette—""

“I'm not! Tt was picked up in Btudy
No. 1 after the tea-party,” explained
Bob Cherry. *“I'm looking for the owner,
to tell him what I think of him.”

“You silly ass! Do you think ihe
owner's here?"

“ Natarally.”

“ Look here——" began Tom Brown
warmly,

“ Peace, sonny!" said Bob Cherry,
goothingly. *“I know you're not lhe
giddy goat. It's Hazel I'm going to
gcalp, for chucking cigarettes around in
respectable studies.”

“If it's yours, Hazel——"

“It's not,” growled liazeldene,

Bob Cherry looked at him sharply.
Levison looked at the fire, carefully
avoiding taling a part in what lm’.lﬁ-:]

e
did not want to signalise his arrival n
his new study by taking part in a row? «

“Mean that Hazel 1" asked Bob, after
a pause,

“Of course I do, fathead.”

“Well, if you give me yonr word——"

“1 dou't take the trouhle,” growled
Hazeldene. “ Why shoyld you suppose
that the rubbizh belongs to me."”

“Well, you're always playing the ox,
on and off,” said Bob amiably, “‘and I'm
blessed if I can think of the owner,
unless it was you, Hazel. But if you
say it’s not yvours, that ends it, of course.
It's olly odd.”

“You picked that up in Wharlon's
study " azked I[lazel.

“Ves: dropped under a chair.”

“Then you'd better ask Wharion or
Nugent about it. They're most likely
to know, as owners of the siudy,” sneered
Hazel,

“1 shouldn't think of asking them,”
said Bob ecoolly. *“You see, T know
they're not silly fools or silly goals.
You've becn licked more than once for
smoking, so naturally 1 thought of you.”

“(Oh, go and eat coke!”

“Easy does it ! interposed Tom Brown
athicably. *“If you're kecen on finding
the owner, Cherry, yon've only got to
ask all the fellows who were at the tea-
party. Besides, if a fellow dropped it
there, it would be picked up near where
ha was sitling, 1 suppose.”

“ Was it found by my chair i snecred
Hazel.

“No: under Levison's chair.”

“Levison I”

“Mine!” exclaimed Levison, lovking
round very quickly.

« THE OUTLAW KING!” The &mazing adventures of Robin Hood—

“Yes,” said Bob.

“You might have suspected me, then,"”
gaid Ernest Levison, with a [aint smile.

“Oh, rot!" said Bob. *I thought it
was azel's, of course, But if it wasn't,
there's an end of the matter and of the
cigareite, too!” And Bob threw the
cigaretto into the fire, and walked out of
tha siudy, and went along the Remove
passage whistling,

Tom Brown gave Levison a  very
eurions glance, Lut did not speak. He
sirolled out of the study, leaving Levieon
staring at the fire—with Hazeldene's eyes
fixed on his profile.

There was silence in the <tudy for some
minutes. Hazel was the first lo speak.

“Your old game, Levizon, what "

Levison looked vound.

“How's that?” he asked,

“1 suppose you dropped the fag in
Wharton's study,” said Hazel, with a
light langh.

1 En‘?l

“Who did, then?”

“ Blessedd if T know, or care.”

“Queer that somebody else shonld drop
it ungler your chair, old ecout,” said
Hazel banteringly.

“Very,” said Levison dryly.

Hazel crossed to the door, which Tom
Brown had left open. He closed it, and
then came back to the fire,

“What's the good of rottin'?” he sail.
“T'm not down on a fellow who puts on
a fag occasionally. You can speak oul to
me, if you can't to Wharton."

Levison looked at him steadily.

“J suppose I can't blame you for that,
Hazeldene,” he said quietly, * You know
that when I was at Greviriara I was a
smoky, shady bounder, like Skinner and
Stott. I don't deny it. 1 played the
fool, and I had to pay for it. DBut
fellows who know me now believe that
I've turned my back on that kind of
silly rot. I did not drop a smoke in
Wharton's study, because T don’t carry
smokes about me, and so I couldn’t.
From what you say, though, I shouldn’t
be surprised if you did.”

“T'm mnot & eaint,” snecred IHazel.
“I've chucked that kind of thing up. I
came a cropper over it. Some fellows
had to help me out, and they’ve rubbed
it in ever since, But you used to go
the pace, Levison, if hall what they =ay
about you is true,”

“Probably it isn't.”

“Well, fellows know what they know,”
said Hazel, sneering again. “ Yon were
turned out of Greyfriars for pub-haunting
and other things, I know that. You may
have turned over a new leaf at St. Jim’s,
but I can remember hearing St. Jim's
fellows speak of you as the hardest case
in the school.”

“That was true, once,” said Levizon,
“']I'Ii'lrlg.

“Then this jolly old reform is quite
recent 77" =aid Hazel, in a bantering tone.

“AMore or ]{'Eﬁ H I]'Ilt- rll.-li!lﬂ' ﬂ". “.'IH'
o ] )
BaIne,

Hazel looked at him, and his eyes

dropped under Ernest levison’s steady
gaze. He gave an impatient shrug of
the shoulders, and dropped into his chair,
and took up a book moodily,
: “Well, if you're a giddy reformed
character, don't let me lead you from
the straight and narrow path,” he
sneerod,

“Yon couldn't,” said Levison coolly,
“ And if you'll take a tip, 1azel, you'll
stick yonrself to what you call a straight
and narfow path., It pays in the long
ran, hesides being more decent.”

“satan rebuking sin 17 chinekled Tlazel.

Have you met the mysterious Mr. Fang ?

Towr: Macxer LIBRARY.-—No. T94,




—And his merry men of Sherwood, in this week’s ‘‘ Popular "’ !

“Tancy Levison of the Bemove preachin’
to a chdp about being decent !” ]
“Well, I'm done,” said Levison quietly.
“1 chucked up all that rot, and found
t_liml‘.. it was a good thing for me, that's

all.”

“That cigarette under your chair looks
like it,” grinned Hazel,

Levison fushed,

“Can’t you take my word about that?”
he asked.

“Draw it mild! When you were a
Greyfriars chap, did any fellow ever
dream of taking your word?"

“1—I suppose——"" Levison bit his
lip hard. ** Wharton takes my word now,
at all events.”

“He may, if he likes. What's the
good of rottin’? I remember you pulled
a St. Jin's fixture-card out of your
pocket at tea to show us. I suppose you
dropped the smoke at the same time."

“1f that’s what you think, Hazel 1
can't help it,” said Levison, keeping his
temper. “I don't want to quarrel with
you. Let's drop the subject.”

“ Any old thing,” yawned Hazel.

He started on his prep, with a weary

and dissatisfied look, Levison glanced
half-

at him once or twice
compassionately, half-contemptuously.
Hazel, always weak an wayward,

was on his good behaviour at the present
time, and likely to keep on it till temp-
tasion came in his way—not much longer
than that,

Had Levison been his former self,
Hazel would have welcomed the tempta-
tion to break out again, in his company,
as a “giddy goal ' ; and there were few
examples of reckless folly into which he
could not have been led. Levison re-
flected grimly that it was as well for
Hazel that ilr: was not his old self.
Hazel, however, was evidently vaguely
disappointed and dissatisfied, and he did
not speak again, maintaining a sullen
gilence towards his study-mate.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Not a Ragging !

i ROT in, 81d bean!”
I Skinner spoke with effusive

hospitality.
Snoop and Stott grinned as
amiably as they could,
Prep was over in Study No. 11 early.
Supper was on the table—the supper to

which the 5t. Jim's junior bad been
mvited. Levison came promptly to
time,

He was smiling and polite, and his ex-
pression did not indicate that he wished
himself anywhere but in Skinner's stady.
He had felt that civility constrained him
to pay at least that one visit to his
former friends; and he did not want to
make enemies even of Skinner & Co.
during his stay at Greyfriars. But he
could not help seeing that Skinner &
Co. wero welcoming him asz the “old
Levison,” and that they cxpected him
to act up to his old character. He in-
tended to keep friendly with the black
sheep of the Remove, if he eould; but
there was a rigid line that he did not

mtend <o pass, as Skinner was to
discoveér.
For the moment, however, all was

calm and bright. Quite a nice supper
was on the table; and Levison, who had
been for a sharp trot round the quad-
rangle, was ready to do it justice. He
accepted the civilihies of Skinner & Co.
at face value, and sat down to supper
hoping for the best.

Over supper, Skinner led the con-
versation to Levison's old exploits, which

had preceded his enforced departure
from Greyfriars. Snoop and .Stoti
chimed in with reminiscences. Leyison
avoided the topic as much as he could,
with a feeling of more and more dis-
comfort as the talk proceeded. He intro
duced the topic of the coming cricket-
matches at Grevfriars; but that topic did
not appeal to Skinner & Co. They knew
and pared nothing about the matches;
it was doubtful whether they even knew
all the names on the Greyfriars fixture-
list. Cricket had no chance as a topic
in Study No. 1l

Levison was glad when supper ended.
He was quite keen to join Harry Whar
ton & Co. in the Common-room down-
stairs. Once or twice his eyes wandered
involuntarily to the clock on the mantel
piece ; and Skinner's eyes glittored as he
noted it. Apparently Levison was bent
on keeping up what Skinner persisted mn
regarding as his “hombug.”

Supper over, Skinner produced a box
from the table drawer.

“ Here you are, old fellow!"™ he said.

“Chocs?" asked Levison.

“Ha, ha, ba! 1 keep them in a
chocolate-box, in case they're spotted.”
grinned Skinner, “Give Levison a light,
Snoopey "

There were cigarettes in the choecolate
box when it was opened. Skinner and
Snoop and Stott took one each, with an
air, as they fondly believed, of men of
the world. Levison did not take one.

“Here's your light, Levison,” said
Snoop.

“Thanks—I don't smoke!”

“Think Bunter's listening at
door?" asked Skinner.

the

11

“Eh! Why?”

Skinner opened the door, glanced into
the passage, and closed it again.

‘“*All serene,” he saig. *“"Pat it on,
Levison! Nobody to give you away to
your pastors and masters in Study
No. L."

“I've said I don't smoke.”

“Among pals, you know
Skinner.

“I'll be getting along,"” said Levison,
rising. “'Thanks for the supper,
Skinner!"

“You're not going yet,” said SRkinmer
amicably, “Dash it all, Levison, don’t
I'keep on tellin' you it’s all safe! We're
goin’ to have a round or two at banker."”

“You used to win, you know,” re-
marked Snoop. “I dare say you'll clean
us out, Levison. We're going to chance
it 1"

“ Here's the cards!” said Stott.

“Sit down, Levison.”

™ urged

Ernest Levison did not sit down. A
gleam came into his eyes.
“Bo-long!” bLe said carelessly, and

turned to the door.

Skinner stepped before him, and put
his back to the dour. Harold Skinner's
look was decidedly unplegsant now.

“What's this game, Levison?' he
asked. * Why don't you take a hand at
banker? You used not to be afraid of
losing your money. By gad, you used
to win & good deal more than you lost,

“ A jolly good deal more,” said Snoop,
with a nod. “Why, I remember you
cleaned out Loder of the Sixth in the
old days. You haven't seen Loder yet,
Levison "

“No: and don't mean to!”

"['|'|mH| | ’]lﬁf”u
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and Snoop, roaring.

Stott came at Levison with a spring.

{hen Stott was swept off his feet, Crash !
“‘ Ta-ta,’’ said Levison.

Common-room if you want any more.”

There was a brief struggle, and
He landed on top of Skinner
““ You'll find me in the

(See Chapter 8.

Read of his exploits in * The Man from Chinatown 1"—next Monday |
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“He was. quite interested to hear you
were coming,” said Skinner. ' You
remember  you  used smuggle
Mokes for im.”

“He can keep Tns interest! T intend
to have nothing to do with him while
I'm here.”

“Or with us, it seems!” said Skinner,
with a thveatening look,

Levison sheugged his shoulders,

“I'm willing to be friendly if you
i‘hoose,” he said. ** But I don’t smoke, 1
don’t gamble, ¥ don’t break bounds after
ights-out : n fact, I don’t do anything in
yvour line. I'm afraid you'll find me so
tlecent that 1 shall bore you to death.”

“That sounds a bit more like old
Levizon,” grinned Skinner. *“You
always had an edge to your tongue. 1
remember  Wharton  pitching  into
: n“_______.i

“You remember a good many things
I'd rather forget, Skinner, Let me pass
out, will you?"

“No, I won't,”” said Skinner coolly.
“I've not done with you yet. I want
to know what this siﬁy game Imeans.
You've stuffted up the Head and
Quelchy; that's all rnight. You've
etufied up Wharton and his friends. I
dare say 1t's a good idea—at first, at
any rate, But I want to know why
rou're standing there telling blank lies
to your old pals, who know you inside
vt and through and through,”

“No good telling you it's the truth?’
a=hed Levison,

“No good at all,
foal 17

"“Ihen it’s not much good prolonging
the econversation, is it?" asked Levison.
“T want to speak to the fellows down-
tiairs before dorm, so I'll go now.”

Skinner's eyes glittered,

“Youn cheeky cad—"

“That will do, Skinner,
pass 1M

“I'm not letting you pass, you cheek
hound ! said E]-[i!'lﬂ&ll!:& ﬁe{weun hi}ra
teeth. “I'll give you another chance,
Levison. We counted on you backing us
up while you're here. You've got more
hrains than all Wharton's gang put
together, if you choose to use them. If
we stick together, we might even give
those cads a fall. But if you're going
to throw over your old friends, and back
up those rotters “

* Rotten sneak !" said Stoit.

“Just like old Levison,” said Snoop.
“"Nobody ever could depend on him for
ten minutes together."

“Well, what do you say, Levison?®"
resumed Skinner,

** Nothing, except that if you don't let
me get at that door, I'll sling you out
of the way !” said Levizon mnﬁ_}

*“You mean that?”

"Qllitﬂ.“

“Then you're booked for a ragging!”
raid Bkinner savagely. “Collar him,
you fellows !”

“*Daszh it all!” muttered Stott. “You
can’'t ask a fellow into your room, and
then rag him., Chuck it, Skinner.”

“Don’t he a fool, Stott! Collar him,
I tell you!”

Skinner advanced on Levison, and
Snoop followed him up. Stoit, alter a
moment’'s hesitation, back wup his
comrades,

Levison smiled, a grim smile. The
Levison of old tfa:,'s, the weedy slacker
Skinner had once kuoown, would have
been booked for a ragging, with three
against him in the study. DBut Levison
the footballer, Levison the cricketgr, was
nuite a different Levison. He did net

ta in

I'm not exactly a

Let me

-
-

step back a pace as the three black sheep
of the Hemove advanced upon him,

“Better chuck it,”" he suggested. *'1I
don’t want trouble in this study. Let
a chap pass in peace, and don’t *play the
E’D«ﬂt 1“

*Down him!"” growled Skinner. And
he rushed on.

Levison had not been known as much
of a boxer in hiv old days at Greyfrars.
But at St, Jim's he was known as a
fighting-man of the best quality.

What happened next Hareld Skinner
hardly knew; but he knew that his
savage drive at Levison went nowhere,
and that something that seemed like a
lump of iron ecollided with his chin.

The next he knew he was rolling
under the study table, feeling as if his
chin had been driven through the back
of his head; and his next discovery was
that Sidney James Snoop was falling
with a crash across his sprawling legs.

“Ow! Ow ! Ow!"”

“Wh ! Oh, my hat! Groogh!”

i nh ﬂéjﬁ{’ar !'l!‘

“Oh crumbs!”

Stott came at Levison with a spring,
and closed with him. There was a brief
struggle; then Stott was swept off his
feet,

Craeh !

Frederick Stott sprawled ever Skinner
and Snoop, roaring.

Ernest Levison set his tie straight, and
smiled as he glanced down at the three.
He opened the door,

“Ta-ta!” he said lightly., “You'll
find me in the Common-room if you're
keen on more trouble.”

And he walked out of the study.

“"Ow! Gerroff!” gasped Skinner.

Skinner shcved Stott off, and sat up
breathlessly. He clapped both hands to
his chin.

“"Ow! Ow! Ow! Wow!"

“Oh crumbs !" groaned Snoop. * Oh,

my eye! 1 believe I'm going to have a
black eye! You idiot, Bkinner! Ow!"
“M-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m-m " CAME

from Stott.

Skinner staggered to his feet, His
face was white with rage.

“Let's go after the cad and handle
him !"” he panted.

Ilﬂ“r'!!‘i

“Wow !”

“Come on, you funks!” howled
Skinner,

“Go after him if you like!” gasped
Snoop, sinking into the armchair, an
claspmg his damaged eye with anguish.
“Ow! You silly idiot! What did you
want to rag the chap for! Ow! Ow!”

"'S't-ﬂtt-_—‘n

“Oh, shut up!” snarled Stott.

Evidently the fighting-blood in Study
No. 11 had cooled down. And Skinner,
when he reflected a little, realised that
he did not want to “go after ” Levison.
Ernest Levison was altogether too hard
a nut to be cracked by Skinner & Co.
—in the fistical line, at least!

“T'll make him sit up!”
Skinner, nursing his chin.

“Ow! Ow!"”

l.r“l"ﬂ“,I!l

It was nol a happy evening in Skin-

groaned

' ner’s study.

Long after Fevison had joined Harry
Wharton & Co., the three cads of the
Remove were nursing their injuries in

Study No. 11.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Very Clever of Skinner !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H greeted  Levison pleasantly
when he ecame into the junior

Common-room. Onece or twica
Loevison was noticed to rub his
kniuckles: and the chums of the Remove
made no remark on it, though they
could guess that there had been trouble
somewhere — especially when  Billy
Bunter rolled in with the news thal
Skinner & Co. were bathing damage!
features,

Levison made no allusion to the
trouble in Study No. 11. He seemed
chiefly interested in the coming ericket
features ; possibly regretting a httle that
he would not be playing at St. Jim's.
It was when Wingale came along to
shepherd the juniors off to their dormi-
tory that Levison made a quiet allusion

| to the incident of the cigarette in Study

No. 1, as the Removites were going
down the corridor.

““Somebody picked up a smoke under
my chair in your study, after tea, I
understand, Wharton #” he said, in a
low voice,

“That's g0,” said Harry.

“It did not belong to me.”

“I'm sure of it, old ecout.”

“Good I™

Harry Wharton was puzzled, for he
believed Hazel's denial, which Bob haa
reported to him—and he believed Levi-
son's. He had asked the Bounder; and
Smithy had alse denied all knowledge
of the cigarette. There was no other
member of the tea-party who could be
supposed to have had smokes about
him: so it was rather a mystery how it
had come into the siudy. Skinner could
have explained the mystery, no doubt;
but the f-n.p*t.u.in of the Remove naturally
did not think of Skinner. He was
Eumled: but he was glad that Levison
ad spoken out frankly on the subject.

In the dormitory Bkinner seowled
blankly at Levison, and Stott and Snoop
gave him inimical looks. With all his
desire to be friendly with every member
of his old Form, Levison had made
enemiea already. But he could scarcely
blame himself for that. Skinner & Co.
had given him no choice in the matter.

_Some of the juniors grinned. at the
sight of BSkinner’s chin and Snoop’s
shadowed eye. 'They eonnected those
indications, with Levison's rubbing of his
knuckles. Possibly some of them had
wondered whether the ome-timo *“ hard
case " of Greyfriars had gone to
Skinner's study to play the old game,
nap or banker. But it was clear enough
now that the St. Jim’'s fellow was on
the worst of terms with lis former asso-
ciates at Greylriars,

Levison paid no heed to the trio.

He went to bed and was soon slecping
gounilly—as soundly in the Remove
quarters as in the Fourth IForm dormi-
tory nt St. Jun's.

Skinner remained awake a good deal
later. _ _

An ache in his c¢hin worried him, and
his bitter, revengeful thoughts had a still
more disturbing effect. Skinner was not
a fellow to forgive am Injury, real or
fancied : and he considered that he had
been deeply injured in this case. He had
been prepared to welcome back Levison
on the old terms—indeed, to make much

of him. Levison had changed, and
Skinner persisted in regarding the
change as humbug, pure and simple. A

(Continued on page 17.)

Two of the best—Frank Richards and Owen Conquest—in the MAGNET |
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BEDS OR

A LIVELY DEBATE IN
BY OUR SPEGIAL

HnnmnE

SRR T T

T the last general meeting of the
Remove Form, Tom Redwing
came out with the astounding
proposal that hammocks should

be substituted for beds in the Remove

dormitory.

The Chairman (Harry Wharton):
“That's just the sort of potty suggestion
that one might expect from the son of a
satlor "’

_Tom Redwing: “Hammocks are a jolly

sight more comfy than beds! You can
curl up like a dormouse, and sleep as
sound as a top. Desides, you can swing
yourself to sleep.”

Dick Russell: *“That’s so. Let's put
np a petition to the Iead, asking for
hammocks to be provided in place of
beds.”

Mingled chorus of *“ Hear, hear!"” and
“Rats!”

The Chairman: “ What has Lord Maul-
everer, the soundest sleeper in the Re-
move, to say on the subject?”

Lord Mauleverer: “I'm not in favour
of hammocks, begad! It's bad enough
to be pitched out of bed when risin’-bell
goes, but a fellow who was pitched out

>
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IE night life of Greviviars has a
special romance of its own,

Let not the gentle and guile-

less reader imagine for one

T

moment that we go to bed in order to

sleep! Beds are made to be slept upon,
il 1s true; but we prefer Lo play F*:tp-irng
over them, or dance on them, or stand on
them and wield our pillows and bolsters
ngainst the attacks of the enemy,

The real fun of the day doesn't begin
until “Lights Out.” Then we get up to
all manner of larks, and “ Vex with mirth
}h{r drowsy ear of night,” as old DByron
k= illr

of a hammock would fall farther an’ fare
worse!"” (Laughter.) |
The Chairman : “ What are the views of

the Remove prize porpoise on ihis

matter?”

Billy Bunter: "I say, you fellows, it
would have to be a mighty big ham-
mock that would accommodate me!”
{Laughter.) “I'm mot at all keen on
the idea., Supposing the blessed thing
broke down in the middle of the night?”

Bob Cherry: “You'd share the fate of
Humptly-Dumply. We should have to
reyive the nursery rhyme, as follows:

1-.#--41-1---"-.“‘“‘-"‘1 t-l-.-:rf
-
{

| EDITORIAL! |

;'l L e S L L e S i LY '-%

What a tame thing life would be if we
laid our heads on the pillows at bed-
time, and slept soundly until rising-bell !
No pillow-fights; no midnight feasts;
nothing to irighlcn the monotony of
existonce, It is unthinkablo !

Judging from the many letters I have
received, our readers are very keen to
hear all they can aboul the night life of
Greyfriars, Lots of exciting things can
be written about the revels in which we
can take part between dusk and dawn;
and so the fiat went forth that we were to
have a Special Dormitory Number of the
“Greyiriars Herald.” My contributors
have put their shoulders to the wheel,
the result is now in vour hands. I don't
want you to think that there is any-
thing very harmful about our nocturnal
escapades. We do not follow in the foot-
steps of Loder of the Sixth, who breaks
bounds “in order to visit wundesirable
places. Oh dear, no! We can get all the

fun we want al Greyfriars, and jolly good
fun 1t 1s, too.
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“¢ Bunty, Bunty, in a hammock did lay,
The hammock-cords broke, 1'm sorry
to zay.
All the King's horses, and all the
King's men, _
Couldn’t put Bunty together again!’

L} )

Micky Desmond expressed the opinion
that sleeping in hammocks would be
groat fun, * Shure, an’ 1 think we ﬂ-_t'!ght
to put the petition to the Head right
away " said Micky.

A spirited debate followed, in the
cours: of which there was a hively scrim-
mage, resulting in scveral black eyes and
swollen noscs,

Order having been restored, the Chair-
man put the question to the vote, and
Tom Redwing's proposal was deleated.

The voling resulted as follows:

Against Hammocks ..,
For Hammocks

LLE LT

Majority

ol &8

A dormitory would ba a pretly cheerless
sort of place if nothing ever happened in
it except snoozing and snoring. Fortun-
ately, lots of other things do happen in
it, as you will find on perusing this issue.

And here I am going to take the oppor-
tunity of giving my chums a few tips re-
garding the Macexer's Limerick Com-
petition. 1 don't know that our Editor
will agree with me, and he nught blue-
pencil this little lot. But ns he has
always been a sport, T think he will let
it go through. (Lucky you put that in!
I fall by your flattery, Harry I—Ed. C.P.)

My first tip is—do not try and make
a pun on the names of the fellows.
Every boy and girl will be trying that.
For instance, ‘' Bolsover—Bowls Over,”
has been done lime and Ulime again.
“Skinner—Skin Her,” is as old as the
hills also. The great thing to aim at is
originalily. The Competition gives
plenty of scope for real tryers—and the
money prizes will go to readers who
show that they have been 1'1:11]1]_1( trying,
not slapping down any old thing!
That's plain, chums, and I hope it will
be helpful !

More Special Numbers to come, my
chums! I’ass round the joyful tidings!

IHARRY WHARTON.

A special *“ Cricket ’* Supplement next on the programme !

Supplement i.]
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L
ARRY WHARTON s=at up in his
bed in the Remove dorm,
“What's tha programme for
to-night, you fellows " he asked.

so that we toss the

“1 votefully pr
unter in & blanket,”

fat. and -ludicrous
enid Hurree Singk
~ “Oh, really, Inky!” protested the fat
jumior. “What have T done 7"

“Nothing, But_I want to see how
high you bounce."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What about raiding the Fifth, and
ireating them to a good, slap-up pillow
tight 1" suggested Bob Cherry.

The idea caught on. » Fellows leapt out
of bed, arming themselves with pillows
wnd bolsters. Everybody was keen to
have a emack at the high-and-mighty
Fifth-Formers, Even such weaklings as
Alonzo Todd and Snoop turned out,
armed {o the teeth,

" Better wait till the clock strikes mid-
night,” said Harry Wharton. “Then
P'll lead the way into the enemy’s camp.”

“Good !

And the Remove warriors, on tip-toe
with excitement, prepared for the fray.

X

Horace Coker sat up in his bed in the
Fifth Form dormitory,

“It’s high time we declared war on
those checky Remove fags,” he said,
“They want a jolly good walloping, just
to put them in their plages. ILet's arm
ourselves with pillows and things, and
take the Remove dormitory by storm.”

" Quite a good wheeze,” said Blundell.
“But we're nol going to have a clumsy
uliot hke you in command, Coker., I'll
lead our army into battle. You can be
my first lientenant, if you like. But for
srooidness’ sake don’t put vour boots on,
or the Remnove kids will hear you coming
when you're a mile off.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“We won’t commence hostilities till
midnight,” said Blundell, “I’'ve an idea
that old Prout’s on the prowl, and we
don’t want to run into him.”

“No jolly fear!™

Arming themselves with pillows and
holsters, the Fifth-Formers turned out
of bed, and waited impatiently for the
midnight chimes.

11T,

(Tecil Reginald Temple sat up in his
bed in the Upper Fourth dormmtory,

“You fellows awake " he asked.

*“ Yes, rather!”

““'Tis many moons,” said Temple,
“gince we had a pillow fight. What
about raiding the Shellfish in their den 7"

“I'm game!” said Dabney. “]It's
about time Hobson & Co. were put
through the mill."

““HBupposing we pay a gurprise visit to
their dorm  at midnight #”’ said  Fry,
“We'll take our pillows and bolsters
wlong, aud lay about us right lustily.”

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

“1f any fellow has no stomach for the
fight, let him speak out now, or for ever
hold his peace,” said Temple dramatic-

ally.

lgut nobody backed out. The Fourth-
FFormers were very keen on getting to
grips with the Shell. They promptly
turned out, under the command of Cecil
Reginald Temple, straining their ears for
the first stroke of midnight, which would
be the signal for hostilities to commence,

IV.

James Hobson sat up in his bed in the
Shell dormitory.

“That fellow Temple’s been getting too
big for his shoes lately,” said Hobson.
“I'm simply spoiling for a scrap, asd it
would be a good idea to spring a surprise
on the Upper Foflrth at midgight, and
sock into "em with our pillows.”

“That’s quite a happy wheeze of yours,
Hobby,” said Claude Hoskins.
now the very witching hour of night—
anyway, it's on the verge of midnight.”

“Tumble out, everybody !” commanded
Hobson. “And as soon as the
clock strikes we'll sally forth to the fray.
Temple & Co. will have the shock of
their lives.”

“Yes, rather!”

Chuckling gleefully, the Shell fellows
turned out in the darkness, and groped
for their implements of warfare.

V.
Boom!
Midnight began to sound from the old
clock-tower.
At the first stroke of the hour there

ii "’1"' i B.

MY BENEFACTOR!

By Lord Mauleverer.

Who puts me in my little hed,

And piles the pillows roond my head,

Then steals away with noiseless tread?
Bob Cherry!

Who wakes me up at half-past four,

And murmurs, * Mauly, please don't snore,

Beecause it shakes the blessed floor "7
Bob Cherry !

Who, when the rising-bell rings ouf,

Leaps out of bed with merry shout,

Aud gets a sponge—for me, no doubt?
Bob Cherry !

Who squeczes water down my hack,

And =ays I'm stodgy, slow, and slack,

Who makes me groan “ Alaz! Alack!"?
Bob Cherry !

Wha hurls me forth upon the floor,

Mixed up with sheets and clothes galore,

Who bumps me till 1'm bruised and sore?
Bob Cherry!

Yet who, despite his playful ways,
Deserves a special word of praise
For all the vigour he displays?

Bob Cherry!

¢ Cricket in the Stone Age !'’ by Tom Brown.
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A tale of a glorious mix-up.

By TOM BROWN.

[ was a genecral exodus from the Remove

dormitory, the Fifth Form dormitory,
Lhe L'H:per Fourth dormitory, and Lthe
Shell dormitory,

Four rival armies, all unknown to each
other, were going inté battle. And they
all collided on the same landing !

Pandemonium, almost heyond descrip-
tion, broke loose in the darknese.

“What the thump——'" began Harry
Wharton,

“ Who the dickens——" gasped Temple,

“What on carth——"" muttered Hob-
son.

“The Remove are here!"” thundered
(Coker’s voice above the uproar. *“I
heard Wharion's voice. Pile in!™

The next moment a wild and whirling
fight was in progress on the landing,

Everybody hit out hlindly. Nobody
could tell who was friend and who was
foe. There were biffs and thuds and
crashes and howls, and the uproar waas
truly terrific.

There was a terrific crash as some-
body’s pillow canght the globe protecting
the gas-mantle in the corridor.

“Careful, you asses!” reared Coker,
“Mind the broken glass!"”

There was a slight movement, and that
part where the splintered glass lay was
carefully avoided. But the battle went
on, and the din increased every minute.

“Ow 1™

“Yaow—yaoaop !

“Ow! My napper

The battle was at its height when Mr.,
Prout came on the scene. The blinding
glare of his electric torch revealed an
exiraordinary scene,

Harry Wharton and Boly Cherry, roll-
ing over and over, were pummelling each
aother for all they were worlh. 8o were
Coker and ‘Blundell. 8o were Templo
and Dabney. And so, also, were Hobson
and Hoskins.

“Stop!” thundered Mp, Prout. “TLet
this unseemly hooliganism tease! How
dare you resort to such horseplay when
your ought to be fast asleep? Coker!
Blundell! ¥You both belong to a senior
Form—my own Form—and T shall hold
yvou jointly responsible for this outrage.
You will wait upon me in my study after
breakfast in the morning. To your beds,
all of you!"

Friends and foes sorted themselves ont,
and there was a general stampede to tho

dormitories.

What happened {o Blundell and Coker
I can’t say. Dut the Remove got off
scol-free—except for the fact that Whar-
ton has a black eye, and Bob Cherry a
swollen nose, It transpired afterwards
that Wharton had mistaken Cherry for
Ceker, and Cherry bad mistaken Wharton
for Blundell |

|1
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& OWARDS! Vah!”
“Ginger " Nobb threw a
skornful glanse round the

Fourth Form dormitery, and
the fellows ducked distinctively.

“There's not one of you wﬁu has got
curridge enuff to go down to the villidge
in the silent clocks of the might and fetch
some grub so that we can have a maid-
night feast!” said Ginger.

“Jt's a dark and stormny night!" said
IFFreddie Funck.

“There are lots of masters on the
prowl! " said Charlie Craven.

“Better go yourself, Ginger! " advised
Chris Coldfeet, who was kaptin of the
Fourth Form at St. Cuthbert’s.

“T will,” said Ginger. "I'll put a
dummy in my bed first so that if one of
the beaks happens to come in he'll think
it's me."

(Ginger Nobb goi hold of a bolster, and
put some pijjamers on it, ‘and a wig,
and painted a pear of eyes, a nose, and a
mouth, so that the dummy resembled a
human figger. Then he placed the
dummy in his bed and drew the bed-
clothes over it.

After these manoovers, Ginger dressed
himself swiftly in the darkness. Then,
flicking his fingers in his skoolfellows’
faces 1n skt}rnfu% content, Ginger quitted
the dormitery.

Tt was, as Freddie IFunck had cbserved,
a dark and stqrmy night. And Ginger’s
mission was frawt with pervil. But he
didn’t faller. Was he afruid of the dark?
Bah! Was he afraid of prowling masters?
Yah!

Although he didn’t happen to have a
screwdriver on him, Ginger screwed up
his curridge and stole down the dark
stares, 'Then he made his way to the
boxraeom-window and clambered through,
and dropt down into the quad,

He was over the skool wall in a flash.
Then he raced away towards the villidge.

The thunder flashed around him, and
the lightning rumbled and roared. Dut
he didn't falter. Was he afraid of the
raging elements? DBah

The midnight chimes were sounding
when Ginger reached the bunshop. The
old dame who kept the shop had gone
Lo roost many hours since.

“Having knocked the prefecks down,
T might as well knock the old dame up!”
chuckled Ginger. And he beat a tattoo
on the door with his nuckles,

An upper window was thrown open and
ilie nightcapped head of old Dame Stuf-
lingham appeared,

“Who 1s 1t? " she asked. “ Berglars? ™

“It's only me!" cried Ginger.

“Merey me! What do you want at this
time of night, Master Nobb? ™

“ A hamper of tuck,” was the reply.
“Buck up and gel one ready for me.”

After a long delay the old dame ap-
peared with the hamper. It was a hefty
ihing, but Ginger heaved it on to his
sholder without any trubble,

“Thanks, ma!” he said. *“I'll pay
for this when my ship comes home, It’s

15

your

been on the way for years. Good-night!™

Ballancing the hamper on one sholder,
Ginger raised his cap with the other,
and set off along the villidge street.

He hadn’t gone very far when the
portly form of P.-c. McNabb loomed up
in the darkness.

“'Alt! " eried the constable.

id Rﬂttﬂ 1 ¥

HrAlL]
},or 1 e

“More ratts! ™

Snorting with rage, McNahb seezed his
trunchon, and the next minnit it would
have dessended on Ginger's scull had not
our hero dodged to one side,

Placing the tuck-hamper on the ground,
Ginger then rushed at the constable with
clenched fist and gave him a broadside
amidships.

The blow landed in the bread-basket,
and the portly MeNabb kollapsed on the
pavement, making a noise like a punk-
chered football,

That's wot I'm a-tellin’ of

= £s

Ginger rushed atl the constable with
clenched ﬁsfs.

Having placed the constabla hors-de-

combat, Gumger hurried away in the
direckshun of St. Cuthbert’'s. He hoped
to get back to the skool without Miss
Happ, whoever that young lady might
Le. But alass!

The Head bhad already paid a visit Lo
the Fourth Form dormitery to see if
everything was all right.

“ (Coldfeet ! "' wrapped out the Head,
addressing the kaptin of the Form. *“Is
everybody hear? "

“Yessir! "

The Head looked far from konvineed.

“1 beleeve you're kidding me,” he
said, * Anyway, 1I'll make sure that you
are all prezzant. Answer your names!
Funck.”

““Hear. sir!"

i ?':th! i3]

No reply.

“Nobh! " repeeled the Head in foans
of thunder.

Still .no reply.

A “nailing” good story, which will “rivet”
interest from

By DICKY NUGENT.

start to finish.

The Head's brow was black as ink as
he strode towards Ginger's bed,

“(Can't you hear me shouting, Nobb? ™
he roared, *Getting deaf in your old
age? My only aunt! If yon don’t
answer me I'll Eirﬂh you till you squeel

for mersy! "

Not a sound came from Ginger's bed.
The Head grabbed hold of the occupant
and started shaking it.

10y

“Why, Lless my hart and sole alive!
he gasped. “It’s a dummy figger!”

A numbir of beds began to creak owing
to the violent shivering of the occupants,

“ Where is Nobb, alins ‘Ginger-
nut ' " demanded the Head.

“Please, eir,” wimpered the mizzer-
able Funck, “he's gone dowu to the
villidge.”

“What 47 "

“1 hezzit-B8 to say, sir.”

It was at this drammatick moment that
Ginger Nobb came into the dormitery
with the tuck-hamper. He nearly dmpEed-
the hamper with a sickening thud when
he caught sight of the Head.

20 vou have returned, Nobb? ** said
the Head sternly. “What's in that
hamper? "

“Tuck, sir.”

The Head's stern countenance melted
as if by magic. Trooth to tell, he was
feeling rather peckish, Ilis wife had
riven him a very froqgal supper.

“Any doc-nutts in that hamper?”

Tl asked the Head.

“ Duzzens of 'em, sir! "™

“VYou haven't n rabbit-pie, by any
chance®”

“0Oh, yes, sir.”

“(ood! That's my mark! T've been

saying a lot of unkind things about you,
Nobb, but T will now cat my words—
also a portion of the rabbit-pie, if I may.”

“Pile in, sirt " said Ginger r-he::rfuﬁT.

The BRead squatted on the floor and
took part in the midnight feast. e piled
in like a ravvenus skoolboy, and he was
so fool at the finish that he could hardly
totier to his feet,

“Mum's the word, my boys!” he said,
winking at the Fourth-Formers. *“'This
little orgy is strickly between ourselyee.
Not a word to the rest of the skool.
Twige? "

‘“ Eyeo, oye, sir! "

The Head swept out ol the dormilery
with russhing gown.

“He's a real brick!”
Naobhb, sotto vocey.

“Thank you!” sed the Head. coming
suddenly back into the derm. *‘There's
one thing more, you fags. If I ever
catch eny of you bunkin down to the
villidge after lites out, T'll have to give
you a thick ear a peace just to keep my

said Ginger

end up! Dizay plin must be kept up.
Savvy?”’ y ;

He chuckled and, pooting his finger
ulong his nose, he gave the boys a saucy

wink. That was the end of that feast,
THE END.

Some brilliant treats in store, chums |

Supplenient iii.]
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DORMITORY SPO_RT !

& hands, and a feHow who lost his halance

1 -
47 {0 much smashing of crockeryware,
# == had {o balance waier-jugs on our heads, =

I il il

3 "r'
By H. Vernon-Smith.
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SINCERELY hope the Head won’
happen to read this column, or he

2l

e

wi

on our noctarnal revels! The fac

2 1-_=!i:

LHLLURLRR I

i 8

S evoryone else,

i

come down with a heavy hand

t

is, we held a Grand Sports Meeting in the
Remove dormitory a few nights ago.
There were no prizes, but the competitors
threw themselves heart and soul into the

various events,
1.3 -

The frst event was an obstacle race.
The competitors had to jump over beds,
vault over washstands, and take fying

leaps over lockers.

Billy Bunter entered

for this contest, but the first obstacle—
his own bed--proved too much for him,
He simply floundered on to the bed, and
lay there like a newly-landed fish, while
the others jumped over him. The honours

went to Frank Nugent, whose prowes

-
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DORMITORY
DITTIES!

By DICK PENFOLD.

S nnm

When Bunter beholds a wash basin
He never, by chance, puts his face in;
Says Gosling, the porter,
“He’ll never fouch waler,
This "ere schodl he is surely disgracin' "
* . %

When Mauly gets up with the sparrow,

“I'm f{rozen,”” he says, ““to the
marrow !

We rise, at this school,
By a hard-and-fast rule,

I wisk they would shunt me to Har-

R ]

ronw .

* » -

“I'wm famished!” old Bunter once said,
“With hunger I'll soon be quite dead "
Weo felt very sad
For the ravenous lad,
S0 woe made him an apple-pie—bed!

'

| Bunter did not compete.

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

as a high-jumper stood him in good T TG

DORMITORY RULES!

stead.
# * *
The second event was one which called
for & good deal of acrobatic skill. We
had to walk round ithe dormitory on our

(i
i

and toppled over was promptly dis-
It was a most amusing race.
Wun Lung and Oliver Kipps outdistanced
and fimshed first and
Needless to state, |545.%
It was no race [l

second, respectively.

for an unwieldly porpoise!
" » .

The next item on the programme “}‘F.E"d b
i

and the fellow who kept it up longest was
adjudged the winner. Unfortunately,
lots n? fellows couldn’t keep it up at all! }
Seven jugs were broken altogether, and
we were afraid that the din would bring
a master on the scene. But we were In
luck's way. ‘I'he winner was Bolsover
major, on whose biz cranium the jug
rested safely and securely.

How they would be drawn up if
DICK PENFOLD happened to be
Headmaster of Greyfriara,
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The pillow-fighling contest was the
most exciling event of all—a sort of grand
finale. We were drawn in pairs, and you
had to swipe al your opponent until either ™)
he or vou were knocked down., After a| The boy who dances on his bed
series of thrilling bouts Bob Cherry and| Will be reported to the Head.
Johuny Bull reached the final, And they & 8 -
went for cach other hammer-and-tongs. - : I
There was a chorus of Biff! Thud! he boy who snores just hike a b
Biff! Thud! And there were frji,,ﬂ of| Will write a hundred lines from Byron.
“Sock it into him, Bob!" dnd " Paste - . o
him, 'I"lh.““f é” dFM nbL?ng lirﬁ“ there | qo boy who wanders in his sleep,
was nothing to choose ween the coms- e R e R AT ‘1l 1.
Tyt huﬁ, at last Bob Cherry got the lied to his bed ‘with straps I'll keep,
upper hand, and Johnny Bull went to the ol - -
floor with a crash that fairly shcok the| Tating in bed is strictly barred:
room. We then hopped into bed, tired| “I'he penalty is six mouths’ hard!
out with our exertions. And we are 2 ) i1

eagerly looking forward {o the next ‘ _
The infant tossed up in a blanket.

Dormitory Sports Meeting. ;
S Pl eatoh 16 whony it talls. dnd sdeuk i)

The bov who holds n midnight feast
Will be chastised, the gorging beast|

h

IO mm

TR e

€ . t
A bully named Bolsover major The boy who shouts and screams at
Brokc bounds in the nizht, for a wager; night . :
0iBouhce in the Wight fore wagAr, I'll castigate with all my might!
Old Quelchy gave chase, & : )

But soon slackened his pace,
And panted: “I'm quite an old
stager !

L & #

A follow pmamed Oliver Kipps

Once sighted a total eclipse;
"Twas such a strange sight
He saw in the night,

That he guaked, and went white to
the lips,

L] L L ]

A comical master named Pront,
With his vifle went prowling about;
A burglar he sighted,
And aimed, quie delighled,
But found he had left his shot out !

A merry voung joker, Tom Brown,
Togged up in the night as a clown;
e hopped and he danced,
Aund he revelled and pranced,

But he fled when he saw the llead's
gown !

The boy who rises with the lark
Will win from me a kind remark.

* | #

The boy who sleeps till half-past ‘niue,
I'll send cold shivers down his spine !

. @ +
When the lights are once put out,
Do not talk and do not shout!

W w ®
Keep windows open through the night,
Fresh air's good—it will not bite!

" » "

When you wash in early morn
Tuke care the walls vou don’t adorn!

L 2 L =

When you hear the rising-bell
Jump up at once—all will be well!
* " »

The bov who carries out each maxim
Will find that no one ever smack= L,

L W &

If vou've a dread of castications
Pray dou't defy these reguiations.
* o *
Let peace prevail in every dorm,
Or, L;r my bearvd, I'll make thhngs
Warm.

Broadcast the wonderfui value in the MAGNET !
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THE BOY WITH A BAD NAME!

(Continued from page 12.)

quarrel had been inevitable, in the cir-
cumstances ; and BSkinner had had the
warst of the quarrel,

Honiehow or other he was going to
inake the St. Jim's junior suffer for it;
somehow or ether he was going to
“show up " the humbug by which Levi-
son was imposing on the other fellows—
any means that came Skinner's way
were welcome,

Heedless of his enemy—in fact, forget-
ful of his existence—Levison of St. Jim's
slept well that night, and turned out
bright and cheerful in the morning. He
was one of the first down of the Remove,
and he spent a pleasant hour before
breakfast in atrolling round the old
school, visiting every place he had
known in the old days.

After breakfast he called at the sana-
torium. He was unable to see Frank,
whose chief nced was to be kept per-
fectly quict and in repose; but the
matron gave him a favourable account
of his brother, and there was nothing
for Levison to worry about. He began
to think that his few weeks at Grey-
friars would be spent very agreeably; as
for 8kinner & Co., he dismissed them
from his mind. He supposed that he had
done with Skinner,

In the Remove Form-room that morn-
ing, Levison received s kindly nod
from Mr. Quelch. He had been very
far from being in the Remove master’s
good graces in the old days, having
been, 1n fact, the most troublesome
member of the Form, and generally
under the eye of suspicion. That was all
changed now. Mr, Quelch knew Levi-
son’s record at his new school; and the
junior's quiet attention to his work was
a proof of his change. Mr, Quelch was
nquite satisfied with him now, and
Skinner, as he saw it, marvelled at Levi-
son’'s wonderful power of spoofing 1n
deceiving even the lynx-eyed Remove
master. Skinner was not inclined to
admit that Mr. Quelch saw more clearly
than Harold Skinner himself.

Levison acqauitted himself well that
morning, quite to Mr. Quelch’s satisfac-
tion. e came out of the Form-room
alter class, with Harry Wharton & Co.

skinner watched them as they walked
ont cheerily into the guadrangle, with a
sour and bitter grin,

“Thick as thieves now ! he remarked
to Snoep and Stoit,

“Looks hke #,"” :aid Sidney James
Anoop. * You've made a mistake about
Lim, Skinny. He’s really gone goody,”

“I told you =0!” remarked Stott.

Skinner sneered,

“ (Gammon !" he answered. “ He's keep-
ing it up well; but he will give himself
away sooner or later: Yon know what
levison was always like. Ile’s bound to
bireak out.”

“Rot!”

** Hazel's been {elling me about a smoke
picked up in the study after Levison
had tea there,” said Skinner. “They
thought Hazel had dropped it there, and
he seems to have bad a row with Bob
(‘herry about it. I don’t believe it was
Tazel.”

“Levison . azked Snoop.

“Well, whatl does it look like? argued
Skinner.

“T'I1 tell you what it looks like,” =aid
Siott grimly, ** It looks as if yon've been

‘playing

tricks, Skinner.
better be jolly careful
spotted !”

And Stott walked away with that,

Sncop chuckled.

“Is that it?" he asked.

“Suppose it is,” growled Skinner.
“Why shouldn’t a fellow show up a
rotten humbug who's pulling the wool
over the other fellow’s eyes?”

“I'm with you, all the way!" sad
Snoop cordially, rubbing his damaged
eve. “‘I'd like to show him up, and get
him cut by thase fellows while he's at
{}re;rfriﬂ.rs! It would serve him right!”

“There are ways and means!” re-
marked Skimner.

not to get

And the two worthy pals discussed

ways and means till dinner-time. The
afternoon being a half-holiday, Levizon
borrowed a bicycle to go on a spin with
the Famous Five; and he came back at
tea-time looking ruddy and cheerful,

In the evening Ekinner looked into
Study No. 2, where he found Levison
with Tom Brown and Hazeldene, the
three studying a section of that great
poemn, ‘““Pavadise Lost,” in readiness for
the morrow. Skinner gave Levison a
nod,

“ Buey " lLe asked.

“Yes!” anewered Levison tersel

“Well, I won't interrupt!” said Skinner,
“Do you mind if T let that little account
stand over till next Saturday?”

Levison stared at him. Brown and
Hazeldene looked up.

“What little account” demanded Levi-
sOM.,

“The half-erown I owe you

" You don't owe me a half-crown.”

“Eh1" y

“What do yain mean?” demanded Levi-
son, puzzled and angry. "1 haven't lent
you any money that I know of."

|2

“1 know wou haven't. I mean——"
Skinner paused. ' All serene, old top;
I see I've put my foot i it. I'll see
you later.”

“ Look here, Skinner——"

But Skinner retired, and shut the door,
leavirig Levison with his brows kmitted.
Tom Brown looked astonished.

“What's the giddy mystery aboul?” he
asked,

There was a chuckle from Hazeldene.

“So that's the jolly old new leaf, 18
it?" he said, *After sermonising me,
Levison, you went playing cards with
Skinner!”

“1 did nothing of the kind!"”

“You were in his study last evening.”

“That was for supper. And, if you
want to know, we had a row becanse I
wouldn't play cards!” grunted Levison,

“Then, how does he come to owe you
half-a-crown?"

“He doesn't.”

Hazel whistled. :

“Don’t you believe me?” snapped Levi-
200,

“Well, it sounds rather thick, doesn’t
it? grinned Hazel. “Skinner's about

the last fellow in the world to part with
money if he can lelp it. Isn't he,
Browney ™

“The very last, I fancy!"” assenled the
New Zealand junior, with a curious look
at Levison.

“ And he savs he owes Levison half-a-
crown, and Levison says he doesn’t. Ile's

cing {o pay next Saturday a half-rrown

e doesn’t owe!" Hazel chuckled ex-
plosively. “I can see him doing it!”

Levison rose from the table. Iis face
was set and grun.

“I'm going to have this out with
Skinner!” he sand. “If it's one of his
little jokes, I don'i see the point of it."”

And you'd|

F
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“J don’t, either!” grinned Hazel.

“ Bame here!" said Tom Brown dryly.

Levison, with a dark brow, qguitted the
study. Hazel and the New Zealander
looked at one another,

“Same old game!” remarked Hazel.

“ Looks like 1t. But——"

Tom Brown shrugged his shoulders,
and returned to his study of Milton. He
did not know what to make of the
incident, and, as it was no business of his,
he dismissed it from his mind,

Levison returned to the study a few
minutes later. His brow was still dark
and his tie disarranged.

“ Been scrapping with Skinner?” ashed
Hazel. 2
“Does he still owe you half-a-crown ™
“0Oh, go and cat coke!”

And Levison said no more.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Hav.ng It Out !

N Monday, Skinner made himself

O conspicuous in the Remove by

attempts to borrow half-a-crown.

He even applied to Billy

Bunter, which had the natural effect of

making it known far and wide that

Skmner was hard uq and trying to

borrow money. After lessons he applied

to Harry Wharton, The_ captain of the
Remove eyed him grimly,

“The fellows are saying that you owe
Levison & half-crown that he never lent
jﬂtl{” said Harry.

“That's the case. II you'll lend me
half-a-trown, I’ll settle up with the chap,”
said Bkinner, antiably. "I don’t care to
resnain in his debt, as we've had a row
about it."”

“Levison says youn don't owe him any-

thing.”

Skinner laughed. _

“I'm likely to part with money I
don't owe!” remarked. _

“You're not, that's a cert!” said
Harry. *“It's not easy for fellows to geb
from you money that you do owe. Do

you mean to say that Levison was
gambling in your study on Friday?"

“ Certainly not! If I'd known that he
was keeping it dark, I shouldn’t have
let out a word.”

“Then you do say
Harry. =

“I'don't! I'm saying nothing.” And
Skinner walked away with that, making
no further reference to the half-crown he
had been trying to borrow.

Harry Wharton knitted his brows. He
went to his study for prep, trying to dis-
miss the matter from his mind. But it
was not easy. The thought that Levison
was pull'nt his leg and laughing at him
in his sleeve was not a pleasant one. He
hated to think so; but could not help
being aware that that was the general
impression in the Remove.

Skinner was playing what he con-
sidered & very deep game. He was
making no accusation. He was even
appearing lo make some efforls to keep
ihe whole affair dark. Fellows wera left
to draw their own conclusions—and the
conclusions they drew were, naturally,
coloured by Ernest Levison’s old and
unforgotten reputation as a “hard case,"”
There was a constraint growing up
already between him_ and his friends,
No fellow likes to feel that he is bemg
made a fool of and mocked behind his
back.

Wharton and Nugent did not speak on
the subject ; but eac knew that the other

so?” exclaimed

There’s pocket-money going begging ! See pages 20 and 27 1
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was thiuking of it as they sat down to
prep, on Monday evenimg. Prep had
just been finished when the study door
was hurled open with a crash, which
announced that Bol Cherry was there,

“Hallo. hallo, hallo!” roared Bob.
“Fipished ? "

BJust ' said Harry.

“Good! You're wanted "

% What's the row now? "

“Dear old Bkinmer,” chuckled Bob.
“ Levison wants us all to go with him to
Skiuner's study and witness  him having
it out ‘'with- Harold. He's punched
Skinner’s nose once or twice, but that
dogsn’t seem {o do Skinner any good.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“We'll come,” he said.

*"Yes, rather! " -aseoried Nugent.

Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh and
Johnny Buwll were in the passage.
Levison came out of No. 2 with Tom
Brown and Hazeldena, 8Six or seven
other juniors gathered on the scene, and
all of th#m looked at Levison with in-
terest, some of them with smiles.

Ernest lLevison’s face was cobl and
calm. The old time “hard case " was a
more danzerous cugtorner to tackle than
Skinner dreamed, with all his cleverness,

“Y want you fellows to be witnesses,”
gaid Levison.. “Skinner's makine out that
I plaved cards with him in his study
last ¥riday, I'm going to make him
own up.”

“Ho hasn’'t made that out,” said
Bolsover major, “He seems to be trying
to keep it dark, so far as I can see.”

“Yes—and letting every fellow in the

move see him trying!” remarked
Levison, * That's about the best way of
fetting it talked up and down the houae,

suppose.”

“Somoething in that,” said the
Bounder. **We all know that SKinner is
a deep card.”

““Not so deep as Levison!
Hazel.

“I hope not,” said Levison coolly,
“Let's see what 8kinner has to say
before all of vou.”

“That's only fair! ™ =said Bob.

“The [airfulness is terrific.”

And the juniors proces’ed in an in-
{erested crowd to Study No. 11, where
Skinner & Co. were enjoying a smoke—

"
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No. 663.—DON T'AR

one of their pleasant little customs—
after prep,

Bob Cherry
the juaniors crowded in.
at them,

““ Hallg, what's the jape? * he jnquired.
“You fellows getting up a testimonial to
me, or something of that kind? ”

“Ha, ha, ha!" . ,

“It's a giddy inguiry,” said Peter
Todd. *You've gol to tell us just what
happened here on Friday evening,”

Skinner lawghed,

“Let me speak,” said Levison
quietly. “Skinner, you've stated up and
dewn the Remove that yon owe me half-
a-crown,”

“1'm not denying that I owe it,” said
Skinner. “I can't sattle till Saturday,
and I've told you so. I'm not going to
tight you about it again, if that’s what
yvou've come for.”

“Duash it all, give the chap time tb
pay!" said Bolsover major.

“Oh, don’'t be an ass!"™
Levison,

“Took here, if you're hard up for
money, I'll lend Skinner the dashed hali-
crown to pay you!" said Bolsover con-
temptuonsly,

“Give me a chance to speak. Skinner
doesn't owe me anvthing. He makes out
ihat he does to get me into bad odour
with the fellows I'm friendly with here,”
said Levison quietly.

“Oh, draw it mild! ™

“That's his game!" said Levison
coolly, I didn’t tumhbln at firsi—but I'm
on to it now. Skinner's got to own up.
I can gunss now how that cigarette was
found in Study No. 1 the other day,
tDn‘_I,

“Skirmer? " exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton.

“ Exactly.”

“Ha, ha, ha'!" roared Skinner. ‘‘Pile
it on, Levison! This is quite in your old
styla ' -

“Quite!” grinned Snoop,

“0Oh, guite! " chuckled Stott.

“I think I can prove it,” said Levisnn
coolly. “Bob Cherry, you found the
cirarette and took it to Hazel's study.
You looked at it, What sort of a smaoke
was 1t? "

“Turkish.,” said Bob.

burled the door open, and
Skinner stared

snapped
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Levison jerked open the lable-drawer
and took out the cigaretie-box in which
Skipner kept his smokes. e rolled them
out on ithe table.

“Now look at thoge,” he said:
“Turkish cigarettes, Euﬁ:‘;ﬂ ‘brgnd. It
waa one of Skinner's cigarettes,”

“My only hat!" ejaculated Dob,

“You awful rotter, Bkinner!” ex-

claimed Harry Wharton indignantly.
“It was yours—"

Skinner breathed hard for a moment.

“It bhad been mine, I dare say,” he
vawned, *1 remember giving Levison
half a dozen when I met him at the
E‘-Tﬂfiﬂ{l as he took a fancy to them.”

-ll.D ¥ '1!

“That's untrue!” said Tevison bes
tween his teeth. “ You never gave me
any cicarettes.”

Skinner shrugged his shoulders. There
was a glimmer of triumph in his eyos.
He had neatly countered l;_.eﬁsn-n’n movo
—and the matter remained where it was!
Levison realised that, The crowd of
juniors in the study and the doorway
looked at one another, Skinner collected
nn the smokes again and replaced them
in the drawer coolly. DBuf Levison was
not finished yet.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Checkmate !

ARRY WHARTOXN & Co. stood

H silent, They did mot know what

to think, and the&‘ waited for
Levison's next words.

Skinner & Co. were grinning. So far
as Skinner could see, there was not a
chink in his armour anywhere, Witnesses
were on his side, as the threc young
rascals were standing together in the
natter. And Levison's old reputation
was on his side, too, and that was a more
powerful witness. It was not nocessary
for Skinner to prove anything—so long
as his implied r‘mrgu was not disproved
that was enough for him, He felt per-
fectly secure, though he was a little dis-
turbed by Levison’s icy coolness.

There was a pause in the study. The
juniors waited, and BSkinner, with a
vaunting air, blew out a little cloud of
smoke from his cigarette.

Levison looked round at the expectant
faces.

“T accuse Skinner of trving to blacken
me, and make trouble that way between
me and my friends here,” he sald quietly
and incisively. “I will tell you what
happened in this study the other night.
These three fellows wanted me to play
banker; I refused, and they tried to rag
mo, and there was a row, 'That's all,
sn far as 1 am concerned, Skinner has
started his half-crown Story to give a
different impression. Now let Skinner
give his version of what happened.”

“That's fair,” said Harry Wharton,
**Go ahead, Skinner."

“1 don’t want to =ay anything,” said
Skinner.

“It's a bit too late for Lhat; you've
said too much already. If rou don’t
speak out we shall take it for granted
that yvou are slandering Levison.”

Rkinner shrugged his shoulders,

‘iBlessed if. I know what Levison's
making the fuss about,” he said.
“Everybody knows the kind of [cllow
he 18.”

“Never mind that; let's lLiear what
happened.” :

“Oh, I don't mind.,” said Skinner with
n yawn. *““We had supper, and a smoke
all round, and then a game of banker,
Levison won."

Once a black sheep always a black sheep ?—

Taee Macser Lisrary.—No. T94.




School and Detective Stories every Monday !

“Do you say the same, Sucop? "

“Yes, that's what happened!” said
Snoop, rubbing his darkened eye
viciously.

* And you, Stoti?”

“That's all I remember,”” said Stott.

“SBnoop and Btott were able to square,
but I ran out of cash,” said Skmner
blandly. “I was left owing Levison a
half-crown, and he rowed with me for
not settling up a debt of honour on the
spot. After that I don’t want to have
anything more to do with him—after
Fve paid my debt, of course!”

“Ts that all?” asked Levison,

“That's all. 1 never wanted o teli
your friends about it; you've [orced e
tol”

“That's so!” said Bolsover major.

Levison looked round.

There was a elight smile on ms hps—a
smile that puzzled Skinner, and worried
him a little. He remembered that Krnes(
Levison had alwuys been a “ deep card,”
and he felt an inward tremor. Was it
possible that Levison bad some trump
card to play yet? Ilow could he possibly
disprove the sloryis Only Levison and
Skinner & Co. had been present at the
lime, and the three young rascals had
concocted their story carelully,

Bob Cherry looked worried.

“Jt's a dashed casc of ‘ not proven,’
he saic. " But—Dbut we¢'re bound to take
Levison’s word,"

“What utlter rol!" said Hazel. "If it's
three fellows’ word aguinst one, I'tn fo
the three!”

“Same here!” said Bolsover major.

“Don’t worry!"” said Levison coolly.
“The malter doesn't end here.”

“What have you got up your sleevel”
asked Skinmer, with a sneer,

“ Levison——" began Wharton uncasily,

“It's word agamst word—and three
words against one, so far,” said Levison

§

cheerfully. “My [riends here will try to
take my word, I suppose; but they
can't help remembeving that what

Skinner says of me now would have been
irue of me 1n the old davs. Well, I'm
not leaving it at that, I'm going to the
Iead !”

“T'he Head!"” welled Skinner,

Levison nodded,

All eyes were fixed on him now, Levi-
son was cool as ice,

“If what Skinner says is true, T'm not
a fit chap to stay in this school ! he said.
“Dr. Locke has allowed me to return
here on the understanding that 1 chucked
that kind of blackguardism long ago, and
that nothing of the kind would ever
recur. I1f I have deceived him, and
started gambling in the studies on my
first night at Greyfriare, I ought to be
kicked out of the school!”

“That's right enough,” said Whar{on.
IIBu_t'_F_l:l

“Dr. Locke can sift out the matter, and
get al the truth,” szaid Levison. *' Snoop
and Stott are backing Skinner up in his
lies, I fancy they will think twice before
they tell lies to the Head. The Head will
see through them easily enough, and
catch them tripping. 1f he deeides that
I have done what Skinner zays, he will
turm me out of Greyfriars, and serve me
right. T'm taking the risk!”

Bob Cherry burst into a chuckle,

Levison was cool and ealm; Dut
skinner & Co. were looking the pevsoni-
lication of terror and dismay.

Ernes:t Levizon made a move fowards
the door,

“Cowie on, you three fellows ! he «aid.
“You'd belter come with me. You'd
be =ent for, anyhow!™

“J1old ou!” gasped Stolt.

W
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““ Now look at those,”” he sald.

Levison !
“You'll get kicked out

!

“D.d-d-don’t be a fool,
panted Snoop.

if the Head knows——'

“I think not,” said Levison coolly.
“Dr. Locke hasn’t been a~headmaster for
twenty years without being able to sift
truth from lies. ' relying on his
judgment.” e langhed lightly. *“ \hy,
you three duffers, before the Iead has
asked you half-a-dozen questions, you'll
be contradicting yoursclves and one
another.”

“If it’s nol true—~—" said Hazel,

“Well, it 1sn't!”

“You're right,
Wharlon quietly,

“1'm going!”

The fellows in the doorway made room
for Levison (o pass. Harold Hkiuner
looked at his comrades, with white lips.
Skmner, perhaps, might have found the
nerve to face the Ilead; Dbut it was a
different case with Sncop and Stott, The
bare thought of standing before Dr.
Locke's severe, searching gaze, and tell-

Levison,” said Ilarry
“Go to the Head.”

ing barefaced falschoods, made their
knees knock togzether,

* Hold on!” panted Snoop,

“Btop!” yelled Stott,

Levison did not stop; bul DBolsover

major caught him by the arm,

“Hold on a minute,” he said. “ XNow,
Skinner—-—" ‘ of I
“Do vou own up thal it’s ail lies,

Skinner?” asked the captain of the Re-
move sternly.

“ Nop-no!” panted Skinner, * Bul—Dhat
wo should get a flogging all round if the
Head found out we'd been playing cands,
That's what Levison is banking on.”

Levison jerked open the table-drawer and took ouf the chocolate-box
in which Skinner kept his smokes.
“ Turkish cigarettes—Sultan brand !
The same as the one you found, Cheiry !'* (See Chapter 10.)

He rolled them out on the table.

Levison's lip curled,

“"You'd get flogged, very likely,” lLe
said.  “Bul I should get kicked out,
which is a good deal worze, if you prove
your case, I'm risking more than you
are. If you can stick to your storv to the
Iead, and convinece him, T shall be sent
hack 1o my own school in disorace—io
gel the sack there! Thatl's a good deal
harder than a flogging ! ]

1] I_]__!ll'

“Let go my arm, Bolsover!”

“Stop him!" shouted Snoop, as [.ovi-
sonn shook his arm free. “You ass
Skinner, you—you dummy, can’L you sece
it’s time to own up?”

“1 own up!” shouted Stolt. ™ Slop him!
(C‘ome lock, Levison! It—il was only o
joke”

Skinner licked his dry lips.

There was nothing eclse for it: lus
nerve was not equal to the test, and cer-
tainly his falsechoods could not have heen
told to the Head, with a confession from
his confederates at the same {ime.
Skinner realised that Levison had been
too much for him.

“Btop him ! he gasped.

“Tevison!" shouted Bob Cherry.

He rushed afler Ernest Levison, and
fairly dragged him back into the study.
| “No need to _worry the giddy old
Head!” grinmed Bob. *“The rolters are
owning up!”

“It’'s got lo come out clear,” saud
Levison., * Skinner, do you own up that
it was all lies, and that 1 never played
cards in this study?”

“ It—it was a joke——"

—the question that is worrying the juniors of Greyfriars |

Ter Magxer Lisrary. No. 794,
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“Do you own up, or not!"” roared Bob
Cherry ferociously.
“Yes!" panted Skinner.

“ And yon others?” asked Levison.
“It was Skinner’s rotten idca !” growled

Stott. “I never thought much of 1t, But
Skmner would have his way, the silly

Iﬂd I:H

“Skinner fairly bullied us into it,"
mumbled Bnﬂup “I—I thought it
I—1 mean——

couldn’t come out.
Levison looked round.

““Are you fellows satisfied now?” he
asked,

**Yes, rather,” said Harry. * And if we
let & doubt come into our minds for a
moment, Levison, we're sorry for it.”

“The sorrowfulness is terrific, my
esleemed and ridiculous Levison!”
“ And as for those rotters——"" said Bob

Cherry sulphurously.

“Rag the cads!” growled Johnny Bull.

“Give them beans!” exclaimed Tom
Brown,

Levison left the study. Dut the other
fellows did not leave it just yet, Skinner
& Co, had to receive the reward of their
rascality, and they received it in full
measnire,

The three cads of the Remove backed
towards the wall as the juniors surged
forward, They wera repenting of their
vashness in trying to drag Ernest Levison
into their ﬁha.d:,r fold, and their repent-
ance was accelerated by the fact that the
Ilemovites were angry,

“Collar 'em!” roared Bob Cherry.

“We'll teach the measly rotters to p]av
the game! We'll knock it into them !’

“The knockfulness will be tcrr'iﬁr',"
murmured Hurres Jamsel Ram Singh.

“*Hear, hear!”

“Hold on,” began Skinner.
only a— Yowp!”

Skinner's explanation ended in an un-
-‘sﬂt‘l"”lﬂ'lhlt‘ hﬂ!l as Bob Cherry's grasp
closed upon him and sent him hurtling to
the floor.

“Bump the rotters!"

But there was no need for the indig-
nant Bob to offer advice—the juniors
were already piling in.

The next ten miinutes or so was a lively
time for Skinner and his precious pals.

“Yowp!” howled Stott, as a cricket-
stump, in the hands of an energetic
junior, found a resting-place, as it were,
on his nether garments, *‘‘Grooough!
Chuckit! I tell you it was—— Ow—
wow !

Sidney James Snoop was also fanng
badly. He did not know whether; he
was on his head or his heels, bt his yalls
rang through the sindy, and the burden
of his plaint was exactly the same as his

study-mates :

“Yowp! Groough! Ow—wow!"

“Decorate the study for them, chaps!”
criaed Johnny Byll., “It will give the
cads something to {]u to put it to rights
afterwards; they won't be able to spin a
I?l of |Hng yarns about a decent chap,
then.

“It was

“Gool wheeze!” assented Harry
Wharton. “Pile in!"”
In less than threz minutes Study

Your chums want fo read the best paper. Show tnem the MAGNET!

No. 11 presented a miniatura batile-field,
Chairs were ovérturned, likewise the
table, whilst every other article of furni-
ture occupied ang position but that
which it had originally adorned.

The juniors called a halt in their
labours at last.

“T think that does the trick,"
breathed Harry Wharton. *‘Let this be
a warning to you, Skinner, you roétter!"”

It was not only a punishment, but a
warning for the future, that Skinner re-
thind And he had received it! Now
that the incensed chums of the Remove
had finished, Study No. 11 looked =u
wreck, and Skinner & Co., sprawling
breathlessly in the midst of the havoc,
looked more wrecked than the study.

Then the juniors trooped out, followed
by deep and aneguished groans from the
hapless schemers,

The next day Skinner & Co. were still
feeling the effects of that well-merited
ragging, and they were not feeling in
the hvmour for any more plotting, And,
in spite of Skinner, the most complete
concord reigned between Harry Wharton
& Co. and Levison of the Remove.

THE EXND,
(Another ripping story of Harry
Wharton & Co., with Ernecst Levison

well in the limelight, 13 on the pro-
gramme for next .-lfnm.fﬂ?,r. It iz cntitled
“ Under the Shadow ! On no account
should you miss it !)

HERE'S AN OPPORTUNITY FOR YOU'!

A Simple One-Week Football Competition.

Solve the Simple Picture-puzzle, and send in your solution.

FIRST PRIZE £5.

SECCOND PRIZE £2 10s.

Ten Prizes of Five Shillings each.
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WHAT YOU HAVE T0 DO.

Here is a sp'lendul Footer competition
which I am sure will interest you. On
this page you will find a h:smr} of
Leicester City Football Club in picture-
puzzle form. What you are invited to
do is to solve this picture, and when you
have done so, write your solution on a
sheet of paper. Then sign the coupon
which appears below, pin it to your
solution, and post it to **Leicester City
Competition, Macyer Office, Gough
House, Gough Square, E.C. 4, so as to
reach that address not later than
THURSDAY, MAY 3rd, 1023,

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be
awarded to the reader who submits a
solution which is exactly the same as, or
nearest to, the solution now in the
possession of the Editor. In the event of
tiecs the prize will be divided. The other
prizes will be awarded mn order of morit.
The Editor rezerves the right to add
together and divide the value of all, or
any, of the prizes, but the full amount
will be awarded. 1§ a distinet con-
dition of entry that the decision of the
Fahitor must be accepted as finul,  Ian-
ployees of the proprictors of this journal
are nol eligible to compele.

This u;nm]:‘.l{.-l:'lti{:r:l Is rum in {rrmj:lnc-riun
with the “Gem,"” “ Popular,” and * Boys'
Friend,” and readers of those journals are
wuvited to compete,

.
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I enler * Lewester City
petition, amd agree 1o accept
Fahitor's decision as linal.
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L:\.ST week's article concluded with
a reference to the medium
throngh which magnetic lines of

forve act, and we now continue
from where we left. off.

It i3 obvious thal eneigy cannot be
iransmitted from one poinm. to another
unless there is some mwedivm linking the
two poinls together, throngh or over
which the energy s conveyed. For
example, when a man draws water from
a woll by means ef 2 rone and buckei,
the medinm by means of which his
vnergy is applied to the raising of the
bucket 15 the rope to which the bucket

15 fastened.

Because energy  cannol  be  irans-
mitled exeept throvgh =some medinm,
seienlists have imagined this anvisible
medium. to whicin they have applied the
name of ether. Lilier fills the space
between the earth and the =un, thus
enabling the light and heat rays to travel
to the earth, Careful scientific rezearch
proves that this substance forms a part
of all other substunees: for 11"~1.'I.'.j'l.[1]t“', H
piece of steel is made np of molecnles
surronnded by ether,

If a magnet is =uspended in a space
from which all air has been extracted
it will still exert its magnetie foree out-
side the vaenum swrrounding it.  This
proves that there is some miedinm other
than air which enables thiz force to act
across it, and it is assnmed 1hat the space
immediately surronnding the magnet is
filled wiith ether,

This assnmption is =supported by the
fact that an ordmmary filament electric
lamp, burning in a vacuom, transpits
light and heal to the space surrounding
the vacunm the =ame manner that the
sun transmits light and heat to the earih.
It may, therefore, be saicly assnmed that
other does exist, and that it is the
medium across which a magnretic force
acts.

In the articles dealing with waves weo
will show that the presence of ether
makes wireless telephony possible; but
for the moment we must learn what it

ST A WA N
s

Sketch No, 1.

is thal canses magnetic force, and the
effects of that force on the ether through
which it aels,

We have stated that if a magnet is
ground to powder each grain would still
retain i3 magnetic properties, and
would, in fact, be a comiplete magnet in
itself, having a north and a =outh pole,
'The reason for this is that all sub-
glances are composed of moleenles. A
molecule is the smallest fragment into
which a substance may be phyzically
broken. =0 small that 1t cannot be seen
throngh the most powerinl microscope;

cach molecule is in ileelf composed of a
nest or universe of atoms, and around
each atom electrons revolve at terrific
gpeed, these electrons being particles of
negative cleetricity, :

Now because these electrous revolve
they must be in a stale of encrgy, that
ig, they do work. 'These atoms, each
with ther electrons revolving. uaromul
them, in large munbers form maolecules,
and these moleenles, suyronnded by elher,
form the substances of which our earth
i= cotuposed, Thus, for example, o prece
of iron 18 farmed of milbands of these
molecules, each one of which is sm-
routided by ethes.

The:e electrons, constanlly revolving
rourd their atoms, cauze a stram in the
ether surrounding the molecules, aud as
magnetism 13 cther in a state of strain,
it will be readily understood why each
moleenle is a complete magnet in itself,
having a north and sownth pole, and,
therelore, a maguelic lield.

"o explain the efirct of foree on ether,
it is necessary ta ryemember that when
magnetic lines of foree leave the norin
pole of a2 magnet they endeavour to
relurn to the south pole of the magnet
by the shortest possible route. 'I'lis is
because the strain canzes the ether lo
contract in irs effort te overcome ihe
strain: tine result 13 that the force acls
in direct lines between ihe north and
south poles,

1f a magnetic line of forece seeks the
shortest path, it wonld appear to be con-

tradictory to the diagram shown in the

last article, in which the lines of force
were observed to travel in ever-widening
vircles to the south pole of the magner.
This curvature in the lines is due to the
fact that like magnetic poles repel, and
as all the lines of foree leave the
north pole, they are of like polarity, and
endeavour to push each other as far away
as possible, so that the weaker lines are
forced far ont into the magnetic field
Im{nr:_- they make their way to the south

n,

Two forces art on the lines of force:
the ether which endeavours to contract
them into as short g space as possible,
and their natural repulsion, whir,ﬁ CalECE
ithe lines to pot ns far away from each
other as possible,

The question naturally arises that, if
a'l the molecules which compose an iron
bee are magnetie, why is the bar ilself
not magnetic? The veason for this is
that ihe ether, in trying to mininnse the
strain a2t up by the magnetic molecules,
ayravpes the molecules in such a manner
that their poles nmeutealise one another.
This 15 shown dJdiagrammatically in sketch
No. 1.

When an iron bar is induced into a
magnetic state by rubbing it with a
magnet, it 18 =0 induced becuuze the
action of rubbing it with the magnet
causes the cother surrounding the
molecnlee 1o become so strained that the
moloenles are rearranged, =0 that Lhe
north poles all point in one

aud the south poles point in the oppasiie
direction. The bar then exerts magnetic
foree becaunse anll the magnetic lines of
each moleenle are moving in ihe same
direction, and their aceumulated effect
:els up a magnetic field. This is also
shovwn diagramimatically in skelch No. 2.

RLECTRO - MAGNETIC 1XDUM
TION.—If a magnet i3 passed  righi
through the centre of a coill of wire,
having ils two ends connected with w
galvanometer, it will be observed that
the needle of the galvanometer is fa-
Hected, thus showing that an electio-
molive force has been induced in the
coil,  If the magnet is left at rest in the
coil the galvanometer needle will return

X IITT S,
SOODOD *fik
& & O D D ;
Do OOoOL D 5
s ame = ==

Sketeh No. 2.

(o nermal, thus showing that there is no
longer an electromotive-force induced:
Lut on withdrawing the magnet from the
coil  the needle will again be deflected,
but the deflection will ﬁe. in the opposite
divection to that which occurred when
tha magiet was being passed iuto the
coil.

From ihis experiment we learn ihat,
¢0 long as there is relative moveme:t
between a coil of wire and n mnfnetic
ficld, an electromotive-force is indneed,
and that the induction is effected hy tho
number of magnetic lines of force pass-
ing through the coil. We also learn that
the direction of the eurrent depends upon
wheiher the movement increases or de-
creases the number of magnetic lines of
force passing throngh the coil. Thus, when
thrusting thﬂ magnet into the coil and
thereby increasing the nmumber of lines
of force, the direction will be opposite
to that which occurs when we withdraw
ihe magnet from the eoil, thus reduncing
the number of magnetic lines of forve
passing through it. We learn that when
ihere 18 no relative movement between
the coil and the magnetic field no elec-
{romotive-force is induced.

The next article will show that, when
those magnelic lines of force are Lroken.
under certain conditions, certain eleclri-
cal effects are caused, and these effecis
arc of the greatest importance in making
wireless signals from one point (o

anather,.

(Readers would do well fo collect
these instruclive articles from weeelk
to wweek and bind them together.
1ith such a reference at hand the
technicalities of modern Wireless ave
rendered simple and comiprehensible

directione o the enthusiastic amatenr.)

Wireless from A to Z—every Monday |
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Interrupted Message !

ERRERS LOCKE, sitting
consulting400m with Jack Drake

in his

F at Baker Streat, closed his
memorandum-book and returned
it 1o his pocket. !

“T thought I was not mistaken,” he
murmured ; *“to-day’s the day.”

Drake's eyebrowa lifted shightly,

#*What's on té-day, sir? " he asked.

The famous sleuth lighted his pipe and
got it drawing well befora replying.

“Do you remember, my boy, the case
of tho Yellow Spider? '

“My aunt! Do I not, sir! It's been
# wonder to me that wbd've been so safe
from that tong, or Chirlbse secrel saciety,
which you stirred up.”

“The dread Hoa Hangs never forget
nor forgive, Drake* said the detective
solemuly, * But unimunri#tl palience is a
vitue of the Orientgl races. In-my
opinion, it is becausa one of the Chinese
we were instrumental in sending to gaol
was Lhe leader of the English branch of
the tong, that the society has been lying
so low. But to-day’s the day when Mr.
Fang, or the Yellow Spider, i3 released
from prison. We must be on our guard,
If Li Fang triégg any tricks, we shell act
accordingly." 1

Just then the bell of the telephone on
the delective’s desk ring. l.ocke took off
the receiver and mwmured a gentle and
inquiring *“ Yes? " into the mouthpiece of
the instrument,

A gruff voice came in response over the
wire.

“Is that Mr. Ferrérs Locke? ™

“Yes—speaking.”

A sigh of mliufaﬂuudml from the other
end, and the unknown voice hegan
speaking again with 4 curions foreign
accent and 1n a jerky, nervous fashion,

“You-—you may not recgllect me, Br,
Tocke. I am Amoy—Charles Amoy—
only just got back from Hankow, China.”

“Ah, ves: pleased to hear again from
vou, Amoy. When did you get homet% "’

The sleuth well remembered the name.
(‘harles Amoy—of Red Amoy, as ho had

bheen called on account of his bright-
goloured hair—was & roving, devil-may-

A powerful story of adventure
and mystery, featuring the re-
appearance of the Yellow Spider
—the amazing criminal from out

By OWEN CONQUEST.

The adventures of Ferrers Locke and the myslerious Mr. Fang —

the mystic Orient.

care fellow to whom Locke had rendered
a service al least two years before the
great war., Since then the sleuth had
heard nothing ot him save that Red
Amoy had been sojourning somewhere
east of Suez. Now he felt ruther curious
as to why Amoy had tele?imned him.
The jerky sound of the voice oyer the
'‘phone seemed to indicate that the man
at the other end of the wire was labour-
ing under some nervous tension,

“I only Janded at Tilbury yesterday,”
replied Amoy to the sleuth's question.
“I'm speaking from Florenzio’s Hotel, in
Soho, wheré I've booked a room. I won-
dered whether you could spare me a few
minutes of your time? 1—I could come
and see you any time to-day, and——"

The intent expression on Locke’s face
suddenly changed to one of startled
amazement as the other's sentence finiched
in a wild, long-Arawn shriek. Then came
a harsh, metallic, clattering sound, as
though the receiver at the other end had
becn hastily dropped. Almost simultane-
ously there was a dull, heavy thud; then
only a faint buzzing over the wire,

By mere force of habit when ent off
suddenly, TFerrers Locke snapped the
holder of the receiver up and down. Bul
po reply came, J

The sleuth hung up the receiver and
turned to his younp assistant,

“Come, Drake,” he said, “put on your
hat, and we'll see if we can get a laxi.”

As they descended the stairs Locke
briefly explained the situation. ]

A taxi was picked up almost outside the
house. and a short drive brought the
sleuth and his assistant to the little hotel
owned by the Iialian, Antanio Florenzio.
They found the proprietor himself behind
the clerk’s desk, and Locke explained the
reason of his call.

The Italian shrugged his shoulders.

“Phat is strange.” he said; *‘there ave
three rooms in this hotel which have
telephones, It is queer that the Ex-
change did not notify me down here in
the fover that a receiver was off. I was
not aware that anything was wrong."”

He turned to his clevk, who had been
al the desk and who remembered putting
through a call to Locke’s number for the

inmate of room No, 5. By reference
to the little hotel switchboard he found
that he had neglected to observe that the
hotel number was still engaged. This
clearly meant that the receiver of the
telephone in room No. 5 was still off
its hooks,

“Who occupies No, 5 room® "
the detective.

The clerk pointed to a name in (he
visitors'-book,

“Charles Atltwood, sir. e arrived
here yesterday evening. Would you like
to go up to the room, sir?”

Ferrers Locke signified his assent, and
the clerk led the way up a flight of
carpeted stairs, followed Ly Locke, Drake,
and Antonio Florenzio,

What was the secret of No. 5 room?
Why had Red Amoy, just back from
the China coast, stopped short in his
telephone conversation with Locke,
shricked with fear, and dropped the tele-
phone receiver?! Why hadl he not after-
wards hung up tho receiver or #gain
triedd to get the detective's number?

Arriving outside the room of Charles
Amoy—or Charles Attwood, as he had
preferred to call hiniself at the hotel—
the clerk knocked and turned the handle,
The door was locked,

Locke dropped on one knee and applied
his eye to the keyhole, as there was no
response from in:=ide the room.

“H'm,” he muitered, *‘the room is
locked on the inside: I can see the key.”

After the clerk had again hrmfﬁml
loudly, the sleuth obtained permission
from the hote! proprietor to affect an
entrance into the room, With a special
stiff wire attachment on his jack-knife
Ferrers Locke managed to turn the key
a trifle and push it through to the floor
inside the apartinent. Then he borrowed
the master-key possessed by Florenzio
himself, threw back the catch, and thrust
open the door,

Jack Drake. Florenzio, end the clerk
followed the detective into the room, As
thev did so a startled cry burst from the
Ttalian’s lips. For Red Amoy, [ully
dressed, was spread-eagled over a small
table by his bedside. He was perfecily
motionless, his head down belween his

asked

Will Ferrers Locke prove a better man than the ** Spider ”’—
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ouistretched arms and his rigid fingers
dug like ialons against the caken table-
top. A telephone lay on iis side and with
its receiver hanging down on the cord
from it, :

With a strange, uncanny feeling of
dread at their heart-strings, Locke and
the others knew that the grim Reaper
had passed by that way., Red Amoy was
dead !

But hardly had they sensed that fact
and become cognisant of the general
upset of the room, when they noticed
something that glistencd and quivered
between the rigid hands of the dead man
in the stark, white light that streamed
through the open window. It was a giant
vellow spider!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Room in the Leonardo !

&b NAKES: "™ :
S The exclamation left the lips

of Jack Drake in a gasp of horri-

fied amazement. But a compara-
tively few short minutes before he and
Locke had been discussing the Hoa
Hangs and their dread symbol. And here,
in so stark and uncanny a fashion, they
were brought face to face with the
terrible activities of the {ong again!

Antonio Florenzio and his clerk shrank
back towards the doorway with eyes
starting almost from their sockets, Drake
made as though to take hold of the
stricken man and to raise him, but Locke
rather sharply told him to wait,

The sleuth took a step forward to the
little table, The giant spider guivered.
Locke  halted and watehed intently for
a few moments. The spider was now
motionlesd, .

Then to the dismay of the others in the
room with him the famous detective put
out his hand and picked up the frightful-
locking thing.

“M-any aunt !” burst out Drake. " Be
carcful ! 1t may be poisonous! Perhaps
that's how poor Amoy met—" i

But the sleuth interrupted with a grim
langh. _ 3 :

“Red Amoy was not poisoned with this
thing, Drake,” he said. *This 1s but
a toy—a thing of tinsel and paint, Hee
the legs are formed of fine spiral springs,
and these gave the object the appearance
of quivering with hfe as we walked
across the room and so shook the table
shghtly.” y

He placed the yellow-coloured spider
back on the table and gestured to
Florenzio to use the telephone.

“Get a doctor here as soon as you
can—and the police. The latter will have
more 1o do than the former, I'm afraid.
There's no doubt about i1t—this unfor-
{unate man is guite dead.”

“PBut—but how did he eome to die?”
cried tlie hotel proprietor, wringing his
hands, “His door was locked on the
inside, and H

“We will try to find a solution of 1he
mystery after you have phoned,” broke
in Locke brusguely. *“I fully sympa-
thise with you, Flarenzio, but I fear thai
vour cxcellent little hotel cannot well
avoid a eertain amonunt of unenviable
publicity.™

While the Italian was telephoning to
the doctor and police Ferrers Locke made
a5 careful an examination of the victim of
the grim tragedy as he could,

As for as the sleuth could see there
was not a mark on Red Amoy to account
for his sudden death. The man had ex.
pired immediately following the dreadful
cry Locke had heard over the phone
—that is how the detective figured it.

There were no eigns thal anyone had
been in the roomn with Amoy. The door
had been found locked from the inside.
This could not have been accomplished
unless the assassin had left by the
window. But the window revealed not
a single clue to indicate that anyone had
entered or left the room.

DBy the time the doctor arrived Locke
had evolved his own theory of the un-
fortunate man's death, This was con-
firmed by the medico.

“Death due to severe heart dizease,
and accelerated by a severe shock or

fright.”
Ferrers Locke inclined his head.
**As 1 thought, doctor,” he said.

“And it was the sudden appearance of
this that provided the severe shock which
proved too much for Amoy's weak
heart.™

He held up the yellow spider, which,
but for its colour, was exactly similar Lo
one of a certain species ol poisonous
spiders which ivhabit certain parts of
tropical India and China.

As the doctor looked at the fearsome
rellow object the police arrived at the
izu:tn]. They took notes of the evidence
of Locke and the hotel-keeper, and par-
ticulars of the occupants of the rooms
adjoining, above, and opposite to room
Number Five. But it was soon made
clear that the folk who had taken these
other rooms at the hotel were out, and
had been out at the time of Amoy's
tragic end.

Scotland Yard had been notified of the
strange occurrence, and. by this time
Locke's old official frirmf: Inspector
Jyeroft, came up in the company of two
slain-elothes men,

“Well, Mr, Locke,” said the inspector
fter he had rapidly surveyed the scene
of the crime, * what do you make of 1L ?
It loaks on the face of things as though
the Hoa Hangs have come to life again.”

“It wouldn't surprise me, Pycroft,”
said Ferrers Locke. *It may be that
in some way during his sojourn in China
poor Amoy, who had a dash of Chinese
blood in his veins, offended this powerful
tang, whose vengeance is reputed to

extend to the ends of the earth. Possibly,

even, he may have been a member him-
self, for undoubtedly there are a few
of the tongmen who are not full-blooded
Chinks. But reazons and motives for the
crime can wait, One question needs the
fullest attention just now. Fow did that
yellow spider get on Amoy’s table?”

FERRERS LOCHE.

The Yellow Spider's Greatest

Foe!
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“Yon think that it was the sight of
that hideous thing which gave Amoy the
shock that killed him 7™

“I do, Pycruit. My theory is that
Amoy rang me up because he knew that
he had offended the Hoa IHangs and was
i danger of lus life, While he was tele-
phoning this great yellow spider sud-
denly materiahised on the table before
him., It was suflicient. The sight of
the symbol of all that he most rdreaded
in the world proved fatal to him."”

“The room was locked on the inside 1"

“It was;: but the window was open.
You see, the window looks out upon the
side wall and windows of a building
which, Florenzio has informed me, is an
apartment house run by a compatriot of
his, It is called the Leonardo, and it
appears to me as possible that the toy
spider was tossed into this room from
a window across there.”

This seemed feasible, and, after telling
his men to remain in the Florenzio Hotel,
the mspector made his way with Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake to the Leonardo
apartment house.

Already a knot of curiosity-mongers,
chiefly ot foreign extraction, had congre-

ated in the narrow Soho street, attracted
y rumours of a mysterious tragedy in
the Florenzio. They followed the burly
inspector and his two compantons to the
next buiiding, which was separated from
the hotel by a few yards of waste
ground.

The ill-favoured owner of the apart-
ment-house—a naturalised Italian named
Mellimi—received his visitors in fear and
trembling, lle had a wholesome respect
for the British police, and the uniform of
the * Yard " man caused him to assume
a painfully deferentjal air. lle was not
such an educated man as Florenzio, his
English leaving much to be desired, but
he willingly agreed to admit his visitors
and let them carry out whatever investi-
gations they liked,

“How many boarders have yon gof
staying here ?" asked Pycroft, us Mellini
led the way upstairs,

“T potta sixa da signors,’
Mellini,

“How long have they been with you?"

“All stay plenty da long {ime—'cept
one, He da verra good Japanecse signor
who worka da clerk in da Daimyo
E'-hipping Cum;mll}n”

Further information was obtained from
the Italian that this Jap was named
Morosaki, and had only taken a room
in the boarding-house that moming.

The rooms on the side of the apart-
ment-house faced the Florenzio Ilotel.
None of the occupiers of them were in,
The room of the Jap was almost in a
direct line with that in which the un-
fortunate Red Amoy had met his fate,
though on a somewhat higher elevation.

Looking out of the window, Locke,
Drake, and Pyeroft could distinctly sen
the men gathered in Amoy’s rcom, as
well as the small table across which thn
deceased had been found.

Ferrers Locke took out his tobaceo
pouch and weighed it eritically in his
hand.

“ About the weight of that toy spider,”
he remarked, as though to himeelf.

Then, taking careful aim, he tossed it
ont towards the room in the Florenzio
Hotel, It entered this latter room
through the open top half of the window.
Locke and his companions saw the men
in the opposite apartment start back
with surprise as the pouch fell and re-
mained on the small table on which the
yellow spider had rested.

7

replied

+—or will the dreaded Chinaman add yet another to his list of victims ?
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“ By Jove, I nuderstand !"" sard Inspector
Prervoft. “ It was a good shot of yours,

ur. Locke. But someone else made an
woually good aim from this window a
short time ago. That yellow spider could
only have been thrown on to Amoy's
table from this window.”

“I don't think therc's a doubt about
it;"" eaild Forrers Locke, “ Do you know,
Mrv. Mellini, whether Morosaki was in
this room about half an hour ago?”

“Yessa, da Japanese signor in here den,
{ think, He go out twenly, imnaybe thirty,
minutes ago,"

“He doesn't appear to have taken any
luggage with him.”

ileﬁiui scrutinised the room,

*No," he said slowly; *da luggage is
all here——all that da Japancse signor walk
in with.”

“1 thiuk, Pycroft," said Fervers Locke,
turning to the inspector, “that we should
be justified in glancing through this Jap's
luggage, conswering all the circum-

stances,”” |

The inspector readily agreed, and the
cheap-looking suitcase- and trunk which
constituted the luggapge was speedily
opened with keys of & type Locke always
carried with lnm. Both articles contained
only a few old bricks, wrapped about
with dirty sacking!

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Clue of the Olive-green Paint !
& GAD, this is suspicious!" ejacu-
lated Locke. * Obwiously, the
roan wae preparcd to leave his
luggage here. It indicales he
was lere for uo good purpose, and ex-
pecied to take a sudden and secret de-

parture. I think, Pyeroft, the next thing |

1o do is to make a lew inquivies with the
object of learning the whercabouts of the
man who engaged this room. We can
mstitute a move in that divection, while
Drake telephones through to the Daimyo
Shipping Company of Nagasaki, whose
London offices are in Pall Mall, to see if
they actually have a clerk named Moro-
saki in- their employ.”

Leaving the ﬂEnrlnr{In apartment-
house, Locke and the Scotland Yard men
wstituted  inquiries as to which way
Morosaki had proceeded. No one living

in the immediate vicinity of the place
remembered to have scen him.,

When, after their own few brief in-
quiries, Locke and Inspector Pyeroft
returned to the little street in Soho, they
were. met by Jack Drake, who had bLeen
to telephone,

“The Daitnyo Shipping Cetnpany have
no derk in their employ of the name of
Moro=aki,” the boy briefly informed
liem,

When the body of Red Amoy had
Leen removed to the mortuary, Ferrers
Locke suggested & vetrn to  the
Leonardo. Together they went upstairs
wgain with the proprietor, to make a more
detailed examination of Morosaki's voom
nnd the lugrage—such as it was—that he
Liad left behind,

“It occurs to me,” eaid Locke, * that
this man may not have Leen a Japanese
at all. T don't think that friend Mellini
would know the difference between a
J:]l'-‘_ a Korean, or a Chinese. But let us
make a more detailed exawinalion of this
suitcase and trunk.”

:‘ There's no maker's uame on 'em,"
said Pycroft, who had becn scrulinising
the articles in question.  “There's
notluug else to be learnt from ‘em.”

But Ferrera Locke took a magnifying-
glass from his pocket and began looking

carefully over then.

“You're wrong, Pyeroft,” he said,
rising, after a brief interval, * Look al
this!" He poiuted to a small daub of
olive-green pa:t on the side of the suil-
case. “That way he of the ntmost im-
portance 1f you fail to get on lo the
so-called Japs trail by other means.”

Having learnt from Mellini that there
was no fresh paint anywhere about that
neighbourhood, Locke shaved off the
leather of the suitcase beaving the paint
daub. Nexl he scraped oft a little of the
olive-green paint with his jack-knife, and
put it on a small scrap ﬂ{ paper, which
he folded and placed in his notebook,
The shaving of leather he presented to
Pycroft,

“There you are, Pycroft,” he said.
“With the greal organisation, of the
Criminal Investigation Department be-
hind you, you ought to be able to dis-
vover where in London there is fresh
paint of that colour and quality.”

Belore leaving the Leonardo, Pyecroft
obtained a very detailed description of
the Oriental who had gone by the name
of Morosaki. The fellow was small and
pock-marked, and with the prominent

cheekbones and almond eyes of the Far

Fastern races,

Within a short time this description had
been circulated to every police-station in
the country. By telephone and telegraph
the mighty organisation of Scotland
Yard had drawn a gigantic net round the
whole coast of the United Kingdom,
through which it was extremely unlikely
tll'gut the wanted nwen vould be able to
slip.

Moreover, Inspector Pyeroft, who,
although not possessed of a brilliant
imagination, or any marked originality,
was  extroordinarily chorough in  all
rontine work, followed up the clue of the
paint daub.

Herve, again, the wonderful organisa-
tion of Scolland Yard was prominent, In-
quiriea which would have taken Ferrers
Locke aud Jack Drake at least o week
ol hard work to conduct, wera performed
Ly numbers of trained ollicials in a few
hours.

Fivms of painters amd house-decoralors
throughout the City of London and the
Buburbs  were systematically  comuuni-
cated with or canvassed.

Several firrus had used olive green paint
on either indoor @r outdoor jobs, but
samples of these painis tested in the
laboratories failed to correspond identic.
ally in composition with the sample taken
from the Jap's zuilcase.

But on the morning of the day follow-
ing the death of Red Amoy, Inspector
Pycroft called at Baker Street to acquaini
Locke and Drake with a certain measure
of success which he had achieved. The
privale detectiva had just brought to a
conclusion a private case on which he
had been engaged, and Drake and he
were iuterested to hear what Scotland
Yard had accomplished in the yellow
gpider myslery.

“Well, Mr. Locke,” said the inspector,
smiling triumphantly, * we've found the
plare where that chap Morosaki picked
up the paint, It was at the railings of
a large house in Verdan Gardens, Hamp-
stead. Al first we thonght we had lighted
on something really good. It's a strange
coincidence that No. 6 Verdan Gardens,
which 1s being redecorvated, 13 a large
mansion owned by a Chink."”

A Chinese!" exclaimed Locke, with a
keen glance at the inspector’s ruddy face.
“Are you,sure that is a coincidence?”

** Not a doubl,"” replied Pycroft, some-
what dolefully. *“I and my men have
made the closest inguiries about Wong

Your friends would like to meet the ‘' Tiger ' —

Moh, who owns the house, Tle is a
Chinese who was educaled al Cambridge,
and he's lived in England for over twenty
vears without going to the Last. Ile'-
manager of the West End branch of the
well-known and vespected Ilong Kong
and Cochin Bank—a mandarin of the mosi
unimpeachable character, Wong Mol
and the Chinese servants he employs
afirm that they have never seen .a pock-
marked man answering to Morosaki's
description about the place, nor ean
we find anyone clse in the neighbourhood
who has. Apparently Morosaki simply
passed by there.”

When Inspector Pyeroft had left the
house, Ferrers Locke evinced dlmost
boyish energy. lle suggested that as he
and Drake had nothing particularly to
do, they should disguise themselves and
saunter round to Verdan Cardens. The
fact that the house with the olive-green
raillings was owned by a Ghinese appealed
to Locke with far greater force than 1
had done to Pycrofi.

Having altered their facial appearance
and donned worlmen's garb, Locke and
his young  assistant took the Tube tn
Huampstead. They strolled by the house
of Wong Moh, and got into conversation
with one of the painters, who was still
engaged upon the front of the premises.

From this man the sleuth discovered
an[nnt«hu}f which set him furiously to
think. According to the workman, the

railings outside the house had not been
painted until the afternoon of the pre.
vious day. He himself had painted the
iron gate with the olive-greon first thing
in the morning, but al ten o'clock he harl
left the job to go and help his mates rig
some ladders,

“By Jove!" said Locke to Drake, as
they walked away, * this puts a differeut
complexion on the case! It looks
as though that so-called Jap passed thi-
way shortly after ten o'clock yesterday
morning en route to Soho. But he never
got any paint on his suitcase by walking
past Wong Moh's house; the gate is set
well back from the pavement. There-
fore, Morosaki passed out from the house
itself, And, egad, I'm going into My,
Moh's residence myseclf Lo see if I can
discover therve any of the signs and
symbols of the Hog Iang=!"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Cupboard of Death !

MONG other thiugs which he Lad
learnt in conversation with the
workman outside Wong Mol's
residence, Locke had discovered

one thing which he now thought would
prove useful. This- was the mere fact
that on the morrow the paiuters were
going to start some interior decorations
of the house. They were to have becn
begun that afternoon.

n a small oilshop in Hampstead
Ferrers Locke purchased a pol of paiul,
a brush, and a white overall,

“Drake, my boy,” he said. “I'm going
to begin the interior decorations of M.
Moh's residence to-day. You ecan hang
about in the wvicinily of, the back of the
house, and if I'm not out of the house by
five o'clock this aftemmoon you should
notify Pycroft.”

With a great deal of misgiving in Lis
heart, Jack Drake took leave of his
intrepid chief, who made his way alone
back to Verdan Gardens.

(roing to the back, or tradesmen’s, door
of No. 6, Locke knocked, and was readily
admitted by a Chinese servant,

* Bay, Johnny,” said Ierrers Locke, “ s
your boss, Mr, Moh, in?"

When you’ve the time, drop me a line |
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“ Missa Moh no lere,” replied the
stolid Chink, * He allee same a1 business,
Where yvou wanchee start paintee—bath-
loom "

“Yes, the bath-room—that's the spot,
Johnny, Where's that—on the frst
landing 1"

The rervant, utterly unsuspicigus of the
identity of the "painter,” led Ferrers
Locke up a flight of stairs, and showed
him iuto a spacious bath-room. Then he
withdrew, to allow the workman to get
on with the job.

Locke heard the Chinese descend the
stairs, and began talking in a low tone
to someone whom the sleuth gauged to
be a lellgw-servant, Then, opening his
freshly-bought pot of paint, the detective
sef fo work to paint the bath-room door.

ut he had not made very much
progress when he laid his brush aside,
and crept noiselezely f[orth, to make a
preliminary survey of this London bome
of the gespected banker, Mr. Wong Moh.

The first room he looked into was a bed-
rootin, Ssumptuously furnished in the
Oriental style. This he estimated to be
the sleeping apartment of Mr. Moh him-
gelf. Next to 1t was a shightly larger
voom, also furnished in Oriental fashion.
Locke enterad, and began looking at the
magmnificent ornaments of ivory aud bress,
the silken tapestries, and the beautifully-
carved ehony furniture. A box wrought
u? silver and sandalwood attracted his
attention, when he heard a soft, per-
snasive voice address him:

“May I trouble you to nut your hands
above your head, Mr. Locke?"

Startted bevomd measure, for he had
heard not the slightest sound to indicate
the presence of another, Locke sought to
snatch his revolver from beneath his over-
alla as he swuhg round. He drew the
weapon only to find that he was confront-
ing—not a human being, but a cynical,
uncanoy laugh

For a moment Ferrers Locke was com-
pletely baffled. He had heard a voice
somewhere from the direction of the doot.
Dut no gne was to he seen, Only that
dread, chill, gurgling laughter rang in
his ears. Whence it proceeded he could
not quite meke out. ‘I'hen the voice
spoke again, in the same oily, polite
{one as before:

“Be so good as to drop that lethal
weapon wyou hold in your hand, Mr.
Locke. It might be dangcrous, you
know—for you. The muzzle of my own
istol iz pointing directly at your heart,

r. Locke. Ah, thank you! Now kick
your revolver away from youw, and
remain standing molionless”

Angry and puzzled at the way he had
been trapped, Ferrera Locke saw no
alternative but to obey. As he regained
an upright position after kicking his
pistol aside, He distinetly saw g emall
aperture in the wall near the door close
up. Then in the doorway appeared a
small fgure, hooded and draped in
vellow silk, and Lacke, with a ¢old chill
at his heart, know that he was in the
presence of the Yellow Spider!

Beneath his robe the new-comer had
an avin extended, and the sleath knew
iull well that he was covered with a
révolvoer,

2o wa have miel agzain. Mr. Locka”
wurniired the Spider.  “We parted
rather suddeniy lust time, if T remember
righily.”

“We did!" rvelorted Llocke grimly.
“You thought then thal vou had left me
fgr dead, Mr, Fang!"

The uncariny langh came in a2 muled
ripple {rom beneath o silken hooad of
li:e tony man,

“Bome men call me Mr. Fang, some
captor. *“I do not mind you Enowing
that Li Fang and the Yellow Spider 1s
one and the same person, That know
ledze will not be with you far long, Mr.
Locke., Last time I thought wou had
succumbed to the accident which befell
rou belimd my laundry in Limehouse.

ou escaped
vemexly our TI:;l.m;.,rl'ﬂm of that previous
| ocrasinp,. ¥You were shadowed here, and
I still retain samples of wour finger-
prints. They torresponded exactly wilh
marks on the bath-room door.”

The Spider gave a curious hissing
noise. Locke swung ronnd sharply as he
heard a ¢vash behind him. Two carved
wooden pamels In the room burst apem,
and a couple of Asiatics emerged, and
hurled themselves on to the g&tmtiva
One was the servant who had let him into
the housq; the other wags a short-
haired individual, whom the deteclive

SRLRI |
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“And killed him, you fiend !” lissed
kocke,

“¥Yes," drawled toe Chinese; "“hut it
wag of little account, Amoy would Rave
. met. with a most painful end before the
week was out, I can assure you. He ran
[ foul of our organisation in Hankow. He
was most rash, Luckily for himself, he
had a weak heart, so he was spared much

but this time wea must | distress.”

“Well, and what do you intend {o do

{ with me, you gaol-Birdi" asked Locke,

trying to contral the bitter anger that

| surged within him,

Locke.

The Spider gave a-curlous hissing noise., Immediately two earved
wall burst open and a couple of Asiatics emerged and hurled themselves on Ferrers
A sack whirled aloft, and before the detective could recover from his

surprise he was made a prisoner.

panels in the

(See Chapler 4.)

recognised instantly from the deseription
given by Mellini. It was the so-called
Jap, Muorosalki!

S0 swift was the onslaught that Locke
would have had wno proper chance to
defend himself, even had he not heen
covered by a revolver. He atiempted to
stall off his assailants, but one of them
threw a sack over his head, while the
other tripped him violently to the floor.
fn less than a minute he was bound
hand and foot,

Nothing more was said to him for a
time. He felt hims=elf lifted and ecarried
down two flights of steirs, ‘T'he sack was
tom from his head, and he saw that he
was in a cellar,

"You may make all the neise you like
here, Alr. Eocke.” said the mysierious
Chinese in the vellow robes. *“ But let
me properiy intradoee von to a person I
believe you are interested in—Tung Lee,
alins Morosaki, a himble member of the
IToa Hang Tong. who was sent to warn

vour friend, Red Amox.”

The chief of the English branch of the
Hoa Hangs drew in his breath with.a
spiort, siewpe hiss, like a roused snake.

“Yes, thanks to you, Mr. Locke, I
spent three months behind the walls of
an English prison, I only came out
yesterday aflernoon, or I should haye
pt‘ﬂpareﬂy something very lingering for
yow. Unfdrtunately, this is the house of
a very respected member of society,
and so you must be sent rather niore
quickly to your doom than I should wish,
[Iowever, 1t can’t be helped, Mr. Locke
—it can't be helped. If you will be
patient for a few minutes, vitil Wong
Moh arrives home, you shall sca the
manner in which yvou will bid adieu lo
this pleasant world.”

Hardly had he spoken than foots{eps
sounded cm the stairway leading down to
the cellar., A stout Chinese, wearing
tortojseshell spectacles and smart Enghisl:
clothes, appeared, and bowed low before
the Bpider,

“This 15 Mr. Wong Moh,” =aid ILi

&tories to suit every taste—in the MAGNET !
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Fang, with a gesture under his yellow
draperies, ‘‘ He is most respected in the
City. Mr. Moh has proved most hospit-
able to me. Many of our meetings have
been held in this very house, for it has
been made peculiarly fitted for such &
wrpose. You would never dream, Mr,
}.\,n;-'l)m, how many secrot passages and
burrows abound here.”

A short conversation took place in
Chirese between the four ( rientals
present. Locke noticed thal their eyes

wanderad towards a curious grey-painted
cupboard, which had the appearance of
being used for storing wines. Tung Lee
walked across and opened the door, and
the sleuth saw that the place was empty
and devoid of shelves,

For a few moments Tunp Lee fumbled
about in the grim-looking cupboard
bheneath the light of a lantern the
Chinese servant held up. :

“Look, Mr. Locke,” said the Spider.
“Tung Lee will give a demonstration
that will interest you."

Standing between his captors just out-
side the cupboard, Ferrers Locke saw
thut the floor of the compartment con-
sisted of a trap-door. To this trap-door
was altached a cateh, and to this was tied
a thin length of rope, which ran through
a small pulley in the cetling. To tho
loose end of the rove which hung down
from the pulloy was tied a four-pound

weight. This Thng Lee held in his hand, |

The Chinese, standing close to Locke
outside the cupboard. dropped this weight
suddenly. There was a sharp click as
the catch was released, and the trap-door
dropped downwards.  Beneath was a
fast Howing black stream of water!

“An underground stream which Hows
into the Thames a mile from here, Mr.
T.ocke,"” said the Yellow Spider, with a
grim chuckle, “You will shortly make
a journey down it."”

The trap-door was adjusted in its
former position after some slight diffi-
culty. Ierrers Locke was pl:ﬁhe§ roughly
upon it. His bonds were so rearranged
that he could extend his left arm from
the elbow. And finally the four-pound
weight was thrust into his left hand and
the length of rope altered slnfhtl:,r by
re-tving it on the trap-door catch,

“When vou wish to die, Mr., Locke,”
drawled Li Fang, ‘‘just drop that
weight, The trap-door will fall, and you
will be precipitated into the underground
river, to find*yvour way in due course to
the Thames. Long before your body
18 found by the River Police the inmates
of thia house, including myself, will be
far away from Iampstead. If vou are
very strong, Nr. Locke, you will doubt-
less be able to retain the weight in thal
position for half an hour. 1 have never
known anyone to hold it longer. Now,
good-bye, Mr, Locke—and a pleasani
voyage.,"

Bowing mockingly, the Spider and the
other threa Chinese left the cellar and
vent upstairs into the house.

More jo relieve his feelings than for
any other reason, Ferrers Locke shouted

Dem’t be disappointed next Monday—

defiance at the fiends who had left him
to his fate.

At first he saw a faint hope of escape.
The four-pound weight seemed light in
his extended left hand, and he tried
shuffling off the trap-door. But he
quickly discoyered that the thin rope
was so adjusted that, unless he remained
near the centre of the door, he would
most assuredly cause the trap to fall
The minutes slowly dragged by, and the
weight seemed to grow heavier and
heavier. Cramp began to seize the
muscles of hiz arm, At the end of twentiy
minutes he felt as though a hundred-
weight was bearing down-—down upon his
'eft hand, while the agony of his weary
muscles caused the persmration o rise
in beads upon his forehead.

More than once he almost decided to
throw up the sponge, let his arm drop,
and take that last fatal plunge into the

-
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underground river. But each time the
temptation assailed him, the love cf life
bade him hold on for a minnte more.

Then, just as though he felt thal his
left arm was being torn from its socket,
he heard halting, unsteady footsteps
descending the cellar slairs, It was Tung
Lee, alias Morozala !

The man had been indulging in Chinese
rice wine, and now, unknown to the
others in the house, the vwretch had come
to gloat over the last moments of the
doomed detective,

Ile came to the door and peered in,
and made some coarse joking remark in
English., Swaying unsteadily, he waited
for the Engzlishman to let drop the weight
which would release the cateh of the
trap-door. Then, as he swayed, he seemed
to lose his balance. IIs yellow hands

clawed wildly at the sides of the eup.
bbard to preveni himself from falling;
but with a crash he descended full lenglh
into the cupbonrd of death!

Right in front of the detective's feet
he fell with a crash. Locke’s left hand,
unable to bear the terrible strain longer,
dropped. There was a metallic click,
and the trap fell! Locke hurtled down-
ward against the prone form of the
Chinese, which was now stretched across
the open trap-door, forming a human
bridge. Ilis left hand, relieved from its
cramped position, gresped wildly at the
tlothes of the Chink, and he held on
grimly, his feet emersed in the black,
rushing water of the underground river.

EHis left elbow rested on Tung Lee's
body, and, with the strength of despair,
Locke strove to raise himseli, In making
the effort his bound feet struck against
the fallen trap-door. Thus he was able
to get a slight leverage to push himself
higher.

Tung Lee straggled and shrieked, but,
with a final Herculean twist of his
body, the detective succeeded in roliing
off the Chink and on to the edge of the
cupboard flooring. Hardly lLiad he done
so than Tung Lee, in an effort to regain
an upright position, lost his hold entirely.
Bound as he was, Locke was helpless o
save the fellow. There was an ominous
splash, and the black waters of the under-
ﬁmund river rolled over the head of the
5 a[{er of Red Amoy!

olling out on to the cellar floor,
Locke sawed his bonds against a broken
glass bottle. Then he made s way up
into the house. The Chinese servant
met him in the hallway and, with a shriek
of surprise, drew a shorl length of lead
piping from his sleeve. But Ferrers
Locke felled the fellow with a crashing
right to the chin. Dashing out of the
house, he sought Jack Drake, who had
been keeping a patient vigil.

“Have you seen anyona leave that
house, my boy ?"" panted the sleath.

“No, sir—no one."

In a few words Locke narrated his
adventures, The police were summoned,
and Inspector Pycroft, at Scotland Yard,
was notified. In less than ten minutes
the whole house was surrounded by a
cordon of police. The Chinese servant
was arrested, and subsequently received
a heavy sentence. The house in Verdan

Gardens was found {0 contain some
amazing secret passages aud outlets. Bul,
although the death of Red Amoy had

been in & measure aveuged, the myste-
rious Mr., Fang and the highly respectable
Wong Moh had disappeared as com-
nletely as though the earth had opened
and swallowed them !

THE END.

Although Mr. Fang has disappeared,
he has sworn to vid the world of its
most  Lrilliant  delective. Ferrers
Locke, on the other hand, is determined
to bring the cunning Orviental to
justice. Who will win in this exciting
battle of wilts ¥ See next week's fine

story ** The Man from Chinatown! ™
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The comical Coker once wenk

On a molor-bike journey through Kent,
But he had a had spill
When descending o hill,
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And the ambulance picked up the scent !
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