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% LEVISON’S TRIUMPH ! ™
AT is the fitle of next Monday's magnificent story
l of Greyfriars, by your favourrte author, Frank
Richards. Erpest Levison—the St. Jim's junior who
has figured so prommently of late—r1s selected to
represent Greyiriars in the ericket-match againg Higheliffe
Gadsby and the remainder of s “nuity 7 frends are ™ up
against ' Levison, and Gadsby is. delermined fo prevent
Levison from takimg part in the match. To that end he
enlists the services. of a shady local character, by name, My,
Purkiss. De Courcy, however, better known as the Cater-
pitlar, makes it his busmess to “ehip 1n.” Unknown to ike
vemainder of his friends, the Caterpaltar gets to-the bottom
of the whole shady scheme, with what result you will learn
from readjng the abovenamed story.

“THE CLUE OF THE GOLDEN DISC ! ™
By Owen Conquest.

Fervers Locke and his youmg assistant, Jack Drake, show
in great advantage in next Monday's fine detective thriller,
the seene of which is faid in o civcus enmcampment.  Yony
favomrite author takes his characters over hitherto unex-
plored regions of rogmwery m a bright yet fully comprehen-
siva fashion, Don't miss this splendid yarm—not a dry lLne
n bt

THE @00D O1LD DAYS !

®tories dealing with the dashing and romantic days of fhe
qast are always well received, and Harry Wharion & Co.

A line to your Editor

1 ment nn these lines,

is alwuys welcome !

Rave hit apen, the bfeiny woa =f cenglling a special -supple-
- That they have scored 3 bullseve 1
think voun will admit when 1t cemes to reading mext Monday™s
rippling  supplenvent.,

ekl

COMPETITIONS.

Readers will be pleased o learn thdat the result of our
Lanerick Competttion No. 1 13 now %0 hand. ¥ou will fini
it on pogge 4. Toll your pak about thas simple and interest-
e ocmprediaon, aind persuade them fo emter. Then, again,
there are some very apprecmble -cush prizes to be picked vy
in_conpeciion with ewr Grand Uricket Uompetition. ¥
will find the result of Queen’s Park Rawpers Picture-Pursde
Compeiition on jmge 8. Verbaps your mame is included 1
the lucky ones.

A MONSTER CYCLE BULLETIN !
[ntending cycle buyers will be interesied o know that the

Mead CUycle Company Incorporated, of Balsall Heath, Bi}-

mmgham, has just isswed the biggest and most beautiful cyc
encyclopedia i the world. The kst is superbly printed
choice art colours, and contains lustrations and description:

of eighteen high-grade Gentlemen’s Roadster Al-Weather

and Racing machiwes, also partioulars and photographic
reproductions of de luxe cpcles for Ladies, Girls, and Boys.

Some of the eycle ilustrations ‘cover a space measurmip
172} square inches, and clearly shew every component pari
i detail. Conszeguently, the list is invalpable to these whe
wish to know all aboat the structure of modern hicycles. The
cntalogue also tells how you can obtain a Mead Clycle fin
vour own riuding direct from the factory at prices mnfgilé;
from £5 155, Cash er an credit terms. Readers who send a
posteard and mention this paper will receive a free copy
of this monster bicycle bullerin, which is brimful of useful

fiformation, y our edito]-"

GRAND NEW CRICKET COMPETITION !

BIG CASH PRIZES.

Solve the Simple Picture-puzzle, and send in your soimtion.
SECOND PRIZE £2 10s.

Ten Prizes of Five Shillings each.

FIRST PRIZE E£5.

WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO,

Hera 1z a splendid Cricket campetition
which 1 aimn: sure will interest you. On this
page you will lind a simple history of Kenf;
Uricket Club m picture-puzzle form. Whai
you are invited to do is to- solve this pic-
ture, and when you have done so, write your
solution en a sheet of paper. Then sign
the coupon which appears below, pin it te
your solution, and post it to “‘Kent
Competition, Macxer Office, Gough IHouse,
Gough Squara, BC. 4, = as to reach thai
address not later than THURSDAY, May
3lst, 1923,

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be awarded
to the reader who submits a solution which is
cxacily the same as, or nearest 1o, the
solution now in the pessession of the Riditor.
In the event of ties the prize will be divided.

The other prizes will be awarded in order
of merit. The HEditor reserves the right 1o
add together and divide the value of all, or
any, of the prizes, but the full amount will
be awarded. Tt iz a distinet” condition of
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entry that the decision of the Editor must ta
regarded as [imal.  Employees of the pro-
prietors of this journal are not eligible {o
compele,

This competition is run in conjunction with
ithe * Boys’ Friend,” “Gen,” and “ Popular,™
and readers of those journals are invited to
compete,

. T enter “Kent ™  Competition, and
agree (o aceept the Editor’s decision as
final. 1
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The author who has yet to find an equal—Frank Richards! 3
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Not for Bunter!

1 LADY§"
Crash | b
Bob Cherry's powerful voice

boomed into Study No. 2 in
the Remove, and he dropped the end of
his cricket-bat to the floor, with a loud
concussion. That was Bob's exuberant
way of announcing his arvival.

Bolb was in flannels, and looking very
merry and bright., It was a sunny
aftarnoon—a half-holiday at Greyfriars—
and cricket was beginning; Bob Cherry
diel mot need more than that to make
him merry and bright.

Thers were three juniors in the study
—TXazeldene, Tom Brown, and Levison.
On the study table was a large parcel,
wrapped in brown paper, and tied with
a multiplicity of strings. A label on 1t
was addressed to ** Brnest Levison, Grey-
iriars School.” :

“Ready?" roared Dob Cherry again,
Lefore there was time to reply.

“We're ready, fathead!" saul Levison,
“Don't bring down the reof!”

Biob Cherry chuckled.

“I1f there's tuck in that puarcel, vou'd
better lock it up before you come down,”
he =zaid. “If Bunter gets an eve on if,
there won't be much left when vou come
in'!F

“0h, really Cherry came a fal
voice from behind Bob in the Remove
passage.

““ Hallo, hallo, Lhallo!
ejaculated Bob.

¥ Bhove it in the cupboard, T.evison,”
saldd Tom Brown., “There's n key."

“I aay, you fellows—-""

“Good ! gard Levison; and he picked
up the parcel,

Billy Bunter pushed pasl
into the study.

“Tlold on!" he exclaimed,

“Don’t bother, Dunter."

“Hold on,” repeated Dunter, roliing
belween Levison and the ztudy cupboard.
“Don’t you be in such a hurey to get
that parcel out of sight, Levison, T want
1o know whether that parcel's mine.”

*Yours, you fat dulfer?” exclaimed
[.evison 1impatiently.

“Mine!" satd Bunier firtuly, “ Thera's
{nek in Lthatk parcel, ian't thera?”

“Yes, ass"

"
—y

Talk of angelz!™

Dol Cherry

“Well, 1 was expecting a Lhiamper from’

L

home
“Thia isn't & hamper.”

4
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A splendid story of GreyIriars featuring the
“nuts '’ of Highcliffe, whose leader—Cecil
Ponsonby—goes to great lengths to induce
Levison to return to his.shady mode of life.
Fair means failing, the eunning Ponsonby
has a trick up his sleeve, so to speaky by
which he hopes to force Levison to do
his bidding. =~ =«

BY FRANK RICHARDS.

Told in glowing style

“Jt comes to the same rthing,
butler was told to pack a hamper, buf
you know these pampered menials,” said
Bunter. * Very likely he's sent just an
ordinary pareel instead.”

““Ha, ha, hal”

“PBlossed if I seo anything lo cackle
at, My belief is that thalt’s my parcel.
Look here, kevison—— Ow!l”

Levison shoved the Owl of the Remove
aside without ceremony, and bestowed
the parcel in the study copboard.  Billy
Bunter's eyes glinted with wrath behind
his big spectacles,

“Gimme my parcel ! he roared.

Levison closed the cupboard door.

“I°l o to the Head " yeiled Dunter,

“IlIa, ha. ha!™

“You silly ass!" exelnimed Tlazel
“Tt's Levison's parveel—it's from SL
Jin's: the label’s addressed to hnn,”

“Tabels ave ofien written cavelessly,”
said Bunter, “and if it's from St. Jim's,
that settles 1it, I was expecling a hamper
—1 mean a parcel—{rom some of my
friends there,  In facl, last time 1Y Arey
wrote to me he specially mentioned {hat
he was seniling a parcel.”

Pathead 1

“('ome on. you chaps ! Harry Whar-
ton looked in at the door. " We don't
wank to leep Lhe Foucth wailling."'

“1 say, Wharton—-"

“We're ol! ready,” anud Tevison,

“Hold on ! roured Bunter, *“* Whar-
ton, vou're bonnd to inlerfere here, as
captam of the Remove, I sou don' |
shall call 11 o prefect.”

“What on carth’s .ile
Liavry,

“Levison's locking may pareel vp afi the
cupboamd- ="

“Whai "

“My pavee] ol (uck,” saul DBunier.
“Yau remoember T told Yo { was ex-
pecting a postal-ordee—1I wean o hamnper
——that is to =say, a pareal—="

“1Ia, ha, ha!"

“I'I o to Wingale—T'11 go to Mr.,
Quelech—1U'l g0 to the Head —-""

row = ashed

“Go o Jericho!” suzgzested Tomi
brrown,
“T'm not moing fo be robbed! T 1

“You sifly owl! shrieked Levison.
“1t's not vour parcel—it's my parce!, you

cranss pss
“Whal are voue huding b away for,
hofore o follow ecan sec (07" demanded

Bunter. Itz sly! You always were
gly, Levison! T remember how sly vou
were when vou waed {0 bhe atb Cireyiviars |

The | I hate sly people! Look here, Whar

ton

“Let the fat idiot look at the label,
Levison,"” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“It won't take a minule.”

“Oh, all right.”

Ernesl Levison lifted the parcel out
of the cupboard again impatiently, Billy
Bunter-blinked at the label, the juniors
watching him with grinning feces. The
atldress was in a serawling round bhand--
apparent]y that of a fag; but it was plain
enough o read; and undoubtedly the
name there was the name of Iirnest Levi-

A0,

“Ti's from St, Jim's,” Levison ex-
plained to Wharton,  ** Young I'rank's
friends 1o the Third TForm there have
sihscribed, it seems, to sendd lum a parcel
of tuck—ihey think that that's what he
needs (o sel him vight again, and get him
out of the sanatorinm.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“Of course, it can't go {o I'rank,”™ saud
FLavienn, *1 can imagine the matron's
face, 1f T marched in with this consign-
ment for the mvalid.”

The juniors chuckled. TFrank Levison
was sbill i the sanatorium at Greyfrrs,
on the mend, But it was certain thatl he
was nat yel safliciently * mended ™ to Le
able to deal with a cargo of indigestible
pastries from his old chums in the Third
I"arm at St Jim's, ;

“1 shall keep 1t 1ill T see Frank, and
asl: him what's to be done with it,"” saul
l.eviaon, “Well, are you satished,
Bunter ¥

Billy Bunier was blinking, with con-
ceubratid blinks, at the label—as if he
hioped, by sheer force of blinking, {o turn
the name of Ernest Levison into W. (.
Lunter.

“Tr —it looks like your name, Levison,”
satd Bunler.

“[t is oy name, ass!”

“T'i not 50 sure of thal.”

* What?"

“My pal D'Arey at St. Jim's writes
pretiy badly,” sarfl Bunter. *' 1 dare say
he's seribbled this in a—a hurry, and
raade it look like your namo —""

“Ha, bLa, hal”

“ Pesides, very likely he put the wrong
taliel on 1f,” said Bunter trivmphantiy,
“You know that D’Arey’s an ass—he's
a lord’'s son, yon know. OF course, he
put on the wrong label, Ile would! So
vou can see¢ for yvourself that this parcel’s
rusiie !
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“My hat!” said Bob Cherry.

““So you ean hand it over, Levison

Levison did not hand the parcel over.
He did not seem at all convinced by
Bunter’'s masterly chain of reasomng.
He lifted the parcel into the study cup-
board, shut the door, and locked it, put-
ting the key inio his pocket. illy
Bunter wuir_-{ml those proceadings with
gathering wrath.

“Look here, you beast—"" he roared.

“Come on!"” zaid Wharton, langhing.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“You've said enough, old fat bean,”
said Bob Cherry. *Come on, Bunter—
1'll race you down o the ericket ground.”

[T Ilﬂﬂk hErE__?I‘

“TIl give vou a slart,” =aid Bob, tak-
ing Bunter by the collar, and twirling
him into the passage, *'I'll help you off
with my boot—like that M

*"¥aroooh '**

““That gives you an advaniage——'

I'IIYU‘H,II'!

“ And I’'ll prod you with my bat—"

" Beast! "

" Like that

“ Yarooooop ! 7

Billy Bunter slarted down the
passage as if he were on the cinder-
path., The juniors chortledd and fol-
lowed. Bunter dodged away at the foot
of the staircase; and Harry Wharton
& Co. walked along cheerily to the
junior ericket-ground, where they were
soon engaged with Temple and Co., ol
th> Fourth Feoirm, in the first match of
the season,

*)

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Looks In!
H
mitred uncomplimentary
words—andibly—as a  well-
Cecil Ponsonbyx, the dandy of the
Tourth Form at Highelitfe, did not
pockets, his  handsome nose  slighlly
elevated, as if the Greyfriavs quid-

IGHCLIFIE cad!”

Tubb, of the Third, mur-
dressed, elegant vouth sauntered grace
fully in at the gaies of Greyfriars,
edeign to bestow a glance upon the fag

Hao strolled on, wilh hia hands in s
rangle was not really quite good enough
for him to walk upon.

3

Pon's manner was lofty, his look was
supercilious—and more than one Grey-
friars fellow who saw him was tempted
to knock his silk topper off, as a warn-
ing to him (o put on a little less
e Eide+ll

It really required some nerve on Pon’s
part to “swank ” in the Greyfriars
quad in this way; for he was on the
worst of terms with Harry Wharton &
Co., and outside the precincts of the
school they seldom meft without
ragging.

But Ponsonby, of Highcliffe, was
blessed with ample nerve. Moreover,
raggings were unlikely, under the win-
dows of the School House; and, besides,
the great Greyiriars-Highelitfe match
was due in a week or so, on which
great occasion the hatchet was supposed
to be buried.

There was onoe junior, at all events,
who had a welcoming look to bestow
upon Cecil Ponsonby; and that was
Bunter. As soon as Bunter spotied the
superb Pon, he rolled up to him with
a friendly grin.

“Hallo, old fellow!” he greeted.

l’ﬂnsuuiu; looked down at the {at
grinning junior, For reasons of his
own, he decided to be civil to Bunter.

“(ilad to see you, Bunter, old chap,”;

““How is it you're nof

he said alfably.
He gave a nod to-

in the cricket?”

wards the playing-fields, where the
junior-match was going on,

Bunter sniffed.

“I'm left out!"™ he s=aid.

“¥You— left out?” echoed Pon-
sonby. ‘I see—an easy serl of match,

where they don’'t need their great
players, what?" )
“That's it,” assented Dunter readily.
“The Remove are playing the Fourth,
vou know—the lPourth ain't much class
it ericket, Temple’s a swanker, not a
ericketer. It's really only practice for
ithe Remove—geiting in form for the

Higheliffe mateh next week.”

“T see! We shall see you playing
Higheliffe, when the big game comes
oll.”

Bunter coughed.

e had abouf as much chance of
playing at Higheliffe, as of playing at
Lord's: and he wa3d quite aware that

A STUPENDOUS SUCCESS!

The number of eniries for our MaeNer Limerick Competition No. 1 has

surpassed all expectations,
rendered most diffienll.
I have personally presided,

below tlie ariginal uncompleted verse,

A special staff of adjudicaiors,
has unanimously elected READER A. C.
BRODIE, of 50, SKINNERS LANE, BIRMINGHAM,
competitor for the First Prize of EF 1s,

and the task of selecting the winner has been

however, over which

as the successful
Ilis Tast line effort is published

“1 fear there’s a burglar about,
With my rifle I'll ferret him out !”
Mr. Prout did exelaim,
Then he took eareful aim—

Wixxtre Taxe: And the “Maily Dail 7 quickly paid out.

CONSCLATION PRIZES @F 2/6 EACH!

T have much pleasure in awarding consolation prizes of 2s. 6d. each {o the
following readers, whose Tast line efforts showed merit:

READER ERIC T. HILL, of 46, DENTON ROAD, HORNSEY, N. 8.:

But the vifle backfired.
of 22, FORSTER STREET,

READER PERCY STEVENSON,
RADFORD, NOTTINGHAM :

rit Prout!
OLD

“Droken Panes,” for “ His Puing,” Tinkled Oul.

READER CHARLES GRIFFITH, of GOSFORD, near OXFORD:
But his luck (and the cartridge) was out.

READER WILLIAM IIEWITT, of 53, DURANTS ROAD, PONDERS END :

i TJ‘?HEFE'"'”{" H‘!E“'].l" :

* puzzled old Prout.

The only school stories of their kind—in the MAGNET!

Ponsonby knew as much, Dut it pleased
him to have his fat leg pulled.

“Well, I'm not sure that I shall con-
sent to play,” he said. *Wharton's
rather keen on playing Levison. L
may sland out to give Levison a
chance.”

“ Levison—the St Jim's chap?” "The
look in Pon’s eyes showed that ha had
arrived at a subject that interested
him; but the Owl of the Remove was
too short-sighted to note that. Besides,
Bunter was interested only in himself,

“That's the fellow,” said Bunter
carelessly. * He used to belong to Grey-
friars, you know—but he was hooted
out, and went to 5t, Jim's. Haven't
you seen him since he came back,
Pon "

* Not yet.”

“You used to be rather thick with
him, in his Greyfriars time,” grinned
Bunter.

“Yes, we were
assented Ponsonby. “I've rather ex-
pected him to give me a look-in at
Highcliffe, now he's here. How does
he come to be staying at Greyfriars in
term time, when he belongs to Bt

rather pally,”

Jim’s "
“His minor’s here!” explained
Bunter. “There was some trouble at

his school, and the young ass eleared
off. Wharton found him ill somewhere
and brought him here, and he was put
in sanmy. So his brother’'s come over
to stay till he's well enough to go back
to St Jim’s."”

“Isce! The Head let him come here
—after he was booted out of this school
once for playing the giddy goat?™

“Oh, he's changed,” said Dunter.
“IHe used to be no end gooy—regular
shady character hke wyou Higheliffo
chaps, you krow. But he's turned over
a new leaf—or says he has iy

“Bays he has!” murmured I’on.

Bumier winked, a fat wink.

“I don't believe all I hear!” he said

sagely., " But all the fellows take it
in, as well as the Head and old
Queleh,. He's not on good terms with

Skinner and his erowd—and they used
to be thick as thieves in the old days,
you know. He goes round with
Wharton's lot now—they seem to think
a lot of him. But he jolly well can’t
take me in, you know. I'm fly.”

“HMHe was always preity deep!” re-
marked on.

“Yes, rather! Didn't
your letter?” asked Dunter,

Ponsonby startied.

“Did he tell you I'd written?”
asked quickly.

The Owl of the Remove grinned.

“I happened i{o see the envelope,” he
explained. “I know your fist, Precious
little goes on that I don't see!l”

“Where 15 he now "

Bunter jerked a fat thumb towards
the crickel ground,

* Playing ¥"* asked Ponsonby.

“Yes; Wharton's putting him on
trial for the Highcliffte match. 1 sup-
pose you're not playing for Highehlle,
Pon?”

“I don't
ericket.”

Bunter chuckled,

“Courtenay might give you a chance
in the team,” he remarked. ** After
all, he’s. your cousin. Rather rotten
for you to be left out like this, isn’t 1t 2"

Ponsonby made no rejoinder to that
polite observation; only his eyes glinted
for a moment, y

“1 suppose Levison's doing school
work while he stays here?” he asked.

he anawer

he

find much time for

Is your name anngst the prizinners ahove ?
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Quality and Quantity in the

“0Oh, ves; he's in his old Form!"”

“He has a study, and all that?"”

“Study No. 2—along with Hazel and
T'om Brown,” said Bunter. I say, old
fellow, come along to the tuck-shop,
and have a ginger-beer,”

“Thanks—I'm not standin’ treat to a
fat porpoize!” answered Ponsonby,
with a sudden and unexpected change
of manner. Apparently he had finished
with Bunter: and saw no reason for
wasting further civility on him., ‘““Roll
away, old barrel.”

Ponsonby turned his back on the Owl
of the Remove, and walked away to-
wards Little Side. DBilly Bunter stood
and blinked after him, with speechless
wrath and resentment,

“¥ah!” he gasped, at last. *“ High-
clife cad! Yah!”
Quite heedless of Bunter’'s resent-

ment, the dandy of Higheliffe strolled
airily on. He szighted Skinner and
Snoop loafing about, and joined them,
in sight of the ericket-field.

“You here?” said Skinner, with a
nod. *Anythin" on?” -

“ Just killin' the afternoon,” said
Ponsonby. “I thought I'd give Levi-
son a look in, for the sake of old times.’

Skinner sneered, and Snoop grinned.

“No, ‘old times’ about Levison
now,” said BSkinner. * You can sec
him over there—doin’ d&he strenuous

lifo atunt. The rotten cad has turned
us down—we're on fightin' terms now.”

“Turned guite spooney !" said Snoop.

Ponsonby looked interested.

“T've heard somothin' about this," he
said. “I want to know, you know?
wrote to Levison to come over to High-
cliffe for a tea in the study. He an-
swered me in a wayv that really made
me rub my eyes. His letter read like
a tract.” . :

“Better give him a miss,”  said
Skinner., “If you mention smokes or
banker to him, he's as likely to in=ult
you as not. 1 didn’t believe in 1t at
first—but I faney he really has chucked
up the old game.”

“There's a sayin’ that the leopard
doesi’t change his spots, or a giddy
Ethiopian his  skin,” said Ponsonby
lightly., “Levison was always rather good
at pullin' people’s legs. He was bound
to keep up some sort of appearance
for the Head to let him in here again,
after his juiey past. I don't think
he'll throw me over.’

“Twe to one he will [ said Snoop.

“Fellows who throw me over are
likely to feel sorry for themselves
afterwards,” drawled Ponsonby. *'ls

he really takin' up cricket?"

“Nop end of a bowler,” said Skinner.
#11e’'s making hay of the Fourth Form
wickets now."

“You haven't much in comimon with
him now, Pon,” grinned Snoop. ‘' He
doesn't smoke, doesn’t play banker,
doesn't break bounds after lights out—
and he plays cricket!”

“Dh, we chall find somethin’ in com-
mon there,' said Don. *I'm thinkin' of
takin' up cricket.”

“You!” yelled Bkinner,

“Why not? I'm a pretty good bat.”

“I ecan't see Counrlenay puttin’ you
into the Highcliffe teamn,” said Skinner,

“ More surprisin’ things than that have
happened,” yawned Ponsonby, and he
nodded to Skinner and Snoop and walked
on to Little Side.

“Somethin’s on!” said Skinner szapi-
ently, as he gazed curiously after t’[m
elegant figure of Cecil Ponsonby. * He's
up against Levison—Levison's rubbed
him down the wrong way. Pon don't like

—

e 2
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Ponsonby, unaware that Bunter was a witness to his actions, took up
an ordinary leather writing-case and fumbled about with its contents

for a few minutes.

““Good [ ' he mutiered.

“ This is Levison's.”’

(See Chapter 4.)

his kind invitations thrown back in his
face.”

“Qwanky cad !" remarked Snoop.

“Yes; but if he can make Levison sit
up, more power to his elbow,” said
Skinner, “I'd like to see that cheeky
rotter taken down a peg or two. I'm
jolly well not goin” to have a hand in it,
though. Pon's not goin’ to make use
of me,"”

“Same here !" said Snoop promptly.

(Cecil Ponsonby joined the score or so
of fellows who were looking on at the
Form match on Little S8ide. Tor once
the Dandy of Highelifie seemed keenly
interested in cricket.

The game was worth watching. Harry
Wharton & Co. were in the field. Pon
noted the Famouws Five, one after an-
other——Wharton, Bob Cherry, Johnny
Bull, Nugent, and IHurree Jamset Ram
Singh.  Vernon-Bmith was with them,
and Hazeldene, and Tom DBrown., Ile
roted the latter two especially, as they
were Levison's study-mates, TTe had his
own reasons for noting that all three of
the juniors belonging to No. 2 Study
were occupied at the cricket,

Levison was bowling.

Temple of the Fourlth was al the
wicket, not looking happy. Levison of
St. Jun’s had already performed the hat
trick, and Temple was saving his wicket
by a series of miracles. It was only too
evident, to Temple, that Levison had
chunged very much since his old days at
Greyiriars. His bowling was really
wonderful,

Temple survived the over, and Hurree
Jamset. Ram Singh bowled next. DBriiliant

bowler as the nabob was, certainly he did
rnot excel Levison; indeed, many of the
ponlookers thought Levison the better
man of the two. Ponsonby slood and
watched with keen interest.

Lievison was soon bowling again, and
again Temple had to stand up to him,
This time he was not successful. Mis
middle stump was whipped out of the
ground first shot, and Temple of the
Fourth carried out his bat with a glum
countenance,

“Well bowled, Levison!™

“Good man "

Ponsonby did not stay to watch the
pame further. He strolled off the cricket
icld, and, with an air of carelessness,
sauntered away towards the Schoolhouse,

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.,
Bunter the Burglar !

113 SAY, Fiﬂl’l}’, old man i
I Fisher T. I'ish, the Transatlanti
junior in the Remove, did not
even look up as Bunter blinked i
at his study doorway. Fisher T. Fish
was busy. The cricket field and the river
did not call to Fishy on that sunny after-
noon; more weighty matters occupled
his keen, cute, Transatlantic mind. Ha
was seated at his study table, 1mmersed
in deep caleulations, with a4 pen in hs
hand, a blot of ink on his sharp nose,

and a far-away look n lus evea,
He only waved his pen nnpatiently at
Bunter, without looking up. Apparently
the business man of the Remove was

Don’t miss next Monday’s ripping story of Harry Wharton & Co. !
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decp In one of his many and varied
senemes of money-mnaking,

“Fishy |

“ it ! snappmi Fisher T. Fish.

“PBut, I say

“Jihqquatulu.tﬂ do!”  exclaimed the
Remove merchant, “ You're interrupting
me, Bunier! How am I {o work out
the&e pesky fipures with a fu,t clam but-
ting in and chewing the ragt

“(Oh, really, IFishy——"

“ Yamoaose L'

h],'_ want ¥

Have You
Seen the
Result of—

i ot Bl g 1 P o e

"nght out !"” roared Fisher T. I'ish.

“It's business !” roared Bunter.

“0Oh!"  Fisher. . Fish’s manner
Lhnnged and he looked up from his com-
plicated ealeulations, * What's that? I
can give you a mmute and a half, My
time 1z valuable.

“T wanl a key

“Buy or borrow "

1] BDI‘!‘{)W ?!.‘.l

“Twopence,” said Fishy.

“That 8t. Jin’s rotter, Levison, has
got o parcel of mine,” explained Bunter.
“He's locked it up 1n his study cuphboard,
and taken away the key. I'm entitled to
take my own parcel, Fishy.”

m

“T don't want auy parliculars. Two-
pence [
The Remove merchant opened o

drawer, and sorted out a bunch of keys,
It was a large bunch, and the keys on it
wera of all sizes, sorts, and conditions.
Tisher T. Fish, baing a business man Lo
fhe finger-tips, 1.1. as alwavs open Lo trade;
he would have sold the boots off his feet,
or the hat off his head, at a prolit. 11e
would buy odd artic les cheap at sccond-
hand sheps, and keep them by him till
he could dispose of them to some unwary

fellow at a hundred per cent. prefit.
Fellows who wanted odds and ends
always went to Fishv., Fellows lost

keys sometimes—in fact, they often did—
and in such eases Fishy could always pro-
vide o key that would fit—for sixpence,
He would lend his big bunch for two-
pence,

Bunter was about ihe last fellow in the
world lo be trnsted with keys that would
open other fellows’ locks, But Fishy did
not mind, As a cute bnsiness man  he
could not afford to ask questions.

He held out a bony hand towards BDilly
Bunfer.

“Twopence !

“There’'s tuck In the parcel,”
Bunter.

“Pwaopence !

“I'll etand you something oul of 10,7

“Twopence !”

“1 say, Fishy

“Oh, scat!™ -:Hcflmmr-d the exasperatedd
Fishy., *“If you can't zhell ont the dust,
g;l.!jj

He clanged the bunch of keys into the
drawer again.

Billy Bunter unwillmgly went throuzh
his pockets. Tle was short of cash, as
usual—an expected postal-order havine
failed to arrive. But he had a fow
coppers left, though he was extremely
unwilling to part with them to Fisher 1,
Fish.

s il

But there was no help for ar; Fisher T,
Fish’s terms for business were *spot
cash,”  Bunter extracted lwo pennics
from his pocket.

“*Here you are, Fishy 17

“ Now yvou're talking 1" caid Ficher T.
Fish, taking the coins. * Here's the keys,
Hold on—one of these pennies isa I'rench
one,”

“Oh, really, Fishy

“ Do you think yvou can diddle me with
a dix-centime picce for a penny !" gnorted
Fishy. *I guess, sir, thal I was raized
in Noo Yark, where we cut our eye-teeth
airly. Shell out!”

He tossed the French penny back io
Bunter, who unwilllngly exchanged it for
another. Mrs. Mimble had already
declined that penny in the tuck-shop, and
Unecle Clegg had declined it i the
village, anﬁ several fellows had refused
to give a halfpenny for it. It really
seemed that Bunter would be driven to
bestowing it In charity on a beggar in
order to get rid of it, though that was
against s principles.

“Bring those keys back when you've
done,” said Fishy. “If they're not in
this ﬂtudy in an hour’s time, 1 shall
charge you another twopence,”

Billy Bunter rolled out of ihe study
with the keys, and slammed the door.
He rolled along the Remove passage to
Study Neo. 2, blinking round himi very
L:mrmuah hefore he entered there.

But he felt quite safe: on that sunny
half-holiday everybody w us out of doors,
Even slackers like Skinner and Snoop had
gone oul; only thu American juior re-
mained, buried in ealealation: in  his

—The ‘“Magnet”
Limerick
Competition No. 17—

sindy,  The three ouwners of No, 2 were
at ericket, and could not come in unless
the nnings collapsed suddenly.

Bunter rolled in to Siudy No. 2, and

shut the door alter him guietly and
care fuﬂ_fy

He prmuned as he stood before the cup-
board, Lboeliind the locked deor of which

1'epn.='.m] ithe parcel from St Jim's,

As the stufl could not he handed to
Frank Levison, according to instructions,
there was no reason for rnest Levison
to open the parcel, 1t was o remain as
it was (il Frank had been consulted as
tn its dispesal; at all events, that was
Levison’s intention. It was not Billy
Bunter's intention, by any means,

Bunter began to tvy Fishy's keys on
the lock.

He had no doubl of suecess. The lock
was #n ordinary one, and it was funly
cerlain that in  that extensive hunch
there was o ]-.f“," ihat would fit it, Wey
after key was jammed into the lock and
Lested.

The Owl of the Bermove grinned with
anticipation. T3 couscience was not
troubling him. Bunter had a weonderful
fucully for believing what he wanted to
bheliove, and e had, semebow, satisfied
himaself that the parcel was has, or, at
least, might be s, DParvcels had been
wrongly addressed lols of times, and it
had happened onee again, that was all,

Any reasoning was gomd enongh o
salisly Bunter's easv-going conzcience
when he was on ”'IE track of tuok,

He tried a dozen keys, one nftm'
another, but more than a dozen remained
to be tried. He was inserting the
thirtecnth key, when he gave a suddeu
start, and listencd.

Outside, in the Remove passage, there
wis a footfall.

It came from the divection of the slai-
caze. Bunter hastily jerked the key
baek, and stood listening and trembling.

Was it Tevison coming in?

The masterly process of reasoning, by
which Bunter had satisfied himself that
he was justified in burgling the pareel
irom St. Jim's, was not likely to satisiy
anyone else, Bunter was aware of that.
If he was discovered burgling Levison's
cupbeoard, the results were abseolutely
certain to be very painful.

He listensd breathlessly.

The footfalls in the Remove passage
stopped—outside the door of Btudy
No. 2!

“Oh crumbs!™ breathed Bunter,

The door did not immediately open,
but whoever was outside had stopped at
the door., It might open at any second,
and then——

sunter blinked wvound wildly for an
avenus of escape,

Doubtless the Tourth TForm innings
had ended suddenly, and Levison had
come 1, or Tom Brown, and if they
canght Bunter there, burglarious keys in
hand

Without stopping (o think, Bunter
darted away from the still unopenced
cuphoard.  Tom DBrown's screen was

standinzg in the corner. and Bunter had
stpueczed beliind it in a twinklhing, Tom
Drown had made that sereen himsell—aof
bamboo, with stretched canvas, and over
the canvas were pasted German {wenty-
mark notes by way of ornamentation. T
had been yuite a handsome screen once,
but fencing-foils aml a kick or two had
damaged 1f, awd ihere were slils and
holes in it now, Dat it was quite a good
cover for Bunter, unless a fellow came
specially to the corner and looked behind
i1, which was not likely to happen.

Bunter squalled in the corner, hardly
breathing, .
Stifl, however, the study deoor did nof

open. The Owl of the Remove began to
hope that it was not Levison, after all—
only some fellow who had come up to
the Remove passage without inlending
Lo enter Soudy No, 2.

But even aa that hope dawned upon
hir, the siudy door opened suddenly.
Someone carms quickly in, anid elosed the
door more quickly still, And then there

MW
—Turn to Page 4.
Your Name might

Lbe there!

wia silenee in the stndy, broken only by
the guick, hurried  Dbreatling  of  ile
fellow who had so stealthily eniered.,

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

FECIL PONSONBY stepped in at

‘ the hig doorway of the School
and glanced about him
curelessly. The hall was deserted,

At a distance, be sighted Mr, Quelcb,
standing by a window, jn conversation

Ionze,

Levison is selected to play cricket for Greyfriars—
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Favourites
withh AMr. Hacker. ihe master of the
Shell. Neither of the masters glanced at

the Higheliffe junior.

Ponsonby strolled {o the staircase, and
went up the stairs, On the next stair-
case he passed Angel of the Iourth, who
gave him a nod, but did not stop.

The Higheliffe junior found himself in
the Remove passage—a familiar enough
quarter to him; he had often visited
Skinner there.

He paused in the Remove passage, and
glanced out of the window there.
manner was easy and careless, Nobody
could have suspected, from Pon's look,
that he had any ulterior motives in
penetrating to the Remove quarters.
But as he stood glancing from the
window, with the corner of his eye, as
it were, he was scanning his surround-
ings, and ascertaining that the Hemove
passage was deserted.

No one was to be seen, no sound was
to be heard. The bright weather had
tempted everyone out of doors, appar-
ently. Many of the study doors were
open, showing empty rooms,

“All serene!” Ponsonby murmured,
under his breath.

He passed the open doorway of Study
No. 1, and scowled into it. That study
belonged to Marry Wharton. DBut he
did not stop there. He walked on to
Study No. 2, and there he stopped.

Ponsonby wus still looking careless and
idle, but his eyes were very keen now,
his manner a little more intent. He
stopped outside Levison’s study, aund
looked at his watch. He was a full
minute looking at the watch—in actual
fact, he was listening,

The door of Study No. 2 was closed,
and Ponsonby was well aware that Levi-
son, Hazeldene, and Tom Brown were all
on the cricket field, But it was like
Ponsonby to make assuranco doubly sure.
He did not mean to run any risks., Sc

he listened for a full minute before he l

opened the door of Study No. 2.

Anyone passing along the passage
would have supposed that Pon was look-
ing at his watch, as if in doubt about
the time of an appointment with some
acguaintance in the Remove. But no
one came aleng, and, after satisfving
himself that there was no one in the
study—assured on that point by the dead
silence wilthin—Ponsonby opened the
door, and entered.

As he entered, he gave a quick look
round the room.

He was ready with an excuse, in case
of the remote possibility that anyone
should be there; he had mistaken the
study for Skinner's, But nothing met his
eyes save the furniture of the study.

He closed the door quickly.

Then he stood, l:-mnEhing hard, for a
minute or two, and listening—this time
for a sound ocutside. e was sure—quite
sure—that no one had seen him step into
Levison's study. But he left nothing to
chanee. The sound of a fooifall would
have alarmed him. But there was no
sound, and Pon breathed freely.

“Good!” he murmured.

Little did the dandy of Highelilfe
dream that behind the ragged screen in
the far corner of the study a fat figure
was crouched, in a state of breathless
apprehension.

Apprehension on Bunter's part was,
however, giving place to curiosity,

Someone was in the study—had entered
in so stealthy a way that it was evident
that the newcomer was not a fellow who
had a right to be there., Bunter was

curious, as he listened to the hurried, :

His |

the world over—Hurry Wharion & Co,! T

suppressed breathing of the fellow
could not see. :
His first suspicion was that 1t was

- Fisher T. Fish after the 8t. Jim's parcel,

But he dismissed that suspicion. Fishy
would not have been so stealthy about
it. DBunter applied his eye, at last, to &
slit in the screen, and blinked cautiously
through,

‘His eyes grew large and round behind
his spectacles at the sight of Cecil
Ponsonby's elegant figure.

He made no sound. He was simply
devoured with curiosity now. Iven
Bunter could not suspect the dandy of
Higheliffe of a ““grub raid '"; besides,
Pon knew nothing of the parcel,

What on earth Pon muEi want in the
study was a mystery, but his look, his
whole aspect, showed that, whatever it
was, it was not something that would
bear the hght,

Now that Pon was shut up in the study,
absolutely free from cobservation, as he
supposed, he was no longer careful to
control and diszuise his expression. Hie
face was leen and tense, his eyves slinted ;
he breathed hard and quick. His whole
aspect was that of a fellow who was
engaged in a secrel underhand business,
and went in fear of detection,

Bunter scarcely breathed, as he
crouched, with his eve to the slit in the
SCTeCH.

Ponsonby was moving about the study
now, but :Irm did not come towards the
corner where the screen stood,  He
secemed to be making a sorl of examina-
tion of some of the articles of furniture.

he l

T

e

Bunter's amazement  and  cariosily
increased every moment.,

He was aware that Pon must have
selecled that moment, when all the
fellows were ont, to sneak surreptitionsly
into the study—but why? It could not
be imagined that Pon was a thief, look-
ing for plunder. Besides, there was no
loot in the study to templ & thief—except-
ing the parcel of tuck locked up in the
cupboard—a farm of plunder that the
magnilicont Pon would have disdained to
touch., What dirty trick was Pon going
to play in that study—that was the ques-
tion that Bunter was asking himself,
Upon whom, too, was he going to play
it—Tom Brown, the Noew ZYealander,
whom Pon hardly knew—or Hazel, with
whom he had once been friends, and was
still on good terms—or Levison—his
associate of old days, who now dechned
his acquainlance!

Levison, of course!  DBunter guesscd
now! Pon was going to play a trick on
Levison, for keeping him at arm’s length
—throwing hiin over, in fact!

Punter watched eagerly, inlenzely
curions to sce what the dandy of Iigh-
cliffe would do next.

I’on had lifted the hid of a desk which,
Bunter knew, belonged (o Hazeldend.
ITe glanced into it hurriedly, and lified
a letter and glanced at it, {le put the
letter down, and shut the desk, grunting

“That's Hazel's [”

It was not Iazel's desk that he wanled.
Was he looking for something belonging
to Levison ¥

“Phis  looks
Ponsonby.

more like!" murmured

Y
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““ My hat !** stuttered Bunter.

From the letter-case, along with a
dozen or so of old letiers, a tie~-pin had fallen.
diamond head—a very handsome and valuable pin,
put this pin in Levison’s ease ? '” muttered Bunter.

It was a gold pin with a
** Why has Pon
(See Chapter 5.)

—and Gadsby, of Highcliffe, does his best to prevent him playing !
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He picked up a letter-case—a liitle
Jeather case that contained writing
mateérials; the kind of thing a fellow
might take with him in travelling. He
held it up, and the initials “E. L.” in-
geribed on the outside caught his eye.

“Good |” breathed Ponsonby. *‘That’s
his."”

The caze was secured only by a strap,
Ponsonby unbuckled the strap, and
opened the little case, which had three
or four compartments. Une of them had
notepaper and envelopes in it—another
was stuffed with old letters, mostly from
8t. Jim’s or from Levison's people
abroad. Pon glanced at one or two of
the letters—not, probably, from inquisi-
tiveness of Bunter's kind, but in order to
establish beyend doubt that the case be-
longed to Irnest Levison.

“Dear Ernie—" Bunter heard him
murmur. ‘‘ Your loving sister, Doris——
‘That's all right, then.”

Ponsonby fumbled with the case a
minute longer; what he was doing
Bunter could not see, as the Highcliffe
fellow had his back to the soreen,  Then
he laid the case on the shelf, whence he
had taken it, and crossed to the door and
quitted the study. _ _

The door was closed behind him,
quickly but noiselessly; and Ponsonby’s
footsteps died away.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Butts In !

ILLY BUNTER did not move,
B The sudden departure of the
Highcliffe junior had taken him
quite by surprise.

Bunter had had some vague idea in his
fat mind of watching whatever trick it
was that Pon designed to play on Levi-
son, and then suddenly appearing from
behind the screen and startling him out
of his wits. The Owl of the Remove
would have enjoved Pon's discomfiture—
in return for l]]ua snub Ponsonby had ad-
ministered a short time before in the
guadrangle. Ile would have extracted a
small loan from Pon, as a condition of
keeping dark what he had seen.

Pon’s sudden departure amazed him,

So far as Bunter could see, Ponsonby
hadn't played any trick at all Ap-
parently he had stolen into the room so
stealthily, in order {o ‘““nose ” into Levi-
son’s letter-case—and then to clear off.
It really was amazing.

Billy Bunter rolled out from behind
the screen at last, e was puzzled and
he was annoved,

Glancing from the window, he saw the
elegant figure of Ponsonby below, siroll-
ing away towards the cricket ground.

Evidently he had finished in the School
House. DBut what had he come in for
at all? He couldn’t have come specially
to look into Levison’s papers, even: for
Bunter had seen that he had not known
that the letier-case was there—he had
heen looking for something belonging to
HErnest Levigon, and had hit on the case,

It was a mystery—and Bunier meant to
get to the boltom of that mystery. For
the moment even the tuck in the cup-
board could wait !

The Owl of the Remove took Levison's
letter-case from the shelf and opened it.

The compartment containing old letters
was stuffed pretty full, and looked as if
it had not been cleared out for a con-
siderable time—probably not since Levi-
gon had come back to his old school.
That must have been the compartment
from which Pon had taken the letter
signed by Levison's sister Doris, He had
put the letter back—obviously Ponsonby

Glance above !
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,had not intended to take anything from

the case. Yet surely he must have had
some motive for hu.mfling it.

Bunter turned the letters out in a heap
on the table, to examine that compart-
ment of the letter-case. Pon must have
had a motive—and if he had not taken
anything out, he must have put some-
thing in! That was Bunter's suspicion
now—though it was hard to imagine a
lofty wouth like Ponsonby playing such a
faggish-trick as putting ink or gum into
a fellow’s letter-case. But Bunier wanted
to know,

He knew—all of a sndden—with start-
ling suddenness, in fact! There was a
brilhant ghtter, and a gleam of gold, as
the old letters were turned out in a heap,

“My hat!” stuftered Bunter,

I'rom the letter-case, along with the
dozen or so of old letters, a tie-pin had
fallen. It was a gold pin, with a diamond
head—a very handsome and valuable pin.

Bunter blinked at it, stupefied.

Many a time he had seen that hand-
some pin adorning Pon’s tie. It was
worth several pounds, at least—possibly
nine or ten pounds; Ponsonby of High-
cliffe was an exceedingly gilt-edged
youth.

Why, in the name of wonder, had he
stolen like a thief into Levison’s study,
and placed that valuable pin in Levison's
letter-case; stufling it at the bottom of a
compartment, under a stack’™ of old
lettors, where it was unlikely to be dis-
covered !

Why?

Bunter blinked in utter astonishment.
He picked up the pin, and blinked at it
blankly,

What had Pon put it there for?

It was true that Pon had been an asso-
ciate of Levison’s, in the old days when
Ernest Levison had been the black sheep
of Greyfriars. But even if he retained
feelmf of friendship now, it was odd
enough that he should think of making
Levison a present in this mysterious way.

Besides, they weren't friends now.
Levison had carefully avoided renewing
his aequanintance with Ponzonby—very

o — —

MORE POCKET-MONEY !
£10! £10! £10!

Result of Queen’s Park Rangers
Picture-Puzzie Competition !

—_— i

In this competition one competitor sent
in a correct solution of the pictures. The
First Prize of £5 has therefore been awarded

to:
M. F. RREENEL.
83, Mid Street,
Fraserburgh, N.B.

The Hecond Prize of £2 10s. has  been
divided among the following three com-
p:t-;ltnrs, whoze solutions contained one error
ench :

J. . Bowles, 34, Collina Cross, Bishop's
Stortiord; M. W. Barclay, 34, Comely Bank
Avenue, Edinburgh; Jack Leeson, 87, North
ampton Road, Market Harboro'.

Thirty-two ecompetitors, with two errors
each, divide the ten prizes of 5s. each. The
nameaes and _addmsse& of these prizewinners
can be obtained on application at this office.

SOLUTION.

Queen’s Park Rangers have done magnifi-
cent work on behalf of Association foothall,
but one cannot say that they have been
pioneers in many directions. The start of
the club dates from the year 1885, The
Rangers did nothing startling till. 19078,
when they become champions of the Southern
Leagne.

[ But that thought passed.

carefully indeed. Only the week before
he had *scrapped ¥ with Gadsby, Pon's
chum and right-hand man. He {nd had
a letter from Pon—more than one letter—
but if he had answered them, it was not
in the strain that Pon desired, Bunter
was quite assured of that. Between
Ernest Levison and the old associate of
hiz dark days there was now a great gulf
fixed,

Then what did it mean?

“The chap must be mad!” murmured
Bunter, in perplexity. *‘‘He can't mean
to give this pin away—it's too jolly
valuable. Besides, why shouldn’t he give
it to Levison, if he wants to make a
present of it to him? DBlessed if I can
understand this, ™

Then a sudden thought flashed into
Bunter's obtuse mind—a thought that
made him turn pale.

*(zood heavens!"” he breathed.

He stood as if petrified, with the dia-
mond pin in his hand.

Pon had hidden that pin—well-known
to be his property—in Iirnest Levison’s
letter-case. There was only one explana-
tion of that—Bunter wondered that it had
not dawned upon him at once. It was
impossible that Pon meant to give Levi-
son the pin in that mysterious way—gifts
were not made like that; neither, it was
certain, would Levison have accepted
such-a present from Pon.

“The awful rotter !” Bunter whispered
to himself. *“The—the villain! He’s
going to miss this pin later on—and make
out that Levison——""

Bunter almost {rembled at the.thought.

It was the only possible explanation—
but it was so terrible that it fairly
frightened the Owl of the Remaove.

He wished for the moment that he had
not been in the study at all; that he had
not mixed himself up with this affair.
Bunter, the
grub-hunter, had his
good points; at his very worst he would
have been incapable of anything like the
baseness of the unserupulous young rascal
from Highcliffe,

“Jolly lucky for Levison that T was
here ! was his next thought.

He grinned,

If that was Ponsonby’s little plot, the
Owl of the Remove was the right man in
the right place for once. Bunier re-
placed the letters in the case, closed the
case, and put it back on the shelf. The

study-raider, the

b dinmond pin he kept in his fat hand.

After a few minuntes’ reflection he con-
cealed the pin in his poclket, and quietly
left the study.

From the Remove passage he went up
to the top box-room, and there he groped
up the, disused chimney, and inserted
Ponsonby’s valuable pin into a crevice.

He grinned with satisfaction as he
came back to the Remove passage.
Ponsonby had parted with that pin of his
own accord, and could not complain if it
was hidden in a box-room chimney,
where Bunter intended to leave it, for
the present, at least. In the meantime,
he was going to watch—with inten:a
entertainment—the next move in Pom's
little game. Something was to follow,
that was certain; but whatever werce
Pon's plane, it was clear that they would
be considerably disconcerted by Bunter’s
mtervention. If Pon intended to * miss
the pin, and make a dastardly anceusation
against the Bt. Jim’s junior, that—owing
to Bunter—was a chicken that would no
longer fight.

Perhaps Bunter felt that. after this in-
tervention, he had earned Levison’s tuck.
At all events, he proceeded to deal
with 1it,

Fisher T. Fish's keys were tried in turn

Another £10 in cash prizes !
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on the cupboard door,.and the twentieth
kev turned the lock.

‘Lhe parcel from St. Jim's lay before
Bunter's greedy eyes—at his mercy. In
a fow seconds more it was opened.

The Third Form fags at St. Jim’s had
original ideas as to the kind of diet likely
to benefit an invalid, judging by the con-
tents of that parcel. There were jam-
tarts and cream-puffs—rather squashed in
transit—there was toffee, there were

bullseyes galore, and quantities of
aniseed-balls; and there was a large
calke, and several pots of preserves.

That handsome supply might have kept
Frank Levison in the sanatorium at
(reyfriars for a whole term, had it
reached him, and had he disposed of it
internally. Bui once again Bunter was
the right man in the right plage. There
was no danger now of that cargo getting
to Levison minor,

Bunter stood at the eupboard and ate.

Jam-tarts, and eream-puffs, cake and
preserves, anything and everything that
came to hand, went the same way; all
was grist that came to Bunter's mill.

Wally & Co., at 8t. Jim's, had little
dreamed of the actual destination of that
tuck, so lovingly packed and despatched
for their pal who was on his **beam-
ends " at Greyfriars. Certainly, how-
ever, it did less harm inside Bunter, than
inside Levison minor.

Billy Bunter's jaws worked rhythmic-
ally and tirelessly. He was jammy, and
sticky, and happy. When he came down
to the Dbullseyes and aniseed-balls and
toffee, however, the keen edge was taken
off his appestite.

ITe stuffed what remained into his
pockets, and, leaving sticky fragments of
the feast along with the wrapping-paper
and string in the cupboard, closed the
cupboard door. He did not lock it, hav-
ing a faint hope that Levison might fancy
that be had forgotten to lock the cup-
board, and might suppose that some
fellow=—not Bunter—had come along and
devoured the tuck.

“After all, I can give them my word
that I never came near the place,”
Bunter reflected. *““They're bound to
take a fellow's word. "Taint as if T was
an unscrupulons fellow like Skinner or
l{u!m}x{:r. They kuow I'm an honourable
chap.

And Bunter rolled out of the study,
feceling satisfied, with lLis pockets [ull of
bulleeyes and toffee and aniseed-balls.
He rolled along to Study No. 14, where
isher 1. Fish was still deep in abstruse
vatleulations.

“There's your kevs, Fishy!” He
tossed the elanging bunch on the table.

Fisher T. Fish glanced at the clock.

““More than an hour !" he said. *“You
owe e ancther twopence.”

“How do you know it waz an hour?"
demanded Bunter.

“Look at the clock, futhead.”

“That's an American clock, isn't it?"

¥ Sure.”

““Then you can’'t possibly tell
Sunter triumphantly.

“You silly mugwoump—-—-"

“Yah!”

“Look hyer——

But Bunter was gone.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Old Friends !

€é I LVISON! Bravo!”
“Well bowied "

Levison of St. Jirn's smiled as

the cheers of the Removites fell

upon his ears. The last ball had becen

bowled. and Fry of the Fourth saw his
wicket fall to picces.

(L
.

said

¥

WA
Al '.-'.', .1:-,_
ig}ﬂf A (e —

junior : ** Hallo, Levison, old

Remove had won the Form match by
an innini:a and half a dozen runs; and

the match was over very early. Temple
& (Co. had made a desperate effort, in
their second innings, to make up the lee-
way, but in vain. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh and Levison, between them, made
hay of the Fourth Form wickets, and the
innings was simply a * procession.”

The Removites were only moderately
eluted by the victory. Temple & Co.
were not up to their weicht at pamesz.
Harry Wharton & Co., 1n fact, only
looked on the game as practice for the
Higheliffe mateh, in which they were to
face Courtenay’s team—a very different
sort of proposition, FErunest Levison had
been, to some extent, on his trial in that
game; and he had more than fulblled
Wharton's expectations—cespecinlly as a
bowler, and it was, as 1t happened,
bowlers that the Remove eleven chiefly
wanted. JTurree Singh was a great
howler, and Squiff was remarkably good ;
but Levison, in the same hine, was a very
welcome recruit. and likely to prove a
tower of strength to his side when the
big Highelife match came off.

“ Satislied *™ asked  Lievison, as
Wharton joired him coming off the field

Harry Wharton smiled,

“More than satisfied,” he saud. "1
had really made up my mind already. hut
this scttles it. You play against lligh-
chiffic next week.”

“*Good ! said Levison.

“You'll be playing against us when we
meet Tom Merry's team at St. Jim's
later on,” said Wharion, with a smile.
“But there’s no reason why you

As the cricketers came off the pitch Cecil Ponsonby greeted the St. Jim's

crossed Levison’s face, but he shook hands with Ponsonby ; he could
scarcely do anything else.

fellow ! ”” A shade momentarily

(See Chupler 6.)

shouldu’t play for your old school
against Higheliffe.”
*“*None at all,” said Levison. I shall

he jolly glad Lo play, of course. T'd like
it more than anything else—if you think
I'm good l.'lmngfx.”

“Not much doubt about that,” grinned
Bob Cherry, “You've picked up won-
derfully as a bowler.”

“The pickupfulness is terrific,” con-
curred Hurree Singh. “ You will make
the esteemed and ridiculous Higheliflfians
open theiv eyes widefully.”

“Hallo, Levison, old fellow ™

Cecil Ponsonby greeted the St. Jim's
junior with a cheery smile, and an out-
stretohed hand.

: A shade momentarily crossed Levison's
nee.

But he shook hands with Ponsonby ; he
could scarcely do anything clse.

“You over here?” he said,

“I've been watching the game almost
from the start,” said Ponsonby.

“I didn’t notice you.”

“¥You had eyes only for your game,”
smiled Ponsonby. “Quite right, too—
that's cricket. 8o you're bringing Levi-
son over with vour crowd to Higheliffe
next week, Wharton ¥”

“Oh, yes!” said Harry.

e answered civilly, He did not like
Ponsonby, could not stand him, as
a matter of fact, But his friendship with
Pon's cousin, the junior captain of High-
cliffe, made him anxious to avoid trouble
as far as he could. Pon was as smiling
and arrecable as if there never had been
any trouble between himseif and the
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(reyfriars fellows—a little way he had of
assuming, when it suited his purpose,

“You've got a good man,” said
Ponsonby cordially. *I'm glad, because
Levison's really an old pal of mine, you
know. I'm glad to see him coming out
like thiz in cricket, as it's quite on the
vards that T may be playing for my school
in the match next week.”

Wharion nodded, and moved awa
with his friends, leaving Levison with
the Highdiffe junior.

Levison regarded Ponsonby curiously,
hia brow clearing. Ponsonhy's words
implied a considerable change in him
since Lovison had seen him last—he had
never thought of Pon as a cricketer, 1f
Pon had taken up the game with serious-
ness, it was probable that he had had to
drop some of his other manners and
custoans ; and in that ecase, it might not
be necessary to keep him so carvefully at
arm’s length,

“Taking up cricket, then?* he asked.

“ Like anythin®,” said Ponsonby. “I've
been puttin’ in a lot of practice, and 1
fancy Courtenay will play me if I want
to. He’s rather keen on mmkin® a
cricketer of me, vou know. He's my
pousin, and he lives, moves, hreathes,
and dreams n cricket and footer. What
a jolly long time since 1've seen you,
Lovison 17

“Yeg, it's a long time,”

*Pretly busy here,” said Ponsonby.
“ Ruather different from the old terms you
vere on once with Wharton's erowd.”

“That's all over,” said Levison, rather

abruptly.
“BSo  I've heard,” said Ponsonby
blandly, “I understand that we're a

veformed character now—never kick over
the traces—never look on the wine when
it 15 red. or the sportin’ paper when it is
pink—what 77

Levison laughed rather constrainedly.

“1 suppose you're pulling my leg, Pon-
sonhy,” he said. " But that is the case,
wliether you believe it or not.”

“That's why you dechned my
tions to look i at Higheliffe?

“Well, yes, if you want it plain. T'm
riat in your line now, Ponsonby., T had
trouble with Skinner, when 1 came back
here, becanse I've changed and he
hasn't, I don’t want {rouble with High-
cliffe, too.”

“I understand, But surely you'd like
to see your old pals again,” said Pon-
sonbyv.  “T've brought over an invita-
tion. I didn't know you were at cricket
itus alterncon. Somehow, 1 never
thought of you in connection with cricket.
But as I'm takin® up the game myself,
I'm interested. Gaddvy and Monson and
old Vav would be glad to see you,”

Levigon hesitated,

“The fact is=—" he began.

“Now, don’t say * No,” " began Pon-
sonby pleasantly, though there was a
elitter in his eyes. “It'e all above-
Board—tea in the studv, and a jaw about
ericket, and nobody will so much as men-
tion a card or a cigarette. I'm n trainin’,
vou know, and if yvou olfered me a smoke
T'd chuek it at you—honest Imiun, Come
cver and have tea and see the [ellows,
You'd like to meet Conrtenay, too—my
vonsin, and a splendid chan !

“1'd like to meet him.” agreed Levi-
son,  “‘He wasn't at Hirheliffe in my
time here. T've heard a lot about him,
Of course, I don’t want to be unfriendly,
Hul—"

“Tired out with your pame? asked
Tonsonby,

Levison laughed,

““Not 1n the least.
don’t tire a man out.
on till dark.”

invita-

The Fourth Form

I ecould have gone

“Then frof over to Tighchife with
me,” said Ponsonby. “Dash it all, I've
walled a jolly long time here to speak to
you, Levison. We used to be friends.
And I'd like to know about your time at
‘i‘it. “.] im's—about Tom Merry and that
ot.,

Levison looked fixedly at the dandy of
Highcliffe.

'""Look here, Ponsonby, I'll speak out
plainly,” he said, *1'd like to pay you
a friendly visit; but the old game 1s dead
and done with; and if you mean any-
thing of that kind, eall it off.”

“Btraight from the shoulder!” smiled
Ponsonby, ‘I mean exactly what I say—
all fair and square.”

“Then I'll come, with pleasure. Wait
a few minutes for me.”

“*Right-ho!”

Levison went into the SBchool House,
Ponsonby waited for him on the steps,
chatting with one or two Greyfriars
fellows that he knew. Billy Bunter came
out while he was standing there, and he
gave Pon a very peculiar blink, and
grinned as he rolled on. Ponsonby did
not condescend to notice the Owl's insig-
nificant existence.

1t did not take Levison long to change, |

and he came out and joined the ITigh-
cliffe  junior. They walked away
together, and in the quad Billy Bunter
bore down on them.

“You gomg out with Pon, Levison?”
he exclaimed.

“I'm going to Higheliffe,” answered
Levison, and he  walked on  with
Ponsonby.

Billy Bunter blinked after them, and
grinned—a perplexed grin. So far as he
could see—which was not very far—FPon-
sonby was on the friendliest terms with
his old associate. Then what did that
surreptitious vigit to the study, and the
concealment of the diamond pin in
Levison's letter-case, mean?

It was a puzzla to Bunter—a deep

nzzle,

Blissfully unconscions of what was
passing i the Owl's fat mind, Ponsonby
strolled out of the school pates with
Levison.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hospitality at Higheliffe !
‘e THEHE"’E jolly old Pon, with a

new pal ™
De Courcy, of the Higheliffe
Fourth, made that remark to
Courtenay as Pon and Levison came in
at Highchiffe. The Caterpillar was chat-
ting with his chum in the doovrway when
the new arrivals came up.

(Courtenay, a junior eaptain, glanced at
Ponsonby and his companion. IHe gave
Pon a nod. Of late, Pon had been
taking the trouble to make himself agree-
able to the junior captain of Highcliffe,
and Courtenay was always willing to
welcome peace.

“By gad, thodgh, il isv’t a new pal;
it's an old pal I’ resumed, the Caterpillar,
with & curious expression. “ That's Levi-
son !

“Levison?" repeated Courtenay.

“Chap who used to be at Greyfriars—
before vour time here, old nut. He
belongs to Bt. Jim’s now, 1 understand.
You remember Wharton told us the
other day he was staying at Greyfriars?”

“T remember,” said Courtenay. *“We
asked him to bring Levison over one
afternoon.”

‘“ And now Pon’s brought him instead.”

Levison noted the two juniors as he
caine up.  Ponsonby, with a gracious air,
stopped, and presented the 5t. Jim's

Grand new Robin Hood serial, now appearing in the ‘‘ Popular’'!

junior, amd {ley chatied for o fow
minutes before Pon conducled hLis guest
into the House.

Levison was quite at his ease now.

In spite of Pon's assurances, he had
doubted, thougle he was willing to give
Pon the benefit of the doubt. But now
he was assured that it was all, as Pon had
said, above-board. He was asked to
Higim]iﬁﬁ_ﬂs an old friend, not as a black
sheep and a “giddy goat.” Tt was a
relief to Levison. He did not want an
unpleasant scene with Pon & Co. such as
he had had with Skinner and his set at
Greyiriars.

In Ponsonbhy's  elegantly-furnished
study in the Fourth they found Gadsby
and Monson and Vavasour.

(zadsby looked rather grimly at the
vieitor.

He had come into contact with Levison
a week ago, on an occasion when he had
been pea-shooting Bessie Bunter of CLff
House, and Levison had chipped in in a
rather drastic way.

But in that study Pon’s word was law,
and Pon had evidently given commands
that Levison was to be cordially wel-
comed,

2o the Higheliffe nuts welcomed him,

“You feliows remember Levison?" said
Ponsonby.

“Yaas,” drawled Vavasour. “Jolly
glad to see you apain, Levison, after all
these ages. Absolutely !

“Welcome as the flowers in May!”
remarked Monson,

And 'Gadsby gave a grunt that might
have been a grunt of welcome.

“We're a little late for tea,” said Pon-
gonby, I found T.evison neck-deep in
cricket, and had to wait.”

* Levison—cricket ! satd Gadsby.

“Levison’s a tremendous erickefer
now ; he's playing acainst Higheliffe next
weelk.”

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Gadsby, in

_astonmshment.

“We've got everythin' ready, Pon,”
saidd Monson. **8it down, Levison, old
bean. Here's yvour chair.”

“Quite like old times to see you here,
absolutely !” murmured Vavasour,

“You're very good,” said Levison, sit-
ting down in one of Pon's very comfort-
able chairs.

He was beginning to feel pleased Lhat
he had accepted Pon’s kind invitation.
So long as his old associates did not want
him to play the old game, he was quite
willing to be friendly with them,

Tea was quite a handsome spread.
Ponsonby & Co. always ‘*did them-
selves 7 remarkably well, The High-

cliffe nuts led Levison on to talk of his
life at 5t. Jim's, They were rather
curious to hear about that. Ievison
talked freely enough, but his 1alk was
not of the kind that Pon & Co. expected.
Of his earlier days at St. Jim's, when he
had been the “hard case,” Levison smid
not a word. Ile talked of the playing-
fields and the river, of the barring-out
that had taken place some time ago—of
fellows like Tom Merry and Jack Blake
and Figgins. The nuts exchanged glances,
wondering to themselves how long Levi-
son was going to keep up this kind of
thing.

It was Monson who introduced, at last,
the subject of “gee-gees 7 ; and then the
conversation ran on that enthralling
topic, without the assistance of Levison.

The St. Jim’s junior listened with a
polite smila, but I'm had nothing to ey
about gee-gees, and he seemed to lack
interest in  “flat-racin’® ¥ Altogether,
Ponsonby’s eyes glittered once or twice
as he vlanced at him,
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Humbug was all very well, Pon con-
sidered, when there was a purpose 1o
e served by it; at such times Pon could
humbug to any extent. But what was
the good of humbug here? They knew
Levison, and he knew that they knew
him, =0 why sponf?
anything like a reformed characier, Pon
would have laughed scornfully at the
idea. A change for the better in any
fellow would have been characterised by
Ponn as “turnin’ epoony,” and he did
nobt believe that a hard case like Levison
had turncd spoony.

Levison could pull any leg he iiked
except Pon’s.  If he persisted in trying
to pull Pon's leg, there was going to be
trouble.

After tea cigarettes were produced and
handed round,  Levison declined io
smoke.

“No good to a cricketor,” he =aid.
“Bad for the wind, you know.” He Jdul
not want to secm to be * preaching ™ at
the Higheliffians: it was no business of
his what they did in their own quarters.

Again Ponsonby's eyes glittered un-
pleazantly; but he nodded and smiled.
He was giving Levison plenty of rope,
as it were. Sooner or later the 8t. Jim's
junior would come down to the facts.

Monson, end Gadsby, and Vavasour
strolled out of the study after thair
smoke, probably having had previous in-
structions to leave Pon alone with lus
Visitor.

Levison glanced at the handsome
bronze clock on the mantelpiece.

“Time I was moving, I think,” he
observed.

“Oh, don't hurry off,” said Ponsonby.
“I've somethin’ to say yet."”

“Go ahead.”

“Sure you won't have a smokai”

“ Quite sure, thanks.™

“You don't feel inclined for a hand at
bridege?”

(43 Nﬂ.”

“You'vo
Levison."

“Yes.” aaid Levison quietly, “and—
T don't want to butt in, Ponsonby-—hut
if you'd take a tip from me—-"

“ Carry on,” said Ponsonby with a smile
as the St Jtm's junior paused.

“Well, vou've told me vou're taking
up cricket,” said Lewvison. “Theri's
more in a decent game than in playing
the giddy goat, Pon. What's the good
of spoiling your instde with that rub-
hish?  What's the good of playing tho
fool with cards? I've heen twice as
healthy, and twice as cheery, since [
chucked up that rot.”

“And you want me to follow your
noble example, old bean?”

Levison coloured.

“Tt would be a good thing {or you,
Pansonby. Iixcuse my mentioning it —
it'a no business of mine, of course”

“My dear chap, Thin no end obliged
for the tip,"” said Ponsonby., “I-I'H
think over it. This change in you is a
bit startlin’, vou know.”

“1 suppose #0.”

“Wellows might think that it was a
lmge spoof, you know, and that you're
vlayin' some deep game ! said Ponsonby
banteringly.

“1 suppose fellows might think so,”
assented Levison, “But they would be
off-aide."”

“ Honest injun, now—is it genuine?”

S Ouite”

“But whyt"

Levison laughed.

“Waell, let's come to business,” said
Ponsonby rather abruptly. “ As I've told

changed 0 pood  bit, ]

As for behieving 1n'f
tplaver than | am—he is.

you, I think T can fix it with Courtenay

to put me in the IMighcliffe eleven noxt
waek,"

“T'm glad.”

“1 dare say you remember that T was

t junior captain here before Courtenay

came,’”” said Ponsonby. *‘‘He shifted me
out of it. I don’t deny that he's a better
But—I never
forget. injuries.” He compressed his
well-cut lips. * I'm up against Courtenay
all the time, a3, of course, you'd guess”

Levison was silent.  He would not
have guessed it, judging by TPon's
friendly muanner {o Courtenay down-
stairs, He realised that Ponsonby was
the same olil Pon,

“I'm not the kind of fellow to slog

at games, us Courtenay does,” went on

Ponsonby., “Not in my line at all, But
I can put up & good game when I choose,
and I've done some practice lately. Now,
if T play for Higheliffe next week I want
the fellows to see that they've lost a
jolly good man in me—in fact, I want
to win for Higheliffe.”

“That's all right.”

“JT want to put Courtenay in the
shade. and the Calerpillar, toe,” said
Ponscnby. *‘I want a]? Higheliffe to see
that I ean win for the school if I choose
—and that Courtenay did u bad thing for
Higheliffe when he shifted me out of the
juntor captaincy.”

“Vau'll have to play up pretty hard
to do that,”

“T shall play up: but I can’t do that,
or anyihing like it, on my cricket {orm."”

Levison opened his eves.

“Ng other way of doing it, 1s there?”

11

“1 think zo.”
“ Plessed if 1 see "
“You're poing to help me, like a zond

old pal!” said Ponsonby.

'_—_—.—-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Levison’s Answer !

INEST LEVISON looked hard at
E the dandy of Higheliffe,
His face was clouded now.
He told himeelf that he had heen
a fool to have arything to say to Pon—
to accept his inviiation, and to come over
to Hirheliffe with him. He told himsell
that he might have known that Pon
never wounld play the game.

It was a little too lhate now for those
considerations, however. And he was
puzzled.  Ponsonby's words hinted ab
trickery of some kind—some scheme that
was quite in Pon's old, well-known style.
But what that scheme could be Levison
was puzzled to surmise,

He sat silent and troubled.

“Shall I explain?” smiled Ponsonby,

Levison made a restlesa pesture.

“No good explaining if its something
I couldn’t take a hand in,”* he said. *“If
you want to figure as the best cricketer
at Higheliffe, there’s only one way of
doineg it—by playing the game better,
than the rest.”

“That would be Courtenay’s
smilad Pon. “But it happens to be 1m-
possible for me, as Courtenay could play
my head off. I'm not too conceited lo
seo plain facts.”

way,"”

he askoed.

IS

*“ Perhaps
hibiting the stump.

Ow-wow-wow ! **

this will worry you, though,’” suggested Peter Todd, ex-
“ Oh, come off ! ** said Fishy.

keep off, you mugwump—yarooh !
el And Fishy fled for his life.

““1 guess—hyer,
Keep off, or I'll—! Yowp!
(See Chapter 9.)
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“ Well, then—"

“You're playinig for Greyfriars,” said
Ponsonby. “I've heen keepin’ myself
poeted about you the last week or two.
I've heard a good bit about your new
style, one way and another. And thir

afternoon I watched you at the game,
and salisfied myself. You're a good man
at cricket—especially at bowlin’, You'll

he given a lot of bowlin’ in the match
next week.” :

“That’s so. Wharton wants me chiefly
for bowhng.”

“Good

“But I don't see ——-"

“You lost your old keenness, dear boy,
when you turned over that giddy new
leaf,” said Ponsonby. *“*Now, judgin’
by what 1 saw to-day, you'll take my
wicket first shot if you're put on against
me.”

“J can't very well object if Wharton
puts me on to bowl you, Ponsonby."

“I don’t want you to."”

*“Then what—" :

““1 waut you to spare my wicket,” ex-
plained Ponsonby deliberately, “I want
vou to bag all the bowling you can when
"m battin’, and I want you to give me
halls T can play. I want you to back me
ap in gettin’ a century in each innings.”

Levison’s face crimsoned. R

“You—yon wanit me to sell my side?
Le stuttered.

“Oh, don't put it so coarsely,” said
Ponsonby soothingly; “I want you lo
play up as my old pal—the good old
Tevison I used to know. You can make
it up on the other wickets. Tn.l:'ﬁ
‘ourtenay’s wicket for a nought, and 1'll
stand you a five-pound note.”

“Look here——"

 Beat, them as hard as you can; bowl
fhem for all you're worth,” said Pen-
gonbyv. ‘T don’t care much which side
wins—so long as I come out far and
away ahead of Courtenay and his crowd.
If we win the game owin' to my 1:15','
score I shall be glad, of course, But I'd
ralher lose it than Il;.rwe i won, by
Conrtenay and his gang.’

Levison’s lin curled, _

g {hat's your style of taking up
cricket, is it !

“That's my siyle”

“ Then the best thing vou can do 1s
io leave cricket .alone, You're not fit
to touch it."

Ponsonby's eyes glittered,

“PDon’t you think we could wangle it
like that, workin® together 7" he asked.

“Very likely. A bowler can give a
batsman no end of chances, if he’s beastly
blackguard enough to give his side
u“.ﬂ.},-!l

“What horrid names!” yawned Pon-
sonby. * Dear man, don’t be dramatic!
You're goin’ to «do this little favour for
me, aren't you?"

£ Nﬂ.?l‘

“Why not®”

Levison rose to his feet.

“It’s not amnch. good. lalking to you,
Ponsonby,” he said. *“I.don’t-think I'd
ever have played a dirty game like that,
erven when I was your pal i the old days.

'Thers was a limit, even then. I'm not
going to it you—""

“What ?"” yelled Ponsounby,

“J blame myself for coming here, or
for having a word to say to such a rotten,

rank outsider as you are, Ponzonby,”
said Levison, his voice trembling with
anger. ‘*You wouldn’t dare to make a
proposition like that to any other fellow
at Grevfriars. I suppose you've a right
1o insult me, as you used to he my pal
when I was an outsider like yourself. But

ANSWER
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for that, I'd knock you acress your own
study.”

“Would you?” =aid Ponsonby, getiing
up also, with a blaze in his eyes. “You
seem to forget that I could handle you
easily if T wanted to, you cheeky, hum-
buggin’ cad.”

Levison laughed contemptuously.

“Onee upon a time, perhaps,” he said, -

“Things are changed a bit since then.
Anyvhow, I don’t want a row, I'm
goimg. ™’

“Hold on a minute,” s=aid Ponsonby,
speaking very quietly. * Let’s have this
quite plain.”

“Isn't it plain enough
snapped Levison.,

“I'm countin’ on you to make a show
here as a hig cricketer, T'm sel on it,
and I mean business. What do you mnean
to do?”

“If I'm put on lo bowl against you, I
mean to do all I know to take your wicket
first bhall," answered Levison,

“If it’s a question of money

“Oh, shut up!” said Levison roughly.

“Gently, dear bhoy, gently! There
was a time when you were pretty keen
to get hold of my money.”

lavison winced,

“1f that was so, it 1sn’t now,” he =aid.
“Keep your filthy money.”

“T'm keen onsthis,” said Ponsonby,
unheeding. *'T’m countin’ on startin’ the
cricket season here by givin® Courtenay

already 17
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a fall. A five-pound note is nothin’ to
me, and 1t's a lot lo you., IDiven a
tenner——""

Tevison clenched his hands.

“One more word of that, and I sha’n’t
keep my hands off you,” he said between

his teeth. * Shut up!”

“You refuse, then 7"

“Yes.”

“Don’t let’s make any mistake,” said
Ponsonby, “Youn definitely refuse,

knowin' that 1 never forgive or forget
an injury, and that I always get my own
back in the long run?”

“Do vou think I'm alfraid of you?”
said Levison contemptuously. “ What can
you do?”’

“Well, T might give you a hidin’ to
begin with.”

“You're welcoms to lry.”

“And 1 warn you, before it's too late,
Levison, that you’d hetter do as I tell
vou,” said Pensonby, in a low, menacing
tone. *“If you leave this study without
promisin’ to back me up, I'll mmake you
st;ﬁ"el* for it in a way you don’t dream
of.”

“T know you're rascal enough for any-
thing,” said Levison. I remember you
and-your ways pretty well. But you're
a bigger fool than rogue if you think you
can scare me,"”

“Then it’s * No "—final 7

“That’s it.”

Ievison turned to the door,

“8o that's your answer?” said Pon-
sonby, no longer taking the trouble to
control his bitter rage and chagrin.

“VYou, the penniless cad that T chose |

to take up, or throw over, whenever 1
liked; the poverty-siricken hanger-on;
the shady cad, who would swallow any
number of insults, so long as he saw his
profit in it; you set up to preach to me !
You think you can throw me over—me }
You crawling cad——"

S

“That’s enough!™ said Leyison, his
face almost livid,

“GFet out, then ! said Ponsonby. “I'll
make you sorry for thie. ‘Why, yon
wretched, penniless rotter, T can break
yvou like a reed. I've only to put out
my finger to finish you, if I choose. Take
that—and go I”

And with his open hand he struck
Levison across the face,

Smack !

The 8t. Jim’s junior reeled under the
sudden blow, Ponsonby walched him
with a mocking smile,

The smile left his lips the next moment,
as Levison turned on him,

He jumped back from a pair of lashing
fists and Dblazing eyes. Panting for
breath, Ponsonby defended himself as
well as he could; but his defence was
worth little against that onslaught. His
hands were knocked aside and Levison's
clenched fist came with a crash on his
"mouth. Cecil Ponsonby went crashing
to the floor.

Levison stood looking at him for some
moments, his eyes blazing, and his chest
heaving. Had Ponsonby risen then, he
would have been booked for the biggest
thrashing of his life. But Ponsonby did

not rise.

He lay and glared up at Levison, with
eyes that glistened like a snake's.

“Get out!” he muttered thickly,

Levison gave a contemptuous laugh
and ewung out of the study. A coup
of minutes later he was striding along
the road to Greyfriars,

— —

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Problem !

4 SAY, Peter!”

I Billy Bunter joined Peter Todd
when the Remove came out of
class the following morning.

“Teddy, old man!”

Peter Todd stopped, and regarded

Bunter with curious inguiry.

“What's the matter with you, old fat
rabbit?” he inquired. * What have vou
got on that lump of lard you call a
mind 7"

“ Oh, really, Peter 3

“You’ve been mooning over something
all through morning lessons,” said Toddy.
“When Quelchy asked you to name one
of the chief productions of Lancashire,
r you answered * Diamond pins.' ”

“I1—I forgot 5

“You got fifty lines, and serve you
right,” said Peter. *“But what's the
matter? Is it fatty degeneration of the
brain? What the thump put diamond
ping into your silly head "

“That's telling.”

“Oh! That's telling, 151t 7" said Peter
| Todd, eyeing his fat study-mate narrowly.
“Have you been pinching a diamond
pin¥*?

“ Look here, you beast——"

“Or has Lord de Bunter sent the
Bunter butler specially from Bunter
LCourt with a diamend pin for a birthddy
present?” asked Todd, with deep
sarcasin,

“¥Yes, That's just it."

“What ?"" roared Peter.

“I—I mean——"

“ Well, what do you mean 7" demanded
Toddy. *“Have you found a diamond
pin? I remember wyou found a bank-
note once, and thought it was yours,
because you wanted it. So long as you're
my study-mate, I'm going to keep you

(Continued on page 17.)

Does Levison live up to his reputation as a crack bhowler ?
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BOB CHERRY :

If by “biggest™

; prize you
biggest in size, then the biggest 1 ever
won was a huge crate of bananas. 1
won 1t at a garden-party, at a time

maean

when I was awfully keen on horti-
culture.  The garden-party was held
about a dozen miles from Greyfriars, so

I was in the dickens of a dilemma as:

to how 1o convey the crate to the
school,  Tventually it was heaved on
to the top of a taxi, and the driver
charged me eighteen bob to take me
to Greyfriars with my prize. I began
to regret having won it! To make
matters worse, I hadn’t eighteen bob
in my possession; but the other
members of the “Co.” rallied round,
and helped me out of my fix. They
also helped me to consume the bananas!
Next time I have the good fortune to
win a prize, I want something that’s
little but good!

DICK PENTOLD:

The biggest prize I ever had, made
me a very happy lad. A paper, in a
high position, started a poetry com-
petition.  Said I, “I'll have a shot at
this!”  And the result was perfect bliss,
I won the sum of fifty pounds; oh,
what a mint of wealth it sounds! I'or
days 1 seemed to walk on air, I was
delighted, T declare! 1 shared the cash
with my old dad, who said I was a
generous lad. But, after all, 1t was
my duty to hand my pa a share of

booty.  That contest caused me heaps
of funj; I wish they'd start another
one !

DICKY NUGENT:

Your queschun brings the skalding
tcars to my eyes, bekawse i've never yet
won a prize of any description. True,
i1've got the Marbels Championship of
the Second Torm, but you can’t call
that a prize, can you? i'm always try-
ing to win prizes, but 1 can't get any
luck. 1'm the best skoller and the best
speller in mmy Form, but somehow the
prizes always seem to slip through my
hands. A lass! A lack!

A number of our friends and
foes record their experiences.

DICK RUSSELL:

If you can call a boxing champion-.

ship a prize, then my biggest prize was
the winning of the Public Schools light-
weight championship at Aldershot. Bob

Cherry happened to be crocked at the

time, and I had to represent Greyfriars
in the ring, After a number of
strenuous bouts I managed to reach the
Final. And what a Final it was! I
had to fight tooth and nail in order to
win, but I managed it somchow. And
I shall always look back upon that day
as the greatest day of my carcer. '

WHEN BUNTER WON!

By DICK PENFOLD.

Upon the platform stood the Head,
The Goveruors, as well.

“T'll now award a prize,” he said,
“To someone who can spell.”

The fellows stared in wild surmise

When Bunter won the spelling prize!

“My only aunt!" said Johnny Bull,
Who stared at us aghast:

“The bhiggest doffer in the sehool
Has won a prize at Inat?

We simply stared with all our eyes

When Bunter won the spelling prize !

“It ean't be so—it can't be so!"
The fellows gasped and muttered.
“Bunter can't spell for nuts, you know "™
0ld Wharton blankly stuttered.
And there were groans and shiouts and cries
When Bunter won the spelling prize!

“Come, DBunter!"™ thundered Dr. Locke.
“Come and receive your due.
I must confess it is a shock
To find it won by you!"
We sat and stared like senseless guvs
When Bunter won the spelling prize!

The porpoise waddled down the hall
In an excited state.

Said he: “I've been .and licked you all;
My spelling's simply great!”

Our feelings we eould not disguise

When Bunter won the spelling prize!

Then suddenly the Head grew pink,
And saivd: “Go back, my lad!™

Someone had blundered, don't vou think?
I'm jolly sure they had!

Bunter waug summoned by mistake :

The spelling prize was won by Rake!

MR QUELCH:

When a “Tresher” at Cambridge
Oniversity, I won a prize of a hundred
pounds for an historical essay.  This
was my greatest achievement in the
prize-winning line. I still enter com-
petitions of a scholastic nature, and
hope one day to win something really
hig., (Our worthy Form master secins
to regzard a hundred pounds as a mere
trile. To a junior, it would be untold
wealth I—EDp.)

HORACE COKER:

I've never won a prize up to the
prezzant, but at the next motor-bike
race in the Isle of Man I hope to brake
all records. ‘There isn't a better
motor-cyelist at Greyfriars than me, and
if the Head gives me permission to take
part in the Isle of Man races, I shall
he a cert. winner. (You've got a
“neck,” Coker, and no mistake. |
only hope you don't break it!—ED.)

BILLY BUNTER.:

I've won so many prizes, in my time,
that I really forget which was the
biggest. I'm writing an artikle in this
issew, entitled “Prizes I Have Won,"
an¢d I refer you to that.

1. VERNON-SMITH:

I shall always regard as my most
valuable prize the Cup presented by
the (Governors to the best athlete in the
Form, I have the good fortune to be
Champion of the Remwove for 1923, and

‘the Cup has a prominent place on my

study mantelpiece. Next year 1t will
change hands—perhaps. I3ut mean-
while, I happen to be the proud

possessor, and I shall hang on to the
trophy tooth and nail. I had to fight
jolly hard for it, and whatever prizes

may happen to win later in life, I
shall always look upon that Cup as the
best prize I have ever won.

WILLIAM GOSLING :

Which I ain’'t never won no prizes of
any prescription, so what do you want
to ask such silly questions for? I've
gone 1n for o good many competitions
in my time, from tight-rope walking to
counting peas in a bottle. But I ain't
never. won nothing, and I don't sup-
pose I ever shall. You see, I was
born on the thirteenth of the month,
and it happened to be a Friday, into
tha bargain. No prizes ever comes
William Gosling’s way—and precious
few tips, too, I might add!

FISHER T. FISH:

I once won a thousand dollars in a
Limerick Clompetition promoted by a
go-shead New York newspaper—
(Tell that to the Marines, Fishy., Wa

‘weren't bogn yesterday —ED.)

A special supplement of Greyfriars in ¢ the good old days’’ next !

Supplement i.]
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'all the rest of the fellows off their heads
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_ Strange to fay, I can’t win any prizes
for schoolwark. But, after all, is it
strange, when you come to think of all
the faveritismy angd personal jellussy that's
around? 1 ought to have taken
ling prize this year--I ecan speil

By BILLY BUNTER.

When T was aboul cight years old

our distriet. A1l the fat vounpg Fal-
etafls in 1he locallity »whlod np, and
wi had to sit on s=cale: to see who
wayed the heaviest. 1 lbroke the
scales !

Needless to say, T took
prize on that ﬂ{!&:ﬂﬁiﬁii anid 1 went mto

ihe first

“ - :|| == I a pastrycook’s gn*qml my self
: silly. ¥ was very much the sorse for

F I \HE first prize I ever won was at
a baby show. I was a bipg,
bonnie, bouncing, heefy haby,
and I had the rest of the lom-

petitors heaten to a frazzle, The judges

rave just one g]nn'-]i_* in my direckshun,

wnd then they said, * This is the winner! 173

The prize was [wu pounds, and I regret

in say that my mater and pater shared

1t between them, and 1 never had e

leok in!

I'm alwavs picking up prizes, and when

I do pick them up I never return them

to thoir richtful owners!

ST TR T A R TR H

EDITORIAL!
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By Harry Whartaon.
ﬂ|||1l||||||“|I||lﬂ|||||H|||l|m|||||H]lIiHIIIII[Illllllllllr.
PEECH DAY, like Chrisimas, comes
S but once a year. Verily, 'lis a
greali veeasion,  The governors of
the school come down m a body lo
present, the prizes; and sisters  and
cousins and aunts also turn up in full
muster,

The great drawback about Specch Day
is that we have to listen to -so many
speeches!  We don't mind receiving the
prizes a bit—espeeially if they happen
o be decent ones; but we strongly abject
to hatening to a lnng mmind oration by
Sir Bertie Bore, or Sir Timegthy Twaddle,
I these gauu]’nus gents want to ftalk,
why can’t they do it in a railway-
carriage, or in Iilu: sireet, or at home?
Why must they cause a serious * cscape
of gas ™ at Greyfriars?

Having taken three prizes lhis vear, 1
suppose 1 ought not to say nasty {hmgﬁ
about Bpeech Day. But, then, a fellow
must have something to glumh!u at, or
life would be deadly dall,
I expect you will be anxious to know

who bagged the various prizes, and what
they were awarded for. Our Bpecial
Prize-mving Numbor—herewith—will tell

you all about it. And you needn’t fear
that this issue will be a taine affair. Our
merry band of contributors have made it
quite lively. Billy Bunter declares that
ihe prizes are awarded not by merit, but
by favouritism. DPerhaps our -:rnrpuluni
friend is indignant because an cating
contest 15 mot included in the pxams!
Bunter will never win a- prize for his
scholastic achievements—not if lie lives
to be as old as Methuselah !

“ A Battle of Long Ago ! **

THe MAgNET LIBRARY.--No. 798,
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food when I got home, T can tell you.

Takking of food reminds me that 1
have won many ecating contests, I've
fot no sooperior in this  direskshun,
though I admil that Baggy Trimble and

Fatty Wynn is a good trencherman, too;
but he’s quite a novvis by anlm,rrsuu
with me.

I can troothfully say that T have won
every eating contest I have over taken
part in. They never Imld nny of these
contests now, hekawse they know only

g there was a fat boys’ contest held m

Tubby Muffin linow how to put it away, |

[ | —but at the last minnit-the Head desided

to award the prize to Dick Rake. After
he had called mie up to the platform to

¥ | rezeave it, too!

Lattin and Greek are Dubble-Dutch to
‘some fellows, but 'm quite at home with
hoth subjects. ¥et 1 didn’t win the
t Greck prize, or the Lattin prize, either,
All this faverttism is perfectly scan-
dallus.

By the way, 1 once won a prize in a
preture-puzzle contest; but, .as my share
of the prize worked ﬂut. at only four-
pense-ha’penny, the less sand aboui thak
trajjick afair the helter!

Bob Cherry says thas the Governors
are thinking of giving a prize to the
fellow whose lootlace happens to come
ulnl-ic{] mosh times in a year. I shall win
that

Bob saye there will also be a prize far
the fellow who tells the greatest number
of woppers in the corse of a year. T shall
win that, too.

Of corse, Cherry may be simply leg-
pulling.,  Buot if what he tells me 15 troe,
I am in for o jelly pood tiree, and shall
need a_ pautecknicon to vart off all the

ttoo well what the rezzult would be.

B TR T T T L LT R L TR L

OUT OF THE
RUNNING!'!

By Bolsover Major.
S R T TR T TR T T TS
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My head is gquite a massive size,
li‘.lf" h"ql.l“ Ill":'ll]l' II :I"I Itlulrllll A

Anid ot 1 failed o gain the prize
IFFor Greek.
I sat and swotted day and mght

(Here i3 the very chair 1 sar iu),
And hoped to win a prize all vight
Faor Lalin,
Again I failed: though xhy 1 sdud
Is an un,miimnmhle mwi{n -
Amd 1 was beaten by a knd
Av Hisiory.

And then T staried wiring in,
Like bards who write in humlde attics;
e subject I was boumd to win—
Mathematics,

Bt Wharion {ook the prize for this,
I glared at bim _just like & Prussian
I also made a shocking miss
At Russtan.

Dame Forlune wonld not smile on ma,
She treatad me with eald delinvce;
Thaut's why T feiled to win, you oo,
At Seience,

I wieh they'd pive a fighting prize,
I'd enter for the thing this uumr’r:&‘
And shonldn't need a dozen tries
To win zt!

But when it comes to Greok and stuff
I'm fairly Aunumoxed—that's o tact ;

My swolting's done; I've had cuough—

prizes 1 win!

=

L R T O T

REPLIES IN
BRIEF!

By Harry Wharton.
N TR T

AU B PR L TEETH B

“Curtons "V (Cranleigh).—* Do you like
hearty-chokes™ —Yes; but we don't Jike
your spelling!

Ethel M. (Manchester).—* What
Billy Bunter be when he grows upt'—
man, we¢ presame,

J:mmj‘ H. HMarilepool).—" What is it
like having tea in IIall?*—Don't proveke
us to strong language, my dear fellow !

‘R, P. (Reading).—"Billy Bunter
always seems to be raiding the school
kitchen in the middle of the night.”
Yes; that is the most appropriate l.wm
for anyone to steal downstairs, in order
to steal downstairs!

“Elsie " {Hechester), — “I
mind coming to Greyfriars
capacity of kitchen-maid,’—1
pose yon would, BElsie; but,
ately, . there are no vacancies,

Rounald R. (Neottingham).—* Do you
ever have game at Greyfriars?’—¥es,
vather! Only the other day Billy
Bunter got a * duck ™1

A. Lott {Bermondsey).—"1 can’t hLelp
thinking you are an awfully, greedy maob
ab h1nf1m1-:| *—No, we are not greedy;
and we doi't like A, Lott!

Janet L. (Liverpool).—* How much ean
Billy Buouter eal at one sitting!""—We
would prefce not io nance the oxperi-
ment !

Kenneth B, (Blackpool.—"Do yon
hke boied {sh?”"—We will let yvou know
as soon as we have boiled Fishy.

2 P. W, (Winchester).—" Will Billy
Bunter ever become ‘Food Centroller?” —
Hope not. 'he only thing Billy needs

will
A

=

wouldn'h
in  the
don’t sun-
unfortun-

I'm “*whacked !

Lo contral is his appetite !

—by an Cld Boy of Greyfriars—next week !
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ié OW we're in for 16!"” mullered
N Iavry Wharton.

And the other members of
the Famous Five groaned in
vhorus,

It was Speech Day at Greyfriars, and
the whole school was assembled in Big
all. The prizes had been duly pre-
sented, and now the speech-making was
i full swing. ¥Fivst the Chairman of the
tiovernors had jawed to us; then the
Head had said “a few words,” and those
few words had run- into many thousands
by the time he was finished.

=i Hilton Popper, of course, had let
olf steam, and barked at us in his best
nithitary manner, as if he were condueting
i parade,

And now, on top of all we had suffered,
who should rise up on his hind legs bat
i Bertram Brook, who, like his name-
rike, went on for ever when once he was
waonnd ap.

Sir Berfram was nover contenl with a
[ive or a ten-nmnute eration. He was one
pf those .people who love .to hear iho
=onnd of t]lwir own voice.

The fellows began to fidget in their
Jriaees,

“We've had enovgh giddy speech-mak-
g to last us a whole term I mnutierod
Boly Cherry.

“And now old Braok’s going 1o slart !
wroaned Nugenl., ' 1i's more than flesh
sitid blood ean sland !’

“Wa're in for a solid hour of tortuie !”
growled Johnny Bull,

“Can’t we do someiling 1o bring ald
Brook's speech fo .an untimely end?”
whispered Petor Todd,

Billy Bunter. who was silting next io
Peter, guve a low chuckle,

“*You leave him o me, Toddy!™ he
suid., "1 promise you his speech won't
la=t more than threo minotes at the oul-
shile.”

Peler Tadd stared at Lis plume schonl-
Fellaw,

* What are
azkood. _

“You wait and sce ! was the non-com-
milial reply.

S Bertramn Brook—a tall, dignified-
fnakine personage-—adjnsted his monocle,

et
cicared his throat. and hegan -

*Bovs of Greviviars School! T feel
thal a few appropriate words from me, on
this auspicious cccazion, will not come
atiiisg——"1

“Bow-wow !

=Sir Bertram jumped,

Ihe interruption seemed to come from
bhehind him, where the grave and solemn
Governors, togelther with the ITead of
Greyiriars, were seated in a row,

S Bertram gpun round wpon his col-
loaprnes,

“Dhd any of you gentlemen make an
miterjection ¥ he demanded,

There was a general chorus of denial,

“Then I must have been mistaken,”
minttered the baronet. “I was almost
stire I heard someone make a noise
=ynonymous with the Lbarking of a dog.”

yon going o Jd4o?" he

Plenty of spec
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“1, too, heard the woise, but it .4 Aot
emanate from any of us,” said Dr. Locke.

Sir Bertram faced round upon s
andience arain, and took up the threads
of his speech.

“As I was saying, a few appropriate
words, on this auspicions occasion, wl
not come amiss, Having been a member
of this honourable Board of, Governors
for many years, I feel that T am qualified
to make a few timely observations—"

“You've made quite enough, by gad!
Sit down "’

That voice was the familiar voice of
Sir Hilton Popper—ovr, at any rate, 1t
was a faultless imitation of .

Sir Hilton was seated with the rest of
the Governors. And Siv Berivam Brook
turned upon him with blazing eyes,

“How dare you!” le thundered.
“How dare yon interrupt my speech iu
that rude manner?”

Sir Hilton Popper,
sprang to his feet.

“What do vou mean, sir ¥’ he shouled,
“Y did not speak ™ _

“But I distinctly heard you!” roared
Sir Bertram, fairly dancing with rage.
“You told me that I had made aute
enough ohservations, aul you com-
manded mo to sit down "

“1 did nothing of.the sort!” reloried
Sir Hilton, **1 eertainly heard somebody
use the words von inention, but it was
not J!”

“Then who was 11?7 demanded
Bertram, glaring at his colleagues.

Thers was a general shaking of heads.
Governors and the Head looked
utterly bewildered, as well they might.
1t did not occur to anybody, save the
Remaovites, that Billy Bunler’s venirilo-
gquism was causing the mischief,

“1 will make a further effort to deliver
my speech,” said Sir Bertram, “and if
there is any further interruption I shall
get angry.”

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry,
“If he isn’t angry yet, he must he like
a raging bon when he gets going I

“Yes, vather 1™

Once again  Siv
audience,

erually  angry,

Sir

Bertraia  faced his
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“ For many years,” he said, 1 have
heen a member of l!l:m di-tinguished
Board of Governors— .

“Rough luck on the Goyernors.— cama
a voice, which was n_llm'e like the voive of
Qir Hilton Popper than ever.
%'l‘iwu Sir Bertram Brook fairly went
off at the deep end, so to speak. e had
made three separate attempis to deliver
a speech, only to be foiled on cach occa-
Em:n!:?i.l' Bertram liked to hiear himself ialk
for at least half an hour, without so muh
as a cough or a yawn to interrupt his
dl“:{l']l]:ifis the last straw ! he thundered,
waiy Hiltlon Popper, I am amazed and
disgusted that a man who styles himsell
a gentleman should behave m such a
disgraceful manner! You are no gentle-
man,. sir! 1 hereby denounce you In
public as a rude and nnmannerly
person !’ -

Sir Hilton Popper grew purple in the
fuce with rage, and for a moment 1t
looked as if Lhe would dash his {izt mio
the face of his accuser. But he restrained
him=elt with a great effort, and stood
corting amd spluttering. xr
EL?\T:II"EJ' Sir I]jh*rtrum, he shoolk his fist
anerily al 8ir Hilton Popper, and then he
stopped  down from the plutform and
siamped out of Big Hall, Lreathing
threatenings and slaughter as he went.

There were no more speeches to be
made, so the assembly broke up, to the
intense relief of all the fellows.

Billy Bunter was surrounded in the
(lose " by his jovful schoolfellows, who
thumped his back, and wrung his hands,
and congratulated him warmly on the
success of his ruse, _

“Bravo, Bunty!” exclaimed Tob
Cherry. “T always used to say you
were no good for anything, but I take
back those words. When it comes to
chucking your voice about, youre a Ziddy
oenius !’

- “Haear, hear ! :

“Vou've saved ns from an appalling
ordeal, Bunter,” said Harry Whartou.
“(‘ome along to the tuckshop, amd we'll
stand you a feed.”

“Oh, good!” .

Rilly Dunter rolled away delightedly
to the tuckshop, where he was socon malk-
ing rapid invoads into a dish of dough-
muls. _

As for the dust-up between Sir Derl-
ramn Brook and Sir Hilton Popper, the
Head managed to pour oil on the
troubled waters. How le had managed
to smooth things over, I don’t know ; but
he did, for Sir Hilton and Sir Beriram
were strolling together in the Close that
ovening, chatting away like old pals.

No doubt Sir Hilton had imnanaged to
convince Sir Bertram lhat he had not
bheen responsible for the interruptions,
ind the affair was laid at the door of
“gome person unknown.”

But he wasn't unknown o the Grey-

friars Remove!
THE END.

45

ial treats in store, chums !
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WHAT WE WANT TO KNOW!
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By S. Q. L. Field.
e

HY aren’t the Speech Day
orations restricted to  two
minutes per person, instead of
forty mImit.E:H apiece?

* o+

inim

=

Is it correct that Dick Penfold, when
presenied with a bulky volume—the
poetry prize—acknowledged it by saying:

“1 thank you, sir, for this my prize,

But it's a jolly awkward size !
& & -

Why wasn't there a singing prize?
Hurree Sisagh. would have won it, as sure
as eges. The Governors would have been
entranced if only they could have heard
Hurree Singh!

a L] +

How is it that the same fellows prance
off with the prizes every year, while
others can't win for tolfee?

i *£ [ 4
_How many prizes has Mark Linley won
snce he came to Greyfriars? And isn't
he finding prize-winning a little mono-
tonous?

¥ & W

Did Gosling, the porter, ever win any
prizes in his youth? And, if so, did he
say to the donor, “Sir, I ain't no
scholard, but T thank 'eo kindly for this

'ore gift, which 1 shall always cherish’

was "
™ "

If there was a prize for the slackest
slacker who ever slacked, who would
dare to compete against Lord Maule-
verer?

L ¥ L

Would not a_suitablo prize for Billy
Bunter be a weight-reducing machine?
* x

How many prizes will Coker, of the
Fifth, win next year?
The answer is in the convont—Nun !
* x "

When the chairman. of the Governors
presented Dob Cherry with a number of
massive tomes, what did he say when
Bob dropped the bulky volumes on to
his pet corn? And didn't he hop awfully
well for a gent of threo score?

" # "

Is it trua that Hurree Singh acknow-
ledgod his prize by saying, * Most
honoured and ludicrous sahib, a1
gratefully thankful to you for the book-
fulness. which you have presentfully
olffered me herewith. I fall at youwr
worthy feet and make the esteemed
obeisance. May you live happy and die
long, as your Eoghsh proverb has it.”

an' esteem, a3 ever
k3
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SOME BRAINY
SUGGESTIONS'!

By Tom Brown.
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AN anyone teil me why the powers
that be always award books as
prizes?
of books. Whether you win the

Greck Prize, or the Latin Prize, or the

Maths Prize, vou know in advance what

@®.

vou're going to pet—a beastly book! ||

Sometimes you get a whole set of
volumes, and you need to be a champion
weight-lifter to carry them back to Hﬂur
place when they have been presented.

1t isn't as if the books are interesting.
They're not! I won a book this year
entitled * The Science of Sea-shells,” by
Professor Beech-Comer. Ugh! 1
haven't read the wretched thing, and 1
don’t intend to.

1f they must give us books, why can't
they give us boolks with a thrill in every
line and a punch in every paragraph? A
year's copies of the *‘ Boys' Friend,” all
bound together, would make a ripping
prize, But instead of this we get bulky,
unreadable tomes by potty professors.

Now, I propose to make a few
suggestions with regard to prizes. 1
hope the Head will see these suggestions,
and put them into practice next Speech
Day.

Tet s give the eternal books a rest,
and have prizes that are worth having,

Here is a suggested prize list, It is
open to criticism, of course, but it’s a
jolly sight better than the existing list.

GENERAL ENOWLEDGE.

First Prize: A Motor-bike.
Second Prize: A Gramophone,
Third Prize: A Fox-terrier.

GREEK,
First Prizo: A Complete Wireless Outht.
Second Prize: A Folding Camera,

Third Prize: An Alarm Clock (of British
manufacture).

LATIN.

First Prize: A New full of

Furniture.
Second Prize: A Cricket Bat.
Third Prize: A Tuck Hamper.

Study,

SPECIAL FAGS' TRIZES.
First Prize: A Tribe of White Mice,
Second Prize: A Tame Monkey.

Third Prize: A Bag of Marbles and a
Game of Ludo.

Of course, T am only giving you a
selection from my list. I ecould go on
quoting from it indefinitely, but space
will not permit,

There is also a lot to be said in favour
of money prizes. 1'd rather win a five-
pound note than a volume of books any
day, and I expect lots of my pals agree
with me.

Let's hope that books will be given a
miss next year, and that we shall see my
bramy suggestions adopted !

)=
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We have had a sickener|}

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,
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ALL THE WINNERS!
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By Dick Russell.
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SPEE’DH day was rather a *wash-

LLLLRRELL Y

out " this year so far as T was con-

cerned, for I didn't take a single

prize! To make matters worse,
about a dozen aunts and girl cousins of
mine camo down to see the prize-giving,
and they were disgpusted to Tenrn that [
was among the *‘also rans.” 1f they only
knew of the keen competition there had
been for the varigus prizes they would
have let me down lightly.

Harry Wharton was well in the picture
when the prizes came to be presented,
He took three—for General Knowledge,
Science, and Maths. In each case the
prizes were books, and methinks the
bookshelf in Study No. 1 will collapse
through overweight! Hearty congratu-
lations to the caplain of the Remove on
achieving the * hat-trick.”

Mark Linley al:o managed to secure
three prizes—the Founder's Prize. the
History Prize, and the Greek Prize.
There were three scparale sets  of
volumes, and it was as much as Linley
could do to stagger down the Hall with
them. Tho Founder's Prize carried a
cash award with it as well, so the lad
from Lancashire is in clover.

There was an amusing incident when
Billy Bunter was called upon to receive
the spelling prize. Bunter can’t spell for
telfee, and the fellows were fairly llabber-
gasted. Tt turned out afterwards that a
mistake had been made, the prize having
been won by Dick Rake. But some
practical Jjolker had substituted Bunter's
name for Rake's, on the label which
gccompanied the prize. Tortunately, Dr,
Locke tumbled to it in time,

The Geography Prize was won by

liver Kipps, whose bump of locality 1s
wonderfully developed. Dick Penfold
took the prize for Latin, and he also took
the Poetry Prize, which goes without
saying. It 1sh't often that Pen writes a
serious poem, but when the spirit moves
him he ean produce quite a masterpiece.

I came jolly near to winning the Fssay
Prize, but Tom Brown bealt me by a
short head, so to speak. The name of
“Richard Russell ” wasn't called ance
during the proceedings, and my fussy
aunts looked daggers at me, and refused
to tip me when they departed. Next year

I shall have to do something desperate !

A peep into the dashing days of old—next Monday 1

2 HE MacyeEr LiBrary.—No. 798.
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THE HAND OF THE ENEMY!

{Continued from page 12.)

off the treadmill, if T can.
inean *" :
“T—T want lo ask your advice, Peter,

old fellow.” said Bunter, * You know
a lot of rot about the law, and all that.
Suppose—""

*Well 7" :

“Quppose a fellow found a diamond

in——"

. “Then n fellow is bound to fake it to
the polica-station,"” said Peter ‘T{}dd.
“Iceeping it would be stealing 1.

“Jt ism't exactly like that. Buppose a
[ollow saw a fellow——" i

“Saw him find a diamound pin?’

“ Nunno: Saw him hide it,”
Bunter. ) _

“Flide $t?7 said DPeter, in astonish-
ment.

“Yes. Suppose a fellow saw a fellow
hide a diamond piu, a fellow would be
justified in thinking that the fellow didn’t
want it, wouldn't he " : :

“ A fellow wouldn't hide a diamond pin

a3 he had stolen it."
“n‘]‘tﬁ"e}ﬂ; he might,” said Dunter.
“Suppose it was the fellow’s swn—a pin
that a feilow had seen a fellow wearing,
vou know. That would prove 1t was
his own. Then if a fellow saw him hide
p “You've seen a follow hiding his own
diamond pin?’ exclaimed the amazed
Toddy. . -

“T'm only puiting a case of course,
said Bunter hastily. *Tutting 1t as a
auperstitious case, you know '

“* A what?" shrieked l’ete“.

“ A guperstitious case——

“Po you mean & supposifitious case,
vou fat dufferf”

“Yes, if you like. Well, then, I want
vou to tell me how it stands,” said
Bunter. “Mind, I don't mean that I've
found a diamond pin. 1 don’t mean
that at all. I'm simply putting a super-
siitionz  ease—I mean, a syrupstitious
ase.  If @ fellow hides his diamond
pnn, it shows that he doesn't want 1t,
doesn’t it—1 miean, if he hides it In a
place where he can’t possibly get it
back®"

“1 suppose so, smd Pelter. “A
fellow would have to be off his rocker
to do such a thing.”

“Then suppose a fellow found ¥
said Bunter,

“He shouldn’t!
alone,"

“Suppose  that  would
fellow into trouble?”

“*That's a third fellow in the case, 15
1?7 said Peter. **How could it get the
third fellow into trouble, fathead?”’

said

He should leave it

oot another

his

“Well, suppose a fellow hid
diamond pin  in your collar-box,
Peter e

“Whatt" yelied Peter.

“He might mean to make out you'd
tolen it, mighin't he?”

“Ureat pip!”

“Ghen, 1f I saw lim, I should be
hound to take it away, shouldn’t 1%

“What the thummp——"

““And then, would i1t be mine?” said
Bunter, “That's- what I want to
know, according to law, Peter.”

And the Owl of the Remove blinked
anxiously, with deeply serious inquiry,
at Peter Todd. Peter was too astounded
to-reply.

“Bomebody’s been hiding diameond
pins m my collar-box?"” he ejaculated,
when he found his voice at last.

¥

What do vou.

“No!" yelled Bunter. “Nothing of
the kind! T'hat was only putting it
superstitiously.”

“Is there anything in this, or are
you just babbling bunkum out of the
back of your silly fat neck?’ demanded
Todd.

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Oh, here you are!” Ernest Levison
came up and took Billy Bunter by the
collar, “You fat villain—"

*Yaroooh !

“You've been burgling my study, you
podgy Hun!™

“chgﬂ!” :

“Oh, you've lost a diamond pin,
Levison?” asked Peter Todd, thinking
that he saw light.

“No fear,” said Levison, with a
laugh. *“I'm not quite wealthy enough
to sport diamond pins, I've lost a
parcel of tuck, that was burgled out of
my study cupboard. I forgot it when
I came in yesterday—thinking about—
about something else. It's gone now.”

“Well, I don't know anything about
it," growled Bunter. “If you think
I'd touch your measly cream-puffa and

jam-tarts — squashed in the parcel,
too——"

“How do you know they were
squashed ¥’

“I—I—I don't know!” gasped Bunter.
“I mean, I think very likely they were
squashed. Besides, it was my parcel.

I told yon distinctly that there was the

wrong address on the label. Wharton
heard me,"”
“Where'as that tuck?’ demanded

Lievison.

“How should [ know?
collar, you beast! Make him leggo,
Peter! 1 gave you some of the bulls-
eyes, you know.”

::Il.-h_; only hat!” said Toddy blankly.

My belief is that you left the eup-
board unlocked, Levison,” said Dunter.
“Then some sneaking fellow came
along and took the parcel. Mauleverer,
perhaps—or Coker of the Fifth! Might
have been Loder of the Sixth; he's
down on yon, you know. Leggo!”

“T left it locked,” said Levison.

“Then how could T have got at it?"
said  Bunter triumphantly. “If yon
think I borrowed Fishy’s bunch of keys,
you're making a mistake. You can
ask Fishy." :

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Peter.

“You fat villain!" exelaimed Levison,
shaking the Owl of the Remove. *“You
borrowed Iishy's keys to burgle my
study 77

“No!" roared Bunter, “T've just
told yon 1 didn't, haven't I? Yon
might be a bit grateful, too.”

“Grateful ! ejaculated Levison,

*“Yes, grateful I” said Bunter warmly.
“What would have happened if T hadn’t
been in the study at the time, I'd like
to know.”

““So you were in the study?”

“Not at all. I was watching the
ericket all the afternocon. I never went
near your study. I hope I'm not the

szggn my

kind of fellow to go butting into a
fellow’s study when he's out?”
“My word!” said Levison. “I'd like

to know what that fat dummy is doing
outside a lunatic asylum!”
Bunter jerked his collar away, and

blinkéd at the 5t. Jim’s junior in-
dignantly.

“I hope you're satisfied now,” he
said. “A decent chap can take a

fellow’s word.”
“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Peter Todd.
**As for the parcel, it was mine, as [
told you at the time,” said Bunter. “ A
fellow has a right to his own parcel, 1

17

hope, And I never touched il-—never
even thought of it. And you'd be in
Queer Street, 1 ean tell you, Levison, f
T hadn'f put a spoke in Ponsonby's
wheel. I think you might be decently
grateful.”

And with that, Billy Bunter rolled
away, leaving Irnest Levison quite
spumﬁ]hﬁm

“Is he off his rocker ¥’ asked Levison
at last. i '

" Fairly near it, I think,” said Peter.
“He’s been babbling about hidden

.diamond pins and things. No good hunt-

ing your tuck; it's gone inside Bunter
long ago, if he had it. The fat villain

gavesme some bullseyes; 1 didn't know

they were yours!”’

Levison laughed.

It doesn’t matter much,” he said,
“The tuck was sent for young Frank,
by some fags at St. Jim’s. Of course,
he couldn’t have it. I asked him what
was to bo done with it, when I saw him
in sanny this morning, and he told me
to stand a study spread with 1t.”

“Bunter's stood the sindy spread with
it already ! grinned DPeter. I sup-

se I’d better look for a stump. Can't
Hgvu Bunter taking to burghng with
Fishy's bunch of keys.”

Peter Todd looked for a stump, and
then he looked for Bunter. Loud and
anguished yells soon announced that he
had found him.

Then Peter, stump in band, looked for
Fisher T, Fish.

“You lent Bunter a bunch of keys
yvesterday, Fishy,” he said.

“Sure !”

“He burgled Levison's eupboard with
tham.1l

“Did he!” yawned Fishy.

“That doesn’t worry you, does it1”

“Nopa! Can’t bother about what my
customers want the goods for.,” said

Fisher T. Fish., “That wouldn't be
business.™

“Perhaps this will worry you,
though!” suggested Peter Todd, ex-
hibiting the stump.

“Oh, come off " said Fishy. o |

ruess—hyer, heep off, you mugwump!
Yarooh ! Oh,  Jerusalemm  crickets!
Keep off, or I'll make potatce-scrapings
of you! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-wow !”

And Fisher T, IFish-fled for lus life,

THE TENTH- CHAPTER.
Levison Accused !

i ALLOQ, hallo, hallo!”
H Levison locked round. Hae

was at a good distance from

Bob Cherry, in the quadrangle
after lessons that day: but people af
quite a good distance from Bob could
generally hear his ejaculations. Could
the celebrated Stentor have looked in
at Greyfrairs, probably he would have
taken Bob Cherry for one of his lineal
descendants.

Three Higheliffo juniors were coming
towards the School House—Cecil Pon-
sonby, Gadsby, and Monson. They
were logking very grave, and did not
look as if thus were a friendly visit,

Levison knitted his brows,

He had barked his knuckles on
Ponsonby’s mouth the day before, and
he felt strongly inelined to damage
them again in the same way, at tha
sight of the cad of Highecliffe. But he
kept his distance, and after the first
glance paid no heed to the Highcliffians.
If they had come over to see Skinner,
or Snoop, or Angel of the Fourth, it
was no business of his; and he did not
want further trouble.

What about having a shot at our grand cricket competition 2

Tae MacxeT LIBRARY.—No. 798,
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It did. not even occur to him for the
moment that that visit- was in counecection
with himself,

Bob Cherry gzave Pon & Ca. a cheery
mnod. Ile wonld rather have punched
Pcn than nodded to him; but Bob was
always . good-natured, and found it
diffigult to remember that he disliked a
fellow,

“Letison about?” asked DIonsonby
grimly.
“Yes; ovet there by the library

window,” said Bob..
yeil if you like.”

*1 want Wharton, too!”

“Something about the cricket 1" asked |
Bob, with interest. * Courlenay sent a
message !

“Nothing about the cricket!”

“Rathetr more serious than cricket, by
rud ! said Monson. ““Don't see Ievison
without witnesses, Pon."

“Witnesses!" repeated Bob.

“I don't mean to,"” =said Ponsonby.
“Wharton had better be present, as he's
captain of the Remove; perhaps two or
three other fellows as well. The thing's|
got to be thrashed out.”

“No doubt about that!”
Gadsby.

Bob Cherry looked hard at the High-
clifians. There was no doubt that they
had come over to Greyfriars to make
themselves unpleasant. What their in-
tentions were exactly was a mystery,
however. If{ they were looking for a
rag, Bob Cherry was prepared to give
themn all the ragging they wanled, with-
out calling on anyone else to help.

“What's the game?” asked Bob
abruptly. *“I thought yesterday that
yvou were on pally terms with Levison.”

“8o did JI—yesterday!” said Pon-
sonby. “But Levison's kind of friend-
.‘-'lu;jfv isn’t the kind we want at High-
cliffe. Fellows who steal when they're
asked into a chap's study to tea—-"

“ What ! hnwﬁ:d Bob.

“We're not here to row,’
sonby, with icy coolness. * We're willin’
to prevent a scandal if possible; bt
we're after our property. If Levison
hands it over, well and good. If not,
we shall go straight to your headmaster.
Better call Wharton.”

Bob Cherry swallowed his wrath with
difficuliy. ITis impulse was to lake
Ponzonby by the mneek and rub his

“T'll give him a

assented

said Pon-
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Dramatic Plot.

features on the quadrangle.
realised that this was not a malter that
could be setiled by damagine Pon's
classic. features. The Highcelifians had
made an accusation, and that accusation
had to be met.

“Come into the Rag." said Bob curtly.
“T'll call Wharton and Levison.”

**Right-ho "

Ponsonby & Co. followed Bob into the
louse, and into the Rag. There was no

one e'se in the Rag just then, and it was

a suitable place for * thrashinz out ™ this
curions affair. Leaving the three nuts in
the Rag, Bob hurried away in search of
Wharton. He found Wharton and
Nugent in Study No. 1.

“Home rotien cads from Higheliffe !
gaid Bob. *Three mingy, stingy, dingy,
eringing worms have crawled in——"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, let's keep the peace with High-
cliffe if we can till the big match is
over,” he said. * I dara say they've only
come to ses Skinner.”

“They’'ve come to sea IL.evison, and

they accuse him of stealing something
when hoe was over at Higheliffe yester-

dﬂ.‘_‘."-” .

““Wha-a-at ?"

‘““Better see what they've gol to say
before we smash them,” said DBob,
breathing hard. “I've taken them into
the Rag.”

Wharton's eves blazed with anger,

“The unspeakable cads!” he said, be-
tween his teeth, *“Come down with
me, Nugent., You go and find Levison,
Bob!"”

The captain of the Remove went down
to the Rag. Ponsonby greeted him with
a nod.

“I'voc come on a rather wunpleasant
business, I'm afraid,"” he said gravely.
“1'm. sorry, of course——"

Wharton raised his hand.

“ut all that out, Ponsonby." he said
grimly. “You don't believe this charge
vou've made. against Levison, Yon
haven't oven made a mistake. You are
lving, like the eur you are. That's plain
English."

Ponsonby turned pale with rage.

““So that's how you take it, is it?"" he
said.

“THow do you expect me to take 1t?”
said Harry, his eves flashing with scorn.
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“Do you think I'd take such a ditty lie
seriously for one moment 7"

“If you're backing up a thief——"

“If Levison's a thisf, T'll lend a boot
to kick him out of Greyfriars fast
enough. He's nothing of the sort. Do
you think I can’t see this game? You've
found out that he won't gamble and
smoke and play rotlen tricks with your
shady gang, and you're turning on him
with a silly accusation like this, to
blacken his name here. It's plain
enough, I think. No Greyfriars fellow
will take the slirhtest notice of it.”

“If my diamond pin isn’t handed back
il‘_':ilml Ignin' to your headmaster, ‘I'hat’s
na P

“Keep it {itl Levison comes in!"” said
the captain of the Remove dizdainfully.

Levison was not long in eoming. Ha
entered the Rag with Bob Cherry, Hia
face showed that Bob had told him what
was wanted. Johnny Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh followed them in,
with Tom Brown, Hazeldene and two or
three more HRemovites. Gadshy and
Monson looked a little uneasy at the
sight of so many angry faces; but
Pansonby was as cool as ice.

“Bob's told you what this cur accuses
you of, Levison?"” asked the captain of
the Remove.

Levison breathed hard.

“Yes; I suppose I needn't tell you
chaps that the fellow is lying?”

**No need at all; we lknow he's lying,”
said Harry. *“It's for you to say
whether we listen to him, or whether you
prefer to give the cad the hiding he's
asked for."

“Lay a finger on me, and I'll yell for
help fast enough,” said Cecil Ponsonby.
“If you prefer the matter to come befors
}'ﬂlll‘ headmaster, take your choice. If
wvison daren't hear me——"

Levison gave a laugh of angry con-
tempt.

“1 sha'n't touch you,” he said. *“*Not
till vou've had every chance of proving
what you say. Prove it, and every fellow
here will stand by wvou, and see justice
done, Make them believe that I'm a
thief, and they'll back you up. You
won't find it easy!”

“Go it, Pon!” muttered Gadshy.

“Iold on a minute,” said Levison.
“There's something I'm bound lo tell
you fellows, in view of this. I wasn't
gommgz to meniion i—Ileast said soconest
mended. Now I think you ought to
know. At IHighcliffe yesterday, Pon-
sonby asked me to play into his hands
in the inatch next week—he's getting

“inte the Higheliffe team, if T will nnder-

take, as a bowler, to mive him all the
game I can. I gave him my answer;
he's got the marks of it on his mouth
now, and I've got the marks on my
knuckles."” Levison held up his hand.

There was a deep murmur from the
Removites. _

“1 deny every word of 1t !" said Por-
sonby coolly.

“Deny it if you like ! snapped Whar-
ton. *We beliecve Levison; we know
your sort.”

““He told me he would make me suffer
for it,” continued Levison. “I won-
dered what sort of a’dirty triel: he was

thinking of playving, Now I Imow, Thia
is the dirty trick.”

“That's pretty clear!” said DBob
Cherry.

“The cheerfulness is terrific.”

“Rag the rolter!” growled Johany

Bull savagely.
Ponsonby's lip curled.
perfectly cool,

He was still
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“Now vou're heard Tevison, vou can
hear me,"” he said. ** Levison had tea in
my study at Higheliffe yesterday after-
noon. He admired my diamond pin, and
i took it off to show him, I left it on
the table when I went out to speak to
Gaddy. I forgot it when I came back;

but remembered it after Levison had.

sone, It wasn't there. 1've searched
for it, and it's not there. Tie-pins can't
walk away, and I've been driven to the
conclusion that Levison took it. If he
didn't, T'll be glad—but I think he did—
and I've come over to ask for it.”

“Is that all?” said Wharton.

“That's all.”

“You've shoved your diamond pin out
of sight somewhere, and you're accusing
Leovison of taking it?"

Ponscnby shrugged his shoulders,

“1f I did that, I should be a prefty
average fool,” he said. * Whatever you
may honour me by thinkin’ of me, you
know 1'm not exactly a fool. I say I
believe that Levison took my diamond
pin—a jolly valuable thing to a havd
up fellow like Levison, 1f he took it, he's
ot it. If he basn't got it, 1 shall be
bound (o withdraw my accusation an’
apologise for it. 1f Levison demies that
he's got it—"'

“That can be taken for granted,”
said Wharton, ** What next?"

“FEither vou fellows can search Lewvi-
zon for it, or I'll ask your headmasler
to have it done. 1 only want my
property.”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Search !
ARILY WHARTON & (O, stood
H silent, looking at Ponsonby.
Utterly as they disbelieved the
accusation, they had {o admit
that TPonsonby was stating his cuse
reasonably enough. He was, at least,
entitled to a fair hearing; and, indeed,
there was no choice about that, if he
was prepared to take the matter before
{hie Head., Dr. Locke assuredly would
have ordered the most thorough investi-
zation.

All eves turned inquiringly on Levison,

“I leave it to you, Wharton,"” said
the St. Jim's junior, *“I'd rather leave
the malter in your bands, as Form
captain, to sec fair play.”

“71 think that's wise," assented Harry.
““ Nobody will believe a word of this
rotten lie; but it's better to thrash it
ont, and make Ponsonby withdraw it,
1f you're willing to be scarched——"

Levison coloured.

“I'm willing to do anything you think
fit!" he said steadily.

Vernon-Smith had come into the Rag
and joined the excited group of juniors.
The Bounder had said nothing, so far;
but ho was watching I’onsonby very
closely, He chipped in now.

“Don't let those Higheliffe cads touch
vou, Levison., Pon’s quite capable of
<lipping the thing into your pocket and
sayiug he found 1t there!"

Levizon smiled faintly.

“1 know Ponsonby, cld man!” he an-
ewered. ““1f he comes near me, I chall
knock him spinning! e won't catch
e napping !’

Ponsonby gave a sneerving smile,

“I'm not keen on touching a thief!™
he said. *“‘Let Levison be searched by
any fellow I can trust to turn out what
he finds on him. Not you, Smithy, or
you, Hazel. Wharton's straight—I'll
trust VWharton.”

licking was a record,

“Thank you for nothing!” snapped
Wharton. ) .
But he could not help being a little
impressed, If there was nothing behind
all this—if the whole thing was a bascless
fabrication—what did 1t all mean?
Ponsonby was a rascal, but he was no
fool. In his bitterest moments he would
never have been obtuse enough to bring
a wild accusation without a vestige of
proof to support it, _
Wharton's faith in Levison did not
falter: but he began to think that
Ponsonby believed in his own accusa-
tion—that it was o mistake, the mistake
of an evil and suspicious mind, and not
a cowardly plot, as he had first supposed.
“1 don't like the job,” said Harry, at
last: “but if vou don’t mind, Levi-

son——""

Y Not at all.”

Harry Wharton proceeded to the re-
ugnant task. Ponsonby & Co. watched
Eirn, and had to admit that the secarch
was thorough. Nothing was found on
Levison that was not s own.

“Wellt” said Levison, looking
Ponsonby. .

“ Levison has a study here, T suppose!”
asked Ponsonby. _

“He ehares my study—nune
Hazel's,” said Tom DBrown. _

“Then 1 fancy we'd better look there.’

“Petter go through with it,” =aid
Levison quietly, 2s Wharton made a
resture of angry impatience.  “You
must sco this through to the finish—ior
my sake!"

“That's so!” said Bob Cherry. *“Come
on!”

at

and

Ponsonby had captured a good many lickings in his life—but that
It lasted a quarter ol an hour.
he lay on the study carpet, his nose streaming red, his eyes darkening
to black. Levison had thoroughly thrashed him.,

—_ﬂ

At the end of it

(Yee Chapter 12.)

The juniors left the Rag, and went up
to the Hemovo passage. By this time
most of the Remove knew that some-
thing was on, and a crowd of fellows
gathered in the passage.

Worid passed from mouth to mouth of
Ponsonby's accusation—received with
angry scorn by almaost all who heard it.
Even Skinner did not believe it, and he
whispered to Snoop that Pon was laying
it on too thick this time,

Harry Wharton & Co. entered Study

No. 2, the three Higheliffe fellows re-
maining outside,

Ponsonby & Co. ostentatiously desired
to make it visibly impossible {or them lo
“plant ” anything in the study to be
found there—not that the Removites
would have trusted them.

Levison and Hazel and Tom DBrown,
the owners of the study, went in with
the Co. The rest of the fellows gathered
about the doorway in a crowd. Ioremost
stood Vernon-Smith, with a keen eye on
Ponsonby & Co.—as if the Bounder were
trying to fathom their *game.”

Peter Todd quietly joined the erowd,
and watched the proceedings in the study
from the doorway. The expression on
Peter T'odd's fare was very peculiar; buf
no one just then had any eyes for Toddy.

“You'll point out your belongin:s
here, levison, old fellow,” said Harsy.
“ALind, it's by your own wish that ['ia
doing this.”

“I'm glad for vou to do it!” replied
Levison. * Ponsonby (hinks that if he
throws enough mud, some of it will stick,

Don’t miss ‘* The Clue of the Golden Disc ! ”>—next week’s detective thriller

TaE Macser Liprary.—No. T98,



20 Look out for next Monday’s ripping Greyfriars yarn!

I want to make it clear that the cad is
lyinf[”

““I understand.”

There were few belongings of the St.
Jim’'s junior in the study. First of all
he pointed out the letter-case. Wharton

opened i, and turned its contents out

on the table.

Ponsonby, looking in from the E-In-nr-l

way, breathed a little quickly. Ernest
Levison’s unconcerned manner showed
that he attached no importance to the
search of the letter-case, which was proof
to Pon that he had not, by any chance,
examined it since the day before.

Wharton looked into every recess of
the case, amd laid it aside. Then he
turned over the heap of old letters and
notepaper and odds and ends,

“ Nothing there!"” he said.

There was a sharp exclamation from
Paonsonby.

“Fair play, Wharton!
looked,”

Wharton glanced round at him con-
temptuously.

“Any other fellow can look, if you
like,"” he said. “I've looked thoroughly,
You can look yourself, so long as we
watch you and see that you play no
tricks."”

“I'll loak, then."

Ponsonby strode into the study.

Watched with great keenness by the
juniors, Ponsonby examined the letter-
casoe and the old papers.

The savage, concentrated look on his
face surprised the Removites. They
comprehended that Ponsonby fully ex-
pecled to find his diamond-pin there, But
it was not tLhere.

“Well, are you satisfied now
Wharton, tartly.

Ponsonby did not answer ; he was look-
ing absolutely dazed. He had concealed
the diamond-pin there—and it was not
there! For a moment or two the study
ﬂEE?Ed to spin round Ponsonby's dazed

ead.

“You've got same other things here,
Levison?"” said Wharton.

You haven't

?:Il Hﬂjd

“Yes; here’s a bag——"' L

**Never mind that!” muttered Pon-
sonby hoarsely. HHe turned on Levison,
with fury in his face. *“ You've got it,
vou rascal!"

Ponsonby understood—or thought he
did. Levison had found the diamond-
pin in the letter-case—had guessed all—
and taken the pin away. "thl; was the
only theory Ponsonby could form. And
he understood what that meant, if it
were true—that his accusation would fall
to the ground, amid general scorn, while
Levison kept the diamond!

The thought of such an ending to his

lot infuriated Ponsonby almost out of
Eis senses. He sprang towards Levison
with flaming eyes.

“You rotter! You thief! You've got
111" he shouted.

Levison locked at him steadily.

““If 1 had it, why should you fancy it
was Indden in that letter-case specially?”
he asked. *“Why not look somewhere
else? Ilad you fixed it up with some-
body to put it there?”

“By gad!” muttered the Bounder.

“Pon!" whispered Gadsby uneasily,
He realised thal his leader was giving
himself away.

Ponsonby panted.

“I'll go to the headmaster! I'll have
the whole school searched!” he gasped.
“You've got it, vou thief——"

“Hold on!” said Peter Todd quietly.
He stepped into the study. *‘Moderate
vour Lransports, Pon, old bean! Gentle-

men, chaps, and fellows, listen to your
Uncle Petor!™

“What do you know about it, asst”
asked Bob Cherry grufily.

“Lots!"” answered Toddy. *I know,
for instance, that Ponsonby sneaked into
this study yesterday, and hid his
diamond-pin here. That's why he's so
upset at not finding it."”

“Wha-a-t?"

Ponsonby staggered back.

“You—you-—" he stammered. He
was going to say ' you were watching "
—but he checked himself in time,

“You saw him, Toddy *” roared Bob.
, “Why didn't you—" began Whar-
on,

“Lasy—easy " said Peter. “I didn’t
se¢ him—never knew anything about it
till now. DBut I faney I know of some-
body who did sce him. Fetch Bunter.”

* Bunter !”

“"The one and only Bunter!™ said
Peter Todd. *“Don't be impatient—

Bunter can let in some light on this
subject.”
“But  how—why—what—1"  ex-

claimed Wharton,

“The parcel—the jolly old parcel,”
said Peter Todd. * Yesterday Levison
locked a parcel of tuck in the study cup-
board before he went down to the
cricket. While he was there, Bunter
borrowed a bunch of keys from Fishy,
burgled the cupboard, and scoffed the

tuck. Ponsonby was at Greyfriars yes-
terday—""

“I—I remember—but——"

“1 defy you to prove that I ecame
anywhere near this study!” panted
Ponsonby,

“Shouldn't even have thought of it,
old nut, but for certain babblings and
maunderings of iy fat pal Bunter,”
said Peler affably. “I believe Bunter
knows something—send for him and
ask him. Anyhow, he was in this study
yesterday aficrnoon for a good time.”

Bob Cherry hurried out,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

What Bunter Knew !

L WASN'T—I didn’t—yaroooh!"
I The fat woice of William
Ueorge Bunter was heard in the
Remove passage. HBob Cherry
propelled him into Study No. 2 with a
grip on his collar,
Bunter staggered
and spluttered,

against the table,

“DBeast! 1 never touched it! T
didn't—-1 wasn't—""
“ Bunter——"

“ Besides, it was wmy parcel! T Lold
Levison distinelly that it was iny parcel
—sent to me by my old pal D'Arcy, at
St. Jim's, Levison said himself that it
came from St. Jun's. Ask himn?"”

“You silly owl ad

*“You might back up a fellow, Toddy,
when | gave you eome of the bulls-
eyes, ™

“Ha ha, ha!"

“ Never mind about the tuck, Bunter,”
said Levison. “ You're welcome to that,
It may turn out lucky that you came
and raided it!"”

“I jolly well think 20," said Bunter
emphatically. “I'retty fix you'd be in
if I hadn't!”

“That fatr fool knows nothing about
it——"" began Ponsonby.

“He, he, heo!”

(iadsby and Monson., in the passage,

exchanged a look, and began to sidle;

away towards the stairs. With regard
to the acensation, they had taken Pon's
word—wilh many doubts, though theinr

doubts did not prevent them from back-
ing himm up. But what belief they had
in 1t was gone now—and they realised
that Ponsonby had *landed " himself-—
as he often did, with all his cunning.
And Monson and Gaddy thought that
they had better go, while the going was
good—and they went.

“He, he, he!” Bunter chortled.
“Don't I know something about it?
He, he, ho!”

“Well, what do you know, Bunter?"
asked Wharton patiently.

Bunter winked,

“That’s telling."

“Well, we want you to tell wus
exactly what you know, Ponsonby
accuses Levison of stealing a djamond
pin at Higheliffe—"

“He, he, he! Of course, he would!”
said Bunter. “I knew it was something
of that kind, of course—why should he
put the pin into Levison's letter-case for

nothing? I knew he wasn't making
him a present.”

Sensation !

Ponsonby turned almost sick. He

was aware now that the Owl of the
Remove—always spying and prying—
must have seen him; though even yet
he did not understand how. He cast a
longing lock at the door—but the door-
way was crammed,

Monson and Gaddy were gone; but
the “going” was not good for Ion-
sonby. Xo had to stay and face it out,

“Tell us exactly what happened,
Bunter " said Peter Todd.

“Mind, it's understood that the
parcel was mine,” said Bunter cauti-
ously. " No larks, you know! If I own
up to bagging the tuck, no larks!
Otherwise [ shall expeet you to take
my word that I never came near the
study."

‘“Ha, ha, ha!'"

“Never mind the tuck,” said Harry.
“Tell us what happened 7"

“You see, I thought it was Levison,"
explained DBunter, * Fairly made me
jump, you know, when I heard him
coming to the study, while [ was trying
Fishy's keys on the cupboard, Of
course, ['m not afraidd of Levison. 1
was only taking my own parcel, and I
should have knocked Levison down if
he'd mierfered! But I didn't want «
fuss about a fow measly jam tarls. So
I got behind the sereen in the corner
there, when I heard him coming."”

“Oh!" breathed Ponsonby.

“And it wasn't Levison after all-—
it was Ponsonby!"” grinned Bunter. “1I
watched him, you know! TFancy his
face if 1'd jumped out on him, while he
was messing  about  with  Levison's
things—he, he, he!”

“Now we're coming to the goods!”
murmured the Bounder,

“I was going to jump out,” went on
Bunter, “1 thought he was playing
some trick on Levison's things.,  Then
he cleared ont suddenly, and 1 wondered
what he had been up to with the letier-
case. So of course, I looked into 1it,
and found the diamond pin there, stuck
under a lot of old letters, where
Lovison wouldn’i Le likely 1w see ib—
he, he, he!”

Ponsonby kit his lip till the blood
almost came.

“And then?” said Harry Wharton
very guietly.

“Well, I thought at Lrst it was somo
queer way of making Levison a present,
as they were friends,” said Bunter;
“but [ thought afterwards that it
looked jolly fishy! I'm pretty wide,

(Continued on page 20.)
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Let me have your opinion

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Yellow Shadowers !

'I' was shortly after midnight as In-
I spector Pycroft of the Criminal
Investigation Department left Scot-
land Yard and walked briskly along
the Embankment. His brows were knit
in deep thought, for a short time pre-
viously he had received a telephone
message in his office of a most amazing
character.

It appeared from information he had
received that a small steamship called the
Keng-tse had been sunk in the River
Thames off Wapping. On board, so he
had been told, were thirty chests each
containing ten thousand golden sover-
eigns. Some of the famous Flying
Squad had gone post-haste to investigate
the affair.

But even as the inspector started to
cross the road, a taxicab drew up sud-
denly by him. A grimy, unshaven face
gsurmounted by a shock of matted hair,
appeared at the window.

“Pyeroft,” said a commanding voice,
“ ot into this cab! Be quick, man!”

The inspector stared hard for a
moment. Then, as the voice again
hegged him to hurry, he leaped into the
cab and closed the door. At once the
driver of the vehicle get the cab moving
swiftly along the Embankment.

The unkempt man inside leaned back
in his seat and gave a chuckle.

“(Good old Pyeroft!” he said. *I
don’t intend to detain you for more than
ive minutes. I have instructed this in-
telligent taxi-man to drive only as far as
Blackfriars Bridge, and then back via
Tudor Street., You were surprised at
my telephone message, eh 7"

“Surprised  and delighted,  Mr.
Locke,” replied the Scotland Yard man,
“T1 was getting anxious about you.
Krnowing yon had gone nosing about
donn In Limehouse among the L%in!:s, I

of cur detective stories!

, was afraid that some harm had come to

you."

The dishevelled man, who was none
other than the world-famous private
detective, Ferrers Locke, In disguize,
looked at his old friend affectionately.

“1 thought you would worry, my dear
Pycroft,” he said. ‘" But aithough 1
have had some jolly narrow squeaks of
late, no harm has come to me. But time
presses, and I must put you wise {o one
or two matters which I thought best not
to mention on the ‘phone.”

“It seems to me, Mr., Locke,” said
the inspector, ‘‘that you have done some
remarkable work. Three  hundred
thousand sovereigns disappeared mys-
teriously from the vaults of the Hong
Kong and Cochin Banlk. We were alter
Wong Mch, that fat, sleelt Chink who
was the manager of the London branch
of the bank. There is no doubt, I sup-
pose, that this money lying at the
bottom of the river is the stolen gold,
and that Wong Moh was the thief?”

“None whatever. Wong Moh was a
member of the supreme {ribunal of that
notorious Chinese secret society, the
Hoa Hang Tonp. By means of some
underiings, he gruc]nn.ﬂy wot. the money
away from the bauk and stored 18 1 a
mysierious house, which I haven’t quite
located yet, known as the House of ihe
Blue Mist. Tn my disguise of Pompey
Cree, an ex-mercantile marine officer
who met a well-deserved fate, I was
initiated into the society. Woug Moh
wanted me to take the Keng-tse with the
gold aboard to Shanghai. Instead, I
managed to scuttle the ship. The River
Police have caught some of the Tongmen
who were members of her crew, but
Wong Moh himself came to an untimely
end. His body will doubtless be re-
covered when the ship is raised.”

“Really, Mr. Locke, you deserve the
greatest credit for——"

“But T don't want it,”" laughed the

 CONQUEST.

The fierce fisht between the Yellow Spider and Ferrers Locke—the world’s most renowned de-
tective—reaches its culminating point in this grand story, but not before Jack Drake,the sleuth’s
redoubtable young assistant, undergoes a terrifying experience which all but costs him his life.

- famous sleuth, “and I sha'n’t get it

Secotland Yard shall have all the credit.™

Pyeroft puffed his cheeks. out and
looked both relieved and pleased. The
newspapers had eriticised severely the
police for their inability to solve the
mystery of the missing bullion, and it
would be a great feather in the cap of
officialdom when the money was dredged
from the muddy waters of the Thames.

“But listen, Pyerofi,”” weni on
Ferrers Locke. “1 have more important
matters to disenss., As you know, it has
been my ambition of late to break the
power of that notorious crimnal
organisation known as the Hoa Hangs.
I have seen quite recently Li Fang, or the
Yellow Spider, who is the supreme head
of the order in England. But the fellow
is as slippery as an eel, and I have had
to be careful, for my life hangs but on a
thread when 1 am among the Tongmen
in Chinatown. However, I have quiefly
collected the names of some of the
Chinks I know to be members of the
secret society. But one thing now re-
mains before I ask wyoi to bring the
organised forces at yoar command to
help to complete my work.”

“Vau want the police to conduct a
raid, Mr. Locke*"”

“Not vet. The way to the House of
the Blue Mist is by numerous secret pas-
sages heavily barred with stout dgors
worked by compressed air. It would
take hours to break through, and the
birds would have flown. I must agam
go back to Chinatown and make another
offort to locate the actual building m
which most of the meetings of the Tong
are held.”

The inspector’'s face showed real con-
cern.

“The pitcher that goes to the well tao
often gets broken at last,” he remarked.
“Resides, you surely can't go back in
the disguise of Pompey Cree?”
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“"No: % shall have to adopt another. |
But go back T will! T have been along
one or two secret passages to the House
of the Blue Mist, and have counted my
steps, and tried to get an estilnate of
distances. That method has not proved
successful, However, the house n
question must abut on o street some-
where, and I shall try other means of
finding it. Then with this information
we can conduct our great ruid. But I
will notify you when I have done my
work, and I should like you to act with
the greatest promptitude in followin
my nstructions. If you do, we shall
probably completely smash the power of
this eriminal Tong in England once and
for all. But here we are on the
Fmbankment, Out you go, Pycroflt, and
au revoir!"

Ferrars Locka unceremoniously
bundled the inspector out of the cab as
the driver slowed up in response to a
signal. And almost before the burly
C.I.). man bhad time to wish the in-
trepid sleuth luck in the fnal great task
he had set himself, the taxi drove
rapidly away.

Through the speaking-tube Locke
gave the driver directions to proceed to
a small road at the back of DBaker
Sireet: IHere he paid off the man hand-
sopnely for his early morning journey
aboul London, and went afoot to the
neighbourhood 1mmediately to the rear
of his own residence.

It was pitch dark, and he took every)|

recatition to make sure that he was not

eing shadowed. He even “lay low "
behind a wall of a garden at the back of
Baker Street for half an hour, listening !
for the slightest sound, At last he
made his way through the back garden
of his own house, murmuring soothing
words to Lion, his bloodhound. who had
awakened and was showing signs of
restiveness,

He let himself into the house and
crept noiselessly up the stairs. He
paused to listen at the door of the room
occupied by Sing-Sing, his  Chinese
soervant, and satisied himself that the
man was  soundly asleep. Then he
entered the room of Jack Drake, his
voung aasistant, and guietly closed the
door.

The Loy was asleop, and Locko tapped
him lightly on the shoulder. Drake
awoke with a stark, and his hand shot
under his pillow.

“Tut, tnt, my boy!” murmured
Feorrers Locke. “ You know who I am,
gurcly ¥

Jack Drake leapad out of bed and
gripped his chief by the hand. Tears of
Jjoy stood in the youngster's eyes,

““Egad, sir,” he cried, *"it's good to see
vou again! This has been one of the
most misorable periods of my life, wait-
ing to hear from you! You've finished
imu r work, and are coming back here to
iye!"”

Locke swilched an the little electric
reading-lamp by his assistant’s bed, and
shook his head.

“Not vet, I'in afrawd, my boy, There
12 still some work to be done”

Drake's face fell. As he struggled into
his dressing-gown he expressed his disap-
pointmenl,

For a considerable time the sleuth and
his voung assistant sat chatting together.
During Liocke's absence Drake himself
had taken on one unimportant case only.
The general public, owing to reports
which had appeared 1 the neswpapers,
believed that the great detective was
dead.

Finally, afier their long, private con-

he moved off to find a bus to take

yvoersation, Locke quietly led the way to

his own room. Taking an opal ring from
a case on his dressing-table, he showed 1t
to Drake.

““Soms people say that opals are un-
lucky, my boy,” he said, with a smile.
“I'm no believer in that superstition. 1
am going to wear this ring, slung by a
thin cord, round my neck, I hope it will
never serve in the manner of an identifi-
cation dise, but it may come in useful in
another way. If I need assistance T will
send for you. I am going to take on the
guise of a Chinaman. You would not
recognise me if I sent word for you to
meet me, and I might not have the
chance of talking to you immediately in
my natural voice. Be, if you see this
ring, ivou will know you are dealing with
the right man."

“My hat! T wish you'd let me come
with you, sir!” cried the boy.

“No. Only under very special circum-
stances shall I ask you to embark on this
hazardons enterprise, my boy. If I need
you, I will get B message through to you
somehow. Immediately you get it, come
to thoe place of which 1 shall tell you.
You understand?

““Quite, sir,” replied the boy.

Locke gave his young assistant an
affectionate pat on the shoulder, and,
after a handshake, left the house in Baker
Street as noiselessly as he had entered,

Walking briskly, he made his way
through the almost deserted streets to
the Fast End of London. On his way he
carefully avoided the policemen on their
eats and the workmen eleaning the
strects.

Not far from the Aldgate Pump the
detective secretly rented a room in a
dingy building. Here he stored a number
of his disguises. Often in the past he
had found it more convenient to take on
a disguise here than to do so at Baker
Sirect.

He entered the premises by means of
an iron lire-ladder at the back, and got
into his room by the window. Among
the propertics in this untidy room were
a thick pair of blankets and a mattiress.
Locke dragged these out on to the floor,
and, throwing himself down, fell soundly
asleep,.

It was the first sound sleep he had had
for many days, and it was not until the
afternoon that he awakened. Then he
passed the time until dusk by playing
patienco with a well-thumhed pack of
carls,

At last he sel about the task of dis-
guising himself. This toolk him nearly
an hour and a half, for he spent infinite
pains over the job. Well he realised that
his life might depend upon the aceuracy
of every detail of his dress and personal
appearance. But by the time his watch
revealed the hour of ten o'clock he felt
satisfied,

To all appearances, the stooping figure
which made its way down by the fire-
ladder was a Chinese of the ship’s stoker
or trimmer class, Locke's hands, face,
and body were stained a brownish-vellow
colour. His hair was dyed a jet black.
His eves, by clever use of the grease-
paint pencil, had taken an upward turn
at the corners, and his cheekbones
seomed more prominent. His  clothes
were FKuropean in cut, of a blue colour,
and dingy with grime and grease. A
ereasy cap was pulled well down on his
forehead,

Ferrers Locke waited in the shadow of
the building for some minutes. Then,
hesring no one about. he made his way
round and into the street.

Using the loping walk of a Q]ainnﬂ;}a’gn,

Im
down to the Limehouse district once

Are you reading the greatest of mill stories ever toritfen ?—

more. Once, glancing behind him, he
thought he saw two forms dizappear
down a mnarrow alley Letween two
houses. And, despite himself, he could
not shake off the feeling that he was
being shadowed, although he saw no one
again,

Laughing the matter aside, he went on
his way, and reached that thoroughfare in
Limehouse known as Hempen Causewary.
Suddenly he became aware that a little
ahead of him was a Chinese whom he
knew to be a member of the Hoo Hangs.
To make sure, he drew two fingers of his
left hand down over his left cheek. The
Chinese, who had stopped to look intn
the window of a tobacco-shop, turned,
and noticed the sign. In response, he
hooked his right forefinger in his necker-
chief, This countersign proved without
doubt that the fellow was a member of
the notorious Tong.

Locke turned and looked into the shop
himself, while the Chinaman walked on.
Thinking that there was the chance that
the man might be going to attend a Tong
meeting in the mystertous House of the
Blue Mist, Locke set to work to follow
him. The Chinese opencd the door of a
dirty-looking house, and climbed a flight
of rickety stairs. Locke followed suit,

The Chinaman waited on the first land-
ing, and gave a guitural greeiing. Ho
proceeded on his way up another flight
of stairs, leaving Locke to follow, To
the slenth it seemed to confirm the theory
that the man was abont to attend a Tong
meeting. He gave the impression that
Locke, by reason of his Tong sign, had a
perfect right to go, too.

The fellow got through a small sky-
licht in an attic, crossed a narrow space
of roof, and climbed in another skylight
to a small attic in the next building.
Locke kept relentlessly on his track. He
knew he was playing a desperately risky
came, but he was determined to lose no
chance of fixing the locality of the
mystery meeting-house,

He }J{nti not noticed the slight sound
nf the outer door of the other huilding
being opened and closed whila he hail
been tracking the first man up the stairs,
Had he done so he might again have
experienced that warning sense that lio
himself was being shadowed.

Little indeed did he dream of the real
state of things. By the wonderful
organisation of crafty criminals of which
he was the head, Mr, Fang, the Spider,
had discovered that Ferrers Locke was
not dead. He had learnt that the detec-
tive had been impersonating Pompey
Cree, and had actually penetrated scme
of the zecrets of the 'Fong,

But, worst of all, the cunning Yellow
Spider had discovered Locke's secret
room in Aldgate., He had had spies enn-
ningly concealed in the neighbourhood
since the previous day. No one who had
entered or left the premiszes had been
unnoticed, Locke had been geen to enter
in his disruise as Pompey Cree.  And
when a Chinaman had left, some hours
later, the spying Tongmen had guessed

the truth.

‘S0 two of the yellow men had
shadowed him to Chinatown., Une lad
then gone ahead. e was the fellow who
had responded to Locke’s secret sign, The
other remained in the track of the dis-
puiszd detective. Their object was o
entrap the unsuspecting sleuth i the web
of the Spider. :

And had Ferrera Locke even fainily
ruessed the true state of affairs, he would
as soon have thrown himself into a den
of ravenous wolves as followed his yellow
guide in his quest for the House of ihe

Flue Mist!

Ferrers Locke among circus folk—next Monday !
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Trap is Sprung !
ROM the room in the first attic of
F the second building the Chinese
made his way through a door
into a long passage. Locke fol-
lowed him, keeping a few yards in the
vear, and with his hand rcady lo whip
out the automatic pistol he had in his

pocket at a moment’s notice.

Twice the Chinese turned and grunted
oui some remark which Locke could not
understand. Then he went right ahead
without dcigning to look back at the
other,

As he had done with regard to the
other passages he had traversed on pre-
vious occasions, Ferrers Locke counted
every step of the way, The passage
which was lighted at intervals by small
lanlerns was not =o long as others he had
passed through. There were only three
«tout doors which operaied on the usual
eystemi by compressed air.  Instead of
~losing, however, they remained open
aller the Chinaman and he had passed
through. This was unusual, and struck
the sleuth as peculiar. But he neverthe-
less experienced a slight sense of relief
about the matter.

The last door opened to admit the
Chinese only after the man had knocked
three times in succession, and. afler a
pause had given a fourth kmock., The
detective fromn a little distance down the
passageway could see part of the interior
of a roomn. The atmosphere of the room
was of a blueish colour as though it were
partly from the smoke of many pipes.
Clinese lanterns of quaint and ternfiving
design hung from the ceiling,
vingg in a chair snrvounded by his Tong-
men, who were wearing vellow robes and
haode, was {he Yellow Spider himself!

The Chinese whom Locke had followed
enleréd the room and knelt on the floor,
touching his head to the matting.  Li
Fang spoke to hun, and the man began
talking rapidly in the sing-song language
of the Flowery Kingdom,

Needless to say, Ferrers Locke had no
intention of entangling himself too far
i Lhe Spider’s web., He had not dared
to go back o the Tong in the guise of
Vomnpey Cree, for he had had a shrewd
sigpicion that Fang would have shown
him no maercy no matier how he explained
the seuttling of the ship, Keng-{iee, Now
he dared not go among the assembled
Tongmen, notwithstanding his familiavity
wilth their secrets, lest he shoulid he ques-
tioned, The cat would be out of the bag
with a vengeance when it was found he
wis unable to speak Chineze, To pretend
to be dumb was out of the question, for
an affliction. of that sort in a Tong
member would be well known,

Very quietly the slenth withdrew along
the passage, 'The thick woeden doors
were open, and he congratulated himself
o having oblained another elue to the
locality ol the actual meeting-place of the
Tong. MNow he was aware of at least
four building= in, Chinatown from which
the IJouse of the Blue Mist could be
reached,

Approaching the end of the passage, he
saw wilh relief thal the attic by which
he had entered was deserted. An ol
lamp o oa dirty. glass shade gave a faint
umination. A table with a soap-box
ipon it stood under the skylight, as it had
done when he had followed the yellow
man into the place,

As he passed oul of the passage he saw
the last door quiver shightly.

“In the nick of time!™ he muttered,
for lie ithoughl that all the doors were
alioul Lo be closed aniomatically.

Bui even as he stepped into the aitic

What is the clue

he [elt somelhing hard pressed up against
his back, and heard a voice speak into his
ear in pidgin-English, :

“Please you put up vour hands, Missa
Fellers Lockal”

A chill ran through the detecltive’s
frame, To attempt to enatch the pistol
from his pocket when, as he well knew,
the grim, cold muzzle of a revolver was
being pressed against his back, would be
fatal. Ile put his hands above his head
and craned his neck r¢und. Behind him
was a small Chinamai whose yellow face
was wreathed in a sinister yel satisfied
smile.

In a flash Locke was able to account
for the presence of the man, Obviously
he had been observed by some hidden
sentry when he had entered the passage,
And this Chink had been hiding behind
the Tlast stout wooden door, wailing to
take him unawares,

And, sit-]

“Kindly walkee 1o the middle of room,
Missa Locke,” satd the Chinaman with
exaggerated politeness.  *“*Me and my
fliend—allee same Chinceman you follow

23

receiver without giving Tocke the small-
est opportunily of making any move lo
regain his liberty. To atiempt an attack
with that pgrim black revolver-barrel
pointed at his chest would have been

“You see, Missa Locke,” said tle
Chinese, showing an uneven row of {eelh
in a wolfish grin, “we are velly clebber
Tongmen, We have velly nicee plivate
telephone. 1 jusl speakee La Fang and say
to him I eatchee you allee light.™”

“¥ou have personally gone {o a lot of
trauble to catch me, my heathen friend,.”
said the deteetive. “Could you not have
shut me in that passage between two of
yvour -excellent wooden doors? That
would have proved a splendid trap I
should have t[’mnght,”

“Too muchee tlouble to: get you out!™
relorted the Chink, with the same ag»
gravating smile. “Missa Fang velly
muchee like £0 have you alive. One man
in narrgw passage makee plenty fight
with gun when door is opened o take
him out, Savvy?”

e

e

fatlal, as the detective well knew,
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One of the doors splintered and burst open. Through the aperture, revolver in
hand, dashed a well-knit figure, who appeared to be a Chinese.
a burly police inspecior and several plain-clothes men.
towards his seat, an amazed expression on his cunning yellow face. (Sec Clapter 3.)

After him came
Li Fang staggercd back

—have becn watchee you, My fliend lead
you into nicee tlap, eh ¥

And Locke took up hia pesition in the
centre of the room feeling that at last he
had fallen into a trap from which there
was to be no escape, save Ly the door of
death itself !

The Chinese moved away a hitle and
came round to the table under the sky-
lisht. e kept hiz cunning. almond eves
riveted on the slenth, and ihe wmuzzle of
his gun peointed direct at Locke’s body.
With a wave of his disengaged. left hand
he gestured to the detective to tauke up a
b position in front of the table, Then to
Locke's surprise the fellow turned oever
the small soap-box to reveal a telephone,

Taking off the receiver the Chinese
spoke a few words into the mouthpiece,
and waited for a reply. Locke said not

a word. His brain waz working like
lightning, 1IIis keen eyes were watching
the yellow man for ihe shghiest chance

of taking the fellow off his guard.
But the Chink never fatled (o keep his
gaze on his eeplive, and he hung up the

Ferrers Locke “‘savvied ” full well
The Yellow Spider had ever pronnsed
him a slow death, and he wondered now
whelher a.bullet from his captor's re-
volver wonld not; after all, be the best
cscape for him,

While the Chinese had bean speaking
TLocke had imperceptibly backed a irifle
to bring himself direcily under the smoky
oil lamp. Keeping his hands just above
hiz head he knew that he had only to
stretch them to Le able te reach the
Jamp.

With the most consummate acting
Ferrers Locke suddenly upturned his face
towards the open skylight. His features
worked with a restrained expression of
surprise and hope,

The Chinese, whose gaze had been
riveled upon. the detective’s face, raised
his eyes almost involuntarily as though
to see what it was that had attracted the
attention of his captive. It was enough.
Locke's right fist shot up like lightning.
It struck against the oil-lamp and sent
the thing hurtling from the hook on

of the disc ? Look out for cur next ’tec yarn !
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which it had been slung. And even as
the lamp siruck the floor and went out
urder the foreo of its fall, with the glass
shade shattered in a hundred picees,
there was the sharp bark of a revolver.
The Chinese had fired—and missed.!
Almost simultaneously came a flush of

five and a ringing report from the
cntrance to the narrow passage. The

fivst Tongman who had come in response
o the telephone summons had emerged
just in time to see the sleuth's action.
But by the time he had raised his gun
andl pulled the trigger Locke had hurled
huinself to one eide. Then a wild ery
rang out. The bullet meant for Locke
had pierced the heart of the man who
had originally captured him !

Witk a-mighty bound Locke leaped on
to the table,  Someono hurled himself
after him and elutehed him about the
neck,  Bul the slenth shook himself free
and hauled himself up through the sky-
hight. His form was silhouctied for an
instant against the starry sky, and a shot
shaltered the woadwork of the skylight
by his elbow.

Dashing across the roofl, Lhe detective
descended by way of the rickety stairease
of the next building to the strect. Some
Chinese and other Asiatics were running
across tho street to a near-by building.
"Uhey had evidently been altracted by the
sound of firving. Locke mingled in the
crowd, and felt himself safe in his
isgiise.

As a burly policeman came up the
ithrong dispersed, Locke took the oppor-
tunily and shuffled awav with them. He
turned down a ecouple of streets and
halted for 2 moment,

The buildings in this thoroughfare,
which was known as Typhoon Street,
wore unpretentions shops and dwellings.
But one of them Locke strongly
ruspected to be the House of the Bloe
Mist 1tself.

The eleuth knew four buildings, in-
cluding Wing Chow's grocery shop in
Hempen Causeway, from which seeret
passages ran to Lhe Tong's mecting-place,
i imaginary lines were deawn from each
of these places to form a rough square
comprising gsome half-dozen acres of the
Limehouse  distriet, the centre of tho
ripuare would be that part of Typhoon
Sireel in which Locke was standing.

But one building was very similar to
the other in the road, and T.ocke felt
himself but little nearer to his great
abjeclive.

Suddenly Locke drew himself into the
shadow of a doorway. Coming down the
street was a Chinaman whom he knew to
o none other than Yuen Tee.  This
man, Locke had discovered during his
previous work in Chinatown under the
disguise of Pompey Cree, was one of the
asupreme tribunal of the infamons Hoa
Hungs. The others had been Li Fang
himself and Wong Moh, whose body
was now beneath the walers of the
Thames.

Yuen Lee stopped at the denr of the
hionse next to that by which Tocke was
concealed. He took a coin from his
pocket and rapped against the brass lock
three times in swift succession, The door
-:_'n|u:r||r-rl. amdl  Yuen Lee disappeared
tn=ide,

“Egad!™ muttered Tocke to himeelf.
“What a stroke of Inek {"

Ho cared mot whether that was the
TIouse of the Blue Alist itself or not. He
was quite convineed in his own mind
that the vlace by which Yuen Tee had
entered was the best vantage point to
raid the great secret haunt of the Tong.
He felt almost equally convineed in his |

own mind that only the Spider and Yuen
Lee ever used this direct entrance to the
meeting-place.

Shuffling off at a Chinaman’s trot,
he came to a well-lighted thoroughfare
near the docks. Here he took o bus
until he sighted a disengaged taxi. Then
leaving the bus, he hastened to the taxi,
and, disguised as he was as a Chinese
stoker, amazed the driver by thrusting
a pound-note into his hand and erying:

“To New Scotland Yard, my man—
and drive like the blazes!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Snatched from the Torturers,

T was shortly after eleven o'clock at
I night. Jack Drake was sitting in
the eonsulting-room at the house of
TFFerrers Locke in Baker Street. He
had been reading a book, but now he
was leaning back in the armchair, his
thoughts upon the intrepid adventure
upon  whieh  his  beloved chief had
cmbarked.
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The harsh whir of the telephone-bell
soumded at his elbow, disturbing his

reverie, |

Burprised at a ring at this time of the
night, he !un!-: off the receiver and
uttered an inquiring *“ Hallo?"

In response came a falsetto voice in a
gueer pidgin-English.

“That Massa Take? Missa Locko
wanchee you heap quick., Meet Chines-
man at Aldgale Pump light away. Me
takee you to himn.”

That was all. Drake called into the
mouthpiece, but could get no answer.
'];{:u::‘ person at the other end had * rung
off.

The boy hung up the receiver, his face
a strange study of pleasure and anxiety.
He was glad at last that he was to have
a hand again in this grim gamo of hunt-
ing the Tongmen. But he had a vague
feeling also that Locke must have run up
against a snag of some kind 1o thus send
so urgently for him.

He ran down to the hall to put on his
hat and coat. -Sing-Sing hurricd out, and
Drake briefly told him about the tele-
phone message he had received. Then
the youngster left the house, and, unable
to see a taxi, hurried to Baker Street

] Tube Siation.

Backed by years of reputation—the MAGNET!

Thenee he proceeded by
the Underground Railway 1o Aldgate
Fast. From this latter siation he hurried
to the Aldgate Pump, a matter of a
couple of hundred yards.

A fairly well dressed Chinese, with
close-cropped black hair, was lounging
at the corner by the famous old Pump.
Drake went up to the fellow and asked
if he were “looking for anyone®”

“Me waitee here for Massa Dlake,”
replied the Chinaman, eyeing the young-
ster keenly. “What pame belongue
qu??]

“Jack Drake.”

The Chinese nodded.

“That's allee light. Me takeo you to
Missa Locke down Limchouse way.”

“But how do T know you have come
from Mr. Locke!” demanded the lad
with a trace of suspicion in his tone.

For reply the man drew a small opal
ring from his pocket, and showed it to
the boy,

Drake was satisfied. Tt was the ring
he had seen his masler take from the
dressing-table when Locke had visited
the house in Baker Street,

“How are we going to gei wo Lime-
house?” he inquired. *If ouly we could
get a taxi, we—=—""

“Me tinkee taxt come now, Took-
see !'

A taxi came slowly past ronmd [rom
Fenchurch Strect, the flag up.  Drake
hailed it with delight, for e was anxions
to get to the side of his chicf with all
possible speed,

The vehicle stopped, and the Chinesze
stood aside for Drake to enter., Vhe
boy did so. Immediately a pair of strong
arms were wound about his neck, and he
was dragged down by a small, powerful
Chinese who was crouching on the seat.

The Chinaman who had showed Drake
the ring leaped in and helped to hold
the struggling lad. The taxi moved off
rapidly.

Jack Drake fought ke a wild cat in
the narrow confines of the cab and rried
to shout, But a sponge filled with
chloroform was pressed over his mouth
and nostrils, and his senses reeled,

Before he sank into semi-conscinusness
he realised two things with painful clear-
ness. One was that he had fallen into o
well-laid trap; the other was that as the
C'hink had possessed Locke’s opal ring.
in all likelihood (ke sleuth hams=ell had
been trapped.

Only enough chloroform was adimini-.
lered to the boy at intervals to keep him
m a kind of intoxicated stupor. The
taxi proceeded swiftly down (o Lime-
house, and fturned into & narvow, da-
serted street, 1t stopped beforo a tumble.
down house, the door of which was
opened by unseen hands, The two
Chinese Tongmen who had capiared i
lad dragged him from the cab and rushed
him into the house unseen by anyone
save those in the plot. The man who
drove the taxi—himself a member of the
nolorious Hoa Ilangs—awifitly departed
with his cab,

Jack Drako, coming to his senses, Dl
a vague iden of being taken through
dark, winding passages awd pas, doors

which opeuned and closed with  ecrie
noiselessness, ‘
When he completely regained  lus

senses he found lmself in a situation
which caused him to rub Lis eyes 1o muke
sure he was awake.

A bluish atmosphere pervaded (he
room he was in, and above him Lung
coloured lanterns of weird design. Liu-
ing the walls were a number of vellow-
robed and hooded figures. In a carved
ebony chair was 5 wizened (lhinaman,

Ferrers Locke appears only in the MAGNET !
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who wore long nail-shicals on his fingers,
and whose eruel eyes were watching him
intently. With the blood freezing in
his wveins, Drake knew he stood 1n a
secrel conclave of the Hoa Hapgs, and
that the yellow fiend in the chair was
nonie other than the dreaded Spider
himself,

" Welcome, Master Drake !

The boy gave s violent start. At first
he was unable to conceive that this
purring voice proceeded from the litile
Chinese in the carved chair.

He weited his parched lips wiith his
tongue and replied boldly enough.

“You are Mr. I"ang, 1 suppose?’

“Some call me Mr. Fang; some the
Yellow Spider. And you. my young
friend, are the fly who walked into the
Spider’s parlour. A pleasant pavlour,
1s it not "

The cruel, gurgling laugh which fol-
lowed Li Fang’s remark caused Drake to
ﬂu&}h angrily.

“Well, wlv'mt are you going to do with
me?"’ he demanded. * And where i5 my
chief "

“Mr. Locke, you mean?’ saul Li
Fang, with another chuckle. “He has
been here. But he escaped——7

“Tscaped! Thank ¥Heaven!”

“Yes, my voung friend,” continued Li
Fang, “Mr. Locke escaped, bui— 1
am sorry (o shatter vour peace of mind,
but one of my Tongmen got on his track,
and shot him dead on the Embankment
not fifleen minutes ago!”

“You fiend 1"

The boy strained to break away from
the two Chinese who had brought him
to this mysterions meeting-placa of the
notorious Tong. But each of his gonards
had been sclected for his strength, and
the lad had no chance pgainzt the two
of them,

Li Fang half closad his almond shapoed
eves and revealed an uneven sct of dis-
colonred teeth in a tantalising smirvk,

“You asked me another quesiion, my
young friend,” he said. “ You wished
to know what I am going to do with you.
There 18 only one answer to that,
Death is the penalty meted out by our
illustrious order of the IToa Iangs to ull
those who dare to eross our path. Some
time ago vou assisted the man Locke lo
send members of this Tong to gaol. Now,
my young friend, you must pay for your
temerity. When you are taken from this
room it will be feat fival 1™

“1 understand,” said Drake, drawing
himself up proudly; and in a defiant tone
he added: ““And you can go and eat
coke, you yellow worm!”

Li Fang's talon-like hands seemed to
dig inlo the chair-arms. e gave a hiss
like an angry snake,

“I have a mind to let our experi tor-
turers have you for a few days, my brave
British boy!"” he snarled. **Three days
of almost ceaseless torture would put you
in a more snbdued frame of mind, 1
guarentee. DBut after to-night we are
going to disperse for a week or two, €o
what torture you must undergo must
take place here and now.”

[Te clapped his hands. Tn response a
door opened, and two hooded fipures
entered, bearing a strange cage-like
apparatus. In one respect it was not
wnlike Lhe fencing that is put round trees
in the roads of big cities. But it rested
on four iron castors, and was fitted with
a-small iron collar at the top.

Willing hands lifted the thing [rom
the floor, and Jack Drake was forced
into it. The round wooden bars formed
a eage about his body. A couple of thin
ropes were slung round two of the lower
wooden bars, and then threaded through

iron bolts in the fluor. The apparatus
was thus securely tiad down,

This done, one of the Chinesa
spanner and began adjusting the iron
}collar about Drake's neck. Higher and
higher ha raised it on a reverse thread;
,and to sdve himself from strangulation
| Drake had to rise higher and higher on
his toes.

At last, when the boy was completely
on tiptoe and expected to be throttled
by the next turn of the collar,. the Tong-
man gradoally lowered the iron ring,
The boy found, however, thal before lis
heels could touch the ground his neck
must rest on the iron collar,

The whole diabolical ingonuity of this
queer invention was now clear to him.
As long as he remained on tiptoe he
was safe, If he tried to resume a normai
standing position he would be slowly
strangled.

Keepin
grinning %

“You yellow-livered

on his foes, he gazed at the
pider with eyes flashing scorn,
coward ! he

cried, a wave of impotent rage sweeping
“You'll swing for thist”

his frame.

ERCE
SRS
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Li Fang, seated in his chair, dis-
appeared through an aperture in the
wall, (Sece Chapter 3.)

“If I do,” chuckled Li Fang, “‘you
won't know anything aboul it, my voung
friend. How does that collar suit yon?
A bit tight at the neck, is it not? 1a,
ha! Feel it chokes a bit if you settle
down on i1t? A nasty sensation! I won.
der how long you can stay on tiploo?
I remember one Chinese who was pui to
death by our Tong in Pekin some years

| ago in this fashion who actually lasted

five hours.  But he was exceptionally
strong in the legs. I shouldn’t give you
more than hall an hour al the maost,
The warst of that kind of collar is that
if one gets cramp in the legs, it proves
fatal. I1a, ha !

Thus mocking the doomed British lad
with fiendish chaff, the Yellow Spider
gloated over his victim.

Drake felt his legs tremble shightly.
Already they were growing tired of his
abnormal position in the cage. IHe
lowered his heels slightly and rested his
head in the iron ring until lack of breath
forced him to again assume to lhe tiptoe
position.

o
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Time passed. The minutes dragged,
and the oily murmwr of Li Fang'’s tun-

took a |talising veice droned in his car. Tle
Tongmen remained motionless and
apparently emotionless,

wradually -to Drake it was as though a
thousind red-hot pins and neecdles were
piercing his tired calves. Heo longed to
drop Ifrom the tiptoe position. But he
could not endure the ivon collar about
his neck for more than a brief space.
Then to breathe again he had to force
hig tired mmuscles to raizse his body.

The perspiration burst from his brow
and began rolling down bis cheeks, }is
eyes becamo glazed and staring, It was
only a matter of minutes now ! His legs
could only endure a certain strain; afller
that he must be slowly stranpled in the
erip of this dread collar beneath his chin,

Li Tang clapped his hands together
in glee as he gloated over the spectacle
of the youngster’s struggle against fate.

" [Tow game you are dying, my young
friend !* he remarked. * Really, I should
never have been so bold as to wager that
vou would last so leng. It has becu an
excellent entertainment, and T am {ruly
L sorry that the curtain will soon he rnriﬁ
«lown on this poignant drama, J wi
como. nearer to you, my friend, to witness
your last mioménts,”

He rose from lus chair, and staried to
erass the floor, when a terrific erash
sounded. The vyellow-robed ‘'ongmen
stirred like corn before the first breath
of a etorm. Li Fang Ft-upl'gm'ed back
towards his seat, an amazed expressicn
upon his cunming, yellow countenznce,

Then erash affer crash rang out. Oune
of the dcors splintered and burst open.
Through the aporture, revolver in lund,
dashed o well-knit- igure, whoe. appeared
ta be a Chinese ship's stoker. Alter hinn
came o burly police-inspector and o
number of hefly plain-clothes men.

Drake, in his cape, took a fresh lease
of strength, and with the last breath Le
was capable ef summoning, cried

“ A police raid! Gol em, by gum "

Doors flew eopen in various posilions
along the walls of the room. The Tong-
men strove to escape., DBul the police
covered them with their pistols, aml
cartly ordered them back,

The Swvider drew a pistol, and, sealed
in his chair, took a rapid aim at the man
who had led thiz unexpecled raid on
the wvery stronghold of the nolorious
eriminal order. He missed, and beforo
he could fire again the man in 1the greasy
garments pressed the trigger. Thore was
a spurl of flante, a ringing report, and a
serenm, and Li Fang dropped back
farther into his chair with a bullet
through his lungs. His fingers clawed
the chair arm and touched a small metal
buticn. Instantly the chair revolved over
Lackwards, and, to Lhe utler amazement
of the raiders, disappeared through an
nperture in the wall. The place where a
large painted panel in the wall had been
was now lilled by the under part of the
curiously-carved ebony chair,

But the “stoker " in the greasy clothes
-did not bother further about Li Fang atl
that juncture. IHe turned, and rapidly
unsereved the iron collar of the dastardly
imventton in which Jack Drake had been
placed.

“My boy!” he cried.
ness you are safe!”

“ Mpr. Locke ! said the lad, in a broken
voice. “Oh, this i& wonderful! I-=I
thought you were dead.”

IFerrers Locke—forit was he, still wear-
ing his disguise as a Chinaman—lowered

“Thank good-

the Loy to the floor to rest, and then
tuvned to the mspector.

Foliow the adventures of the master criminal-investigator-1
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“YVou have made a fine haul, Pycroft,”
he said.  “All those beauties in the
vellow robes are dangerous criminals of
vhe Hoa Hang Tong, whom you have
Been wanting for many moons, Mr, Fang
13 dead, I should think.”

The Scotland Yard man shook his head
doubtfnlly, and pointed to the wall. The
ebony chair had been smashed up by the
axes of two of his plainclothes men,
small aperture was revealed, through
which ¢ould be seen a portion of a etraw-
covered passage-way.

“Mr. Fang may be dead or he may
not.” he said. “He went through there,
gl he must have been taken away. Any-
way, he's disappeared as completely as
thoueh the earth had swallowed him up.”

- - L L] -

in the small hours of the mormng
Perrers Nocke and Jack Drake sat in the
cosy #iliing-room of their housze in Baker
Sireel,  Sing-Sing, also fully  dressed,
served them with delicious coffee and
toasted risks and butter,

“AMy aunt ! chuckled Drake. * Whal
# =cnsafion the newspapers will come oul
with this morning! Al the principal
criminals of the secret Hoa Hang Tong
in custody, and the Yellow Spider himself
dead !™

“T1 certainly think that we have at last
broken the power of this terrible Tong

in England.” answered Locke more
solemnly. ** But, although the House of

the Blue Mist was searched throughout,
no sign was found of Fang. They got

him away—alive or dead. T wish I knew |

which, miy boy. I shall never feel that
my work has been absolutely complated
until T have laid that master criminal by
the heels.™

“Well, you gave him a fair knock-
down, anyway, sir,” said Drake. “ But
how did yon know where I was?”

“T didn’t. When I escaped from the
Hoa Hangs I went straight to Scotland
Yard, and got Pyeroft to arrange for a
great raid to take place. Tt was, of
course, a lie that Fang told you about
my being shot. Then 1 phoned through
from Baker Street. I learned from Sing-
Sing that yon had left the house in
response to an alleged summons from
me. By that time I had discovered that
the string to which the opal ring was
attached had been torn from my neck.
This must have been done while making
my escape. I gob Pyeroft {o hasten
matters with all possible speed, for 1
suspected you had fallen into the hands
of the Tong, and would be taken to the
House of the Dlue Mist,”

“You were jolly quiet in effecting an
entrance to the place, sir.”

“We managed 1t by a little ruse, my |
hov. There was a house in Typhoon
Strect which T suspected to be the meet-
ing-place of the Tong. Most of the
membera of the society, however, went
in by othoer secret ways., Walking up to
the door of this house in my disguise as
a Chinese, T tapped thres times with a
coin. The door was opened, Inside were

Order next Monday’s copy early and avoid disappointment !

two Chinks acting as door-keepors mnid
sentries. I covered "em with my gun,
and told 'em they would be dead men
if they cried oul.. No sponer did I effect
an entrance than a covered motor-van
camne along the street. In it were con-
cealed Pycroft and his merry men, We
handeuffed the two Chinks, and crept up
the staira, A door barred our path, but we
smashed this in, and were just in iime
to capture the ganp and to save you.”

“Yes, it was a close shave, sir,” mur-
mured Drake, with a little shudder,
“PBut it was a jolly smart prece of work,
IHad the Chinks had even half 4 minute's
warning they would have been down
through all these secret passages like
rabbits into their burrows.”

“Trne, indeed!” said Ferrers Locke.
““ And the exits to thosc passages are iu
all =orts of curipus places about China-
town. Ilowever, the raid came «off,
We've broken the power of the IHoa
Hangs, and somehow I don't think we
shall be bothered with Mr, Fang for scine
time, at least, The Yellow Spider has
been crushed, and his web torn to pieces.

And Sing-Sing, who had been replenish-
ing the coffee-cups, actually gave an
andible chuckle—a chuckle of intense
relief,

THE END.

(Lheie 18 another long complete slory
of Fevrvers Locke, the faomous scientifie
invegtigator, i next Monday's bumper
programme, entitled " The Clue of the
rolden Dhse ! Pon't miss i)
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THE HAND OF THE ENEMY!

{ Continued from page 20.)
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you know,” said Bunter complacently.
“T can tell you I smelt o rat!”

1 should think- that was pretiy
cbvious,” said Bob Cherry.

“Not to Bunter,” pgrinned DPeter
Todd., “Bunter has to expend a lot of

wrain power thinking out the obvious.”

“(h, really, Toddy 3

“What did you do with the pinI”
a-ked Wharton.

“Well, T wasn't going to leave it
there, you bet,” said Bunter, * Levi-
som's rather a beast, and he's refused
move than once to cash a postal-order
for me, aml I can't say I like him—
and I don't approve of putting him
into the cricket, either, Wharicn, If
yon'll take a tip from me——-"

“Keep to the point!”

“iWell, Levison's rather a rolter, in
my opinion,” said DBunter. “But I
wasn't going to see him stuck like that.
Idash it all, it was too thick! DPerhaps,
vou fellows don't think so—I do! 1
jolly well hooked Ion’s diaraond pin
out of the letter-case, and put it where
it wouldn't do any harm.”

“*Where ia it now?”

I the box-room chimnev!"” grinned
Buuter, “I put it there vesterday
afternoon. I was waiting for Pon to
spring this little surprise on Levison.
He, he, he!”

G and feteh 1t

“Hold on,” said Bunter. “ Pon's
parted with that diamond pin of s
ownr accord, . He was going to maka
oui that Levison stole 1t! My opinion
i= that that diamond pin ought to be
comfiscated.  As a—a warning to on,
you know, Isn't it mine, now ?"

“(o with him and get it, Toddy.”

:I!j

Peter Todd led Bunter away by the
collar, There was a grim silence in
the study, Ponsonby was white as
chalk, and the perspiration was running
down his forehead.  Levison fixed hia
eves on him curiously,

“You fixed that in advance, ready
for me if T didn't fall in with vour
plans, Tonsonby?”  said  Levison.
“Then vou got me over to Higheliffe—
that was necessary, of course. If I'd
agreed to give the game away to you
next week, yvou'd have asked for your
diamond-— letting  me know  what a
narrow escape I'd bad, as o tip, what?
You worked 16 out quite  thoroughly,
Pon—it was worthy of you! Quite your
old fimished style!”

Ponsonby did not answer.  Toddy
came back {o the study with Bunter,
and the dipmoend pin was laid on the
tabile,

“ood!” said Wharton, “Now for
the Head! You fellows, this 1s too
serious a matter to be kept dark. Bring
Ponsonby along.”™

“Uood erg ! satd Beb Cherry,

U'p to that moment, Ponsonby had
kept his nerve, even atiempting to keep
up some of hiz old mocking nonchal-
ance of manner. Boab at the mention of
the Head hie broke.

“@top ! he exclaimed hoarsely. "1
—I—— Don't! It will be the sack for
me at Highelitte—for mercy's sake—"

“You should have thought of that

earlier. Bring the cur along,” said
tho captain of the Remove.

“Jor  mercy's sake——""  panied
Ponsouby, utterly breaking  down,
“Think of wmy people! TI-Tl do
anythin'—"

Levison broke in quietly.

“Leave the Head out of if, you
fellows! Give us room in thiz study,
aned look on and see fair play—and
leave Ponsonby to me,”

Wharton hesitated; but he yielded
reluctantly. The juniors crowded back ;
the . furniture was pushed out of the
way; and Ponsonby—fervently glad fo
eseapa so cheaply—stood up to the St
Jim's junior. Levison’s face was hard
as flint—his eves like steel. There was
no mercy for the plotter—and in live
minutes’ time Ponsonby was doubling
whether he had, after all, ezcaped
cheaply.

Pousonby had captured a good many
lickings in “the conrse of his career- -
but that licking was a record. It lasted
n quarter of an hour—Ponsonby putting
up all the fight he could. At the end
of it he lay a wreck on the stwdy carpei
—his nose streaming  red, his  eyes
darkening to black ; thoroughly
thrashed, if ever a fellow was.

kuew lhow he

to Higheliffe,

Ponsonby  hardly
draggred himsell home
Gadsby and Monson met him there
with questions—answered by savage
imprecations.  And eveu yel the hapless
Pon's cup was not full; for the nex
day, Courtenay learned what had hap-
pened, and he came to Ponsonby's
study with a dog-whip, He did nno!
speak o word; but his actions were
plainer than words, and by the thne
ha had finishied, the cad of Higheliffe
fell that life was not worth living. I
was a lesson that Pon was not likely to
formet: and Ernest Levison—mora
popular than ever at Greyfriars—had
nothing more to fear from his enemy.

THE ENT!

(Dot wniisz newel Mowday's vipping
story, featuring Levicson az @ ervickoter
af  cwecptional  beillicnee,  entitied
“ Levizoi's  Friveeph!” Ity Frovk
Fieherdsa.)
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NO ENTRANCE FEE REQUIRED.

First Prize - £1 1s. 0d.

and Consolation Prizes of 2/6 for ail
efforts published.

In order to win one of the above prizes oll you have to da is
to supply the last line of the verse given belaw, taking care
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hcky Nuagenb went flishing one day
e lnnnched an old tub in Pegg Bay.
Then the boat sprang n leak,
And he gave a wild shrick :
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“It’s 2 mile to the bottom, they say!”
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HAIR WISDOM

“ HARLENE HAIR-DRILL?” Gives
New Life and Beauty to Your Hair.

1,000,000 FREE FOUR-FOLD GIFTS
TO BE DISTRIBUTED AT ONCE.

IVE your Hair a new lease of Life and Beauty by posting
the great FREE Gift Coupon below To-day.
“* Harlene Hair-Drillh” takes vour Hair in hand and banishes

| a1} such troubles ag Scurf, Too Greasy or Toe Dry Scalp, Hair
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the ends, Fall-
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i Bottle ol *' Har-
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| Stampoo. This
| is an antiseptic
| purifier
‘thoroughly
| cleanses the

- of all scuri,

| greasy, :
- matting cocoa-

and Beauty.
Jiach Feree
Gift containa
the following :

L. A Trial

liquid food and
natural growth- -
promoting tonic
for the harr.

2. A packetl
of ** Cremex "

which

hair and scalp

ete., and pre-
rares the hair
for the ** Hair-
Drill '*  treat-
ment You
ghounld avoid
hair-

nut oils.

3. A Botlle
ol “WUzon?” g -
Brilliantime, which gives the final touch of beauty fo the hair, and is
most beneficial to those whose scalp is inclined &0 be ** dry.

4. A Copy of the newly-published * Hair-Drill " Manual —the mosk
authoritative and clearly-written treatise on the toilet ever produced,

DON'T_BE CONTENT WITH
IMPOVERISHED HAIR.

Thouszands who were formerly worried about the poor condition of
their hair, have been amazed and delighted at the wonder-working
pewers of ** Harlene Hair-Drill"”

vou will be the same if you write TO-DAY and accept by return a
Free ** Harlene Hair-Drill ©* Outfit.  You are only asked to send the
aum of 4, in stamps to cover cost of postage and packing and this
Froe 4-in-1 ift will at once be despatehed to your address. L

1§ vour hair is Grey, Faded, or losing its colour, you abould fry ** Astol

at onee, free of charge, by enelosing an extra 2d. stamp for the postage
and packing of the ** Harlene Hair-Drill @ pareel—1e., 6. stamps
in aH—when, in addition to the ** Hajr-Drill /" a trial bottle of ** Astol
will alsn he included. ; _ -
. After a Free Trial vou will be able to obtaju further suppliea ol ™ Har-
fene © at 18, 13d., 24, 8d, and 4s. 0d. per bottle ;' Uzon ™ Brilliantine
nf 18, 13d., and 28, 9d. per bottle © Y iCremex " Shampoo Powders at
ja, G, per box of seven shampoos {(single packets 3d. each) ;. amld
“ aatol 7 for Grey Hair at 3s. and 58, per bottle, from Chemists and
Stores all over the workd,

“HARLENE” FREE GIFT FORM.

Detach and post to EDWARDS’ HARLENE, Lid.,
20, 22, 24, EE,pLamh‘: Conduit Street, London, W.C.1. 1

Dear Sirg.— Please send me your Free * Harlene ™ Four-Fold
Hair-Growing Outfit. as dﬂn;*rjhud i’:hl]h'l.'. I enclose 4d. in stamps I
for postage and packing of parce
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R The ""'Big Ben' Keyless Lever Watchon
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STOP STAMMERING ! Giiths el s balaie 5.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C. 1.

1 Fine New Kaodel Accordeon, 10 % 10F X 84,
2- Rlc Peano - Fimsbed,  Metal- Bound 9-Fold Strope
Bellows, 0 kevs, eto. Grand Organ Tone.
Sent by Deturn Tost, to approved ovders, for 1/-
LDeposit and 13 Postage, and promisae 1o &end 2°-
Coirtpneint Iy £410 15 = in all s paid-. 2/« TUTOR
FREE. Cosh Mrice, 12/6, Post Free (Blsewlhere
Prosnbaled, Delleht or Money Back., . FREE—
tienmil IlHustrated Catalogue FPost Free. Hig
Bareaings, Tad. to TT6, Cash or 1/- Mook,
Aceardeons, 12'G to 42/- Grmpoephones, 39 8
to T7T 6. Clocks, 48 to 55/-. Whntchea, H/-
ter TO'-. Jiewellery, Noscliies, Toys, LEle,—
PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE, Dept. 8 A.

HASTINGS. {Extublizhed 33 Years.)
MAKE YOUR

i WIRELESS OWN SET
1B > The mysteries of Wireless made clear.

WIRELLSS FOR ALL - = = Gd,
and fts sequel
SIMPLIFIED WIRELESS =~ = 1=

Ar all baokselleyvs or 1 9 past free rom
B nNADIO | 3. Devereux Buildings,
IPRESS l w

CUT THIS OUT

“The Magnet." PEN COUPON. Value 2d.
Kot 37 of "thige canpons with wnly 2/9 direct to the Fleet Fen Co..
;ﬁ.{lz'il *r'-u?ét'ls“h;;t.ﬂ}?ujgn,lf:-:_'inn_ “Yon will receive by retuen a splendid
Brivigh Made 14-t. Gold Nibbked Fleet Fountain ‘Ten,” 1'u_lllr|: 10.":55 il-m:-.'
Medivm, or Broad Nivi. If ohly 1 coupon 1s sent, the price is 379, 2d. being
allowed for each exten conpon up to G, (Pocket Clip, ad.y. Satislaction
cnaranteed or cashi returned. Special New Offer—Your own name 1o gilt
gliprs oh eithor pen for 1/7- ested, !
Lever Self-Filling fModel, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.
25-5-23




