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THE LUGKY THIRTEEN! SEE COMPETITION RESULT BELOW!

* PLAYING THE GOAT!™
By Frank Richards.

EXT Monday's fine story of the
Greyiriars chums features Ver-
non-Smith, who, on account of

i

hiis Ways

gy

nicknamed thcgfgmmdnr. The name has
stuck to him ever since. It has been
said by a learncd seribe thet the leopard
cannot change its spots. That little zay-
ing had all the truth knocked out of it
when the Bounder reformed, a whole-
hearted reformation at that. No. smok-
ing, no blagging. no breaking of bounds
-~the Bounder zurprised everybody by
his sudden retarn o the paths of virtwo.
But—and there’s always & “but™ in a
charaeter such as Bnnth's—the reform.
while it lasted, was good, distinetly
good. Then the old vearnings for free-
dom, the old promptings to overthrow
atthority, rose in rehelﬁén against that
praizeworthy reformation. Dhitter strug-
gles took place in the Bounder's heart,
and it iz to his eredit that he withstood
the temptations of his “other ¥ solf for
some time. The truth of the old saying,
however, was being revived. The
leopard doee not change its spobs, and
neither could the Bounder throw off
absolutely his earlier habits,

Wwas odnce

A LAPSE!
Occasionally the Bounder skipped
back into hiz “goe wavs—to do

wrong is far easier than‘'to do right—
for him!  And uf the Dounder’s case it
carried a certain amount of aotoriely
with it. Smithy loves the limelight—
wholc chunks of i*. ‘These patches of
the old Smithy come wo light at uneer.
tain intervals, bringing trouble in their
train for those who, not constituting
themselves his friends in the full mean-
ing of the word, have always cndeav-
oured fo bear with him. Smithy, in this
case, ‘alls foul of the captain of the
Remove cricket eleven, and, with due
repard to the nature of his offence, is
suspended [rom the club.  Then the
fur begins to Ay, with a vengeance. The
Bounder is noi a meck-and-mild fellow
like Stott or Bnoop, and he makes no
secret of his intention to force Harry
Wharton's band. His manner of going |
to work is
bad taste, but the reckless Bounder cares
little for the opinton of his Form
fellows, The e¢nd is in sight, however,
when he runs foul of Cecil Reginald
Temple, the captain of the per
Fourth. How this comes about I'm leav-
ing your favourite author io describe in
his own way next Monday. On no
geoonnt, chums, must you moss

“ PLAYING THE GOAT!™

——

Lool out, too, [or another ripping
ingtalment of our powerlul detective

decidedly “shady ¥ and in |

Wwory,
“THE GOLDEN PYRAMID !*

In which Dreke and Ferrers Locke
near the end of their guest. Mr, Mar-
Tre Macxsr Lieerany.—No. 098,

dvke, the rascally master of the INiith,
15 far too downy a bird, however, io
walk inte the aons of the police. He
gEvEH a ot of tronhle, Thoen t.;'l_Erl,‘!.'E
Arthur the Dude—Arthur Bristow—who
has yet to be accounted for. This arch
seonndre]l has a few trump cards up hiy
sleeve vel,  Steawdily and sarely, how-
ever, the world-fumous deicetive {ollows
on his heelzs, like some persizstent agent
of retribuliton—alwavs a fear-haunting
shadow with the moest hardened ceriminal.
Dan't miss thns coming instalment, what-
ever you do, chums,

* CRICKET ! *

The “Herald” staff coniribuie a
spectal supplement on this grand sum-
mer sport in our next jsmpe,  All the
leading lights wir their views, including
Dicky Nugent of the Second. His
description of a Bt. Sam’s cricket matech
will send you into screams of launghter.

RESULT OF COMPETITION No. 9.

Mext Monday's issue of the Macxer
will eontain anocher list of prizewinners
in connection with our simple Limerick
Competition, which proved so popular,
For all you know, chum, your name
might be amongst the fortunate ones.
Make certain for yourself by getting,
i good time, a copy of this paper,

e ey

GHAND NEW SERIAL !

I have something up my sleeve, as it
were, in the form of a brilliant new
serigl by that popular author, Hedley
Scott,  As you might guess, Ferrers

Loocke and Jack Drake are the central
Apd here's f.%m tithit of
the

characters.

news—Dr. Fourstanton, cascally

e —

chiel of ike motor bandits, plays e
mean part o this story  of  baffhing
miystery and advensare, You have sam-
ed the guahity of AMr. Seoii’s work,
All of vou, will be keen to rvead D=
new story when Tosay that, in all hou-
esiv, it 1x the finesl story be has ever
weitlen.  Keep vour cxes on this page
in the futyre, chums, The date of this
new freat must not slip by nnnoticed.

CARTOONS ! .

There will be another humorous cav-
toon in our next issne dealing, this
time, with Williaon Goshng, than whom
there 1: no funnier gate-porter living,
Mr., Chapman has carvicatured Gossy
splendidly, *as ever was™

THE * SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY.”

Tweo more numbera of this wonder
sehiool-story library make their appear-
ance wext Friday, May lst. Number 3
describes the mliicking achventures of
Fisher 1. FKish, the get-vich-guick junior
from: the States. The title, Y The Grey-
friars DBusiness Man,” 13 a fatr indica-
tion of this extra-long story of Grey-
friars, Don't miss it Number 4 re-
counts the adventures of Willy Hand-
forth & Co., of 3t. Frank’s. Handforih
15 a cheery youth who won't be bullicd,
and My, Marmaduke Maggles is——
But that's letting the cat out of tho.
bag! DAMind you get "The Fighting
Form of 5t Frank’s” Ask for the May
editions of the ™ Schoolboys" Own
Library.”

CRUISING ON A CANAL!

FFor a nice, leisured holiday the ganal
offers pecabiar nduecements.  Any ‘old
canal will do. The sleepy waterway
which laps threugh Birmingham and
gots ifzelf mixed up with the Rea River
will serve. That of Liverpool, or the
sinuous affair which slops ‘}f;ﬂﬂ-i‘r Basing-
stoke may serve at & pinch., All you
have to do is to come to terms with the
skipper of a monkey-boat or a nice,
tarry barge, and—well, there vou are!
As an adventure there are many wourse
thingz than sceing your own countbry
from the deck of such a craft.

~Your €ditor.

. RESULT OF “CROSS WORDS ™ LIMERICK COMPETITION No. 8. .

i has been awarded to:

| for rounding off the following verse:

¥

with

the follewing twelve competitors:

In this competition the FIRST .PRIZI of £5 for the best " last lime ™ sent

JAMES E. EGAN,
182, Widnes Road,

Came o “Honk 1 and a erash—and a shrick!
“Billy Towl '™ Coker roarcd
On his bike he sped by,

Leaving one fowl to die—

“Tvred ¥ oot of its life, 5o to speak.

CONSOLATION PRIZES of POCKET EXNIVES have becn awarded to

BERT BILLING, 92, Rotherficld Sireet, Canonbury, London, M.
C. BOVINGDON, 66, Colville Road, Sth. Acton, London, W, 3.
STANLEY BRAMLEY, 4, Cemetery Road, Heanor, Derbyshire.
J. FREDK, COLBY, 49, Garden Road, Dunstable, Beds,

H. DAVIES, 1, Lee Btrect, St. Thomas, Swansesn.

L. GRIFFITHS, 46, Eleanor Road, Stratford, London, T, 15,
W. T. C. JOHNSTON, 8t. Michael's Ville, Linlithgow,

. J. LONG, Green Garth, Staveley, Westmorland.

L. LOVELL, 272, Bastern Road, Komnp Town, Brighton.

D. NEWMARK, 64, Palmerston Road, Rathmines, Dublin.
IRENE M. S8MITH, Ellerton Grange, Newport, Balop.

A, TURNER, “Pendennis,” Elton Road, Clevedon, Bomerset.

Widnes, Lancs,

{like his chee k.}'
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PHIRE 4
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THE TWO ARTS.—Dick Russell has g genius for sculpture ; Harold Skinner possesses a geniug for. practical joking.
Apart as these fwwo ** arts ' are, each in ils way contributes towards the solulion of a mystery that surrounds

a cheap hwo-and-sizpenny ploater cast of Julius Caesar !

¢

|

THE FIRST CHAPTER. himseli with an effort, *you know jolly

I well that Dhiek Russell is op o some-
Otherwise Engaged : thing, He's never to be found when
(1} USSELL here¥™ he's waented, for one tupg.”

Harry Wharton asked the “ Lotz of fellows are like that,” said
question as he looked in at the l}%'ilvy, vawning. “ Anything else?”
door of Study No. 3 in the ‘Yes. He's slacking. teo,” said

Romove passage at Greyiriars, Behind | Harry grimly. “He's dodging cricket

Harve Wharton were his chums, IFrank | practices, and games in general.”

Nugent, Hob Cherry, Johuny Bull, and | “ Naughty bov ! said Ogilvy. *Any-

Hurree Singh. The latter four jumors } thing else ™

wore broad grins, but Harry Wharton “Yes,” said Harry, his manner becom-

wore an expression of grim deternunu- fing serious. I woke up last might

tion. about eleven, and spotted him leaving
Doneld Ogilvy, Dick Russell’s chum | the dorm, Ogilvy.”

and studv-mate, was alone in the study, Oh !

and he looked up with a grin at the | It was clear that, whatever clse he]

group in the doorway, knew, Dick Ruszell's chum did not know

"Going blind " he asked gomally. that.
“Eh? g‘fuu silly &mmfiﬂ g Y You saw the ass leave the dorm last
"You can see he isn't here” said | night, Wharton?” . :
Opilvv. “Why ask silly quostions, Yes; I kept awake until he re-
Wharten &' turned. He eame back about twe o'clock

i ? i —been away three hours,™
F T P LT 7 "' . * L]
ass Dﬂusgttli is&%ﬂﬁrgﬁ: A d{?:-gl?gﬁ Ifi:::tlﬂ: oy rell, the silly chump 17 said Ogilvy.
e e Y A . “He'll be knocking himself up !

“He's about the schoel somewhore.” :;J rh“_rh Fou ]-:nlu:n'.'” 2 .
"1 suppose I:izr Ii;, as dinner's only just ﬂedi'nj thing else?” asked Ogilvy hur
overi” snap ariy Wharton crossly. :
“But I \1'nnﬁﬂ hnﬂwywh{:re, vou idiot ?:* Harry Wharton gave him a keen look.
“Why wnot ask him1”¥ ~ suggested | . “ Isn’t that enough?” he asked. “Iie’s

Ogilvy.: “He’s the most likely chap to | dodging games, slacking, and now he's

know, you know.” startod hl'mkipg hﬁmmda at night: may
“Ha, ha, ha I have been doing it for ages, for afl [
Herry's chums roared at the axpres- | knoew. Anyway, it's beginning to look

sioh of wrath on their leader's face. queer, Ogilvy, You're his chum, and
“Look liere, Ogilvy, you burbling it's up to you to stop him making a fool

idiok 17 he snorted, “1 believe vou know of himse f He was a decent chap
rfectly well where Russell is! And I |enough, and I don’t like to see—"

Ee[rliﬂfn'u you know jolly well where he's § Dromald Ogilvy burst into a laugh.

been putting himzelf [ately.™ "Well, you chump, Wharton!” he
"Eﬂ {.I bals ] grirned.  * You surely don’t suzpect him

es; I believe s0. What game is he | of blagging, and shady games

! nid

u[::‘?:;, ﬂf{:lféﬂmm drum " 1 i Wﬁﬂ; t,I eﬁ:‘ia}::]l:.lr re:m'tusr.-e _Eusaell

“It's what T want to know, and what [ Goros tak sort ol ftung. Jsut ats get-
I jolly well mean to know, What's his ?thtgn“:]ﬁr. t']"ik' - Iilﬂ F-Dul!ld“ Wi et
littla wame £ thg : e E:1||t}14:::.} "TIE-]’E or hours just for

" Ask me another I P i, H

Harry Wharton drew a decp breath. | o Sleep walking, perhaps?” suggested
Ogilvy’s manner was certainly exasperat- Ogilvy helpfully.
ing, and it waz plain he did not intend “Don’t be an ass!  Anvway, that's
to answer thoss questions—if he did | net what I've come about nmow. You
L:n'?w the answers to them, know it’s compulsory games’ practice to

Lock herve, Ogilvy,” he said, calming 1 day {”

A Magnificent New Long

Complete Story of Harry

Wharton & Co., the Chums
of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“I do. I'll be along presently, old
ﬂ.EI_ar.'??

“I know you'll be along all right,”
sald * Harry impatientiyv.  “It's Dick
Russell I'm after. Do vou know if he
means to come IV

Y Better ask him, Whavton, ™

“You funny idiot—->>

“T'm quite serions, old scont.  TF
you're too lazy to turn round, then vou
can talk to him out of the back of your
neck, can't you i

“Look here, Ogilvy,™ said Harry
sulphurouely, “If you don’t stop trying
to be funny, I'll dot you on the nose !*

“Ila, ha, ha !

Something in his chums’ laughier
made the skipper of the Remove turn

veund, and then he jumped as he saw the
rTeasol.

Standing in the passage, just behind
his chums as if politely waiting to be
allowed to enter; was a junior with
rather a  serious face. 1t was Dick
Russell. He had just come along, une
heard and unseen by Harry Wharton.

; I-Le grinned cheerily as he met Harry's
oK.

:' Want me, Wharton 7" he asked.

“¥es, 1 do!" prunted Harry, “1
want to know if you're coming down to
cricket, Ruasall 1"

Dick Russell shook his head.

“ Nothing doing, old chap,” he said
promptly., “I've semecthing more jm-
portant on.”

g G }:uu know it's compulsory games to-
ay ¥t -

“Yes: but T want you to let me off
this afternoon. You sep——>"

“Why should I Yow've joHy well
missed practice enough lately, Russell,
You'll be getting slack and unfit. De-
audes, it isn't fair to others. What have
vou pobt on, anyway 7

“ My clothes,” saud Russell innocently.
“And my watch, and——" :

“Rats! Ogilvy’s funny enoupgh with.
cut vou stavting, Iluesell,” soid Harry
wrathiull v “Why do you want to ecut
practice ?

. “Borry, old chap, but I'm not cxplains
ing that '

Tue Macxrr Lisriny.—INo. 895,
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“Then I'm nof excusing you!”
sapped Harry, * You're coming down
to the changing room now."”

“1 think wot,” sawl Hussell calmly.
“I'm going to be otherwise engaged this
afternoon,”™

“Do_you want me lo repork you to

Wingate?” asked - Ioavry Wharton
grimly. 1
“f ean't see  you  doing  that,

Whavton !” grinned Dick Rus:-}cﬁ. “ Any.
way, 1’1l risk it. I've gobt a job on this
afternoon.: I'm not coming.”

“1 think you are,” sail Wharton. |
“T'va brought these chaps along to help
you to change your mind, Rpssell. Tf
vou won't coma willingly, you'll be
vanked there.” ‘

“That's the yrogramme!” grinned
Bob Cherry. * Better come, Dicky.
It's compulsory games, and we're the
compnlsors.™

*But look here—-"

“Are you coming?”

“No: I tell you—-o-"

“Collar  hum!” ordered Mayey
Wharton,

“What-ho !

“Here, vyou slly  nsses!”  gasped

Russell in alarm, "“I tell you Vve some-
tjnnga}mpnﬂant_ﬂn L _
*Can't be as important as cricket, old

chap.” B
“But I'm not jolly wellse— Ow!

Leggo 1# -
Ruszell yelled nstithe Tamons TFive

Fﬂ:ts_pﬂd him and whirled him off his
o

Donald Ogilv¥, feeling called upon |

to aid his chum, ruzbed to the rescue,
but Bob Cherry turned his attention to
him, and sat him down on his own study
carpet. Tho next moment, with arms
and legs 'murkin% frantically, Dick
Russell was being frog’s-marchied along
the Remove passage.

[
e e—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Grub=-hunter !

UMP,; bump, bunp !

Amid gaspes agd wrathiful pro.
testations from Dick Russell, the
littla procession went along. tho

Remove passage with a rusih,

At every half-dozen steps or so
Russell’'s person struck the linoleumn
with 8 rezounding bump, which was
entively owing to the junior's frantic
siruggles, as Frank Nugent pointed oub
to him. )

-But Dick Russell wasn’t prateful,
noither did he cease to struggle. It was
all the Famous Five could de to hold
Juiny, much less carry him, without such
little accidents,

Bump, bump, bump !

“There you go again ! grinned Bob
{ﬂlerr?i “It's vour own fault, you
Enow ! Stop wriggling, you assl”

“Qw ! gasped Russell. *Ow.wow!
You—you frightful rotters! Ow! I
say, I sha'n't turn out if you do yanl
me there! I shall bunk at tho first
chanee—-"

Bump !

“Ow 1" howled Russell,

It was not on accident that time, as
Ihulgrmnmg faces of the Famous Five
testified,

“Bump him again if he talks like
ihat,” snid Wharton calmly. *We can’t
have insubordination or check.” '

“Ow!l FTou—you—"" _

“¥eu're comimg,” said Flarre, % And
avery time vou slack we'll touch you up
with & boot or a bat. I've had enouzh
—— [Ilere, out of the war, Coker!™

The little procession, with the velling
Russell in its midst, eame to a sudden
halt,

JHE MAGHET Lisrany.~— No. 808
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Barring thetr path was the barly form
of Horace Coker of the IFifth Form.
Coker was o very great man at Groy-
friars in his own estimation, and he
had & perfect genius for " butting .in™
on other people’s business,

He was evidently intent wpen *lLut-
ting 1n ™" now.

“Hallo! What"s all this ™ he sn&}:almd,
Eﬁii*?g the seene sternlyv. * Bullying,
&

YDaon't talk Lhike an as i =and Havey
Wharton politely. *Out of the way,
Coker, or we'll put you out !” :

“ITalf & munule, Wharton,” said
Coker grimly. *“This looks te me jolly
well hke 'a caso of bullying. I'm t]]ﬂ‘ﬁ'll
El?': ’fg!ljing—'yﬂu fellows ought to know

at.

“NRats! Oot of the way, lunny ass!t?

“Not yet, I want to know what you
chaps ave deing with that kid¥™"

“Ow ! Make *om lemine go, Coker,
old - man ! gasped Russell, secing 2
chagce of escape. “Good man, Coler!
(zo for the rotters, old chap !

“I'l jolly soon do that if ihey don't

‘releasd you, kid!” snapped Coker, a

warlike gleam in his cyes, ¥ Now, yvou
kids—"

“"Get out of the way,” said Elsrry,
“or wa'll shift yvou, Coker !

“IU'm deing notlung of the sovl 7

“ Muarch, chaps!” said Tlayry.

“What-ho 1™

“Look here ! Dop't vou kids darve-——
Yavooooh M - .

Crash! .

16 was more of a rush than & mareh
the  part of the  Famons: Five.
Russell’'s bead struck the Fifth-Former
on his waisteoat with the force of a
battering-ram, and the officious Coker
sat down in the passage with o bump
and 4 roar.

Over him tramped the Famous Five
like an incoming tide. ‘Bob Chorry re-
leazed his grasp on Ruesell for a brief
mement in order-to wipe his. feet on
Coker, Thiz done he rejoined his
chums, and the procession procecded on
its way to the changing-roon.

But it did not proeced far—ITorace
Coker zaw to that. Hpe came rushing
after the Removites, and he charged
into the group like a maddened bull,

The juntors wenbt spinning o all
‘directions, and the hapless Russell went
to the floor with a-heavy thud and a
liowl of pain and wrath.

“Walk gver me, would vou? Wipe
vour dashed feet on me, ch®" roared
Coker. “T'll teach you! Take that !

Harry Wharton took if—a thamp in
the chest that sent him recling.

“Back up ™ gasped the captain of the
Remove wrathiolly, *“Down the cheeky,
interfering ass 1V

“ Yes, rather I . .

Forgetting Rus:ell in  Heir excifed
wrath, the Famous Tive flung ihem-
sdflves on the Fiflth-TFormer as one man
and brought hip crashing dewn, Rus-
sell—grining now—szaw s chanee, and
took it. Like the Aral, he silently stole
away.

But the other juniors were foo busy to
notice Russell. At any ihne LHoraced
Coker was a big handful, and e was in
n towering rage now. The sirvuggling
six ralled over and over on the cold
linolaum,

The hubbulb was at 1tz height when a
master in cap snud gown rasbled ap,
It was Mr. Queleh, and he stared at the
Eroup in angry amazement,

“Coker—boys " he gasped.
how dara you?
once.” :

“Oh, my hat 1™

With zaszps of alarm ihe combatants
worled themselves oul ol <lazeeral o

*

Y H ow—
Cenge this tumuall of

their feet, vearranging their di:hevolled
abtive as they did so.

“What does this disgraceiul tcens
mean 't snapped the Remove wastor.
looking sternly from ™ Coker to 1ho
jutiors. “Wharton, why were you fighs
mp with Coker ¥

“ Ahein P murmured Havry Wharton.

“It—it was nothing, sir. Just—just
fun.”

A litile amﬁutmnt-, sir™ added Hob
Cherry helpfully,

"1 was just tﬁwpping Ehem, siv,” sudd
Caoker candidly, glarin,g; at the junrovs,
“They checked ne, siv.” .

“Oh, indeed ™ said Me. Quelch, with
heavy sarcham. “ Very well. You -t
learn that a Form passage i3 not the
place for disgracelul disturbances of this
miture. I shall report you fo M
Prout, Coker. The rest of you will take
a hundred lines cach.”

* Yes, =i

“ Dispevse af once ! )

They dispersed—Coker growling helow
bis breath, and the Fawous Five cyveing
pach other in dizsgust,

“Well, my hat!™ snorted
Wharton, “ A hundred lincs, eh'!
that rotier RBussell's
all, Come on!
for the beggar ™

“0h, let him xip ! smffed Johuny
Bull. “Let's got along to the changing-
room.”’

“Nobt yeb!” smid ITavey, hiz eyves
gleaming.  “Diek Bussell’s not sncalk-
g ot of ip like this! i

1layew
And
got away afoer
We're going to hunt

Comie on

He led the way boack fowards Russzell's
study, lus jaw set. As the capiain of
the Remwove, it was hig job to round up
the slackers for gemes practice, and he
nicant to carvy out Ehat job in =0 far as
Russell was coneerned.  Russell had
flonted his wsuthority, and Harry il
not like it .

They had almost reached Study No. 3
when & [st junior came rolling towards
them. It was Billy Bunter, and there
was a discontented expression on the fat
junior's face,

Y Heen Russell, Bunter ¥ asked Harry
Wharton.

A sudden glonm of interest camo info
Bunter's eyes. -

“Yon chaps looking for Russell?” he
azked nagm-}y,

“.YEH+”

“11 soon tell ﬁgau where the greedy
beast is!” grinned Bunter. *IHe's just
gome up lo the top hox-rooms. RS
going to scoff all the grub himself, the
mean beast B

“Grub? What grub* :

“Didn't you fellows sec that whacking
groat box that came for him this morn-
g i asked Bunter, “M% hat ! You
should have seenn it! ld Gesling
carried it up to the box-room {his
morning.”

“How the thump d'you know tb con-
tnina geab ' grinned Nugent. 1

“Lh? What clse could it contrint®”
grunted Bunter. "I say, you fellows,
vou ought o make him whack it outf.
Other chaps whack out when they goeb
hampers and boxes from home, Why
shouldn’t he ¥V

“ Yow're sure hie’s up there, Bunter #
=aid Havry grimly.

“Haven't I suid so? Tho heast
caught me up thera and kicked e
downstaiv:,” rrombled Bunter, rabhing
limzelf roefnlly. I suppose he thought
I was afler his grb, the awfol, sus-
picions boask I .

“Of course von woren't?”  grinned
Boh Cherry, " Wouldn't be Jike zon,
woubd 16, 13311y 2

“Oh, really, Cherry—" .

“We've wasled enough fime” =aud
Harry Wharton quickly., * Comg along,
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vou chiaps ! Tf Russell is up there we'll
jolly zoon have him out of that!”

“0h, good ! grinned Billy Bunter.
“F say, vou fellows, come on—quick—
before it's all gone !

“He, ha, ha ! .

Apparently Bunter was under the im-
pression that the Famous Five were also
after the “grub *"—if grob there was in
Russell’s mysterious box. With Billy
Bunter, delighted and gleeful now, at
their heels, they raced upstairs to the
top box-room. Ona room was open and

empty, but the other was closed and
leched. Ty
“He's inside!® said Bob  Cherry.

¥ Listen IV
From behind the locked door of the

boz-room  sounded a gueer tapping
#oumd. .
“T say, wvou fellows,”™ said PBunter,

almost trembling with eagerness. “ He's
opening the box now. Shall we smash
ﬂi;: lock ¥

" "NWNo; we won't go as far-as that!”
grinned Harvy, “Oh, hang the ass!”

He vapped shacply on the door. From
inside came an exasperated voice.

“That vou again, Bunter, you fat
elam "

“No, it isn't ! called Harry Wharton,
in an ominous tone. " Better open the
door, Russell, wou ass! What the
thump ave you up to in there?”

“Run away, Wharton."

“HBh? You cheeky rotter!”

“Run away!” roared Russell, his
voice wrathy., “ What d'you want “to
coms pestering me for like this? I'm
not coming down to ericket practice, and
that's flat ! Shove off I”

“You'll get it hot for this, my
pippin

“Rats! Run away and play hop-
seoteh ! Go and eat coke! Go and

chew brick-bats! Run away and chop
ch}g& g

arry Wharton drew a deep breath,
Hé was biting his lips with anger, but
his chums wero grinning. They didn’t
tako Dick Russell quite as seriously as
therr leader did.

“I sav, vou fellows!™ sand Bunter.
“Don’s let the mean beast beat you,
you  know. Smash the deor down!
Ta'll soon be starting on the gprub
now I

And Bunter slooped suddenly, and
!neepe:l throwgh the keyhole—or, at least,
w tried fo do so. The key was in the
lock  still, however., Seo shouted
through instead.

M ¥al! Mean beast! (
Leeps all his grub to himself !
Beast |

The tapping inside the box-room swd-
denly coased, and the next moment the
key raitled in the lock. But the door
didn't open. BStooping  down  apain,
Bunter saw that the key had been mevely
withdvawn from the iock.

“I say, vou fellowsz !” yelled Bunter, as
lie peared throush. “I ¢an sco now!
The beast’s zot the box open nearly!
Tcan o it! Yalt! Russell, vou Deast!
Greedy roi—— Ow! Grooooh!™

“Ha. ha, ha!™

The Famous Five roared as Bunter
suddenly withdrew hizs eye from the key-
hole with o muffed howl. His fat face
was streaming with ink. It was elear
that Dick Russell diad merely withdrawn
the key in order to inzert the ond of a
sruark. '

“How's that, Bunter ¥ called Russell,
in  sulphurous accents from  inside.
“That's what you'll get again if you
come here worrving. I specinlly pro-
pared that little surprise in case any silly
:1&&'—:&]}:—;r came quizeing round. Now shove
1

fre

Creedy beast!
Yah!

L SrE———

chuekled Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five grasped Russell and whirled him off his [eet. ** Yarooh!
Legro! Chuek it, you sty owls!’ roared Russeil. * Up with him, chapsl "
Nexi moment, with arms and lege working frantically,”
Dick. Russell was being whirled along the Remove passage, {(Jee Chapler 1)

Grooaoch ! splut.
“Ow !

“Ow!  Wow-wow!
tarod Bunter, in a tearful wail.
Groooooh ! The awlul beastI”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The unfortunate Billy Bunter mopped
away desperately at  his  streaming
features with a dingy-looking handker-
chief. Then he rolled dismally away,
and stummbled dewn the stairs en rvoute,
apparently, for the bath-rooms. Fer the
time being he had evidently given up
the grub-hunt.

“Ha, ha! What a sercam ! chuckled
Bob Cherry. “It's noe pgood, Harry.
vou know. We'll have 1o give cld
Rarssell best ovor this™

ITarey Wharten bit hizs lip. It wenk
much against the grain with him to let
Russell have best even for the time
being., But there was nothing else for
it, apparently, They werc on the wrong
side of the locked door, and, like his

chume, Ilarry was impabtient to get
down to practice, 3o he podded after a
EHLUSE.

“All right!™ he said.  “We'll settle
things with Russell another time. 1iut
—but what on eavih can the chap be up
to, you fellows? 1 don’t like 11"

“1t isn't prub ™ grinned Dol Cherry.
“Tuossell isn't a chap like Fishy, who
scoffs geul on the quiet! Nop much !

“You know 1 don't meon that,” said
Harry Wharton, his brow wrinkling in
troubled thought. 1 mean what 15 tho
chap up to lately? Ile's always noissing,
and he seems io have given wp games
altogether.  And what about his sndéak-
ing ot of the dorm at night ¥

*Azk me another!” grinned Bolb

' Cherry.

We can't smiash the giddy door down,

“It's nothing to joke about, you as=’"
snapped Harry crossly. “T mican to keen
an oye on the idiot! I'm goiog to put a
stop to his breaking bounds at nizht,
anyway. ILf he goes out to-night, or any
othier night, we'ro going after him.
Blow him now! Let's bo getting down
fo the nets, for goodness' saka !”

And with thut,gﬁnrry Wharton led the
way downstairs apain, his brow not a
bittle ruffled in ratler worried thought.
Ho liked Jdek Russell, and though not
one to trouble much about another
fellow’s busingss, Harry falt he ought to
chip in. And he meani to chip in,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Secret Out !

ARRY  WHARTON & CO.
H seavecly saw Dhek Russell again
until bed-time thot ovening—
nor had they sought him out at
all. Despite hiz wrath at Russells dis-
regard of his own responsibility, and of
Hac'y Wharton's aunthority regarding
games, the captain of the Remove de-
cided to let him rip—for the timo being,
MNone the less, Harry YWharton & Co,
had not forgotten Russcll by any means.
Apart from the guestion of sporls, 1lavry
was genuinely disturbed i regard fo
Dick Russell's conduct of late. The
junior had always been a decent chap,
keen at games and sports, and ons of
the most veliable chaps in the Romove.
And now, hers he was, cutbing oven
compulsory games, amd more significant
siill, hreaking} out of dorm at night.
How long he had beon domg so, Harry
Tz Magner LisRarRY.—No. §
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did not know; but -he remembered
noticing that, in class, Russell had been
strangely dull and drowsy in the morn-
ings of late. Harry wondered if it was
a more or less regular occurrence,

He was determined to diseover that.
Thkat . night Harry Wharton & Co. ve-
mained awale until long after silence
had fallen on the dormitory, and their
salf-imposed wigil was rewarded,

After what seemed hours to the walch-
ing juniors, a dim figure =at up on
Russell’s bed, and his voice was heard
in & whisper.

“Any of you fellows awake?™

There was no answer., Evidently all
the fellows, excepting the Famous Five,
were neleep, and the latter tock good
care nof to answor,

pnly & moment Dick Russell waited,
and then ho slipped silently out of bed
and started to dress in the darkness.
Then he stolo quictly out of the dormi-

tory.
Buck up, you fellows!™ whispered
Harry Wharton.

“Heo slipped out of hed, and his chums
followed in & flash, : They were as koen
as ho was bo discover the seeret of Dick
Raussell's wmwyeleriovs noctwrnal  execur-
E10nE.

At top speed they rushed on a few
clothes, and then they left the dormitory.
Quick as they had been, Dick Russell
had already vanished when they pob m
the passage outside.

“Tho lower box-room,” mubtered
Harry, staring up and down the silent
corridor. “ Come on!”

That Dick Russellshad left the schoal
the joniors had little doubt, and they
stole along to the lower boxroom. DBut
there they met with n surprise. The
window was closed, and securely lalched
irom the ipside.

“Well, this beals the band,” whis-
pered Harry Wharton, “ He's not gone
out affer .all, then., T wonder—
Greal pip! What asses we are !”

“What d'you mean?”

“This. afternoon!” wnapped Harry,
“lia was up in the top box-room, wasn't
het He may have gone thers now——"

“But what on earth does he want
there at this time of the night i

“Goodoess knows!” said Harey., “Ik
looks fo ma like 1, anyway.”

“To me, too!" grinned Bob Cherry,
“My hat! Bup there waz grub in
that box? And Suppose Bunter was
right "

“Aza!” gald Harry. “Dick Russell
isn’t that sont. It's pretty clear he's got
gome game on up there, though. We'll
mvestigate, at all eventa”

*“Yea, rather !

The juniors hurried along to the back
staireasa, and hureied guietly up to the
box-rooms. Harry had brought a
?mknt torch, and as they reached the
ittle landing, they saw that, as before,
one dogr was open and the other clozed,

“Hark [ breathed Bob Cherry.

From behingd the closed door came
a strangs tapping sound. In their
shippered feet the juniors had made no
sound, and now rry softly tried the
door, It was locked.

“What on earth can tha chump ba up
v #" whispered Frank Nugent wonder-

gly.

“Taken up fretwork, perhaps?™ sug.
aested Bob Cherry.

“Bounds mors  like stoncwork !

grinned Johnny Bull, “Sece if the ass
will let us in™

“He won't do that, you may bet!”
said Harry, in o puszled tone. *This is
no end queer, you fellows, But we
ought to—— My hat} I'se got it!
'This way, you chaps !

Toas Maexgr Liprary.—No. 398,

‘Hariy slipped through the open dony-
way of the next box-reom, and his
chums followed cariously. Their leader
pointed his torch up ot the skylight.

“IF we get on the roof, we'll %JE able
to see through the next skylight,” he
said grimly. "1 don’t like the idea of
spying on the idiot, but there iz some-
thing jolly rummy about this busineass,
and I mean to find out what it is"

“He won’t like it,” said Johuny Bull
doubtiully.

*“He must lump it, then,” said Harny
guietly. * For the reclless dummy’s own
sake we ought to look into the matter.

Give mo a hand with these boxes.”

The juniors dragged some empty boxes
to the wmiddle of the foor, working
cautiously to prevent any sound reach-
g to the next room. The skylight
was not high, and & moment later Havry
had ¢lambered on to the boxes, and had
drawn back the holts of the skylight,

It was soon done, and, shoving the
torch in  his pocket—it was searely
necded as the moonlight lit up the roomn
—he pushed up the heavy skylight, and
climbed out on lo the roof,

Hiz chums followed, one by one, and
soon all were on thie roof in safety. It

was almost as light az day, and every

detail of tha roafs and turvets of the old
school buildings showed up clearly.

“Jove! It's vipping up heve!™
pered Frank Nugent,

In tha sleapy silence they staved round
on the unusual =cene for a fow zeconds,
and then Harry moved to ithesnext shky-
{gg{::. theough which showed & flogd of
ight.

His chums followed him, and the next
instant .they were gazing down ab a
scene that made themn stare,

In the box-reom. below the gas was
burning, and they could see every detail
of tha room. And Dick Russell was
thore right enough. He was st-umﬁnﬁ
before a littla ptle of boxes on whie
stood somebling that puzzled the juniors
for & moment, It was a misshapen
lmp of stone which the junior was
warking on with chisel and mallet.

Tap, tap, tap!

The astenished and mystified Harvey
Wharton & Co. blinked down at_the
sirange  scene i amazement. Thick
Russzeil's elever face wore an expression
of keen absorption. He worke
engrossed in lus extraordinary occupa-
tion, obliviovs of the fact that five pairs
of curious cyez were watching him.

“Well;, T'm tianged ! breaihed Jarcy
Wharton. “So--z0 that's the game!”

“ But=—but what——"

“Can’'t you sec? whispered Harev
Wharton. “He's taken up sculpture,
then, e always was s clever, artistic
beggar, vou know. He's working on a
bust I

“Bust s it murmured Bob Cherry.
“Looka to meo like a chunk of stone
that's been busted !

* Ass ! prinned Harry., “It's only in
the rough now! Great pip! Fancy the
azs darmg to work in the box-room at
night, though! The nervy -bounder !’

"JTet's pive him o fright ! grinned
Baly Cherry.

And before Hany could stop lnm, Bob
had tapped sharply on the glass of the
skvlight.

It was rather thoughtless of Bob, and
tho junior beneath alinost jumped oot of
hiz skin, With ihe mallet and chisel in
his hands, he blinked up at tho skylight
im alarim.,

“Who—who's there?” Dhe called, a
trifle shakily,

Realizing it would be hetter fo ye-
pssure Lthe startled junior, Ilavey pressad
his feco close to the glass,

“It's all right, Russell [* he called

whia-

AWAY, |

back. *It's only we—Wharlon !
let us in, you bounder!™

“Dh!"”  gasped Russell, ™ You—you
asses ! You siartled me no end! What
tha thump do you want, YWhartan?
Can't you jolly well let a chap alone

“We've bowled you out, HRussell!”
called Bob Cherry. “ Might as well lck
us 1n and explain, vou know.™

“GGo and eat coke!” snorted Dick
Ruszell. * Likely, isn’t it? Rata!”

-1 tell you it's all serene,” zaid Hary
Wharton, grinning, “We'll let yon o
for this afterncon., We only want to
know what the game i3, you ass!™”

Dick Russoll pondered a moment. But
he vealiscd that the Famous Five had
discovered his secret, and he also realised
that it wonld be necessary to swear them
to seercey if he intended it to remain o
secret.

He nodded at last, and dragged =
couple of hig bowes undor tho skylight.
A mioment later he was withdrawing tha
bolts, and the skylight was lilted. up.
Harry Wharion dropped theongh s,
and zo06m the Co. were standing in the
box-room below, ;

“Well, my only hat!”  breathed
Harry, eyeing 1dick Russell in amaze-
ment.  “ 8o this is your game, eh? How
long has this heen poing on, Russell 1

“Not long,” said Dick Russeell, fGush-
ing a little. “T expect you chaps will
grin, but I'm no end keon on  this
setlpture ; alwavs wanted Lo take ik up.
You echaps will keep i mum, won't
wou ¥

“Well, yes,” said Iavey hesitatingly.
“But look hore, Russell, old chap. It
strikes me you're overdoing it moro than
a bit. A hobby like this is all right as
far as it goes, but vou ean't on cut-
ting sports and evervthing eclse for it
And as for leaving the dorm at nrght
like this—well, you're taking a jolly big
risk, my lad. Cheoel 3 !

“I'm only overdoing it, as you eall if,
for a time ! grinned Russell, " ¥You've
heard there’s an art exhibition coming
off in & fow weeks at Courthield, Whay-
ton—ak the town hall "

“I have secen something about it—
yas |7 prinned Harry, " ranky hes
wanted to zend in somo of his comic
eketches until we pointed oul they only
wanted highbrow stuff, Why, thinkiug

I say,

of entering i”

Dick ussell nodded and Tblushed
again.

“It's  cheek, T know,” he said
modestly,  But 1've done quite a lot of

thiz in the hols at home. P'm going 1o
send io a bust—a bust of the Head.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“You'll get busted if you do!™
chuckled Bob Cherry, blinking at the
maszz ol stone which they could zoe now
was already taking the shape of o head
anid shoulders. “My hat! And is this
thing going to be it?”

Apain  Diek Russall nodded, and
pommted to a heap. of shetches on tiwe
table.

“Tve bheen scerstl shniuhilﬁ tho
Head for days now” ifa explained. "L
think I'll be able fo menage it all righi,
ithough it isn't the same as modelling
from life, of eourse. 1 can’ expeet tho
Head to zit for me, you see.”

“MNot quite,” grinned DBob Cherry.
“Bure ha'll bo pleazed as it is, Busscll,
old man? He may not like -—ospoc;-
ally if it turns out a dud.”

“Tt won't ! said Dick Fuszell calmly.
“T don't <eo why ho thould mind—in
fact, he ought to feel honoured, T think.
Anyway, I'm going to let him sece it
befarn 1t gocs i, of course.™

“Ha supe to pot some excreise books
in vour hags hefore you take it to him,”
advised Lob Cherry, shaking his head
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sagely. “He's got a pretty hefty arm,
you know.” ]

“Rats! T'll ho all right, you see,”
said Ruossell confidently. “ Anyhow,
you fellows know my secret now, and I
want you to keep it mum.”

"¢ Wa'll do that all serene,” said Harry,
*1 suppose Opgilvy knows—I eould see
he did this afternoon.”

“Yes, he's the only chap I've told,”
said Bussell. “ Anvway, 1 wank to get
on with the job., ¥You chaps can shove
off now."

He walked to the door and turned the
key in the lock.

“Half a minute!” grinned MHarry.
*You've coming with uz, old chap. This
game of working all houve of the dav
and night won't do, Russell. ¥ouwll be
having a giddy breakdown. Come on to

" Bed—fiddlesticks 1™ snorfed Russcll.
“I'm sticking here for an hour or two
yet, Wharton,™

“You're not,” said Harry coolly. "I'll
back vou up over thisz, of course, Russell.
But not to the extent of encourvaging
thiz night work.”

“But I've got to de it!” snorted
Russell, eveing Wharton in  sudden
alarin. “Don't be an ass! I've got to
slog at nights, or I'll never get the thing
dome in time, Desides——  What's
thet "

Ruszell stopped suddeniy, his hand
raised for silence. On the stairs bevond

the. landing outside had sounded a
creak, followed by a s=zound like a
stumble on the staivs, and a low grunt.
b::::IMF hae [” hl'ea.t‘amj kRur::ﬁe!l. " Some-

iy coming ! mick,  you  chaps!
Hide !

The other juniors had alvcady heawd
the sounds, and as Russell dived behind
a big pile of trunks at the far end of the
box-room. MNugont, Tull, Cherry, and
Bingh followed him, _

Only Harry Wharton kept his head,
and he slipped swiftly to the gas bracket
and turned the light out. Then he also
took cover behind the boxes and trunks

With hearts beating a irifle faster
than uwsual, the jomiors erouched there
antl waited. They were starviled and
puzzled. The sounds outside were
stealthy and ereepy, and they knew that
no master  would approach in  that
nenner,

Who eould the midnight mavander be !

The next instant they heard the soft
turning of the door-knob, and the deos
swung open slowly, '

e

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Bunter!

REAK, creak, creak!

With o rusty cresking the
door swung slowly back, and
then a form thowed dimly in the

deorway—a short, fat formn wearing a
cost over pyjamas, and big  round
spectacles that glimmered weirdly,

“Bunter I breathed Harry me rtomn.

“Well, my hat "

It was Billy Bunter right enovgh, and
the sight of him bewildered the juniors
until they remembered about Russell’s
mysterious box. ‘Then they understood,
and they grinned, Bunter, finding it
hopeless to get at the box by daylight,
had deterinined to raid it by night. e
was ' prubhenting "—a very freguent
occupation of Bunfer's.

"gui-::t_.r” breathed Harry Wharton
ﬂ?ﬁ “Let's sce what the fat burglar

In high glee the juniors in hiding
watched the Owl of the Remove enter
the room and close the door very care-
folly after him.

|
:

In the {fat junior’s hand was =
lighted eandis, and he stuck this to the
top of 2 box. Then he blinked rather
nervously about him.  Bunter was not a
brave youth by any means, and it was
plain that the shadowy box-room did
not appeal fo him at that late hour.
Bunter was obviously in & state of
trembling indeetsion, torn between feel-
ings of hungor and of fear of the dark
and silent night.

He almost jumped oub of his skin as
he suddenly zighted the misshapen mass
of stone on the pedestal of boxes.

“Ow! Oh, dear!” he gasped in an
gudible mumble. *Ow! gI-— thonght

blinked in

it was g-alive! Groooh!”
For a moment Bunter
wonder at the rough stone bust and at
the mallet and chisels on the boxes, and
then he looked about him for the box.
“Wonder what the thump thoze silly
things are doing here?” he nmmh!ed}.
“Blows ‘em, though! Where's that
blessed hox? Beast! Russell’s & mean
beast ! Oh, dear! Suppose the awful
rotter's scoffed all the grub®”

Tha fat junior's eyes suddenly fell on
the box he was looking for, and he
grunted his satisfaction. It was guite
a large box, and only onoe half of the lid
had been torn off. The sight of this
gave the prubhunter hape, and he
dropped on his knees beside, the box.

“I'll teach the mean beast not to he
g0 greedy ! he mumbled.  “Hallo,

:

|

pn D

9

q torror.

=

faney ‘packing grub
blessed rags and stuff |

Mumbling this, Billy Bunter [umbled
with one hand in the box., Then a
puzzled expression came over his faee,
and he took the stub of candle and held
it over the box.

He could see dimlv into the shadowy
interior now, and quite abruptly he
stopped proping, aml peered with his
short-sighted eves downwards,

And es be did 0 he leaped to his
feet with a yelp of sheer horror and
His groping hingers had felt the
unmiztakable curves of a2 face, icv-cold
and still,  And at the same moment his
staring eves bad plimpsed the features,
white and eorpse-like.

Muaturally it was a shock to RBilly
Bunter.

For a single instant he stood,
trembling from head to foot with sheer,
petrified horror, and then he leaped
madly for. the door and tore it open,
shivicking for help as he did so.

.i’n shavinga and

“Heii:! Murder! Police! Oh dear!™
i[:ig :;m;-}'. ed. “Oh help! Grooooh! Ow!
alp !

Shrieking at the top of his voice with
terror, the fat junior shot through the
tooreny like a bullet from a gun, and,
rushing to the top of the narrow stair-
case, he feirly huerled himself down
the stairs.

|

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Harey
Wharton in great alarm, * Thei’s done
it. £

e

ha, ha!™
the keyhole, with a muffled howl.
wow ! * roared Bunter.

The Famous Five roared as Bunter suddenly withdrew his eye from
His fat face was sireaming wilth ink.
““The awful beast ! ™

_—
‘1 say, you fellows ! ’* yelled Bunter, as he peered through the keyhole, ** The '
beast’s got the box open, and—— Ow ! Yooooop! Grecoough !’ *“ Ha,

L1 ﬂ'w"'
(See Chapter 2.)
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“What's bitlen the fat idiot 1" gasped
Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!” gurgled Dick Russell,
almost exploding with hystorical mirth,
“0Oh erumbs!  What & giddy scream!
Hg, ha, ha ! .

“You burbling ass!” said Harry.
“What iz it¥ What the thump weas
the box, Russell

“Only & bust—a bust 1
gurgiag, Ruseell,  Ha ha, ha!
muzt have taken it for a corpse ™

“(Oh, gre.s-t pip I*

plaster

The juniors uwnderstond now; and,
hardly knowing whether to laugh or

not, they rushed out on te the landing
alter Bunter. That fat youth was still

?-elligip;, and az they reached the top
asnding Bunter reached the lower
landing.

Ha reached it in a sprawling heap,
sonding two fire-buckets that stood there
LMILRINE AWAY.

raszh, orash!
Crash!

‘The landing waz very tiny, and the
{wo water-filled buckets swamped their
contents over the prostrate Bunter and
the landing, and then they rolled down
the staivs with an appalling crashing
amd clattering.

Tho noise added the fnal touch to
Bunter's terror, and he leaped to his
feet and went flying downstairs after
1he buckets, yelling like a wild Indian.

“ Help ! urder ! Polica!
odolr ! Help 1"

The clattering crash of the falling
tckets, and Euntﬂ*"s piercing  yells
fairly awakened the echoes.of the silent,
sleeping school,

On the dim ldnding IIarry Wharton
& Co. and Dick Russell eyed each other,
alarmed now, despite their grinning
F:aces.

*"Well, the fat's in the fire now, yon
chaps ¥ said Hoarry Wharton, “We'd
better make ocurselves scarce.”

w;? hat! ¥es, rather!”

“We're fairly trapped up here,
though,” said Harry. “No good mak-
ing' & dash for ths dorm; we'd bhump
into someona guro as fate,”

Clatter, clattoy !

“What about the roof?” sugpested
Russell. “Hide up there u'nulg all's
quict 7

“Too riskr,” said Hawmry, “Some
silly ass may notice the bolts of the sky-
light aren't shot, end shoot "em. Yhere
+hould we be then?"

“Oh, great Scott, yes!”

M Wn’g ter hide in the mexl box-
room,” said Harry, coming to a hasty
decision.  “"Bunter’s bound tb bring the
beaks op to invesligate, and we'll get o
chance to slhip out and joiu tho crowd.”

*Good wheezo I

Thoogh it was far from being & safe
snhome, the juniors vealised it waz the
only one, and they followed ITarry into
the next box-roou:.

The six juniors arrénged boxes and
druntks  swiftly, and dropped down
Lehind them, hoping for the best. And.
weanwhile, Billy Bunter had spon found
the help he was yelling for.

By the time Bunter had rcached the
ook below doors were opening all aloug
the passages, and questioning vaices
were heard on every hand.

The terrified juniora almost yushed
full-tilt into & crowd of startled, wonder-
g Sixth-Farmers grouped romwl the
BAixth Form dormitory  door,  and
Wingate promptly grasped Billy Bunter
and brought him to a hall,

“You—you fat a=z2!” he snepped.
“What on earth iz the matter? Stop
that awful row I

“Ow! Oh dear! TIi's you, iz it, Win-

ate?” panted Billy Bunter almost
hysterically, “Ow] Oh dear!”

Tre Maaxer Lisgary.—No. 596.

He'

Yarrre- |

Wingate stared in astonmizhment at the
Inckless fat youth, Bomeone had lighted
tha pessage ges, and Bunter's face
showed up ghastly white, and he was
shaking like a great jelly.

“What on earth’s the
Bunter ¥* repested Wingate.
kid, you're shaking like a leaf !”

“Ow! Oh dear!” gasped Bunter
fointly, “I-—X've had the fright of my
life, Wingate! Chl It was awful! I
—I touchad it, you know! Groooh !”

At that moment AMr. Prouwt, the

mathbor,
“Why,

master of the Fifth, and My, Quelch, .,

and Mr: Hachker, of the Upper Fourth
caane hurrying up, their faces alarmed
and anxigus, Behind thom was a swarm
of juniors and seniors in all stages of’
dress and undress.

“YWhat ever is the matter, Wingate "
boomed 3r. Prout in alarm. “Who
was that shouting and shyteking ¥ Al

Mr., Prout EthFEd short as his eyes
fell upon the shaking Billy Bunter. All
eyves turned upon the fat youth.

“It was Bunter, sir,” spid _"i.-Tingn.Lc,
eyeing the fat youth curiously. ““He
came ruzshing along just now, and—well,
look at him, siv, He seems to have had
o fright.”

“Bless my soul ™ said Mre.-
ayeing Bunter in some ocvncern.
oy has undoubtedly had a fright.
iz literally trembling with fear. Bunter,
what has happened, my boyi”

! Bunter licked hiz {at lips, which were

TY.

“It—it waz awful, siv!” he groancd.
* All white and=—and cold! I put my
hands right on it—saw 1it, too! Ow!”

“What ever is the boy talking about "
cjaculated Mr. Quelch.. * What do vou
mean, Buniter? What was whife and

cold 17?

“Tho—the corpee, sir ™

"The what?™ almost velled Al
Ouéleh, -

“The corpse, siv! T sow it—touched
it, in fact!” Bunter shuddered. **Oh
dear! It was awful! I put my hand
in the box and touched it! Ugh!”

T A—a gorpze " ztnitered BAlr. Quelch

faintly. “In—in a box¥  Dles: my
sonl ! Iz the boy mad?¥™

HT tell woy it's true, sit!” stammoered
Bunter, almost beside hinself  with

hyszterical exeitement. “It's in a box
in the top box-room, sir! Come and
look for yourself, siv ™

And hardly knowing what he was

doing, Billy Bualer grabbed the
master's dressing-gown as if he would
drag hin there.

. Mr, Quelch shook Ms [at hand off
impatiently,

“ Bunter, you ridiculous boy!" &
;E':rasped.r “Whut ave you talking about?

here is no corpse, either in the box-
room o anywhere else in the school.
Stuff and nonsense !

“Utterly absord ! pufied Mr. Prout.

“Outrageous !™ sneried Mr. Hacker.
‘“This is some wretched practicnl joke,
My, E}Lmluhf’

And so thought hoth juniors and
semiors, from their grinming faces,

“Tha foolish boy has had n night-
mare, I suspect,” said Mr. Prouwi. “1Ta
ha: Deen consuming wast gquantities of
imdigestible foodstnifs, and has had an
unpleasant dream.”

“Possibly so, 3Me. Prout,” remarked
Mr. Queleh dryly. ¥ But that docs nof
explain wiat Bunter was doing up in the
boz-room at this hour of {he night
Bunter!”

“Oh dear!™ groaned Bunter,

Up to then ﬁliltz.r Bunter had been too
tevrified to think of lbis own posttion,
but now he suddenly realized that his
presence in the boxr-raomn nt that hour
of tho night wonld iake =ome ox-

i plaining,

|

|
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“Bunter,”" said Mr. Quelch sternly,
“what were vou doing up in the box-
room at this Euur‘?’”

“Owl I—I made a mizstake, sir, I
havent been near the box-room, of
course,™

“ Buntey—--'

“No, sir—I mean, yes, zir!’ slam-
mered Buonter, "It was—was lke thi-,
Hi.l",, I went out for o—a lilile strell,
siv.

“A styoll ¥

“Oh dear! Yes, sir—I mean no, sir!
ET just woent ondg, s I heard o nolen
—a faint noige from the box-room. That
wag if, sip. ™

“Nongense! How
from that distance?®”

“0Oh dear! I mean, T leard a slight
polse outside.  And—and when I went
out in the pazsage I heard anothor noizoe
from the back staiva, siv—seo?  And—
gnd when I went there T heard another
noise from—from the box-room, satr.
That was ik, siv. FExacily!”

There was a chorng of choekles—in
stnntly suppressed by Mr., Quelclh,

“DBunter ¥ he snapped in an ominous
voice, “¥ou are prevaricabing, you
foolish boy. I demand o lmow instantly
why you went up to the box-room, amd
what thia disturbance means?”

“Oh dear!” -

Buntor grogned amain. He realized
ke would have to explain now—thevo
waz nothing elie for it.

“It—it was the box, sir—Russeli’s
box,” he monnbled. “If cmne this mork-
ing, and I thoughi it contained grub
ﬂ‘r'_"_:lj

“What "

“¥ mean, eskes and thmegs™ said
Funter dismally, “1 knew it was np m
the box-rcomi, snd when T weke up
hunery—I was frightfully hungry,” ex-
plained Bunter pathetically—"1 got up
and went up to—to soo if the grub was
all right, sie”

“Bless my sonl!™

“RBut 1t wasu't  grab™  mubtiorad
Bunter, leis face whiioning again at the
recollection of his fright, ‘1t woas o
corpse. 1 zaw it and felt it Ugh!”

“Rubbishi " znapped B Q|uﬂ}ﬂh, as
a buzx went up. “You have un-
donbtedly received o fright, Bunter, bug
such o thing as you claim is utierly
unpossible.”’

“Phe wretched boy haz: undoublediv
been badly frightoned, Mr, Queleh,”
agrecd Mr. Prout. > In ovder to allay
the wreiched boy's fears I would sug-
]l;e:at- that we investigate This—ihis box
e ontions,”

“Veary well, Al Droul,” said A
E,}ur;ﬂ-:h vimly, with o glance round at
the half-seaved faces. I think it will
he just as well, as you supgest,  Clon,
Bunter !

L]

eould you lear

“Ow! Oh dear! I--T'd rather not,
L m
5ir, .

*Come nt onee ™

0w

Bunter went; he r:qil.]d nob iznore 1o
note in Mr. Qim:.]{'h:; connnand. Jle
followad, trembling, as the Remove

wastor led the way (o the stairs and
begaa to mownt thep with the wheln
crowd al hiz beels.  Mosh of the fellows
were grinning, but more then a few
looked o irifle seared.

They passed the uptvrned five-bucket-,
and the fleoded landing, and reached
the box-room. By that thwo Billy
Bunter was at the tail end of the crowd
with only Wingate's hand preventing
him from bolting back. FPunter olvi-
ously had scen *something.”

With the candlestick he caveied held
ap high, Me, Queleh looled round the
sliadowy hox-room. Almost gt onen hix
glance fell on the roughly-hewn lump of
stone on the boxzes,
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“Ah* exclaimed tlhe master, hia
mouth setting grimly., A person of an

mind has been at work
Buntey

artistic turn o
hera, I see,
Hﬁ“’ B
With Winzate's grasp on hiz cellar,
Billy Bunter was propelled through the

paping crowd,

“Bunter,” went on M Queleh, “is
thia your-—vour corpae, boy ¥

The master pointed to the rough bust,
and Bunter shook hiz head and pointed
i trembling Gnger at the box on the
room {loor,

“It—it's m the box lhere, sir—look
and sce, sir!” faltered Duouter with 2
similder, “Ohw! T touched if, s

Still looking gritn, Mr., Quelch stooped
over the mysterious box and plonged his
hand in. He felt about a moment, and
ilen with a somewhat stariled exclama-
tion he shone the flickering gleam from
the candle into the box., Then  he
eeuntbed,

“Corpse—rubbish © he snorted,

Wiili that tle master withdrow some-
ihing from {he box—something shaped
like tlie head and shouldera of o man.
e tore off a tofn covering of tissue-
paper, and reveuled a pluster model—a
bnst of Bhulespenre!

As the staring, broathlez: crowd saw
it they Minked for a wmowent, and then
i Pnrfe-ub how! of lonughiter went up.

‘IIa, D, ha!”

“Oh—oh deav!” pasped Dunicr. o
grzed a3 if  thoderstreels ar ks
oo,

“Silenee " thundered 3. Queld.

“Runter, you utlerly foolish boy—-"
“Ow! TI—T sus-sor, say. Jb wasn't
my fault!” gasped Dilly Bunter. “I—I
made a mistake, I thonght it was alive
—I mean I though: it was dead—a dead
eoTpED, S
“IIa, ha, ha!”

The box-room fairly rocked with
taoghter, Mr. DProut was chuckling
inroatily, and even the acid features of
Mr. Hacker twitched slightly. M
Quelch hid his face by stooping and
reading the label on the box.

“Thiz box belongs to Hussell, appar-
ently,”  ho mpuwemured. I3 Russell
hore ¥

Dick Russell pushed hiz way through
the erowd in the dﬂnnm],:,i. Russell was
CTmning alighti . As Harrvy Wharton
had expected, they had found no diffi-
culty in slipping from the box-room and
joining the tail end of the crowd.

“This box bhelongs to you, I presumic,
Rnzselli”

“Yes, sir,” said Dick Russell, “Ny
prople  sent it this  morning — that
wlaster model and anotler ona in the
wx, I=—I'm rather keen ou things like
that, s

Mr, Quelch nodded.

*1 am aware that vou ave interested in
nhjocts of art, Bnazell,” lw said, smiling
kindly, “And am I right in supposing
that this stone—ahem =-bust and the
tools are your properiy ¥

Dick Bussell groaned inwardly. He
saw ik would have to come out now.

“Y-e-s, sir,” Lo mumbled, Hushing
crimeont,.  “I—D'in awiilly keen on
senlptuve, siv, I—I was hoping to enter.
something for the art  exhibition at
Courtfield.”

“That is a very praiseworthy ambiiion,
Ruszell,” said My, Quelch, glancing at
Mr, Prout, " But why work up heve in
eeevnt, my boy i

“I—1 was afraid the fellows wmight
fngly, siv,"” stanuuered Russell,

*Nonsonse! No righi-minded boy
would,  Vou should. have asked por-

mizsion to wse the box-room, Dnescll,
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1" Let’s give him a fright,” chuckled Bob Cherry.
him, Bob tapped sharply on the glass of the skylight, Dieck Russell, engross

In his task below, nearly jumped out of his skin as the rapping sound reached his
ears. With the mallet and chisel in his hands, he blinked up at the skylight in
alarm, ** Who—who's thera ? ** he asked, in 8 hoarse whisper, (Ses Chapler 3.)

Before his chums could sto

However, 1 sec no havm in your using
it nevertheless. Do yvou, My, Prout®
) Not at all.” puifed Ht.hu portly master,
“I admire the Dbov's enterprize and
ambition,”

_ My, Quelch replaced the plaster model
in the box,

“I will see you in regard Lo this
mabter fo-morrow morning, Russell,” he
satd. " Bunier [

“Ow! Oh, yes, sip?”

“I will seee wou also an the morning,”
F-I':ﬂfr[md Me. Queleh, & significant note
in his voice, “You have caused a dis-
graceful disturbaznee, and aroused the
whole House Ly your idiotic and dis-
gracciul conduct! Wingate, kindly rec
these bovs back to bed without delny.™

“Yes, st

Lt wasz all over—all over, thaot 12, for
all ko Dilly Bunter and Dick TRussoll,
In g lnughing, pizeling crowd the ¢rowd
was shepherded down the narrow stair-
case by Wingate, and back to their dor-
tnitories,  Fyen Dek Hussell was eorin-
ning  ehwerfully  pow,  Me Qmﬁuh'a
kindly remarlks had lifted a load from
hiz quiad,

Bul Mve. Queleh's remarks—Ffar from
kindly in his case—had merely added to
the heavy load on the fat mind of Biliy
Bunter. And ss he rolled dismally back
to the Remove dormitory, surrounded by
grinning faces, Billy Banter groaned.
noi onee but many times,

THE. FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Skinner’s Joke !

LL: Greyfriare laughed loud and
long over the absurd affmir of
mpter's “ecorpse " the [ollow-
ing day. The only fellow. whao

saw 1o humeur in the situation was
Lilly Bunter himself,

That hapless and unfortunale youll
had little to laugh at, in fact. His inter-
view with My, Quelch proved to be
anyihing but & homorous aflajr. And
wlen Billy Buonter ot longth left the
Remorve mester’s study be was almost
doubled up, and his fat features wore an
cxpression of  the  keenest  anguish,
Leaving the dormitory at might withou!
permizs:on—oven when one was fainting
with hunger-—was a very scrious matter,
and with the aid of his cane My, Quelch
pointed Lhus out to Billy Bunter.

Dick Russell's interview with Mr
Queleh, however, was of n different
nature ellogother, Though a sleiel dis-
::ip!inarian,ciﬂr. Quelch took a very deep
interesk 1n hiz pupils, and a fellow who
showed promise and a desire to excel
whether in sport or work—was sure of
encouragement and aid from him,

He listened with kindly interest as
ek Russell stammered out hiz hopos
and ambitions, and told the juoior thal
he had fu!l permission to turn the box-
eoom  inio & sindio.  But when the

Tug Macxer Liseary.—No. 898,
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GRAND NEW DETECTIVE SERIAL ON THE WAY, CHUMS!

junior explained that he was working
on the bust of the Head, Mr. Quelch
foopked donbtful,

“As it is for exhibition purposes, I,
think you had beiler obtain the Head's
permission first, Russell,” he said reflec-
tively. “However, I will mention the
matier to Dr. Locka; and in the mean-
time vou can be working away at il
Personally I see no reason why Jou
should not do s0.” )

Russell thanked the kindly master,
and left his study in high feather. That
Mr, Queleh's sititude might have been
far differcat had he lmown he had been
working 11% in  the box-room alter
lights-out, Russell knew full well, aud
he thanked hiz stars he had managed io
escape so luckily. ) ]

The junior reported his interview to
Harry Wharion & Co., and they con-

ratulated him, and wished him Iack in
gia ambitious venture. Most of the
decent fellows of the Remove did like-
wise., With ilhe cxception of a few
fellows like Skinner & Co., nona of themn
Jaughed at his amnbition, as Russell had
fearcd they would. Dut they took great
intevest in it, for all that. -

Even Fisher 1. Fish, the American
junior, took an interest in the matter—
though it was a financial inieresi, as
Dick Russell soon discovered,

That evening, just after prep, ihe
Transatlantic junior marched into Study
No. 3 and planked a large brown-paper
parcel on the fudy table carefully. i

“] guess I've come to do a bit of bust-
ness with you, Russell,” he said erisply.
“I'm jest azkin’ you to cast your oplics
on this hyer.” i

And, carefully unwrapping the paper,
Fishy revealad to view a plaster model
of Juling Cmsar.

“Creat pip!” exclaimed Dick Russell,
his eves li}gnting up. ' Where did you
got that, Fishy ™ _

He picked the model up and looked at
it keenly. It was fairly large, bot hght
and obivicusly hollow., And though far
from being cii‘:an and new, it was an ex-
callent » model, as Dick Russell soon
noted,

“1 goess I remembered seeing that in
a shop-window in Courified, Russell,
when I heard about this hyer rumpus
last niglii,” grinned TFishy, “"And sa
1 hiked over o Courtfield this very even-
ing and snapped it up for you.”

‘You're going to make me o present
of i, Fishy?' asked Russell, winking at
Ogilvy.

L %:tms:a I ain't!” snapped TFish
Erumpt 7. I kinder reckon f’m a slie

usiness men from the word po—not a
durned philanthropist babe., Not me! 1
guess I want seven and a tanoer for this
hyer bust, Russell,™

Ruszzell grinned as hg examined the
maodel clasely.,

“Well, ii's a 'c-l];r zood cast, and worth

the monew, Fishy,” he said. “I'll give
you seven-and-six for it, all serene, if
vou'll take five bob now and the rest on
Saturday.” '
1 guess that's ﬁmd enough,” prinned
Fishy. "1 sort of cal-cu-lated that an
artistic guy like you folls for objecls of
art like this hyer”

“Where did you buy it, Fishy 1”

"Tﬂll}]lil'ﬂ = gooond - hand Turniture
dealer in Courthield,” grinned Fisher .
Fish. *I pguess thero's no harm in
5‘?“““ the favts. Is it & deal, then,
Tinazel]l 27

Dick Russell nodded, and handed over
five shillings into the grasping palm of
the business man of the Remove,

ST hand ever the rest on Saturday,
Fishy,” said Dick.
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“Yep! T puess your word's good
cnough, Russell,” grinned the Trans-
atlantic juniar. “TI'll look in hyer for
the half-dollar Saturday morning, then.”

Grinving all over his cute face, Fisher
T. Fizh busiled out of the study. He
had paid just half-a.erown for the plaster
cast, 20 he was more than satisfied with
big “deal.” Five bob prefit was qute
gaad—even for Fisher T. Fish.

Donald Ogilvy eyed hiz cllum in dis-

zust, : y
“You f‘['md that swizzler seven and a
tanner for that thing?" he gasped.

“Well, you ave 2 ass? I el he didn't
zpive two bob for it.”

“1°d have given him ten, if Le'd agked
me,” said Dick Russell, gloating over
his purchase. “It"s just what T want,
Dan.  You don't renlise what it means
fo me to have ithings like this about
me. I'H ,Eust frot up to my—abem [—
studio with it now,”

“0Oh, shove it down somewhere!”
grunted Ogilvy. *“Let's get along to
the Common-room, you mad ass!
Blessed if you aren’t poing potiy over
those dashed thingz! Come on?”

Russell grinned, and placed the plaster
model carefully on dop of the book-

shelves,

“Oh, all right!" he said. - “Leoad on,
old chap!”

Tha two chums walked out of the
study, leaving the gas on and the door
open. They had scarcely pone,. when
three juniors came along the passage.
They were Skinmer, Stott, and Snoop,
and as they strolled past, Skinner's eye
happened {o ealch sight of the plasler
cast on the bookshelves.

He stopped and peeped
study.

_ “Hallo!" he grinned, his eyes glenm-
ing  wickedlv. “0ld Russell's rgot
another of those busts, ilen. the silly
assl T say. we ought to be able to get
soma fun out of that thing, chaps 1"

“0Oh, blow it!" said Stoit, “Hang
Rusaell 1M

“Theze rotters have gone down fo the
Common-room, I expect,” grinned
Skinner, unheeding, * glent}' of time to
have a lark with that thing, Come on!™

He dragged his unwilling chums into

into  the

the study and cloged the door. Then
he gazed reflectively at the model.
Skinher was an invelerate practical

joker, and he was bent upon a practical
joke now,

Bkivner was o lazy slacker, both at
games and work, but where trickery and
practical joking were concerned he
showed plenty of energy and a fertile
brain,

He very soon thought of an ides, and
he prinned gleefully az he lifted the
model on io the table,

S Loder's down in the quad. chatting
with Walker,” he chuckled. I spotted
‘ern from our study window just now,
They're strolling up and down Just helow
here.  The cad licked mo this morning 1

“What's the game?” azked Snoop
uneasily.

“I mean to repay Loder by kindness,™
said Skinner.  “He's always trying to
caich chaps smoking, isn't he?  Well,
we're going to halp him caich a smoker
now. We'll make him look a thunder-
g ass,  you chaps.  Whe's pot a
cioavetia ™

Btott grinmed, and produced {he re-
quived article. Skinner & Co. were
never shovk of cigareties,  Both Stott
amd Snoop were beginning to get a glim-
mering of the idea now,

Bkinner chuckled, and examined the
model clesely., Then Lie {ook his pocket-
knife out, and staried (o bore a hale in
the mouth of the model with the point

of the blade. Skinner was never very
particular about other Eeﬂplﬂ’s property.

He was just engaged in this interest-
ing oceupation when the door opened and
a fat face, adorned with a pair of big
round spectacles, looked in,

"1 say, you fellows—" :

¥ Oh, kick that fat roiter out!” hissed
Skinner, without looking reund.

“Oh, really, Skinmer!™ said Punter,
with a grin. “I saw vou sneak in here,
vou know. I say, whai are you up to?”

Stott took the fat junior by the scrufl
of the neek, intending to kick him out.

“Here, legpo ! howled Bunder. "1
say, I'I tell Dick Ruszzell! I know what
the game is! Leggo, Stotty !”

“0Oh, let the fool gol!” smapped
Skinner. - “He'll only go blabbing to
thot cad Russell. How's that?”

The jolr of boring a small hole in the
mouth was a very simple operation, and
after sticking the ond of the cigaratis in
the small hole, Bkinner stood back to
view the result.

Julius Cmsar smoking a cigarciio was
certainly something mnew, and Siott

chuckled.
“It looks ALl™ he said. “Dut I don't

quite see the wheeze, Bkinner.”

“T zay, why not shove it in the Head's
study, Skinney ¥ grinned Dunter.

“(o on then, Bunter—lake it along,”
said Skinner. “8hut up, you fat idiot !”

Skinner picked up the medel, and
placed it carefully in the window, on a
small table that stood there. Tt was anly
then that Stott, Snoop, and Banicr saw
the “pame,” and they chuckled glee-
fully,

With the lighted gas behind it, the
buist cast a perfect shadow on the blind
—a clear-cub silhouette of & head and
shoulders, with a cigarette sticking from
the mouth. )

“Jolly good wheeze ! grinned Stott.
“Dut how are you going to make Loder
see BT

“He'll spot i, you bet!” grinned
Skinner. “Bat we're going to make
sure, of course. Hark!”

The window was slightly open at the
top, and to their ears came the mumble
of voices oputside, and the crunch of
strolling feet on the gravel path below
the window. i

“Keep clear, you  fellowa!™ hissed
Skinner., “ Now for 1$!"

Az he spoke, SBkinner rapped sharply
on the window, Then ha withdrew his
hand and stooped. so that his formn did
not show on the blind,  Snatching
matches from his pocket, he struck one,
and, stretching up hiz arm, he applied
the flame of the mateh to the end of the
cigarette.

It was cleverly done—only Skinner'a
arm showing as it rose to apply the
flamme to the cigaretie in the model's
mouth. The result looked realistic in
the extreme.

“Jolly good!” giggled Billy Dunier.
“He, he, ho! That's done it, T het 1"

1t had—that muchk was soon clear
From the quad below came a stariled ex-
¢clamabion n a voice all recognized as
Loder's. Then followed a few exeited
words, and the crunch of huwrriedly
doparting feat.

“Come on!” chuckled Bkinner glee-
fullv. “Here's where we do a moon-
light flit, my infants.™

“Ha, ha! Ves!”

And Skinner & Co., and Billy Bunter
hurriedly left the study, carvefully closing
the deoor after them.

[n the passage ouiside they alinost ran
full 1ilt into Harry Wharton & Co., who
wera on their way to the Common-room.

Harry Wharton eyed Skinner's grin-
ning face suspiciously.
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“HMallo 1" he exclaimed giimly
game are you up to, Skinoer:”

Skinner chuckled. ) .

“We've just been avranging a little
surprise for dear old Loder ! he grinned.
“I don't preless to be gifted with pro-
ﬁwtic powers, but T'm willing to bet ter

one that liz officious mighiiness wili
be along here in about two ticks™

Even as Skinner spoke, there sounded
herried footsteps in the passage, and
Gerald Loder appeared in sight., Pl
unpopular prefect was looking excited,
and his eves gleamed trinmphantly,

At the same moment Mr. Queleh ap
peared from the opposite divection along
the passage. The two met juzt outside
E-I:ul]:," MNn, A.

“Mr. Quelch!™ exclaimed Loder
eagerly, stopping the master. “Will
:r_m; JF!EMG come inte this study with me,
sir?

Me. Quelel looked at him in astopish-
neend.

“Why should I do tlwt, Loder? Is
anything the matter 7™

“Yea, siv!” zaid Loder, tho suzpicion
of & soeer in his tonme. * Yesierday ]
reported to you a boy whom I suspected
of emoking. You reprimanded me, say.
ing there was no proof, aad that I should
nob ack on mere suspicion, sie’

“That iz s0, Loder.”

“Yery good, sir,” said Loder grimly
"1 have now clear proof ithat a junior i+
snoking 1o this study at this very
moment. YWalker and 1 were strolling
in the quad just now. and we saw hin
distinctly—we saw his shadow clearl
outlined on the blind. He was just
lighting o cigaratte.”

“Oh, ipdeed!™ sald DBr. Queleh
sminously. “‘Thon we witl look into the
matter, Loder.”

He turned tho knob, and marched inlo
Stndy No. 3, with the delighted Loder
at his heels. Curtous to know what was
on, Harry Wharton & (o, ecrowded
round the doorway, whilst Skinner & Co.
remained in the backzround.

They very soon knew what was on, as

‘.'f.- o

g W R i
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il Clevald Toder amd Me. Cueleh, A:
he steppe:d Sato the romn snd looked to
wakds the window. UToder ncarly iell
lown at sight of the junios 7 in ile
Ay,

“ What—what—=—" he stammeired,
Mre. Queleh siaved at the plaster casd
in dumbfoundod amazement, and then
iz brow grew thunderans ) .
“Lodor!” he thundeved, “JIs—is tlos
he=—the junior whom you shw sinok
ng 1

“Te—it's n  teick, s ! stammored
oder, Jos face flushing evimson with
-norvtification and suddrn mee, " He—it's
1 trick of those young Aends——"
“TLoder ! Kindly moderate your lan.
ranpo

“They—they knew I was in the quad,
ir!™ snarled Loder fuviously.  “They
nlanted this to trick me! Look, sir!

it's & real cigavetto—that proves thea
vz them, siv, doesn't iE%”

“Tlhat proves nobhing of
Loder.” said My, Queleh, his ione nly
sarcastic. It proves that the junicrs
we perfectly aware of what T mysell am
vwatre=Lhat vour methods of disciphne
e fri too severe and unreazonabic,
Soder. They resent your suspreions and
mdvee  fault-Ginding, and this sort of
hing 5 a natural resolil”

He turned suddenly and geimly upon
he grioning erowd arcuipd thio doorway.

“Who s responsible for this sbsnrd
ciek ** he snapped, fixtue his keen eyves
wpan them, “ Wharton, iz it possibie
hat vou have had o Lawd o thi-
wantical joke ¥

“Oh, no, siv!” said Tloery promplly.
"We had vo band in atv

“Very good (™ said BMe. Queich, appar-
ankly concluding that Harry's “we ™ in-
Auded the rost of the jllTIi:’:-r.*: ine e oo
way. 1 will leave you, Loder, Lo dis-
saver the perpetrator. When vou have
Jene =0, Lkindly report the oftender lo
e

.:"i.'."l{]

the sort.

with that e, Quelell vosrlod

away angrily.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Treasure Trove !

11

| —

‘4 A ha, ha ™
H Tho Juniors in tho docrway
ronred  with  langhter  whew
once the irate Remove nasier
had  disappeaved.  Though they had

pirxntg' of respeck fur Mr., Quelch, they
itad fettle, if any, for Gerald Loder.

That discomfited prefect stood in tiwn
middle of the room and glowered 1n
speechless fury at the juniors, He krew
that Mr. Quelch wonld have more to =av
to him in rogarvd to the spoof than he
had alveady senid before the Jimiers,
There was a seathing leciure in stoce Tor
hitm, and Loder knew i

“¥You little  fiend<!™ Tl actiens
lated at last. “I'll make you =it up for
this, confound you! I'll teach vou iov
play your dashed practioal jokes on me.
111 mske vou sorey for this, Whartou,
von little sweep !

“It's voure own feoli, Lodec!”

“What ¥ Take fifty lines for inzalene,
Vharton ! snapped the prefoct.

[larry grinned.

“ I take o all servens, bure 1 sha'n't
lo ‘e, Loder,” he :aid eahnmiy. AR
sor1 try to make me I shsll apoeal to
wiv, Queleh 1

“You—you refuse Lo abey my ovdess ¥

“1 had no hand in thiz trigk, Lader,”
ald Harvey guietly, "“Aund you're nos
roing to fake 1t out of me. If you like.
P oasl Afe. Queleh i I'm to do tiw
ines.’

Harry moved as if to walk away, b
che prefect called him Lack hastily.,  He
know what Mr. Quelcl: would sax.

“Tt—it's all right, Wharten!™ Le
snarled.  “ You—you necdn't do then,
then,  I——I Lthought you had o band in
thic. Bub I’ fmd the fellow, and T
avnke him dashed well smast fop plaviinye
ihis—this thing on me!”

And in a swklon bursl of Tary Lodes

paised his haied aned seot the innocent
plastee oot spinoing.  fTad it gone

With a8 yelp of terror, Billy Bunter daried back. His gﬁﬁug fingers had felt the unmistakable curves of a face—icy
And atthe same moment his staring eyes had glimpsed the features—white and corpse-like,

cold and still.

Bunter leaped

madly for the door, shrieking for help as he did so. ““Help! Murder ! Police ! Ow ! Help! Wow I (Ses Chapter 4.1
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direct]ly to the floor, it would, doubtless,
have been smashed to pieces.

But it fell into the armchair and rolled
off on to the carpet. Yet it was smashed
for all thet., The bust thudded againzt
a leg of the table and broke into two
pleces &b the neck,

“ MNow vou've done it, Loder 1 grinned
Dob Cherry., “Old Russell will—"

* *Hanz Russell—and hang  you ¥
hissed the vaging prefect.

With that Gerald Loder marched out
of the room, sending the grinning
jumiors to vight and left az he did so.

As he stormed away, larry Wharton
looked at Skinner grin:u];'.

“You've done it now, Bkinner, you
as5 1" he chockled. "Old Russell will
make zhavings of vou for smaszhing his
model. I suppose it was his, anyway.”

Bkinner was looking rather thoughtful
now. He had suddenly realised™ that
Dick Russell would want a reckoning
with himn for smashing his model—and
Hussell was an artist with his fists as well
as his hands!

“Oh, my hat!" groaned Skinngr. "I
say, Wharton, belp me stick the dashed
thing together again, it’s Bussell's
vight enough, and he'll play Hamlet—-"

“MNot muech!” prinned Harryv, “We've
aciijoyed the joke. Skinney, very much,
and now we're off.  Cheerio! Haope
Ruszell doesn’t bust you zltogether.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Famous Five passed on. Skinner's
jokos wsually did have a habit of re-
eoiling npen hizs own head, But Harey
Wharton & Co. had no sytmpathy for him
—or help.

“Mean  cads!”  growled  Skinner.
“Cowe duside, -yvou fellows, and close
the door., We've got to get the thing
moended somchow,™

He stooped, and, picking up the model,
looked at it with a groan,

“Oh erumbs! We'll want Seceotine
or somethiug for this job, T sav, Stotiy,
just run ol get Halla! Why, the
dashed thing’s hollaw! Look! Hallat!”

Onee again Skinner said “Hallo "—
_ this thme with’ some surprise and excite-
ment in s tone,  lle had saddenly
vcaught sight of something stuck in the
interior of the base of the model,

It appeared to be a voll of paper, and,
inserting  his fingers inte the narrow
epening through the neck, Bkinner got
a g"t] of the roll and drew it out,

Y Phew 1

With a Jow whistle of excitemeni
shinner opened out the roll. It rustled
wmnsically.

Y Lireat Scoll !

“ireat pap!”

“Alaney, {._1.- jinpzo

“MTreasury notes ! brealhod Skinmer.

At the sound of the word *money ©
Billy Banter, who had been foo afraid
to enter the study, now pricked up his
cars. Al the sound of the words
“Treasury notes ™ he' rolled inte - the
gtudy, his eyves gleaming,

“T sav, your fellows

Hkinner shoved  the
pocket hastily.

“Gel out, Bunter!™ he snapped with
sudden hoat., " Kick that fat beast out,
yout chaps!"”

“"No, yon won't, Skinner, vou beast !
snapped  DBonter,  his eyes  plittering
greedily behind his big spectacles, *1'm
m on this, my pippin ™

“You fat tua-.ii—”

“That's enough,” said Bunter, “Tln-
less wyou want me to go straight to
Guaelchy and repork what you've found,

e i pry——""

Skinner Int his hip bard, He realised
that it was hopeless to keop DBunter's
mouth closed, unfess he was allowed to
be “in on this.”
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“Al right!™ he hissed, his oves gleam-
ing., “(Clome along to my stuwdy, you
fellows. Come on, Buater! Half & ma,
though."

He stuck the base of the plaster model
back on to the bookshelf as he had
found 1t. Now he camo o loock at it
Skinner saw thal a round plug of wood
had been flitted into the base, obviously
to keep the hidden ireasure in. Then
Skinner took the head of Julins Ceesar,
amd stoek it carvefully on the brokeon
base of the neek,

It fitted perfectly, and stock into place
safely,

“Good egg 1" breathed Skinner. *We'll
leave the thing like that— No, by
Jngo, we'd better not! Less we have
to do with the dashed thing the botter
We'll leave it on the carpet just as it
was when Loder knoeked it over.”

*Much better!” agreed Stott, almost
trembling with excitement. “*For good-
ness’ sake buck up, and let’s get out,
Skinney,”

Skimner toolk the two parts of the
broken model again, and placed them
carefully on the carpet where they had
rolled when Loder zent the thing zpin-
ning. Then the four juniors hurried out
of the study.
~ Bkinner led the way to Study Ne, 11
in u state of trembling excitement, and
the other tlree followed in a like state,
They passed into Skinmer's study, and
Skinner carefully elosed the door. Then
he deew out the rolled-up wad of notes.
His handsz shook as he ripped off the
rubber band,

FThey've genuine I” he breathed. *Oh,
gooc egp!  1—I thought they might not
e, you fellows.”

sav, vou fellows! gasped Billy
Bunter, "Share and share alike, vou
know, Oh crumbs! What ripping
lnek 1™

“Shat up, Bunter ™ panted Skinner,

He ran throwgh the notes quickly.
They were soiled and erumpled, but
they were genuine enongh undoubiedly,
e counted twenlv-five—fifteen  one-
protned notes, and ten ten-shilhing notes.

Twenty quid ! breathed Skinner. his
cves  sparkling  with  jov., “Twenty
blooming guid! Leook heve, Dunter, not
a word of thiz, mind ™

U Not likely 17 chortled  the delighted
Bunter. “I say, wouder how ther got
there 7

M Goadness knows ™ muttered Skinnor.
“1ishy bought it in Cowrtlield, T believe,
and sold i1 fo Russell, I faney 1I've seen
tha thing stuck on the counter of a
sceond-hand forniture shop there. Any-
way, ib's treasure frove, you chaps—any-
Lody's money.™ '

“Ours, you mean,” corrected Snoop,
with a chuackle,

“Oh, ves—oura!” said Skinper in a
tense volce. " It's been hidden in there
for ames, I expect. Nobody knows
iﬂ‘mm it but ns, and it belongs to nobody
nes

us now.  Jt's treasnre trove. Dt
—bhut, we'd better keep it mum, of
Course.”

O course,” aprend Hiott and Snoop,

avoiding each other's glances. “ Nobody
could blame ws for collaring it if they
did know.”

“And some of 'em might even think it
ought to elong to Russell,” said Bunter.
“ Belter keop it mom !

“We wall” spapped Skinner,  “Took
here, Bunter, we'll let you in on this, as
I said we would. Here's your share—a
quid, old chap !”

e e e o e R _—
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Billy Buuter chuckled at the generous
olfer.

“You're weryv kind, Bkinner, old
mamn,” he grinned. “But T think JI sail
share and share alike. That's five qui.l
cach, isn't it?”

“You fat cad—-"

“Of eourse, if vou'd rather not agree
to that,” said Bunter, “I'mn afraid 1
shall feel it my duty to veport this mat-
ter to Quelchy. You never know—somoe
people might thiuk this eash ought - to
go lo Russell, or Fishy, or the blessed
second-hand dealer, you know, Quute
likely! In fact, 1 think it's my duiy to
report the find.™

And Dilly Bunter, with a conseicnizons
smirk, rolled towards the door,

“Coma back, yvou fat rotter | hiszed
Skinner.

Billy DBunter chuckled and rolled
back

“I*ay up, then,” he grinned, holding
ott & fat hand.

Skinner gritted hiz foeth with chagrin.
It hurt him badly to be forced to pare
with any of the cash to a “fab idob
like Bunter, '

“Look here, DBunter,” he muttered,
“wou shall have the five quid all right.
But yoi'll have to be careful. You
know what a fool you arve. If you go
splashing the money about rvight and
left someone will be spotting zomething.
And you never know. Somchody may
coma along after it vei.”

*What rot I grinned Buniler. “ Lopva
it to me, old top. I'm not the fellav
to give the gamo away, T can tell voun
I'm keen—keen as Colman’s, yon know,
Hand it over, 3kinner.”

Skinner drew a deep breath., Ie saw
he would have to pay out in any case.
But he was afraid—afraid that 1he
cgregious Bunter would po “splashing ™
the money abouf, and thus cause com-
ment.

“Look here, Dunfter,” he mmltered.
“I was the one who found the money,
and I'm taking charge of it. I'1l seo
vou geb your whack, though—honour
bright. I'll treat you the same as I'm
gomng to treat Stoti and Snoop. U
give you ten bob now, and another ten
bob next week, and cach week aftes
until you've each had your five guid="

“Oh, but I say——"

“{h, really, Bkinner—"

“Ton’ you see,” hissed Skinner, ™if
we all start spending money at onee the
fellows will talk and wonder¥ I sha'n't
spend miine either, for a at.”

Rilly Dantor snorted,

“T want my fiver, Skinner!™ Lo
spapped. U1 know vou, Skinnev! If
vou don't, vou'll know what to expect

“Den't give it to the fat {ool!™ said
Buoop. “Why give him fAve, Skinner?
He's only bluffing vou, can't von see?
If he reports he gels nothing, and e
knows "™

“Oh, really, Booopy—->"

“Shut wp, you fab clam ! snarled
Skinner. “It's ten bob or nothing i

“Ch, all right! I'll show you!”

Billy Bunter rolled towards the door.
Dut Skinner had profited by Bnoop's
adviee, and he allowed him to go on
rolling. At the door BDunier paused,
obviously surprised that Skinner had
not called him back.

1

“Go on P grinned. Skinner. “Go and
report, old top

“ Beasts I

Bunter rolled hack into il room

again.  After all, ten bob now and
more later on was better ithan revenpe—
anid nothing else.

“Gimme  the ten bob, ithen,™ he
rumbled, " But no  games, mind,
Skinney; I kpow  you, you rotier!

Hawd it over!™ - )
Skinner tool a fen-zhillivz nole from
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te wad, and handed it to Bunler with
woversy bad E_J:’.LL{.-E., Buonter pocketed the
oie, and Skinner placed the wad back
it. s pocket.

“What about us, Bkinner!”
Suoop, with a nasty look. i

“on't vou fellows be fools—
Blhinner was begioning, when Lo broke off
abraptly as the door went back with a
crash and @& junior marched inte the
Ay,

It wasz Dick Russell, g

olwionsly in a wax,

a:leed

and wWas

“Oh, here vyou are, Skinner!” he
snppped, 1 want & word with yow,
wy lad. What about that dashed plaster

wodel of mine, eh? You howling rotter!
I'm going to teach you to let my things
aloas | Put your fists up !

Skicner started back in alarm. Ile
kuew that Wharton and the others must
have fold Bussell, and he knew ic was
eaelizz to deny anything,

“It was only 2 lark., you ass
arunted,
e lining,
oover in
Wharion.™

I know what boppencd!” snapped
¥k Ruozzell wrathiolly., Yo duln't
segsh ity but ik was all yowe thumping
fanll, yvou cheeky rotter.  You hoved a
a hole inthe mouih of ik, and stuck a
wlthy eiparotts in, didn't you—ruined the
niwicl altogether.”

“Uwn't you take 2 dashed joke?"

“Yes, 1 can. Dut smashing othoy
people’s property isn't my idea of a joke,
skinner. I'm going Lo lick you for vour
dashed eleek, and you cou take that io
stark with "

With thal Dick Russell {apped Harold
skiyner on his prominent nose. It .was
far from being a gentle dap, and it
brought a smothered velp from Skinver.

“Ow! Ow—wow! You—vou rotter!”
he hissed, jumping bsck, “Go for the
ead, you chaps{ Sling hun out of the
:-rmi;.r g :

But the c¢haps hadn't onough in them
‘o do that. Buntar had already dis:
ereetlly vanished through the doorway.
And as Donald Ogilvy had jusi appeaved
in the passage, Stotv and Snoop decided
in tezwu the matter for Skiuner to deal
LA B
_ This was unlueky for Skinner, for thal
junior had rushed at Russell, fully ox-
pecting his flu:tms to back bim up.  And
within two minutes the ead of the Be-
move was flat on the carpet. gasping, and
norsing 8 sireaming nose and g rapldiy
darkening cye.

M Theve, you roller ' satd Dick Ruszsell,
et up o and have soine more! I
heven't neavly finished with vou yeb!”
Tt Skinner had no. intention of poi-
ting up, I that brief, but cveiting.
tog minutes Dick Rossell had fairly
paunded his anatomy, awl he did not
vwant more.  He lay on the earpel,
ausping anid panting and prosuing,

“You—you cad, %L-Hsefi!" ho panted,
“You know youre too gaod for me.
I've bad enough! Leave me aione!”

“Hud enough?™”  ejaculatod Russell,
“Po you hear that, Dour He hasa't
iouched me yeb, and ho says he's had
w::r;t:;:h. Dome people are cnsily saliz
fied ! )

“Ha, ha, hal”

Ogilvy Panghed, and Lussell looked
down at Skinner

“We'll let it go ab thal, then,” he
saith grimly,  *And perhaps youll keep
ol of our study in future, Skinner. If
i wnesn't for the factk that I faney 1 ean
patch the model up again, 1d give you
more, you cheoky cad!™
CAnd with that Diek Rusecll jomned his
canm, and they went ont, el Russell
{ieling be had given Skinner good caitse

(L

lie
‘In any case, I didn't smash
It was Loder., e kpocked
o femper. You can ask

= — e e e
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marched in. Then he gasped !

thundered the Form-masier. **Is—is
smoking ? **

Mr. Quelch turned the handle of the study door and, with Loder at his heels,
“ What—what—"*
by the window was a plaster cast, with a cigarette in its mouth !

(Yee Chapler B.)

Standing on the table
“‘ Loder I
this the—the junior whom you saw

to rerrel having tampered with  his
precious model,

But he was weeng theve, Though the
“licking *  hod  beer paintul  enough,
Ilaroll Skiuner had o regprels—far from
it., Fie hand o consolation that Iussell
kiew nothing about. And that was the
watl of netes in hiz pocket, Harold
Bhinnor woukl have taken move than one
speh licking far {ive ponnds—thoueh the
erafly jl:uini' o nio indenbion of II{JIIIH
apdialiedl wiily Tive Elmuur.'!:a as hiz shore.
Share amd Mare shlke was now Skiinet's
ilen al all,

gl T

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Who Had It ?

i ALLO! Whe's this merchanl,
I wonder??
“1T faney T've eoon hin

hofore somoewhere,” zail Dol
Chereyy " Hallo, Gossy's slopped Lim !

It waz jost alter dinner the following
day, aml Havy Wharton & Co, were
sirolling towards the gates. A siranger
had just walked theovgh the goteway lo-
wartds them. e was an elderly man,
rafher antidily dvessed, and at o rlance
oy Whavton zuessed be was a trades-
1, ¥ walked in slowly  and
beosituiinrdy,

“Paken 1w wrong furnine,” grinned
Johnoy Dall,  “tHd Gossy will soon put
i reehd.™

Dok, apparontly, Uosling, the porlor,
was lnding it 0o easy mattor to pab the
skranger right.”  Whe ratsed voices of
thie porter prd the stranser reaclicd the

juniors, and they hurried on towards tho
gabtes, culious to soe what was nmiss,

Az they cie up Lo E-T"rﬂ iwe they AW
Ciosling plant himsclf in frout of the
stranger, as if Darving his path.

“1 tell vou this "ero ain't the trades-
man’s hendeance, mister!” sported the
porter. " Round Lhese here gates 1o the
right, and the fust turnin® hon the left.”

“Dut it's ono of them young gentle-
men 23 1 want (o see,” prolested the
cldevly man, rather hoarzely, “TI've
cotne from Courtlield o see him=—a thin-
fuced voung gent, he was, My davghter
tends me he spolke like one of tham
Americans, She anva he talked like an
Amervican amd bargained like a Jow."

“Fishy I grinned Bob Cherry, * Fishy,
for n penzion!”

“Ha, ha! Yeeu!” . )

It coviainly did sopnd like Fishor T,
Fish.

Anxipuz only {0 help the man, Haery
YWharion went up {o tha Lwao,

“Whad is i1, Gosling ¥ lie asked, * One
of our chaps wanled?”

“Wlhieh as "ow s gent wants to seo
Afasler  Fish, suppose,”  grunted
Gosling.  **Duk what 1 sez is this "erp=-
hw can’l go marchin' inter—"

“Heve's Fishy nowl” grinned Dob
Cherry =uddeuly, :

He sent o vell across 1o Fizher T, Fish,
who had jusl ecmergod from the fuck-
shop, Fish looked round, and came rans
ning over to the group.

<1 guess vou howled for me, Cherry,”
e said.  “Whatl's the hustle®

(Continuwed on poge 10.)
Tue Macxer Lipnany.—No. 598,
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REYFRIARS
come across in London.
are a few thorgughfarez bear-
ing the names of Greyfriars

fellows:

are often

Here

harnes

Dolsover Street, W.1L
Brown Street, W.1.
Pulstrode Strect, W.1
TFish Stecer Hill, E.C.5
Gwynne Road, 5.W.1l,
Morgan Strect, EA
North Drive, 8.W.16,
MNugent Terrace, N.W.G,
Russell Square, W.C.1.
Bkinner Street, E.CL
Temple Avenue, E.CA,
Tubb's Road; N.W.10.
Wharton Street, W.C.L
Wingate Reoad, W.0.

1 have scarched in.vain for a Cherry
Street, and I can’t understand why
the gents who christen our streels over-
looked oy illustrious name! . Dilly
Funter is also annoyed that there is no
Bunter Street, Dub our prize porpotse
is well acquainted with Puodding ne
and Bunhill Row!

Groyfriars s seventy-five miles from
London, as the crow flies.  Unfortun-
ately, the Southern trsind are mnot
erows, and a train journey up to town
is u wearizome business. There are so
many delays, that you expect to be an
old man with o flowing heard by the
time vou slep out at 1‘.'.‘]mring~érc:-55!
Personally, 1 prefee biking to London,
especially if it is a sunny, spring day.
There's rather a lot of traffic on ihe
roads, these days, but rthe homble
“push-bike ™ has not vet been driven
off the road,

. The Remove Cyeling Club had a2
Hepin ™ o London last Saturday, and
we spent s thoroughly cnjoyable day.
We started out after breakfast, and did
the journcy in just over six hours,
which  was “'poing some,” as our
Amcrican friends would say. We wan-
dered round and saw the sights, and
spent a small fortune in the process,
but we dide’t mind that, We had tea
at g rather swell place in the West

Toas Maoxer Lismany.—No. 388

End, and returned lo Greyfriars by
train, 1t wasz a very weary, but cheery,
party that rolled up at the school gates
in the April dusk.

Some fellows have expressed a wish
that Greyfriars conld be taken down,
and transported, lock, steck, and barrel,,
to London. They don't see why the
school should be poked away in this
quiet corner of Kent. But if these agi-
tators had their own way, and the
school was removed to London, they
would soon  be . sguealing—especially
when the warm weather came! - They
wonld miss the sea, and the cool, shady

would miss other delights, too, Mu
as 1 like London, I think Greylriars
onght to stay where it is,

Lord Mauleverer loathes London. The
roar of the traffic, he savs, gives him’
insomnia, and he can’t sleep day or
night. In that case, a week in London
would do his lazy lordship all the good
in the world! Mauly badly needs
shaking out of hizs sloth; and if he
wants a shaker-in-chief, I'm his man!

Lxtract from an * Eszay on Lendon,”
by Gatty, of the Second: : :

“London is a mity city standing on
the Tems, Is ancient name was
Laudanum, but it was changed by deed
of pole. Thers are many places of in-
terrcst in Londoen, tho cheef of which
being the Houses of Parlyment, the
Tower, the Almt, and ihg Flectway
House, wheve the Magxrr Library s
publicated.”

Micky Dresmond does not take very
kindly to London. Micky is ‘one of the
few people living in England who
“lpads everyone up the garden ” with
his Irish brogue. When Micky arrived
in London he had a deuee of a time iry-
ing to make himself understood. He

1o Greyfriers that London is "shure a
broth of a place,” buat * Londonderry

| beats it, bejabbers.”

river, and the green ecountryside, Thiﬁ L

was heard to remark when he got back

COKER’S EXCURSION!

CGKER. Potter, and William
Greene,
Mounted Coler’s bad machine,

Potter was on the nillion seat,
Greens in the sidecar stretehed his feeb.
And off they shot down Friardale Lane,
While Coker chanted a gay refrain:

“Boon we'll be in London town,

Sing, my lads, yo-hoho!

Unless we piteh in a diteh and drown,
Sing, my lads, yo-ho!

Heave-ho! On we go!
Bing, my lads, yo-ho-ho!

Whao's afeared to let her gof
Sing, my lads, yoho!"™

On they flew, o'er hill and dell,

With many a wild and warlike yell,

Heattering chickens left and right,

Putting the populace to flight,

Through town and village they fairly
flashed, .

And Coker charted, unabashed:

goon we'll he in London town,
Sing, my lads, yo-ho-ho!
Unless the jolly old bike Dbreaks
down, '
Simg, my lads, yecho!
eave-ko! On we go!
Sing, my lads, yo-ho-ho!
Where'er we go we fear no fog,
Bing, my lads, yo-ho!”

They came {o grief on a lonely hill,
With a sudden swerve and a sudden epill.
Coleor pitched into a prickly hedge,
For Potter the ditch théy had to dredge.
And Greene sat wp on the road and
roaned, .
While Coker’s veice from the hedgerow
moaned ;

“goon we'll be in London town,

Sing, my lads, yo-ho-ho!

A towrope costs hut half-a-crown.
Sing, my lads, yo-ho!

Heave-ho! . On we go!
Sing, my lads, yo-ho-ho!

A lorry will take my bike in tow,
Sing, my lads, yo-ho!”

They came jo grisl on a lonely hill.
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AILLY BUNTER: Loudon 15 a wun-
derful plaice—a capital capital, if one
may say zo! Give me a ten-pound note,
and let me loose in London, and I'll
undertake to have the time of my life.
There are no end of nice resterongs
where a fellow can get a decent feed.
London swarms with them, in fact. Dut
1 was awfully disappointed about Grub
Btreet.
ing with milk and hunny, so to speak,
a plaice where o fellow could eat, drink,
antd be merry. Dab 1t turned out to be
a strect in:i;abhited by down-at-heel
orthers, and I saw no sign of a cook-
shop. Then there was Fudding Lane,
off Eastcheap, I eggspected to get a
lovely stake-and-kidney puoddiog there,
but there was nothing doing. DBrend
Street was also a beastly sell, and so
was Fish Street. But in spite of these
disappointments, 1 remain loval in my,
love for London, Wish Greviriars was
in Fleet Btrect -ipstead of Friardsale!
What lovely snacks I should enjoy at
Yo Olde Cheshire Cheese!

I thought it was a plaice fAow-]

A

hat 1'Thin
of L ondon!

Our Conlribulors
gescribe cone of fhe
Pleacures and peri’s
of lhe Eritysy Capial.

/)

ALONZO TODD: London iz a dread-
ful place, in my opinion. YWhenever I
am compelled to visit it, 1 go in [oar

- and trembling. The traltie congestion s

529 terrible that I dare nob eross a siveet
unlezz I can got o friendly consiabla io
lead me by the haud. As for boarding
& busg, I consider 1t is a2 dreadiul ordeal!
Not having learned how to play Rughy,
I am rather handicapped in the wild
scramble for seatz. “Why not take a
taxi?” some will sav. Never agadin
shall T travel in one of those dangerous
vehicles!  The last time 1 chariered a
taxicab, it ran down Ludgate Hill ont
of  eonirol, and toroed a  complete
somersault in Ludgate Circus.
like a dice, and rou know how a dice
feels—completely shaken up!  Another
of London’s perils 1s the tottering dome
of Bt Paul's Cathedral. I feel sure it
will ecome crashing down at  any
moment. And that reminds me, I
must send a suvseription of three-half-
pence in stamps ta. the Restoralion
Fund!

I felt
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FI=HER I FIsH: T gucss London's
the doeiest, dreamiest 18°1 hamlet in this
dazy, dreeassy I aslaud ! 1's oo =low
atd <feepy for words.  Last dime I
went thove, it took me aver an houy
o ero:a from one side of London to
the ather, Why, I puess yon can siook
arrazs Noo York within ten seeonds of
buyitg vosr ficket! " Hustle ! 13 our
motia; but yon cah’t hustle in Londen
without oetting hung wp in o irathe
jan !

DICKY XUGENT: i like o take g

Lrip to london now and then, to see rhe

places of intervest, the tower 1z my
faveritt beauty-spot,  hope von wan'h
think : bludthirsty of me, but 1 hke to
genr where lady jane gray and all vhe
rest of e got At in the neck! 0 alzo
hke to climb up to the top of 1he monv-
nent, and get a bird's-eye view of
lomdon from the summit.  il's grand!
makes vou feel that you are monark of
all von snevey. another place i like fo
vizit 15 madam tweo-swords, where all
tho wax hgpgers of erimminals are” 0l
somebody will lend me a serevdriver,
UH sevew np my ewrridge and spend a
night in the chamber of lhorrors!

WILLTAM  GOSLING .
‘ates Lunnon. like poison. 1Wa alwavs
an ‘opeless mare to me. 1 gois Jost,
an’, wanders round an' round, an® {inds
mesail back at the place 1 started from!
I dow’t *old with them Toob Railways,
or moviing starr'ways. I never knows
which foot to step off with, an’ | gener-
ally turns a somersault when I gets (o
the bottom, As for ridin® on a homni-
bus, it [eir gives me fits! Lunnon's a
dearth-trap to a pore old feller like me,
wot don't know which way to turn, §
prefers Friardale Lane to Pieeadilly,
any day !

Whiely T
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A nutshell narrative

LONIDCOIN.
By DICKY NUGENT. |

IGHT fell upon the ml!:i-' city of
London—but nobody was injured.
The crool eust wind shreeked and
wissled along the Embaokment, that
lagt Dbiddews refupe of Jfost soles.  The
huddied Hggers om the scats were frozgen to
the marro, and nobody heeded their terribul
plite. Prosperus City men, muflled in warm
overcoats, swaggered past with hartless in-
difference. . And the ur vewman derelicks
sat and shivered on the sents,

Harry Homeless was among them. He was
a lad aof thirteen—once habsom, but now
haggerd amd. wasted with Dhuonger. His
elothes were In tabters, zud he looked as
sorry & spessimen of yewmanity asz yvou ever
BAW.

[oor Harry was an often. That iz to zay,
he hod neither father nor mother—al least,
he could not remember having had a father’s
care or a mother’s love. He had been
brought up b¥ a wicked uncle, who had given
him a dog's life. Aond Harry hod o oaway
la London, on his thirteeuth berthday,” in
the hivpe ¢l wioping fawe and fortupe. °

But, alaz! His rosy dreama were roodly
shattered, and he tramped the streets o
vailn, seeking for work. Apd pow all his
pusny had pone, all Lis hope had fed, amd
all his eurridee hind buzzed off. Harry Home.
Ieza waa ot the end of his tether,

Feee] wan't stand i any losger ! mattored
the poor waif. “ Hoanger and privation bave
made me desprit! T will sever Lhe nolt of
life aud all its trubhblesi®

The unforchupitt lad bad actually heen
driven to sucteide!

Harry Homeless staggered fo s feet, aned
tottered across to the poarapet, and stood
guklne down ab Bhe dark waters. It would
be the work of a minnit, he reflectod, to
climb to the Lop of the parapet, aod then
dive down to his deadly doom?

e bad actually started {o climb, when a-
bhand fell on his sholder,

§ e

Harry spun routd, cgpepecling to see o
perlicemuan, But it Wa&s ik plusep, Prosperise
]ﬂguking man in ¢ventog-dress who confrunted

im.

“Don't you know that stealing is sgoinst
the law, kidi" demanded the man.

“1 wasn't stealiog !** protested Harry.

“ But yon wers just goipg to!®

“I wasn't—-r1

“You needn't deoy it! You were about
to tuke your life! And L'z & jolly good job
you didn’t, hekawse I've just recounizsed von!
I persedve you have a wart oo the nape of
your neck., Thal is concloosive evidence that
you aré my gon—my loog-lost soo "

Harry Homeless gave a gaap.

“How ¢an I be voul son when I ain't got
wy Eather?" he said. “1'm oabp oftew, that's
what I an!®

“That is not so,™

I safd the prosperus-
looking gentlenian,

L oam yonr father, smd,
to my shame, I desserted you when yon
were o haby! I was o ponr man in {hose
days, bt T have made my fortaie 2inee Then,
I am « big diameood-merchant ig the Ciiy.™"

ALY T wondered why fhat pol of pucste
wins  sticking out of yowr pockel ! said
HBarry, &0 yvou are really ey fatler? It—
it seems too wunderful to he truc! You
turwed up in the npick of time.  Aoobher
prinnid. aond I shioald have gone o oo watery
grave !

Harry's [ather smiled az he hailed o tand,
"o Qome, my o deap boy it he samb.  * We
will e ot Lhe Ritls, aond then T owill fako
home to my mansion- o Maviare.  Af
last I Bave found my san and sbr, and 1
shall never dessert you agsinl™

Fatlher and = were driven awny -in on
taxi, aml from thal day life wasz one long
drenm o the tad whe had hecn Lot jn

Londop !
THE E%D.

EDITORIAL.
M

ANY of the Grevfriars feilows wore
born and bred in the metropoiis,
and they wish that the ald schaol
vardld  be  transplaoted from  §ts

presept position to the Thame: Emhbunk.

ment.,  Amd those who, like myself, are noi

Eomdno-born, have a high reganl for the

sreat oity., There i5 nothing we like belter

than 10 take 2 trip to London, when funds
amd obther circumstances permib, and to visit
the Tower, and the Monument, aml  the

Iiritizh Mu<eum. and nther places of interest,
Wiy, even Billy Bunter is a lover of

Lomfonu!  Awd the reazan iz ol far Lo seck.

London abounds o restanrants amd pustry-

conis” shops amd tea-rooins! And nn::' Lown

o ity which ix plentifully supplied with

paees of refreshiment ja sure of n warin

cariitr in Buoter's hieart. T opee heaid

Runter singing the praizes of o very bhlack

and  primy town o s MbHamks, T mwar-

viellewd how De could pratile of Lhe heauties
of «<uch a drak, smoky plaee,  And  fhew

Eunter expained that the - heantices 7 coaft-

sistl o two festclass restanrasiz in the

Migh strect ! .
A Hpecial " Londom P Numhber of  Lhe

“areriines Herahl 7 §2 an cofirely new

departure; it T am confldent it will appeal

o toeewnr and country readerz alike,  Our

contribators have guite @ lob Lo =ay about

Loankon, bhoth for amld agaiopsd; sl Thenr

rea<ons Tor liking Lomdon—nar hating 1t, us

fhe co-c may be—make amusing reading.
Fislier T. Tish sugeesls 1hat we Inllow on

with a sSpecial ¥New York Number, bat 1

hardly think thia advisahle. “-E:_ should got

tao many " tall storeys ™ from Fisly!
Leook onk, chume, for oor ©Crieset

Sppplement nest week.

MATRY WHARTON,

Tew Maicxer Liprarv.—No. 096,
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(Continued from page 13

“You're wanted, Fishe,” said Harry
VWharlon, nodding to the strangern.
“VWhat the jumping crackers—""
Fishy starved at the man. who staved
Lack at Fish a moment, and fhen he
~eereg] Lo Do sabished with his secutring.,
“It :—it"s about a hust—a

rhat you bought from my shop yester
duy, young sirl” Fhe-ﬂxcimmml, is lined
face irembling with cagerness. ** You—

von're the right young geol, I supposel™

Fizhy grinned and nodded.

“Ieness Lam,” he choexlod. ©T guess
I paid -a silver hall-dollar for that Lnst,
mizter. 1 hinder reckdn vou've come lo
~oll mie some mora of the same goods,
i Well, I ealenlate vou'il find me
veany from the word go, friend!”

CIlt—it was a plaster busl of Julius
(“wsar, mister,"” said the man, in a shaky
voiee,. gazing - lixedly a4t the Trans-
wilantie junior, * Have you got it now,
yvoung sir? I don't want to sall you more
~—I'vee eame to buy that one back, if
youll sell i, young sir,”

* Waal, I swow!”

Yisher 3. Ifizsh stared at the stranger
in astonishment. Then he grinned.

“You want to buy it back, stranger?
Waal, I guess that won't be easy. I soid
it yerterday——-"" _

“You sold 1£7”" gjaculated the man,

“¥ep. It was a business deal, and I
rechon I nefted & bit of profit—sure!™
grinned Fishy, his eyes gleamning again.
Dot if you want that Roman guy back,
[ reckon I can get il—al & figure, friend,
Nume a reasonable ‘Iilgure, and [ guess
Il fry to get it back."

“If you could, young sir—il wou only
could o

You know the thing's smashed,
Fishy,” reminded Harry Wharlon,
“Don't be a rotter, you ass!”

“0Ob, preab crackers I

umping
gr!}mwd TFishy. “1, ueds I heard =ome-
thing about thet. Oh, Jemima 1%

“Smashed?” echoed tho second-hand
furimture dealer, his faco going suddenly
white,  “You—you say the bust iz
srashed §7°

“Yep! Some pgoldarned guys gos
goating  with  it=—the pesky golools!
thet, look hyer—"*"

The dealer interrupted him., The old
fellow was wringing his hands in hope-
foss dizmay,

v Bmazhed !” he srticuluted. “My
buzt smashed! I feared it—I feaved I
~hould be too late! "Tell me, boys, was
unything found in the model$?

"Tound in the model? ochoed Hany
Wharton blankly, * Not that I'm aware
of.  What do you mean? Was (here
=omething ingsde 1

The old fellow hesitated, obviously ir
u state of greal agitation. But Harre
Wharton's frank, open face was one to
invile confidence, and ho seemcd suddenly
e make up his mind.

“I=T'll tell yon all aboul if, aud *hen
perhaps you will vevy kindly help me
ventlomen,” he said shakily. * Thero
was dwenty pounds in that plaster bust-
tskings of my shop that I'd Lid ihoeo o

ATy hat!”

:‘Ul'ﬂﬂ.* !'.'EPI“

“Waal, [ swow!*

1ie Maaser LipRART.—~o. DO5.
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lastor bust

1 “You—you Lid 1wenty pounds in a
[ gl

s Jider  that!” eiaculated Havrey
Whaetan.

The old wan aoddaed and groaiod.

“1t was o omad thing to do, voog
wente ! e mumbied,  * But I'd had that
there bust i my ehop for yveaes and veuars,
sid I noever cepseted nobody would wand
e b 16 I owas afraid | o' those horo
roldievies happeniv” evcey duy, and T bin
e rhe habir of hidieg Lo of  Joonaey
there™

“Woal, T swow '™ sald Fizhy acain.
M But—but why on earth il you sell
e thlvu'f” gasped Lob Chevrey, looking
siarpiy at Insh,

I dedn't,” groancd the old  follow.
"1t owas my daughter as did 0 when I
was ont at a sale, The missis knowed
[ vsed 1o hide money there, but my
daughter didn't, and ehe sold it to—to
this young zent. I enly found ouz this
morning, and I've rushed here guick. |
—I[ can’t ufford to lose all that monew,
voung gents. Can T #eo thiz feller who
bought it off this othor gont i

Harry Wharton looked keenly at Fisher
T. Yish,

“You haven't seen awvibine of the
money, L suppose,  Fishiy:”  lig said
':-le;!'p ¥. '

Figher T. Fizh gave a bolow pgroan. |

He was almost weeping wiih disgust and
dismay.
“Heen it he gasped, with another

groan, * Oh, great jumping suakes! ]
EUSS you've no ﬁ{}lq;lal‘!'rm] need to psk
me that fquestion, Wharton, vou paloot!
Twenty gquids for hali-a-dollar!
Jerusalem!  And I've missed "em! ]
guess I've been left!  Aw, shucks! 1
reckon-—"

“Bhut upt” snapped Harry Wharton
angrily. “ You rotter, Fish! The motes
wolldn't have been veurs, wonll it?
You conldn’t have stuck to ib—"

“I guess T could!” snorted Tishy, his
cves beginning to gleam.  “1. guess ik
was a business deal. T guess T paid half-
a-dollar for that pesky model, and what
was inside it was mine. Yeop. Gea! 1
reckon 1'll see that puy Ruszell, and—-"

Without finishing, the American junior
siarted off with a rush. As be did so,
Baob Cherry shoved out one foot like
lightuing, and Fisher T. Fish went
sprawling over it, and ploughed up the
gravel with his nose,

Boly  Cherey  chuekled, Lut Hoarry
Wharton did not  rrin. He  turned
abrupdly to the trembling dealer.,

“Fou'd better come with ng, T think,”
he said gquietly.  “If the ensh ean be
found you can rely on us doing our best
tor gob it back for you, Gosliing, we'll sec
to this * '

Cresling grunted, and ambled back into
his lodge. The juniors started for the
Hehool Houso steps, with the dealer
Iehind them, a gleam of hope in his face.
Johumy Bull and Hurree Singh hung back
£ deal with Fisher 1. Fish, who had
anped up, bowling, and made § resh
sfter them. Az they cressed the hall
Mre. Queleh met thew, and he stoppad
anid oyed the dealer in astonishmoent.

“Wharkten,”  he exelaimed sharply.
“wha 15 this person?™

*His name is Mr. Tomlin, =e," zaid
Harry Wharion aquieily,  “1le—he wants
1o see Ruossell, T Wink, =iv.”

br. Queleh gved the furnpuve dealer
ruestioning by,

“Aav T ask what is vour business with
BEusscell ™ ha nsked gt'in:'!j.‘. e rules
al this zehool—"

“Tmrosorey to trouble sou like this,
siv,” etammered Mi. Tomlbin,  “Dui—
batt it means 2 lof to a man like e ™

He besitabed o moment, znd then be
begon 1o [efl' his crrand. Tl Romwove
winsicr Jistendd 1 amnzement.

kL]

Ok, -

g o ——

¥ Bless iy zoei ! he ojaculaled. sforing
at the dealer. “To place such a sum of
aoney 1 an arficle o view for sule was
i exiraordinary thing to do.  TBut—Dbut
Russell nust be gquestioned at  onee,
Wharton, Please find him and zond him
to me, alse Fish, Will sou comne this
wav, Mr.—er—Tomlin?™

With the wofortunate dealer at his
beels, Alv, Queleh marched away towards
hiz own study, while the juntors went in
=earch of Russell and Fi-zjh, Tho latier
was casily Towd, and seut to the master's
study, awd afier a long scarch Iarry
Wharton found Russell ap in the box-
o workine on hits bust,

He briefly related the fucis fo the
astounded junicr, and rhen, alter getting
the broken model of Julivs Csar, they
took it along to B Queleh's  study.
Harry had gacssod it would Tie wanbed.

They fonnd Tisher T. Tish already
being cross-cxamined by Me, Queleh.
AR said the Remove master. as the
juniors entered, “here 1= Diusseil now!
Russell, has Wharton told yon why
requise you here®”’

“Wee, sir,” zaid Dick Russeil ouictly.
“He told me that Mr. Tomlin  elnims
there was some money hidden in this
model,

“Nery welll T sce you have bronglht
the model. Have vou <oxamined it
Bussell? 1 understand it was broken last
evemng. Iish tells me that it was fommul
broken on the carpet 1n vour study.
Wheo broke 1t?"

Bussell hesitated. Bat he saw 36 was
useless to hide the trath now,

*Loder broke it, sir, I-believe,” he
said, flushing uncomfortably. *“He—he
was waxy—l mean, angry—about that—
that trick played on him., He knocked
the bust over, and it broke mto two
picrns, jest ag ik s pow,™

“Oh! said Mr, Quelch, in a grim
fone, “Kindly ask Loder to come here,
Wharton.”

Whartom hesitated,

“Excuse me, sir,” he szaid, after »
pause.  “ But Loder could know nothin
about any money. He walked straicrht
onk after knocking the bust over. We
were there, sir.”

“Oh, indeed! In that case, then,

lease do not call Loder,” said M
51113[1‘."!1. “¥ou zay that you were there,
Wharton ¥

“"Yes, =it

“Did you see anvthing at all resem.
bling a wad of Treasury notes in the
model, er, vather, on the earpet?’

“No, sir,”  said  Harry  promptly,

“We didn't exemine the thing, thougl.
Wa ;!:!it almast immediately afler Loder
did.”
“FH'm P murmured Mr. Qoeleh, frown-
ing.  “And you found it lying there,
Ruzzell, when von returned  from  the
Common-root ¥

“Yes, sir.”

“Ind yon zee anything resembline
Treasury notes?™

“ Mo, sir”

“Lid vou exawming the broken halves
of the madel ¥

“Yoes, sir. There was nothing nside
them. T'moabsolutely certain of that, 1
there hd been I couldn’t possibly have
missodd secing i,

“You assure me that von  lowpw
nothing whatever of any moner boing
found in connection with the bust,
Bnszell ¥7

“Certainly, sir! TF I had found the
money 1 should have brovght it strasght
lo you.”

AMr, Gueleh pursed his lips. In s
own mattied be did nol beliove that e
maney had been placed in the plaster
cast ot all, Fle was econvingeod fhat the
man fuad wade a mistake.
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He turned to Mre. Tomiin, who was
looking more hopeless and dejected than
Ver,
e You have heard what theee boys have
stated, My, Tomlin,” he said gquietly,
“They deny all knowledge of the money
which vou state was fudden in  that
model, . Indeed, it is perfectly incon-
ceivable to me that any boy frem this
school would find such @ smn of money

and keep silent vegarding it Such a
possibility 15 out of the guestion, T fear

you have made a mistake, Mv. Tomlin.”

“Mistake ! echoed the dealer des-
perately.  “Was 1 likely 10 make a mis
1ake over Lwenty pounds. which is more
ihan T make in a menth sometimes?
put it in that there plaster model. 1
swear Tdid! Don't T wisii 1 hadn't. 1
put it®in there, sir.”

He pointed a trembling fnger at 1the
hollaw in the hase of the plaster model,

Me Quelels coughed a trifle wneomfort-
ably.

“1 gne gorry,” he vewarked kindly.
“But T fear I can do norhing further to
belp vou in the malter, No boy from
itis seloal wanld keep such a sum if he
found i, T ean assmve vou, e would
know it did nol, and conld not, belong
to him, and lhe would never be eo dis
honourable, whether bhe had purchased
the model or net.  If, however, a search
and inquiries Lring anyibing to light I
will lel you know at once.™

With ihat the Remove master rose to
his feet, a hink that the nterview was at
an end. He nodded a dismiesal to the
jumiors, and they filed out.

“Well, mwy  hat!"  breathed Harry
Wharton, when they got some yards
away from the Remove master's stody.
i What do you fellows think about thai?”

“T'm blest if 1 know what to think !
qaid Dick Ruszell yneomfortably.  “It's
rotten!  That poor old chap scemed
preity eonvineed. T believe he veally Jid
chove the cazh in the model.”

“T'm preity certain he did!” snapped
Harry Wharion. " As he says it wasn’t
a thing a poor chap like that could make
a mistake about.” -

“You--yvou fellows don’t vhink I've
scen i, Ehen™ gaid Dick Russell sud.

denly.

“OF conrse not, ass!™ said Harey. T
think we koow vou better
Dicky. Dt that deesn’t say nobody else
dide't sea . Old Quelchy seemed o
think no Groviviars chap conld have !
eollgrod it: but he docs’l kuow ‘em all |
as wo do” ]

“Fishy, for inslanee ! gronied Dhick ]
Russell frankly. “Laok herve, Fishy,
vou're sure you haven't coliared the dibe
il convenwently forporicn a_l_mut, e

1 gwesa I didn'r, vou foothng galooi
snorvied Fishy wreatbiully. % D'm feeling |
sorg over this byver Lit of « business, |
friends, Jumping snakes! Twenty gind |
for hall-a-dollar!  Gee! 1 rechon pe
guy would have got the dibs from me—— |
Yaroooh! Owl "

Thump! |

Az one man Wharton aml Ruoszell
erasped the Transatlantic junior ond =at |
lum down in the passage with a bamp. |
The morais af the cuce business an of ©
the Remove did not appeal to rhe juniors,
Thoey Dad heard enongh {rom  Fizhy,
They walked i, leaving Fi=ner 7. Fish

sitfing o the linolean: and roaving, |
and they Fully apgrecd silly him !

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
that b was weve 1han possible

Who Did It?
ARRY WIARTON »elated what |
ihat someone at Greyfriars had founnd the
maoter—if i ever bad Bevn Lidden o the

had taken plare to his chuas, |
plaster hust,

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES. No. 2.

JOHNNY BULL—AND HIS CONCERTINA!

£

e WELL KMoOwN AT
GREYFRIARS AND

NAT MURDERING
: HE HAE BEEM CHASED -
1 BEFORE womvy SanE, Ttuﬂlicm_q.
It S g
i —— VAE OMCE G B
PERSUADED '1
: To PLAY IT AT
, S e A CHARITY \
1\-._,__.,_‘ hw\;y) CONCERT,
—R =] v BUT ot T

HE ‘uw.-m:&f:‘THE FELLOW
UP wiTh ITS BLodD- CURDLING:
PN AND —

I T

NuorEnT AINGR. DECLARES THAT I\
T GWES MM - \
ETomAIe, i
. iy N

= j p *
AND THAT HE WOULD LIKE TO JUMP —-
AN BULL of THE CONCERTIMA

And Harry Wharton & Co. had more
than a suspicion that it had, and that
Skinner & Co. kuew something about 1t

rhar® that, | That same day the Famous Five visited
P Study No.o 11 to interview Skinner on the

siubjoct. They were deeply distinrbed by
the happepine, and they felt sorry for
the old dealer in his loss, aad they were
determined Lo do what they could to
help him.

Bt the'r visit fo Siudy Nao. 11 caine
to nothing, Skinper & Co. swoie om-

- phatically that they knoew nothing of any

Treasury notes, and without proof Harry

{ Wharton & Co. were helpless,

Nor did the inguiries and seavch sct
an foot by My, Queleh come 1o ansthing.
Nothing was found, and nothing waos dis-
covered concerning the Treasnry motes
that My, Tomlin elaimed vwere hadden in
the plaster model. That unfortunate
man visited the school every day during
the noxt weel, but cach time he wos
abliged to depart more dispivited than
ever and empty-handed.

Naturally, the fuss and excitement af
ihe inguire had tereified Skinner & Co.
and Billy Bunter, and neither Steti nor
suoop had dared to spend a penny of the
money, DBunter, however, spent the ten
shillings very guiekly ndeed; bat when
he went, like Oliver Twist, for more,
Skinner turned bim ewpty away. Ao
though Dilly stormed and threatensd,
Skinner merely grinned at him, Dunier
liad accepted ten shillings of the monex,
and Bunfoer koew, and Skinner knoew,
that he dave not splis after that.

In the meavntine ek Dassell had

— !

__‘...'--"’EEETT'LL T FOR KEEPL ME wWOULD

%‘f Aorace CoxiR
3 AT SUGGEETED
# THAT 1T SHMWILD BE

i 7 . GIVEN TO ANQTHER KINE
- oF BULL AND F THAT DiD NOT

E BELIGHTED ”::_’ZE'F'; '_ﬂ'r_y m.

L —

been working night aud Jday oo his best
of Dr. Locke. Mr. Queich had  in-
strueted the junior to iake it to him on
completion, and when it wasz finished ot
last the juniar <hid so.

AMr. Queleh showed obviensz delight as
he examined the junioe’s handiverk, 1
W% q:r_-rmi:l]y a striking likeness of i
kindly old Head, and the master of the
Hemove was amozed at ihe skill and
the artistic ability 1l displayed.

“It 1 an excellent piece of waork,
Ruzsell,” =zaid  the Remove  master
gquietly, "I confezs T did net anticipate
anyihing so good as ibis. ¥ou have un-
doulied talent, and I can assure yvou that
i, Locke will be highty pleased with,
aned will instantly approve of, your pro-
just to exhibit the bLust.”

e, Queleh proved to he guiie right
thore,  Pr. Locke was mere than pleased,
andd the bust foand a lempovary resting-
place, until the exhibition should open,
i the schaol hibrary.

'rartically the whole echool went Lo see
ik, and there vwas general admiration for
the elever yeumrster whose work L was
A few cerlainly, sach as Bkinner & Ca,
snecred openly, charging  Russell with
“aucking up ¥ to the masters. Skinner,
ozpecially, was particularly objectionable,
He had not vet forgoficn nor lorgiven
the licking Diek had administered 1o
hint, and b lost no opportunity of show-
ing his viciony spite aid jealonsy,

Tiut Dick Runssell could aiford to iznove
Skinner. All the decrnd chaps—Harry
Wharton & Co. ezpecially—were lowd 1o

THE Macwzr lanRany,.—No. 394.
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fheir praises of his work, and they were
proud of the junier. who had honoured
the Foria thus.

All tiy 5 day a2nd the next Dick Russell
went- about feeling he was walking on
air. He was a modest junior, and the
praise he had versived had by no means
turned his hend., But he was only
human, nevertheless, and be was happy
in the knowledge that his work had met
with almost universal approval in the
schood.

But on the evening of the second day
ihe bombshell fell—the bombshell which
dismayed Dick Rupgsell as much as it did
tho rest of the Remove That evening
Sir Hilion Popper, & loecal magnate and
p governor of Greyfriars, was dining
with the Head, and naturally Dr. Locke
brought up the subject of the bust, Fle
was prond of his pupil’s work, and he
did not hesitato to acquaint Sir Hilton of
what Dick Russell had accomplished,

Maturally, Sir Hilton thereupon eox-
pressed o desire to see 1t, with the vesult
that a erowd of juniors who were chat-
ting in the junior Common-room got the
surprise of their lives when Dr. Locke
walked in, followed by S8Sir Hilton
Popper and My, Quelch,

It was entirely unusual for the Head
hiimszelf to cnter a junior Common-room,

rauch less bring a visiter there, and the'

juniors stood up and stared,

AR exelaimed Dr. Locke, rumning
hiz eyes over the juniors and singling out
Dick Russell, “Will you step forward,
Ituseell, my boy!”

“"Y-cg, ar.” :

With & groan Dick Ruseell stepped
forward, biua!:in%tn the roots of his hatr
a3 he did so. He felt he could guess
what was-coming. He was right.

“Hir Hilton Popper,” explained the
Head, beaming over his plasses at the
lunior, “has exprossed a desire to view
Jonr—ahem—work of art, Russell. I feel
that vou should be the one to exhibit the
—er—bust, Ruseell. Wil you kindly
follow us to the library, my boy '

“ Oh—oh, y-yo-c-es, sir!” gasped Dick
Russell,

He gave a dismal glance at his fellow-
Removites and moved after the two
masters and Bir Hilton as thev passed
out.  After him went most of the Juniors,
Flay understoad how Russell was feeling,
and they felt sorvy for him. Put they
could not help grinning for all that,

Straight to the library went the pro-
avssion,  the juniors following at a
respeetful  distance,  Before the bust,
whicn sieod on a wood nedestal and was
covered with a dest cheot, the Tlead
'-.-u_:_,-.ea-:E:], smeling.

“Now, Russell, wy bov.” he beamed,
" won shali have the hionouwr of unveiline
vour handiwork, This w not. of course,
an official cevemony, Siv ITiltan.  The
;jwt'tll_as mercly to keep the dust off the

H & i

The Head langhed at Niz littde
and Mr., Queleli echoed
duiy bound,

Dick Russell, blushing again to the
veots of Dhis hoir, took hold of the shoct
and swept it off the bust, And as he did
B 8 @gasp went ap—a sinulioneous gasp
of utter stnpefaction. ]

For, instead of a stone Lust, cold and
*1;1E"'l'ﬂd* ﬁhpwad a head and shoulders
tial was a riot of colonr.

Oy the head was 3 dinged and battored
morvkar-board, and round the shoulders
was draped o dusty, torn serap of gown.
Tiwe delicately carved ewrls of the head
1E'nre_1§’§inted a vivid greon, likewise tho
gide-whiskers and the eyebrows. The
freo wae a atriking blue, and the nose o
vivid scarlet, Round the cleverly carved
spectacler were broad rivgs of black,
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joke,
the laueh as in
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Tho IHead, Mr, Queleh, Sir Hilton, and
the Qjﬁmmr'a and seniors preseni siared
speechlessly at the amazing and hovrify-
ing sight.

i G'Ellﬂ"gﬂaﬂ groacrous ' gasped e
Hoad faintly.

“Rless my  soul!”  articalated BMr.
Quelch,

“By pad!” ejacenlated 2 Hilton
Popper.  “Te this—this your work of act,

doctor? Dy god!”

“l-gug-good  gracious!” gasped the
doctor again.

There was another moment’s silence,
and then o howl of laughter went up.
Despite the awe-dnspiring presence of the
masters and the haronet the fellows vould
not help it,

“Bilenee ! thundered Dr,  Locke,
alinost speecliless with indignant rage.
“Bilence, I say!?

The howl of lavghter died down as
quickly as it had arisen. Tu the dead
sttenee which followed tlie Iload turned
8 face, white with pasion and outraged
dignity, to the Eaph&ra and  wblerly
stupefied Dick Russell.

“Russell.,” articulated the Head, his
exes glittering behind his spectacles, *ix
it possible—can it be possible that you
are responsible for this—this ipsult to
me, your headmaster®”

Thek Russell's face was enough answer
for that., He was white as o sheet and
treanbling. The Head, saw that even as
ho asked the question.

“"Neno, sir,” stammered the junior, his
lips guivering. “I Know nothing about
it, sir. Tt—it was all right this morn-
!nE+J1

*I am sorry I asked you that question,
Russell,"” said the Head, in a more kindly
tone. *I can seo—indeed, it iz impos-
sible to suppose that wou could have
taken part in such an outrage.”

The Head turnad towards the crowd
round the door—seared into dead silence
now—and eyed them with eyes that
gloamed with anger.

“Boys!" ha exclaimed in a voice trem-
bling with emotion, “I order the rasesl,
the miscreant who has so disgracefully
insulted and humiliated me, to step for-
ward i he is amongst vou.”

There swas not.a movement round the
door. The Head waited o moment or
twe, and then he set his lips.

“Very well,” ha said  grimly and
ominously. “T shall not rest, however,
until T have discovered the cnlprit, 1f
he will confess now he will ba suitably

pugished, DBut should he delay confes-
sion, and should I dizcover him, his
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punishment will be severe indeed,  That
13 not all, however”

The Head pawzed and his  lips
tightenad,

IE the culprit -has nol confessed by
nie to-morrow rmeorning.” he went on
grimly, “then the whole school must
suffer.  If the culprit haz a spark of
honour and fair play he will not hesi-
tate to own up cather than that his
school-fellows shall suffer for hia fault,
Until that happens there will be no
half-holidays.  Me. Quoeleh, will you
kindly arrange for a notice to Le placed
on the board to that offect ¥

"Very good, sir,” said Mr. Queleh
grietly,

“ Digmiss " snapped tha Head,

The fjuniors and seniors prescnt dis.
mizsed, in & stunned and scared crowd,
That night all Greviriars went to bed
tn & state of smouldering rescntinent
and dESmﬂi- The culprit had not owned
IIP, and t ore  Wern fu;-w u'hn (-:-;ppr:l':l{!
him to own up.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Bunter in Funds !

e OTTEN !
"En.‘as-.itl:l.'_ roftton I
“ A howling shame!™ groaned

Harry Wharton.

And that was the kiud of expression
being wsed all over Greyfriars the follow-
ing day. For nine o'clock had passed.
sund dipnertime had passed, mnd stifl
the unknown culprit failed to own up,
It was a pretty hopeless position.

“No footer, no walks, no nothing!”
gl‘ﬂﬂ-ﬂﬂd Bob Cherry., “Stuck inside the

lessed achool walls like—like birds in
g rage, Good job we've got a hit of
bhirdseed, though.”

“Birdseed 1" ejaculated Harry Whar-
top. * What the thump are you gassing
egbout ¥ :

“That quid T bad frora the pater this
morning,” grinned Bob Cherry, who
waz wont to jolke under eny circum-
stances. “We can sing if we are little
birds in 8 cage—=with that guid. Tt's
going to buy us birdsced ta eheer us
up, see? I vole we trob down to the
tuckshop and blue-some of it.”

“Om ebirdseed ¥ asked Johuny Dull
sareastically,

* Mo, on grub, vou brainless noodle !
chuckled Bob., “"T.ct’s go and cheer the
soul by fortifving the mner man with
tarts and ginger-pop.”

“Good wheeze ! grinned  Frank

Nugent. “ Nothing olse fo do as far a=
T can see, blow itt"
_And there was certainly Yidde ¢lse fhe
juniors eould do, Ti showed every pro-
mise of » cloviouy aftervoon, sl the
peniors awd sentors writhed mmder the
ﬁffm'}tm-? that L, Loeke had placed upoun
tivem.

S0 Bob's chpmes jumped at Dis sog-

gestion, They were always ready for
tavts and ginger-pop.  Getting  heir

caps, they left the study and wuandered
downstuirs, On the way they overtook
Dick Russell and Donald Ogilvy, and

the latter two juniors willingly arcopted

Bob's mvitation to join in the “hloperoeg ®
of his "oquid.™

Dick PBuswell spole  Livile  a= they
crossed to the tuckshop, thoush ihe
conversation was concerning tho Leick
st had-been plaved oo lns bust,  With
the help of his chann and Flavey Whar.
ton & Co. the precious would-be exhibiy
kad been thoroughly  cleaned,  ond.
luckty, the paint lind ail come off with-
oab any visible denmare o e soefnes
of the sztone. Bui, For oll that IhHek
Russell had been bitterly mortificd by
the erel trick, and he Dind by no inesas
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got over it yet, The fact that the whole
school was to suffer owing to 1t was not
a happy thought to Dick Russell.

He was just as mystified as were the
vest of the school as to the author of the
outrage. Johnny.Bull had suggested the
name of Iavold Rkinner, but though
they knew only too well of Skinner’s
Jeanings towards practical jokes of such
a nature—and especialiy -:‘mumlm‘m? his
enmity towards Russell—even THarry
Wharlon & Co. could scarcely credit
thet Skinner would ever dave to attempb
such a risky trick.

The subject dropped, however, as the
juniors  onfered  the Ituek&hﬂp. Bob
Cheryy chuckled on secing that the pnly
fellow in the shop happened o be Dilly
Bunter,

The fat funior’s face was jammy, and
he appeared to be very happy indeed.
Fet;m'e him was a piled-up plate of jam-
arts.

“I gax, vou fellows,” he mumbled, as
the juniors blinked at him. “Have a

ingor-pop with e, will you? I'm in
unds, you lnow,™

“(th, my hat!"

“ireat nip! Whet next ??

To be azked by Billy Bunter to have
anything, at hizs expense, was something
new indeed.  The juniors almozt col-
lapsed, ov pretended to do so. .

“Fan me ! gasped Bol Cherry faintly.
“Bunter has asked us to have a ginger-

p, at his expense, too, Great pip!
“It'a time for the skies fo fall,™

“Oh, really, Choryy—="

“No, we really can’t sponge on you
to that exient, old fat lard-tub.,™ went
on Cherry solemnly,  * Besides, vou
might forget to pay, ryou know.
we'd rather you used your superfluous

- ¢ash to better purpose—to pay  vour
creditors with, f'rinsiance.”
“Ha, ha, ha”
“ Beasts " mumblad Bunter. “Oh, all

right! If you decline to accept my hos-
pitality, I dont’'t mind, All the more for
me, y'hnow, IHee, heo, hea!”

Apd Billy Bunter started another jam-
tart with a smigger. ‘The 1umors turned
their attention fo the tarts and © %
Bob ordered, and left Bunter to his own
devices, until suddenly Bob Cherry gave
a startled exclamation.

“1 saw, just look at this, vou fellows!®
be cried, picking something up from the
conutar,

The juniors looked at it. It was 2 fen-
shilling note that had just been given
in changa by Myrs. Mimble, the tuckshop
dame, io Bob,

Bob pointed to zome seribbled weiting
on the back of the ten-shilling Treasury
note. Jt was 8 name written there, and
the nama was F. T, Tomlin. While
underneath was a shové list of articlog—
articles of furniture,

“One bentwood chair, three.andsix ;
one oak coal-scuiile, five hob; one jrom
kitchen fender, one-and-six,” read out
THob. “Great pip! Total ten shillings,
Phew "

The juniors stared at the pencilled
words and hgures on the back of the
Treasury note. It was an extraovdinary
list to find written there. DBut to the
juniors, having regard to recent cireum-
stanees, 1k was sigmwheant and  illumi-
nating, The name of the second-hand
furnitire dealer from Courthield alone
was enough for the juntors, :

“Well, my only hat!” breathed Harry
Wharion, " It's preity clear where that’s
eome from, you fellows. Old Tomlin's
written that, 1o remind him of some
things he's sold at some time ov oiher,
Well, if that 1sn't 2 gueer thing, tell me
what 127

“And—and it's from Mre, Mimbla !
breathed Bob Cherry blankly, 1 say,
Mrs, Mimble,” he added esgerly,

And |

i

Skinner, ** Money ! "
inte the study.

Suddenly Skinner caught sizhi of a bundle of paper stutk in the cenire of the
plaster cast. Wonderingly, the cad of the Remove drew it oul. Then he
for the paper contained a wad of Treasury noies,
And at mention of the word money, Billy Bunter rolled
“1 say, you fellows——*"*

asped
* Great Seoft ! am!lahnaé

(See Chapter 6.)

addressing the tuckshop dame, “ Can you
tell us where vou gof thizs particular
Treasury note frone?™

“I-1 gay, you fellows—"  Duntor
was stammering, but the juniors did
not heed DBunter themn.

“Why, I've just taken that from
Master Bunter,”™ satd Mrs, Mimble, won-
deringly. I hope it’s all right, Master
Wharton 1"

“You-—vou'ta
Bunter, ma'am "’

“Qh, yes, Master Wharton. It's the
c{n'l;.-”mn-e}u]]jng note I've taken.in io-
18y,

a I—1 sav, you fellows!”" gasped Billy
Bunter, his fak face going & strange,
sickly colour. *‘Mrs, Mimble must be
mistaken, vou know, I-I didn’t give
her a Treasury node at all”

“{h, Master Bunter iV

“Really, Mrs. Mhnble—2

“Bunter, you fak clam!” snapped
Havry Wharton, “None of your silly
fiba, now. We want Lo know where you
got this Treasury note from, my pippin.”

“Pap’t I tell you ¥ know nothing
about it. Never scen it, in fact

“Phen you won't mind us taking this
to the Tiead, of course, DBunter?” said
Bob Cherry, starting fov ithe door.
“He'll start an ingquiry, of course, but
you won't mind that, will youn 7

“Ow! I—I sav, Cherry, you heast,
coma back ! volled Bunier in sudden
terrov. <Y sayv, it's all right. I'll ex-
plain where 1 got it from,”

sure 1k came from

e

“Well 2" demanded Harry Wharton,
as Bob turned back. * Where did you
got this note, Bunter §™ .

“I-—I say, you fellows, I found it, you
know. In=—in the quad this—this morn-
ing !” ;

%ﬂh Cherry started for the door again
erimly, and Billy Bunter howled to him
this timme to return,

“I—1 say, that—that was only my
joke, Bob, old fellow!” gasped Dunter.
“1'Il explain, You—you sec—"

“Out with it! snapped Harry Whar-
ton grimly. “ Now, no fibs, nund. “E
won't give you another chanee, Bunter.

“Qwt® groancd Bunter. Ile saw that
further prevarication was useless and
dangerous. 1t wasn't my faulf, you
follows, Ii—it was all Skinner's fault.
I say, you—you won't tell SBkinney I told
vou, will you? He'll smash me il he
kiows I told you. Ow!” )

“You've no need to be afraid of
Skinner, Bunter,” said Harry Yharton.
“We'll see he doea not harm you, at all
events. L supposc you gobt this from
Skinner™ ‘

“Ow ! That'sit! The rotter! Skiuner
found them, you know, Twenty guid in
—inn that votten bust thing. The heast
promised to share aud share alike, and
then ha wounldn't,  ©Owl If’s all s
fault. I he'd shelled out properly it
would have been spent, and this wouldn'¢
have happened. Ow ™

“Well, my hat 1"

Tee Macxser Liprany.—Neo. 898,
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The Co. fairly blinked at the obiusc
fat juuior.

“Look here, Bunter!” said Harry
guictly, “Have you had any more of
that money besides this ten Lob?

“ O | ﬁnljr tan bob,” groaned Bunter.
“ 1 spent that last week, and the mean
beast wouldn't give me more. Said it
wasn't safe. Az if I'd give the game

away.” : .
“ And now he's piven vou this—"
“He jolly well lLad to!” snapped

Bunter, a spiteful gleam appearing in his
eyes. “Ho konew I'd spht about that
trick he played on the Head's bust if he
hadn’t shell out. I—I mcan—that 13 to
doar !

"So—so Skinner played that trick,
alter all, then, Bunter?” breathed Harey
Wharton, his eyes gieumingg with execite-
ment. “Is that the truth?"

“Ow! Oh dear! D-did I say it was
Skinner?® stammered the fat junior, in
great alarm,.  “Ow! 1 saw, you won't
tell Skinner I Lhappened to mention it,
you know ¥

Harry Wharton grasped the fat youth
and shook him impatiently.

“Wow listen to me, Bunter!™ he said
scherly. “¥You've already said guite
gnough. Do you want te be sacked ¥

“Ow! Nunpe! Oh dear!” _

“Then if you want to save your fat
skin I'd advise you to tell ws all you
kaow about this affatr, Bunter!” spapped

arry. ' ¥You can take it from me that
Skinner sha'n't touch you.”

Bunter groaned. But he did not hesi.
tate long.
had been %1‘:5!-& cnough for him,

“Ow! T'H tell you oIl about it,” he
groaned. “It was all Skinner's doing.
He found tha notes in that plaster moded,
you know. Just aftor vou fellews had
gone. He said he'd whaek "em out, and
then ho wounldn't, Youn fellows fenow
what g swizzling beaste——

"We know all about that now,
Buntor,” asid Harry, almost breathlessly,
“But what about the other matter—the

ainting and rigging up of the bust

uss¢ll here did of the Head? Ilow do
you know Skirner did that?"

M I=~1 saw him,” stemmered Bunter.
“ 11 sy, gr_&u won't split to Skinney I

“I've told you you've no need to fear
Hkinner, Bunter. Get on with it."”

_ "“Oh dear! T spotted the heast sneak.
g into the libravy, you know. T guessed
he was up to some game,” said Bunter,
his eyes gleaming a trifle. “T watched
him paiot the thing and shove the cap

E.IJ_I-—!—.'

The mention of the *“sack ™.

and gown ou tt. He had his knile o
Russell. Ruszell lickerd him, "and Skinner
did it to get square.  Ho thonght the
Head would blamoe Ruszell [or it
“Bo~=0 that's it?" muttered Harry
Wharton, exchanging glances with his
chums. *“*Well, you rotter, Bunter,
you'd stand by and sco the whole school
suffar?"
“ T.darven't split! ¥ou know what that
beast Skinner 15" —
“0h, dey up!” snepped Harry, in dis
gust. “Come on, vou fellows! We'll go
and have & chat with friend Bkinncr.”
“Yes, ratherl”

“Here!” howled Bunler, in great
alarm. “You aren't going to tell
Skinnep—""

But Harry Wharton and his chums
wirp going to tell Skinner. They left
Billy Bunter to his own dismal fears, and
thoey tore across to the School House in
search of Harcld Skinner. Skinner's
SiNE Wore conmung home to roost.,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Climbs Down !

ARRY WHARTOXN & Co. and
H Diek Russell and Ogilvy dashed
into the School House and raced
upr the stairs twa at a time.
Their faces wern prim, and their epes
glemning  with excitement. The troth
was out now—they did not dowbt il—
and they were one and all determined to
see justico dotie, both to the unfertunate
Mr. Temlin and Greyfriars, ]
They arrived at the door of Study Noe.
11 with a rush. Harry Wharton knocked
on the door and twisted the doorknob.
The door was locked,
“Bhinner !  calied Harry
“ Open this door, will vou?”
From within the room sounded a
startled exclamation,
+ “"What do you want, Wharton?"” came
Skinner's voice,
“¥We wank you!” velled Bol: Cherry.
There was a silence. Then came
Skinner's voite again, a trace of fear in
it this time.
“VWa're Lusy, Wharton, Clear off ! {zo
end eat coke I
“ 1t you don't open this door, Bkinner,™
cailed Harry, in & detertmined voice, 1
shall go straight to My, Quelch!”
Apparently Skinner & Co. had very
gullty consciences, for almost at once
the key was turned and the door opened,
showing Skinner’s face pale and anxious.
“What—what do you want, Wharton,

sharply.
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ou cad?’ he breathed,

usy 1™

“We can emell thal,” suiffed Dol
Cherry. * You dingy, smoky bounders!
Inside, you chapa!"

And Beob Cherry marched into ithe
room, sending the obviously scared
Bkinner staggering before him, Bob's
chums tramped in after him,

“ Look—look here, yon cads!” hissed
Skinner, his erves plainly showing the
foar that gripped him.  “ What's (his
gane mean, you—you checky cads?
What are you Larging in here for, hang
you?'

“We'll explain that in a2 veovy few
seconds ' snapped Harew “We want
vou to answer a gquestion or two, Bkinner.
Firzst of all——"

Harry was interraptod by oy Claery,
. “Skinner, old chap,” he said coolly,

you've gob eome red paint, or soine-
thing, on your shirtenlf. Rather silly
not to rub it off, wasn't it?”

Skinner  staggered  back, lwreiedly
shooting back his cufl, which was josl
showing beneath hiz jackel, Ili= Tace
had gone white as dewth,

“It—it wafu't paint, Cherey” ke
panted. Y Tt—it was blood. 1 cub mysell
with tny pocket-knifo at noomn.”

* And Lhe green paint, just showing on
your shirtlront there, SBkinner,"” added
Bob innoeently, dragging back the front
of Bkinner's waisteont, “ It locks as if
you've been trying to vub that eff. Is
that blood, teo?™

Skinner went livid.

“What—what do yon mean, Cherey?”
he breathed. “VYon interfocing cads : If
~—if you think-—>*

“We've got past thinking, old chap™
zaid Bol Cherry cheerfully. “ Go abead,

TR c—wo're

Harry "
“Tll soon do  that,” spld Harey
promptly.  * Now, Skinner, I'H tell-vou

why we're here. We want you to go
over to Towlin, the second-hand furniture
dealer 1n Courlfield. Wea want you to
take him back the twenty quid which you
found in that plaster cast of Russcell's,
Got thot i

“You—you linr!
ton [ hissed Skinner.
vou we know nothing about the dashed
money,” he added, with sudden rage.
“YWhat right have vou to comoe herp
charging us, you cacds ¥

“You won't do if, Skinnep "

“ O course I won't, you fools ™ snarled
Skinper. “What proof have yon got?”

“0Only & ten-boly note—and Bunler,”
said Harry calmly. “The Treasury nobe
has Tomlin's name on i, and o list of
furniture, proving it came from hun, It
waz passed over the counter by Bunter
to-day at the tuckshop. 1've got it now,
though., I fancy that's proof enough.”

“What's it got to do with mo what
that fat fool doces?' breathed Bkinner.
almoszt trembling with fear,

“ 1 [aney the Head will very soon .g;i:t
that out of Bunter,” said Harry. * Bui
that isn't all, Skinner. We alsa want
o Lo go to the Head and own up to
invin ﬁ-hyml that dirty  treiel: on
Russell's bost of him,  Booney you do it
the better, Skinner." :

" You—vou charge me with that, {ee®

Harry nodded.

“What, proof Lave pov, Whavlon®”
slammered Skinner, pale to the very hips
HOW,

“Only the word of the fel ass who saw
ou do it,” was the caloe veplyv. "But T
foney the Head will soen got the truth
after a fow minuics cross-exatninalion of
Bunter.” . . ]

“ Bunter I hizszod Skinoer, gritding his
teeth. * I'll t

{Continued on parge 21.)

Tt—it's n lie, Whar-
*“I've aleeady tohd
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FOUND !—Foy Jack Drake ta come acrogs Gordon Cary, around whese remarkable disappearance from sehoel
wrhele reclr of mgstery is roven, i Bo mean arhicvernent,
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Hot on the Trail !

i BALLY, DPrake” progesied the

R Phantom, 1 don’t koow what

vou're  tallking about! Of

convse, Hl you are-reflerrig Lo

that myserious fragment of a2 letier

which T was 50 good as jo inform you

had heen 1,\111*:1 o okl Mardyke's
by pr——"

“Fou kuow very well that’s what T'm
talking about, wyour mniserable bone-
shaker 1 Lissed Drake, “And if ever |
hear vou mentioning it o o sonl——"

“I zhould never think of domy any
sich thingi” The Phantom's beady
eves  blinked  indignantly  behimd  his
immensa tortoizeshell spectecles, “As T
was zayiug o thai Least Ptrood, how
can anyone he cerfaimn that it was old
Mardvke's typor-—-="

“Wha-a-t5" gasped Jack, seixing the
junior by the collar und shalking him till
hig teeth vattled. **1lo you mean to say
vou actually said all ihat (o Birood

“Hore, Teb wie alone, hake, wvou
ratler ! You're spoiling 1y eloh—-
v, yow, yo-p-0-p!"

“Answer me truibinlc,  then, wyou
clongated stick of rubber ™ eried Jack
angrily., “Did you or did you net say
tn Htvpod—="

“I—1 ouly sald—- Ohv, on ! You're
choking mue, you begs!  J=T only-=1
mean, I was about to -ay, when—when
yvou harged in and—and interfered with
===  Here, whatervou doing, vou
awiul beast? Lemmego, or you'll roin
all my clobber, you rotter! I--yow-ow!l.

Yoeo-0-p 1

With a grant of dizmust, Jack Diake
flung the long-legred, Ttrun;- junior fromn
hr and strode off, It wes impossible
o ged anything even approsebmg the
trm&? from the Skeleion uf the Remove,
and Jack gave up trying.

Whether  van om  hoad  actaally
spoken all those words to Strood before
Fack bad wrrived on the scene, Locke's
amuigtant could not guess. It was an
awliward business altogeiher, and Jack
veuliscd that he could do nothing., But
he made & wental resolve o keop a
walchiul eve on Birood—us also on the
Phantomi—for the (niure.

The rest of the day passed unevent-

.'f s | L i r#’ril';“i;i:‘ﬂ i ummﬁf\ UILARY N
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fally enongh, Jack cven finding time to

dad
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spend an hour or 50 4 company wilkh
his elhums Val Terev, Dick Mceredith,
Howard Raype, and the Blot--an
mmterval in hia labours which he greatir
enjoyed, more capecialiy when the
chums of Study No, 14 clubbed togother
and prepared & gorgeous spread gt which
Jack found himself to bo the guest of
honour,

That highly emicvleming ovend over,
and dusk having fallewm, Jack oxensed

THE OPENING CHAPTERS,

FEREERY LdCKRE, the wrarkd - oo
detective,

JACK DRARKE, hie clever bog qesestant.

INSPECTOR PYECKGEY, of the (1.0 ui

Seollowd Yard,
518 MERTOR CARE, a svaik Alricos wfiing
magnale,

GORDON, hie son,

GERALD ARTHII: BRISTUW, it prajessionnl
oroek, nepghew of Jie Merton (Rhowed alte
as Avihui The Irade)

__Fﬂ'l'-['r'.a: Locke is cngaged In fod Gordos

Carr, who hos miysterinusly desappeared [

slonmpofat College, [Fardiy Re: the fanous

sleuih et ont o hax goucst wficin uews Feackes

Lim thet Mr. Rewnie, the pacfer of (he

Hemore af Stormpoint, has oo ghdeeornl-

aily dizappeared.

Invake 18 aeat doinic fo Niormpatat (oo io-
sestigale, wohHe Loclv and Pyecroft proceed
T4p Hﬂ"“’f}ﬂlit, The private defertive ons
aoress Sir Merfon Care, wlha bege Tim fo
throw up the cose. Fhic, walueally, Feveers
Lovke vefuses lo do.

Saite time later Logke finds the Golden
Pyramid, eround whick iz some deep myslery,
and moidentaily buwips inio Gerald HEristow,
who demands the Feg vode of gold al the
peint of the revolier.

Locke winnages fo gice liristow ke &lip.

Meantime, Prake & ogeraling of Slodis
paint College, e discovrrr that My, Aare
dyiwve, the waster of (e Vifik Form, Lreps
eompany with g “lowagh 77 in fthe pay of
Arvifigr Hreistow. e Tearcs olso that Mr
Mardyle is recponsible for My, Neouic's djs-
appearepce, The ey aow w for Ihaie (o
eolicel Moy edidence. Mo s vw cowsfant
denger of having hie IJII:'HS-IH‘;?GEIEJ', fivio.
ceer, by the Mle chatler of Adolphus ran
Nowi—a Remoeite, thin a7 a vallc, sore cone
manly known ad (e Phaoglowe. Drals fgs
oceaston to *f thrash ** Stroud of Uie Reninee
jor bullying Van Deoir, and after he Fas
finighed  with  Stroed,  Brale  fakea 1he
Phantam  griwly by the  Cloulder  and
thereatens Mioy with dire ponaltic: if fo Tets
his tonguc wadg.

[(New read sn)

i

But has he rescued the schoolboy in time 7
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himzelf from the etudy atd made hia
w8y  towards the uasters’  quarters,
pausing as he drew ncar to the room
occupied by My, Moaydyke.

There was & Jight under ihe door,
proving that the Fifth Form master was
within, but almost us Jack drew level
the beht suddenly saapped out, and
Locke’s assistant barely had time to slip
into & window recess, a few yards farilcr
giong the passage, cro the door openecd
and the thin, emaciated figure of Mir.
Mardyke crept, in hiz customary stealthy
wai, out into ihe covridor.

Jack Drake noticed that the masicy
had his hat and coal on, and was carry-
ing a small handbaug.  The detective’s
assistant was instanlly alert, and watted
with ill-concealed ympatience jnst long
enough 1o permit  Mr.. Mardvke 10
vanish round & bead in the passape.
Then he crept forth sud sped silently
in his wake,

Down the slairs ol along ancther
passage went Mr. Mardvke, with Jack
Drake (“I‘Eﬂpiﬂg‘r\nﬁi‘.—-&lﬂﬁﬁ]}' along a few
vavds behind. Evidenily the Fifth Form
master was making iz way out of the
school by o rear exit.

Presently Jaclk found himsell travers
ing ihe long, cmpty corridors flanking
the servauts' gquarters, and at lengih
they  omarged, as  ho had expaciel,
through a back door, jule the open uir.

Aergzs an open  yard  wenb  Ale,
Mauardyke, to pass eventunally throvgh o
litthe wicker gate, usually reserved for
the houschold staft,

Jack Drake followad, taking eare 1o
keep ot a good distance now that they
weie outb in the open, and wuering along
well in ihe shadow of a thick hodge thae
itned the narrow country  road
they were now fraversing.

The dusk was rapidly decpening fuin
darkness now, Lat with the approach of
might a lyight mwoon swung in 1ho
heavens, casting a silvery radiamee ovev
the guiet conulyyside,

Par perhaps half an hour the Filih
Forim inoaster plodded along, now aml
agatn pauvsing and glancing ]hu{'.lr., HER
hall afraid he was being followed. Broo
Jack was too guick for lLim, shipping
into the hodge itself and remaming as

Tre Macxer Lienary —No. 808,
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immobile a3 8 statue till his quarry
again resumed hiz march,

At length Mr, Mavdvke turned out of
the narrow road and began to eab across
an open field. Jack followed, but rather
more slowly now, for he was forced fo
dart to and-from the clumps of holly-
bush which dotted the field, in case the
man ahead of him should again peer
round and cateh sight of him.

It was almost like a pame of hide-and.
seek so far az Jack was concerned, and
was distinetly exasperating. DBut Drake
wasg ued.to the shadowing businesz, and
Lkept patientlv on, till at last Blardvke
rame out on to another and wmuch
broader road which stretehed like a long,
white ribbon upwards to the summir of
a hill.,

As Jack, following in the master’s
wake, drew steadily neaver o the top
of the hill, he discerned the oublines
of what looked like an irregular line of
buildings silhouvetted in bleak loneliness
ageinst the mwoonlit sky, His interest
increased considerably as he saw that
Me, Mardyvke was evidently making
stratght for this objective.

“Looks like an old castle or some-
thing," muttered Jack. " Anvway, it's
a collection of ivy-clad ruins, and—-
Jove! I wonder if it's Stormpoink
Abbey? Old Yal Terry was saying
something te me only this afternoon
about there being an old abbey knock-
g around in the distriet.”

ig-[n increased his pace suddenly as he
noted that DMr. Mardyke, evidently
gatisfied now that he was on safe
grouwd, had hurried forward, breaking
a&lmozt into o run.

The Fifth Form master had turned
abruptly off the road now, and was cut-
ting across the grassland towards where
the long. 1rregular line of ivyv-covered
stonework marked the onter walls of
what had onee been an imposing Dene-
dictine struetnre,

At last Mr, Mardyke vanished throngh
an opening in the wall, Jack Deake broke
imto & run now and reached tho same
opening just in time to cateh a glitpse
of iz quarry bearing off to the right.

He ctole through the opening, snd
crept along in the shadow of the wall

My, Mardyke seemed to be making in
a direct ling for a clump of bughes which
stood our, almost like a ghostly hill,
afimost i the dead centre of an open
space.

“I'll bet hie's got something hidderti

away 1n that jelly old bush!™ muttered
Jack, as he ci]rew to & halt and stood
wanieling the other intently.

still Me. Alavdyke plodded on,.  Not
did he slacken speed as he drew level
with the bush,

Jack gazped. _
"*Has he suddenly gone blind? he
muttered in astonishinent. “If he takes
auother couple of paces he'll smash clean
inio that bush, and—— Jumpin' coter-
pillars! Where on earth——*

He started forward, his face a picture
of blank amazement,
_ Barely a second or so before, Mr,
Mardvke bad been hastening towards the
bush—walking straight into it, in fact,
And now—-

Now he had completely disappeared!

And only the bush. as silent and still
a3 everything else about this que:s,
shadowy. place, remained !

Jack Drake’s Amazing Discovery !

2 the personal assistant to Ferrera
Locke, Jack Drake was more or
less uzed to sorprises.  DBut the
complete dizappearance of Mr.

Mardyke hefore his very eyes was zome-
thing which caused him to eatch up his
THe MacKer Lismary.—No. BOS.

breath and rub his eyes, as if to make
sura he was not dreaming.

Alr. Marvdske had %&een hurrying
through the ruius of the abbey, making
in a divect line for & clump of bushes.
And then he had vanished, as if the
bushes themselves had parted and elosed
over him again!

It was astounding, uncanny !

DBut Jack’s association with Lecke hod
soon tanght him the Tallacy of believing
in anyvthing supernatural. He knew that
there was always 4 reazon for everything
that happenred in this world, however
weird or apparently inexplicable it might
appeat. Superstibious fear had ne place
in his mind.

Guickly he overcame the sheek which
this apparent phenomenon had eauged,
Then he moved forward, still, however,
lcctrrrmi within the shadows of the ruined
walls, but edging steadily neaver to the
mysterious clump of bushes,

But he had not covered more fthan
about half the disiance when he suddenly
dreﬁr back, preszing his body against the
walid. '

Out af the shadows cast by a ruined
turrét which almost immediately faced
him, something had suddenly meved.

The lad stood stock-still now, striving
to plerce the darkness, and in a moment
or 50 he was juzt able fo make out the
vague, but uvnmistakable, figure of a
man.

The figure cveptk out from the shadows
and moved stealthily towards the ciump
of bushes into which the Fifth Form
master had disappeared,

Jack watched it intently, and saw that
the man was evidently bent on exploring
the bush, asz if searching for something,
He walked all round it, disappearing
from sight, but reappearing again in a
few moments. He carvied a stick in his
hand, and with this he geemed to he
busily engaged in prodding at the bush,
though without any satisfactory result,
zo far as Jack could =ee.

Then, with starlling suddenness, the
man spravg baek, at the same time
elancing quickly roond, as if desperately
seeking a hiding-place.

But he was just a fraction of a second
too late,

There came a stirring among the
bushes. Jack watched them fascinaledly,
and %‘ﬂ.!—[ﬂ?ﬂ a2z he zaw the head and
shoulders of Mr. MMarvdyke appearing
through them !
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A moment, and the masler again
stood clearly ontlined, the bushes now
forming a background. His crafty ayes
seemed to be tearching about hum for &
zecond or two, and then, with o sudden
snarvl of fury, e lurned and sprang lo-
wards the other figure.

The unknown man fell hack, obrionsly
astonished. Up to now. there had been
ne sound, but now, as Jack walched. he
heard the rasping voice of the Fifth
Form master. valsed seavcely above a
whisper, ver hoavse with anges:

“Who are you? What do vou want
here s

The challenge—for it was scarcely lesa
—was followed by a tenze :ilonce, Tha
other man seemed al a loss for an
answer.

But at lazl he spoke, and his voice was
scarcely less angry:

VUL think I might ask you that gues
tion, sir, Your behavienr is a deal mora
suspicious fthan mine !”

My, Mardyke hesitated. Then he took
a slep forward, and strove to peer into
the other’s face.

*You've been spying on me, confornd
you!” he snarled. “You were prodding
into that eclump of bushes with your
skick—=""

“I cevtainly was,” came the answer at
once, “and I should be vastly inferested
to know what vou, a respected master
at one of the most famous colleges in
the eountry, are deing, prowling about
liere like a thief in the middle of the
might!”

A low ery of fear escaped the lips of
the master.

* You—you know me®" he faltered,
falling back o step.

Somerhing strangely like an ironieal
lnugh came from the other.

“I've known you for a jong tinme, Mr,
septimus Mardvke,” he replied at once.
“ Almnost from the outset I have suspected
you, and now I've got all the proof I
nepl———’

“What—what do you mean®  The
question came almost in a scream from
the master’'s lips.

*¥ou know very well what T mean!”
flashed the other angrily, * A boy named
Gordon Carr dizappeared recently from
Stormpoint College.  What counld wou
tell the paolice. if vou were forced lo
speak? Ilow would veu explain away
your frequent, mystorious visits to this
place under cover of darkness?”

“I's a lie!™ DMr, Mardyke Iurched
forward, his face ashen, the words
literally tumbling from his qnivering
lips.  "It's an infamous lie! I know
nothing aboul Gordon Carv--nothing at
all! ‘ou undersiand?  And who are
you, anywar=who are you, I zay?”

“You'll know =oon enongh who T am!™
returned the other. ““And when the
time comes for the reckoning, I've n skiff
bill to settle with yon, Mr. Mardyke!
I'm going (0 make you pay. and pay
heavily, and=—— Here, keep your paws
off me, you dingr scoundrel !

His voice broke info o erv of alarm,
and he sprang suddenly hackwards, for
the Fifth Forrmn master. with a snarl like
that of a wild beast, had zuddeniy flung
himself upon the other.

“You'll nevér get tne chance!” ha
hizsed. " Tl settle your hash for you,
vou spy! I'll make vou sarry you aver
get eves on me, whoever you are!”

The Tifth Form masier seemed
momentarily 1o have taken leave of his
senses,  He struggled with his unknown
opponent with all the fary of a madman,
{0 the accompaniment of a siring of oaths
amel Hreats which almost made Jack
Dirake's biocod run cold.
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| Ingtineiively Drake’s eyes roamed about the place, noting the presence of a
** Good heavens ! " he gasped

of feod and water, and——

packing-case, & hea
at last, and started forward io

ol siraw, some fragments
what-looked llke a bundle

of packing, but which he now saw to be a human figure, bound and gagged and propped clumsily agalinst the wall. {Sec page 24.)

Buk the encounter had scarcely begun
““:i ih came to an abrupt and startling
end.

With a quick, dexterous twist, the un-
known man wrenched himself free of Mr.
Mardyke's frenzied <lutech. Then, with-
out so muech as & word, the fellow turned
and fled pell-mell through the ruins, dis-
appearing entirely in the derkness,

-For an inglant 1t seemoed that Mr, Mar-
dyke would give chase, But after a few
quick steps he halted and, muitering
furictialy to himself, turmed and crept
AWay, Ra_asing almost within a yard of
where Jack Drake still stood, eniranced
by all he had ‘witneszed.

Jack waited only until the sound of the
master’s footsteps had died away. Then
he erept forth from his hiding-place.

Hiz mind was in a whirl. The meshes
of this astoundmg mystery zeemed o
get moro and moro entangled with the
paesing of the hours. DBut Jack realised
that it would be a sheer waste of lime
to try to discover, here, and now, the
meaning of it all—the identity of the
gewcomer, or tho reason for his self-
confessed spyimg upon Mr. Mardyke.
Thatwould have to be investigated later.
The all-important matter at this moment
was the discovery of Mardyke's secret—
the unravelling of the mystery of Ius
stealthy visits to thiz place.

And, thanks to the keen watch which
he ha kept on the clump of bushes from
the moment that Mardyke had first dis-
appeared, Jack hﬁiiE‘-'Gg that he had at
least solved ono mystery—the explana-
tion of how the master had so uncannily
dicappeared as if the bushes had them-
@ellw?s, ppencd up and swallowed him
W e,

More than thiz, Jack realised that he
had wade annther and even more

!

momenious cli:-cm.:-?-. The sight of that
clump of bushes and the general appear-
ance of the ruined walls had brought
something back to his mind with unac-
customed vividness, and his cyes sparkled
now as he realised just what his new
discovery meant

Ferrers Locke's discoveries al the Holel
Meridian, in London, were still very
fresh indeed in Jack’s memory. And,
freshest of all was tho remembrance of
that queerly drewn . plan, sketched
clumsily on tiesue-paper and hidden w
the lining of one of Sir Merton Carr's
trunks. ]

At the time, the meaning of the plan
had heen an impenetrable mystery, both
to Jack and to the great delective., Buat
paw it was no longer so—ut least. so far
as Jack Drake was concerned. ‘'o him
it wa3 now as clear as daylight.

For that plan, as Juck now =aw, wns
an exact copy of the very spol gu which
he now stood. The crade, irvegular
boundaries were meant to represent the
crumbling walls of the ruins; the curved,
shaded lines would stand for the clump

of bushes, R
“Gee! T begin lo see  daylight!
muttered Jack, =22 the delails of the

seoret plan flashed agein befora his

mind's eye. ' Let's sce—ilere was a
letter *W* on the plan, near to the
shaded lines representing the bushes,

The guv'nor said something about thal
initin] letier probably meaning * Wall.'
And the shorthand noiez, wihen tran-
aeribed, read, * Wall has seeret entrance,
but looks solid.’ ”

He moved quiuer¥ forward now, to
wards the clump of bushes. Fortun-
ately, he had brought his clectrie-torch
with him, and he did not hesitate now
to make use of i, at the saine time
poking and predding inte the bush.

“Got it!" he gasped at last, his eyes
sparkling triumphantly as the cleotric-
torch revealed the unmistakable out-
lines of the first of a flight of crumbling
stone steps at the base of the bushes,

As it happened, the bush at this point
was not nearly so dense, though it
appeared to be outwardly, and Jack
had no difficulty whatever in thrusting
liz way down the steps, which secmed
almost to lead into the very depths of
the earth,

But, after a few moments, he found
himself brought to a dead-stop againsh
what appeaved to be & solid wall of
stone. Imstanily, the mesning of that
note in shorthand on the plan Reshed
inte his mind:

“Wall hes secret entrance, but looks
solid 17

He began at once to sbine the -light
af his torch over the wall, which was
obviously part of an undergrownd
chamber, probably & orypt, connected
wﬁﬂh the goneral schemc of the ruined
abbey.

As the plan bad stated, the wall ecer-
tainly scemed to be absolutcly solid,
and, after ten mivutes of the most
painstaking search, Jeck began to feel
somewhat discomraged. He could find
sbeolutely no sign of a scoret entrance
anywhere. :

“Bat old Mardyke must have got
somehow | he muttered at last, “ And
I'm not going to be beaten by & ferrcty-
eyed old scoundrel like him!™

He zet his teeth, and began ogain.

The air all round was damp and
earthy, and he was beginning to feel
imtensely cold. But he was determined
that, having got thus far, he would not
relitiguish his efforts till he had solved
this additional mystory.

Tieg MaexeT Lingany.—Ngp. 898
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Huddenly his hand, in roving over
the crumb'lini masonry, pressed against
something which gave to his touch.
There came a slight grating noise, and
then he stepped back with an exclama-

tion of triwmph. _
ortion :;'.-ipthe wall, extending fram

A
the tloor 1..1]1 to about the height of his
shoulder, had suddenly fallen awagy,

revealing & yawning, black hole!

It took him some moments to get
accustomed to the utter darkness of the
hole—-darkness which lus electric-torch
secemed rather to intensify. But az his
eyes gob used te hiz surroundings, he

glimpsed the edgo of a further Aight of |

stops, Jeading steeply downwards.”

e mgved forvward, and begdu to
descend, holding his torch before hin,
and keeping, at the same lime, o grip
with his right hand on the butt of his
autdinatic, which he carried concealed
it the pocket of his overcoat.

The fHight of steps was surprisingly
short, though unusually steep, aund at
last he found.himself treading a soft,
earthen floor, with here and there what
afmcared to be the fragments of a set
of stone Aags.

A long, mnarrow passage yawned
before him, awvd he begpan at onee to
traverse this, his heart thumping errati-
cally as he caught a faint glimmer—a
mere pinpoint of light—at the far end
of the passage.

“Trail's end!” he muttered to him-
self. " Wonder what I'm going to run
into now Y

The passage did not take long to
traverse, and as he drew steadily near
the end of it, the light which had at
first seemed s pin grew fill it revealed
& sharp turning to the right,

Jack followed the turning, and almost
at once found himself on the threshold
of what was obviously a ruined crypt,
or dungoon.

It was a long, narrow anartment,
almost like a cell, but with towerin
walls, at the topmost heights of whie
could be seen a econple of narrow slits
in the masonry, crude openings no
doubt once used az “air-holes ™ for the
unfortunate prisoners cntombed here.

But the discovery of the underground
crypt did not startle Jack 20 much a3
the sudden realisation of what it con-
tained.

Almost in a straight live from the
point &t which he steod, Jack noticed a
narrow ledge—a sort of recess and seat,
cut in the stone wall. On this ledge
stood a broken-necked botile, from
which a [ast-gutiering candle threw fit-
ful rays over the cell-like chamber.

Instinetively, JFack's e¢yes roamed
round the place, noting the prescnce of
& packing-case, a heap of straw, some
fragments of food and water, snd——

“Good heavens!™ he pasped at last,
and started forward towards what
looked at first like a Lundle of snek-
ing, but which he now saw to be a
human figure, bound aud gagged. and
propped clumsily against tﬁc wall.

It was the figure of a boy, whose
clothes, though pitifully bedraggled,
still. were recognizable, while on the
stone flags a few yards away was a
cap on which Jack 1lrake instantly
recognised the familiar crest and mono-
gram of Slormpoint College.

The box®s eyes were closed, and he
appeared to be either asleep or uwneop-
SCIOUS.

cBut there was no mistaking his iden-
tity. and Jack Drake's hears gave a
wild leap a3 he recognised the hapless
prisoner.
“Jumpin'  Jupiter!”  he
ghouted. *“'It's CGordon Care!”
Taz Macyer Lisranv.—No. 598
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3o that Jack had all his werk cut out

The Boy Who Ferget |

WIFILY Jack Drake crossed the
cell and dropped to one knee be-
side  the i’;e]p]ess, prostrate
figure.  Then, whipping ont a
knife, he severed the cords which bound
the boy's wrists and ankles, and re-
moved the cruel gag which had been
throst between his teeth.

The boy meoaned slightly as this was
being ‘done, and as the gag was taken
from his mouth, he openced his eves
wearily, and his lips parted in a wan
smile,

Drake was much relieved to find that
he was conscious, though it was obvious
that he was in a very weak state.

“Thanks, old chap!™

The words came in little more than
2 whisper from Gordon Carr's lips, and
1_1.::. mucde an effort to stagger to his
ek,

Jack Drake sprang forward again
and assisted him, and at last the other
stood erect, swaying giddily for a
moment, his hand pressed against his
forehead.

“Jingo, but yvou are in a rotten state,
old chap!”

Jack E]i.)nau,lv:vz.-’s tone was expressive of
mingled horror and penuine pity. The
boy seemed so utterly weak, so down-
and-out, and apparently took only the
shightest interest in his surroundings,

“Y-yes, I do feel a—a bit groggy,”
he muttered, trying to smile again.
“Where am I, do you know?”

“You're in a sort of underground
crvpt, beneath the ruins of Stormpoint
Abbey,™ replied Jack.

“Stormpoint Abbey ¥ reprated the

know, the old,

other vaguely.

“Yes—youn ruined
place close to the eollege.”

But the bay only shook his head again
heip'!e.m]y,

“1 don't know what vou're talking
about,” he muttered, staring arcund
him curiously.

Jack Drake looked at him keenly.
Obviously, he was in a very bad wary.

“Well, we won't argue about that
now, old chap,” he =aid, with an
attempt ab cheeriness,  "We must get
vou out of this awful hole at once, and
turn the doctor loose on you. Come
on, I'll give vou a hand! Can you
mnage o walk®Y

The boy podded, and began to move
forward, He aiaggered slightlv, and
maght have fallen but for Jack's timely
atd, But Drake slipped one arm around
kis shouiders. and together they moved
slowly out of the crypt and along the
dark passage.

How they ever got clear of the under-
ground passago and into the open alr
onee more Jack Ihake never really
kl“!".".'.. I_'Iﬂl'[][}lt {_..‘l::l.]'l' Wils ill fh !‘itilfhh"
state of weakeess, and more than onee
theeatened to collapse m o dead-Tnnnt,

to climb those steps to safety.

But at last it was doue, and thes
vested for a moment in the shadow of
the old turret, breathing the fresh air
with real gratitude,

*Now look here, old son,” said Jack
at last. " Dy ail rights, I ought to ftake
o arraiﬁht back to Stormpoint
Collogo—-

*Htormpoini  College! iuferrupted
('arr, survexing Iis rescoer with that
gqueer hali-lost eoxpression which Jack
lad noticed before.  “ Why Stormpoint
College ¥

“Becanze vou bhelong there, ass!” re.
torted Jack, amwzed at the question.

Lo b ]

“l'm sorrv, old chap.” he added
cuickly;  “hub veur quesiion  rather
stavtled me. 1 thonght wporhaps: voy
were feving to pul! my leg——" |

But Carr shook hiz head,

“Oh, no, T wan't,” he replicd af
once, " You gaid something abour tak-
ing me back to Stormpoint College,
just—just as 1f I'd been to that—that
place before—-"

Drake swung rvound and stared in
blank amazement at him.

“Well, haven't vou? You're a sehool-
boy .at the col, aren't you—in the Re-
move?

Agam the other shook his head uwn-
comprehendingly.

Am I he returned vacantly, I
don't know !

" You—don't  know ™
Dheake, peering at  him suspicionsiy,
“ But—bput rou must know! Look here,
vou're Uorden Carr, aren't vou®

“I -don’t krnow!” came the startling

1'&111%;

“8on of Siv Merton Carr. the Johan.
nesburg mining magnated” persisted
Jack wonderingly.

But still the orher shook his head.
“Really, T don’t know,” he repeated
upld]'_tn

“Oh, hang it, that's all pife, you
know!" exclaimed Jack impatiently.
“I'll swear you're Gordon Carr—you're
the wvery image of him, according to
the portraits %’ve seen,  Amd ibs not
quite piu:.-!'ngl the game to go on pull-
ing my leg like this!”

“But I tell' vou I'm not pulling. vour
leg!” protested Carr wildly, “I'm not
pulling anvbodrs's leg. 1 don't know
what gn earth you're talking about!™

For a long minute Jack Drake staved
at him, a look of growing horror and
pity creepiug mto his face.

Then the truth burst upon him.

“Heavens ! he muttered to hinseld,
‘The poor chap’s lost his memory! He
doesn’t even know who he is or vhere
he comes frowm ™

But, startling though this latest dis
covery was. there was no time now fo
give any thought as to its probable

gasped  Jack

st

[)

cause, A low moan camo agatn from
the lips of the schoolboy, and he
swayed as if about fo fall,

Jack Dirake sprang forward jusk in
time, DBut after a moment or zo Carr
pulled himself i’ﬂ?‘ﬂ'ﬂlfh

“I=I'm all right now,
gasped, with an attempt at a
“What a frantic ass I'm makin
self, anywav! Look here,
away from here. shall we?”

He glanced up at Jack., and shivered

thanks!” ha
langh.
Eg of my-
ot's get

slightly.  Something .ahi.n _to_ fear
seemed  to flash  momentarily in his
EVes,

Jack Dnake nodded.

“Phat’s just what I want to do.” le
rejoined, “but I've been  wondeving
where to take vou. I can't waliz voo
back to SBrormpoint now, Apart fron
the fact that it's so late, there's——well
there’s n jolly good reason why xou
should noi =how up there just yet.”

Dinke was thinking of My, Mardvke,
the Fifth Yorm aster, though he said
nothing to Gprdon Care about this,

He knew that i he turned uwp at
Stormpoint  Callege  with  Carr,  the
master would got the fright of bhis life,
vealize thar eversthing was  up, and
probably  take to precipitate  flight.
Which was the very thing Jack wanred
tost of all to avoid, for he knew that,
although AMardvke waz unguestionably
assoctated with the whole mysteriou:
affaiv of Gordon Canr'z and Mr, Reu-
nie's dizappearance, there were  also
aother: in the plat, And le wanted,
above all things, to aveid putiing them
an thelr guard just as this eritieal jone-
Lare.

Afrer a few momenis’ lard thinking.
he decided to take his pew-found charge
to Harvchester, a2 small market town

situaied about a mile or so from the
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yaing of Stormpomnt Abbey, where they
now Were,

He had luckily rvemembered that in
Harchester thers was an old friend of
Ferrers Locke's in the person of D
Peter Quill, for whom Locke had at
one time been able to perform a ser-
vice,

Jack knew he could vely on Dr
Quill, despite the surprise he would get
on recciving such a- visit and at such
a time, to maintain strict secrecy, while
the doctor could alse, in his professional

capacity, tend to Gordon Carr's bedily’

noeeds,

He cxplained things r];uick'lg; to Gor
don Carr, being eareful .however, not
to say too much. After all, he argued,
Carr had ohviously lost his memory, and
seemed, in fact, almost to be not re-
sponsible for his actions, In this way
he might easily ¢ an enemy to
his own interests,  Tharcfore it was
the wisest course to Ipaintain secrecy.

Jack anticipated some possibie difii-
culty with Carr, but was relieved to
find that the boy was apparently only
too willing’ to do anything he was told
so long as he was permitted to get
cleat of the ruins, which seemed to
him to hold some mysterions dread,

They set out, Jack striking what
proved to be a. usefnl short cus, and
m a short time they reached the little
market town of Harchester,

Jack had no difficulty in finding Dr.
Quill's house, and the eclderly medico,
once e had recovered from the double

shock of seeing Jack Drake and thenw

his mysterious charge, at once agreed
to do as Jack suggested,

Just before Jack took his leave—Clharr
having meantime been lod inte another
room—Dw. Quill spoke to hilm in an
underione.

“That poor oy Las undoubledly lost
his weweory,’ he said quickly, “and I'm
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JagK wraae nad Just reached the bottom of the siaircase,
when he started back with a ery of amazement and aisw. ay.
Framed in the doorway, an ugly expression on his ferret-like
faee, was the thin, emaciated figure of Mr. Septimus Mardyke,
the Fifth Form master. (%ce page 28.)

afraid it will have fo be a case for a
London specialist,. 1 don’t know what
our plans are, Drake, but I do
onestly think that Mr. Locke ouglht to
he-informed without delay.”

Jack nodded.

“That 15 what I had already detided
to do” he replied, "In fact, I'd be
much obliged f you would allow me to
make use of your telephone for the pur-
poze of sending & wire.”

Some ten  minutes  later, hM':inF
despatched the telogram to Locke, Jack
hurried back to Stormpoint, being for-
tupnate in catching a {rain from Har-
chester Station,

Dr. Lampton had provided apainst
contingencies such as the present one Iy
giving Jack the key of a door usually
ntilised by the masters whenever they
happenad to be out late at night. Br
thts means Jack was able to let himself
in and proceed to his room unobserved.

He was very glad to be able to get
to bed, for he was feeling worn out.

But 1t was some time ere he could
manage to get off to sleep. The thought
of what had happened, of the amazing
series of discoveriezs he had made, oul-
minating in the finding of Gordon Carr,
kept him awake for hours. But at last
he managed to drop off.

It secined to lim, howewver. that hic
had barely done so ere he was jerked
back into wakefulness, sitting holi up-
right -in bed and blinking in the full
glare of the electric lizht.

“Why—what-—where——" |ie
sheapily,

Then he stavied in astonishnrents as
he caughs sight of a lall, lean, alinost
ghostly figure standing at the foof of
hiz bed.

" Van Dom!” Le exclaimed. “What
the thwmp are yvou Joing here, at this

Logan

tine of nighs?”

The Mystery of the Box-Room !

g IHE long, lank figure of Adolphus
r vair Dom, the Skeleton of the
Remove, was vigibly trembiing
with fright, and his beady oyes
gi{-ggle-.l behind  his  huge,  tortoise-
shell spectacles, e was attired enly
in his pyijamas, plus a gaudy-looking
dressing-gown of Uriental design.

He moved forward gquickly ns Jack
Drake addressed him. )

“I—I had to c-coma!” he breathed, in
frightened accents. “Drake, old ian.
for merey's sake save me!”

And, with & stifled howl, he fing
himself across the bed, gripmng hold of
Drake in a frenzy fear.

Tocke's assistant fell back,
casp.

“Here, gervoff my . chesd, yon as:l”
he exclaimed. * Your miserahle buonw
frame i3 like & bundle of spikes! Whas
the dickens is the matter with yvou,

wilh a

Huywa.:;i? You look as if you'd =een a
ghost 1" :

The phantom started back, =till
trembling.

“That—that's just what I have scen!”
he panted. “Or—or, at least, I heard
it. Moaning it was, and clmking iis
chains 1"

“What the dickens are' you talking
abowl ¥ smapped Jack ireitally. T sup-
pose iﬂu"‘rﬂ bean stuffing vourself full
of tuck, as usual, you wretched Tourme!,
and beon having a nighitmave—--"

“No, it wasn't a mightmare, Brake,
I swear i wasn't!” protested Van Dom
hystevically. “It was the real thing- a
horvibla ghost, meoanipg amd clauking
its chainy—-"

“TPull yourself itogether, wou lanhs
wdiob ' snapped Jack, “'There's no
snieh thing as a ghost, and you jolly
weil know it! What have you heen up
to? Raiding some of the fellows’ studies
in search of tuck, I supposel”

Ty Maaner LaBnany,—XNo. o046,



2 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CD. EVERY WEEK !

“Well, ss a matter of honest fact.”
returned the Phantom, calmer now, *
~—or—] was feeling a trifle peckish, not
having had more than & bag of
meringues, 4 Madeires cske, =some
sausage-rolls, and a dab of apple-pie, be-
ﬁdﬁs I’h?, measly tea they give vou in

il

“M-m-my  hat!”  gasped  Jack.
* Meantersay yvou were peckish afrer all
that lot "

“It wasn't a lot!” vetorred the Phan-
tom indignantly., " Scarcely emaugh to
keep o flea slive. And, besides. I'm so
wretchedly thin, and it's all hecause. of
the rotten way they starve a chap in
this beastly establishment, Only  last
week, I wrote, for the tenth time this
term, to my Aunt Agatha about ir—=""

“Never mind about  your  Auut
Apatha " prowled Jack, ®Get on with
the doings, and tell me what it wa:
that has scared the hLife out of yjou!"

“Well, as I waz saving,” went on the
Phantown, glancing nervonsly  Lehisd
him, “I was feeling a trifle peckizh.
and, knowing how vettenly mean and
mingy the fellows are in this rorren
college,  especially  that  beast  Val
Terry—""

“XYou can leave my friend YVal Terey
ot of it, if you don't want a thick
ear I Lreathed Jack sulphurous]y.

“N-n-o—I—1 mesn, ves, cer-cortatnly.
Dyake, dear old fruit!” retmrued Van
Dom hastily. “ As a matier of fact, T'm
very fond of dear old Terry—one of the
very best. and— Ow-yow ! Wharer-
you tryin' to do now, vou beast? Keop
your paws off me! You're spoiling my
clobber——~"

Wil you get on with the washing !
hissed Jack, who had suddeuly sprung
out of bed, and rammed hiz amazing
visitor againzt the wall. “ Do you think
I'm poing to be kept awake all night
listening to yonr blithering rot. you
walking peoknife?  Where lave vou
been, and what is it that has =caved
you? Come on, cough it up!”

*Th-that's just wh-what T'm Eryive to
do!" howled the Phantom.. “Bbut von
ka intercupting me, you rofter! I'm
trying to tell you that, fecling a rrifle
peckish, I just strolled round the Tifth
Form studies— vou know, they're an the
top Aoor—and was trying to find o hite
or two to postpone  the terrible
trapedy-—" '

“What terrible tragedy

“My death, by slow starvation. of
conrse ! T'm gradually fading awar,
though nobody here seems to care a
fig—  Here, keep off, vou Least!
I'm_trying to explain, you rotter, it
gﬂ-‘u I give a fellow half & chance, yon

uwrbling chump!  Well, az I was say-
ing, I'd just looked in to Novris study
when—when T heard the most awful

moans and ‘shrieks coming from—ivom

the box-room."

“From the boxroomi” repeatod
Jack, mystified. *“That's at the end of
the east wing, isn't it*”

Y ¥es. Norris' study is the last one
in the corridor, and the steps leading
to the box-room arc almeost opposite ™

“And you say you heard gromninws
goming from there?” )

“Awful groans!  And shricks, too!
And the clanking of rusiy chaing——"

“More likely a dose of conscience '™
grooted Jack.  “Tackling you for
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sneaking other Tellows’ grub in the
middle of the night. However, ad you
seeml 80 blessed scared about it, we'll
go up and have a look——""

The Phantom’s eves rolled again, and
he fell boaek,

“N-not me, Drake, o0ld bean!” he
muttered. “J—I'd rather not, 1f you
don't mind. You go }'Gurselir, by all
means.,  After all, you don't belong to
the col,, so vou wouldu't be missed—1
—I mean, of course, you'd be missed
tervibly, especially by me. B.buit 1'd
se¢ that they put a wreath on- your
grave, old fruit, honest T would, and——
Hi. where are you going, you rotfer?"

He broke off with a gasp of astonish-
ment.

Juck Drake, with a scowl of disgust
and impatience, had slipped inte  his
dressing-gown and slippers, and, thrust-
g van Doin unceremontpusly aside,
strode  from  the room, leaving the
skeleton of the Bemove gaping in blank
anazeroent.

Jack Drake did not know what tfo
make of what the Phantom had fold
him. but he felt instinctively that,” for
onco, ab amy rate, Van Dom had not
been weaving his accenstomed fairy tales.
And he—Jack—had been so enveloped in
mystery in the past few hours that he
had somehow become suspicious of any-
thing untoward that happened in  the
vollege,

He hurried mnoeiselessly up  several
fhghts of staivs till he reached the top
floor. Then he made his way along the
corridor to the end, where a small deor
gave on to a Hight of steop wooden
ST,

- He paused a second, Nstening, but all
aronnd was complete silence,

Then he moved forward, and, with
the utmozt caution, turned the handle of
the door and dragged it open, inch by
inch. disclosing the weooden stairs.

Glancing round to make sure he was
not observed, Jack began forthwith to
mount the steirs, pausing at almost
every step to listen:

Bur the same utter silence was main-
tained.  Everything  scemed  quite
normal. considering the time of night,
and Jack was alrcady beginning to feel
he had made a fool of himself for taking
any serious notice of the Phantom's
wild statements.  Doubtless the fellow
had imagined it all, and had worked

“himszelf wp into such a state of funk

that lhe was unable to distinguizh
reality  from  the fanciful nensense
ceeafed in bis own stuffy mind.

The wooden steps ended on a  iiny
landing. bevond which was a closed
door.

Jack reached the summit at last, and,
after once again pausing to listen, crept
towards the door and gently teied the
handle.

The lateh gave readily to pressure, and

the door moved inwmﬂ:i'.s_.
CAgain Jack Drake” waited. but, the
silentee continuing, he pushed the door
open and slid his hand along the wall
till it encountered an electrie switel.

He pressed thiz. and the room was
instantly flooded with light,

“As I expecied!” -he
glancing keenly about him.  “There's
nothing here! I—T'1l wipe the floor
with that burbling flatfsh for disfurb-
ing my rest—-— Hallo! What's this

growled,

_ He broke off a3 his eyes, sweeping
round the room, dropped to the floor.

‘Within a foot of where he was stand-
ing was the fag-end of an almost com-
pletely smoked cigarettc,. Ho moved
forward and picked it up.

“I .suppose Stroed and his  cronies
have been up here smoking on the
quiek,” he muttered. * Just the sort of
thing ther would de! But they'd
hardly be mugs enough to lesve fag-
ends about, and By Jove! It's
one of the Head's special cigaretbes [”

Hiz eve had caught the tiny mono-
gram on the rico paper, partly burat
away but still recognisable. He knew
at once thet this was one of the cigar
ettes  which D, Lampton ordered
specielly from Lendon and smoked him-
self. The Ilead was a conngisseur where
cigavettes were concerned, and had
theze specially made for him.

“But it's not like the Head to be
smoking up here in the hox-room!”
went on Jack wonderingly, “ Besides,
“.1‘]1'?!;* would he be deing up here at
all ¥’

He began to look sghout him suspiei-
ously new, and presently stooped and
examined an imprint in a flm of dust
on the floor, It was the uwnmistdkable
mdent of a rubber heel, and Jack
whistled softly as he recognised it.

“That's okl Mardyke's clodhepper, as
sure a3 there’s fish in the sea!” he mut-
tered. " And I'll bet it was he who was
smoking this cigarette—no  doubt Dr.
Lampton stood him one or. two, or per-
haps he pinched it. I don't suppose
he'd be above helping himself if he felt
like it, I smell more mystery here.”

He put the fag-end of the cigarelte
carefully away iu n pocket of his dress.
ing-gown, first wrapping it in a piece
of newspaper which he raked out from
a corner of the box-room.

Then he began a careful survey of the
room itself. If the Phantom, after all,
had heard sounds from the room, that
suggested that someone was imprisoned
within it

But. despite the most rigorous search
among the piles of trunks and boxes,
mostly belonging to boys in the school,
Jack could find nothing else. The room
was completely veid of anything even
remotely suggestive of the presence of
a human being,

_ Finally, he torned his attention to an
iron staircase which wound its way,
apirval fashion, towards s irap-door in
the roof.

“Don’t suppose there's anything up
there, execept a lot of rats,” he mnr-
mured ak last? “That trap-door leads
to the rafters, and looks as if it hasn't
been opened for vears.  Besides, the
iron staicway is thick with dust, and——
Jingo! What's this®"

He bent dewn and peered intently at
one of the iron statrs. It was covered
with a hlin of dust, but there was tho
clear and wmmnistakeble imprint of &
boot upon it!

He glanced further up, and noticed
another and similar imprint.  Then,
climbing the steps, he followed a
Burred but none the less distinet trail
on almost every single stair !

He reached the ia:rp abt’ last, and,
reaching wp, pressed his hand ageinst

(Cantinwed an page 28.)
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“oavevert mind  PBunter,”™ :aid Harey.
“There’s also the matter of your cloth-
g, Skiuner. Cherry here just pointed
out the—er—bloodstains, as vou c¢hoose
to term them. I fancy the Head will be
no end interested in them, my lad. Bue
enough of this rot. Look here, Bkinner,
its no good beating about the bush'!
You're bowled out on both counts, and
you jolly well know it.”

Bkinner did know it
dey lips. Biott and Snoog
o with ashen faces. They did not
speak once, however., They were quite
content to leave things to Bkinner—until
Skinner started to drag them into
things. 2

" Look—look here. Wharton ! groaned
Skinner, staring with glittering eves at
Harry., “What do you want me to do,
vou cads?

“I've already told you that, Skinner.
Take or send that twenty pounds back
to poor old Tomlin—every penny of it
If any iz spent, then yvou'll have to make
it up hetween vou. That's your look:
out. If you do that, the Head or anyone
at Greyiriars will not hear of the matier
from
You can easily persuade old Tomlin to
send the Head a letter =aying the
money's turned wp.
thankful to do that once he gets his
money.”

" And=—and
affair?”

Harry's mouth set hard.

“You've got to [aoe the musio ahout
“that, Skinver!™ he snapped. * You did
it, &and you must pay the piper. It
means & fogging, of course. That's
certaim I

"I won't!
nothing 17

“Yery well, then!

He licked his

were looking

about  this—this  bust

Hang vou! I admit

A Ty

ws—I promize wvou that much.:

He'll only be too

The Head shall

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
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den] with both matterz, Bkinnes. You
aliob ! It vou sea thak the frick . you
plaved with Ros=e!l:s bust, ihough bad
cnough, was nothing in comparizor with
tle ather. The Head nupht be mcreiful
aver a practical joke—eruel and thought-
less as 1t was. Bot he won't be merveiful
aboui the ather, It mecans the sack,
Skinper. You ali knew perfecily well
the money wasn'lb vours; you hadn't
ecven hought the model,  You've kept
silent—sinek fo the money, ihough that
poor old chap was tramping here day
after day in the hopes of it turning I.LIIJ.
It waz the aet eof howling eads, [t
would get you the sack—what you jolly
well deserve, too! Well, what is it to

bef A fAogging and nothing said about
the mouey matter, or the sack and dis-
grace on both connts? I'll give you two

minuvtes to decide.”

Havry took out his watch. His face
was grim and reschite,

“Give in, Skinner, wou fool!”
hreathed Stett, his face white and irem-
bling with agitation-and fear. It—it
means the sack for us all if vou don't.
And you dragged us into it—that money
matter ! We had nothing to de wit]b’:
painting that Lust !™

“Yes, give n!" panted Snoop.
cads have got ug!"

Skinner gave his pals a savage, bitter
lonk.

“ That's all you think about—your own

dashed cowardly skins!™” he snavled,
pitter rage and chagrin in s voice.

But he gave in, for all that, Before
the two minutes were up, he nodded
savagely to the juniors.

“ All right, Wharton ! he said thickly.
“You've got me! I'll go to bhe Head
now '

“That's good enough, then, Skinner,”
said Harry quietly. “I'm sorry, but—
but it's got to be done. Come on, you
chaps. We've finished.”

And Harry Wharton and hiz chums
left the room.

“ The

] - n 1] - L]

Harold Skinner kepi his word fo the
letter—there was nothing left for him to
do if he wished to remain at Greyiriars.
Before tea-time that afternoon the great
bell in the tower rang for a pgeneral

PRICE 7
TWOPENCE, “
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azsembly, Tt was a fogging—as IHarry
Wharton had anticipated. Skinner had
confesaed, and before the whele school
Rikinner was ogeed, IE was not o
pleasant secne, and Havey Wharton
caprcially wans glad when it was over
Richly as Skinper had carned i, the
captain of the Remove was sorvy fov
him,

Bhinner did not poa aver to Courifield
that day, needless to say, Tla spent tho
evening in the seclusion of Study Neo. 11,
and he dud not leave it unt:l d-time.
But the following day he kept his word,
Luckily neither himself nor Stolt and
Snoop had dared to spend any of the
monoy-~only Bunter had spent the two
ren shillingz, and this amount—the irony
of it !—was made up by Harry Wharton
~=Bkinuer’s  bitterest eneny  at Groys
friars.

Later that day Mr., Quelch called
Wharton and Russel]l into his study, and
told them that ha had just rveceived a
connunication from Tomlin, saying that
the missing woney had now been ve-
eovered, M Queleh  waxed wrathful
regarding the man’s carelessness, but
Wharton and Russcll smiled grimly to
themselves,

Russell duly sent in his bust of Dr.
Lacke to the exhibition, and to Kis joy,
and the delight of his admirers, his ex-
nibit won a high prize. Moveover, it
was actually purchased by that crusty
old stick, Sir Ililton Popper, who, for
onee, broke through his crustiness by
presenting the bust 1o the school library.
Ho gave quite a decent sum for it also,
und after standing the whole Remove a
feed, Blick Russell still had a substantial
amount left, most of which went in
plaster casts and other works of art, as
might be expected.

The following  week Greyfriars was
granted an extra “half,” partly to make
up for the lost “half,” and partly—the
Jurioes  suspected—in  honour of Dick
Russell, the Schoolboy Seulptér !

THE END,

ANaw ook aut for next Monday's vip-
ping story of the Greyfricors chums—
“Pleying Phe Gond,” The Boawwder in
the ecentral  figure, and  yarns  with
“Smathy " pluying o " fut? part are
nlway: ertre speeinl.,  This wne is o
ererplron,  Dan't miee it f)
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the teap-door. Bt it did not bodga by
go teeeh as an inch, despiic the nimost
VeRs LT,

For a minute or so he stood starving
up &4 if, all mianver of quecr thouglis
chazing themselves through iz brain.

Then  he  burned  badf  vornd 2
eiveied his garzo upon what apoeared o
he a eavk pateh on the eeiling  almost
i|||:1|1:~-:]iu14~l:; above hiis hend.

e ziouling on tiploe and steetehing

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

aut hiz arm, he was jusi able o tonch
the spot with the tip of bis finger.  And
when he looked at s linger he saw
that there was just a frace of woituwe
b it

“Greaze ! be mutiered. “ 0 onil
ot osure which, But what’™s 1t wmean.
aayway? It haan't pereolared fhrouzh
froom the other side. otherwi-e the gram
af the wood would be secn. 1 wonder

ITe studied the dark patelr steadily for
soppne tioments, bar hnally gave o oup,

Tie any casze, e reflected, o

wias ey
Fretnely difficalt to examine 1t with aelv
dogree of thoroughness pow, e oot

cotne back again in the mormng,

there was a it move Haht abour,  The

wlieae | s

PRIGE.
THDPEHEE.

cieetzic Jamp anly  thoew awkwand
slickows, which istecfored oith his vision
at thisz particular point,

He began to descemd the spiral stamw-
case, and el Just veached the bottown
wloar b sfaviedd back with o gasp o
shsnzemnent gl di-may,

Frowml i the doorwav, an
prossiot on lits Fevret ke e, was gl
thiv, ciaeatea Beiiee of Moo Septuens
El-lu'.'.f_".‘klr', tae Firth Foog wmuasrere !

(W ™ gesngy be Bt peparsn s, eletim e
Morewe ks iiowr dhasta-foeoae peercdd dnibivid !,

ek ey

perptfide of alfpeesd wepyy il Mo
it Bk crpdicie Ko qevisenee dne dhe
Flinr-Fovedn anf dheed fate fioar? Nt

e grend dnstelae el il gt apee
widt . Fhen'F e 1t
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