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The Cad of the Remove's propensily for playing practical jokes is well known. His latest ‘' joke ' brings anbout o
long and bitter feud between him and Tom Redwing a feud that almost terminates in disgrace for the sailor-lad
but for the Hmely intervention of Fernon-Smiih. In his owen weay the Bounder brings home the * joke?' to Harold

Skinner, who, strangely enough, jails to see the point.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Tom Redwingz’'s Father!

€4 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Who's

H this merchant?"

Bob Cherry asked the ques.

tion rather curiously as the

Famous Five came through the big

gates of Greyfriara on their way indoors

irom the footer-field. Since afternoon

lessons they had been enjoying an hour’s

punt-about, and now they were return-

ing, ruddy-faced and cheery, and with
well-earned appetites for tea.

Outside the open door of the porter’s
lodge a man was wandering rather aim-
lessly, obviously looking for someone,
and equally obviously feeling a little
lost in his surroundings. The chums of
the Remove stopped and locked at him
with interest.

He was a middle-aged man, with keen,
steady eyes, and rugged features bronzed
dark by wind and sun. His blue serge
clothes, though neat and tidy, were
well-worn, and both his gait and his
%aﬂ? unmistakably proclaimed his pro-
ession,

“T.ooks like a sailor,” said Nugent.

Harry Wharton nodded,

“I've seen him before somewhere,”
he said, wrinkling his brows thought-

¥

fully. “My hat! Isn't it Yes,
it’s Redwing's pater!"
'Iﬂhj gﬂﬂd!!?

The chums of the Remove recognised
the sailormman easily enough now, and
they hesitated no longer. They had
already met the father of Tom Redwing
of the Remove, and a moment later they
were renewing the acquaintance.

“You've come to see Redwing, I sup-
pose ! asked Harry Wharton, after a
moment,

“Ay, ay, sir,) was the somewhat
nervous answer. ‘I don't often visit
the school, but young Tecm was dead
keen on my coming to-day, it being his
birthday. He told me in his letter I
was to ask for the gate-porter, and he'd
put me right for Tom's study; but he
den’t seem to be about.”

“Old Gosling’s a slacker, Mr. Red-
wing ! grinned Bob Cherry. “He's
usnally  aslecp all day, excepling at

: & —
[ "“-‘_
ot T e an ke I

- [T

rising-bell and lock-up—he's wide awake
enough then! I'll soon wake him up!”

And Bob Cherry put his head through
the doorway of the lodge, and bawled
“Gosling !"” in a voice which certainly
would have wakened Gosling up had he
been within hearing.

DBut evidently Gosling wasn't.

“Must be somewhers round the
servants’ quarters, Mr, Redwing,’” said
Harry Wharton, smiling. * Anyway, if
you'll come along with us we'll pilot
you to Reddy's quarters. Or perhaps
you'd rather wait here? Vernon-Smith's

had a nasty hack on the shin, and
Reddy's stopped behind to doctor him.
They should along soon, though.”

“I'l wait, thank you kindly, Master
Wharton,' said Mr, Redwing gratefully.

The juniors touched their caps, and
hurried indoors to change, leaving the
old satlorman to continue his wait in
a more comfortable frame of mind now.
The juniors’ genial welcome had less-
ened his nervousness considerably.

He was still waiting two minutes
later when thres juniors in Etons
came lounging through the gates. They
were Skinner, Stott, and Snoop of the
Remove,

They stared at sight of the old gentle-
man patiently pacing the quad.

“Who is the old josser?’ remarked
Stott, with a sniff.  *“Some old-clothes
man in his Sunday best, I expect!”

Skinner stared a moment, and then
he stopped, his eyes gleaming.

*“My hat! Don’t you see who it 1s,
you Cﬁﬂps?” he hissed, with a curl of
the lip.

“Tt's that beastly lew cad of
a Redwing's father—the f{mgﬂwremnn
from Hawkschff!"”

“Thought I'd seen him before!"” said
Snoop. ‘ Fancy the low bounder coming
here 1™

““Like his cheek!” agreed Skinner,
nodding. ‘I suppose he thinks because
his son's wedged [1i|nseEf into the school
with a beastly scholarship he can walk
in here just as he likes!”

““Might have come in by the trades-
men’s entrance ! remarked Stott,

[

ixactly ' said Skinner thoughtfully.

‘“He’s made a mistake, and it's up to

us to correct the bounder! Coine on!”
And the enobbish Skinner started

A long complete story
of Harry Wharton & Co.,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

L —

of Greyfriars.

towards Mr. Redwing, followed by his
equally snobbish chums. Like Skinner,
the.-){ wore unpleasant grins. They were
well aware of Skinner's long-standing
enmity towards the fisherman’s son, and
they expecied to be amused.

hey were. Mr. William Redwing
eyed the juniors rather uncertainly as
they came up to him,

“*¥ou are Redwing's father, sir?"
asked Skinner, raising his cap, with a
mocking smile,

““Yes, T am the father of Tom Red-
wing, sir,” said the visitor quietly, *'I
was told to wait here for him, He——"

“That's right,” smiled Skinner.
“We've just left him, He's detained
for some minutes, Mr. Redwing. He
asked us to see you inside the school,
Will you come this way, Mr. Redwing 7"

Mr, Redwing was luﬂkinﬁ surptised—
and a little puzzled. He had a vague
feeling that he had met. Skinner before,
and that the circumstances of that meet-
ing were not to the credit of Harold
Skinner.

But BSkinner gave him no {ime
for reflection. He marched on aliead,
and My, Redwing followed rather hesi-
tatingly. Stott and Snoop also followed.

Round to the tradesmen's entrance
marched Skinner, and then he stopped
a few yards from the doorway.

At the bottom of the steps was the
local carrier's van. Gosling, the porter,
was unloading some big cases from the
back of it, while the earrier himself wax
too busily engaged holding the head of
his restive horse to help—hence Gosling's
grumbles.

Skinner's eyes gleamed wickedly.

“Here you are, Mr. Redwing,” ha
said urbanely. “You can wait here.
By the way, Tom suggested that you
might make yourself useful while wait-
ing. You wouldn't mind. giving ocld
Gosling a hand with these boxes, of
course "

Mr. Redwing stared a lrvifle—as well
he might. But afler a glance ar
Skinner's grave and composed features
he nodded. That his leg was being
pulled the simple-minded old satlorman
never dreamed.

“Ceartainly, young =ir,” he smid

Tne Macrer Lisrary,.—No, B2T,
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glowly. “1'm always ready to ij: a
helpin' hand  when  necded. CUNE
Tom, now——""

“Then I'll just tell old Gossv,” said
Skinner,

And he walked over to the grunting

porter.

“Finding ‘em  heavy, Gossyi” he
mnrmnred,

“Which they are 'eavy, bein’ hooks
as the 'Ead’s had bound agen!”
grumbled Gosling. *“What T says is
this 'ere! The '"Ead ought to 'ave got

# man to ‘elp me with this job, Master
Skinner |

“He's done that, Gossy!” grinned
Skinner. *' No nced to growl any longer,
old top! This chap’s been sent to give
you a hand|”

“My heyel”

Gosling stared a little as, in response
to Skinner’s beckoning finger, Mr., Red-
wing came up. He came willingly
cuough. .As a watter of fact, the good-
licarted fisherman wonld have lent a
hand eagerly enough had he not been
asked.

He grasped tho other end of the big
rise (ﬁushu was dragging from the
van, and Skinner hurried away and
joined his grinning chums. Skinner was
feeling he couldn’t keep up his gravely
composed attitude much longer.

““Oh crumbs 1" gasped Snoop. * What
i scream ! My only hat, S8kinner, yon've
pono a bit too far this time! Old Red-

wing will flay yon alive for this!”
£ wing won’t know!” grinned
Skinner. **The old idiot doesn’t know

me, and I'll watch—"

““He, he, hel” /

Skinner spun round, and his face
dnrkened as he recognised the fat figure
of William George Bunter. Bunter was
woaring & wide grin, and it was fairly
obvious that he had witnessed the scene
and was enjoying it. . vl

‘““He, he, he !’ cackled the fat junior,
“What a scream! 1 wondered what
your little game was, Skinner, when I
spotted you hauling old Redwmg off !
Fancy getting him to help old (ossy!
I wouldn't be in your shoes, though,
when Redwing knows! He, he, he!”

“You fat spy!” hissed Ef(igner.

“Qh, really, Skinner! 1 Tjust hap-
pened to be crossing the quad, and I
epotted—"

Skinner made a savage rush at the
fut junior, and Dunter scuttled away,
still cackling.

“You'va doune il mow!” said Snoop,
looking alarmed. ‘' That fat frog will
spread the yarn over the school!”

Skinner said nothing. He was already
beginning to feel he had gone a little
too far. He had played the trick solely
to humble Redwing—to humiliate him
hefore the school. 1le knew how touchy
the sailormnan’s son was, and how deeply
he would feel and resent any insull to
his father.

But while he had wanted Redwing to
know about the trick, he had not wanted
Redwing to know who had played it.
1o had too much respeet for Redwing's
lists for that.

None of the three was grinning now.
They were looking a little uneasy, And
they looked more uneasy still when they
entered the quad a moment later.

At the top of the Schiool Houso sleps
were standing five juniors, They were
ITarry Wharton & Co., who had, afier
i'h““fingr decided to make sure that
AMr. Redwing did not miss his son, And
tulking Lo themn was Billy Bunter.

“If that fat cad has told \Wharton,”

mutlered Snoop, “then loock out for
fireworks, Skinner "

“Blow Wharton!” snapped Skinner.
“Come on, you funks!”

He marched up the steps, fully con-
scious that the eyes of the Famous Five
were fixed upon ilill] angrily. As he was
pushing past the group Harry Wharton
gripped him by the shoulder and swung
him round.

“Just a minute, Skinner!” snapped
Wharton, his eyes gleaming. ' Bunter
here says you've just played a dirty trick
on Redwing's pater| Is that truei”

“Ia anything true that that fat toad
says 7" sneered Skinner, “#Here, take
yvour hands off me, Wharton "

Wharton’s face darkened.

“If yvou have, Skinner,” he said hotly,
“I'll give you the licking of your life,
whatever Redwing himself does! It
Bunter's dynrn's true, you've taken a
caddizh advantage of =

““Here's Redwing now.” Bob
Cherry,

Crossing the quad towards the steps
were Redwing and Vernon-SBmith, 'The
latter was limping a trifle, but both were
chatting cheerily. Redwing left his
chem and ran up the steps, quite fail-
ing to note the Tﬂt}kﬂ of the juniors,

“"Seen anything of my pater, Whar-
ton?” he asked breathlessly. ‘' He was
to have—"

- Ask Skinner!” grinned DBunter, pre-

aring to enjoy himself. ** A<k Bkinner!

e, he, he!"

Redwing looked from Bunter's face 1o
Skinner's, and then at Wharton. [Ilis
own face suddenly flushed.

“What is the fat mss gassing about,
Wharton 7" he asked guietly.

The caplain of the Remove blushed
uncemfortably., Skinner did the same
—though for a different reason,

“ 8kinner seems to have played a dirty
trick on your pater, Reddy,” eaid Whar-
ton, after a pause. ‘' Bunter says he—
he took your father round to the trades-
men’s entrance, 1 don't know——"

sail

“"And put him up to helping old
Gosling unload boxes!”  grinoed
Bunter, enjoying the looks on the
faces of Bkinner & Co.,, and feelin

safe in the presence of Wharton. *' As
him, Redwing!”

Redwing said ncthing for a moment.
His face had gone white, and then a
deep erimson. He took a step towards
Skinner, his fists clenched, his eyes
blazing.

“You—vou hound, Skinner!"” he said
thickly. *“If you have—if you've in-
sulted my father I'll—T'll 2

With what was obviously an effcit of
will, Redwing broke off abruptly, and,
turning away, he ran down the steps

again and across the quad., Skinoer
laughed uneasily,
“Soon geis s rag  out  about

nothing ! he sneered.

“You did de it, then:"
quickly.

£ “’Lﬂt if I did?” said Skinoer
defiantly, *“The tradesmen'’s entrance
is the proper place for him! Like hi+
cheek to come shoving himeclf in hove !
This entrance is for gentlemen, not
beastly longshoremen !

And Skinner was passing indoovs, butl
this time DBeb Cherry hauled him back.

said Wharton

*No, you don't, my pippin!" said
Bob. *“Yon've bad your joke—now
we're going (o seo you pay up! You'll

wait here!”

And Skinner did wait. ITe had no
choice in the matter., He was still wait-
ing, his face pale, when Redwing came
back across the quad with his father,

=

Bumper Christmas Number next Monday, boys —

Redwing's face was while, but his
fauther's face was hearly and cheery as
ever, Plainly Redwing had not enhght-
ened him egs to how malters stood.

“I've found my father, Bmithy,” he
said quietly. “ You might just take him
along to our study. I—I want to have
an word with Skinner.”

“Certainly, old top!” said Smithy
blandly. *“ This way, Mr. Redwing!”

And, linking his arm in the old sailor-
man’s, the Bounder led him indoors,
Redwing turned on Skinner, his cyes
glittering.

“8o Bunter was right, Skinner{"* he
said through his teeth. *'Put youwr
hands up, you cad! I'm going to—"

“I won’t!” said Skinner, backing.
“"You—you take a lot for granted,
Redwing—"

“I asked my father who told him to
help Goeling,” said Redwing. ‘' He #aid
a fellowv with a hatchet-like face told
him! That fits you, Skinmer! I'm
going to give you the licking of your
life, you cad! Take that Lo be going
on with [”

‘“Here, hands off!” yeclled Skinner,
“If you—— Yooup!”

Redwing’'s fist took him full on g
long nose, and Skinner went down aml
rolled on the flagstones, yelling.

“*Here, hold op, Reddy!” gaspe.l
Wharton. *“You can’t scrap here!”

“I'm going to! Stand back!” :zaid
Redwing savagely. “I don’t care what
the hound says or does to me! I can
stand it! But I won't have him insuli-
ing and playing tricks on my [father!
Stand back !

*Redwing!"

It was Mr. Quelch's voice, and ibe
master of the Remove pushed through
the group. :

Redwing stopped, and his arm dropped
to his side.

“What does this mean, Redwingi™
asked Mr. Quelch in a curiously quiet
voice. “ Why did you strike Skinnei ']

Redwing was silent.

“Get up, Skinner,” went cn Alr,
Quelch grimly. *“I hardly expected you
lo amswer that question, Redwing, It
scarcely matters, however. You muy go
indoors, Redwing.”

Redwing turned slowly and ebeyed,
astonished. The others were astonighed,
too. There was a certain kindliness in
the :}mafer's tones they could not under-
stand.

“Now, Skinner,” said Mr. Quelch
icily, * will you kindly eaplain why you
escorted Redwing’s father to the trades-
mien’s entrance, and why you tock upon
vourself the responsibility of ﬁnj’g&ging
luimImI ha:ilp G’?sling, the porter?”

“You apparcntly forgoet,” said Alv.
Quelch, “that mny window overlooks tho
yuadrangle, Skinner. 1 witnessed the
incident, and I also have learned ihe
rest from Gosling. Have you apything
to say, Skinner?” :

Skinner hadn't. He was {rembling.

“It was a joke, no doubt,” went con
the master grimly—"a cruel and con-
temptible joke. Yow were sent here,
Skinner, to learn not only scholaslic
matters, but how to behave as au
English gentleman should behave. You
apparently have a lot to learn in the
latter respect. If you will follow me
to my study I will endeavour to teach
yvou a lesson—a lasting lesson, Skinner.
As you, Stotlt aud Snoop, appeared to
derive great enjoyment from Bkinney s
joke, I think you also need a lesson.
Come with me, all three of you.”

Mr. Quelch went imdoors, andi 1he

Something extra good next week, boys—‘ The Gipsy’s Return!”—
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—place your order early—there’s bound to be a rush!

three jokers [oliowed, like limp rags.
Harry Wharton & Co. followed a
moment later, grinning. T'hey could
not help grinning, disgusted as tney
were, As they passea Mr. Quelch s
study a moment afterwards they heard
a steady swishing and queer groans and
velps proceeding therefrom.  Appar-
ently the Remove master was pressing
his lesson home in no light munner.

But there was no sympathy for
Skinner & Co. from the ¥Famous Five—
only grins, Skinner & Co. had had their
lfiulq joke, and now they were paying
or 1ft.

. m—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Skioner's Enmity ]

' ON"1' be a fool, Skinner!" mut-

D tercd Bnoop uneasily. ' Let

the beastly cad go hang!

Anyway, LU'm not taking a

hand in any more of your wheezes!

They always scem to miss fire somehow !
I'm leaving Redwing alone !

“Same here!" said Stott, scowling.
“I hate the brute as much as you do,
Skinner ! But—but he’s too much for
us! And he's got that sarcastic brute
Smithy_to back him up, besides YWhar-
ton and his set! I've had enough!"

And Stott squeezed his hands and
scowled again. It was fully an hour
since their interviow in Mr. Quelch's
study, and all three were still feeling
the effects of it, both in their nunas
and in their still tingling palms.

Skinner walked on tor some moment!s
without answering. Though the Remove
master had apparently done his best to
press home the lesson Skinner & Co.
badly needed, it was obvious from the
face of Skinner, at least, that he had
benefited little..

His thin features were hard and bitter,
and his eves glittered vengefully, He
was angry from the effects of Tom Red-
wing's blow, and still more angry at
the swift punishment from Mr, Quelch.
But what filled him with smouldering
fury was the contempt shown him by
Wharton, and others like hun, at his
trick upon Redwing's father.

Indeed, it was chiefly to get away
from the disgusted looks of his fellow-
Removites that Skinner had suggested
a walk immedialely tea was over,

And Stott and Snoop had agreed will-
ingly enough. Walking was not much
in' their line, but they had an uneas
feeling that they had not finished with
Redwing yet—or, rather, that Redwing
had not finished with them yet.

Skinner broke the silence at last,

“¥You pair of rotten funks!” he hissed
through his teeth. " D'vou think I'm
zoing to be punched by that sneaking
cad? D'vou think I'm going to sit
down under thiz? Not likely! He got
the best of that, I'll admt, but—but
I tell you I'll make him pay for it! I'll
be even with the sneaking pauper yet,
hang him!"”

“You can't lick him!
you !" snid Stott.

“Am I likely to try?"” said Skinner,
his face twisting into an unpleasant grin,
“There’s more ways than one of cook-
ing his goose! And I'm going to do it
through that old brute of a longshore-

Too good [lor

man!"
** Botter .rhm:k it, Skinner,” eaid
Snoop scriously. " You know what

always happens to your stunts.”
“Count me out of it, anyway!” re-
marked Stott. _
Skinner gave his “pals"” a savage
look, But he said nothing, tronmming

—A thrilling story featuring Mick, the gipsy !
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on, with a sullen, lowering brow, and
evidently trying to think out a new
“stunt”  for cooking the gouse ol
Redwing and his longshoreman father,

He swopped by the stile leading trom
I'riardale Lane on tuo the puth across
the healh towards tho chills, and Stott
and Snoop followed him as he clambered
over, ‘LTno shorl winter evening was
already closing in, and a thin mist was
coming in from the sea, shroudmg the
heath i feathery whiteness, ]

“ Better not go too far,” said Sncop.
**Soon be dusk, and—~—"

“Oh, shut up!" snarled Skinner. “Go
back it you want to! 1 expect Redwing
will be waiting for you! 1 thought you
wanted to keep out of his way unul
lock-up !"

“So we do! But——"

“Redwing's pater's bound to come
this way en his way back to Hawks-
cliff,” said Skinnor musingly., “It's a
good ton-mile walk, and he should be
along soon., We may sce something of
him, you chaps.” :

Stott and Sncop gave him quick and
nneasy looks.

“You—you're
began Snoop.

“I'd like a chat with the old sport,”
grinned Skinner. " You se¢, I've got an
idea that if we told him—-—"

Skinner paused, and stared ahead
rather uneasilv. Coming towards tho
juniors along the path’ was a man—a man
whom he recognised as a disreputable
character from Pegg, the little fishing

not thinking of—"
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village atong the coast. lis unshaven
face was llushed, his gait unsteady, and
Skinner did not at all hke the expression
ot his eves as they rested on the juniors,

“Look out, you chaps!” muttered
Skinner. **1-—1 don't like the look of this
chap.” :

sStott and Snoop didn’t either—not 1
that lonely spot, at all events, And
Skinner's warning was soon justificd.

Az Lhe rough-looking man drew abreast
he lurched suddenly agamst Skinner,
sending that alarmed junior staggering.
The ruthan hiumsell also staggered, and
went sprawling in the grass. lle was up
again the next sccond, however, with a
specd which was in itself suspicious.

*“'Ere, you did that a-purpose, hang
you!" he exclaimed, grabbing at Skinner
and holding him fast. ** Knockin' a bloke
down liko that, hey 7"

Skinner wriggled, his faco pale.  Tho
fellow was evidently seeking trouble, and
Skinner didn't relish trouble with such
an ugly-looking customer.

“I—I say, leggo!" he stammered. “1
didn't knock against you. It was you
who—="

“'Course you did,” said tho man
truculently, * Think "causo you're gonts
you ken knock us 'ard-workin’' blokes
about as you likes—hoy "

““ Nunno. Look hero, you—"

“¥You knocked me down, and you got
to pay for it,” vowed the rascal, exhaling
the strong scent of spirits over the scared
Skinner. “I've 'urt my leg sommut
cruel, falling liko I did, I wanls com—

i |
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Skinner joined his chums.

you for this ! ™

‘““ No need to growl any longer, Gosling,”’ sald Skinner, *‘ Here's a chap to help
you—he's been sent to glve you & hand."
as Mr. Redwing came up and grasped the other end of the big packing-case.
* Oh, crumbs ! ** gasped Snoop.
““ You've gone a bit too far this time, Skinner,”’ said Stott,
(See Cnapter 1.)

‘* My heye !"* Gosling stared a little

‘““ What a scream [ "’
“ Redwing will flay

A top-liner !
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6 On your travels, jaunis, and capers—

compensation—tlil’s what I wantls, my
lads. Five bob won't 'urt you gents——"

“You'll get no five shillings out of me,
you rascal !” snapped Skinner suddenly.

'The sudden change in Skinner's tone
startled the rascal, and he glanced round
him quickly. Then he saw the recason
for Skinner's new-found courage.

In the distance a group of figures were
approaching from the divection of Grey-
friars. Six of them were juniors, the
seventh was a man.  They were the
Famous Iive, Redwing, and Redwing's
father—though the rascal did not know

that.
“By hokey!” he pgasped. *’Ere,
what——->"

Skinuer's captor stared in alarm for a
moment ak the approaching figures, and
then he dropped the junior’s arm,
evidently as a preliminary to bolting.
But even as he did so Skinner clutched
his dirty sleeve and held him back,

Skinner's eyes were glinting now,

“ Hold on, old top,” he said, grinning.
“You wanted five bob from us, didn’t
you ¥

 five bob for nothing, but I'll give it ]yuu
ch

if you'll earn it. You sece that old
coming elong-—-"

“I didn't mean no 'arm, young sirs——
Leggo, I'm off o

““Wait a bit. Those chaps are leaving
him now, see,” said Skinner, his e¢yes on
the group behind. * They've gone back
to the school, and the old chap is coming
on alone, If you'll give that old chap a

good hiding——-"

ig "vﬂt?”

“Stop him, and pick a quarrel with
him,” explained Skinner, grinning.
“Then pitch into him for all you're
worth—see 7 TI'll give you five bob before
you begin, and another five bob when
you've done the job.”

The man stared blankly at Skinner—as
did Stott and Snoop. But Skinner’s
meaning was obvious, As he had said,
the Famous Five and Redwing had
turned back towards the school, leaving
Mr. Illedwing to continue his long tramp
to Hawkscliff alone.

“Ie's an enemy of ours,” went on

ap

“Yus, but—— ’'Ere, leggo—" Skinner, as the man still hesilated,
“Just 2 minule, my friend,” said| bewildered., **The old brute i1s a long-
Skinner. *I wasn't going to give you ! shoreman from Ilawkscliff—a mealy-

bt

. s b ——

in “THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL!”
The Great Xmas Gift Book - - - -

6/-

Mick Angel announces his intention of visiting Greyfriars—
Tiie Macser Lisriry.—No. 827.

Price

mouthed old bounder who gut us inte
trouble this afternoon.”

“I've seen 'im afore,” mulicred tho
man. *“’Is name’s Redwing. You wants
me to bash 'im——-"*

“That’s it, give him a hiding,” grinned
Skinner. *“ You're big enough to cat
him. We'll hide behind the thicket there,
and }'m::il get the other five hob when

ou

“’Ere, but wot ahout if "¢ gives me o
ihin' 77 muttered the rascal doubtfully.
id lE ]mkﬁ- 1

““He's not the guarrelling sort,” said
Skinner. “IHe's as meck and mild as a
lamb—can’t you sec? We'll be at hand,
too, hang it !

““* But, look "ere——"

“Iere's the five bub,” said Skinney,
shoving five ghillings hastily into the
ruffian’s dirty hand. * Go in—quick!
Let the brute have it hot and strong.”

And leaving the bemused rascal stand-
mg in the path, Skinner dived for the
cover of a near-by thickel, followed by
his chums. Skinner was grinning glec-
fully, but Stott and Snoop were looking
scared.

“I—I say,” muttered Stott.
a bit thick, Skinney, old man.
chap like that !”

“Rather too thick,” murinured Snaoop
feebly. *“You are a—"

“Rats!"” said Skinner chortling, “T
was trying to think of a wheeze, anid
here it is, chucked at us. The beastly
old ead got us licked this afternoon, aud
now we're going to sce him licked.”

* But—Dbut W

“Dry up, you funks! Here he comes.”

Mr, Redwing was guite close now, He
came striding along the path, looking
cheery and happy in the gathering dusk.
Certainly, if his kindly face were an in-
dication of his nature, then he was not
the persen for a rascal like the man
standing in his path to be alraid of.

Evidently the rascal eame to that con-
clusion, for he dropped the five shillings
into his pocket and spat on his hands.
Then, as Mr. Redwing was about to pass
him, ’hqhm:-lmd against him and sent him
staggaring.

Mr. Redwing looked up then, and the
kindlv expression left his face suddenly,

“'"Ere, where in thunder d’'you think
you're comin' to, mate " demanded the
ruffian truculentlv. * Shovin’ a feller
like that. Arskin® for trouble, amn't
yer

Mr. Redwing looked at Lim.

“Tt—1l's
An old

“Lel me pass,” he said quietly. 1
don’t want trouble with you.”
“TBloomin' likely, amn't it? You

shoved me—— 'Ere, what—-"

As Mr. Redwing attempted to pass, the
ruffian aimed a wild blow at him. Then
Mr. Redwing's face hardened.

Grasping the rascal’s arm he swung
him aside with surprising power, and sent
him staggering back. Then he walked

on.
I'he rascal recovered himself, and ran
after  Mr. Redwing, bellowing. He

asimed another wild blow, and aZan Alr,
Redwing was ready, Ile realizged now
that the man was bent upon trouble, and
he saw that the sooner he put an end
to it the betier.

And he did.

Easily guarding the vicious blow, the
longshoreman sent a lmawny fist cvashing
vnder the rascal's chin. The astonished
man rollavsed to the ground, velling, and
stayed there this thne., Redwing’s father
walled on again.

“(Oh, mv hat!"” gasped Skinner.

The three juniors fairly blinked after
the ITawkseliff fisherman. They had nos
anticipated this. From what they had
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seen of Redwing's father—his nervous
manner and mild kindlinesz—they had
expected him to fall an easy vietim to the
truculent roffian who had accosted him.
It never occurred to them that a man
who had spent his life on the sen, who
had fought storm and tempest, was not
likely to put up with any nonsenze from
a half-tipsy loafer,

“We've woke up the wrong passenger
this time,” grinned Stott. “T say, hadn’t
we better slope now—that beute will—"

“ Wait a bit,” snarled Skinner, furious
that his plan had failed. *If old Red-
wing turns and spots us—— Hallo '™

Skinner paused as the rascal picked
himself up and ecame lurching back to
them, nursing a bristly jaw. And the
next moment Bkinner wished heartily
that he had not waited.

“You—you little rats!™

velled  the

E;ni‘ﬁ::u'!1 his eyes glittering with rage,
You've sold me a pup, hang you! Yon
paid as—"
“How-—how did we know?" stam-

mered Skinner, rising to his feet in
alarm. " You—vou =

“I've a thunderin’ good mind to smash
youl” howled the rascal. *’Ere, hand
over that other five bob, livelv now. If
vou don't——"'

HI=I won't!" said Skinner
his teeth. “You've mucked
Look ont! Run for it !”

‘The juniors scattered as the infuriated
rascal made a savage rush at them.
Stott and  Snoop jumped clear; but
Skinner was not so fortunate. Xven as
he ran for it his foot caught a trailing
briar, and he went down headlong. In a
flash the man’s grasp fell upon him.

‘Help! "' yelled Skinner, heedless now
ol anyone hearing or seeing. * Ilelp!”

o o e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Accident !

{4 ERE, what the thump—"
Tom Redwing stopped sud-

denly as the six juniors.were
tramping back schoolwards,
aiter parting from Mr. Redwing. Quite
by chance Redwing had happened to look

through
up—-

behind him, and the sight he had seen |

was startling enough.

It was the brief glimpse of two shapes,
apparently struggling together on the
cliff path, their dim figures clearly out-
lined against the skyline in the distance.

*““It's the pater,” gasped Redwing, in
alarm. * Bome tramp or footpad's at-
tacked him. Quick!"”

And, without stopping to see further,
Tom Redwing raced off back the way
they had come at top speed. And after
him went Harry Wharton and Co., also
at top speed. They also had turned in
time to glimpse the struggling figures,
and the sight filled them with alarm.
~ Heedless of the rough ground, abound-
ing in pitfulls, they raced after Redwing,
their eyes fixed anxiously ahead. They
saw a3 they ran that one of the figures
had bheen sent to the ground, and the
sight lent them wings.

That was all they saw then, for a sud.
den dip in the ground hid the spot from
their s=ight. And when next they reached
higher ground what they saw brought
astonishment—and relief,

Flying towards them were two well-
known figures—two juniors, whom they
recognised at once as Snonp and Stott.
Behind them, strnggling on the pround
with a burly, unfamiliar figure, was
another junior. They heard his voice as
they ran.

“Help, help!”

“* Skinner." snapped Harry Wharton.
“What—-"

red-faced

LCOKING. FOR
TROUBLE !

=,
e i

Skinner.
Skinner.

desperately.

** 'Ere, you did that on purpose ! *’ exclaimed the ruffian, making a grab at Harold
“ Knockin'ga bloke down like that, hey ? *’
“] didn’t knock against you !’
rufflan threateningly. ** And you've gol to pay
bob I wants [ " Sncop and Stott backed away in alarm, and Skinner wriggled
(dee Chapter 2.)

““ I—leggo ! ** stammered
. ** ’Course you did ! ** growled the
forit. - I wanis compensation. Five

" And there’s the pater over there,”
santed Redwing. * Hallo! He's heard

kinner, and i1s coming back.”
~ Stott and Snoop half stopped as the
jumiors raced past, but Wharton & Co.
ignored them. They came up with the
strugg!inig figures with a rush, and there
was a yell as the rascally loafer went to
ﬁ{lrth with the rescuers swarming over

1m.

“ Got you, my bonny highwayman,"
panted Bob Cherry, thumping the yelling
rascal's head on the ground. * Give in,
old top."

“ 'Ere, leggo, hang vou!" roared the
man wildly, “ That young 'ound——"

“ What happened, BSkinner?” de-
manded Wharton, staring curiously at
that shivering junior. ** This brute try-
ing to recb you?"

Y [ —I—I-—-" stammered Skinner.

“No, I weren't,” roared the man,
wriggling helplessly. ‘" That voung rip
was robbin’ me. 'E owes me five bob,
and what's more—"

“What? "

“Tt weren't my fault as that chap
Redwing downed me,” shonted the man
furiously. ** That young 'ound offered
me five bob to go for 'im, and I did.
“Ere, you gents, let me alone, and I'll
bloomin® soon make him pay up.”

RO
The juniors fairly blinked from* the
ruffian  to  the white-faced

Skinner.

= mmroT=r
“It—t's a lie!” lgiase& Skinner,
" You—you can't believe a brute
like & ¥

Bkinner was interrupted. From some
distance along the cliff path there came
a sudden ecry—a faint cry for help. As
he heard it Redwing leaped to his feet
as if he had been shot.

He had forgotten his father for the
moment; but that ery brought sudden
recollection. He glanced swiftly along
the cliff path and then he jumped.

He had last seen his father speeding
towards the spot: but now he saw no
sign of him, The dusky heath was bare
—deserted. Again came the cry—feeble
it seemed—and Redwing was racing like
the wind towards i1t next second.

He reached the spot quickly enough—
a boulder-strewn hollow half-hidden by
furze. A form lay there, curiously
twisted in a heap. It was his father.

“ Father!' panted Redwing.

He dropped down into the hollow,
his face white as chalk, and stooped over
the sailorman. Mr, Redwing looked up
at him, his features twisted into =a
ghastly smile,

“ Tt—it'’s all righi, Tom=—nothing to—
to worry about, lad., I—L ought to have
looked where I was runnin’! " he gasped,
wincing with pain, “ I heard that evy
for help and I rushed back., Tom, I—I
think my leg's broken.”

*What 7 "

Tom Redwing gazed aghast at his

—and Bunter, with an eye on the Angel ‘¢ millions,”” meets him at the station!
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fathor, and next moment his volee was
ringing shakily across the dusky heath.

' Wlflurtun, Cherry—all of you, come
here, quick!” he eried frantically.
Y Quiclel !

There was an instant response, fol-
lowed by the thudding of feet, and soon
Harry Wharton and his chums came
ranning up.  The distress m Redwing’s
voleo Eﬂd been enough for them, and
leaving Skinner and their captive to shift
I-wltlmmsnlx'ﬂs, they came up with a
rusly,

They soon learncd what was wrong.
Whilst Redwing and Wharton did what
they could for the ijured sailorman,
ol Cherry and the others hunted round,
und presently they returned carrying a
lrngth of broken Fenr:ing* Letween them.
iy thiz time Redwing's father had
lapsed into uncomnsciousness.

“ Perhaps just as well,”” muitered
Wharton gently to the almost {rantic
Nedwing., * It']l make 1hings easier all
round. E.[nkjf. you'd better run on ahead
and warn them at the sanny. Tell
Quelchy, too.” J .

Ilurree Singh sped away like the wind,
und vanished in ihe dusk. Coats were
sproad across the hurdle, and the injured
iman was lifted tenderly on to the rough
streteher,  Then they started slowly for
Lireyiriars.

It was a slow journey—and a silent
one. Dusk was falling rapidly now, and
great care was needed to avold stumbles
and falls, DBut they reached Greyiriars
ab last, and as they passed through the
gates Mr. Quelch came hurrying up,
followed by Wingate, Walker and iwo
wlher seniors. These took charge of the

stretcher, but not uniil they had seen

Redwing's father safe in the sunny did
the jumors leave—all that iz, with the
exception of Redwing, who stayed be-
hind with his father.

Moodily the Famous Five crossed the
dusky quad, and as ithey went mdoors
they met Vernon-Smith, limping towards
them.

“ What'a
asked Smithy quickly.
Redwing's father? ™

Harry Wharton nodded and explained.
As he listened the DBounder's eyes
glﬂnmm].

*““So that explains why Skinner came
ity Jooking like o ghost,” he said, biting
his lips ravagely. “ The—the cowardly
eur! It looks as iff—"

“Wa can’t take that rascally bruie’s
word, though,” said Harry guietly.
“After all, I ecan't see even Skinner
playing o dirty rotten trick like that.”

“ Plain enough,” grunted Johnny
Bull. “ Skinner did it. We know how
he hates Redwing, and he's done it o
get his own back.”

Y Tf—if it could be provel

vou fellows? "’

happened,
“ Is it true about

LR

' lere’s Bkinner wnow,”  suid  Bob
Cherry. ‘
Skinner came along the passape. Ihis

face was pale and troubled, and, afier a
moment’s hesitation, he came up io the
Jruiars,

“I--I've just heawrd about Nedwing's
father—about the aceident, T wean.” he
slammered shakily., * Look here, Whar-

ton— you—you_ don'lt belicve whal that
beastly hooligan  saidd  about e,
You—"

“1f I thought it wasz {rue,” :uid

Wharton, eveing Skinner steadily, * 1°d
give you the hiding of your life, Skin-
ner.”’

“You—you've mnot {old Quelchy,”
almost whispered Skinner.

“ No—neither has Redwing,”  said
Wharton curtly. “We told him how
Mr. Redwing met wilth the accendent- -
that was all, It satisfied Mr. Quelch,

-
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Redwing, Skinncer,
ou'd better-—-"

but It won't satisf
I'll promise you,

Harry Wharton paused. At that
moment Redwing himself eniered the
hall, his eyes glistening 1 the bright
light. He saw Skinner, and a bhlack,
dangerous look came over his hindsomae
face.

I1e strode up to the shivering cad.

“ Skinner,” he zaid huskily., * You—
you frightful cad, Bkinner!™

“ Look——look here,” stammmered Skine

nér, backing away. ““I-—T swear that
brute was lIying. I didu't even
know—-""

“You are lying, Skinner,” choked
Redwing, his voice trembling with the
passion that consumed him. “1T1 heard
what that brule said—and I believe it.
You—you paid him to attack my father,
you hound! My father’s broken his leg,
and it's your doing; it's your fault,
Skinner, You dirty cad, I'll-I'l} 4

Only just in time did Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry grasp the infuriated
junior, and prevented him from flying
at the trembling Skinner.

“Steady, Redwing, old man!” said
Harry, tightening his grip on the
junior's arm. “Youn can't scrap here,
you know., Wea know what Skinner is;
but—but we can’t condemn him on the
bare word of a ruffian like that. Take
it easy, Redwing. If Skinner dil do
it, then depend upon it the truth will
come out,”

“That's 0! =aidl Frank Nugent
quictly. * Beiter make sure, Redwing.”

Redwing struggled furiously for a
moment. and then quite suddenly he
went limp in the junior's grip. Skinner
slunk away, as if he feared another
outbreak.

“Tt—it's all right, yon can let go,”

said Redwing through his teeth., It
can wait. I—T'll reo Bkipner aguin
about this. Ile did it all rigli—TI know
b, [f—if ——"

“How is your pater now ? 1Tus the
doctor scen him*” asked Hariy Wharfon
hastily,

“Yee,” was the huskvy answer, “It's
not as bad as it might have been. But
it's a brolen lep, just below the khee.
That’s bad Ellﬂllg]}l, goodness  knows |
If—if it gets worse, thouph—if anvthing
happens to my father, I'll—1"11——"

With a sudden movemend Redwing
shook off the juniors’ lingering grasp
and strode away, hiz head bLowed., But
thero was a look 1n lus eves that {right-
enad the IFamous Five, There was a
glhint in the -Bowmder's eyes as he fol-
lowed his c¢lmun that boded ] for
Skinner, too.

“T'm afrand theee’ll be trouble abont
this,” =aid Harry Wharion, shaking his
head gloomilv. “What a howling cad
wkinner ie—if he did do it, that is!
Anyway, let’s get in to prep now.”

And as IHarry's chums followed him
they also had o feeling thas there was

trouble in store for Harold Skimer—
whether that rascally junior was provea ]
guilty or not. .

The best of the batch—the MAGNET

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
More Trouble !

LL Greyfriars had heard of the
aceident before bed-time, and
the mnews was received with
general regret, Harry Wharion

and his chums told the bare facts—that
Mi. Redwing -had fallen accidentaily,
and that they had found him, and
nobody thought of asking further par-
ticulars, 'They certainly did not dream
that behind the bald statement there
lay something else—something unpleas-
ant that concerned Skinner & Co, of
the Remove.

But by the morning the suspicious
circumnstances  had  somechow  [iltered
through the Remove, and Skinner & Ca.
came in for a preat deal of unwelcome
interest and attention.

Certainly the claim made by the ras-
cally hooligan from Pepp was queer,
under the circumstances, But as
Skinner & Co. stoutly and fiercely
denied it, and as there was only the
bare word of a drunken rascal to go
upon, the majority Tfollowed Harry
Wharton's lead, preferring io accept
Skinner's word and to give him the
benefit of the doubt. It was too thick
even for Skinner.

Redwing refused to discuss the affair,
He was moody and sullen—even with
his chum the Bounder. And more than
once in clazs that morning IHarry Whar-
ton was surprised to catch Redwing's
eyes fixed on Skinner in a manncr that
made himn inwardly uneasy. Such vin-
dictiveness in a fellow like Redwing,
;1'310_5,:3_ nature was so generous and
Orgiving, Was Surprising—even suppos-
il'lg'gS]{il‘ian:l' had been the indirect caunse
of Mr. Redwing's accident.

Az Vernon-Smith ecame out into ihe
quaid after dinner he met Redwing
coming across from the sanny. His
hrow was clouded, and he nodded sulkily
to lus chum.

“0Oh, here you are!” said the Bounder
cheerily. *“Well, how’s tihe pater?
What does the doc. say?”

“I've just been secing the pzler off,”
sald Redwing quictly. “They've taken
him home in the ambulance. It's only
a simple {racture, and the doctor says
that o few weeks' rest and caveful nurs-
ing will put him right,”

“Oh, good!”

“.{-;ml] I:Ii
sionalely.

exclaimed Redwing pas-
““There’s nothing good about
it, Smithy! Oh, I—1 could smash that
cad Skinner! It'a all his doing. Ile
plaved that dirty trick this alternoon-—
and now this!”

“But—but look here, old [lellow——""

“Can't you sec?” hissed Redwing,
controlling himsclf with an effort, “1f
it had happened to your—io someconn
rolling in cash. it wouldn't be so bad.
Your pater’s a nillionaive, Southy
you can’'t understand what this means
to people like us. My father won't he
able to work—to earn a living for weels
and weeks, Who's going 1o keep lim
in the meantime? Who's going to pay
for the careful nursing—Ilor someone in
]n:_il_uI{ alter him as he should be lonked
after”

“Oh!" ejaculated the Bounder. *I—
I never thought of that.”

“You wouldn't!” said Redwing lat-
terly,  “Rich people don’t know haow
pooi peaple live—or care!"

“Bui—but is there no way——"

“There's the Health Insurance,
course, But what good’s that? And
there’s ihe bit of money the pater has
saved., But how long will that Iast?
I tell your il's hopeless, Smithy "

Gf
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Voernon-Smitly  was  silent  for a
woment.  ‘Uhen he said quietly :
“Look here, Redwing, I—I know

what vour reply will be, but I'm going
to say it all the same. You've got to
let me help you. You've refused before
wlen things have been bad. DBut this
15 tifferent. What's a few pounds to
iy pater? He'd help like a shot.
Icmember what it means to your father
—good food, good nursing. You can't
vefuse, h.'mg;; it! Say the word, and T'll
write now,’

Redwing flushed and stood zilent, his
lips  trembling. No worry for his
[ather, good food and nursing. The
offer tempted him sowely. Then, even
as Smithy felt he was about to accept,
hiz jaw =et obstinately.

“I—I can't, Smithy! Neither my
fathier nor myself would accept charity.
That's what it amounts to. It—il's
cood of you, Smithy, and I'm grateful
-=vou know that.
il

“"You must! I won't let you refuse,
Redwing,” said the Bounder angrily.
“I'here’s nothing else you can do.”

“There 1s,” said edwing quicily.
“I've already made up my mind to
{hat. There’s that fifty pounds offered
for the best prize map turned in by a
junior. You know I've entered for it.
I'im going to win it, Smithy."

“But—but if you don't e

“1 shall leave Greyfriars,” said Réd-
wing simply. “I shall turn out and
carn my own living, Smithy—and help
o keep things going. There's nothing
i«lse for it.”

“ Phew "

The Bounder whistled blankly.

“You've a good chance of winuing
the f{ifty, though,” he said cagerly.
“There isn’t a chap in the school can

work like you, Redwing. You've really

only got Wharton to fear, and even he
i1sn't as painstaking as you. But—but I
wish vou'd let e %‘mlpn-—-”

“I won't!” said Redwing. Then,
changing the subject abruptly, lhe said:
“Will vou lend mie your bike this after-
noon, Smithy? I want to run over to
Hniu-lc:fr-![i't' to see the pater fixed up all
pioedit,’

But—but I can't do

MLike a shot!” said the Bounder,
“T only wish iny gammy leg would let

mo come with you. Dut look here—
about mv olfer—"

*“T'hat's off,” said Redwing. *“I'll
oo yvouu when I come back to-nmight,

Swmithy—und thankas!”
Ile twrned abruptly and ran across

the  quad towards the cycle-shed.
Smithy watched him go, a troubled
look on his somewhat hard features.

Ho waited for some minutes, but as
his chum did not reappear he went in-

| doors, nob a little angry at Redwing's

obstinacy.

Redwing left the cyele-shed at last,
wheeling Vernon-Smith’s bike across the
quad at & run. Valve trouble in the
front tyre had kept him back several
minutes, and even that slicht delay had
added to his bitterness. Several follows
nodded sympatheticall as  he ran
through the gates; h_ut%’m ignored them
sullcily, Ilo was in a black mood, and
hiz mwoody, lowering face was a good
indication of what was passing in his
mind.

Not even of his father was he think-
ing just then, Iis thoughts were all of
[lavold Skinner, his old enemy—and
they were bitter and vengeful thoughts.

ITe turned off Friardale Lane on to
the rough and narrow lane leading {o
Hawkscliff, pedalling hard and savagely.
But as his eyes scanned the long road
ahead a hard glitter came into them.

Slouching along in  front, with
hunched-up shoulders, was a well-known
and—to Redwing—a hated figure. It
was Harold Skimner. There was 1o
mistaking the slacker’s slouching gait,

Radwing put on speed.

He came up with the slouching figure
with o rush and a whirr. Dut not
until edwing had dismmounted in frout
of himn did Skinner look up. Then, s
he wet Redwing's smouldering eycs,
Skinner gave a starvtled gasp.

“So I've got you, Skiuner,” said Red-
wing, in a low voice. “You've kept

out of my way very cleverly since
}'l.":-l'{_‘l‘dn_}'. You won't cscape moe now.
I'm gomg to give vou a thrashing,

Slanner—or, at least, I'nf going to Lry.
I'at wour hands up—quick !

Skinmer licked his suddenly dry lips,
He laneed alwut him wildly, frightened
by the wok in Redwing’s oyes.  DBut
it was a lonely spot—not another soul
wits in sight.

“Look lere,
tlesperately,
1ng—

“I'm goine to glve you a licking—a
licking youn've weli carned, you cowardly
cad " hizzed Redwing “.}f you won't
hght, then I'm gommg to take a stick
from the ledge and thrash you! (ot
that? "Uhen come on, you rotter!”

Skinner took a hurried step back on
to the grassy roadside, as Redwing camn
towards him His face was white; but
ho saw there was nothing else for it. 1t
was better to fight than to Le thrashed
with a stick by tho muscular young
fisherman’s son,

With a savago movement he wrenched
off his coat and flung it down. ‘Lhen,
without another word, they started,

Skinner fought with a fury born of
sheer desperation. He knew he was in
for a hidinz, and he meant te damage
his cnemy beforo giving in—if he could.
Hedwing, his temper at white heat,
fought just as savagely and carelessly.

Backwards and forwards, now on tha
gra=sy bank, now tramping on the dustv
road, in sitlence save for their gasping
and  panling, the struggle went on
furionsly,

But tho pace was loo hot Lo last; in-
deed, Skinner had wo intention of allow-
ing it to last long. Once, twice ho it
the dust, and then as he went down aned
rolled over for the third time, he lay
groaming, aud made no clfort to rise atd
confmue.

et up !l
down at him.

. Redwing,” he began
“il—if vou dare in touch

panted Redwing, glaviog
“You're not done yel;
you're hardly tovehed, you cowawdly
wornme! Get ap! If you don’t—"
“I—I'tn donc!” penled Skinner, lis
breath coming in great gasps.  “Can't
vou see I'm done, you brute! Lt rin
alone! I've had enough, hang yon!”
Shkinner was done—in so far as wind
and staying-power were concerncd 3 theee
was little doubt about that, Awd, afler
eyeing lom steadily, Redwing walked
over to hiz coat aud pob il on, Llen

Flying towards the Famous Five were two well—knﬂ;wn figures— Snoop and Stott, Behind them, struggling on the ground

I with a burly ruffian, was Harold Skinnag,

“ Help, help !

trouble [ ** (See Chapter 3.)

““Come on, chaps ! '’ said Harry Wharton,

¢ Skinner’s in
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he picked up his machine, and returned |
to Skinner again,

S Bkinner,” he said quietly, looking
down at his glowering eacimy, "you've
becn up against me since the first day 1
came to Ureylriars, Why, I hardly
know ; unless 1t’s becanse you are a rank
cad and a snpb! Fvyeenever harmed you
that I know of. . But let mme warn you
here and now, I don't care what you do
to me—I can stand it.  But interfere
with my father agam--any more dirty
tricks - played on him—and you'll have
cause bitterly to regret it! That's all 1™
He mounted his bike, and, without
another glance at Skinner, he rode away
rapidly. lle was feeling better now—
much of the bitter hate towards Skinner
had evaporated. = And when, some
minutes Jater, hg came upon a group of 4
Greyfriars jumiors, just dismounting
from their bikes at the gates of Chit
House School, and one of them hailed ;
him, he stopped willingly enough.

“Haullo, hallo, hallo!  Whither bound,
Redwing? Hawkseliff 7

It was Bob Cherry, and his companions
were Harry Wharton, Nugent, Bull, and
Hurree Singh—apparently about to call
on their girl friends of Chff Hause.

“Yes,” replied Redwing, approaching
the juniors, “I'm just running over to
visit the pater; he was taken home this
morning, you know. Not coming my
way, I suppose?”

Wharton shook his head.

“Wo,". he =aid, staring curiously al
Redwing's heated face and dishevelled
appearance, " We're just  paying
Marjorie and Clare a {lying visit—taking
‘em invites for the concert Saturday
night, in fact. Then we're going back
for a bit of footer practice. But—but )
say, Redwing, you look as though you'd
been through a mangle.  Been scrap
ping "’

Redwing flushed guiliily, suddenly
aware that his elothes were rumpled and
dusty, and-that his person showed more
than one sign of combat. :

“I met Skinner,”” he explained briefly,
"and I thrashed him, as T said 1 would.
Well, I'm in rather a hurry, you chaps.

rode away,

So-long !

He mounted and Boh
Cherry gazed after him and grinned.

“Poor old Skinney,” he remarked. ¢ 1
bet if his mother saw him at this moment
she wouldn't know him.  Well, he's
asked for it, and now he's got 1t

“Berve him jolly well right ! grunted
Johuny Bull. I hope poor old Reddy
gave it him hot and stroug.”

Harry Wharton frowned as he leaned
his bike against the gatewary.

“Skinner's hardly a wmatch for Red-
wing, but—but he deserves a licking, 1
suppose,” he said slowly, “I—I hope——
Oh, hang Skinner, though! A licking
will do him good. after all.  Anyway,
let's get our job done, and get back to
the footer. Come on!”

And Harry Wharton led the way up
the drive to Ciff Housc vather thought-
fully. But he was noi thinking about
the girls he was visiting, nor about the
Remove concert. He was wondering
what had happened ut the meeting
between Redwing and his enemy: he
was  wondering rather uneasily  what
Redwing had done to Bkinner.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In Deep Disgrace!
HE look on Skinner's face as
I Redwing rode away from him
was not good 1o see,

More than ouce Harry Wharton
had obzerved that lessons were wasted

on Havold Skinner.  Awd it was plain,

Mick Angel invites the Go. to spend the Christmas
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from the logk of hate on the face of the
cad of the Hemove as he shook his fist
after the departing evelist, that this last
lesson had done him httle good,

For some moments he lay on the grass
of the roadside, recovering himself, and
then he staggered to his feet. e was
hurt, but not as badly hurt as Redwing
had supposed. One of his eyes was
beginning to pufi, and a strcam of
crimson ran from his thin nose.  But
it was far from being the licking Red-
wing had intended to administer to
Skmner,

Skmner was well aware of this: but
he was given little time to congratulate
himself then. For even as he got on
his feect, and started to mop his nose
with = a handkerchief, a newcomer
appeared on the scene—one less welcome
even than Redwing,

He was a burly man, red-faced and
unshaven. He aped*the clothes worn by
the Idng:i!mmnmn of Pegg, and these
woere dirty and untidy. Skinner recog-
niged him with a thrll of alarm as the
raseal of the night- befaore.

Skinner's luck was out that afternoon
with a vengeance.

" The loafer came creeping almost
silently through a gap in the hedge, and
faced the startled Skinner, an ominous
grin  on  his  decidedly unpleasant
features.

Skinner shrank back: but the man was
ton quick for him. His dirty hand shot
out, and his grasp closed on Skinner's
shoulder,

“No, you don't, young feller!” he
growled. “You bolied last night, but
you won't get away from Joe Wilks a
second time, What about that there
five bob—hey 7"

" Look—look here!” stammered Skin-
ner, wriggling  helplessly.  *“Let me
oo r:|:|'

“Likely—ain't it?" asked the man,
grinning, I bin wanting to meet you.
[ seed you fightin' jest now. You got
a rare lickin', and no error. Want
another like it—hey? If you don't you'll
'and over that five Lob you owes me—
sharp !™

Skinner shivered. He would gladly
have handed over five shillings to get
away from the rascal—had he got it.
But he had not a shilling with him, much

‘less five,

#I—I can’t,” he mutiered earnesily.
“I haven't a penny with me."” ’

“You means you won't,” said Wilks,
changing his tone suddenly. “ We'll see
about that, my lad! ’And that cash
over—the cash you owes me, or 1I'll—="

“I tell you I can’t!" cried Rkinner
desperatelv, 1 haven't got——"

“Then I'm goin’ to take it ont of your
thundering  hide!" said the man
savagely, taking a firmer hold on the
stick in lus other hand. *“Them pals of
yours 'andled me 'ard enough last night,
and now I'm goin' to take it out o
you. You Ah, would you?

Skinner had given a frantic wrench;
but again Wilks was too quick for him,
Then Skinner, in his frantic terror, lost
his head completely, He sirove to free
himself from the ruflian's eruel grip,
fighting and kicking desperately,

It was unwise of Skinner, for the
fellow was the worse for drink, and
hardly responsible for his actions—as
Skinner realised the next second,

ANSWER
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As the junior's boots hacked at the
rascal's shins, he gave a wild howl of
pain and rage. Then he let himself go
completely,

Again.and again the heavy stick fell
with brutal force, and the helpless junior
staggered back under the rain of savage
blows. On head, face, and body the stick
fell, and the Lﬂpless youngster sank
under it to the round, yelling and
shrieking and ﬂar.erf

Even then the brutal Wilks did not
stop, blind as he was with rage and
temper. And it was only when a shout
came from the field beyond the hedge
that he desisted at last,

Panting and gasping with his savapge
exertions, the man flung down the stick,
frightened now at what he had done.
He locked quickly over the hedge, and
as he saw a man lumbering across the
field he jumped for the farther hedge,
and, diving through, bolted for his life.
The next instant a farm labourer
squeezed through the hedge. He looked
after the vanishing figure of Wilks, and
then he looked at the half-conscious form
of SBkinner huddled on the grass.

“Well, I'i!n hanged !” he gasped, lean-
ing over the hapless junior., ‘' ’Ere,
what's ‘happened, young 'un? That
rascal been lammin' you?"”

Skinner did not move or reply. Ie
lay groaning now, his shoulders shaking
under deep sobs. The startled man
straightened himself and glanced angrily
after the fast-vanishing form of Wilks,

“No good goin' after that brute
now !” he mutiered. *"'Ere, hold up,
youngster! I'll Hallo! Here's

some of your mates, I reckon!”

There was a whirring of eyele-wheels,
and Harry Wharton & Co. came up on
their cycles, They saw something was
wrong, and dismounted at once.

“What's wrong?" exclaimed Harry
Wharton, coming forward quickly.
“8Skinner, what is the—"

Harry Wharton broke off, aghast. At
that moment Skinner raised himself and
looked up. There was blood on his face,
and his eyes were red with weeping, his
face white with pain and shock. His
collar was gone, his clothes torn and
dishevelled. Altogether he looked a
shocking siqht.

“8kinner,” pgasped Wharton, * you—

L you've been through it, and no mistake !

Who—wheo did this, Skinner?"”
“That—that brute !’ almost whispered

Skinner, his lips quivering, his eycs
ronming dazedly. ' Has—has he gone?
fiﬂ-—hu did it—with a stick! I—I—

He =ank back and lay motionless. . His
head was thumping violently, and he
felt as if every bone in his body was
broken. The shocked juniors looked
helplessiy down at him. Then, as
Skinner struggled to rise again, Whar-
ton stooped and helped him to his feet.

“Who has done this, Skinner 7"’ asked
Wharton quietly. * Was—was it Red-
wing #"’

Skinner did not reply for a moment.
He stood swaying in Wharton's grasp,
still dazed, but not sobbing now. Then
Wharton’s question seemed to sink into
his mind, and he looked about him.

They were alone now. 7The farm
labourer had squeezed back through the
hedge, now that Skinner was in safo
hands. A sudden, strange look came into
Skinner's red-rimmed eyes.

Strangely enough, he felt no hatred
—no desire for revenge—against the
ruffanly Wilks, the man who had
attacked him so brutally, But the men-
tion of Redwing brought recollection,

vacation with him—
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gain and again the heavy stick fell with brutal force on Skinner's head and shoulders.
under the rain of savage blows, yelling and shrieking.
hedge, and on sight of him Wilks dropped his stick and scuttled away.

A farm labourer, hearing

The junior staggered back
his ecries, came dashing towards the
(See Chapter b.)
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and with it a flood of bitter hatred into
iz miind. In that moment all his hatred
of the sailorman’s son—all the enmity of
i« mean and unscrupulous nature—was
ronsed by the name of his enemy.

“Redwing?”’ he repeated. ‘‘Red-
wine?™ |

“Yes,” said Wharton, his face show-
iﬂ!‘?-' his distress. ‘! Did—did Redwing do
this, Skinner? He—he told us a few
minutes ago that he had thrashed you.
t—but—="

*“It was Redwing ! muttered Skinner,
striving to hide the exultation in his
voice, “‘Redwing — he took me un-
awares—downed me with a stick, the
brute! I —1I couldn’t even defend
myself scarcely ! Ile—he lost his head,
{ suppose "

“My hat!”

“Phew!"

Though the juniors had expected
Slinuer 1o say Redwing, they could
ccarcely believe him now he had settled
their fears. Redying—a fellow whom
they had known as frank and honour-
alile—who, as far as they knew, was
incapable of a cowardly and brutal
acticn, It secemed impossible.

Yet it was true—it must be true,
Only a few minutes ago Redwing him-
~olf had told them that he had thrashed

Skinner. And now Skinner had teld
i in——
“It's rollen!” said Harry Wharton

ghimly, “I—I can scarcely bhelieve it
aven now! Anyway, you'd better come
back with us, Skinner. You ecan have
myv hilke, and T'll ride behind Cherry.”

They gave Skinner a fow more minutes
to recover, and then the party started
hack for Greyfriars. It was a silent
iouiney, and when they dismounied at
the gafes at last Wharton turned to
sliinner.

“Remember this 1s 1 Remove matter,
Skinner,” he said guietly, “ We'll deal
wilh Redwing ourselves. You don't
intend to report to Quelchy?”

“ No," said Skinner, "I don’t."”

Skinner spoke through dry lips, but
he meant what he said. He had no
intention of reporting to 2 master. He

knew he could never carry the lie
through safely with Mr., Quelch.  And
such & course might lead to awkward
queslions being asked. 1

But there was something else in
Skinner’s voice as he said it—a hauntin
fear. He already regretted his line o
action. He had told a lie—a dastardly
lie—and he knew it. But the lie did
not trouble the rascally junior., What
troubled him was the fear that he could
not keep it up when face to face with
Redwing. He had told a lie—yes, But
could he see it through safely?

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Remove’s Decision !
REDWING rode back from Hawks-

cliff that evening in a much
brighter mood than when.he had
started out in the afternoon.
He had found his father not only
safely installed in his cosy little cottage,
but tairly comfortable and hopeful. The
injured-old sailorman’s steadfast courage
had made Redwing not a little ashamed
of his own desnair. If his father could
he cheery and hopeful under pain and
trouble, then Redwing felt he himself
had little need to despair.

And during that lonely ride back to
Greyfriars Redwing had thought a great
deal about his treatment of the BDounder.
He had been sulky and insulting to him
for no reasen at all. Siithy was a chum
tn be proud of—true as steel. He
mentally resolved to make amends when
ho got 1n.

Tia winter's dusk was settling thick
over the old guadrangle of Greyfriars
as Redwing passed under the gateway.
He quickly housed Vernon-Smith's
machine, and ran indoors. As he passed
through the Hall he noticed that several
fellows eyed him strangely, and he won-
dered. But he hurried on, hoping to
find Smithy in the study.

But Vernon-2mith was not in the
zstudy, and Redwing went straight to
the Common-room. He went inside, and

then he stopped. At hLis entry the hum
of conversation In the room ceased
abruptly, Redwing flushed as he felt,
rather than saw, hostile eyes fixed upon
him from every corner of the room.

What did it mean?

He walked across to Vernon-Smith,
who eyed him queerly.

“You've got back then, Redwing?”
he said rather curtly.

“Yes, I've got back,” muttered Red-
wing, looking round him blankly. * But
whnE's t!‘IE matter, Bmithy? You lock
a3 1 :

He paused as Harry Wharton came
over to him slowly.

““We'va been wailting for you, Red-
wing,” he said, flushing uncomfortably.
““There—there's something the Form
wants to see you about, You can puess
what."”

“I don't understand

“It's about Skinner, of course,” said
Harry, his voice hardening. * You—you
told us this afternoon, Redwing, that
you had thrashed Skinner. But you did
not say how or to what extent, The
Form wants to know, Redwing."

“ But—but, look here—"

“Jome minutes after vou left us this
afternoon, Redwing,” said Harry Whar-
tony “ we found Skinner lying almost un-
conscious in the roadway. He had been
brutally ill-treated—and not in fair fight,
pither. He claims that vou took him un-
awares, Redwing—that you attacked him
with a stick, not giving him chance to
defend himself. It was the act of a
coward—a brutal ruffian! A fellow who
did a thing like that is not fit to asso-
ciate with decent chaps! Look at Skin-
ner, now ! Those marfm weren't made by
anyone's fists, Redwing " .

Redwing looked round him, bewil-
dered. 1lis eyes fell suddenly upon
Skinner, standing with Stott and Snoop,
and he jumped. BSkipner's face was
pasly white, and the ugly marks showed
vividly upon it—marks that could never
have th"-‘{'l‘l made by fists.

He stared steadily into Skinuar’s eyes,
and Skinner moved uncomfortably and
his eyes fell. Redwing’s eyes suddenly

LE)
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gleamed, and he strode over to the cad
of the Remove, his fists clenched con-
vulsively.

“Skinner,” he said, striving to control
his voice, " you lie if you say I did that
—and you know it! Who did it, I don’t
know, but—but I didn't. You're putting
this on me to pay tne back for what I
did do this afternoon. You—you hound,
Skinner! Not content with what you ve
already done, you want to disgraceeme
before the fellows. We're face to face
now—deny it if you can!”

Skinner shrank back before the scorn
and fury in Redwing's eyes. But he
knew that all eyes were upon him, and

he dare not draw back now. :
“I—1 do deny it!" he stamnmered
defiantly. “You—you did it. I've told
the truth!”
“ What?"

Redwing took a step towards Skinner,
I];Pt Wharton and Bolsover sprang before

im.

“No you don’t, Redwing!” snapped
Harry \%hartnn. “You've done Skinner
liarmi enough, if it's true; and 1 fancy it
is. You've got your chance to prove 1t
i=n’t, though, now. You'd no right to
thrash Skinner because you thought he
had caused that accident last night, in
any case—not without proof. But that's
not the point.  The point which con-
cerns the Remove is whether you treated
Skinner as he claims you did this after-
noon. Do you deny it?"

“Of course I do!l” shouted Redwing

assionately. “I do deny it! No, I'm
Eungm[ if I will trouble to deny it,
though,” he went on, his face suddenly
flushing erimson. “ You fellows ought to
know me by now; you ought to know I
wouldn't do anything that wasn’t play
ing the game! If you'll take Skinner’s
word before mine, then be hanged to the
lot of you!"

And Redwing was starting angrily for
the door, when Wharton caught him by
the arm and held him fast.

“That won't do for us, Redwing,” he
said curtly. “This is a matter for the
Form, and if you won't defond yourself
then we'll know what to think. You
won't defend yourself because you can't.
Isn't that so?”

“Hang the TForm—hang the lot of
you!" hissed Redwing, his eyes blazing.
' Lot me pass, Wharton!"

There was silence. Redwing's un-
fortunate outburst of temper—lus re-
fusal to defend himself, and his htter,
angry manner, went,against him. And
the evidence certainly was c¢lear enongh
—s0 thought the fellows. There vasn't a
cha xeepting Skinner  himself—who
doubted now that Redwing was guilty.

“Very well, Redwing!” exclaimed
Wharton quietly., “We've already
talked it over. We can only believe you
guilty. You've disgraced the lorm;
vou've proved yoursell unfit for any
decent chap to speak to. From now on
you're in d?m'c-nlr:,: No Remove fellow
is to speak to you. You understand?”

Redwing did, and his face whitened.
Then his face crimsoned again, and lus
jaw set obstinately.

“I don't care, you can go hang, the
lot of you!” he shouted passionately.

He wrenched his arm free, and started
again for the door. This time it was
the Bounder who stopped him,

“Just a minute, Wharton,” he said
blandly, still clutching his chum’s arm.
“If that sentence is supposed to include
me, then you can call it off. Redwing's
my chum, and whatever he's done—or
supposed to have done—I'm standing by
im. Got that? You'd better send us
both to Coventry—what?"

There yvas a murmur. It was Redwing
who spoke, however. He wrenched his
arm free, and turned fiercely upon his

chum,

“That doesn't suit me, though,
mithy,” he said savagely. ‘I want to
know how we stand first. Do you

believe I did that to Skinner or. not?”

The Bounder looked uncomfortable;
then he grinned—a trifle uneasily, how-
ever,

“What does it matter, anyway?’ he
asked cynically. *“*Skinner deserves what
he got, and more!”

“What does it matter?’ hissed Red-
wing, his lips trembling. **Of course it
matters. Do you think I can be friends
with a fellow who believes that of me?
1 want to know, Smithy! Do you
believe it or not?”

* Now, look here, old man—-

“Yes, or no, Smithy?”’

“ Well—er—it looks funny, Reddy ; you
van't d:'.-n:.r that, old chap. But if you
sy g

““I'hat’'s enough!’ snapped Redwing,
his eyes blazing. “'l'ake your hand oft
my arm, Smithy !"

“But listen, old chap——"' pleaded the
Bounder.

Redwing wrenched his arm free
savagely. And then it happened, though
in his blind rage and despair, Redwing
himself hardly knew he had done it,

But as the Bounder clutched at his
arm again, Redwing swung round, and
his flat hand struck Vernon-Smith’s
heek, The sharp slap rang through the
silent room like a pistol-shot,

The Bounder staggered back with a
cry, and his hand went to his face. Red-
wing's hand dropped limply to his side.
Mis face went suddenly white. He
waited a moment, shaking with emotion,
and then, as Smithy made no effort to
return the blow, he turned slowly and
left the room.

He walked blindly to his own study,
and, sinking on to a chair at the table,
dropped his head on his arms. 'The
room was in darkness, but he never even
noticed that. His brain was in a whirl,
and he hardly realised what had hap-
pened yet. DBut as his mind cleared he
began to realise his position.

He was ostracised—an outeast.  And
he had spurned the loyal friendship of his
own chum—the only fellow who had
stood by him. Certlainly, the Bounder
ought to have believed in him—ought to
have known him better, to have believed
him incapable of any rascally action.
And yet, he knew he ought to have
listened to him. He certainly ought not
to have lost his temper.

Why bad

- What a fool he had been!
he let his emotions and temper master
him iike that? And now he had lost the
friendship of Smithy. He was certain
that the prond and haughty DBounder
wonld never forgive that hasty blow. 1t
was all over between them now,

And he had returned from Hawkecliff
full of renewed hope, thankful for
havine a chum like Smithy, determined
to make amends for his ehurlish conduet,
And it had ended in this. Redwing's
head fell lower, and his shoulders shook.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Prize Map!

OT a single fellow in the Remove
spoke to Tom Redwing for the
rest of that evening. Indeed,
he hardly saw a soul until bed-

time. The Bounder did not come near

Study No. 4, and Redwing was left

severely alone. In the dormmtory he un-

drossed qutetly, conscious that he was

N
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the object of hostile
every part of the room,

But he undressed and got into bed,
determined to show no further signs of
weakness, though he felt sick at heart,
and his mind was numbed with despair.
And yet he felt even then that he could
hardly blame the fellows, if they did
genuinely believe him guilty; and the
evidence—such as it was—certainly
pointed to that conclusion., A fellow
who could thrash Skinner as that junior
had apparently been thrashed, was a
howling cad—a brutal, heartless ruffinn
unfit to associate with decent fellows, If
he had done such a thing, HRedwing
realised that he deserved such a punish-
ment; he also realised that only his
popularity had saved him from a far
worse punishment,

But he hadn’t done it. And Smithy
—his own chum—ought to have taken
his word, whatever the evidence, what-
ever the other fellows thought. A sud-
den revulsion of feeling swept over
Redwing at the thought, and when at
last he fell asleep this thought was upper-
most in his mind.

When he awoke the next morning all
remorse for that hasty blow had
vanished. His heart was full of bitter-
ness against his old chum.,

Redwing was unusually late in dress-
ing that morning. He finished his toilet
at last, to find only one fellow left in
the dormitory with him. It was the
Bounder,

Then Redwing got a surprise. The
Bounder came up to him, smiling as if
nothing had happened between them.

“Commg down, Redwing?” he asked
cheerily. * Better buck up, or you'll
be late for chapel, old scout.”

Redwing regnrtiﬂd him steadily.

“I'll go down alone, thanks, Vernon-
Smith,” he said quietly. “ Look—look
here, Smithy. —I'm sorry for that
blow last night—I didn't know what I
was doing. 1—I—"

“My dear man, I know you didn't,”
smiled the Bounder. “That's done with.
Come on down."

He linked his arm in Redwing's, but
that junior repulsed him almost
savagely.

“Wait a bit, Smithy,” he said, his face
hard, *“ You may have forgiven me for
that blow; it's generous of you. But
—but I can’t forgive you, Smithy. 1
didn’t do that to Skinner, and you ought
to know it. I can't be friends with a
fellow who thinks that of me. 'The
fellows won't speak to me; I don't wish
them to. I don't want you to, either.
That’s all I"

And Redwing walked quickly from the
rooni,

“0Oh my hat!'” said the Bounder.

He stood motionless, nonplussed. Like
Redwing, he also had done a great deal
of thinking during the :nigtt. Of
cours¢, Redwing had made that mess of
Skinner. He had no doubt aboui that.
[le knew better than anyone how vin-
dictive Redwing had felt against the
plotting schemer. It was a bit thick,
right enough. But Skinner had de-
served jt, ELiI-m Redwing himself, and
unlike tho rest of the Remove, Smithy
believed the rascally Wilks’ story of the
bribo to “down " Mr. Redwing. There
was some excuse for Redwing; he had
done it in the heat of passion, too. He
knew only too well how over-sensitive,
how *touchv,” Redwing was,

But Redwing was his chum, and he
wasn't going to let that come between
them. He knew his chum hadn’t meant
that hasty blow. Ie had been beside

attention from

(Continued on page 11.)
Aubrey Angel, the slacker |—
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THE VANNISHED
TREZZURE'!

By Billy Bunter.

e

WAS browsing over some old volumea
the other day, in the school librarty,
when I made a most etartling and
scnsational discovery.

A sheet of musty old parchment happened
to drop out of one of the volumes, and 1
promptly pounced on it, and cggsamined
it. To my grate joy I found that it was a
tdockument which referred to  berried
trezeure!

Now, I had often heard that the smugglers
who flurrisbed about a hundred years ago
had hidden a good deal of their ill-gotien
plunder in one of the caves on the coast.
"The oot was supposed to be in an old oak
cliest, and it konslsted of pold, silver,
joolery, valewable trinkets, diamonds, roobies,
and soe on and so fourth.

Hers was prool that such a trezzure really
cupgisted! I could not doubt the evidence
of my eves. For the following message,
wﬁtﬁﬂu in poertory, appeared on the parch-
meng s

“In the cave of 8muggler Joe
There's an old oak chest, you know,
Crammed with jewels, precious stones,
Silver colns, and dead men’s bones.
You will find thls treasure grand
Buried deep beneath the sand.
Venture forth, at dead of night,
When the moon is shinlng bright,
To the cave where Smuggler Joo
Hid the treasure long ago.

If you delve with pick and spade
{An hour's hard lahour, I'm afraid),
You will find embedded there

A costly fortume, I declare!

Heek, and you shall find, I hes,

In the Smugglera’ Cave at Pegg!"

I was so eggslted when I read this doggerel
ihat my hare stood up on end, like it «dnes In
the middle of the night sometimes, when 1
eec the Greylriars Ghoat,

Of corse, in that rapturona moment it
dildn't occur to me that the parchment was
written in very modern English, and that it
mi;;élt. be a practical joak on someboddy’s
part,

That night, when Grey{riars slept, I slipped
outk of bed, put oun my elothes, and sileutly
stole nway.

{ went first »f all to the wondshed, and
armed myself with plek and zpade, and with
4 lantern. Then I sallied fourth on my grate
advencher.

I wish I could tell you, dear readers, that
my mission was crowned with sucksess—that
I duz up the trezzure, left Greyiriars at my
own rekwest, and lived in the lap of luxury
for thie rest of my days. That's how it would
work out in a romanse. But this wasn't &
mmimw. It was very real, I ¢ao assure
v d

But I will stick to the trooth, as George
Washington sald when his father accused him
of burning the cakes.

What really happened was this. I tramped
iown to Pegg in the moonlite, and after a
voad deal of eggsploring, I found the cave
of Smuggeler Joe. Then I lighted my coat-
sleeves, rolled up my lantern, and zot busy
with the pick and spade.

—His ways hardly coincide with those of Harry Wharton & Co. !

Supplement i.]

I digged and digged, T dug and dug, but
all to no purrpuss. At any moment 1
eggspected my spade to land with a metallick
clink upon the steel bands of the old oak
chest. But, alas! My luck was absent—and
50 was the trezzure!

In a state of mental and fizzical geariness
I trudged back to Greyiriars. 1 eduld have
wept with disappeintment I crawled
between the sheets.

Next morning that beest Peter Todd had
the ordassity to admit that he had played
a jape on me. He had written the doggerel
on a sheet of paper, and skorched it in front
of the fire, to make it look old and musty.
Then he had slipped it into the old volume,
knowing that I should find it in the corse of
my researchea.

Toddy's a hartless beest! But never mind.
He's got a hrand-new plum-cake in the
study cubberd, and I'll have my revenge by
wolfing it here and now. Then there will be
no tea for Toddy!

3
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By HARRY WHARTON.
H ERE at last s our Special Smuggling

PSRN Those who remember our Highway-
man Number, and our Pirate Number, will
romancea. :

The smugglers who flourished in this

L B aE . L
Number, hot from the press, so to

know what to expect this weck—a feast of
country a hundred years ago were formidable

EDITORIAL!
L]
speak.
fun and laughter, with a spice of old-time
fellows, We do not applaud their dishonest

‘decds, but we love them for their darinog.

It was no picole, beinr a smuggler. There
wera all sorts of difficulties to contend with,
and the Customs officers were cver on the
dlert to capture those who smuggled secret
stores into these izlands.

The coast of Cornwall
reudezvous of the smugglers. For It is a wild
and rugeged coast, with many convenient
caves, which served as dumping-grounds for
the spoils,

But here in Kent the smugplers were not
idle. They used to come sailing into Pegp
Bay at dead of night, with cargocs of rum,
tobacco, and other commodities, and the
caves in which they stored their plunder may
still he 3een.

Sometimes the smugglers would come into
possession of valuable treasure. (Caskets of
gold and silver, and_ ropes of pearls, and so
forth would he hrought ashore at secret
lunding-placea, and then buried bencath the
sapdy floor of one of the caves. In faet,
some of this buried treasure still lies un-
discovered beneath the caves of Pegg, and
the Greyfiriars fellows never weary of ex-
ploring these old smugglers” haunts. Oune
of these days we may turn up a oice little
hoard of plunder. Who knows?

We could fill several issues in dealing with
the absorbing topic of smupggling, But we
must content ourselves with compressing all
our contributions Into one issue, and we
have no doubt you will all enjoy it up to the
hilt—especially the contribution which ecmne
from the leaky pen of Dicky Nugent. . If 1t's
apythiog to do with the dashing days of
old, Dicky's sure to be well in the limelight.

HARRY WHARTON.

was o favourite

_._-.-—_

Week ending December 15th, 1923,

SOME VIEWS ON
SMUGGLING.

We sent the following - 7

number of Greyfriars celebcities: “If

you had lived in the olden days would

you have boen & smuggler?'" The
answers appear below.

uestion to &

TOM BROWN

Yes, rather! Of course I should have
been a smuggler—Cap'n Tom Brown,
leader of a daring gang of desperadoes!
I should have smuggled everything I
could lay my hands on, and I should have
enjoyed the fierce ducls with the Customs
officers. I often wonder why I was born
a hundred years too late!

HURREE SINGH

If I had lived in the dashing days of
oldfulness, I should certainly have been
an esteemed and ludicrous smuggler; and
the sportfulness would have been terrifio!
The scrapfulness with the Excise men
would also have been terrilic. My trusty
bladefulness would have done great
execution, and I should have enjoyed
myself up to the hiltfulness; but my
victims wouldn't have done!

THE HEAD:

Would I have been a smuggler, had I
lived in the olden days? Most certainly
not! Iam a lover of law and order, and
I cannot tolerate lawlessness in any shape
or form. Neither can I picture myself
in the quaint costume that the smugglers
wore, It would be most undignified and
unbecoming. I much prefer a gown and
mortar-board,

BILLY BUNTER:

My grate-grate-grandfather was the
King of the Smugglers. He was a pirato
as well as a plunderer, and they called
him *Cross-bones " Bunter. Rather a

rewsome nickname, wasn't it? I don't
oubt that if I had lived a hundred yvears
ago I should have been an even more
farnous smuggler than my esteemed
ansestor. But instead of smuggling
ashore such things as tobacco and rum,
I should have smuggled fuck!

DICK PENFOLD :

If T had lived in days of old I should
have been a smuggler bold. I should
have done a roaring trade in meat and
wines and marmalade. By smuggling all
these things ashore, and selling ﬁmm for
quids galore! I'm brave and fearless,
bold and free. A smuggler’s life's the
lile for me!

STOP PRESS!

Ruke of the Remove has been found guilty
of SMUGGLING!

Ho smuggled n copy of the *“Magnet
ALlbrary " into the Bemove Form-room ! This
led to a skirmish with the Customs officer—
Mr. Horace Quelch!

What happens ?

Tur Macker Linnary.—No. 027,
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ABRRY ! *Tis a dark night, for-

il
M sooth! I can scarce see my
fist in front of my phiz!”
- It was Captin Cutlass, the
chicef of the smugglers, who spoke.

‘The captin and his gallent band were
voming ashore with vast booty, which
tirey had plundered from a noble ship on
e high seize. The booty was in an old
nak chest, and it konsisted of : jools,
preshus stoans, Spannish dubloons, peaces
of 8, and all sorts of valewable trinkets.

“'"Tis awell that the night be dark,
cap'n,” said Dick Lawless, who was the
voungest member of the smugglers’ crew,
“* Methinks, if it were a moonlight night
we should be in the' socop. Bur boat
would be seen by the Custems offisers
who are prowling on the shore.”

‘“Eye, eve, lad,” said Captin Cutlass,
'““Vou speak trooth. But, dark though
it be, those uniformed dogs may catch
sight of us; in which event, they shall
taste our glittering steal!”

And Captin Cutlass fingered his cut-
lass as he spoke,

The smugglers' boat was still a good
way from the shore, and the members of
the crew burst into song, without any
iear of Dbeing heard by the Custems
oflisers,

“Hixteen smugglers bold are we,
Fearing nought on land or sea.
Yeercely we fight, and never flee—

Yo-ho! and a cask of rum!”

THE GREYFRIARS

| We have nothing to fear.

By DICKY
NUGENT.

A Thrilling Tail of
Advencher in the Dashing
Days of Old.

The voices of the smugglers floated
tunefully over the plassid waters.
It was a big boat, manned by eight

oars. The old oak chest lay in the stern,

covered with tarporling. It was the
object of the smugglers to get it safely
ashore. Then they would share out the
munny, and berry the jools and trinkets
underneeth one of the caves at Pegg.

Captin Cutlass, who was a pawnbroker
in private life, valewed the trezzure at
twenty-five bob—which was a lot of
munny in those days.

Tt was the biggest horde the smugglers
had ever possest, and they meant to guard
it jellusly. If the Custems offisers
attempted td interfere with them there
would be a frightful shindy.

Gradually the boat drew nearer to the
shore. It was a calm night, and there
was not & breth stirring. But on the
shore lerked the Custems men, waiting
to pounce upon their pray !

“" Yo-heeve-ho, me harties!” said
Captin Cutlass. *'Tia but a stoan’s
throw to the shore, and I can't see any-
body about.”

Dick Lawless
gloom.

“7 fancied I saw a number of shaddowy
figgers,” he said,

“ Tut, tut, lad! 'Tis your imagination.
The King's men sleen sound in their beds,
Heeve-ho!
We shall run aground in a jiffy.”

peered through the

.merry trezzure !

-casualty.

FIERALD.

Even as the capiin zpoke, ihie keel of
the hoat grated on the gravelley shore.

The captin then wrapped out a number
of swift destructions.

“ Hop out, everybody ! Unload the
Two men will carry it
to yonder cave:; the others will draw
their cutlasses and act as a boddygard.”

The old oak chest was lifted out of the
boat, and two berly smugglers ran with
it over the shingle.

“The olthers followed with baited hreath,
and with cutlasses drawn. It was a
thrilling moment !

The plunder was rushed into the cave,
and the two berly men started to dig. °

Suddenly Captin Cutlass gave the
alarm.

“The enemy is upon us!"™

A duzzen Custems offisers suddenly
seemed to spring up from nowherve, and
they rushed towards the-mouth of the
cave, which was guarded by the
smugglers.

“Hold, in the King's name ! shouted
the leader.

“Rats!” growled Captin Cutlass,
“Likewise, tosh! Have at thee, thon
scurvy nave!”

Ho saying, the captin made a savvidge
lunge, and ran the offiser through the
hart with his glittering blade.

“QOw !” gasped the offiser, as he fell to
the ground mortelly woonded.

A feerco fight followed.

Captin Cutlass did grate eggscoution,
and so did Dick Lawﬁass. They were
giants in the fray, and the King's men
went down like pgrass before the lawn-
mMower, _

After desprit fighting, which lasted
about ten minnits there wasn't a single
offiser left to tell the tail. And on the
smugglers’ side there was only one
Peter Craven, who had never
heen in a bajtle before, had died of {rite.

“PBravo, my trusty men!” said Captin
Cutlass, wiping his blade in ihe szand.
“¥You have deserved well of your
country. We will now share out the
spondulix.”

This they did, amid much rejnic—inlg.
And the rest of the trezzure—the jools,
preshus stoans, and seterer—was berried
in the sand. And it remanes there to this
day—a Hidden Horde, which some Grey-
friars fellow may have the plezzure of
finding !

THE END.
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A TELEGRAM
TRAGEDY!

By Donald Ogilvy.

=

Newland, up at Greyfriars.”
The ancient dame who kept
the post-office in  Friardale
handed a buff-coloured envelope to the
waiting telegraph-boy and instructed him
to take it up to the school at once and
dehliver it to Monty Newland.

The day was Wednesday; the time,
two o'clock in the afternoon. And New-
land of the Remove should have received
ihe wire by half-past tWwo at the latest,

But he didn’t.

Matter of fact the telegraph-boy
seemed in no hurry to get to Greyfriars.
e had punctured ﬁis bike, to begin with,
#0 he had to walk. And he crawled

along at the ratie of a mile an hour,

i THERE’S a telegram for Master

reading a paper called
Joker " as he dawdled along the road.

Presently he was overtaken by a plump
porpoise on a bieycle. It was Billy
Bunter.

“T say, kid, is that telegram for me?”
asked the fat junior.

“No, Master Bunter.
Master Newland.”

“Well, T'll save you the trouble of
fagging all the way up to the school,”
said Bunter. ** Hand over the telegram.”™

The telegraph-boy willingly complied,
and Bunter rode on.

In the privacy of his own study at
Greyfriars the fat junior carefully
steamed open the buff envelope. It was
a pleasant little habit of Bunter’s to poke
his nose into other people’s affairs. He
rather hoped that the telegram would
contain news of a remittance, in which
event he would “tap ¥ Monty Newland
for a loan.

But when Bunter took out the flimsy
sheet of paper and ]‘;»lgrrused it fie gave a
snort of disgust, he message didn't
igterest him 1n the least. He sealed the

Which it's for

“The Jolly | envelope again and tossed the telegram

into the passage, where it lay for some
considerable time, It was found eventu-
ally by Lord Mauleverer, and Mauly
quite made up his mind to find Monty
Newland and hand him the wire. DBut
his lordship was feeling drowsy, and he
decided to take forty winks en his study
sofa before hunting for Newland.

Mauly's *‘forty winks” occupied a
couple of hours, and it wap quite late in
the afternoon when he woke up and
realised that he still had Newland's tele-
gram 1n his possession,

The wire was delivered to Newland at
half-past five. It was from Harry
Wharton, who was skippering the He-
move eleven over at Wapshot. The
message ran:

Come at once.
“WHARTOX."”

“Man short.

0Of course, the match was over long
ago. KEven at that moment Newland
could see the Remove footballers return-
ing. I won't tell you what he said about
that belated telegram. Tt will hardly
bear repeating !

A special ‘ Christmas *’ Supplement next Monday, boys !

Tiie MacseT Liprany.—No. 827,
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THE ‘GREYFRIARS HERALD.

When anything goes wrong at
Gireyfriars, you can generally trace
the mischief to Billy Bunter.

The fat and fatuous Owl of the
leinove had received a sum of money
quite unexpectedly. As a matier of fact,
he found a wallet full of Treasury notes
in Friardale Lane.

Had no one seen lim find it Bunier
would have stuck to the spoils. Find-
mgs were keepings, so far as William
George Bunter was concerned,

However, Vernon-Smith happened to
be passing on his bike when Billy Bunter
pounced upon the wallet, and Smithy
promptly made Bunter take il to the
police-station. It was claimed. in due
course by a local gentleman. who re-
warded Bunier to the extent of thirty
shilings for his honesty. He wasn't
aware of the faect that Bunter had not
been honest from choice.

Had the matter ended there all might
have been well. Bul the matter didn't
end there.

Possessed of thirty shillings, and a
ravenous appetite into the bargain, Billy
Bunter betook bhimself to the villpge
bunshop. Here, he expended the whole
of his reward upon one gigantic feed.
He stuffed and stuffed, until he could
stuff no more.

And what was the result? That even
ing Bunter was assisted to the school
sanny In great anguish. It was the
thirty shillings’ worth of tuck in his
interior that was causing the anguish.

The matter was more serious than a
mere bilious attack, Em}ter had made
himself really ill, and the'doctor had to
be summoned.

When the affair came to the ears of
the Head, that pentleman was extremely
annoyed. In his wrath, he issued the
stern decree that the school tuckshop was
lo be closed for a week, and that no
provisions of any sort were to be
smuggled in from the village.

Ever since the world began the inno-
cent have had to suffer for the guilly;
and the innocent sulfered now. 1t
meant that all supplies of tuek were ent
off from Greyfriars, and that we should
have to have all our meals in hall for
a4 weck,

And it was all Bunier's faull !

The Head decldred that there had been
tloo much gluttony in the schoal of late.
“Some of you have made quile a habit
of eating between meals,” he said, “and
n week's abstinence from luxuries and
“extras ' will do you good.”

Of course, the Head's deeree came as a
bombshell. Most of us had been in the
habit of having a snack at the tuckshop
between meals, and it was maddening to
think that Dame Mimble's establishment
was to be closed for a week. It was just
as maddening to reflect that no pro-
visions were o be smuggled in from the
village,

- But laws ave made to be bioken, and
it wasi't very long before a gang of

IT was all Bunter's fuult.

The ¢ Herald ’* contributors have given of their best |

Supplement iii.]

7
L

smugglers was organised in the Reinove,
Harry Wharton was appoinled chief oi
the smugglers; and the other members
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of the Famous Five, together with
Smithy and myself, formed the rank and
file of the gang.

“We'll go down to the village this
afternoon, you fellows,” said Wharton,
““and buy some provender, and smuggle
it into the scheool. Dash it all, we can't

o without the little luxuries thar make
ﬁfﬂ worth living I”

““We ought to wangle it all right,”
said Bob Cherry. I suppose yon know
there’s a Customs officer at the school
gates, to prevent smugglhng?”’

“Eh? Who d'you mean?”
Johnny Bull.

“Old Gosling. He's been instructed
by the Head to keep his optics open, and
to stop foodstulls from being smuggled
into the school.”

“My hat!”

“It won't be difficult to bounce old
Gossy,” I said. *“We'll have the grub
put into a big cardboard box, with the
label of a firm of tailors on the lid.
I'hen Gossy will think we've bean over
to Courthield to replenish our ward-
robes,"”

Bob Cherry thumped me heartily on
the back.

“A ripping wheeze, Browney!' he
said. “It will work like a charm!”

And so it did—so far as Gosling was
concerned. When we trooped in gt the
school gates an hour later, with t#n big
cardboard box, Gosling was standing
sentinel on the doorstep of his lodge,

“CAlt!” he exclaimed dramatically.
We obeyed.

asked

"ahode of peace and quietness,
ifriars fellow who can "find room for a little
-one " In his study should apply to JAMES

T

ADVERTISEMENT
CORNER!

STUDY TO LET.--Owner, heinz in a Jer-
petual state of stowiness, is thinking of
transferring his quarters to the Waodshed.
I will let my magniflisently fernished study
—No. 7 in the Remove Passidge-—for three

ginnies per week. (No attemlanse.) My
ntu:t}'-mutus_. the two Todds and Tom
Dutton, objeet to thia arrapgement. Dut,

dash it all, the study belongs to me, so |
am at libberty to do what I like with it.
Prospective tenants are invited to roll up
for an interview without delay.—BILLY
BUNTER, Study No. 7.

STUDY WANTED where I can live in
peace and tranquillity. 1 have shared a
study with Claude Hoskins for several terms,
but his piano-thumpiog, violin-playing, and
singing are beginning to get on my ncrves.
I feel I can't stick it any longer. I want
to pget away from this mad musician to an
Any Girey-

HOBSON, aof the Shell.

TOM BROWN.

“I'm ’ere to do wmy dooty,” said
Gosling sternly. *“ Wot ‘ave you young
rips got in that there box 7"

“You ean look and see, (Gossy, if you
like,” said Vernon-Smith daringly.

Gosling shuflled towards us, and wo
half-feared that he would insist upon the
box being opened.  DBut when he saw
that it bore the label of a firm of {ailors,
he concluded that it contain:d clothes
and hosiery.

‘““All right; you can pass on,” said
Gosling. *'I jest wanted to maoke sure
that you wasn't smugglin’ no foodstufis
into the school. Horders is houders, an’
my hexpress horders 1s to rce that na
food passea these ‘ere gates.”

“You are doing your duty noblyg,
Gossy,” said Frank Nugent. “ Would-be
smugglers would have to get up very
carly in the morning to deceive such a
smart Customs oflicer as you !

Gosling amirked at the compliment,
and we passed on with our sercret
supphes,

But alas! We had ithe misfortune to
bump into a far shrewder person than
Wilham Gosling.

Mr. Quelch happened to bLe coming
across the Close, and he promptly bore,
down upon us.

“Wharton!" he rapped out. “T must
ask you to tell me what is in that box.”

Harry Wharton oxhibited the card-
board {mx to the Torm master's gazo
without a word., Mr. Quelch glanced at
le label, but he was not to be taken in

y it.

“Does this box conlain arvlicles of
clothing, Wharton?”

Not being a fabricator, Wharton was
obhiged to answer in the negative

“Oh ! said My, Quelch grimly. *“Then
what, pray, does it contain?"

“Ahen! Provisions, sir!”
“Ah, I suspected as much! Yon aund
your friends have delied the head-

| master's express eommands, and I must

confiscate this box.”

We nearly wept.  After all the trouble
weo had taken, after all the cash we had
expended, the spoils werc taken from uys.
Still, as Bob Cherry said, we were lucky
to escape a licking.

IFor a couple of days wo had =a
positively awful time of it at Greyfriars.
The school authoritics kept an eye on our
littla band of smugglers, and we were
unable to obtain supplies.

However, we were determined not fo
enduro a whole weeck of comparative
privation, and we plotted a deep, dark
plot to break bounds at night, and to
smugglo an ample supply of tuck info
the school at an hour when William
Gosling, the Customs officer, would be
snoring placidly on this pillow.

Our plot succeeded up to the hilt; and
wa not only enjoyed a topping midnight
feast, but we had sufficient supplies to
last until the Head's order was rescinded,
So the Smug@ers of Greyiviars justified
their existence aftér all!

THE EXD

Result: A1 !
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By GEORGE WINGATE (Captain of Greyfriars).

SMUGGLER'S life a century ago was
not a bed of roses. He had a price
on hig head, and he carried his life
in his bands, as well as his ill-

gotten plunderl i

in thiose days therc was a very active
pang of smugglers <arrying out their
nefarious operations on this part of the coast.
The vast network of caves near Pegg proved
an ndmirable hiding-place, not only for
plunder, but for the smugglera themselves,
who unsed -to “dig themselves in " and dely
tiue officers of the Crown.

Personally, I do not envy the wild and
lawless livés which the smugglers led. They
were often in peril on sca as well as on land.
Terrible storms, as we all know, frequently
rage off the Kentish coast, and some of the
smugelors' boats were none too seaworthy.
Indeed, the gang was practically wiped out
of existence in the year 1825, owing to their

vesaels belng sunk during o heavy and un-
expected gale. 4

Captain Roger Compton was the chief of
the Tecp smugglers. How he came to be
called “eaptain "% do not kuow. Probably
‘he had at one time been the sKipper of a
trading vessel, and at the end of his career
in that eapacity he turned his attention to
smugeling, and organized a gang of despera-
does to assist him in bringing secret cargoes
‘ashore, and defylog the law.

There was a good deal of profit to be made
out of smuggling. Many of the lawbreakers,
in fact, were not only smugglers, but pirates,
who plundered stranded vessels. But |
strongly suspect that a good many smugglers
were in the game, not so much because of the
lure of making a fortune, but because they
loved a life of ardventure.

There were many skirmishea with the
Customs officers, of course. The smuggler

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

was not free to come and zo as he cliose,
The Government officials were very vigilang
and resourceful, and they iovented all sorts
of ingenious schemes to cope with smuggling,
Fierce and furious were the encounters by,
mwonlight, on the lonely shore, hetween tho
smugglers and their sworn enemies.

sometimes there were traltors amoug the
Custom= officials, They were hand in glove
with the smugglers, and rendered them
valuahly assistance by putting their own
comrales off the scent. They would also light
bheacon fires on the hills near the coast, so
that on u dark night the smugglers would be
guided safely to their landing-place,

Those were thrilling times! Duels to the
death were frequent occurrcuces; and the
smugglers, however much we may despise
them for following a dishoncst calling, wera
nearly aways game to the last, and when
overpowered by their gnemies they went down
fighting.

It is rumoured that the smugglers of Pegg
concealed a good deal of plunder hereabouts,
and searchi-partiea have frequently =ct out
from Groyfriars with & view to locating the
spoils. Sofne day we may hear of a remark-
able discovery of treasure; but perhaps, alter
all, the affair i3 nothlng more substantial
than a mere rumour, in which case the ex-
plorers are chasing a will-o'-the-wiap. .

smupgling has died out long since, both ur
this district and elsewhere. Some pcople
would like it to be revived, because they say
it would break the monotony of existence.
But I cannot agrec that modern life i3 at
all monotonous. We get fuite cnough ex-
citement and thrills to go on with; and, for
my own part, I am not sorry that the daya
of the smugglers, the highwaymen, and the
pirates, who ran rampant a ceontury ago,
are past and dead, and not likely to be
resurrccted!
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MODERN SMUGGLING !
By BOB CHERRY.

Smuggling iz not a lost art. It flourishes
nowadays, to an even greater extent thanp

in the thrilling days of yore.

And it actually
vop3 on at Greyfriaral

# = W

Sorry to give you away, Gerald Loder, but
do you not smuggle “smokes”™ into the
sghpol?  Of course you do! And you. have
them put into & tin marked *Toffee,” so that
should & master happen to see the tin, his
susplcions will not be aroused. You, my
rinworthy. Loder, are the chief of the Grey-
{riara Smugglers, and one of these days the
{'natoms officer—in the person of the Head—
will tumble to your little games., So beware!

- " L

I mvzelf am a smuggler, and I cheerfully
admit it! Only the other day I smuggled
a tame hedgehog into Quelchy's desk, and
ho pot a violent attack of *“pins and
ucedles ! Of course, I had to confess to
thoe crime, and I got it where the chicken
vot the ehopper. Verily, the lot of a modern
smuggler is not a happy one!l

L] * 5

Skinper is also a smuggler., At the
frovernors' Exam he smuggled a “erib " into
the Form-room. Unfortunately for Skinner,
Quelchy tumbled to his little game, and we
had the pleasure of seeing him skin a
Skinner!

Four of the b'gzest smugglers in the Eemove
haud a busy time last night. They smuggled
a2 tuek hamper into the dorm in the *wee
smi" hours.” The hamper had to be fetched
from the bunshop in the village, which was
surely quite as risky a game a5 the smuggling
in the olden days!

L. w k|

Perhaps thie mozt notorlous smupgler at
(ireyfriars i3 Billy Bupter. Not only does
e raid studies and smuggle food into his
capacious pockets, but he actually tried to
smugele an article into this issue of the
“Herald * without the editor's knowledge.
Fortunately, however, the printer knew Dun-
ter, and refused to be a party to the
smuggling operation.

= S —

TREASURE
HUNTING!

-

By DICK PENFOLD.

In days of old the smugglers hold
Lelt quite a lot of plonder
Tn secret caves, beside the waves;
Will it be found, 1 wonder?
Or will it lay, for many a day,
In fact, for cencrations,
Leneath the ground, and ne'er Le found?
such are my speculations.

With pick and spade, I've offen ztrayed
Alongz the sand and shingle,
In Lot pursuit of gold and loot—
I'd lave to hear it jingle!
For half the night, by lantern-light
I've dug and bored and burrowed;
Hut no suceess has come, I guess—
Therefore my brow 13 furrowed !

Ye caves of Pege, pive up, I beco,
The secret you're possessing:

For all the gold which new vou hold
Would be & boon and blessing!?

"Twould give me joy without alloy
To find a topping treasure;

I'd spend my days in various ways
(M luxury and pleasure!

When all Is dark, T shall emhbark
nee more upon my mission;

I feel assured a rich reward
Will crown my cxpedition.

For he who seeks, for many weecks,
A store of priceless plunder,

Will surely galn success, 'tis plain--
I'll sct to work, by thunder!

A e

SMALL ADS.! |

FURNITURE FOR SCHOBLBOYH'
STUDIES.—We have a vast variety in stoch.
Come ald inspect our show-rooms. Tables,
chaira, bookcases, carpets, ecte., etc,, all of
first-class quality, FEasy terms arranged.
Come over to Courtfield and consult
us.—THE FLEECEM FURNISHING COM-
PANY, High Street, Courtfield.

Ia

13 YOUR STUDY COMFORTADLE?
it in good repair? Is the ceiling pecling?
Is it sheddiny plazter all over the shop?
Ara the foorhboards sound, solid, and sub-
gtantial? ITas the mantelpiece collapsed?
FIsHER T. FISH, who has just set up
in buslness a3 a study repairer, will
willlugly attend to all these thinga, 1P your
study isn’t a place fit for herces to live ino,
come and consult the famous Trapsatlantic
junior.

STUDY FOR SALE.—XNo. 2 in the Kemove
Passage. Commands a glotious view of the
Close, the Crypt, the Cloisters, the llead's
garden, the village of Frigrdale, the Nelson
Monument, St. Paul's Cathedral, and the
English  Channel. Beautifully furnished
room. Persian carpet, aud a luxuriani
couch, Bookease containing dozens of boumd
volumes of the “Boys' Iriend,” * Holiday
Annual,” ete., ete, Quite a home away from
home. The ptice I am asking iz One Thousand
Pounds (spot cash). I haven't consulted my
study-mates, DBulstrode and Hazeldene, in
this matter, but they don’'t count, Pro.
spective purchasers should apply at once to

OM BROWN, Study No. 2, Bemove Passage.

“WHY SHOULDN'T FAUS HAVLE
STUDIES?"—A thrilling address on thia sub-
ject will be given in the Second Torm
Common-room on Baturdav evening, at cight
o'clock, by Dicky Nugent. Members of the
fag fraternity are invited to roll up in their
thousands.

““My Tragic Fate !’’—hy a Christmas Turkey—next Monday !

ThHeE MaGxeT LiBRany.—No. 827.
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Laugh and grow fat—read our Supplements !

TRUE AS STEEL!

(Continued from 12.)

himself, Coming on top of the accident
to his father, that scene in the Common-
room had been too much for him, And
during the night the Bounder had re-
solved to forgive,

He stood thinking for a while, and
then his face set with determination.

“The—the silly ass!” he breathed.
“But—but I don't care. I'll bring him
round. Ilang the fellows—hang what
they say! I'm pgoing to stand by him,
whether he wants me to or not!”

And, having made his decision, the
Bounder went downstairs

But such a decision was easier to
make than to carry out—as the Bounder
soon discovered. In hiz own way, Red-
wing was as obstinate—or strong-willed
—as the Bouwnder. He refused to let
Smithy stand by him. The Dounder
spoke to him—ireated him as if nothin
had happened. Redwing never nnﬂwﬂt‘E§
his cheery words—ignored him com-
pletely.

The Bounder soon found himself in
a peculiar position, The fiat had gone
forth that anyone caught speaking to
Redwing would also be  sént to
Coventry., And the Remove kept their
resolve and sent Smithy to Coventry.
But the Bounder stuck to his guns. Ha
spoke to Hedwing wher™ opportunity
offered. Redwing never answered.

The strange position made many of
the Remove angry; it amused others.
The Bounder cared little for anger or
amusement, He went on his way
regardless,

The days which followed
wretched ones for Redwing. He still
repulsed the Bounder’s repeated offers
of friendship—yet the loss of that
friendship hurt him more than he couid
have imagined. More lonely and hope-
less than ever now, Redwing’s sensitive
and none too strong nature began to
show a marked cl{augﬂ in the face of
adversity. He became bitter and
cynical,

The news from home was not com-
forting, either. His father’s leg was
mending, certainly. But the money in
hand was running short—alarmingly
short. His only hope and comfort now
was to work hard for the fifty pounds
offered for the prize map. Ify ha won
that the money might see them through.
If it didn't—or if ha didn't win it—
then—well, he would leave Greyfriars.
He felt he didn’t mind even that now.

He plunged. into the work with all

his courage and energy. The subject
was Great Britain—a difficult enough
subject for a junior.- Always a careful
and painstaking worker, Redwing. took
his time over it, only finishing it on
the last day on which, the maps had to
be 1n.

They had to be handed in to Mr.
Quelch by six o'clock that evening, and
immediately after afternoon class Red-
wing put the last touches to his map
and walked along to Mr. l%ue'rch'a study.

He was excited and hopeful—more

than hopeful. His map was good—he
knew it was pood—well drawn, aecu-
rate, and neatly tinted. Je was well
satisfed with it. In all modesty, he

felt confident nobody in the Remove,
at least, could beat it.

Skinner was just coming out of the
master's study as Redwing came up.
Redwing passed him without a look and

wera ]

17
entered the study. Mr. Quelch was
out—the room was empty. Bul on the
table lay several nmras. The topmost
on2 was an untidy, blotched affair, and

Redwing smiled mirthlessly as he read the
name in the corner—' Harbld Skinner.”

Then a map, half hidden by Skinner's
effort, caught his eye suddenly. The
name in the corner was **Harry Whar-
ton.” Ha hesitated a moment, and then
he picked it up and looked at it, his
hngers trembling.

As he geanned it his heart sank, and
a feeling of hop:lessness took possession
of him, Ile had feared Wharton—and
now he knew he had need io fear him,

Like his own, tho map was perfectly
drawn, neatly tinted—an admirable
pieco of work. But the printing was
neater than his—the map itaﬂlF was
better than his. Redwing did not at-
tempt to blind his eyes to that fact.

He stared at it dully, sick at heart.
Wera all his weeks of patient effort to
go for nothing? Were his hopes to be
dashed to the pround, after 2l He had
taken a -sporting chance of failure, of
course. But—but it seemed to him a
cruel shame,

What did victory mean to Wharton?
His people were fairly well off. Hoe
had no vital need of the money. To
him—Redwing—the money meant every-
thing. It meant a chance for him to
stay at Greylriars; it meant good food,
careful nursing, no ﬁnnnciaf WOrry—
perhaps life itself to his father.

He flushed crimson as an idea entered
his mind—a sudden thought that at any
[ other timo Redwing would never have
allowed to enter his mind. But in his
bitter disappuintmént and despair he

allowed it to enter now—more, he
dallied with the thought.
Why notl It meant so little ta

———

Hundreds of wonderful models can be

made with WENEBRIK & KLIPTIKO

WENEBRIK

— the sumptest ant inost complele
Avchitectural Toy in the world.
WENEBRIK parts are made of
brightly coloured metal. They snugly
nng strongly fit together by means of
tongues and grooves. Houses ard con-
structed with WENEBRIIK which look
like houses. And as the little wvillas,
big mansgions, churches, castles, and
sunny ganden.cities come into being
brick-by-brick, the small architect
glows with pride and interest.

" THE TOYH

2/6 (KLIPTIKQ) te 21 -

WITHOUT TOOLA."
Every WENEBRIK AND KLIPTIKQ Set will

make a number of wonderful models.
cotrse, increases with the bigger sels,

in price frem 2/6 (WENEBRIK) to 376, and from

T heiv variety, of
The sets range

Kliptiro

— the simplest and most fascinat-
ing of Constructional Toys.

KLIPTIKO consists of plain tubes and
elip tubes mode of strong, thin steel,
These clip irmly together. Thero are
no bolts or serows, no indispensable
small parts to et lost and spoil the set,
With KLIPTIKO the budding engineer
ean quite easily construct lifelike
models of the Tower Bridge, the Eiffel
Towoer, Cranes, tho IPorth Bridge, Bar-
rows, and Sandwheelawhich really work.
IFull detailg are given in free Booklet.
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EXEEIEI! Sead for Booklet describing hundreds aof Wonderful Madels.

NEBRIK « KIiD{IRO

Sold by all Drapers and Stores throughout the country.

WM. BAILEY, MARLBOROUGH WORKS, WEAMAN STREET, BIRMINGHAM.
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Whartan, A few careful strokes of tho
pen, and  his rival's map would bo
vuined ¢« his chanee of victory hopeless,
As he stood motionless the subtle
tetaptation grew and grew until it
flooded his mind, blinding his senses to
a'll else, Nover a strong nature, his
niind  already  unbalaneed by recent
avenls, he made little effort to fight the
tempier—and the tempter won, :
Premibling  violently now, Redwing
elanced about him quickly, and then

scanned the table for a pen.  An ink.
Liottio lay there, but no pen. Fear of
Leing  interrupted gripped him as ho

danced feverishly about,  After all, 1t
would lie safer io do what ho bad de-
{ormined to do in the secreey of lis
own study, Vernon-Smith was out of
doors, he knew that. And

“1'l do it!” he whispered alond
without Lnnwing 1t “Nobody will
know, Why should Wharton win,
whilo [ who need the money so badly
will— ="

Witlli a sudden movement Redwing
grasped  Wharton's map and stumbled
io the door, his face white now,

Skinner was only just walking away
from the door as he reached it, but
Redwing was too agitated to note that.
lio stumbled along the passage to his
own study aud fAung open the door.
Dropping the map on the table, he
switched on the lig t.

Then he jumped, :

Smithy was there. He had been sit-
ting at the table in the dusk, as he
often did, e looked up now, blinkiug
in the sudden light. Ilis eycs fell on
the map, and he grinned. L

“ Tust waiting tor wou, old man?
ha waul cheerily. “That your map?
I{ore, lot me have a squint at it!"”

[le reached out for the map, -but
Nodwing was too quick for him. Ie
gnatched the thing up, with a hoarse
avy. o stoad with the map in his
shaking hands, his face Aushed crimson
vith mingled shanie and fury.

But there was a queer, startled look
ju the Bounder's keen eyes now., Aa
ho had reached for the map he had seen
the name in the corner; only a glimpse,
Imit it was enough for the keen-witted
Bouuder, The agitation on Redwing's
faco told hun the rest,

Ilo knew; and as he met his old
chom's evea Redwing realiszed, with a
thyill of fear, that he knew,

There was o ten=e =ilence. .
Tiounder had no inteniion of letiing
Vedwing know that he had guessed the
tiuth—=little dreaming that Redwing
atroady knew that,

Vernon-Smith give a sudden laugh,

“[lang it all, Redwing!” he said, with
peotended wrath., " You might let a
pal see it, I know I'm not a pal of
vorirs now; but you're a pal of mine
vel.  1in not chucking you over to
plin=e a hound like Skinner—no fear!
.00k here, I've come back to toll you
somniething. "

Bedwing sald nothing,

“1've just been speaking to Wharton,
Ledwing, I've heard the details of that
affnir of the other day. I've learned,
with  enrprise, that several minutes
vlapsed between the time Wharton and
hia ¢hmms met vou and the time they
focned Skinner, Quite a lot could happen
i thar {ime. 1'm going to fnd that
farm labowrer chap who found Skinner
firzat. 1 fancy he’ll be ablo to tell me
something.”

still Hedwing sand nothing, and the
tounder went on:

Bl I'd alveady decided T waz wrong
before T laarned that” he snid,  *

But the

onght to have believed you, old man.
[ do now. I know you couldn’t have
done it. I've been pals with you a long
titne, Redwing, but I've never known
you to do a cowardly action. Yon
conldn't do it—and didn’t do it 1"

Redwing's eyes were glistening now.
There was no doubting Smithy's sin-
cerity. Then the Bounder went on
.tpﬁu!{ini_:. and there was a deeper mean-
ing in his words now.

“I've never known you do a mean or
dishonourable action, either, Redwing,”
he said, gazing straight into Redwing's
eyes. “You've always played the gaine,
and you're going to do so now, You've
always kept a clean slate; take the advice
of u pal and keep it clean.” \

It was utterly unlike the cynical
Nounder to talk like that. Dut Redwing
knew why, His lips werc quivering now,
He knew that the Bounder had guessed
what he intended doing with the map.
I1e knew poerfectly well that the Bounder
was “preaching " to him, was pleading
with him to think hefore it was too late—
before he did something he would regret
all hi- life,

Ile turncd slowly and left the study.
He wont straight back to Mr. Quelch’s
room and laid the map on the table—
unspoiled. He saw Skinner still in the
passage as he emerged, but he barely
glanced at him, Ho went back to his
study almost at a run.

Outside the door he paused, trewnbling.

What had the Bounder saved him
from? Dishonour? I'rom doing a mean,
dastardly action he would have remem-
bored all his life with shame? Ile know
he had.

He entered the study. Smithy was still
sitting there, and Redwing stuinbled over
to him.

“You knew, Smithy?" le said in a

whisper. .
“Yes, T knew,” said the Dounder
quicily. *“But I also knew von would

nover do it—if you were brought to your
senscs, I think yvou'd letier take me
back ns n pal, after all.”

Redwing held out a shaking hand.

“You forgive o, then, Smithy. I've
Leen a fool,” be stammercd.

The DBounder took his
laughed,

HOf course, I will vou ass!™ he said.
“Javen't I Leen trying lo bring you

haud and
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round for days. And I've doue it. Ilang
the rest of the Ramove, Redwing | We'll
gec this throupgh together. Now what
about tea?"

When they sat down to Lea at Inst Reds
wing's face was brighter than it had been
for days. Ho felt as if a great load had
been lifted from his back. Ile had
retained his heonour.  Whalever came
now, he would play the game through.
He had regained his chum, and with the
Bounder to etand by him, he felt ready
to face anything,

He little dreamed that, cren then, Iate
E‘Iﬂﬁ preparing vet awolher staggering

0w,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Blow Falls!
T IIOUGII Redwing had faken littlo

notice of Skinner when he met

him going out of bMr, Quelch’s

study, Skinner had takcu a greab
deal of interest in him.

He Lad already seen Harry Wharion's
map when he took hiz own in, and now
he felt curious to see what sort of a juby
Redwing had wnade of his.

S0 he hung about outside, wailing, in-
tending to slip in when Redwing had
gone, to have a look at it.

But as Dedwing did not come out [or
some tnoment: Skinner's curiositly wua
arouzed. Whatl on carth was Redwing up
to?

e sneaked lo the deor, amd pecred
cautiously inside the room, Ile saw Red-
wing standing by the table, a map in his
hand. But he was not looking at the
map. His eyes were starving at nothiug
apparently, and his face was white, full of
baffling emotionz.

Then he saw Redwing stoop over tho
table, as if searching for something, He
saw him straizlilen hinself, and heard

Redwing's mutlered wourds clearly
enouph.
“I'll do it. Nobody will know. Why

should Wharton win—while I, who need
the money so badly——"

The werids broke off, and only just in
time did Skinner jurup back and walk
away as Redwing came out, a map in his
hand. He walked away towards his
study. Skinner had talken the opposite
direction, and ns Bedwing 1'&111'2111.:4'3 alon
the passage, Skinner Lasiened back ﬂﬂﬂ-
dived into Mr, Quelch’s study.

Iis eyes were gleaming with excite-
ment. Ile went through the little pile of
i]l‘l?,[!' iraps with trembling fingers, As he
walf suspected, Wharton's map was not
there. Redwing had taken it—why? In
his own 1nind Skinner had litlle doult,
and his eyes were glittering now as ho
left the study.

Out in the passare ho siood a fow
moments, thinking, hardly believing the
evidence of hizs own eyes—aud cars, IHe
was just mboutl to walk away when ho
was astonished (o see Redwing veturning.

Az before, Nedwing scarcely glanced
at him. And as before, Skinner walked
away—to return again as Redwing wend
back to his study, empty-handed now.

Skinuer was Frankly amazed. He was
more amazed still when he found Whar-
ton's map on the table untouched.

“What the thump is the fellow’s
game?" {thought Skinner, turning the
map over and over in hiz haud. ' 1t's not
harmed ; and yet—"

Skinner was disappointed.  Somehow
he felt he had been done, With a dis-
gusted sniff, he threw the map on the
table. And then il bhappenod—how,
Skinnevr scarcely kuew.

ut he remerabered miaking a snaich at

“‘My Merriest Christmas !’’—a host of recollections by Greyfriars celebrities !

Tz Macxer Lisrary.—No, B27.



—QOuwen Conquest, efc., is the

the map as it slid off the pile; the next
moment he was staring, white-faced, at a
pool of red ink—a pool slowly spreading
over Wharton's admirable prize-map.

**Oh, my hat!” breathed Skinner.

He stared for another moment, and the
next he had snatched up a piece of
blotting-paper and was mopping the pool
of ink feverishly. He stopped suddenly
as an alarming thought struck him—the
thought of his danger. '

If anyone came alorg now and found
him there—saw what he had done? It
was an accident, he could explain that.
But would they believe him? Mr.
Quelch might, and he might not. The
fellows in the Remove certainly wouldn't.
They would not believe him. His deep
dislike of Wharton was well known, And
he was a competitor for the prize, too.

All this passed through Skinner's mind
in a flash. He knew that the Remove
master.was out of doors, But he might
return at any moment.

Leaving the map where it lay, the up-
turned ink-bottle near it, he passed
swiftly from the room, Nobody . was

about, it being tea-time now. He went
quitkly to the bath-room and washed the
tell-tale ink-stains from his hands,

scrubbing and rubbing until all 'traces had
vanished, Then he went to his own
study.

He had scarcely been there five niinutes
when IHarry Wharton looked 'in. Whar-
ton’s face was white and angry-looking.

“ Skinner,” he exclaimed through his
teeth, ““you're wanted in Mr. Quelch's
study !

Skinner rose {o his feet, trembling, and
followed the skipper of the Remove to
the master’s study. He knew what . .the
summons meant. Mr. Quelch had found
the ruined map, and had also discovered
in some manner that he, Skinner, had
been to the study.

He was right. Mr. Quelch was stand-
ing by the table, gazing down grimly at
the ink-smothered man. As the master
looked up Ekinner made a mighty effort
to control himself.

“Skinner,” said Mr. Quelch, pointing
to the map, ““do you know anything
about this?”

Skinner looked at the map, then he
gave a cleverly assumed start.

“Certainly not, =ir,” he answered in
alarm, “That—that isn't my map, sir,
15 it ¥

Mr. Quelch gave Skinner a sharp look,

““No, it is not, Skinper. This map is
Wharton's. It was handed in to me per-
sonally by Wharton half an hour age.
It was unharmed then,” said Mr. Queleh,
“Since I left this room two other maps
have been laid on my desk—yours and
Redwing’s, Skinner. Nobodv else is
known to have visited the study in my
absence. Can you throw any light on this
—this outrage, if outrage it is?”

Skinner hesitated. Outwardly he was
cool, but apparently deeply concerned on
Wharton’s hehalf. Inwardly he was
shaking. He kuew he was in an
awkward position. If it came to a gues
tion of taking his word hefore Redwing’s
he knew Mr. Quelch's choice.  And
though Redwing was now in deep dis-
grace with the Remove, he knew whom
they would believe. Certainly not him!

He spoke at last veluctantly, as though
Iie had just remembered something,

“T—I'd rather not say, sir,” he said
slowly. * It certainly wasn't me, though,
You—yon can’t think that, surely, sir.”

“What do you mean, Skinner?’ de-
manded Mr. Quelch, his brow darkening,
“If you know anything about this matter
it 18 your duty to speak. Do you know
who did this?”
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Skinner sneaked to the door of Mr. Quelch’s study and looked in. He saw Redwing

standing before the master’s desk, & map In his hand. But he was not looking at
the map. His eyes were staring at nothing, apparently, and his face was white.
Nobody will know !’ mumbled Redwing, unconsclously talking
And the watcher at the door heard every word.

(See Chapter 8.)

**Not—not exactly, sir,” slammered
Bkinner. * But—but——"

[ 11?'{11] ?ll

“It’s only something I overheard Red-
wing mutiering to himself,” said Skiuner
elowly. *I—TI had just left iny own map
on the desk there when I met Redwing
as I was going out. I stopped outside the
door. I had seen Wharton's map—it was
all right then—and I wauled to see Red-
wing's. I—I saw hin Jooking at Whar-
ton's, and muttering to himself. I'm
u,‘frehid it—it must lave been Redwing,
sir,

““ What did Redwing sav, Skinnev? "

Skinner hesitated; and then he told
what he had overheard--word for ward.
He also told how Redwing had Jooked
when he said it.

“I went then,” ho explained. **1 was
afraid Redwing would look round and
see me. 1 dido’t want him to think I
was spymg. DBut T didu't attach any in-
portance to it—until now.”

Skinner finished. Both Mre. Quelch and
Harry Wharton were looking grave now.

“Very well, Skinner,”” suid Mr. Quelch
quietly. “ Wharton, you had better Lring
Redwing here at once.”

Wharton went from the room. My,
Quelch and Skinner waited in silence.
Skinner's face was white. What he had
told was partly the truth, and partly
lies, But in that monent Skinner
realised the depths to which he had
sunk. Ide hﬂﬂp thrown the blame for
his action on another's shoulders. Ile
knew it, and he had never felt so
nshomed of himself in his life before.

But he had to go through with it now.

Redwing came with Wharton at last.
Mr. Quelch explained as he had done 1o
Skinner. Redwing listened In amaze-
ment, and his eyesa opened wide as ho
saw the rumed map.

“ Redwing,” finished Mr. Quelch,
“Skinuer claims that he saw you in this
study with the map in your hapds. He
#lso claims he overheard you 1nutter
words, that, if true, are quite encugh
to prove you guilty. Skinner, vou will
repeat what you have already {old YWhar-
ton and myself.”

Skinner did so, in a low voice, and
carefully aveiding Redwing’s eye. As
he heard it, Redwing's face went
ghastly,

“1s that true, Redwing? "' demanded
the master, fixing a steely look on the
junior’s face. *“*Did you sy thosze
words? "’

Redwing was silent for a moment;
then he spoke, almost m & whisper,

“Yesz, sir,” he stammered. 1t
true enough. But—but 1 didn’t do it for
all that.”

Mr. Quelch’s face hardened.

“Very well, Redwing. That is quite
cnough., 'This 15 a matter for Dr. Locke,
You will follow me to the Head's study,
Redwing. Wharton and Skinner must
come also.”

They filed out after the master. Red-
wing was looking stunned. ‘Wharton's
face showed blank amazement, Red-

wing's answer had been so unexpected,
so startling.
The interview with the Head was short

Don’t miss it !
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—terribly short. He listened gravely as
Mr. Quelch explained, and his frown
deepened as he examined the ruined map,
and handed it back to Mr, Quelch, Then
after guestioning Skinner he turned to
Redwing.

“You do not deny having spoken
those words, then, Redwing? " he said.

** No, sir; I—1 said them,” said Red-
wing, his voice trembling. * But—but
{ did not do it, sir—I swear I didn't."”

“Have you anything further io say—
any proof to offer that you are innogent
of this—this outrage, Redwing? "

** No, sir. I—I didn't do it, though.
The map was all right when I saw it
last.” He paused & moment, and then
he went on with & sudden, unexpected
outburst of passion. I didn't do it,
sir—3kinner knows I didn't,” he cried,
his eyes fixed glitteringly on Skinner's
thin :[:'&ue. i) fﬂ'a done it—he's at the
bottom of this. He's trying to rnin me,
the cad! He always hated me, and

now——""
“Be silent boy!" thundered Dr.
Liocke,

He exchanged a meaning glance with
Mr. Quelch. That master nodded slowly.
They had already reached the conclusion
that Redwing was guilty—indecd, Red-
wing’'s admittance that he had =poken
the words claimed to have bLeen over-
heard by Skinner, was proof enough in
the eyes of the masters—and Wharton.
And now this wild, passionale out-
burst made a bad impression on the
minds of the masters.

“That i3 quite enough, Redwing,”
exclaimed the Head, his votce trembling
with indignation. * It is futile to at-
tempt to save yourself by throwing the
blame for your rascally offence upon
others. You are guilty of a wicked,
dishonourable crime. I will not allow

a boy who would descend ta such
eruel, unworthy tricks:- in order to
gain & prize to remain at Grey-
frinta.  You will proceed to the

punishment, room and remain there nntil
to-morrow, when you will leave this
school in disgrace.”

The Head signed to Mr, Quelch. He
motioned to Wharton and Skinner, and
those juniors left the room quietly, Then
he took Redwing, not unkindly, by the
arm and led him out,

Redwing's face was like stone. Tix-
pelled—he could ecarcely belieye it even
now. His brain whirled, and he felt a= if
the whole world was falling aboui his
ears. He walked with My, Quelch like
onc I1n o dream.

L —

THE NINTH CHAPTER,.
A Shock for the Bounder!

USK was deep in the quadraugle
as the Bounder ran his like
across to the eycle-shed., Despite
s damaged leg, Vernco-Smith

had done what he had told Redwing
just before tea he was going to do.
He had been to hunt for the far-
labourer who had found Skiuner lying
11 the roadway that afternoon. Rodwing
had told him where the spot lav. And
after careful inquiries round about the
vicinity, the keen-witted Bounder liad
found his man at last,

He had started out immediale!y tea was
over, full of determination to geb Lo the

bottom of the wretched business-and
vowing to clear his chuin’s name.
And now he was back agauin. His in-

inred leg was throbbing horribly; Lut
the Bounder scarcely noticed it, Ha was
happier than he had been for a loog
tine.

IFor, not only had he found his wan,

but he had learned from the man what
he believed to be the truth. It was not
Redwing who had so brutally attacked
Skinner—it was a rascally wastrel from
Pepr named Joe Wilks—the man whomn
he recognised from the description given
him by the farm-labourer, as the ruffian
whom Wharton and Co. had dragged
froin Bkinner that night on the cliffs

It was all as clear as daylight to tho
Bounder now. The bruie had revenged
himself upon Skinner—and Skinner had
lied to revenge himself upon Redwing,

The Bounder housed his machine, and

almost ran indoors, heedless of his
gammy leg. He went straight to his
study. It was empty. Ie thought for

a moment and then he went along to
No. 1 Study.

Haorry Wharton was there, and so were
Cherry, Nugent, Bull and Singh. They
stared as the Bounder burst in upon
them, his eyes gleaming with excite-
ment. Ilarry Wharton pointed to the
door, without speaking.

‘““You can drop that Coventry rot,
Wharton,” said Smithy coolly. *“ It's a
washout. I've just found out the truth
of that Skinner affair. Redwing didu't
do 1t."

Wharton
coldly.

“Didn't he? ” he exclaimed. * Well,
what does that matter now? That won't
help Redwing, Smithy. He goes to-
Morrow o

L1 Wimt? ¥y

The Bounder gasped the word—con-
scious now from the locks on the juniors’
fuces that something was  wrong—
something he knew nothing about.

““What do you mean, Wharton? "
ho asked blankly.

““I suppose you've been out of doors,
Swmithy,” said Wharton, glancing at the
trouser-clips the Bounder wore. ** Red-
wing is sacked.”

At the look of amazement or Vernon-
Smith's face Wharton went on to ex-
lain what had happened while he had
een out. The Bounder listened with-
out a word, When Wharton had finished
he nodded slowly, and left the room.

He walked along the passage blindly.
Ho was staggered. Had Redwing
actually damaged that map after all?
ITe could easily have done so when he
took the map back—he realised that.
But even as the thought came to him
ho dismissed it fromn his mind savagely,

“ Redwing didn't do it—he couldn't,”
he vowed, clenching his fists. ** And I'l]
prove it—I'll prove it if I have to choke
the truth from Skinner's lying throat.”

ITe stopped suddenly, whilst passing
Me. Quelch's study door. Some wild
idea was in his mind of rushing in and
denouncing Skinner, of flinging his sus-
picions in the face of Mr. Quelch, Then
he became aware that the room wwas
cmply.

He went mside—hardly conscious that
he did so. On the table, where the
master had laid it after leaving the
Head's study, was the ruined map. The
DBounder picked it up and looked at it,

Then heo started,

His keen eyes saw something at onee—
faint finger marks on the tinted surface.
Ho turved the map over.  The finger-
prints were  clearer there—finger-prints
m red ink.

Tho Bounder gpazed at them, his OyeS
gleaming, Then he deliberatoly tove the
piece bearing the finper-marks off the
map and put it carefully in his pocket.

He then walked swiftly out of the
room and weni to his study, He lighted
up, and examined the tu]i-tuIe scrap of
paper thoughtfully, A plan was forming

spoke then—quietly and

Another splendid story of Harry Wharton & Co. next week/

i his wind, and suddenly he jumped up
and proceeded Lo earry 1t out.

From a drawer in the table he rum-
maged out an ink-pad and a sheet of
paper. He shoved these in his pocke
and left the study. His first intention
had been to coblain the fingervprints of
every fellow in the Remove somehow.
He abandoned that idea on second
thoughts, In his own mind the hard-
headed Bounder had decided that such
# course was hardly necessary. He
wanted only one fellow's fingerprints,
and he knew where to find him.

Ile went straight to Skinner's study
and flung open the door. Skinner was
there with Stott and Snoop. They
looked up in alarm as the Bounder came
in, and watched him blankly as he closed
and locked the door.

“ What—what do you want, Smithy,
hang you?" breathed Skinner.

“I won't tell you!
snapped the Bounder.

Ile took from his pocket the ink-
pad and paper. He placed the ink-
pad, openced, on the table; the sheect
of white paper he placed alongside il.
Then before Skinner had realised his
intention the Bounder leaped at him and
grasped his wrists in a grip of iron.

Skinner realised his intention then—
too late. He yelled furiously and
struggled madly. But he was helpless
in Smithy’s hands. Thera was a few
moments’ frantic struggling by  the
table, and then the Bounder suddenly
sent Skinner spinning from him.
~ On _the white paper were smudges of
ink—but fingerprints were there, too.
The Bounder picked up the pad and the
paper, and, after a glance at the latter,
he walked to the door. He unlocked it,
and, without another glance at the
frigiﬂeﬂed Skinner, he went out, closing
the door after him,

The Bounder went to his own study
then, and locked himself in. From his
desk he took a mapnifying-glass, and
then he picked up a book of Redwing's.
Ile searched it carefully, and at last he
found what he wanted—a fingerprint of
Redwing's. It was faint, but under the
glass it was clear enough.

Then the Bounder settled down to hi-
task eagerly, feverishly. He compared
the fingerprints on the scrap of paper
torn from the map with Redwing’s and
skinner's again and again. And at last
he rose to his feet, satisfied and exultant.

He locked the tell-tale seraps of paper
in his desk carcfully, Then he left the
room and went along to Study Ne. 1
ouce again,

g

I'll show you!
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Skinner Climbs Down !
the DBounder closed the door

e
A_ of Study No. 11 behind hing,
Skinner staggered to his feet,

[Ie trembled violenlly, and hia
face was white as chalk.

He knew only too well what the
Bounder's game was, Ile remembered,
with a thrill of fright, that he had taken
the map m his fingers, and that his
lingers -}In.-u] been wet with ink., What
a fool—what a careless fool he had been !
IHe went back to his chair, feeling sud-
denly sick and giddy.

Slolt and Snoop were eyeing hin
blankly., They could not make anything
of the quecer incident,

“What—what does it mean, Skinney?"
gasped Snoop. " What game 15 that cad
playing ¥ Is—is it something to do wiili
that map business?"’

(Continued on puge 26,)

Something to look forward to—next Monday’s Grand Christmas Number I
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A Surprise Visit! through elenched teeth. This, then, was the | another,  Strangely cnough, our paths lie
ONALD SWIVELLER perused his |man who had learned his secret, paratlel, one might say.”

morning paper with a gloomy frown “Don't be alarmed, Mr. Swiveller,” con- “I don't get you!" muttered Swivcller,

upon his sharp features, He had | tioued the stranger. *“Your desire to do | who was completely at sea,

just reached that point in the pews | Jim Blakeney a harm does not surprise me. *Patience, my dear friend, and you'll
where Jim Blakeney's opportune arrival out- | Knowing what I do of that young cub, I can | know all.”
side the premises of the rascally book- | 8lmost appreciate it.” : Ronald Swiveller tried bard to pierce the
muker, Michael Menzine, had turned the| °Ah!” Swiveller breathed a sigh of relief. | friendly smile upon the ugly face of his
riotous mob of angry creditors into a hody “In fact, Mr. Swiveller, you and I should be | visitor in an endeavour to read what was
of cheering hero-worshippers, when his land- | ©f nse to each other,” continued the visitor. | passing through his miod; but he failed dis-
lady discreetly tapped at the sitting-room |“You are striving after obne object—I | mally.
door, i ——— -'ll i}ﬂ," Eﬂ-ﬂﬂﬂl‘l&d thﬂ ﬁh]ﬁ[‘-t of hiﬂ per-

“A gentleman to see you, sir!" she tinent serutiny,” “are expecting to inherit
gnnguill.;ud; HOW THE STORY OPENS, the Eut'lrrlnﬂ]‘:m wp_nlth of Morpington Hard-

“Bother!” snapped  Swiveller  curtly. | JIM BLAKENEY, the eighteen-vears. acre, when he—"

3 e ot NE arz-old o " :

What name did he give? centre-forward of the Midcﬁchm i:angcrs stopi” exclaimed =~ Bwiveller, with a

None, sir,” replied the landludy. “He who is a nephew of ' | dramatic gesture of the hand. “You have
merely #:l:_!}re_f-mfﬂ the wish to sce you. Shall | TIGER SLEEK, a notorious ecriminal, who | D0 right—"
I F-hﬂ‘lf h“"‘”'l. . hll E_Enapﬂd tll": clut{:heg ﬂ! thE llﬂlil!l! "Gt"llﬂ'j’, Eﬁnu !H III'.'I.“'E-& thE ﬂ-ﬂlﬂr, “I-Et'i

Ronald Swlveller nodded unpgraciously, and who now has designs upon a sccret | VaYe no petty lcs, Mr. Swiveller. I'm
and the good lady withdrew. She re. wirelesa ray invented b speaking facts, and you kmow it well
nppeared a moment later in company with | IORNINGTON HARD AER‘E the managing- euough., However, to retura to my subject,
w tall, thick-shouldered ijndividual who director of the Middleham Rangers $ you are expecting.to be a wealthy man one
carried a shining silk hat, and whose rather | RONALD SWIVELLER, the inside.left in the | ©f these days, but™—here the speaker
:::ﬁlﬁru features were c¢rcased into a beaming ?{anggrg eleven, 5,5.;1 -nephew of Morn- d;‘nppﬂdhhlg slentg«bﬁnbeﬂu tone, nnrj'ltnn ugly

. . 3 ' eam shot In .

Swivellor, a8 ho. noted thie oilk hat and the || | eoran Uardnere, ‘Jeslons;of Blakensy's |} e e stbiitons ahonld 1. inforasiaar
perfectly tailored morning-suit of his visitor, sworn to get the centre-forward turned | mutual i:riem:l. Mr. Moraington Hardacre, of
rose to his feet in some surprise, out of Middleham oor share in the plot to injure Jim

The stranger waited for the landludy {o | FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous detec- | Blakemey. He woald eut you off with a
retire, and then he advanced with out- tive, and his IEIIE'FEI' young assistant, shilling !"

:tﬁﬂtﬂllEﬂ hand. [ JACK DRAKE, are by a strange eeriez of Swiveller was unable to reply. For the
Good-morning, Mr. Swiveller!" circnmstances thrown into contact with | moment he was the victim of a passing fit

Mechanically Swiveller took the proffered Jim Blakeney, who confides in the famous | of terror, Thig man, thia auuﬂ_m Eeﬁ
hand, and waa subjected to a hearty hand. slenth, It transpires that Tiger Sleek | smiling visitor, held the trump card guu.
.-.hahe——m‘hcartr. in fact, that he winced as seeks to compel Jim EIIHEEET to steal gpuke truly I;Ilﬂllﬂh hﬂ‘i‘ﬂ‘l’&l‘p E‘H‘?. 1 =
liis own limp flugers were compressed as in the specifications of Mornington Hard. | realised that should his uncle get wind of
o .}{E};h e L enths acre’s invention, and when he finds the | the attempted drugging affair his chances

The visito q ey = lad obstinate, resorts to brutal methods | of inheriting Hardacre's money and estates

sitor nodded his thauks, and drew of persuasion. Ferrers Locke offers to | were gone for good.
T:':cﬂ'}i ﬂﬂ;;lg;riﬂ Sﬁﬁﬂllcr _Ftnalteu[ himsTlr E..-Iﬂ-:e a hand in the case, and resides in “Don't get alarmed,” continued the
. .“‘r'ﬂ.l 'E i . ] 1 & EqE "
:S.'lrﬂrﬂﬂﬂr Fis hﬁgin_l 0 or the U]:lalﬂigflam mm the guise of Colonel _qm:lh_;]g g,lttratggﬂifhln li]{‘ﬂrsﬁd.mllilﬂﬂ. h;tlli you

“I expect you are wondering who T am, An altem T L gether, Mr. Swiveller, | our
and what is the object of my +isiti” said RBlakeney ﬂl.ll]:ji?I Iihemgldaielfoheg:r{éﬁn {JI:I.; objects ecan ba: schleved, .Whatis wmore,
the visitor, Rangers and Portdale to support the Mister Jim Blakeney will go to the wall."

Swiveller nodded. theory that he Is out tﬂppplar a  _ Swiveller found interest again in the con.

“Well, my npame-for the moment, at “crooked ¥ game. Ferrers Locke inter- versation at the mention of his hated
least—can be left out of it,” s=aid the venes at the critical moment. aud the | €BEMY.
stranger, with a peculiar smile that . was plot recoils upon Swiveller. Unknow- “Now you are talking, Mr.—"
not lost upor Swiveller. My business cau ingly, Hardacre's nephew partakes of “Mr. Martimas,” smiled the other quickly.
he explained in a very few moments.” the drugged chewing-gum, which Le Lad I “Good! Glad to see you and I are going

“Indeed,” said Swiveller vagunely, “I'm placed in Jim's pocket himself, As a [0 talk business.”
ready to hear it.” ; consequence his play in the second half | “I'm. open to talk,” sald Swiveller slowly,

"Very well. You see, T happen to know of the mateh is deplorable, and the | “becauvse I realize that I must. You know
something about a packet of chewing. crowd Is angry. With the fouling of the | enough to ruin me, But how or where you
gumn—->" 2 plot to injure Blakeney, Michael Menzine, | obtained your information I'm at a com-

“ What!” ’ bookmaker—the rascal egging Swiveller | plete loss to fathom.”

Swiveller leaped to lLis feet. Then, as if on—fliea the country, leaving behind him Mr, Martimas baopteringly waved a he-
}ii::]let;l'}:rl.i]r;l;]gg Ehig hetwas nrt]im: strangely, {1 crowd ﬂ]: riﬁ;‘-ﬂllﬂ creditors, who proceed | jewetled band.

i : aking too much for graonted A Smas a offices, Jim' i i : : .
that the stranger did ipdeed ku-::-wL e arrival on the scene of the riot %unt;ismttlll{ ..Ht?rﬂ;lf ilf?‘tn iir:l!:l::"tnt,e‘::?:[r &;EQ‘I?E" \ms,ri' ﬂfrﬁm.
ihing, he sat down again and waited for|  crowd ‘into & good mood, and he is | about . fo - say I8 more  ty the point
the other to continue, carried shoulder-high round the town. a | Morpington !!rzrxrﬂa;crc- stands ]c-hfnenpn ﬂm
,"ADb, I see my statement interested you, bigger favourite than ever, Meanwhile, | ana half a million quid. He blocks I way
it not surprised you, eh®'  The visitor's Ronald Swiveller is skulking In his rooms, sa to speak ]mtm;.-_l-u me and ; 1 11:1H_a}..
mauner was quite polished and friendly. *1 consclons that someone has traced the of t.he'-:j:mu-'stlirr"' e
happen to know also, Mr, Swiveller, that plot to him, and waiting for the de- | “But— " began Swiveller |
you placed the drugged packet of gum in nouncement. But although Locke hat | Dot mets sxcitan s contiaoazement.
ihe pocket of Blakeney’s coat, and that, un- saved the situation, he holds no direct | Martimas. “10's to0 early vet {““E’d that
kpown to yourself, it was exchangzed agaid evidence against Swiveller, and so for the B t 'g ]—. inasn. W F}- ke S H‘t'
luter foriyouriomn.? time being he Is given his head. afety. What do Jfﬂ:f :ﬁ;' %ﬂtﬂfmﬁﬁrgﬂ 111':;:;:
Ah!™ Swiveller uttered the exelamation (Now read on.) to my place, close by the river, where we
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ean disenzs the plan I have formed. There's
no fear of being overhenrd there?”

Swiveller, overpowered by the dominating
personality of the man, found himself agree-
ing to the proposal, Thus it was two
minutes later a powerful two-scater car was
heing  driven rapidly  thronghh  the bhack
streets of Middleham en route for Mr.
Martifnas' dwelling.

But as the car lelt the curb ontside
swiveller's apartments, a tall, military-
Inokiug gentleman, whosze face was tanned
A deep bronze, detached himself from a
neighbouring shop window inlo which lhe
had been gazing with the nir of a would-he
purchazer, and darted n keen glance at the
occupants of the ear.

As his eyes took in the flgnre of MMr.
Martimas at the wheel of the two.seater,
the military-looking gentleman, who was
noe other than Ferrerz Locke, the worli-
faumous detective, allowed an exclamation to
escape hia compressed lips:

“The * Tiger*!"

Even as Locke uttered the words lie
started forward. his steely eyes following
the rapidly receding car, until they wnar:

rowed like pin-points,

“The Tiger atd Mr. Ronald Swiveller!” lLie
muttered, half alomd. " What fresh roguery
is afoot, I wonder!”

To think was to act with Lhe great detee-
tive. Glancing about him he canght sicht
of a passing taxicah. With a stentorian yell
he hailed the driver.

“Quick, man!" he jerked out. "See that
two-seater? Look! Just turning the bend!
A fiver it you keep it in stght!”

L e T
1

L r
i Ifjflllr.i.l'
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Face to Face!

HE driver of the taxi did not allow
the grass to grow under his feet. A
Aiver for a Middleham *fare ™ was

; oot to be sneezed at. FEjaculating
hia willinguess to keep the two-seater in
sight, amd hardly allowing Ferrers Locke
time cnough to clamber into his cab, the
driver slipped in the gearsz, and aceelerated
his eogine.

The bend ronnod which the Tiger and his
companion had disappearcd was reached in
less than three minutes, About a quuarter
of a mile ahead Locke, peering out of the
window of the cab, conld =c¢ a moving ob-
ject in front of & small elond of dust which
he took to he the two-seater. lHe urged
the driver to accelerate still more.

Bumpivz over the uneven road the taxi
appreciably narrowed the distance hetween
Locke and his quarry., Th® driver of the cab
wore a peculiur expression upon his grimed
face as he peered ahend—awn expression that
woilld have coaused Locke some uneasiness
could he have secn it.

But the detective, who was peering onl of
the window, nad no time to look at the
driver. His chief concern waz to keep the

A Quarter Past Seven !
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two-seater in sight. To his aunovance it
fisappeared round another hend in the road,
which ran c¢lose to the river. YWhen this
Joint was reached by the taxi the detective
saw to his dismay that it was a ecross-road
forked by four narrow laues. Wondering
which lane to take, VFerrers Locke wns suor-
prized to lind that the driver of the taxi—
without apparently looking either to right
or left—swung his car into the secoud lane
on the left.

“Hi, man!” yelled Locke angrily,
are you going?” '

The driver turned his head for one flecting
moment, amd the great detective was quick
to note the triumphant edpression on the
urimed Teatures. Immediately that peenliar
laculty for scenting danger that had saved
the lif¢ of England's premier detective on
scores of occasions asserted itself,

“Where

The driver jammed on the brakes, and
the disgulsed detective leaped to the
ground, In the distance Ferrers Locke
could see the Tiger racing towards the
spot. Recovering himsell, the detective
darted for the hedge. (See this page.)

“How did this fellow know Lhat the Tiger
had taken this route?”

e might well ask himself the question,
for unly a hundred yvards ahead was the two-
seater. Fven as Locke peered out of the
window and observed the car containing his
quarry it drew to a standstill.

“Htop, man!”

The driver of the taxi-cab took not the
slightest heed of the sleuth's commands,
A3 a matter of fact, he accelerated his
engine to itz ulmost capacity. The suspicion
that had begun to form in Locke's active
brain became actual fact now. The driver
was a confederate of Tiger Sleek’s!

“Time I got out of this!" muttered the
detective,

Dezpite the fact that the taxi was now
travelling at close on forty miles an hour,
Ferrers Locke swung open the door of the
cab and balanced himsell on the footboard.
Perhaps his sudden weight being brought
to bear npon the one side of the cab zave
the driver some inclination of what his pas-
seNger was «doing, He turned his head
sharply, and  the triumphant expression
mstantly changed to one of dismay as he
guessed the slenth’s object.

Unconzeionzly the driver jammed on his
brakez, aml gave Locke the opportunity he
was walting for.  The detective sprang to
the gromnd, recovered his  balance, and
jumped the small hedge that bordered the
lane. As he ran hiz right bhand slipped into
hiz hip-pocket, to emerge a moment later
with a Colt nutomatic in its grasp.

“MNothing like bheing prepared for trouble,”
he prunted, as he raced across the lield
before Liim.  “That confounded driver is in

The detective with a world-wide reputation—Ferrers Locke!

league with the Tiger, or I'm a fool., A
nice trap 1 =zhould have wulked into—or,
rather, been driven into!”

“Stop!"

A powerful voice yelled onut the command,
causing Locke to glance over his shoulder.
Pounding in his wake, not more than thirty
¥ards belind him, was the burly fligure of
the Tiger, necompanied by the driver of theo

taxi. A second glance revealed the fact
that the twain were armed,

“Stop!"

Ferrers Locke halled dead in hiz tracks

aml faced abont. lHis pursuers separated
as they ohserved the Colt automatic in his
hand, and slackened pace. But even as the

detective turned on his heel two figures
emerged from the- cover of a clump of
bushes, and advanced stealthily upon him

fromm behind,

“It’s all right!" began the Tiger, in an
apologetic air. “I'm sorry; we mistook you
fer someone else.”

Ferrers Locke smiled grimly. e had his
own ideas about the veracity of that state-
ment. He covered the burly fligure of Sleek
with his automatic, and advanced a few
pacces.

“What's the pame?” he demanded, in a
well-assumed military voice. And that was
all he had time for. A certain rustle behind
him caused him to turn sharply. Two
fignres immediately leaped upon him, and,
overcome by - the unexpectedness of the
attack, Ferrers Locke crashed to the ground,
his assailants uppermost,

“Got him!" roared the Tiger, rushing for-
ward, “Hold him, boys!"

The great detective was hitting out
lustily, but the odds were against him. One
of his nasailantz had a strangle-hold upon
him, and Locke felt his senses swimming.
With the coming of the Tiger and the driver
of the taxi the issue was never in doubt.
Four-tn one—and that one taken completely
at a disadvantage—were odds too heavy for
even Ferrers Locke.

Tiger Sleek settled the matter with na
cruel blow that took ihe detective full in
hia unguarded face. With a low moan he
relaxed limply in the arms of his assailants.

“Meddling hound ! * grated the Tiger.
“Dring him along, boys. Lucky I thought
to send you to attack him in the rear! He
knows something—that's evident, otherwise
he woukin't have been g0 keen to follow me.”

Two of the roughs picked up the limp form
of the detective and earried it acrozs the
fields to Lhe firat house in the row of river
tenement dwellings that faced the water's
edge. Ronald Swiveller, who was at a loss
to understand the exciting train of events
of the last ten minutes, jumped out of the
two-aeater. IHe gasped in horror as his eyes
alighted upon the ynconacious figure of the
man whom he knew as Colonel Challis.

“What have youn done?” he panted. *“That
—that's Colonel Challis!™

“I don't care who he is!" grunted the
Tiger. " All 1 know is that e was follow-
ing us. Turnley "—this to the driver of the
tuxi—"get back to your car and beat it.
Savvy?"”

“Right-ho, chiel!” grinned the treacherous
driver. "I know nothing!"”

The significance of tﬂf'm Inst remark was
not lost upon Swiveller. He turned to the
psendo Mpr, Martimas,

“What's the game, he
demanded.

“You'll see, young fellow!" replicd the
Tiger. "And not so much of the Martimas
business—not now, at any rate. My name’s
Sleek—some call me the * Tiger." ™

“What!" exclaimed Swiveller, completely
mystified,

“Cut it!™ grunted the Tiger.
downstairs, lads!”

His razcally companions earried the detec-
tive down o narrow flight of stairs, whilst
tonald Swiveller felt hiz arm gripped as in
A vice by the bogus Mr. Martimas, and
found himsell—yery unwillingly, be it said—
bringing up the rear of the party.

The staircase led to what had onece heen
a cellar, A stout, iron-stwdded ouk door,
that looked strangely out of pliee in such
surroundingz, barred further progress. The
Tiger rapped upon this door three times,
and in response a small panel was shid away
by somenne in the room beyond, Swiveller
found hkimself gazing throagh this narrow
aperture in wonderment and fear. He had
alremndy repented of his rashness in acenm-
panying the oily gentleman who had called

Mr. Marlimas?”

“Take him

Look out for these words next Monday !
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him=c)f Mr. Martheas.,  Thove was a complete air of sinister
mys=Lery about the whoele place that ot on his nerves.

But there was no escape. The Tiger's grip on his urm was prool
cnough of that.

The door opencd slowly, and the party entered the room.

“ Any luck, chief?"

The three other occupants of that underground room voiced the
aquestion in unison. ]

The chief jerked his head in the direction of Ronald Swiveller.
““ Iﬁcta r::n introduce you. Mr. onald Swiveller, of the Rungers—

¢ boya!™

Swiveller found himsell murmuring the nsual formalitics of an
introduction—why, he couldn't say. The three disreputable-looking
gentlemen introduced as the * boys ™ grioned sheepishly, and then
turncd theiv attention to the foanimate figure of Colonel Challis.

* Bring him round!” grouted the Tiger. * I've got his gun—
he's quite safe!"

One of the gang feteled a pail of water, and with scant cere-
maony fluog the contents of the bucket in the face of the uucon-
scious man. It had an instantaneous effect.

The eyes of Ferrers Locke eopened, and he blinked about him lo
the half-light of the underground room.

** Put the bracelets on him!" commanded the Tiger.

The order was obeyed with alacrily by Bill Stubbins. A pair of
Landeuifs spapped home, and Ferrers Locke found himself gazing
up iuto the cruel face of the man he had swarn to arrcst,

“Who are youi" demanded the Tiger grufly. ** What's your
grme in following my cary"

*And who are you?" hellowed {he prisoner savagely. * How
dare you treat me like this—me, an officer of his Maiesty's Army!
l:r!n:liielr:l_t; this instant, or, by jingo, I'll make thiogs hot for
you—hul !

“* That kind of Llufl won't work with me!"” grupted the Tiger.
“1've atked yon a question, and I want an answér! Savvy?”

““My dear sir, thia treatment s scandalous, unwarrantable!
There i3 no law, 1 presume, against my following your car? My
Dusiness was with Mr. Ropald Swiveller. 1 saw him enter vour
car, amd, as my husness could not wait, I declded to follow him.
Mr. Swiveller and 1 have met hefore—"'

“That’s so, Calonel Challis,” replied the Rangers® ioside-left,
striding forward. * Please don’t think that I have any business
with these—these fellows., 1 was ioveigled here wunder false
pretences.”

“ Enough!'" smapped the Tiger, giviog Swiveller a shove that
;{'nt him staggering. * I'm aicald your tale won't wash, coloucl.
"'E—-—l.l

He broke off sharply, and an exclamation that conveved nothing
intelligible cseaped his thin Jips. His hand shot ont, and the
fingers closed upon a rebelilons lock of hair that fell down over his
prisoner’s furchead. ‘The Tiger wrenched at it savagely.

A gasp of amazement followed his action, for the hair appeared
to part company with the colonel’s head. Then another cry of
uutn;::ishjrm;nt. escaped the other occupants of the room:

TN owipgltt

The Tiger seemed too dombfounded to move. The wig had
fluttered to Lthe ground from his nerveless flogers. His eyes nearly
started Lhrough their sockets as, through the obscuring grease-
puaint, he traced the ontline of the face of the man he feared
maost in all the world=-the man whom he had fondly imagined to
be ou the Cootinent !

“ Ferrers Locke!' e managed to gasp at length. * By Heaven!
Ferrers Locke !

The rest of the gang erowded hack like a pack of beaten curs,
their expressions of fear providing a striking contrast to the look
of wouderment upon the face of Ronald Swiveller,

With an oath, the Tiger dragged away the lalse white moustache
of the psendo-colonel, making the resemblance to the great detee.
tive even more striking.

*“* Ferrers Locke!" he hilssed again.

** At your service, Tiger Sleck!" smiled Locke.
no mistake. You'll filnd my card in—""

The rest of his bantering remark was drowned in the flood of
imprecations the Tiger gave voice to, Like a wild animal in a
cage the leader of the gang tramped vp and down the room, his
gleaming eyes ever coming to rest upon the smilivg countenance
of Ferrers Locke,

The detective himsell was far from feeling the humour of the
sitnation that his smile suggested, He realised well enough that
he was in a tight corner—Mhig life was at stake. Tiger Sleek was ns
crucl and remorseless a foe as the great sleuth had ever pitted his
wilz agalnst.

The Tiger ccased his agitated perambulation of the room at last
and tewered over the prostrate figure of his prisoner. He scemed
to have recovered his composure, An evil light played in his cyes,
nnd lis cruel lips were et in a straight, thin line.

* Very well, Mr. Clever Locke? You've done me so far, but 1
know a trick worth two of that! Dead men tell no talea!™

** Just as well for you, Tiger!" replied the sleuth stoutly. *'1
know cnough to put yom away for a few years!"

“You kuvow tao mmeh!™ hissed the leader of the gang. " It's
J'f‘-t:.rtim;i w:-'lm ppset Swiveller's game with the chewing-gum—ch '

** Exnctly!™

“ Good heavens!” muttered Swiveller. * You—you hound!” ¥e
turoed savagely upon the Tiger., **‘Then your yarn this morning
ubout Knowing cverything was sheer Llutl "™

Mt Not all of i, smiled the Tiger. ** My own men had seen yon
\:IE-‘(IIt- M:nr:n:aijm, the hookmaker. I put two and iwo together,
and-——

:; ‘:'m:”n:ur ik :

swiveller was heside lomself with rage. Without thinki
the brute strength of the man who l‘.:ﬁi imposced f:;m:inﬁimf i?E
lashed out with his flst.  The blaw caught Sleek full on the jaw.
He stagpcered hack, with a roar of rage. Then, recovering, he
rushed fovward, His museolar arm shot out, and hﬂﬂﬂlﬂ-ﬁ“'h‘f”ﬂl‘
crashed to the floor ke o felled ox.

*The cubl™ (Conlinued on page 24.)
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24 Stood the

Tiger Sleek tenderly caressed his jaw
where Swiveller’s f{ist had landed, kicked
the prostrate-figure as though it had been a
gack of flour, and then turned his attention

again to Ferrers Locke. ]

“As I wans aaying before that young dog
chipped in, Mister Ferrers Locke, you know
too much. I'm taking no more ehan¢es, ypu
understand? You'll leave thiz world via the
window on the next lamding. It faces the
river. Your active imagination can picture
the reat!”

“Your threats don't worry me, Mr. Sleek.
I've faced death A score of times. There's
only oue thing I'm sorry abont. 1 wish from
the bottom of my heart that I had warned
Mornington Hardacre of your plot. That
done, I would die cheerfully, Obher bhands

could finish the work that I have com-
menced. Your time will come, Sleek.
You've escaped the hangman twice. You

know what they say about tempting the
Fates too far!”

Finﬂﬁ!r

The Tiger smashed his gnarled fist in the
face of his helpless prisoner and lavghed
mirthlessly.

“You speak very courageonsly for one
about to die. I wonder if you'll chirp the
game tune when the time comesgt"

Ferrers Locke winced as the heavy fist
caught his unprotected face, and he bit his
lip to_stifle the ery of pain that threatened
to escape him, As the pain subsided he
smiled grimly, and when he apoke his voice
wasz even and steady:

“Do your worst, Sleek! I'm in your

wer, I'll show you my quality—it might

@ helpful to you when youn walk the scaffold

at some later date!”
“Rope, Stubbius, and spme stones.

Certain Daath !
Savvy "

ILL. STUBBIN3 ambled forward in
The burly fellow nodded and smiled evilly,

reaponse to a gesture from his chlef.

s

test and still the best—the MAGNET !

Ho looked forward to the exccution of the
plan the Tiger had hinted at in connection
with Ferrers Locke.

“What time, sir?” he asked.

“To-night—nine-thirty, or
replied the Tiger thoughtiully.
dark then, Understund?®™

“Rely on me, chief!”

“Guard bhim awell, Stubbins, or you'll have
to reckon with me! I'm off for a little talk
with Swiveller. Ah, he's coming round! I
shall be in the room upstairs, should you
want me."

30 saying, the Tiger stooped, picked up
the dazed form of Ronald Swiveller, and with
apparent ease carried him from the room.

He negotiated the winding flight of narrow
stairs and entered a room on the first floor.
There he dumped the Rangers' inside-left in
a chair, and poured out r stimulant from the
decanter on the sideboard.

“Drink this, Bwiveller,” he commanded.
“It will do you good. You and I can't
afford to go knocking each other about.”

Swiveller swallowed the liguer at a gulp,
and then faced the masterful mun before him,

“Now, listen to me,” commanded the
Tiger. “Forget that rash action of yours—
and mine—of a few moments ago, and let's
talk business.”

Bwiveller nodded rather uneasily. This
dominating perzonality seemed to fill him
with dread. He glanced furtively around
him, as if looking for a way of escape.

Sleek seemed to read his thoughts.

“Yon're in good hunds, Swiveller, I assure
you, if you'll only see reason. You will
leave here to-day—providing, of courae, that
vou fall in with my wishes—and will return
to your own apartments just as if nothing
had happened.”

“"What do yon want me to do?”

“Deliver into my hands the plans of the
wireless ray your uncle has invented.”
“What!" Swiveller stared aghast,
my uncle?"”
*'Shssh!

thereabouts,”
“1t will be

Tl RDIJ

Not zo loud. After all, what

{ his captive’s forehead,

Tiger Sleek’s hand shot out and fastened on a stray lock ol hair that drooped over
He wrenched af it.
action, for the hair appeared to parti company with the head.
heavens ! '’ gasped the Tiger. *‘ Ferrers Locke [ "

A gasp of amazement followed the
“Awig! (Great

(See page 23.)
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‘hrain,

does it matter? Mornington Tardacre,
without his wireless ray; iz 1 wealthy man—
whichh means that some day you will be a
wealthy man, too—so where's the rub? You
can't kid me, Mr. Swiveller, that you jib at
the task. You'd rob the next man with
pleasure—"

“Maybe,” muttered Swiveller, visualising
the pile of debts he had incurred and the
wrathful creditors already e¢lamouring for
their money. “"But—but my uncle! I
couldn’t do it—I won't do it!"

"Think again!” hissed the Tiger sibilantly.
“What about the chewing-gum afair?
Where do yon stand with vour uncle when
he knowsa the real facts?”

“I won't do it!" repeated Swiveller,
hﬂrriéiﬁi at the thought. " You can do your
worat !

“Ah, another

obstinate subject, eh?”
grated the Tiger.

: “Well, Mr. Swiveller, you
don't know the man you're talking to.
Listen. Unless you agree to do what I ask,
you will never leave this place alive. You
will join our meddling friend Ferrers Locke—
on the bed of the river! SBavvy? Picture
yourself, arms and feef tled, pockets
welghted with heavy stones, plunging head-
long from the window-3ill on the floor above
into the River Twee! 1low does it strike
you? And who will know whera Mr,
Swiveller has disappeared to? Who would
gueas that he reposes in the mud at the
bed of the river—just because he was a trifle
obstinate, eh?”

Swiveller shuddered as the grating words,
with their dread slgnificance, penetrated his
He could already see himself hurtling
from the window, powerless to help himself,
into the murky ‘waters of the river—the river
which had already been decided upon as the
linal resting-place of - England's premier
detective!

“You've got the whip-hand, %ou cur!” he
ground out, furious at his own impotence.
"You would drive me to rob my unele—"

“And incidentally rid yourself of Jim
Blakeney,” interrupted the sibilant voice of
the Tiger—"Jim Blakeney, the lad who has
already wusurped your place with Morn-
ington Hardacre!" )

The well-thought-out remarks of the Tiger
touching upon the popular ecentre-forward of
the Hangers had the effect the scoundrel
had anticipated. Deep down in the heart of
tonald Swiveller burned a great hate of
Blukeney—a hate that would go to almost
any lengths to reap satisfaction and revenge.

“Curse him!™ he grated, clenching his
fists. "I'd do apything to get even with that
cub—anything !

“Well, where's the rub?' inguired the
Tiger insinuatingly. “The scheme I have in
mind will bring me the plans that I have
set mmy heart upon getting, and will, more-
over, encompass the downfall of your hated
enemy! Blend your head lower, Swiveller,
and listen enrefully to what I have to say!”

The two conversed in low tones for the
space of half an hour, Swiveller's eyes

glowed with a strange, fierce light as the

Tiger unfolded the scheme his crafty brain
had evolved. A hectie flush surmounted
Swiveller's cheeks, and an uncanny laugh
left hisx lips when the Tiger, having con-
cluded, roze to his feet.

“You see how easy it is?"

“0OF courze! By Heaven, I'll do it! That
cub Blakeney will rne the day he ever ¢rossed
my path! I'll do it if it's only to get him
turned out of Middleham!"

“"Or shoved into prison, eh?”

“Gad, ves! A term wonld do him good,
Mr.—er—er—"

“Martimas,"” amiled the Tiger complacently.
“Good name, fsn't it?"”

swiveller made a move towards the door,
and the Tiger erossed to his side.

“*You'll find your way all right,” he sail,
by way of a parting shot, “But remember,
Swiveller, 1T have a method all my own for
dealing with traitors! You know my lair,
you know my plans; but be careful of that
contidence, unless vou would wish a sudden
and mysterious exit from this world! I
am a man of my word; nothing is too great,
nothing is too cruel for me to accompliah.
Understand ?"

Swiveller nodded. For one brief moment
he half-repented of his resolve to assist the
Tiger in his vile scheme, but it passed in
a flash as a picture of the bed of the river
floated before his eyves—-the river, with &«
bound and weighted figure stretehed lifeloss
in 1ts muddy wash!

Why is Jim Blakeney arrested ? See next Monday’s fine instaiment !

Tir Macxer Lisrary.—No. 827.
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As a distant clock ehimed the hali-hour a window on the second
floor of a tenemént house facing the river opened noizelesaly,

A zglimmer of light from a guttering candle revealed a peculiar
scene, Tiger Sleek, arms akimbo, glared down at the bound-and-
gagged figure before him, whils§ a fiendish chuckle echoed softly
over the placid waters of ithe Twee.

“Is all ready1"”

. The Tiger softly uttered the question and faced his right-hand
mman, the burly Bill Stubbins,

“ Ay, everything is ready for the wedding!" grinned that worthy
callonsly. "I've weighted his pockets with some fine tombstones,
1 can give yer my word, chicf!"

“Good "

Ferrers Locke glared up at his eaptora with a look of utter
contempt that penetrated even the thick skins and hardened
heartzs of the Tiger and his erew. But only for a moment. The
Tiger was a mab of hia word—Ferrers Locke kpnew too much for
his safety, for the safety of the gang who called him chief,
Therefore—

“Up with him, boys!"

1t was uszeless for the detective to struggle. He was securely
bound; he was gagged. He accepted his fate as only a strong
man can. He wonld sooner have ended hiz career with a merciful
hullet, but it was ordained otherwise.

Ferrers Locke's coolnesa in face of such a terribie situation moved
the Tiger to a momentary pitch of fury,

“You dog!” he rapped. “You think that I will repine? You
think that I'm weak enough to go hack on my word! You're
wrong! Ferrers Lorke, take your last look of this world; take
vour last look of the man who sends you, with his compliments,
to the river! In with him, hoys!”

The scoundrelly confederates of the Tiger needed no second
Lidding. They were eager to put an end to the suspensze. Ferrers
Locke was poised upon the window-sill. Even at that moment
he calmly reviewed the position. Before him was a twenty-foob
drop into the river, the wall of the dwelling-house ruoning flush
with the hank, ‘There was pno escape. True, his hands were
bound in front of him: but the stones in hia pockets would pre-
vent bim being able even to float. The seconds that ticked by
keemed like as many howrs to him.  His heart beat a trifle
Uister, hig lips compressed firmly, Le braced himself.

Two of the scoundrels, at the command of their chief, pushed
t!IE'IE bound form of the world-famous sleuth clear of the window-
gill.

Splash!

Ferrers Locke had been lnirtled to his death. The faces of the
gang, prominent amongst them the ugly countenance of the Tiger,
appeared at the open window, the pale light of a crescent moon
revealing the cruel lines of their distorted features.

Ferrers Locke was a person of the past!

But a stronger hamnd than that of the Tiger's had destined
otherwise. The sleuth felt himself plunging down—down—down,
until he thought his lungs would burst under the terrific strain.
He tried to rise to the surface, but the heavy stones in his
pockets made that impossible of accomplishment. Then, when
the detective had praetically given up all hope, he found himself
being sucked intg a tunnel of sorts. His head bumped against
hrickwork—of that he felt certain—and then he was swept onwards
lie kpew not where. How long he was hurtled along In this
fashion, the weorld-famous sleuth never knew. Mercifully his
#enses lelt him, When he eventually came to it was to find him-
ze¢lf brought up sharp by a brick wall, against which the waters
of the Twee thrashed themsaelves into 4 white foam.

No longer was he compelled to hold his breath, for the water
lapped no higheér than his knees.

Instinctively the sleuth's hands sought the gag in his mouth,
which well-nigh choked himr. To his relief, the gag gave to lis
sudden wrench, and he dragged it clear of his mouth.

Ile trled to review the position. His senses were returnin
now, his lungs were drinking in alr. At his back was a brie
wall; hefore him, aa far aa the eye conld see, was a cylindrical
tunnel; ahove him—wonder of wonders!—was daylight, or, rather,

twilight,

“Thank Heaven:!” hreathed the detective fervently. *“There's
n chanee!"

He began to explore the Immediate vicinity of the brick wall,
puzzled to account for a tunnel of the deseription before him:
wmd then came enlightenment.

“ A disused sewer!™

The detective uftered the words In all confidence. And he waa
vight, The admittance of the twilight above could now be
wecounted for. The light pencetrated the bars of the trap grating.

“There should be some steps beneath that grating,” muttered
Locke, unconsciously talking aloud.

He started to explore.

Wading through the water, he groped for the opposite side
of the tunnel. Then systematically he began to feel the surface
of the tunnel. A whoop of triomph escaped him when his
manacled hands rested upon a rusted metal bar of about twelve
inches in lengthr stapled into the wall. His hands, moving higlher,
cneountered another bar,

Lixerting all hig strength, Ferrers Locke grasped this latter piece
of metal, aud drew hims:elf up. DBy the strength of hLis arms
ie managed to hang in this position until his feet rested on
i bar lower down, The remainder was easy. The bottom rail
al the ladder in the trap bhad evidently rusted through and fallen
from its sockets, but those above were still firmly fixed.

Testing the strength of each bar as he wounted the ladder,
Locke [ound himself within three minutes on the topmost rung.
His head almoat rapped against the metal grating above, but
lig _rl:u_l:.;I[t stzht of it in tima and ducked.

“This is going to be a helty job,” muttered the sleuth, glancing
wt the heavy grating., “I wonder if I can shift that trapdoor
with my shouldersi"

But alter five minutes of pushing and straining, Cerrers Locke

(9 tinued o page 20}
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HE Hornby Trains are quite different from any
other Clockwork Trains, being strongly built
in sections and screwed together with nuls and

bolts, just like Meccano models.  You can take them
to pieces, clean them and rebuild them, and if a part
becomes lost or damaged you can buy another and ht it
yourself quite easily The clockwork mechanism is
strong, does not easily get out of order and gives the train
a remarkably long run.  Hornby Trains last for ever.

HORNBY CLOCKWORK TRAIN PRICES
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Goods Set - 25/6 Goods Set - 45/-

Passenger Set 35/- Pullman Set 70/«
Hornby Tank Loco 32/€

ZULU CLOCKWORK TRAIN PRICES
Passenger Set 25/- Goods Set 186
Zulu Tank Loco 12/6

[T

-----------

i tiRasasaalle, T
e N e ) S — = T e
o LR e T - A i S S — w—t. s = 1] |I||l||

- T i il i (S S e Sl b el e S i S e D T T YRR p—— -__-—--'_.‘:__“_'

THE WINDSOR STATION is a thing of beauty=—the only
British Station obtainable. Its bright colouring and realistic
appearance will bring joy to the heart of every boy who sees it.

imensions :=—Length 2ft. %ins. Breadth 6ins. Height 7ins,

NEW ACCESSORIES

This year there are new Wagons, Signals,
Lamps, Stations, Turntables all built
in correct proportion in size, gauge,
method of coupling, ete., to the Hornby
Trains. Most imEunml of all, thtﬂ
have the uniformly beautiful Anish whic

is the great feature of the Hormby system.
To use cheap locking rolling stock or a
foreign-looking station with a Hornby
Train apoils all the fun., Make sure you

buy Hornby Accessories.

MECCANO RAILS,
POINTS & CROSSINGS

Meccano Rails, Paints, and Crossings
are made of the finest materials and
hold together rigidly. The extra sleepers

ivestrength and steadiness to the track.
gupcriur in quality and finish. aw in

price, and obtainable from all dealers.

TO PERFECT MECHANISM
BEAUTIFUL FINISH
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CRANE TRUCK

A Splendid New Meccano Book

This is s new and splendidly illustrated
book thet tells of all the good things which
come from Meceancland, where the best
toys are manufactured. No boy should
be without this wonderful book.

How to get a Free Copy

Just show this advertisement to three
chums and send wus their names and
addresses with your own. Address your
letter to Dept. U,

MECCANO LTD : BINNS RD : LIVERPOOL
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Ferrers Locke h;d almost given up hope, when he found himself being sucked in a funnel of sorts.

His head bumped

against brickwork, of that he was certain, and then he was swept onwards, he knew not where. (See page 25.)

waa convineed that, alone and handicapped
a3 he wasz, it was well-nigh impossible to
shift the grating, which was no duubt firmly
wedged through the rust gnd dirt of years.
“T shall have to wait for it, and make
mysell as comfortable as pos:zible under
the circumstances.” the sleulh reflected.
“Someope might hear my cries for help.”
Accordingly he grusped the topmost rung
of the ladder, and firinly wedged his feet on
a rung lower down. In that uncomfortuble,
not to say dangerous, position—for the bars
might be rotten, and unable to support hLis
weight for any length of time—Ferrers Locke
settled down to awuit the coming of some-

| TRUE AS STEEL'!

(Continued from page 20.)
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Skinner caught the note of quick sus-
picion in Snoop's tone, and he snarled:

“Hang you, of course it isn't! Dry
up! Can't you seec it's only one of that
brute’s silly, tomfocl games? Shut up!”

Snoop and Stott could not sce. But
they returned to their prep without ques-
tioning Skinner further. They did not
dure.

But- Skinner had forgctten prep. His
mind was in a turmoil of dark suspicions
and fears. Had the ruthless and keen-
witted Bounder guessed the truth? And
could he prove it? Skinner was soon to
know that,

He was still sitting buried in his
bitter reflections when ﬁm door suddenly
opened and the Bounder walked in.
Behind the Bounder were tho Famous
TFive, Skinner shivered as ho felt their
accusing eyes fixed upon him.

“What do you want?"” lhissed Skinner.

“Co it, Smithy !" said [arry Wharton
grimly.

Smithy ““ went 1t."”

“We want vou to do something for
us, Skinner,” he szaid calinly—"only n
little thing. Just go to the Head and
tell him 1t was vou and not Redwing
who mucked up Wharten's prize map.
It will =ave a {ot of trouble if you will
—especially for yourself.”

Skinner shrank back, his fuce livid.

“Retter do it, Skinner!" exclaimed
Harry Wharton, giving the cad of the

Remove a scornful glance.  “If ycu
don’t, wo will!"
“Tt—it's a lie!” hissed Skinner,

“You—you can'lt prove ir!”
“Fingerprints never lie, old top!”

said the Bounder. ““There's no Ba:-.tling

over them. We've got yours, we've got

body, What part of the district the trap-
door opened into, he had not the faintest
ideu, but the fact that it was an old sewer-
trap atforded him some consolation, for it
was likely to be situated in a8 main road, or
near one,

“ Help!"

Two hours dragged by, and nd sound
reached the detective from  above, His
astrength wuas beginning to give out, he was
chattering with the cold, and his frantic cries
for help were now beginning to grow weaker
and weaker. Then suddenly a shadow [fell
acrogs the grating, and it put new life into
the sleuth.

“Help !

The ery rang out, with all the strength
of his lungs behind it; From above came a
horrified gasp of amazement, and a youthful
voice rshrﬁled out:

“The guv'nor!™

After that Ferrers Loclie new no more until
two strong hands seized his numbed wrists
and dragged him clear of the shaft.

“Thank Heaven I arrived in time!" said
Jack Drake, almost tearfully.

(Hotr has Jaclk
an opportune moment?
instalment.)

Drake arrived at such
See nexlt weel's

Redwing's, and we've got the finger-
prinis — beauties -~ that wera left. on
Wharton's map. They're not Redwing’s,
either. It will save us taking ’em to
point omt that fact to tho Head if you
will oblige us, Skinner!”

“I—I wen't! 1 won'l panled
Skinner hoarsely. * You—you're trying
to spoof me, you cads!"”

“ Not at all !" said the Bounder. " Oh,
and there's another little matter, Skin-
ner! About that queer affair that hap-

egned to you in Hawkseliff L.ane. We've
ound out the truth about that, also!
If Redwing isn't out of the punishment-
room by iedtinm, do you kmow what
I am going to do? I'm going to fetch
that farm labourer who found you, Bkin-
ner, over to the school. I'm also going
to give a merchant named Joe Wilks,
from Pegz, a quid to come, too. I'm
guing to guarantee him a safe return
if he'll own up ag to why he bashed you,
The story will interest the Head, I know
—aspecially when he knows that you told
everyone it was Redwing, and that Red-
wing has been suffering for it ever since !
Understand, Skinner?”

Skinner did understand—only too well.
He shuddercd.

“I think you'd better do what we
want you to do. Skinner,” went on the
Bounder gently. **You see, it will be
much better for you to tell him than
for him Lo find out through us. Desides,
if you do, nobody save us in the Remove
need know anyvthing about this Joe
Wilks affair—or the affair on the cliffa.
Well ?"

Skinner locked abont
hunted hare. He  was
trapped, and he knew i1t
hesitate long.

“I—TI'll do 1t.”
“You—you've gol me !
yon !"

“Good!” breathed Harry Wharten.
“Then come on! We'll see you to the
Ilead's door, Skiuner!”

(R4l
.

him like a
hopelessly
IT¢ did not

lie whispered at last.
I'll do it, hang

And they did.
the Head's study for nearly an hour.

They waited outside

During that time Redwing was sent for,
as was Mr. Quelch. And at last” Red-
wing came out alone., He was looking
dazed, but there was a bright light in
his eyes as he approached the Bounder.

“It—it's all serene, Smithy !” he said.
“T'm free! The Head's a brick! He's
not sacking Skinner, either! He's to be
flogged in the morning!” He held out
his hand impulsively.

“You—you saved me, Smithy, as you
said you would!” he muttered huskily.
“Smithy, you're a pal to be proud of !”

He shook the eager hands of the
Famous Five next. Then, with his arm

linked in his chum's, Redwing was
escorted in triumph toe the Common-
roonl.

- ¥ - " »

Skinner was duly flogged the fullow-
ing morning. But that was not his only
punishment. The Form showsd their
disgust at his rascality by sending him
to Coventry for a month—a little “nough
punishment, as Skinner: himself renlised.

And Redwing won the fifty-pounds
prize, after all, and on his merits. Fov
on examining the ruined map the Head
discovered a blunder—slight, but quite
sufficient to throw it out of court, in any
case. And Redwing's hope that the
money would see his father through was
realised. In fact, Mr. Redwing—a
strong and clean-living man—recovered
much quicker than even Tom Redwing
had dared to hope for. The fifty pounds
more than saw him through.

But even Redwing's pride in his suc-
cess was less than his pride in the chum
vho had proved true as steel, and who
had, by his loyalty and self-sacrifice,
broken down the barrier he—Redwing—
had raized between them.
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A Special Bright and Breezy Article by
TOM BROWN.
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Y schoolfelldws have got it badly. Not the 'flu, not
M German measles,-nol housemaid’s knee, or 5i. Vitus’

dance. They are all suffering from a new complaint

known as “telegramitis,”

There seems to be a positive mania nowadays for sending
telegrams. The humble letter is despised. The picture posi-
card and its an@wmic brother, the plain postcard, are out of
date. The letter-card is a back number. - As for the telephone
—well, everybody knows that, it takes much longer to send
a telephone message than to send a letter. I've proved this
myself. Our telephone systemn i like the late lamented
racehorse called * Tishy ¥—if wants speeding up !

Whenever a Greyiriars’ fellow wishes to send a message to
one of his friends or relations, he does s0 by telegran:. Every
day you can see a steady streamy of Reémovites pouring into
the Friardale post-office,

Some of the fellows spend a small .fortune on telegrams.
'l?'le],r are not content with a humble ““bolb’s worth.” They
fill up reams and reams of telegraph-forms, quite regardless
of expense,

A telegram should always be brief, pithy, and to the point,
Bui Alonzo Todd doesn’t seem to think =o.

Lonzy had been in the sanny, suffering from a chill, and his
Uncle Benjamin wrote an anxious letter asking if he -wvas
better, Now, instead of wiring a reply, *‘Much better,
thanks.—Avoxzo,” the Duffer of the Remove, 1 hiz long-
winded way, sent the following telegram:

“1 have great pleasure m imforming - you, my dear Uncle
Benjamin, that the chill has now been eradicated from iy
system, and I have made a swift and satisfactory recovery
from my regrettable indisposition.
chest-protectors, as advised. ALoxzo.”
I will leave it to my readers to calculate the cost of such a

télegram !

Another person who 15 guilty of the same sort of extrava-
rance is Billy Bunter. But Bunter’s telegrams seldom go off,
or the simple reason that he lacks the * wherewithal ” to pay
for them !

Coker's telegrams are like Chinege puzeles to the harassed
postal officials. Ilis spider-like scrawl, his blots, and his queer
~pelling are the despair of the postmistress at Friardale, She
¢an never make head or tail of Coker's telegrams, and she
either has to call in an interpreter, or a detective who is
skilled in the art of unravelling- ciphers !

Lord Mauleverer's telegrams are models of brevity.  Iis

lordship frequently gets flooded out with invitations to variens

functions,
much fag.”

Ouae of the fow fellows in the Remopve who doesn’t suffer
telegramitia is Bolsover major. Bolsover hates tele-
gyt "ﬁmj are the bane of his Iife. He became so fed-up
with  .m that whenever he received a reply-paid telegram
hit a'ways wired back *' Rats !” without even troubling to read
the niessage. He took it for granted that it was a invitation
to <ome tiresome function or other.

This led to a very amusing incident. One day Bolsover
arranged for a special table to be reserved for him at the
Elysian Cafe, in Courtlield, so that he could take a few pals
over to dinner. The proprietor of the cafe gent a veply-paid
telegram to Bolsover, saymg:

In every case he wires the laconic reply, *Too

“Yhat would you like. for dinner ™

Bolsover promptly wired back, “Rats!™ " And he ‘can think
lims=elf jolly lucky that the proprictor didn't take him ai lis
word and serve up rat-tail soup !

One of the meanest fellows i the Remove 13 Harold
Skinner. Whenever he has occasion to send a telegram he
rims several words into cach other, in the hope that_they will
razs as one word, lHere is a typical Bkinner {elegram :

“To: Myr. John Skinner, 99, Lombardstreetlondon.— Am
Lll.*-]]f‘r'ul_t_'l}r hardup soplease sendmie remittance assoonas
po-=ihle, Harorn.”

A cute dodge, but Skinuner found that it wouldn't woul.
The postmistress at Friardale wasn't born yesterday !

I must now buck up and finish my article.. The telegraph-
hoy is coming across the Close, and he's bowrd to have abogit
a'dozen wires for vour humble seevant., -

I amn now wearing flannel

Thousands of working
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You can build them with

I'TH one Meccano Quthit and no other tool than
the screw-dviver which is included, any boy

can build hundieds of different’ working
models—a different model eyery day if he desires.
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boys can build more intricate models. The Hlustrated
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A Splendid New Meceano Book
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Meccanoland, where the best
toys are manufactured, No boy.
sheuld be without this wonderful book.

How to get a Free Copy

Just thow this advertisement to {hn;p chums and
send us their names and addresses with your own,
‘Put 35 after your name for reference.

GRAND MODEL-BUILDING
COMPETITION

This "is a Model-Building
Competition that  brings
golden opportunitigs ' to
Lirainy, inventive boys, This
year we offer splendid Cups
and: Medals to the value of
£250 for the best Meccano.
models, Write us for full
particulars or ask® your
dealer. for an entry form.

MECCANO, Ltd,,
» BINNS ROAD,
i\ LIVERPOOL
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Yours for 3507

Tlu-. “"Big Ben" Heyleas Lever Watch on
THE EHE&TEBT BARGAIN TERMS aver
put hn!‘urt the British Public by one ol
LDHDUH'S DLDEBT-EST&BLI&HED
MAIL ORDER HOUSES,

Free

An absolutely FREE GIft.of
a Solld Sliver Engllsh Hall-

marked Double Curb Albert,
with Seal attached, given EE
- with every Watch. fw'

Tt SIEST D EET

SPECIFICATION: Gent's Full-size Keyless
Lever Warch, improved action: fitted (=)
w Patent receil click, preventing breakage
' of mainspring by overwinding.
10 YEARS' WARRANTY
w Sent on receipt of 5d
deposit; after appro-
val, send l/¥more. The balance

may then be paid by 9 monthly [l
payments of 2/- each. Cash S

, re[und: In full if dissatisfied.
'ﬁ " now to Q-'.,P
[

J A DAVIS & CO0.

(BapL 87), 28 Denmark Hill,
i I.lnlml. S.E. 6.
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3% Weekly,

2 or 396 ca:h bugs a superbly m'n'le

:

ﬁ -Mead Gramophone with beautifully coloured

ﬂhm metal hom, extra loud soundbox, nassive’
=% ogak cise aod 40 tunes. Carringe paid - 10 Days" \&
ey Trial, 200 Needlesand §/- 2 Itob.let " pramo S
gy “ame FREE, Tniaid Table-Grands with .
== Wireless Set, Portables and, M ahozany Floor % e

Cabinet Models at HALF SHOP. PRICES. i.?f?l"' "?

Mm Write for-art catalogue. | "‘-"h,t_t

Co. (Dept. Glm}ﬁrﬂnlhnm

MAKE YOUR OWN
ELECTRIC LIGHT

These anlﬁ*r['ll Hrmmcr: hnht.ahrlllmntlr ‘a {55 vo'
lamp .',..'-'_El'a casy to wi::nr:h: 52! I'ost 6d. Delivery.by.returg:

ER.'EHHE (Dept. J): 85, New Oxtord St..L.ondon

POCKET MICROSCOPE

Most interesting and. instrirctive. Magnilies
L,600 . Limes.~and _discloses . Wonders .of
Natyre invisible to the nnkul eve.. Can be
used ‘for ¢éxamining Rowers, |I|-:|l'.|.-t3, water,
checst, Ete, Each in box, with three glasa
t.hdl.'“. nml illﬂl‘.ru{:tml‘ls.
Send p.c. ,fc-r ll ﬂﬂd‘!rjui' Xmas Catalogue.

J. BISHOP & C0.572,. ARGYLL PLACE,
REGENT STREET, LONDON, W.1.

FG.R xmns —-FIEI}I.&G\E%& {ﬂi‘ﬁ"’ﬂﬂ}ﬂ.‘ﬂ;t ETtIIHE?[ﬂ ENQINE,

Pos eobrie Ligh Wk, S fBs E dqdl.
Ptﬂ*t;ir \[.n"trr 3/9;: post. 3d. - Parts for, WIRELESS ?FET 5/8 mﬁiltnrg
Parts, .5 Fart fm t:mkin: Hh-::ur‘u;m Coil, 1/6. Post, ete., 3d. each,
Tt 18wt ste J kingn pA fikbumi ey
4 i LR — W 33 ] ’
Road, ASTON, BIRMINGIHADN. SESwLs

CURLYHAIR! WONDERFUL! MARVELLOUS! |

{::Im!:t'tt write © “ CURLIT " LU[‘L‘: ":TI;";I["I[TFHT HAIR.
{5,.2/6. Thousands Teslimonials. ' Proof sent! Novelty Lists
lree —SUMMERS (Dept. A.P.), 26-27, Clarence Square, Brighton,

CINEMNMAS &6, POST FREE

Our Cinema will glve best redults, will take 5l
andar
; h’ films, and can be uscd as mngt-;, lantorn.: 4o

-2 Bize .. .. : IE E POST free.
I.lhﬂl‘-ﬂ-] |n11|:I_1.' of Alm rlwn free with all’ the 1Imrm- r
Bend nl:mH[nm ou 7 el 4 { it

ronew an nEenions oy containin
® WIRE PUZZLES. Splendid valuo.  Endlces
: fmnsement. 24— ozt free,
Catalogue of (inemas, hrm, elc., post free.

GRACE & CO., 81, Wood Street, Cheapside,-

LﬂHnuH B.C. 2.
Cure yourself as I did. Par-

BTO‘F BTAHHEH]HBI ticulars Free. — FPRANK

HUGHES, 7, BOUTHAMPTON BOW, LONDOW, W.C.1.
NN
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30 BAKER Bigp R
& MAGAZINE V&)
FACSIMIL f

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
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” Special offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LES30NS
from my Complete Course on JUJITSO for Foar

3!1{'.'|.r:|: |

ERFEiu
EYN, 1

penny stasyps. Jujitsu is the kest and simpleak
gcience of self defence and attack ever invented,
Learn to take rare of vonrsel under ALL circum-
gtances ani learn (o prote t the small and weak.
SEND NOW.
““YAWARA' EUHML [Il‘ept-..lui’.]. '.I.IJ. Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middx,

100 WAR & ARMISTICE STAMP

for Blun Label Approvals, enclosing postage. — B. I.-.

10, WAVYE CREST, 'W]IITET.H.BI-B RKENWT f
FILMS, o e riim 1 o ot From, . Bomn .ﬂ‘r.i’,*';lf,’.tﬂ?féi-%a‘ﬁ &
MARSHALL, B8, Castle Boulevard, NOTTINGHAIL,

Bright and Cheerful? Tt is impaossible to be so if you suffer from
Nervous Fears, Awkwardness in Company, Nervous Depression,
Hlushinp, Timidity, Bleeplesspeas, Lack of Will-Power, or Mind
Concentration. You ::ana-ulgsulut{-h overcomt all nervous troubles
if .you nse the Mento-Nerve Strengthening Treatment, GUARAN-
TEED CURE OR MONEY REFUNDED. Send 3 penny stamps
immediately for particulars. — GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD.,
543. lmpmal- Buﬂdlngt, Ludgatu Circus, Lum:lun. E.C. 4.

120 DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE!!
PICT. BET 20 LIGHT:EHE‘J!‘EIH {(Over 7O 'I:]'nunm:l].
including Britizh - Colonials,” - War, Hr"\"ﬂhlbmu,- aml  Armistice

stamps, ~Absalutely FREE, on requosting A.:pmm]-q
NSEND, iﬂlu. London R

'LISBURN & TOW » Liverpgol.

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning succezs. Let the Girvan System inc
your height. Wonderful results. Send P.C. fo. gar-
ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept,,
ABLP., 17, Etmud Green Road, London, N. 3.

H AG I n Tﬂ Ic Ks; ﬂﬁtﬂﬁgﬁﬁh’ :IEnr 21 s:ﬁg 'irﬁ-ﬂﬂitl :%lilra;;f

Pricetd.each.4forl/-.—T. W, Harrizon, 2589, Pentcnville Rd., London, N.1.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS. §niforList E,‘ifn‘ﬁﬂ;ﬂﬁ’.

1/-, Post Free.—Desk E, DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Dravton Avonue, « 15,

L " PACKET—FREE[—17 Stam daplotiog Boldiarsd.
WAHR|0R Includes Sot 'EI nlz‘mu EI:I'I pill:l-nlr‘l'. ml unll'l:l-ll"l'n
-[]id poskEape. I—STE{'hTﬂ'\ ﬂ.'. CO - {De ‘E'EETCLTFF- ON -HEA*

FREE WIHELESSI]FF ER!

to thoze who buy a pair of 4,000 Ohm *Phones!
FParticeulars of OFFER and "u".'jrelcxs. Eleelrical, and
Maodel  Lists Post Freo 2d, '1"{ETRU-';‘TI"’I"‘ SET ol
Complete Parls with Instructions for Making - Poiver-
ful Electrie Motor &/-: Electrle Light Oulfit q/16;
\"-1rr1u'.q Bot 5/3: Hmrkhu.' Coll ' 1/9: Elegtro M ngh
8d:; Bicromate Battery 1/4; -Fleotric -Hell Set ﬂi:lf
Hm. of Electric Experlments 277, All Poét-Freas,

THE SYMAX AL‘-EEEEGHIEE CO0., 261, Lichfeld
Hnad Aston, BIRMINGHAM,
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. When Answering Advertisements
o Please Mention This Paper, ae
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