“THE LORD OF LOST ISLAND!”

Brilliant New 'Tec Story STARTS TC-DAY!

EVERY
SATURDAY.

GOOD RIDDANCE TO BAD RUBBISH!

(A Vi oppsplng * intident feom the greimd siehool story of Crogfeiars. inside.)



%, NEWS PARS AND. PICTURES!

CONFOUNDING THE CRITICS!

Naval architects were not too hopeful of Mr. W. F. W
Davies' idea of a hydro-glider, as shown in the photo above,
keing successful. In fact, some of them were scornful. But
after five years of experimenting, Mr. Davies perfected his
craft and succeeded in skimming the waters of the River
Severn at a speed of thirty miles an hour. With a passenger,
weighing fourteen stone, the speed was reduced to twenty-
eight miles per hour. This ghder is driven by an air-screw
and a motor-cycle engine of enly 5.96 c.c. Hydro-gliding is
destined to be a thrilling and pepular spart in the near future,
and net téo expensive at that. .

WO*O-OO

“LONGFELLOW!”

Here's a.picture of Tommy Long, the world-famous stilt dancer,
snapped with a ™ handful " of mischief in Berlin. Tommy can do almast
anything on stilts, being as much at home on his wooden " perches ™
as you and 1'are on our feet. Stilt walkers, however, should be careful
where they tread, and should bear in mind the plight of the youngster
who found himself stranded in the middle of a swampy ground, unable
to move either one " foot " or the other, and who was obliged to wait
for a couple of hours until some boards could be put down over dl
rreacherous ground and he could ke rescued from his lofty perch,
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THE FOURTH ATTEMPT!
Wharton, and three times has his vietim cseaped.

Three times has Da Costa, the Loy from the Fast, laid a snave for his encmy, Harry
Bul failire only makes Da Costa more Leen than cver to cariy

ouf his nefavious purypoese, and he springs his fourth aftempt this week !

A rousing long complete school story of Harry Wharton & Co., the chums of Greyfriars,

and Da Costa, the new boy from the East.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter in Request !

HARTON !
“FHallo !
“Where's Bunter ?”
Harry Wharton did not
answer that question immediately,

He emiled.

Coker
Brutus, for a veply.
paused in vain.

Oun the Remove landing five juniors of
that celebrated Form were discussin
the prospects of the Rookwood match
when Coker of the Fifth loomed into
the offing.

Harry Wharion. and Frank Nugent
sat side by side on the balustrade. DBob
Cherry and Johnny Bull leaned against
the wall. Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh
sat in the window. The Famous Five
of Greyfriars were in a cheery mood,
due largely to the fact that Johnny
Bull had received a handsome remit-
tance from his Auntic Bull, which he
was nobly expending in a study spread,

In Study No. 1, Billy Bunter was get-
ting tea—on a large scale. Billy
Bunter, having given himsclf an invita-
tion to the spread, was assigned the task
of getting tea—a task that wasz guite
agreeable fo Willlam Ceoige Bunter.
Few forms of ex¢rtion appealed to
Bunter, but he could always be relied
upon in & maiter of that sort.

The cheery conversation on the
Remove landing was interrupted be
Coker.

With a red and angey face; Horace
Cloker came up the Bemove stairease
and hooted inguiry al the captain of
the Remove.

A civil gquestion roguired a civil
answer; but Coker's question was not
civil. Coker never could get the idea
out of his head that the Remove men
were fags, and could be treatad just as
o great man of tihe Fifth liked,  Often
and often had this belief led Ilorace
Coker into thornr paths. Often and

of the Iifth paused, like
Like Brutus, he

By

often had it landed him in trouble.
Now it looked like landing him again.

“Do you hear me, Wharton "

“I could hear you at the other end
of the Remove passage, old bean ! said
Wharton mildly. “Why yell 2

“1 don’t want any cheek!” roared
Coker. “I've asked you a gquestion!
I've come here for Bunter!"

“You want DBunter?” asked Bob
Cherry.

“Yes!” hooted Coker,

“No saccounting for tastes! Faner
anybody wanting Bunter, you fellows!"”

“Where is he ?” roared Coker.

“I1f you're going to ask Bunter to
tea, there’s nothing doing!"” remarked

Wharton. “Bunter's teaing with us
to-day !"”
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared, the Co.,

greatly entertained by the expression on
Horace Coker's speaking countenance.

The suggestion that he might be ask-
ing a Lower Fourth fag to tea was
really too much for Coker.

“You — you — you cheeky young
rweep !” gasped Colker. “For two pins
1I'd mop up this landing with you!”

“1 haven't any pins about me !” said
the captain of the Remove regretfully.
;’But will vou do it for nothing, Coker ?

[

“Do!” urged Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, do!" implored Johnuy Bull.

Coker breathed Lard with wrath. Ile
wns tempted to rush on the Famous
Five and smite them hip and thigl.
Perbaps a recollection lingered in his
mind of the last time he had smitten
ihe Famous Five hip and thigh, Low-
ever. On that occasion Coker had been
reduced to a state beyond reeognition
by his dearest friends.

“1 want DBunter!” gasped Coker,
“The liitle beast has pinched a pie from
my stody 17

i.'OI.' I.U

“Where is he?" roared Coker, “You
know wlere le is! I koow that! 1
haven't come here for you cheeky fars!

FRANK RICHARDS.

I want Bunter! T'm going io siaughier
him! YWhere is he?"

Coker’s powerful voice could be heard
the length of the Remove passage.

Undoubtedly it was audible in SBtudy
No. 1.

But if Billy Bunter heard if, ke
heeded not. DBunter did not want fo
see Uoker of the Fifth just then, Like
Brer Fox, William Geovge Duunler luy
low and said “nuflin.”

“I dare say you young rotters wore
in it with him!” added Coler, with
scorn.

“In the pie?”
astonishunent. ]
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“1 mean, in the game witly i to
Lbag my pie! You know what I mean! 1
dare say you put him up to it! Any-
Low, Bunter had it, and I want Bunter !
Tell me where that fat slug is—see?”

There was a pause,

Billy Bunter lhad a weakness for
other fellow’s tuck, Cakes and tarls
and pies never were safe when Bunter
was in the ofling. Nearly every fellow
in the Remove had kicked Bunter for
it—not once, but many times. Mr,
Quelch, the Remove master, had caned
hin for it, Dunter was not of the stult
that heroes are made of, but he would
run many risks for a pie or a bag ol
tarts, If Bunter really had bapgged i«
pie from Coker's study, the Iamou-
Five felt that Horace was entitled o
kick Bunter. That was only fair; they
kicked him for such things themselves.
and Ilorace was entitled to a free kick.

Still, Bunter was a Remove mau,
thiough not cxactly a eredit to the Forn.
Coker was a domineering Fifth Forw
man, In ordinsry circumstances, {he
fact that a pie was missing would have
been taken as circumstantial evidenc:
that Bunler was guilty, But in thess
circumstances, Harry Wharton & (o
decided that 1t was a matier requiring
proof. A Remove man was not to be
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kicked by a Fifth-Former on mere sus-
picion.

“Now, let's have this straight!” said
Harry Wharton, “If Bunter has been
grub-raiding in your study, Coker, we'll
hand him over to justica! That's only
fair! You're sure the pie is missing?”

“VYes!” roared Coker.

“Did you see Bunter scoff it?”

“Was he likely to let me see him?”
hooted Coker. “I've been dewn at tho
ericket. When I came in I looked in
my study cupboard. The pie was gone.
T haven't come here to jaw to you fags!
I want Bunter |”

«“How do you know it was Bunter I”

“Y do know !

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Van can't kick a Remave man on
that, Coker! If you've gol any evi-
dence, trot it out! We'll give you a
hearing "

“The hearfulness will be terrifie!”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Smgh.
“Go aheadfully, my esteemed Coker!”

Coker glared at the Famous Five. Tt
was miles beneath his dignity, as &
great man of the Fifth, to bandy words
with juniors. Coker was not going to
bandy words with them. Besides, he
had no proof that Bunter had bagged
the pie. Yet he knew Bunter of old.
But that was not proof, and the heroes
of the Remove wanted confirmation
befors they allowed a Fifth Form man
to kick a Remove man.

“Vou're in with him !’ roared Coker.
“J've a jolly good mind to thrash the
lot of you! Dut I'm after Bunter! I'll
kick that fat scoundrel from one end of
Greyfriars to the other!”

And Coker, resisting once more a
temptation to smite the Famous Five
hip and thigh, strode on up the Remove
passage.

As his heavy footsteps approached the
open doorway of Study No. 1 there was
a terrified squeak from the study.

“Y say; you fellows, keep him off 1

Evidently Bunter had heard!

“Qh, there you are, are you, you fab
villain 7" roared Coker of the Fifth.

“Qw! No!” roared Bunter. “I—T'm
not here—I mean, I never had the pie!
Yaroooogh! Help!”

Bunter was in nced of help. Coker
rushed into the study. Like one man,
the Famous Five of the Remove rushed
alter Coker. They were just in time.
Coker's hefty grasp was closing on the
Owl of tha Remove, when five pairs of
hands were laid on Coker. Bunter
dodged round the study, with a terrified
squeak. Horaco Coker rolled on the
study carpet, roaring.

He was still roaring when he rolled
down the Remove staircase, He roared
still more loudly when he reached the
next landing. Fle sat up on that land-
ing, and by his vocal efforts seemed to
be emulating the celebrated bull of
Bashan.

“Cloming up again, Coker?” called out
Bob Cherry cheerily.

“0h, do, Coker !

But Coker didn't!

Coker was still convineed that Bunter
had had the pie. He still yearned to
visit condign punishment upon the head
of that unscrupulous scoffer of other
{ellows’ tuck.” Btill more keenly did he
yearn to mop up the Remove passage
with Harry Wharton & Co. But he
vestrained  these natural yearnings.
t’oker had had enough—enough to go on
with, at all events. Instead of coming
np, he went down, and a cheery chuckle
{from the Famous Five followed him,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tea In Study No. 1!

ALLO, hallo, hallot Where's
Bunter?”

Harry Wharton & Co.,
having disposed of Colter of
the Fifth, walked cheerily into Study
No. 1. 'They were ready for tea, and
they expected to find tea ready, and
PBunter more than ready. But the Owl
of tho Remove was not to be seen.

“ Bunter | roared Bob.

4T say, you fellows!” A fat voice
squeaked from under the study table.

[14

“7 say, is ho gonei”

“FHa, ha, hal” _

“The gonefulness is terrific, my
esteamed Bunter,” chuckled

funk
Hurrce Jamsct %tam Singh. .

“Crawl out, you fat frog!” said
Nugent,

“Bure he's gonc?"

*Yes, ass!’

Billy Bunter crawled out from his
hiding-place. He blinked round uneasily
through his big spectacles, evidently in
dread of seain%Coker of the Fifth in the
offing. But the coast was clear, and
Bunter recovered his courage. .

“Checky cad,” he remarked, * making
out that I had his pie! I had a jolly

ood mind to knock him down, you

now."”

“#Qh, my hat!”

““Did you bag Coker's pie ?” demanded
Wharton.

“T hope I'm not a fellow to bag any-
body’s pie,” said Bunter, with dignity.
“I hope I'm above such things!
Besides, 1 should never have looked into
Coker’s study at all if you fellows had
told me you were having a spread here,
You see, I didn’t know that at the
time.”

“Then you did bag the pie?”

“Certainly not. Coker 1s a suspicious
beast. The fact i8,” said Bunter sorrow-
fully, “thera are a lot of suspicious
fellows at Greyfriars. Fellows pick on
me. Look at the way that nigger
fellow, Da Costa, made a fuss when hi
cake went. Practically accused me of
bagging it. Me, you know |”

“ And you didn’t?”

“J never even knew the fellow had a
cake. Besides, it was a measly cake,
hardly & plum in it—"

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“PRlessed if I see anything to cackle
at. As for Coker’s pie, I never had-an%-
thing to do with it. Serve him j]c;ll)ur well
right tq lose it, too; he's a bully. Oh,
chuck up cackling, you fellows. Tea's
ready. I'm standing my whack in this
spread, as I told you.”

“You told us so, certainly,” said the
captein of the Remove, laughing, “but
I don't see the whack."”

““The whackfulness is not visible to the
estcemed eye, Bunter.”

“That's all right—I'm fetching it in,”
said Bunter. “You fellows always make
out that I never stand my whack.
You'll alter your tune this time, when
you sce my pie——"

“Piet"” yelled the Famous Five with
ona volce:

“Yes, » topping pie.  Enormous!”
said Bunter. ** A regular whacker of o

ie, One of Mrs. Mimble's very best!

ou fellows will like that pie.”

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at
William  George Bunter. Seldom or
never did William George stand his
“whack " in a spread; generally he con-
tented himself with taking the lion’s
share of the spread. On this occasion,
apparently, he was contributing a pie;
and without being unduly suspicious, the
Famous Five could not help thinking
that that pie had been inexpensively
obtained in the Fifth Form passage.

“I've got it in the box-room,” said

S manded Bunter,

Bunter. ‘I thought I'd put it there for
safety till—till— mean, just for
safety, you know. There are fellows in
tho Remove who would scoff a fellow’s
pie and think nothing of it.”

“My only hat!” said Beb Cherry.
“You frabjous fit foozler, it’s Coker's
pie, I suppose "

“0Oh, rcally, Cherr
BHIJIS it Coker’'s piet’’ demanded Johnny

ull.

“ How could it be Coker's pie when it’s
my pis?” demanded Bunter peevishly.
“Don't talk rot!”

et it?”

“Where did you

“It came specially from Bunter
Court,” explained the Owl of the
Remove. “QOur cook at home makes
ripping pies. The mater had it made
specially for me and sent here, Seel”

“QGreat pipl And you've already said
that it was one of Mrs. Mimble’s best
pies,” said Harry Wharton. “Has Mrs.
Mimble given up keeping the tuckshop

here, and gone 8as cook to Bunter
Court 1

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“Nuino! I mean—"

“Well, what do you mean?” de-
manded the captain of the Remove.

“You've bagged Coker’s pie, you fat
fraud, and you were going to whack it
out here. You can leave it where it is.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

““Keep your esteemed hands from the
pickfulness and stealfulness, Bunter,”
advised Hurren Jamset Ram Singh.

Y“Oh, really, Ink; "

“We ought to have let Coker scalp
him, after all,” remarked Johnny Bull.

“*Look here, you fellows, do you want
to whack out that pie, er don't you
want to whack out that pie?” hooted
Bunter, “It’s a splendid pie—a really
ripping pie! I'm standing it! I think
you might be decent about it, when I'm
standing the biggest whack in a spread.’”

“It's Coker’s piel” roared Bob.

“'Oh, really, Cherry! How could it be
Coker’s pie when I ordered it specially
from Chunkley’s in Courtfield?” de-
i “I—I mean, when it
was gpecially sent from Coker’s study—I
mean, Bunter Court. It's lpratty sicken-
ing that & fellow’s ewn pals ean’t take a
fellow’s word.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"!

“Why did they send him to Grey-
friars instead of to a home for idiots?”
asked Bob Cherry.

“ Goodness knowsl!”

“Oh, really, you fellows—""

“You'll leave that pie where it is,
Bunter,” said the captain of the Remove.
“t After tee, you'll take it back to Coker’s
stuclf'. We'll joliy well see that you do.”

““1f you think I'm going to give Coker
my Ew, Wharton—"

“Shut uPI”

“‘Beast!”

The pie, whether Coker's or Bunter’s,
did not ﬁguru on the festive board in
Study No. 1. Fortunately, there was
plenty without William George Bunter's
promised “whack.” Tea in No. 1 was
going strong, when Hazeldene of the
Remove came along tho passape, and
Bob Cherry hailed him through the open
doorway.

‘‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hazel !"

Hazel stopped and glanced in without
entering the study, however.

“1 say, Cherry, shut up, you ass!™
said Billy Bunter, in a stage whisper.
“We don’t want any more fo tea.”

“8hut up, Bunter "

“Took here, it’s a bit of luck that
fellow Da Costa being out of gates—he
would expeet to join up if he was in.
Isay— Yarooooh ! Stop stampng on
my foot, you beast!” yelled Bunter,

“Trot in, Hazel, old man!” called out
Harry Wharton, “Lots and lots, and
room for a giddy guest.”
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‘I say, Cherry, shut up, you ass ! ** whispered Billy Bunter, as Bob Cherry hailed Hazeldene.
to tea—'" *‘Shut up, Bunter ! ** * But, I say——

Hazel did not come in. He glanced at
the captain of the Remove, and thero
was a faint sneer on his face.

f:iThunks all the same, I won't,” he
said.

"And Hazel walked on up the passage.

“What's up with Hazel?” asked Bob.
“1 know jolly well that he's stony, and
lookinf for a tea up the passage., Why
won't he tea in here?”

Harrir bit his lip. Hazel was not a
particularly agrecable fellow, his chief
recommendation being that he was the
brother of Marjoric Hazeldeno of ClLiff
House School. DBut Wharton's invita-
tion had been cheery and spontancous,
and Hazel’s refusal anything but
friendly.

“1 say, you fellows, thank goodneszs
hie's gone,"” said Bunter. “I say, shut

the door, Nugent. Pass the tarts,
Wharton.”
It was Bunter's custom to be the

longest at a feed, taking care that
nothing eatable was loft on the table.
But on this occasion Bunter, wondrous
to relate, rose beforo the other fellows
had quite finished.

“Well, I must be off,” he remarked.
“Horry I can’t stop longer; but my time
isn't really my own, you know., You
know how it is with a fellow with so
nany friends.”

“Stop where you are, Bunter.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton i

“Kick him if hoe goes near the door,
Bob!”

‘1 say, you fellows

Yaroooh !
stamped on his foot., (See Chapfer 2.)

“You bel!”

“ Look here, you [ollows, I really must
be off I" exclaimed Bunter. ‘‘I've got
to go to the hox-room—I mean I've got
an appointment with Wibley in his
study. He wants me to give him some
tips about a Shakespeare recitation,”

“Wibley can wait!” grinned Bob
Cherry.

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at the
Famous Five. Ile was anxious to get
to the box-room and place the pie in a
safer quarter before the chums of the
Remove had finished tea. Taking that
pie back to Coker's study was not
Bunter’s idea at all.

Ho made a movement towards the
door—and Bolh Cherry made a move-
nicnt with his boot. Bunter backed
hastily.

“1 say, you fellows, I've really got to
go,” he urged. “Quelchy told me to
come to his study immediately after
tea.!”

“Go hon!”

“A fellow can't keep his Form master
waiting. Quelchy geis inte no ond of
a bate if a fellow keeps hiin waiting,”

“Quelchy will have to rip this time!”
grinued Bob Cherry.

“MThe—the faet is I've got to sce the
Ifead!” gasped Bunter. “Dr. Locke
stopped me in the quad, you know, and
told me to come to his study, “Don’t
be late, Bunter!" he said—just like that,
it's frightfully bad
form to keep the Head waiting."”

(i

o c————

#ILy
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“* We don’t want any more

The Owl of the Remove broke off with a yell as Bob

“For onece in your life, you'll have lo
be guilty of bad form!” said Frauk
Nugeut.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, you beasts, T've got 1o
go!” roared Bunter. “I've got to sce
the Head in the box-room—I—T mean
in his study, and—and——" Williatu
George Bunter approached the doorway
again,

*“Kick him, Bob!”

“\What-ho I”

Dunter jumped back just in time,

“You—you beasts!” he gaspel.
“Look here, I'm jﬁ)lly well not goiug 10
take that pie back to Coker—see? Ii's
my pie! I paid Mrs. Mimble (len
shillings for that piz in bard cash.”

“YWasn't it ruther extravagant to pay
Mrs. Mimble for a pie that was sent
specially from Bunter Couri?"

*“I1g, ha, hat"

“ Beast !”

Williamn George Bunter did nol leave
Study No. 1 until the Co. were ready to
accompany him. Then he rolled dis-
mally to the Remove box-room in thu
company of five juniors. Bunter was a
gregarious fellow, and as a rule he liked
compony. On the present  occasion.
however, he could have dispensed wilh
it with pleasure. But hizs company was
not to be dispensed with, and Billy
Bunter and the Famous Five arrived at
the Remove box-room together.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds !

OKER of the Fifth halted
q suddenly. :
“Well 1" he ejaculated.

Potter and Greens of the
Fifth halted also. They halted because
Coker halted. It was not that they
found Coker's. company so fascinating
that they could not bear to part with
him. But the three Fifth Form men
were heading for Uncle Clegg’s shop in
the village, where ice-creams were to be
had—and Coker was going to stand the
ice-creatns. In these circumstances,
Potter and Greene did not want to lose
Coker. In other circumstances they
might have lost him cheerfully, without
taking the trouble to inquire what had
become of him.

“Well 1" repeated Coker. o

His tone was deep with surprise, in-
dignation, and wrath., The three men
of the Fifth ware about to enter Friar
dale, and to enter the village they had
to pass the spot where the Cross Keys
public-house stood. The Cross Keys lay
well back from the road, with a wide
open space, several trees, and & muddy
horse-trough in front of it. Any Grey-
friars man who turned off the road in
the direction of the Cross Keys was
liable to all sorts of pains and penalties
if discovered by the school authorities.
Any public-house, of course, was out of
bounds for Greyfriars men; and the
Cross Keys was a place with a very
specially disreputable reputation. Coker
of the Fifth halted in front of the Cross
Keys, and half-turned towards tho
building.

“T say, old bean, wa can’t go in
there,”” said Potter, ‘‘Out of bounds,
you know! Come on!”

“You silly chump !”

“Hem 1" said Potter. .

“If you think I was thinking of going
into the disreputable hole, George
Potter, it only shows what a silly idiok
you are!” explained Coker.

“Well, come on, then!”

“Did you seo that chap?”

“What chap?”

“ A Remove kid.” .

“Blow the Remove kids! T dido’t
see one—and don’t want to. Look here,
what are we hanging about for?” asked
Potter sulkily.

Coker was staring towards the Cross
Keys. He had seen—he was sure he
had seen—a QGreyfriars junior emerge
from a field-path into the side lane that
ran up beside the public-house. Fe had
vot only scen the junior, but had recog-
nised him, so there was no doubt about
it. Such a sight naturally stirred Horace
Coker's ire and indignation.

Had Coker been a Sixth Form man
and a prefect, it would have been his
business to look into such a matter.
Being a Fifth Form man, and not a
prefect, it was not Coker's business at
all to.look into such a matter. But that
mado no difference to Coker. It was
Coker’s way to lake a kindly interest in
many things that did not concern him.

“That young sweep has gone into that
low pub!™ said Coker. “I saw him cut
across tho field and go in at the back.”

“No business of ours!” remarked
Greene. “We're not prefects,”

“We're not prefects,” agreed Coker.
“The Head doesn't sce fit to make
Fifth Forin men prefects! Old-fashioned,
you know—a bit stodgy! I've told you
fellows before what I think of the
Head's methods.”

Coker had—many times! Potter and
Greene could only hope that he was not
going to tell them again.

“This won’t do,” said Coker. *“That
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kid is a foreigner, new {o this counfry,
and he's getting into mischief, ~— His
name is—is Duster, or something—I
forget. A sort of nigger, or half-nigger,
or something of the sort. He would get
a flogging if he was found out.”

“Sarve him right!”

“That's so—that's what he wants!¥
agreed Coker. *“But we're nof prefects,
and we can't very well report him.”

“1 suppose the Fifth are not going to
begin sneaking, like measly little fags.

in the Second!"” remarked Potter
sarcastically. -

“Don't be an idiot, Potter |

“ Hem "

“We can’t report him,” said Coker.
“But I can't allow this sort of thing to
go on. That young sweep Da Costa i8
actually in the pub now.”

“Do you want to go in and hook him
out?"”

Coker paunsed.

. Coker was not much given to think-
ing. But even Coker paused at the idea
of entering such a place as the Cross
Keys. His motives were good, of course
—Coker’s motives always were good.,
But if he werc scen entering such a
place he might be misundersiood. In
fact, it was pretty certain that he would
be misunderstood. Certainly it would
not be the first time that Coker had
been misunderstood—a fellow who
minded so many other fellows’ business
as well as his own could not fail to be
misunderstood quite frequently.

Coker thought it out, while Potter and
Greene watched him anxiously, They
did not, of course, expect Coker to have
any sense; they knew him too well for

that. But they expected him to have
& limit,

“I think I'd better look into the
matter,” said Coker at last. "I can’t

leave it where 1t is, If masters are
careless, and prefects neglect their duty,
somebody must logk after things—what?
I feel bound to look into this.”

“But—"" said Polter and Greene to-
gother, in dismay.

“Don't jaw! You fellows come along
with me; I shall want you to back me
up if there’s a row or a shindy, you
know, with those loafers who hang
round the place.”

Potter and Greens exchanged a look.
The prospeet of shoving their way into
the Cross Keys and having a row or a
shindy with the loafers there made them
feel quite faint.

“Come on !” said Coker briskly.

Potter and Greene did not come on.
They went on At an eccelerated pace
they walked into the village.

Coker stared after them.

“Potter !” he roared. “Greene!”

Potter and Greene turned a deaf ear
each. The prospect of ice-creams nt
Uncle Clegg’s was fading.  Without
Coker there would be no ice-creams.
But a mountain of ice-creams, a Pelion
of ice-creams piled upon an Ossa of ice-
creams, would not have bribed Potter
and Greens to join in a row at the
Cross Keys. They did not answer
Coker, or look round; they accelerated
a little more, and disappeared inte the
village street.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Coker.

He hurried after Potter and Greene,
Potter and Greene accelerated still
more, and Coker was fairly running by
the time he overtook them outside
Uncle Clegg's tuckshop in the village
High Street. At that point Potter and
Greene halted, as if by instinct,

For five minutes Horace Coker. told
his faithless friends what he thought of
them. He told them they were %unka,
frabjous fatheads, base deserters, and
several other things like that. Potter
and Greene listened meekly, with one

eye each on Uncle Clegg's shop. They
were accustomed to letting old Horace
blow off steam. It was the only way to
live a peaceful life in their study bt
Greyfriars. When Coker paused for
breath, Potter remarked reproachfully:

“¥ou were going to tell us about that
late cut of yours, Coker.”

Coker was taking in a supply of breath
for a new tirade. But at that remark
he paused.

Coker, who knew &s much about
cricket as the man in the moon, was
always ready to give instruction on that
topic. Ie was willing to give instruc-
tion on all subjects, of course—having,
like Lord Bacon of old, taken all know-
ledge for his province. But games were
his favourite subject. On that topic
Coker was incxhaustible, and, to a cer-
tain extent, entertaining, The informa-
tion he imparted might not be of much
value; but it always made a fellow
hilarious to reflect that Coker thought
he knew something about cricket.

“Wasting time on Remove fags, when
we wanted to hear about that late cut
of yours!” said Greene, more in sorrow
than in anger.

Coker melted.

“I've a jolly good mind not to now !”
he said. “Still, I feel bound to help
you fellows on in games. Let's get in
out of this sun and sit down. An ice-
cream wouldn't eome amiss.”

And all was calmi and bright!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

TLLY BUNTER was adorning the
doorway with his fat person,
blinking out dismally into the
quad, when Coker of the Fiith
came in. Bunier's face was clouded,
and he seemed plunged into the deepest
depression of spirits. The fat junior
had been through an experience that
was not only painful, but tragic.

To use Shakespeare's vigorous lan-
guage, “On horrors’ head, horrors had
accumulated,” The pie—Bunter's pie,
or Coker's pie, whichever it was, no
lohger reposed in its hiding-place in the
box-room, It did not even repose in-
side Bunter's fat circumference, which
had been its intended destination,

Under the ruthless eyes of the
Famous Five—stern as Nemesis, im-
placable as Fate—Bunter had carried
that pie back to Coker's study in the
Fifth Form passage, and replaced it in
Coker’s enpboard there. That huge and
luscious pie, for which somebody, if not
Bunter, had paid Mrs. Mimble ten
shillings, was gone from Bunter's gaze
like a beautiful dream. He could not
forget it. Though lost to sight, it was
to memory dear.

Many sad partings have been de-
scribed in history and romance, such as
the grent Napoleon’s parting with
the throne that did not belong to him,
Wolsey's farewell to his deflated great-
ness, and sad Calypso waiting when
Ulysses went a-satling. Such trifles as
these were quite eclipsed by Billy
Bunter's parting with Coker’s pie.

If Bunter had had tears to shed heo
would have shed them now. Time is
said to be & great healer; but time, in-
stead of healing Bunter's grief, only
made it worse. An hour im.ving
clapsed since the spread in Study No. 1,
Bunter was, naturally, geiting hungry

again. Instead of Time’s healing hand
slowly but surcly assuaging his sorrow.
therefore, every minute that pa.ssc(i

added to its bitterness.
Bunter looked on the quad, and the
universe, with a dark and morose eye
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and & pessimistic scowl, when Ilorace
Coker came in. Ie blinked at Colier
vesentfully. It was the absurd fuss that
Coker had made about that pie that was
the cause of Bunter's present almost
broken-hearted state

Coker came in alone. After the ice:
creams at Uncle Clegg's, Potter and
Greene had mysteriously disappeared.
Possibly they had heard cnough about
that wonderful late cut of Coket’s.

Coker spotted Bunter and stopped.
The Owl of the Remove prepared to
dodge.

“Oh! You!” said Coker.

He gave the fat junior a grim look,

“You bagged my pie!” he said.

Bunter did not take the trouble to
answer, The fellow was not worth
answering. Ile stood ready to dodge if
Coker proceeded to assault and battery.
But that was not the Fifth Form man’s
intention. Coker had thought this
matter over, and decided upon other
wmethods. , ;

“1 was poing to deal with you
myself !” he said grimly. “I1 was
ragged by a mob of fags when I came
up to the Remove passage, Well. if
vou prefer a prefect to take the matter
up, well and good! I'm fed-up with your
pilfering tuck, Bunter. A fellow can't
‘eall grub his own with you around! If
you'd taken the licking I was going to
give you, I'd have dropped it at that.
You've got yourself to thank for what's
going to happen now.”

And Coker, with great dignity and
restraint, walked on to Wingate's study.
Bunter blinked after him. .

Slowly a fat grin overspread his
visage. . .

His grief for the lost pie, which had
seemed inconsolable, was assuaged at
last. Horace Coker had assuaged it!
Bunter, ag he saw Coker tap on Win-
gate’'s door in the Sixth Form passage,
was actually glad that the Famous Five
had made him carry that pie back to
where it belonged.

Coker entered Wingate's study. The
captain of Groyfriars was there with
Gwynne of thd Sixth, and neither of the
great men looked glad to see Coker.
That did not matter to Coker, however.
Fellows never were so E]ad as they
ought to have been to see Coker.

“You're head prefect, Wingate,'
began Coker. !

Wingate looked at him,

“Did you come here to tell me that?”
he asked gontly, “Thanks, but I was
quite aware of it. Shut the door after
YUH.”

“I went to the Remove passage this
afternoon to thrash a djumor for bag-
ging a pie from my study.”

“Like your cheek!” said the captain
of Greyfriars. “You have no right to
lick juniors, and you know it as well as

I do.”
,t,'aggad by a mob of fags.”

“I1 was

o d!

“0Oh, jolly qucd no doubt!” said
Coker sacastically.  “But it happens
that I don't like pies being scoffed out
of my study, and I'm jolly well not
going to stand it, seo?”

“If you're reporting the matter to me
as head-prefect—"

“You've got it! I should have pre-
forred to deal with the matter myself;
but the fags wera too cheeky! T de-
¢line to enter into shindies with cheeky
fags. I report the matter to you.”

Wingate 'of the Sixth yawned deeply.

“I'm bound to take it up, then,” he
said. “Got any idea which kid bagged
the—what was 1t—a pie ?”

“It was a pie, and Bunter bagged

ity

“I'1l call Bunter.”

“The fat little beast is at ihe ond of
the passage now."”

Coker stepped out of the study.,

“Buanter P he Lawled., **Uome hore!
Wingate wants you!”

Billy Bunter rolled in checrfully, Ile
blinked at thie captain of the school
with & self-possessed Dblink.  DBuunter's
fat conscionce was clear on (L subject
of that pic, owing to the intervention of
thoe Famous Five. Dunter, was not
afraid of inquiry into the affair of that
pie. In fact, Bunter courted inquiry.

“Did _you bag a pie from Coker's
studf, Bunter 1 :wkcc% Wingate, rcach-
ing for his ashplant,

“I hope I'm not the fellow to be sus-
pected of bagging a pie from anybody's
study, Wingats,” answered DBuuter,
with dignity.

“What a hopeful nature,” remarked
Gwynne. “That chap’s an optimist.”

Wingate grinned

“Bure the pie's missing, Coker?” he
asked.

“T suppose I ought to know whether
it's missing.”

“Of course! But you ought to know
a lot of things that you dou’t know.
Lots and lots!”

“Look here, Wingate—"

“I don't augposu the pie’s missing, if
Coker ever had a pie,” said Bunter.
i oner’s always making silly mistakes,
Wingate.”

'I" Whj:. you checky, fat sweep, I'll—

“Order!” drawled Wingato. “This
matter is in my hands now, Coker.
Before Bunter’s called to account for
bagging the pie, we'd betier make it
clear that the pie is missing.”

“I've told you it is!” hooted Coker.

““And I've told Wingate it isn’f!” said
Bunter,

“¥You young fibber—"

“Yah!”

“Shut up, the pair of you!” said
Wingate. “I'll come along to your
study, Coker, angd see for myself.”

“Tve told vou—"

“ lxactly ; don't tell me again,”
orace Coker suppressed his indigna-
tion with difticulty, 1t was just like the
caplain of Greyfriars to treat him like
this, as if Le were a fellow of no more
aecount than avy other fellow in the
IFifth I'orm.

Uoker stalked ahead to his study.
Wingate ordered Bunter to follow; but
the order was not necded—Bunter was
ready to follow. v rolled on after
Wingate quite cheerfully,

“Now. whero was that blessed pie?”
asked Wingate, as he cntered Coker's
study in the Fifth.

“In the cupboard!” muorted Cokor.
“Do you think I ¢hould put it on the
mantelpicee 83 an ornament ¥

“I haven't thought gbout it at all,
dear man. Open the cupboard and let's
seo if  the pic's missing,”  yawned
Wingate. “You ecan hardly ~expect
Bunter to be licked for bugging someo-
thing you may have overlooked.”

‘{Rnt !’J "

Coker hurled open the door of the
study cupboard and stood aside while
Wingato looked into the receptacle,

“How wany pies did you have heye?”
asked Wingate, -

“One, of course,” grunted Coker. “1o
you think T keep a shopful of pies in
my study?”

“I think you're idiot enough for any-
thing, If you had one pic here, and
there’s one pie here now, what is the
fuss about?”

“There isu't a pic
shricked Coker.

“Ass! Use your eyes!”

Coker used his eyes, ITe nsed them,
though he could hardly believe them
when he stared into the cupboard. The
first thing that met his gaze was a large,
luscious pie! Coker stared at that pie
as if it mesmerised him. Ho was cer-
tnin—he could have sworn—that that pio
was missing carlier in the afternoon,

{Continued on next page.)
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when he had gone. in quest of -Bunter.
Bunter, he had not had the slightest
doubt, hr =zoffed that pie, or hidden
it somewmere ready for scoffing. And
here it was—as large as life—obviously
unscoffed! Coker fairly blinked at it.

“Well#* grunted Wingate. “Is that
the pie?” ;
“fh|” gasped Coker, “Oh, yes!

That—that’s the pie.” ’ ;
“You silty chump—wasting a prefect’s
time and accusing a Remove kid for

nothing! You ought to be jolly well
ashamed of yourself, Coker !”

“]—I—%—> Coker could only
stammer,

“1 say, Wingate, I think Coker ought
to apologiss,” squeaked Billy Bunter.
“He wouldn’t take my word! He made
out that I'd had the pie! ’Tain't fair!”

%I think you'd better apologise tfo
Bunter, Coker,” said the captain of
Greyfriars. “This is rather thick, you
know—overlooking a thing, and making
out that a fag had pinched it.”

Coker gasped.

S I—I—1 thought—" . .

*“I'm surprised to hear it. Didn't
know you had anything to do it with,”
yawned Wingate. “But if you thought,
as you say, you might have thought
twice before aceusing Bunter of bagginri
a pio that's in your study cupboard al
the time.”

“Well, I—I must have been mistaken,
I suppose,” stammered Coker, “The—
the—the pie's there, all right! I—I sup-
pose I—I was wrong! But—" .

“T'll overlook this, Coker,” said
Bunter loftily. “I'll overlook it, but
don't let it happen again.”

“What ™ roared Coker, . .

“Don't let it heppen again,” said
Bunter victoriously, *Next time you
make out anything of the kind I shall
appeal to the Head! You can't accuse
fellows of things like thiz! I must say
you're a rotter, Coker !

And William George Bunter rolled
victoriously out of the study. Wingate
followed him; leaving Coker still staring
at the pie in & mesmerizsed sort of wa?r.
If it had been the ghost of a pie it wounld
not have astonished Coker more to see
it there.

William George Bunter rolled sway
grinning. The disconifiture of Horace
Coker almost consoled him for the loss
of the pie.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
High Words !

ARRY WHARTON stopped at

Study No. 2 in the Remove.

The door of Study No. 2 was
open, and Hazeldene was there,
seribbling lines at the table. Tom
Brown, his study-mate, was out of the
louse ;{ Hazel had the study to himself.

The cptain of the Remove paused in
the doorway and stood looking at Hazel.
Wharton's face was rather grim.

The junior in the study glanced up
and dropped his eyes to his lines again.
He did not ask Wharton to enter, and
took no further notice of his presence.

Darker grew the brow of Harry
Wharton.

“Hazel I"* he said at last.

“Well?” asked Hazcldene,
looking up.

“1 wkat to speak to you.”

“T'm rather busy.”

“Lines for Quelchy?”

“Vea™

without

“A few minutes won't make much
difference,” said Harry.

“T'd rather get on with them.”

Whation entered the study without

THE Maexer Lisrary,—No. 1,063,

heeding that, A dogged lock came over
Taxel’s face, and he laid down his pon.

“I've not asked you to come into this
study, Wharton,” he said in a low voice.
“I don't want to be unpleasant, hut I
don’t want you here, We're not friends,
and we can keep our distance without
quarrelling. Leave me. alone, and I'll
leave you alone.”

“What do you mean, Hazeldene?”
asked Wharton very quietly, though his
eyes were gleaming.

“I mean what 1 S8Y. I suppose you
understand plain English,”

“I don’t understand this tall,” said
Harry, “II we're not friends, as you
say, I'm more than willing to let it go
at that; but we seem to have been
friends as late ns last week, when you
ii'::uluo to me for help to got you out of a
hole.”

“It's -like you to remind a fellow of
that!” sneered Haozel. “I'm going to
settle up that five pounds as soon as I
can. I can’t do it sconer.”

“Never mind the money! You got
into trouble with backing a horse;
through a racing sharper at Wapshot,
and you were afraid this man Spratt
would come up to the school and dun
you—that is, show you up. I was the
fellow you came to for help. Were we
friends then, or not?”’ asked Wharton,
with a note of scorn in his voice that
made Hazeldene crimson.

“1 suppose we were,” muttered Hazel.
“Then isn't now. You know jolly well
what I mean, What's the good of
talking 7 )

“Since that time,” said Harry,
“you've givep me the cold shoulder. I
never noticed it specially till this after.
noon, when you were asked to come into
my study to tea and refused. Then it
eame into my mind that you'd been
playing the same sort of game for a
week or more. As for your friendship,
any fellow cam have that who values it
—I don't! But I want to know what
this means,”’

Hazel made no answer.

“1 mean to know,” added tle captain
of the Remove quietly.

“You know already,” muitered Hazel,
“] don’t say I'm a very particular chap,
but I draw a line soméwhere.”

“You draw it at me?”

“Yes, I do.”

“And why?”

“ You know why 1

Harry Wharton breathed hard and
deep.

“ You mean, that I've done something
that you look down on—youw, who came
jolly near getting sacked for mixing
with racing touts
gambling.”

“Rub it im, if you like,” said Hazel.
“I've been a bit of a.fool, I know. T
got in with that rotter Spratt; I've
chucked him. I'm clear of all that. 1
know it would have been pretty bad for
me if I hadn’t paid him. You lent me
the money! I know all that! If it hod
beean your own money I'd have been
grateful.  You know whose money it
was. What's the good of talking?
Whatever I've done, I've never touched
money that did not belong to me; and
I'm not going to feel %rateful for stolen
money being lent me.”

He started to his feet as Wharton, his
face blazing, came towards him with
clenched hands.

“Hands off, you rotter! You asked
for it; I never wanted to spcak about
it! You made me put it plain.”

With a great effort, Harry Wharton
controlled his rage.

I thought of this,” he said. “That's
why I wented to have it out clear. I
thought that foolery was still in your
mind when you turned up your nose in

and betting and

my study. Last week you told me that
the number on the note I gave you was
the sameo number as that of tim note
Mauleverer lost.”

“1 tell you so again.”

#.T {ointed out that it was impossible,”
said Wharton, as calmly as he could.
“The banknote I gave you came in a
letter from my uncle, Colonel Wharton.
I told you so at the time.”

“I know you told me so.’

“ And you dared to. doubt it?”

“I believed it when you told me, ar
I'd never have taken the note. I took it
for granted, at least, that the money
was your own. You can’t say I had any
idea it wasn’t. It was not till the
number of Mauleverer’s note was posted
on the board that I knew.”

“1 tell you once more, Hazeldene, that
you made & mistake in the number ol
the note,” said Harry. ‘I neved noticed
the number on the pote in my uncle’s
letter, but it cannot have been the same
as that on the lost fiver. You made &
mistake.”

“I did not make a mistake.”

:: You hang on to that?”

es."

“Then what do you believe exactly 7*
asked Harry Wharton, still speaking
calmly, though his eyes were burning.

* t can I believe ?” snarled Hazel,
“I know that the note you gave me was
the one Mauleverer Jost. hat am I to
believe except that you found it, or

inched it from his study? Why you

anded it to me, goodness knows. I
suppose you meant to do me a good
turn. I'd have been sacked from Grey-
friars 8 dozen times over rather than
have touched the-banknote if I'd known
it had been stolen!”

_There was a short silence in the study.
Harry Wharton stared at Hazel across
the table. Hazel was uneasy and
defiant at the seme time.  Ohviously,
he did not want a scrap with the cap-
tain of the Remove, who could have
knocked him out in e single round. But
he was facing that—the risk of it, at
least. He believed what he was saying;
and it was clear that he believed it,
and that he looked on the captain of the
Remove as any fellow might have looked
on one who was dishonest.

That anyone should dare to think him
dishonest, should dare to speak of him
and dishonesty in the same breath,
roused Wharton's deepest anger. It was
nok easy for him to keep his hands off
Hazel just then,

Hazel broke the silence.

“I’'m going to pay you the five pounds,
I've written to a lot of my people. I'm
bound .to get the money soon, here or
there. I know I don’t always settle up.
You needn’'t rab that in. But I'm
going to settle this, if I have to sell the
shirt off my back. I'm going to hand
you back the five pounds, and if you're
decent you'll let Mauleverer have it.”

Wharton clenched his teeth.

“You won't take my word
this?” he asked.

“] can't, when'I know it was Maule-
verer's note you gave me.”

“Yon'd rather believe me a thief than
think that you made a mistake taking
down the number of the note 7

“No, I wouldn't. But I know I
never made & mistake. I copied down
the number from the banknote in my

ocket-book, and it’s written there now.

ou can see ib, if you like”

“You copied it down incorrectly.”

*1 did not.”

“As the matter stands, them, you
belicve that I am a thief, and you'rp
turning me down for that?"

“Yes; I draw a line at that.” .

“If you'd drawn.a line at gambling
and blackguardism yowd neyer have
seen my banknote et all,” said Harry.

about
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** 1’ll overlook this, Coker,”’ said Bunter loftily. * I'll overlook it, but don’t acouse me of bagging a pie again.*”” ‘* What? *

roared the Fifth-Former.

“You've always been an ungrateful cur,
Hazel; but this is the limit, A fellow
gets an unexpected big tip, hands it to

you to save your worthless skin, and

you gccuse him of having stolen it.
you believe it, you're a lower sort of
worm than I've ever supposed. You've
given me the cold shoulder, you cheek
rat! It won't do any good to smas
your face in, I suppose, though you've
asked for it.”

“What's the good of wowing about
it?7” said Hazel uneasily. *I mever
wanted to mention it. I only wanted to
keep my distance from you.”

“You'll do that, after this,” said
Wharton quietly, “I had to get it clear
what you'd got against me. I know
now. Keep your distance. Don'd' ever
speak to me again. You make me sick!”

He breathed hard and deep.

“1 let you have my fiver, not entirely
on your own account, thougil I was sorry
when you whined over the danger you
were in. But it was chiefly because I
respect your sister, and she's my friend,
and Marjorie would have been cut up if
you'd been kicked out of Greyiriars, as
yvou deserve. You don't owe me any
thanks, if that's any comfort to you. I
won’t smash you, you miserable rat. I'll
leave you alone, after this.”

‘Wharton went to the door, and left
the study. Hazel stood looking after
him till the door closed. Then he sat
down to his lines again, feeling rather
relieved. The matter had passed off
without_a fight, which would have been
a surprise to any fellow who had heard
the talk, and who knew Wharton’s pas-

“ Don’t let it happen again,” said the Owl of the Remove vietoriously.

Head next time !** (See Chapter 4.)

sionate temper. Hazel had risked gei-
ting the thrashing of his life, and he
knew it,

It was that that puzzled Wharton as
he went back to his own study. Hazel
believed what he said, so firmly that he
was willing, though not as a rule very
plucky, to face ﬁiharton's <hefty fists,
rather than have anything to do with a
fellow he looked on as a thief. That
was a proof how firm was his belici.
He would not admit the possibility of
having made a mistake in the number
of the note. ¥et he must have made a
mistake, it seemed to Wharton. The
captain of the Remove was as perpiexad
by hiz obstinacy as '::nmgcngJ by his
belief.

Frank Nugent was in Study No. 1
when Wharton came back there. He
did not fail to notice the thunder In
his chum’s brow.

“What on earth’s the matter,
Wharton ?”  exclaimed Nugent, in
astonishment and some alarm,

Wharlon laughed harshly.

“I've just seen Hazel.”

“Not a row, I hope?"” asked Frank
anxiously. “I know Hazel's a bit irri-
tating, but a row with him would make
it jolly mwhkward with DMarjorie. 1t
bothers her n lot when Hazel gquarrels
with her friends.”

“That's chiaﬂ[ﬂv why I've stood the cur
such a lot,” sail Harry. “I can't stand
him any more. Not that it would be any
good, for he's told me that he bars me.”

“Only his rot,” said Nugent, smiling.
“We all know Hazel! What's the
trouble? Ishe ratty at not being picked
out for the Rockwood match I

**I shall appeal to the

““He calls me & thief!"”

Nugent jumped,

“Wha-a-at?”

Harry Wharton explained quietly. His
chum listened, with a face that grew
crimson with anger.

“The low-down cur!” he said. He
made a silly mistake in taking down
the number of the note, of course. He
dares——"  Nugent broke off. “Did
you thrash him ?”

“T haven't touched him.”

“More ass you, then! I'll jolly well
go along to his study and rub his cheeky
nose in the coal-locker !”

“That won't do any good, Franky, It's
horribly unforfunate that Mauly's lost
banknote never turned up. I think
Quelchy was right to cane him for losing
it, all things considered. That worm Da
Costa spread the yarn that it had beeu
stolen, and I dare say that put it into
Hazel's head in the first place. I-sop-
pose the note never will be found now.”

“Not,_ likely.”

“Which means that Hazel will keep
on thinking me a thief,” said Huorry.

“Let the miserable cad think what he
likes. If he dared to say so in publie
it would be a different matter.”

“Ho won't do that, But he's the
fellow to whisper it in confidence {o
other fellows,” said Wharton, My
hat! Fancy having a story lilke that
spreading through the Remove!”

“] think—"

Arthur da Costa, the Euvasian, came
into the study, and Nugent Dbroke off
abruptly, Da Costa glanced from

Tue MagNET LiBrary.—No. 1,003,
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Nugent's excited faco to Wharton's
grun, frowning brow curiously.
“You fellows not rowing, surely ¥ ho

od.

“No!” snapped Wharton,

“I should Ee. sorry to see it; you are
od friends,’” said the Eurasian
amicably, in his silky voics,

# Walﬂ you needn’t bother; it's not
likely to happen,” grunted Nugent.
“Coming down to the Reg, Harry "

And the chums left Study No. 1, as
they generally did when Arthur da
Costa came there. The FEurasian
shrugged his slim shoulders and smiled
sarcastically. He wuas accustomed to
the dislike and avoidance of his study-
mates by this time, and he was not,
pechaps, sorry for it; it made casier tho
task for which Captain Marker, in far-
off India, had sent him to Greyfriars.

such

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Letter from Mr, Spratt !

> HARTON !”

“Yes, sir!”

“You will follow me to my
study !

“0Oh! VYes, sir!”

Harry Wharton did not look pleased.

That morning, in the Remove Form
room, Mr. Quelch had addressed him
more than once with unusual sharpness.

Wharton was quite unconscious of
having done anything to deserve it.
His construe had been good—generally
it was quite good, and this morning it
had been unusually good. In other
matters in class he had been quite up
to the mark. It was not, indeed, in
such matters that his Form master
found fault. He seemed out of humour
with Wharton personally somehow,

Neither was this the first occasion.
More than one fellow had remarked,
durinﬂ the past week or two, that
Quelchy seemed to have & “down” on
Wharton., Wharton had noticed it him-
self, and resented it. Severity from a
master like Mr. Quelch was to be ex-
pected ; injustice was not expected. It
was rather unaccountable, too, for Mr.
Quelch had never concealed his high
opinion of Wharton, and it was only of
late that he had adopted this remark-
ably acid manner.

The Remove were being dismissed for
morning break when Wharton was told
to follow Mr. Quelch to his study.

He eompressed his lips as hie went.

@i this was going to be a “jaw ” or &
vagging from Quelchy, the captain of
the Remove did not mean to take it
patiently. He was fed-up with sharp
treatment for nothing.

Many eyes followed him as he went.
His chums were rather concerned.
Arthur da Costa smiled as he went out
into the cgua.d. Herbert Vernon-Smith
glanced after Wharton very curiously.

“Wharton’s for it!” remarked
Skinner, with a cheery grin. *‘Quelchy
seems to be getting fed with his jolly
old favourite !”

If o fellow deserved commendation
from his Form master and received it,
Skinner’s description thereof was
favouritism. Skiuner and his friends, at
least, were not sorry to see the captain
of the Remove under the frown of the
“beak.”

“%ueiehy's got a down on him!” re-
marked Peter Todd., “Blessed if I
know why 1"

“Nor anybody else!” growled Bob
Cherry.

“It doesn't seem much use trying to
Plcam Quelchy |” grunted Johnny Bull.
“He's got his back up with Wharton!
What about, I'd like to know!”

TeE MagyeT LiBrary.—No. 1,063,

“Nothing I" said Nugent.

“The nothingfulness is terrific!” re-
marked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteemed Quelchy is ratherfully =
tartar t”

“Nothing 1 asked Vernon-Smith,
eyeing Harry Wharton’s chums in &
rather Heculiar WaY.

“Well, what is there for Quelchy to
get his rag out for 7’ demanded Bob.

“Qh, nothin’ that I know of, of
course }” answered the Bounder.

And he walked away with Tom Red-
wing before any mors questions could
be asked. The juniors went into the
gund, where the Co. huug about the

corway in a rather uneasy mood, wait-
ing for Wharton.

Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch had rustled
into his study, and Harry had followed
him there. The junior stopd waiting
with a rather suiky brow, while the
Form master fumbled in the drawer of
his table. Mr. Queleh’s hand came out
of the drawer with a letter in it, and
he fixed his eyes on Wharton. Never
had Mr. Quelch’s penctrating eyes
looked so like gimlets as they did now.

“This lotter came for you this morn-
ing, Wharton !” he said abruptly.

Wharton raised his eyebrows.

“Letters for us are generally put in
the rack, sir!" he gaid.

“Quite so. But you are aware thab
supervision is exercised over all corre-
spondence of junior boys.”

“J know that, of course, sir. But
that's no reason why a letter for me
should be stopped!” said Iarry stub-
bornly. “I've never had a letter at
Greyfriars that anyone might not have
read out to the whole school, so far as
I know !”

“The letter in my hand could sca.rcel]y
be read .out to the whole school,
Wharton I' It is a letter that you must
explain if you are to remain at this
school I said Mr. Quelch in an icy
voice.

Wharton stared at his Form master.

“I don't understand !” he answered.

“Were you eoxpecting a letter this
morning, Wharton "

“Not specially, sir. There might be
a letter from my uncle or my aunt, I
suppose.”

“You were not expecting a local
letter 77

“No—unless one of the Highcliffie
fellows wrote.”

“ A -letter from Friardale,” said Mr,
Quelch.

“I don't know anybody in Friardale
who would be likely to write to me,”
answered Wharton, more and more
surprised.

“Are you acquainted with a man
named Spratti”

Wharton started violently.

Spratt was the name of a racing man
to whom Hazel had ewed money. He
was amazed to hear that name on Mr,
Queleh’s lips.

The Remove master’s brow grew very

grim,

“T gea that the name is not unfamiliar
to you, Wharton! You admit an
aequaintance with this man?”

“(lertainly mnot, sirl” exclaimed
Harry indignantly. “¥ am not likely
to know such & man, I hope! DI've
heard the name, that’'s sll, and I was
gurprised that you asked me such a
question! I think any fellow would be
surprised !

Mr. Queleh’s eyes searched Wharton’s
face, Only angry indignation was to
be read there, but Mr. Quelch was not
convinced.

“Home short time ago, Wharton, it
camo to my knowledge that you had
gone out of bounds and visited Popper’s
Tsland. A mere thoughtless escapade 1

should think little of, but you went to
the island in the river immedietely
after your headmaster had specially and
solemnly warned you not to do so!
That was an act of reckless disrespect
which very considerably changed my
opinion of you!”

Wharton flushed.

“T—I never knew you knew, sir!”

“The matter came to my knowledge
in such a way that I could not properly
take cognizance of it,” said Mr. Quelch.
“For that reason 1 said nothing. I was
disappointed in you, Wharton !

“If yowd let me explain, sir—"
began Wharton, realising now why Mr.
Quelch had been so extremely acid for
some time past,

“You cannot explain away an act of
deliberate disrespect to your head-
master! But, as I have said, the matter
did not come officially to my notice,
and we need not go into it!” said Mr.
Quelch coldly. “I was disappointed in
you, Wharton, and I had reason! Now
this letter arrives, and it makes me
doubt very strongly whether my former
opinion of you was a mistaken one, or
whether you have changed very much
for the worse. You tell me that you
are unacquainted with a man named
Spratt 1

“Certainly !”

“You know that he is a man of dis-
reputable character 7

“I have heard so.”

“Do you state explicitly that you do
not know the man and have no dealings
with him of any sort?”

“Yes, sir; most certainly !"

“Then how do you account for this
letter, which camo by this morning’s
post, addressed o you at this school?”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

He threvr the letter across the table
to the junior, Wharton, in blank
amazement, picked it up, and he could
scarcely credit his eyes as he read, in
a serawling hand on a beer-stained sheeb
of paper:

“Deer Master Wharton,—I got your
note all right, sir. You can lay to it
that I ain’t mug enough to come too
near the school to see you. I know it
would get you into a row. When you
want another little fAlutter on a ’orse,
you ’op along the towpath to the usual
place, and you'll find yours truly there,
ready to oblige.—Yores respectfully,

J. SpraTT.”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Inexplicable [

ARBRY WHARTON stared at the
H letter blankly. Mr. Quelch’s
eyes were fixed on his face as
he stared at it. -
Wharton could not speak. He was so
utterly overwhelmed by amazement that
words failed him.
“Well 1"’
Mr. Quelch rapped out the word.
Wharlon tried to recover himself.
His brain was in a whirl.  His first
thought was that the man Spratt had
written to Hazeldene, and that Mr.
Quelch had mistaken the name on the
envelope. Buat there was his own name
on the letter itself.

That was not the explanation. There
seomed to be no explanation. A man he
did not know, & man he had never
spoken to, a man he had never seen to
his knowledge, had written him this
letter—a letter that was enough to get
him sacked from the school if taken
seriously by his headmaster.

eWell 7" repeated Mr. Quelch.

Wharton gasped.

“Did this letter come for me, sir?*
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“It came in an envelope addressed to
vou, and your name is written on it, as
you see, My attention was specially
drawn to the letter by the coarse hand
in which it was addressed, and by the
faet that the envelope was stained with
beer, and smelt of tobacco,” said M.
Quelch sternly. “This letter was writien
to you by the man Spratt. It refers
quite plainly to an acquaintance existing
between youw.”

“[ can’t understand it." ’

'”];‘,he man refers to a note sent him by
Fou.

: “1 never sent him any note.” .

“Ho refers to an accustomned meeting-
place.”

“1 have never met him."”

“He speaks of a flutter, as he calls it,
on a horse. That refers to some kind of
betting transactions between you.”

“I've never had anything to do with
him.

‘“Wharton!"”

“I know nothing of the man,” said
Ilarry steadily, “‘Why he should write
to me is a mystery. 1 ean't understand
it. If there were any other fellow of my
name here I should think the letter was
for him. It can’t be for me, anyhow. I
don't know the man.”

“The letter is for you, Wharton.
There is no doubt upon that point."”

“Then I can't understand it.”

‘“You desire me to believe that a man

ou do not know, and have never seen,
f;s.s written you a letter in a familiar
strain. That he refers to your dealings
with him, though you have had no deal-
ings whatever with him.”

Vharton panted.

“I know it sounds gqueer, sir, but
that’s it! The man must be mad, I
should think, to write that rot to me. I
don't see how he even knows my name."”

“Neither do I, if he is totally un-
acquainted with you,” said Mr. Quelch
dryly. ““Wharton, tell me the whole
lrutg. frankly, I desire to keep my
good opinion of you if I can. Have you
ever been foolish enough to get into
touch with a man of this character 2"

“Never."” )

““Have you even had somo quarrel or
dispute with such a man? If you can
tell me that you have even done that I
might suppose that this letter was
written in revenge, to get you into
trouble at your school.”

“T've no recollection of anything of
the kind, sir! The -man can't be an
enemy of mine when I've never seen
him.”

“If this letter is a surprise to you,
Wharton, as you say, and if you have
had no dealings with the man, how do
you sccount for this man Spratt writing
to you at all 7

“1 ean't account for it."

Mr. Quelch tgok the letter back from
the junmior and placed it in his table
drawer again,

“1f that letter, Wharton, 15 woll-
founded, you will be expelled from this
school,” he said. “If it is demonstrated
that you have deceived me to such an
extent as this as to your true character,

ou are not a fit boy to remain at Grey-
riars. But such a very scrious matter
must be dealt with earefully, and cer-
tainly not in haste. Some way may be
found of accounting for this letter,
which, on the face of it, condemns you
as a thoroughly badhearted and de-
ceitful boy. I shall consult your head-
master, and you will probably be called
before him for investigation later. In
the meantime you may go.”

“] give you my word, sir, that I know
nothing of the man, and haven't the
faintest idea why he should have written
to me,"” said the captein of the Remove
earnestly. 4

#] should be glad to believe you,

Wharton, but such a very extraordinary
stateanent reguires proof.  Unless this
man Spratt is out of his senses, he would
not write a meaningless letter to a
person he did not know, referring to an
acquaintanceship that did not exist, and
to transactions that had never happened.
How does he know even your name §"

“1 don't know, sir.”

“Very well, you may go, Wharton,”
said Mr. Queleh, with a sigh. *“I trust
that this matter may not turn out to
your discredit.”

Harry Wharton left the study. It

Singh  “Give it an esteemed name, my
lndicrons chum.”

“1 don’t know how to tell you,” said
Harry unsteadily, “I'm in disgrace! I
don't know how or why! I can't make
it ont! You'll hardly believe me when
I toll you. I can hardly believe it
myself ! But I'm in disgrace—you can
take that as a cert.”

“But what the thump—"

“Bupypose I tell you that a man I've
never seen, and never heard of except
by namo oneco or twice, has written me
a letter in a familiar style, mentioning
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scemed to him that his brain was turning
round and round as he went. The
happening was so utterly inexplicable
that he could not even begin to under-
stand it.

“Hallo, hallg, hallo! What the merry

thump!” exg:{a.lmed Bob Cherry, as the
capt;un of the Removye came out into the
quad,

“Harry, what on earth's up?”
claimed Nugent.

Wharton's bewildered face drew the
attention of his chums at onee. They
surrounded him with anxious looks.
B‘ilwhat’s happened?” asked Johnny

ull.

“The happenfulness must have been
terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram

ex-

o |
all sort of things that have: never
happened.”

“Draw it mild, old bean,” murmured

b.

“Well, that's what's happened,” said
Harry.

“You'd better make it a bit clearer,”
said Johnny Bull. “That sounds as il
you're pulling our leg.”

“T1l make 1t as clear as T can.”

Wharton explained what had taken
place. His comrades listencd in deep
amazement and incredulity. When he
had finished the captain of the Remove
looked round from face to face.

“What do you think of that?” he
asked.

Taz MaereT Lisrany.—No. 1,063,
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“Jt beats Banagher!” said Dob
Cherry. “The man must be éut of his
mind to write such a letter. But if he's
some giddy lunatic why has he fixed on
you specially 7

“That’s what Quelchy waunts to
know."”

“Tt will want somo explaining,” said
Johnny Bull. .

Wharton gave him a quick.look.

*Does that mean that you think, as
Quelchy does, that I know this man
Spratt, and that the letter is genuine !
ha asked very quietly.

Johnny Bull shook his head.

“Don’t go off at the deep end, old
bean. I know it isn’t that, but, as I say,
it wants some explaining, You're quite
sure you've mever come into touch with
this prnlit". merchant 7"

‘Qui

“But you say you know his name.”

“] say that I've heard it.”

“From whom "

“What does that matter

“It matters this much, that it's the
only connectior you have with the man,
and it shows that some Greyfriara chap
knows him, if you don't. suppose it
Lv_ns from some chap here you heard of

'm."

“Yes, of course.”

“Wall, who was it7 No secret about
that, I suppose!” asked Johnny Bull
rather impatiently.

“No secret umcng ourselves, but cer-
tainly from anybody else,” answered
Harry. ‘‘Spratt is the man Hazel owed
money to; you remember I Jet him have
my uncle’s fiver to settle. I don't know
whether I mentioned the man’s name
when I told you about it, and put it to
the vote about letting him have the fiver.
Anyhow, Spratt was the man. I've
never heard of him except from Hazel,”

“Hazel 1 repeated Johnny Bull. “I
think I see light, then.”

IJHOW?!I

“Hazel’s just the fellow to dip into
blackguerdly muck and be afraid of
what he was doing all the time. Just
the fellow to give o false name. Just
the fellow to give another chap’s name.”

“What 1"

“Suppose he gave a false name in
dealing with that cad Spratt?” said
Johnny Bull. “IHe might have uscd
your name, or anybody else’s, to screen
his cowardly self.”

“Even Hazel wouldn’t—"

“If he did, Spratt would think that
was his name, and might write to him
s Wharton. Looks to me as if that's
the only. way out,” said Johnny Bull.
*Hazel's the only man here, so far as
wo know, who knows Spratt; the only
Greyfriars man Spratt would write to.”

The chums of the Remove looked at
one another. That Hazel, in his dingy
adventures outside the school, was
rxactly the fellow to use a false name,
was true enough—if he had thought of
it. But it seemed unlikely that he would
use the name of another Greyfriars
fellow—any false name would have
served his purpose. Yet it was possible
—and it was the only gleam of light
where all seemed dark,

“We'll soon know, anyhow,” said Boh
Cherry sbruptly. “We can ask Hazel,
and make him tell the truth.”

"Harry Wharton nodded, and the
IFamous Five proceeded at once to look
for Hazeldene.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No Clue!

AZELDENE was loafing under the

H elms, talking with Skinner and

Bnoop, when the chums of the

Remove found him. His face

it ot once as Harry Wharton came up.
Tne MagNeT Lisrary.—No. 1,063.

Bkinner and Snoop exchanged a curious

look, They knew already that Hazel
“ barred * Wharton, and did not know
why, but were very curious to know why.
Their private opinion was that it was
like Hazel's cheek to “bar * the captain
of the Form, compared with whom he
was an insignificant nobody; and they
did not think that Wharton would mind
very much, except so far as it made
matters awkward coneerning his friends
at Chif House. But Skinner, at least,
was glad to sce it; Skinner was a fellow
who thrived on trouble for others. If
there was trouble, Skinner was ready to
add a little fuel to the fire, if he could.

“I want you s minute, Hazel,” said
Harry, as he came Lép

Hazel gave him a dogged look.

“T'd rather you let me alone,” he
answered.

“I must speak to you; come thia
way.”

Hazel did not stir.

“I'm talking to Skinner,” he

answured,

“Bkinner won't mind,” said Harry.
“Come this, way, Hazel; I must speak
to you before the bell goes.”

“Well, I won't!”

Spoop looked rather uneomfortable
and walked away. Skinner did not
follow his example. Bkinner wanted
very much to be.on in this scene, He
scented trouble of a more seriona kind
than even he had hoped for.

“Hazel's with me;  you know,”
drawled Skinner. ‘“Hazel doesn’t mind
you speakin’ before me. What's all this
,]('.\]‘l@Y old mystery about?”

harton compressed his lipa,

“Do you want me to speak before
Skinner?” ho asked.

“T don’t want you to speak to me at
all,” answered Hazel. “I’ve told you so,
and that would be enough for any
decent chap. Leave me alone.”

“I must speak, and if you want it
before Skinner you can have it,” eaid
Harry. “It's about & matter that you
may not care to have talked up and
down the Remove, though. If you like
to trust Skinner with it, have your own

wa -f'

ﬂazc} flushed hotly.

“¥You mean—" he stammered,

“¥es, I mean exactly that.”

“¥Yau can't let that rest.”

“As it happens, no.”

“TI'll come along with you,” muttered
Hazel, and he walked away with the
Famoug Five, leaving Harold Bkinner
simply  devoured by curiocsity—which
was not to be gratified, however.
Skinner was not a fellow Hazel would
have cared to trust with knowledge of
his sporting speculations.

“Now, what is it?" asked Hazel
spvagely, halting at a little distance.
“Get it over and leave me alone! I
bar you, Harry Wharton, and you know
why. Leave me alone!”

“¥ou bar Wharton, -you worm!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. “Do you know
what you’re talking about?™

“Wharton knows!” said Hazel
bitterly.

Wharton's eyes gleamed at him,

“ Nugent knows, too,” he said, “You
fellows may as well know, We put it
to the vote about letting Huzel have
that fiver that came from my uncle,
He’s got it into his head that it never
came from my uncle at all, but that it
was the banknote Mauleverer lost. He
thinks I pinched it.”

“Great pip!”

Bob Cherry clenched his hands.

“Have you got me here to rag me?”
asked Hazel, between his teeth, “I'll
yell for a prefect if you begin. If you
want the matter shouted out all over
Greyfriars, I don't care.”

“Ts the fellow mad?* asked Johnny
Bull, in wounder.

He says that the number of the
note I gave him was the same number
that Quelehy posted on the board when
Mauly’s note was lost.”

“Bo it was!” said Hazel.
Mauleverer's banknote.”

“How could it have been when it
came in a letter from Wharton’s
uncle?* demanded Bob.

“It didn't! Wharton spun you fellows
that yarn to account for having the
banknote.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“He admitted himself that his unelo
never referred to it in the letter, and
the letter wasn't registered,” sneered
Hazel. " Tl het you'll find that Colonel
Wharton knows nothing about it, if you
ask him.”

“¥You must be simply potty,” said
Bob. *“ Wharton's bmmdy to mention it
to his uncle, if only to thank him for
sending it.”

“I've done so already,” said Harry
quietly.

“Tt was

“You've written to your uncle to
thank him for that banknotel” ex-
claimed Hazel, stupefied.

“ Of course.” :

“Gammon | I don't believe itl

Colonel Wharton never sent you the
note, and you know he did not. It was
Mauly’s note.”

Harzel spako with savage earnestness.

“Why don’t you knock the slandering
eur spinning across ihe quad, Whar-
ton?”. demanded Johnny Bull. “He
wouldn’t call me a thief without having
his featurcs altered a bit.”

“The fool believes what he says”
answered Harry, “My uncle is coming
to Greyftiars soon, and I'm going to
make ITazel repeat this in his presence.”

“I'd do that fast enough,” jecred
Hazel. “You don’t dare to put it to
such a test! You know that.”

“We'll leave that over till Colonel
Wharton comes here,” said Harry
quietly. “That isn’t what I have to
speak about now. Quelchy called me
into his study to show me a, leltcr
written by your sRortiug friend Spratt.”

Hazel turned white as chalk. ;

“A letter—from Spratt!” he muttered

hoarsely.  “The—the beast! I ];Jmid
him—every penny! He can’t have
writton,*”

“The letter was addressed to me.”

“To youl” shouted Hazel. )

“¥es, I don’t know the man, or any-
thing about him except what I've heard
from you. Ti looks as if you must have
used my name in dealing with him.

That's what I want to know., Did you?”
Hazol stared at him.
“Of course I didn’t! If I'd used a

false name I shouldn’t -have used yours.
I couldn't have used a false name, any-
how, as I saw him at the Cross Keys—
and the men there know my name well
encugh.”

“0Oh!” exclaimed Wharton.

“I'ye seen a fat man in a
waistcoat loafing about the Cross Keys,™
said Johnny Bull. “Is that the man

“That’s the man,” answered Hazel
sullenly.

The ¢hums of ‘the Remove were silent,
Tt was obvicus that Hazel could not
have used a false name at the Cross
Keys, where his own name was guite
well known to Mr., Cobb, the la.nd?ord,
if not to others. Elsewhere he might
have done so; but in that particular
delectable spot it was impossible.

“8o you've had a letter from Spratt,
have you?” went on Hazel venomously.
“You're mixed upy with the man—after
preaching at me for getting mixed up
with him! And you'd like to put it on
me; you'd like to make out that he

audy
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Potier and Greene looked up with smiling faces when Coker entered the study. He came home in one plece, but lLe felt as

if he was In many pieces.

*“ Had a good time, old man ? ** asked Pgiter genially.

“ Grooogh ! ** ** Did the fags cut

up rusty ? ** asked Greene. For a long time Coker could only gasp and splutter. (See Chapler 10.)

wrote t0 me and not to you! You
rotter! You won’t land this ap me, as
you did the passing of a stolen bank-
note !

* Come
Wharton.
I hear any more from

away, you men,” said
“I shall damage that cur if

him! Come
away "

The Famous TFive left Hazel,
Johnny DBull’s suggestion, which had
seemed to let light on the strange
mystery, was evidently pgroundless;
Haze! had not used Wharton's name.
That point was clear; but it only made
the mystery deeper and more inexplic-
able. And though Harry Wharton did
not realise it, the faith his chums had in
him was being put to a very severe test.
But it stood the strain.

— —
THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Up to Coker!

HY not mind your
business "

Potter of the Tifth made
that auf agtion.

Greene of the Fifth nodded.

To Greene it scemed a good idoa.

Good ideas, brilliant suggestions,
were wasted on Horace Coker. Horace
Coker always knew better than other

own

fellows; besides, minding his own
business was not in his line.
“If you can't talk sense, George

Potter, why talk at all?” asked Coker.
“TI've told you mlready that I'm taking
this matter up.”

“It's a matter for a prefect, not for
a Fifth Form man,'" Greene pomted
out. “It's nothing to do with the Fifth,
You're not a prefect.”

“That's the Head's fault—or his mis-
fortune, as the case may be,” answered

Coker. “I've told you before that I'm
not satisfied with the way Dr. Lockeo
runs this school. I could suggest a lot
of improvements. I don't say that every
Fifth Form man is suitable for a pre-
fect’s job. You fellows, [ripstance,
would be no good.”
4 Oh ‘))

“But I'm fairly cut out for i," ex-
lained Coker. “I've a short way with
ags, and I know how to keep the
scrubby little beasts in order. However,
that's neither here nor there. I've gone
so far, as you know, os to sugpgest to the
Head that I should be appointed pre-
fect. Ho doclined—and not at all
civilly, I can tell you. That ends that!
It would be beneath a fellow’s dignity
to take the matter up again.”

Cokor paused, but not for a reply.
Coker had no use for replies. Coker's
conversation was generally a very one-
sided affair,

“1 can't leave the matter where it
is,” he said. “I saw a Remove kid
sneaking in at the back way of the Cross
Keys! I saw it with my own eyes.”

“You could hardly sec it with any-
body else's!” remarked Potter, with a
flippancy that was not in the least in
accord with Coker's serious mood.

Horace gave him a freczing stare.

“If you're trying to be funny, Potter,
chuck it! Teke my advice, and don't
try to be funny. It doesn't suit you. I
saw that foreign kid Da Costa sncaking
into the back way of a pub, as I've said.
If I were a prefeet I should report him
to the Head, Not being & prefect, I

can’t very well do it. The fellows would
misunderstand! They would make out
that I was sneaking—Nike some snivelling
little fag in the Second Form."”

Coker shook his head sorrowfully. He

was not unacenstomed to Deing  mis-
understood. Bul he did not want to be
misunderstood to that extent.

“The question is—what am I going
to do in the matter?” added Coker
thoughtfully.

Potter did not ropeat his bright sug-
gestion that Coker should mind his own
business. e realised that it would be
futile. Coker couldu't do such a thing.
Many things Coker could do, but nou
that.

“T am bound, in the eircumstances, o
deal with the matter personally,” said
Coker. “Thrashing the dingy little
beast may do him good. It would give
him a lesson, anyhow. What?”

Coker rose froin his chair.

“That's the best I can do. I'll give
him a good talking-to and thrash hiu.
It way keep him dtraight! It may
keep him from  disgracing the school.
What do you fellows think?"

Coker asked his study-mates what they
thought, prepared to approve of their
counsel if it agreed wilh his own de-
cision. If it disagreed with that
deeision, of course, it would only show
that they were the duffers and chumps
Coker had long ago realised that they
were, and Coker would tell them so in
the plain Euglish on which he rather
prided himsclﬁ

Potter and Greene knew betier than
to disagree. Besides, it_was apparently
Coker’s intention to go in scarch of Du
Costa of the Remove, That, at least,
was so much to the good. If Coker got
ont of the study, it would give Polter
and Greene a chance to get on with
prep. Prep was not an enthralling

(Continued on page 16.)
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occupation in itself; but it was posi-
tively delightful in comparison with the
charms of Coker's conversation.

#1 think you're right, Coker—bhetter
seo the kid &t once and deal with him
as you think best,” said Potter gravely.

“Right as rain!” concurred Greene.

Coker gave them an approving smile,

“Vou men ain't always such utter
fools as you secm to be sometimes,’ he
remarked. “ Well, I'm going.”

Which was good newa, at least.

Coker departed from the study,
Potter and Greene looked at
another across ihe table.

“ Javver see such a born idiot, Potter,
in all your natural?” asked Greene.

#“Never!”

“ Jovver sec such a meddling ass?”

“Never !

“Jf he goes butting into the Remove
he will get a ragging from the fags as
likely as not,” said Greenc hopefully,

“More power to their elbows!” said
Polter. .

And Potter and Greene dismissed
Horace Coker . from their minds, &n

ave their attention to prep. Prep 'Em'
then was beneath Coker’s notice. When
Coker had a duty to perform, lesser
matters faded from his mind.  Mr.
Prout might rag him in class the next
morning. It mattered little. Coker was
accustomed to  injustices from Mr.
Prout. ;

Prep was poing on in the Remove
studies. No doubt that was the reason
why Ceoker was able to walk into the
Remave passage without an alarm being
raised. Had Remove men been loafing
in the passage, it was probable that the
mere sight of Coker would have caused
s rag—and the great man of the Fifth
might have departed on his neck. As
it was, Coker trod heavily and un-
apposed into tho passage sacred to the
Lower Fourth, and hurled open the door
of Study No. 1 without troubling to
thp first—tapping ot a junior's door
being, in Coker's opinion, rot.

Three Remove fellows looked up as
Coker strode in; Wharton, Nugent, and
Da Costa were all at prep there.

‘Wharton waved an impatient hand af
the Fifth Form man.

“Cut off, Cokerl
now! Prept”

Coker, unheeding, closed the study
door, and stood with his back to it
The Removites rose to their feet. What
Coker wantod they did not know; but
guessed that he was, as usual, looking
for trouble. Nugent picked up the ink-
pot, and Wharton selected a stout ruler.

“I've not come hcre for you kids”
said Coker, with unexpected mildness.
“It's Da Costa I want to sce.”

“Yess!” said tho Eurasian,
surprise.

“Yes, you, you young scoundrel!”

“What 1

“You hlackf;uardly little beast {”

“Wha-a-at?

“I'm going to thrash you!” explained
Coker. “You're sctiing out to get
yourself sacked, and to disgrace the
school you ought never to have been let
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and
one

No time for rags

in

into, I'm going to stop you! See?
You've pulled the wool over the cyes of
your Form master and fooled tho pre-
fects | But I'm on to you, my boy!
I'm going to give you a lesson! That's
what I'm here for, you littlo eneaking,
blackguardly, pub-haunting' sweep!"™

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Fed-Up !
% RTHUR DA COSTA starcd at

Coker. The celour wavered in

his olive face. The plotting

Furasian had too much to kecp
secret for Coker’s exordium to fail to
alarm him,

Wharton and Nugent looked at
Coker and looked at Da Costa. Coker
had astonished the natives; as it were.

Neither of the juniors liked Da Costa;
with all his cunning, he bad never been
able to hide the decp duplicity and dis-
simulation of his nature, Ilad Coker
accused Da Costa of any kind of lying,
or deceit, or tortuous trickery, the
chums of Study No. 1 would not have
been surprised. Bug if there was one
failing of which Da Costa had mnever
given the slightest sign, it was that of
which Coker now accused him, Never
once had he shown the slightest inclina-
tion to consort with the “sportsmen”
of the Lower School; never onco to be
guilty of recklessness like the Bounder's,
or dingy blackguardism like Hazel's.
That he had gone in for “pub-haunt-
ing ” was scarcely to be believed, Cor-
teinly it was not in keeping with his
character,

“Did you dream this, Coker?” asked
the captain of the Remove at last,

"Elt?l‘

“TIt's no businbss of yours if all the
Remove walked into a pub and ordered
Scotch-and-sodu 1" said Harry, = “Bug
as you can’t mind your 0\\'nrﬁusiness, 1
may as well tell you that you're making
one of your usual idiotic mistakes. Da
Costa isn't that kind of a fellow at all.”

“Not in the least,” said Nugent.
“ (o back to the Fifth Form dorm and
dream again, Coker.”

Da Costa drew a deep breath.

“Tt is not true, of course,” he said.

“OF course it isn't,” said Harry.
“Now you've dope your funny turn,
Coker, get moving, will you? Prep, you
know.”

“] dare say you kids don't know about
it,"” said Coker. “You're a pair of
cheeky little beasts, and I've had to lick
you for it; but I'll say this—you're
decent.  ‘That grubby little beast Da
Closta hasn’t tolg you about his little
games, I dare say. Well, I'm telling
you now.”

“But it's all rvot!" said Wharton.
#“No business of yours if it was true;
but it isn't.”

“Do you think I can’s believe my
own eyes?' roared Coker. “I saw Da
Costa yesterday afternoon sneaking in at
the back way of the Cross Keys,”

¢ Rubbish

#f gaw him, I tell you, when I was
going down to Friardale with Potter
and Greene!” roared Coker.

“Utter rot,” said Harry. “You saw
somebody and took him for Da Costa,
perhaps.”

“Ts there any other fellow here like
that yellow-skinned little toad?” jeered
Coker,

Wharton looked at Da Costa. Never
once had he thought of .suspecting the
Eurasian of anything of the kind. But
Coker's positive statement rather stag-
gered him. There was little to be said
for Coker's intellect but nothing was the
matter with his eyesight. And the

olive-skinned, dark-haired Eurasian was
not likely to be mistakon for any other
fellow—there was no fellow whomn he in
the least resembled; and it followed
that mo other fellow was likely to be
mistaken for him.

Da Costa had quite recovered his
coolness now. Ho smiled,

“It is not true,” he said.

_“It's some mistake” said Harry de-
cidedly. “1 dare say Da Costa was
here at the time you thought you saw
him, Coker. What time was it?”

“After I came here after DBunter—
about half an hour afterwards,” said
Coker.

Wharton started s little. He remem-
bered that it was a long timo after
that that Da Costa Lad returned.

“Well, Da Costa was out of gates at
that time, I think,” ho said. “Btll,
I'm sure he never went pub-haunting.
You ecan take my word for it that
you've mado a mistake, Coker. Now
travel.”

“1 haven’t made a mistake !

“Well, anybow, travel! We've got
our prep to do! What the thump does
it matter to you, anyhow?” demanded
Wharton, “ %ﬂ\l'l’ﬂ not a prefect,”
“It's up to me,” explained Coker.
“I'm going to thrash the young rascal
as a warning.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“You've come here to thrash a Re-
move man |”

i chll? )

“Y fancy you'll have to thrash all the
Remove, then. Why not walk off while
tho walking’s good?”

“ Are you kids backing up that dingy
little beast in his dirty gtrigks 4 ront:gg
Coker.

“Rats! Get out!”

“I dare “K you're all much of &
muchness 1n this study I hooted Coker.
“That may be it!
young sweeps !”

i“Are you going "

“I've comoc hcra to thrash thet dis-
graceful young scoundrel{!  bawled
Coker. “You chip in, and I'll thrash
you, too.”

Harry Wharton took a business-like
grip on the ruler.

“Go out!" he said.

A fat voice squeaked in the Remove

A set of precious

passago.

“1 say, you fellows! Fifth Form
cad! say, Coker's come up here
again !”

Evidently Coker's powerful voice had
been heard beyond the confines of Study
No. 1.

There was a shout in the Remove pas-

‘sage, and the sound of many doors

opening, The alarm was given.

Peter Todd opened the door of No: 1
and looked in.

“Coker here! Bunter says— Ol
here he is!”

“He's come here to thrash the Re-
move !” grinned Frank Nugent. “He
thinks he didn't get enough when he
cameo yesterday !”

“Roll up, Remove "

“Hurrah !”

Ragging Coker was a welcome relief
from prep, Almost every man in the
Remove rolled up to lend a hand. Once
more it was borne in upon the powerful
brain of HMorace James Coker that he
had bitten off more than he could masti-
cate. Once more he travelled down the
Remove staircass ob  express speed,
assisted in his descent by more kicks
and punches than he could possibly have
counted.

“T say, you fellows, lemme gerrat
him !” yclled Billy Bunter., “Let a
chap havera kick at the heast! He had
my pie! Lemme getrat him!”
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*“I1a, Lia, ha!

*Give him socks!” )

"“The sockfulness is terrific!”

“Good-bye, Coker!”

Potter and Greene, in their study In
the Fifth Form passage, looked up with
smiling faces when Coker came home.
He came home in one piece; but he felt
as if he was in many piccos, He col-
lapsed into & chair and gasped.

“Had a good time, old man?” asked
Potter genially.

“Grooogh 1”

“Did tho fags cui up rusty?? asked
Greenc.

*Oooooch 1# .

Coker seemed to have lost his voice.
For quite a long time he could only
gasp and splutter, splutter and gasp.
But he found his voice at last,

“Ow! All thoge little beasts stood by
that little beast! Fancy that! Piled
on mel"”

“ Faney [* murmured Potter.

“I'm done with him!” said Coker.
“If the 'masters and prefects choose to
let Remove fags go pub-haunting and
disgracing the school, let 'em! I'm
done with it. I'm not going to do
their work for them! 1 shan't take
any further noticel I mean that! M
thoe wholo ‘Remov: stay out all night
and come home with the milk in the
morning, I shan't take any notice!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Poiter and
Greene, quite taken by storm h{) the
idea of the Lower Fourth, in a body,

in the
morning,

“You can cackle !” hooted Coker. “I
mean it! I shan't interfere! Let ’em
haunt pubs| Let 'em get sacked! Let
’em disgrace the school! I'm going to
leave 'em to it! I'm gomng to let 'em
get on with it! And if you silly chumps
don't stop cackling!” roared Coker,
“I'll jolly well start on you with a
cricket-stump—see 1"

And Potter and Greene, with a great
effort, controlled their emotions.

reeling home with the milk

St S

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Bhoek for Wharton |

“ ARRY !”
H Frank Nugent started to
hig feer,

Wharton came into the
study with a letter in his hand.

There was a dazed expression on his
face—the expression of & fellow still be-
wildered from a shock.

“Harry! For goodness’ sake, what's
the matter $*

Wharton looked at him.

“1 don’t know !” he said huskily. “I
begin to think that I'mn going potty, or
that the whole world’s gone potty.” I
can't ‘make things out now, and I'd
better give up trymg“‘

“But what—"

Wharton threw the
table.

“First there was that letter from the
man Spratt! I've been before the
Head about that twice. INow there
comes this letter.”

“That letter—-="

“Fronr my uncle *

“What can there be to upset you in
& letter from Colonal Wharton?” ex-
claimed Nugent, in wonder,

letter on the

“Read it!”
Frank ﬁmked up the letter from the
table. o began to read it in sheer

wonder; but as he proceeded somcthing
like alarm camo into his face.

“Dear ITarry,—Thank you far your
letter. I am glad to hear that you are

anxious to see me at Greyfriars, and
you may depeua npon it tiat, I shall
vome as soon as 1 ean. But I do not
understand your reference 1o a tip in
my last letter. It you arve in nead at
any tune, my boy, you are aware that
you have only to tell your uncle so.
But there was no enclosure in my last
letter, and certainly I should not boe
likely to post . banknote in an unrogis-
tered letter. 1 realiy do not know what
you mean, my boy.
“"Your alfectionato unecle,
“Jawes Woarton.”

Nugent laid down {ho letter, and
stared at his chum. Wharton met his
eyes with a look of hopeless bewilder-
ment,

“What can a fellow make of that,
Frank 1

" Goodness knows.”

“All you fellows wero with me when
I opened my uncle's letter and took the
banknote out,” said Harry. * You
might have actually scen me takeo it
out,™

“Well, I didn’t see you take it _out,”
said Frank. “But I knew you did, of
course, as you said s0.”

“What can it -mean, Frank!? I
thought at the time it was odd for
uncle to put a fiver in & letter without
mentioning it. Now he says he mnever
put one in at all. But it was there! I
should think that I'd dreamed it, only
all you fellows saw the fiver in my hand,
and you know I gave it to Hazel.
What can it mean "

Nugent shook his head hopelessly.

Tho strange problem was beyond him.

“I was going to ask uncle, "when he
came, the number of the note he sent
me to convince that fool Hazel!” said
Wharton. “I can’t now, as he says ho
never sent me a note! Why, if Hazel
saw this letter, Frank, he would take
it as proof that I never had a fiver
from my uncle at all [*

Nugent started violently.

There was an almost frightened look
on his face for a moment. Wharton
caught it, and started in his turn.

“Frank!” He caught his breath.
“Frank, you're my pal, and you—
you're thinking——"

“No!” exclaimed Nugent. “Nol!
Never! I can’t understand it! Good-
ness knowa what it all means! But—

but I know you had the banknote from
your uncle; you said so, and that’s
enough for me! But—but—"

His voice trailed off.

He knew: Wharton's uncle well
enough—ea rather stiff military gentle-
man, as hard-headed and practical a
man as he well could be; the last man
in the world to be careless in money
matters. Unlikely enough to ecnclose a
banknote in an unregistered letter
without mentioning it, still more un-
likely to forget

having done so in the shovt space of &
woeek.

If Colonel Wharton had sent his
nephew  a  live-pound  nete, Colonél
Wharton was clearly aware of the fact,
and could uascertain the number of the
note without dilticulty. IFrank Nugent
knew ibhat.  The letter on the table,
therefore, was proof that Colonel
Wharton had not sent his nephew a
five-pound note, _

Wharton followed Nugent's thoughis
in his dismuyed and troubled face. As
a matter of fact, Lis own thoughts were
on the samo lines, There had been a
bankuote in the letter when he received
it; that was certain, unless lhe was
going out of his senses. But Colonel
Wharton had never put that banknote
in; that also was certain,

The resulting problem was hopeless,
Wharton was beginning to doubt the
evidence of his own senses.

“Y¥You think my uncle never sent mwe
that note, Frank!” ho asked, and lhis
voice was dry and husky.

“He says he did not. He must know.”

“Then how was it in his letter ¥

“You—you're sure it was there,
Harry?” Nugent hesitated. “You—
you didn't havo another note about you
and—and make s mistake?”

Wharton laughed harshly.

“Am I stoffed with banknoles like
the Bounder? You know I was stony—
we wero ull stony! I hadn’t a ten-
shillin{; note, let alone a five-pound
note |

“It's unaccountable, then.”

Wharton pressed his hand (o his
brow.

“Unclo says he never sent .il. Ife
knows, He never did send it, Frank,
but it was in the letter. Mazel says
the number was the same as the
number of Mauly’s lost fiver. Frank,
put the two things together! Why, any
fellow would think that I'd  pinched
Mauly's fiver and made out that it
came in my uncle’s letter to account for
having it at all 1”

Nugent looked at him.

In spito of himself, in spite of his
strong faith in his chum, a chill of
hideous doubt was in his heart.

But he drove it from him like an
unclean thing. He could not, and would
not, doubt.

There was a silence.

“What can I do?"” asked Wharton
hopelessly. * My uncle’s puzzled at my
thanking him for a note he never sent.
No wonﬁer ! He may think it's a sneak-
ing, roundabout way of hinting for a
tip!”  Wharton Hushed. “Goodncss
knows what he thinks! He never sent
the fiver, but it was in the letter! What
fiver was it, Fraunk? Hazel says it waos
the same number as the missing note!

(Continued an next page.)

having done so.
Mr. Vernon-Smith
might have handed
a fiver or a tenner
to the Bounder
without noticing
that he had a
banknote the fewer
in his  well-filled
case. Colonel Whar-

ton was not like val.  Packod free and
that. He was 0“1'1‘1339 paid, Only «
fairly well off in siall deposit. Money ro-
the world’s goods, funded = if dissntiafied.
but he could not Write to-day. Establishod

afford to part care-
lessly with five-
poung notes, and
most assyredly he
would not forget
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Frank, how did Mauly’s lost fiver geb
into my uncle's lefter—which 1 opened "

“You're sure it hadi’'t been opened
when you got it?” .

“Quite ! I slit the envelope with my
penknife to open it.” .

“Tt seems like black magic!” said
Nugent in a halting voice. * For good-
ness’ sake, let's keep it dark! Any
fellow would think that—that—"

“Do you think so, ¥rank?"

“Never ! But—"

“I'm not going to talk about it, of
course,” said Harry. “I know what it
looks like! Any fellow who didn't
know me jolly well would think me a
thief on that evidence! Hazel does
know me well, and he thinks so! Dut
our own friends must know, Frank.
Pm not going to keep any fellow’s
friendship on false pretences! Any
fellow wﬁo thinks me a thief, on any
evidence whatever, is a fellow 1 shall
never speak to again or touch with a
barge-pole! Go and tell them tc come
here, Frank! They've got to know!”

Nugent nodded and left the study.
He came back with Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, and Colonel Wharton's letter
passed from hand to hand, and there
was & silence of blank amazement.

—t —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
What the Nabob Knew [
H TURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH

broke the silence.
There was a deeply thought-
ful shade on the dusk
the Nabob of Bhanipur, and
eyes were gleaming.

“My esteemed friends,” said the
nabob, “tha surprisefulness of this
letter is terrific! But I have a few
suggestive remarks to make.”

Wharton looked at him.

“You don't doubt me, Inky,
man?"”

*““The doubtfulness would be terrific-
ally preposterous!” answered Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. “Moreover, the
matter does not puzzle me so ridicu-
lously as it does your honourable self.”

“Mean to say you know what all this
means " gasped Bob Cherry. “It's
knocked me as Hat as & pancake !

“Me, too!” said Johnny Bull.

face of
is dark

old

“And mo!” said Nugent, “I can't
even begin 1o understand it, unless
therc's black magic about. The fiver

was Mauly's lost fiver. Hazel was right
about the number. Isn't that nuch
clear 1"’

“Can't have been a lot of fivers
knocking about loose,” said Bob, “If
Wharton's unele never sent & fiver, that
fiver was the one that idiot Mauly lost!
But, in that case, it couldn't have been
in the letter.”

Wharton's eyes glinted.

“I've said that it was in the letter !"
he said in a low and very distinct voice.

“1 mean, I don’t see how it could
have been in the letter! Don't get
ratty, old man!| We're here to help,
not to ragt”

“It wants a lot of explaining how
Mauly’s fiver got into a letter from
Wharton's uncle,” said Johnny Bull—
“a thumping lot!"

“I've said it was in the letter! Any
fellow who doesn't believe me can get
out of this study, and never come in
again!”

“And I say again that it wants a lot
of explaining!” said Johnny Bull
stolidly.  “That doesn't mean that I
think you pinched the fiver, so don't
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get your rag out! We lLaven't come
here Lo see you doing oue of your high-
falutin torns, Wharton! Keep cool [”

“ Steady, the Buffs!” said i3ocb Cherry.
“We've pot to go inlo this coolly.
We've got to find out what it means,
Inky says he's got a suggestion to make,
Inky's got his napper screwed on the
right way ! Let Iugy’ jaw ¥

The Nabob of Bhanipur smiled.

“If my estecmed friends will lend me
{heir excellent ears 1 will proceed,” he
said gently. “It is preposterously
clear that that fiver was Mauly's fiver,
supposed to be lost.”

“T think that,’” said Harry.

“The esteemed Mauleverer stated that
ho left the banknote in his study in
a certain place. My own estoemed
belief is .that it was not lost; it was
pinchfully stolen !”

“ Ink 1!?

%It was pinched by the esteemed and
ridiculous rotter who placed it in the
colonel’s letter !”

“But why,” exclaimed Wharton—
“why? If any fellow were beast
enough to steal the fiver, why should
he give it to me—for that's what it
amounts to?”

“Can you answer that one, Inky?”
asked Bob Cherry, with-a faint grin.

“I think so, The esteemed Wharton
gave the fiver to the ridiculous Hazal,
which the thief cannot possibly nave
foreseen or thinkfully imagined. But
for that, Wharton would have changed
the banknote at the school shop.”

“I was going to,” said Harry. “You
remember—=—"

# Quitefully so. Had you done so, my
ridiculous chum, Quelchy would have
found the note at Mrs. Mimble's shop,
aud you would have been clearly dproved
to have stolen it, and expelled from
Greyfriars,”

Wharton's eyes flamed.

“Inky! Hang you, do you dare to
EAY—

“My esteemned chum,” said the nabob
reproachfully, “if vou will not sallow
a fellow to speak——*

“Shut up, old ehap!” said Frank,
“Inky's working oul something in his
mind. Give him a chance."”

“The estecmed Wharton was saved by
the circumstance that he helped the pre-

osterous Iazel out of a hole with that
iver,” said the nabob. *“Owing to that
ridiculous circumistance, the stolen note
never was found inside the school at
all, and it avas supposed to be lost by
the excellent and fatheaded Maulevercr.
It was a plot, and it missed five.”

“Oh!" exclaimed Wharton. “But
who—wvho could have done such a thing?
And how? I tell you my uncle's letter
was uﬂopened when it came into my

“And I tell you, my esteemed f[at-
headed chum, that it must have been
opened, or the stolen note could not
have been planted in it.”

“But I should have
stammered Wharton.

“It was opened, whether you noticed
it or not, because otherwise there is an
impossibility !” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, *Possibly the lotter was sneak-
fully purloined before you got it and
opened by the steamfulness of the
common or garden kettle.”

“0h!"” exclaimed Wharton,

Bob Cherry gave a roar.

“Good old Inky! I knew he'd work it
out in his old black noddle! Inky's got
rith on the wicket,"”

‘But who "—Wharton's voice was
husky—**who could be villain enough—
dastard enough—reptile' enough—to lay
s snare like that? There’s nobody at
Greyfriars—nobody outside a convict
prison who would do such a thing.”

noticed—-"

“Da Costa 1" said the nabob.

YWhat?”

“When the unote was being scarched
for,” said Hurree Jamsct Bam Singh,
“I came to sce the esteemed Da Costa
in his study. I told him that if the
banknote was found, and found in any
of Wharton's pockets or property, I
should know who had placed it thers,
and would proclaim the same all over
Greyfriars.”

“You did!” gasped Johnny Bull

“1 did, my estecied chum! But the
trick was not so simple as all that”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, *“The
esteemed Da Costa is deeper than I
imagined. Had ‘Wharton changed the
banknote at the school shop, and had
Quelchy, found ‘it there, the esteemed
Wharton's game would have been up.
He would have been convicted beyond &
doubt, By saving the ridiculous Hazel
ke saved himself.”

“Oh!” gasped Wharton.,

“But why—why?" exelaimed Bob
Cherry. “If D)a Costa is really such an
awful villain as you make out, Inky,
“,hy__fl

“It's impossible!” said Wharton.
*Impossible . How could a fellow plan
such awful villainy against a chap who's
never harmed him? We rather bar one
another, but that's all. I've uecver done
hiny any harm.”

Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh smiled
slightly.

“This plot seems to my esteomed
friends an unheard-of and terrific thing,”
he said. “But in my own country, my
worthy chums, it would be regarded as
child's play. It is merely pic to the
osteemed Da Costa. In the Indian law
courts, my estcemed chums, no English
judge ever dreams of believing a word
that is said on either side, or of relying
upon any document to which any party
in the case may have had any possible
access. Heo knows that the words are
false and tho document forged.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“But why?” exclaimed Whartou.
‘iEven a villain would not do such a
thing without a reason. Why?"

“¥You have forgotten the esteemed
Bunter—"

“Bunter?" repeated Wharton blankly.

“The excellent and ridiculous Buuter,
who bilked the honourable railway com-
pany by travelling under a seat the day
Da Costa came to Greyfriars. He told us
of the talk Dbetween the esteemed
Turasian and the honourable Mr.
Gedge, the legal johnny.”

Wharton stared,

“One of Bunter's silly varns,” ho
said. “Something about a man in India
having sent Da Costa Lo Greyfriaras to
got me disgraced and sacked. I thought
it was all rot, of course.™

“Bame here,"” said Nugent.

“The samefulness in my esteemed case
was not terrific. I have {men leeping &
widefully open eye on the Eurasian,”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Phere iz no proof against him—he is
too sharp for that! But Da Costa is af
Greyfriars, my esteemed Wharton, to
get you sacked, ab the order of a man
named Captain Marker, who lives at
Lucknow.”

“Isn’t that
Johnny Bull.

“The stecpfulness is Ygr(m'ot but the
exactfulness 1s terrilic.

rather .steep?” asked

ou will remem-
ber how Da Costa jumped at the chance
when the fatheaded Bunter hid
Quelchy’s watch in this study. You are
aware that somebody bagged Wharton's
skiff at Popper's Island and left him
stranded there oubt of bounds. You
know that Da- Costa was the one who
persisted that Mauly's note had been
stolen, and was the cause of bringing it
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“* You are Mr. Spratt, aren’t you ? *’ said Bob Cherry.
Cherry gave Mr, Spratt the tart—on his crimson, fat nose, with a sudden smack.
Mr. Spratt started to his feet, gurgling wildly.

gugl”

to the esteemed Quelchy’s notice. What
Bunter heard in the railway carriage”
was true. Da Costa is here to get our
honourable chum Wharton sacked from
Greyfriars, and he has very, very nearly
succeeded, my worthy friends, in spite
of my terrific watchfulness,”

The nabob spoke with quiet confidence.

* But—but——"" stammered Wharton.

“If that’s true, the reptile ought to
bo booted out of the school without a
minute’s delay,” said Johnny Bull.

“It is true, but the esteemed reptile
caunot be booted out of the school,
because there’s no proof,” - said the
nabob quietly; “but he can be observe-
fully watched, and caught out the first
time he makes a ridiculous slip.”

Wharton passed his hand over his
brow.

He remembered now the story Billy
Bunter had told of the strange talk be-
tween Da Costa and Captain Marker’s
solicitor. He had dismissed that story as
one of the most fantastic of Bunter's
many inventions

He would have dismissed it still had
there been any other imaginable ex-
planation of the mystery.

But there was none!

He had been, obviously, the victim
of a treacherous plot on the part of

some unscrupulous ememy. That much
was clear.
‘That enemy +was in the school!

Evidently he had not been in the school
before Da Costa came. Bunter's
fantastic story of am overheard con-
spiracy had a new significance now,

_There was a long silence in Study

o. 1,
In spite of themselves, in spite of the

& 4

e

fact that Inky had furnished the only
possible explanation, the juniors wera in-
credulous—even Wharton himself ! They
simply could not realiso that any fellow,
even the boy from the East, could be
such a monster of duplicity.

‘There is no proof for the Head!”

Hurree Singh broke the silence. *“No
proof for the esteemed' Quelchy! Wo
must keep our own counsel! But there

is proof for our estecmed selves.”

‘““And what is that?”

“The letter from the esteemed and
disgusting Spratt.”

“That!” exclaimed Wharton. “You
think Da Costa had a hand in that?”

“I know!” answered the nahob
quietly.

“But lLe's never heard of the man—
can't know anything sbout tho fellow!”

“Why did the excellent and ridiculaus
Coker come ra,gging in this honourable
study last evening ?’

Wharton started.

“Oh! I told you—he said that he had
seen Da Costa sncaking in at the back
way of the Cross Keys.”

‘“Where the esteemed Spratt lodges,”
said the nabob. “Coker was mistaken,
as usual, in thinking thet Da Costa was
pub-haunting. He was not there to bet
on horses like the preposterous Hazel, or
to play billiards like the fatheaded
Bounder. But he had an object.”

“You think Coker really saw him?”
exclaimed Nugent,

“Quitefully so! I think the ludicrous
rascal was there to tip the estecmed
Spratt to write that letter to Wharton.
It was the next move in the game,”

“Oh, my hat!”

Wharton gave a gasp.

I

il

ds

—

‘“ Well, I’ve come here to give this tart to yon' 1

}__l

-

i

Lz

Smack ! Boh
‘“ Groooogh I Oooooch ! Gug-gug-

(See Chapler 14.)

" “Let's get out into the quad ! he ex-
c]llq.imcd. “I want some fresh air after
t ls.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned.
,“Let us go down to ]ilay ericket for a
little while, to get the taste of the
esteemed reptile out of our absurd
nionths,” he suggested.

And the Famous Five went down to
Little Side, and for the present they
tried to dismiss the matter from their
niinds,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
News for the Remove !
ségr SAY, you fellows!”

I Skinner yawned

“What's the latést, Bunter??
“Heard about Wharton ?”

Harold BSkinner was intcrested at
onee.

“What about him?”

“Well, if you haven't heard, perhaps
I'd better not tell you,” said Billy
Bunter cautiously. “Wharton’s a ciml of
mine, and I'm not going to spread any-
thing about him, especially a yarn like

this.  Of course, don't believe ik
myself. I'm suro that isn't why old
Quelchy’s down on im. As if

Wharton would have had a letter from
a bookie!”

Skiuner's eyes gleamed.

“ Letter from & bookie—Wharton! My
only hat!” .

“Cough it up, Bunter,” said Snoop.

Five or six fellows gathered round in
the Reg. William George Bunter wus
the centre of interest now.

“Qut with it, Bunter,” said Bolsaver
najor.
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“Mind, there’s mothing in it,” said
Bunter. “Wharton's got his faults.
Only yesterday he refused, quite un-
civilly, to cash & postal-order for me. He
made out a few days ago that I'd
bagfed a pie from & Fifth Form man’s
study. He's rather a beast. I must say
that, though he's a pal of mine, and I
like him.”

“What would you say if you didn’t
like hiur?” grinned Wibley.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But what’s that about a letter from
a bookie 7" demanded Bolsover major.

“1 thought the fellows knew,” said
Bunter. I shouldn’t have mentioned it
otherwise, I'm not & fellow for tattling,
a3 you kmow. Da Costa mentioned it to
me, as something he had heard the
fellows saying in the passage. I don't
believe it—still, it looks rather sus-
picious. All wou fellows must have
noticed that Quelchy has a down on
Wharton.”

“ Yaos, rather!”

“He bites him at sight, these days,”
grinned Skinner. “I've noticed that
Wharton has been called into the Head's
study more than once lately,
Snapped & fellow's head off when a
fellow asked him what was up! Ij
well knew there was something.”

“Well, of course, the Head would be
waxy,” said Bunter. “It’s a bit thick,
vou know, a Greyfriars man getting
letters from a racing tout.”

“Oh crumbs! Is that it?” exclaimed
Snoop.

“Mind, I don't think it's true,” said
Bunter. “Wharton’s a pal of mine, and
I'm standing up for him. In fact, I
shouldn't mention the thing at all,
except to say it isn't true. Still, the
beaks are down on him. They wouldn’t
be down on him for nothing, would
they 1"

“Not likely1” grinned 8kinner.

*“Da Costa says he heard a fellow tell-
ing another ‘fellow that Wharton had
had a letter from a bookmaker, and
Quelchy opened it,” said Bunter. *I
dare say Da Costa got it all wrong.
gtill, the man's name is known—man
named Spratt. Fat man who hangs
about the Cross Eeys. I've seen him.”

“I've seen him, too,” smiled Skinner.
“I’ve got an idea that Hazel knows him,
too. What about if, Hazel 1"

Hazeldene, who weas on the edge of
the little group, walked away without
replying. He did not want to discuss
My. Joseph Spratt.

“Just what I say,” agreed Bunter.
“Utter rot! Still, the beaks are down
on Wharton. They must think there’s
something in it. Fellows seem to be
talking about it up and down _the
passages. Nothing in it, of course. Still,
I must say it looks jolly suspicions.”

That evening there was not a fellow
in the Remove who did not know about
My, Bpratt's letter.

Harry Wharton could not help notic-
ing that he received a good many
curious glances in the Form; but he did
not pay much heed.

The captain of the Remove had A:lo_nty
olf matters to occupy his mind just
then,

He had been convinced by Hurree
Singh's elucidation of the mystery of
tho five-pound note. Yet incredulity
still lingered. The nabob was right; he
felt that the nabob must be right. Yet
his mind wavered on the subject. Hea
seemed unable to get it into his head
that any fellow could play the part of
a snake-in-the-grass. .

Many times, since that talk in the
study, he had observed Da Costa; but
the olive-skinned junior from the East
baffled his penstration. Looking at the
fellow, Wharton simply could not
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belicve that he was guilty of such black
treachery.

And yet the nabob must be right.
There was no other explanation of what
had happened.

One matter on which all the Co. had
agreed was that the banknote given to
Hazel was in veality Mauleverer's lost
banknote; and, in consequence, that sum
had to be returned to Mauleverer.
Whether Hazel repaid the debt or not,
Mauleverer had to be repaid.

That was a matter of some little diffi-
culty, and gave the chums of the
Remove food for thought.

Other matters were troubling the cap-
tain of the Remove at the present tima.
Several days had elapsed since Mr,
Spratt’s letter had been opened by the
Remove master,

Wharton's direct denial on the sub-
ject gerplexed both Mr. Quelch and the
Heoad. The matter conld mnot be
dropped, yet it was difficult for the
headmaster to decide how to proceed.

Several times the ocaptain of the
Remove had been questioned by his
headmaster. He could only repeat the
unvarying statement that he knew
nothing of the man Spratt.

To mention Hurree Singh's surmise
that Da Costa had “squared ” the racing
sharper to write that letter, to carry out
a treacherous plot, was impossible,

There was absclutely no proof—not a
vestige of proof. Even Wharton himself
was not fully convinced.

Coker of the TFifth had seen, or
thought he had seen, Arthur da Costa
staahnﬁ into the back way of the Cross
Keys the day before the lefter was sent
to Greyfriars. That was clue enough
for the nabob, but it certainly could not
be taken as anything like proof.

The supposed plot against the captain
of the Remove, of which Hurree Singh
had no doubt, rested upon, what evi-
denee? On a fantastic tale told by
Billy Bunter of an overheard conversa-
tion—a tale told by a fellow known to
be exaggerative and untruthful, and
who had to confess that he had beecn
cavesdropping when he heard the
alleged talk. '

It was all too nebulous and fantastic.
Even Hurree Singh could not suggest
any reason why a man in India would
scek to harm a schoolboy in England
whom he had never seen. .

Such a story would be dismissed with
contempt by the Head, as a matter of
course. - Wharton could scarcely expeet
anything else, when he could not wholly
credit it himself.

Yet any fellow in the Remove could
have seen that matters had changed for
tho worse for Harry Wharton since Da
Costa had come to Greyfriars.

He was under the frown of his Form
master; he was barred by a fellow he
despised; and now there was a story
current in the Form that he was mixed
up with a bookmaker.

When the captain of the Remove
camo down to the Rag after prep that
evening, every eye in the room turne

on him. He noticed it without heeding
it. Skinner & Co. were grinning
maliciously.  8quif came over to

Wharton.

“Bomething T'd better tell you, old
bean,” he said. X

Wharton looked at him inquiringly.

“You'd better know, I think, as you
don’t seem to have heard,” said Squiff.
“Tollows are saying that you've had a
letter from a man named Sprati, and
that Quelchy's seen if, and that's why
he's down on you. Better knock it on
the kead before it spreads all over the
school.”

Wharton started. . .

“ Qo that's out, is i£?” he said guietly.

“ Nothing in it, is there?” asked the

Australian junior, with a stare of sur-
prise. “I took it for granted that there
wasn't, of course.” .

“ Nothing at all,” said Wharton, in o
distinct voice heard by cvery fellow in
tho Rag. “I've never seen Bpratt; but
he wrote a letter addressed to me, and
Quelchy stopped it. 1 think be was put
up to it by a fellow who wanted to do
me & bad turn, That's all T can say
about it.” .

“(Great Cmsar!” ejaculated Squiff,

“ And who's the fellow?”

I ean’t give his name without
I've nothing more to say about it.

Squiff eyed him rather dubiously and
gaid no more, Skinner winked at his

roof.

friends.
“Bo it’s got out!” said Bob Cherry,
later, when the Famous Five were

togel.her in the stud{‘. .

*Blessed if I know how,” said
Nugent. “We've not let a word drop
where anyone could hear.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shrugged
his shoulders.

“There was one fellow who knew!”
he said. “The fellow who caused the
preposterous Spratt to writo tho letter.
He has told someone, and it has
spread.”

Wharton clenched his hands.

“Da Costa?’ he said.

“Quitefully s0.”

“I suppose it's so; it must be so!
And yet—yet, what can a fellow do?
If I told the chaps that, they'd ask how
I knew—how I could prove it. There's
no proof! It would look like a silly lie
to nccount for that letter of Spratt’s.
How can I say that Da Costa put him
up to it, when I can’t even feel certain
niyself 1"

‘You ecannot, my esteemned chum,”
said the nabob gently. “You will have
to bear it grinfully until our chance
comes and we can catch the ridiculous
Eurasian on the esteemed hip.”

“T shall tell my uncle the whole thing
when he comes down to the school,” said
Harry. “But I hardly dare do that!
What will he think of such a story—
what can he think? I can’t believe it
myself really.”

There was a step in the Remove
passage, and Arthur da Costa came into
the study. The chums of the Remove
shrank away from him as if from .a
roptile, with an instinctive movement of
loathing.

“Let’s get out of this!” said Harry.

They left the study at once.
Costa stood motionless;, looking' after
them, That he was playing the part of
a snake-in-the-grass, the fellow from the
East knew only too well. Yet the scorh
and loathing in the faces of the juniors
stung him to the very soul.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Catching a Spratt |

n HAT'S the rotter "
E Johnny Bull made that
remark. It was Baturday

afternoon, and the chums of
the Remove were sauntering down to
the village. Outside the Cross Keys a
fat man in a gaudy waistcoat, with a
bowler hat on one side of his greasy
head, was loafing under the shade of a

troe.

“That's Spratt!” said Johnny Bull
“T've seen the rotter loafing about here
before.”

The juniors looked at the man.

Mr. Joseph Spratt glanced at thém
carelessly. Evidently there was no
member of the Famous Five that had
any interest for the fat man.

Having given them that careless
glance, Mr. Spratt gave them no
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further heed. Heo lighted a cigarette
and blew out a little cloud of smoka,

The juniors walked en, There was a
thoughtful look on the dusky face of
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“What about collaring that fat brute
and ducking him in the horse-trough?”
inquimd Bob Cherry.

“Good egg!"” said Johnny Bull. “It
would mean a row, but it’s worth it
Let’B'})

““My esteomed chums,” murmured the
nah?b, “a wheezy idea has cccurred to
me.”

“Give it o name,” said Wharton, with
a smile.

“The esteemed and disgusting Spratt
wrote a letter to Wharton, But Wharton
does not know him, and he daes not
know Wharton! You saw how he
looked at us; you could see that he did
not recognise any of ua.”

“ Well?* nsked Nugent,

“The esteemed Spratt is a newcomer
in this hopourable neighbourhood,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “He has
come here for the Wapshot races, like
other preposterous sharpera and tonts,
He was put up to writing that exeerable
letter to fall into Quelchy’s esteemed
hands. But he doesn’t know the absurd
Wharton by sight.”

“1 don’t see how he could,” answercd
Harry. “Da Costa gave him my name,
I suppase; but he could never have
pointed me out to him. He would not
dare to be seen with the man out of
doors.”

“ Exactfully.”

“Well, what are you getting at,”
Inky?” asked Bob.,

- { excellent chums, suppose the
raseally Spratt could be made to admit
that he does not know Wharton by
sight? Would not that knock his
ludicrous letter on the head?”

.“Of course! But catch him admit-
ting it!"” said Bob. “A man who would
write o thing like that for a tip,
'_wrﬂxldn’t mind telling a few lies about

“But he might be made to admit the
esteemed fact,”

“ How 1 asked Wharton.

“Buppose we ask him to walk to the
school with us—"

“My hat! Hea wouldn’t!”

“We could refusefully decline to take
no - for an answer|” suggested the
nabob, with & dusky grin. “There are
five of us, and that fat and boozy Spratt
is not an_ athlete.”

h scissors ! ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“Suppose we walked him to the
sohool, to the honourable presonce of
the absurd headmaster, and demanded
that he should point out Wharton !

"Wharton gave & gasp.

“0Oh, my hat! That would jolly well
prove that his letter was all’ bunkum
and that I've never hed anything to do
with him. But—"

Bob Cherry’s eyes danced.

“It’s & ripping wheeze! You'ro worth
your weight in currency notes, Inky.
It's a go!”

“Hold on!” said Wharton, “It's a
good idea, if we can work it. But if
we collar that brute where he's loafing
now, it means getting mixed up in a
shindy with the ecrew at that pub.”.

“Thers are more ways of slayfully
terminating the career of an esteemed
cat than by chokefully suffocating it
gjt.h crenm,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh cheerfuly. “Listen to the words
of wisdom, my esteemed chumas,”
Hurrea Jamsat Ram Sin%h proceeded
te explain, and the chums of the Remove
listened to the words of wisdom,

There was a general chortle.

“It will work like a charm!” said
Bob Cherry. “Leave it to me! You

follows eut round by the fields and get
beiween tho Cross Keys and ihe school
all ready to chip in.”

“What-ho !”

Bob Cherry was left sitting on a fence
while his comrades departed.  Bob
waited there, with a grinning face, for
ten minutes, to give the Co. plenty of
time to make a detour and get back to
the other side of the Cross Keys. ‘Then
he prepared for business.

Mr. Spratt, loafiug on the bench
under the tree in .front of the inn,
smoked his cigarette in peace and con-
tentment. His restful case was inters
rupted by a schoolboy who came along
from the village. That schoolboy
stopped dirveetly in front of Mr. Spratt.

“Hallo;, hallo, halle!” he said.

l“’AIIoI” said Mpr. Spratt, staring at
him. **What may you happen to want,
young shaver?’

“Look at this!” said Bob Cherry.

Ho came closer to Mr, Spratt and
held out his hand. Mr. Spratt siared
at the hand and what it contained. It
was.a large and juicy jam-tart, recently
purchased at Uncle Clegg’s shop in
Friardale,

“That's for you!” said Bob.

“ Eh ?!,

Joseph Spratt blinked at the junion
To say that he was astonished would be
to put it mildly.

“I've come here to give this tart to
you, Mr. Spratt,” said Bob. “You aro
Alr. Spratt, arent you?”

“Yes, I am, but if you're a blooming
young lunatic, you go back to your
asylum,” answered Mr. Spratt gruffiy.
“Don’t you come playing your larks
abﬂ:t ‘ere, young feller-me-lad! Cut
O].' 'll

Smack !

Bob Cherry gave Mr. Spratt the tart.
He gave it to himn on his crimson fat
nose with a sudden smack.

Mr. Spratt started to his feet, gurgling

and gasping wildly. Jam-tart was
plastered all over his fut faco.

““Grooogh ! Oooooch ! Gug-gug-
gug—-"

Bob Cherry made a hurried snatch at
Mr. Spratt’s rakish bowler. He grabbed
the hat from the greasy head and fled.

Hat in hand, Bob Cherry raced up the
lane towards Greyfriars.

Mr. Spratt stood gurglin%, almost
petrified with amazement for somo
moments, Then, with a roar of wrath,
he rushed in pursuit of the schaolboy.

“Grooogh! You young villain!” he
roared. “Stop! Give me that ’at!
You ’ear me? Bring back that "at!”

Bob Cherry turned and waved the hat
at the fat man. His other hand he
placed to his nose, with the fingers cx-
tended—ea gesture of mockery that was
really unworthy of a Remove man of
Greyfriars, but which had an exasperat-
ing {ﬁﬂci‘. on Mr, Spratt.

“ ou

young ’'ound!” gasped Mr.
Spratt. “Why, Tl smash you! 1l
limb you! TlI—-T'N—T'11—"
Without wasting more hbreath in

words, the fat man chased after Dob
Cherry. Bob waved the hat triumph-
antly until the fat man was quito close;
then ho ran up the lane.

Mr, Bpratt labourcd after him, burst-
ing with fury.

Bob Cherry could have run the fat
man off his legs guite easily had he so
desired, Bot he did not so desire. He
ran just fast cnough to keep a fow yards
ahead of his pursucer, and every now
and then slacked down to let Mr. Spraté
coma quite close., Every moment Mr.
Spratt expected his grasp to close on
thae collar of tho cheeky schoolboy who
had jammed his faco and annexed his
hat. . But that grasp never quite closed.

A hundred yards from the Cross Keys,

hidden by the thick trees thal bordered
the lane from that building, Bob halied.
Mr. Sprait, with a face thick with Jam
and ermmbs, and wild with rage, vushed
vight on him

*Now I've got yer!” he panied.

And he grasped Bob Cherry at lasi.
At the same moment four active figures
leaped from the hedge and grasped Mr,
Spratt.

* Buamp !

Joseph Spratt went down in the road
with a concussion that shook every ounco
of breath from his fat body, In a dazed
state Mr. Spratt sprawled there and
blinked up dizzily at the Fanous Five.

O

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Under Escort!
pALK 1"

Harry Wharton rapped
out the ovder.
Five pairs of lhands

assisted Joseph Spratt to his feet—not
gently,  Five pairs of lands grasped
Lim so hard that he had no chance io
resist, even had lie had the breath left
for a struggle.

Mr. Spratt gasped wildly.

“Leggo! Let a man go! What's this
ere game?”

“Walk!"” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Look 'ere, you lark with me anid 111
come up to your school and contpluin
to your ‘cadmaster—I will tlai!”
roared Mr. Spratt. .

“That's what we want!” grinned Boh.
“We want you to take a little walk
with us this nice afterncon, Mr. Spratt.”

“You young ri "

“IHold him, Wharton!"” said Johuny
Bull, addressing Bob Cherry.

. “You bet!” answered Bob, tighten-
ing his grasp on Mr. Sprait’s dingy
neckeloth.

Mr. Spratt’s cyes glinted. The namo
ovidently struck him, and he staved at
Bob for a mowment, twisting his head
round to look at him, "The juniors
were playing up to the “wheezy idew”
that Hurree Jamset Raum Singh had so
sagely propounded. That Spratt did
not know Wharton by sight was also-
utely elear now, for Johnny Bull's ad-
dressing Bob by that name obviously
g:we him the impression that tlie nae

elonged to Bob:

“Bring him along!" said 1lawry,
“Will you walk, Mr, Spratt? Or will
you be kicked along the lane?”

“I ain't going—yaroooh !'" roared Mr.
Spratt, as Harry Wharton planted »
hefty kick on his fat person.

“Will you walk now?”

‘“'Elp 1" roared Mr. Sprait,

“The helpfulness will not be torriliv,
my esteemed rascally Spratt,” chuclled
Hurreo Jamset Ram Bingh.,  “The ox-
cellent _and loatlisome rotters at {he
Cross Keys cannot hear you, my absund
friend. Come onfully.”

“This 'erc is a plant!" gasped 7.
Spratt. Ile realised—rather late—tlu,
he had been deluded into chasing Dol
Cherry up the lang, in order to fall into
this ambush far from aid.

“Exactfully ' said Hurrce
“Get an esteemed move on.”

“I won't—yoocop!"” howled 1he unfor-
tunate Spratt, as a couple of boots fuirly
rang on him.

Mr. Spratt had said that he wonld
not, but he decided that he would.
There really was no arguing with the
drastic  methods employed by the
Famous Five.

Mr, Spratt walked up the lane, puffing’
and gasping, the chums of the "Remove
still grasping him safely. They turued
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off the lane into a field-path, and Mr.
Spratt’s hope of getting help {from
chance passers-by vanished.

As he stumbled and puffed and blew
on his way to Greyfriars, Mr. Spratt
tried to imagine what was the meaning
of this extraordinary prank. Bui he
could not fathom it. He could only
attribute it to a “lark,” the outcome of
the schoolboys’ exuberant spirits. The
juniors turned into the road again quite
near the school! but Mr. Spratt could
not believe that they were actually tak-
ing him to Greyfriars until he was
jerked into the ancient gateway of that

scholastic establishment, .

“You young idjits! Whatcher bring-
ing me ‘ere for?"” he gasped.

“You're such a nice man,” explained
Bob Cherry, “we want our headmaster
to make your acquaintance.”

“You youb¥ lunatie! If I see your
’eadmaster, I'll see that he wallops the
lot of you for this 'ere!”

‘““Wall, you're going to
grinned Bob. *Come on!|” .

There was a shout in the quadrangle
when Mr. Spratt was sighted - there.
Fellows swarmed up on all sides.

One fellow—Hazeldene of the Remove
—turned quite white at the sight of
Joseph Spratt. He cut off out of sight
as fast as he could. Another fellow,
looking from the window: of Study No. 1
in the Remove, stared in blank amaze-
ment at the scene, his olive face startled,
his dark eyes dilated. Arthur da Costa
stood petrified at the study window.

“Heave shead, my  hearties!”
chuckled Bob Cherry; and the fat and
porspiring and enraged Mr. Spratt was
hustled on to the School House.

By that time half Greyfriars had
gathered round, Wingate of the Sixth
came striding up, with a frowning
brow.

“What does this mean?” he shouted,
“How dare you bring this man here?
What do you mean?”

“We've brought him to sce
Head,” answered Bob.

“What?” gasped Wingate.

“Well, this is the iimit!” said Coker
of the Fifth to Potter and Greene.
“This is the outside edge!”

“You young rascals!" thundered
Wingate. “‘How dare you! Let the
man go at once! Who is he? What—
what—"

“Call Mr, Quelch!” said Bob. *Mr.
Quelch will see that the Head sees him!
He's got to see him 1”

“Let & man go!” roared Mr: Spratt.
“T'll "aye the law on yer! This ’ere is
kidnapping, this 'ere 1a! Let a cove

o!”

Mr. Quelch, with thupder on his
brow, came striding out. There was 8
hush on the excited crowd at once.
Never had the master of the Remove
looked so furious. ) .

*“What does this mean? What is the
cause of this riot?” thundered the Re-
move master, * Who ig this man?"”

‘“ Fsteemed sahib—"

“Explain this at once, Wharton!”
thundered the. Remove master.

Wharton geve mno sign.’ Bob Cherry
answerad promptly. The little deception
was being carefully kept for the bencfit
of Mr, Spratt.

sce him!”

the

“This is the man Spratt, sir!” said
ob.

“Spratt! Spratt!” repeated Mr.
Quelch. i

“That man who wrote that letter to
Wharton, sir!” zaid Nugent. “We've
made him come here to own up that it
was a trick, sir!”

. “Bless my soul! If that is your
object——  But, goodness gracious!
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Spratt, if Bpratt 1s your name, have you
anything to say to me?”

“I've got this 'ere to say!” roared
Mr. Spratt, “T'll 'ave the law on you!
Kidnapping a bloke when hLe's smoking

caceful outside a pub! I'll 'ave the
aw on you, old covey!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bilence!” almost roared the Remove

master. * Bilence at once! This riot—
this—this  unprecedented  uproar—
Silence 1"

“Mr, Quelch,” said Johmny Bull

steadily, *“that man wrote a letter to
Wharton, making out that he knew him
—nnking out that Wharton knew the
rotter ! It was all lies, and we can prove

it! He doesn't know Wharton by
sight 1"
“What? What?"

~ “Tell him to pick out Wharton, sir,”
said Nugent. “If he knows him, as he
said in the letter, he can pick him ont
Tell him to do it.”

“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

But the thunder had left the Remove
master's brow. Undoubtedly My, Quelch
was anxious to have the truth of that
matter established, even by such extra-
ordinary methods as the Removites had
employed.

“Bpratt—Mr. Spratt—if you are the
man who wrote a letter to Wharton—I
presume you are—you must be

SPECIALFOR NEXT SATURDAY:

SPLAYING
THE
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acquainted with the boy, unless your
letter was a dastardly trick. I com-
mand you, immediately, to point out the
Ibaoy named Wharton among all these
0},5:1

“'Course I can!” hooted Mr, Spratt.
“There he is, 'ang him!”

And Mr. 8pratt’s stubby, unclean fore-
finger pointed at Bob Cherry of the
Remove.

THE BIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Truth Triumphs !
HARRY WHARTON & CO. had

released Mr, S8pratt. They

stood round him, in front of the

House steps, on the lowest of
which Mr. Quelch was standing. Round
them was a swarm of fellows—a mob of
excited juniors, with a pood many of the
Fifth and tho Sixth. The outhréak of
uproar in the quadrangle had drawn
attention from far and near. Most of
the masters were on the scene, or look-
ing out of their study windows, The
fellows exl:ccted, cevery moment, to sce
the Head himself arrive on the spot.
. It was quite a sensation; and the
Famous Five of the Remove, &and
Mr. Spratt, were the centre of the
picture. Tull in view of the bleary
eyes of Mr. Bpratt stood the five juniors,
from whom he had to pick ont the
fellow he claimed to know—the fellow
to whom he had written in familiar
strain—the fellow named Wharton! And
there. was a pgasp from some of the
crowded Greyfriars fellows, aud a laugh
from some others, as the stubby fore-
finger pointed at Bob Cherry.

Mr, Spratt, .of eourse, had no doubts.
He knew none of the juniors by sight—
indeed, could not have said positively
that they were Greyfriars fellows at all,

‘till they marehed him inte the school.

Bob had been addressed by the name of
Wharton by the other fellows in the
rascal’s hearing. Naturally it had nover
oceurred to him that the juniors were
“stufing ” him to show up his roguery.
Had he known Wharton, as his letter
claimed he could not have been
“stuffed.” He demonstrated now, with
the utmost clearness, that he did not
know him,

. Mr. Queleh gazed at the rogue almost
in stupefaction, Both he and the Head
had pondered deeply on the matter,
unable to credit the junior's denial of all
knowledge of the man who had written
to him in such a strain, yet unable to
docide that Wharton was jguilty of
bypocrisy and deception. To what
decision the two masters woyld ulti-

tately have come can hardly be said,
but f?r the utter exposure of M.
Spratt’s falsehood. Hurree Jamset

Ram Bingh's “wheezy idea ” had turned
ap trumps,

There was a rustle behind Mr. Quelch,
and & murmur ran through the excited
swarm of Greyfriars men.

“The Head!”

“What does this extraordinary scene
mean, Mr. Queleh?” asked Dr. Locke
quietly.

“These juniors, sir, have brought this
man here—the man Spratt; a most cx-
traordinary proceeding on their part;
but it would appear, sir, that the man
is & roguc—a rogué¢ of the most amaz-
ing effrontery——"

. ““Oh, dror it mild, guv'nor!” inter-
jected Mr. Spratt. “I never wanted to
come 'ere, did 17 I was 'ustled ’ere by
these young rips! I could ’ave the law
of you lor this 'ere, and so I tcll you!”

“This man, sir,” resumed Mr. Quelch,
unheeding the rascal, “wrote the letter
I handed to you, sir, addressed to
Wharton, and opened by me. You will
recall, sir, that he claimed to know
Wharton well, to have met him in an
accustomed place, to have had dealings
with him, ~Now it transpires that he
does not even know Wharton by sight.”

“Is it possible ?* exclaimed the Head.

“It is absolutely certain.”

“Come off, guv'nor!” said Mr, Spratt.
“Ain't I a-pointing out the covey at this
blessed  minute

“Fellow, the boy you indicate is not
Wharton !

Mr. Spratt started.

“0Oh, my eye!” he stuttered. “Them
other blokes ealled him Wharton, and
chance it.”

“Just pulling your leg, old bean,”
grinnod Bob Cherry., “If you knew
Wharton, you wouldn’t fancy I was
Wharton.”

“ Bless my soul!” ejaculated the Head.
“Spratt—if you are Spratt—point out
Wharton at once, if you know him.”

“Oh crimes!” said Mr. Spratt.

He had not the faintest idea which of
the juniors was Wharton, He blinked
uncasily round him, and east a longing
glance towards the distant gates.

“Wretch[” said the Head in a deep
voice. “You do not even know by sight
the junior boy with whom you claimed
to be closely acquainted.”

“My eye!” said Mr. Bpratt. “This
'ere i8 a fair do, this is! Look ’ere, you
tell these young coveys to let a man go!
I been made to come ’ere, and you ain't
a blooming magistrate tp ask a man
questions, that I know of. I ain’t going
to be jawed by a blinking schoolmaster!
T r'a.ve the Taw of you, and so I tell
Fou .,)

The Head's look of majestic scorn
almost withered Mr. Bpratt.

“Rascal!” said the Head. “Your
infamous letter, addressed to an honour-
able lad, with whom you are totall
unacquainted, amounts to & slander.
shall take legal advice on the subject,
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Mr. Queleh.

and ascertain whether you ecan be prose-
cuted for having written that letter.
You shall receive the most rigorous
punishment that the law provides!”

Mr. Spratt turned quite sickly to the
view. Mr. Spratt and the law were on
the very worst of termsa. Whether that
letter was actionable Mr. Spratt hardly
knew, but he did net want to put tho
matter to the test. Very much did he
not want to do so.

“Guy'nor,” he whined, “it was only a
joke—only a little joke, s'elp me! I
never meant any ‘arm. Look 'ers, you
let a bloke go! T got an appointment
at Wapshot this arterncon.”

“Take the man away,” said the Head.

He turned back into the House,
accompanied by Mr. Quelch,

The Greyfriara fellows closed in on
Mpr. Spratt rather like the waves of the
sea on a wreck.

The Head had said “T'ake him away.”
The Head had not specified who was to
take him away, or ih what manner he
was to he taken. But the Greyfriars
fellows decided for themselves. — That
letter of Mr. Spratt’s was the talk of tho
school now—all tho fellows had heard of
it, and they now knew, beyond doubt,
that it hiad been written by this rascal,
for some unknown reason, to blacken a
Greyfriars junior’s character. And they
testified unto Mr, 8pratt what they
thought of such a thing.

A chouting erowd of fellows surged
towards the gates. Bomewhere in the
midst of them was Mr. Spratt.

A pasping voice was faintly heard in
wild protest. Mr. Spratt’s protests were
not hecded.

% ¥ command you to point him out.””

i

‘¢ Sprati—Mr. Spratt-—if you are the man who wrote a letter to Wharton, you 'must be acquainied with the boy,” said
‘“ *Course I can !’* hooted Mr. Sprait.
Mr. Spratt’s stubby, uneclean forefinger pointed at Bob Cherry of the Remove !

Bumped and thumped and hustled and
bustledl.) rolled and dragged and shoved
and jerked, Mr. Bpratt made his way
towards the school gates—breathless,
dizzy, hardly knowing whether he was
on his head or his heels.

“Chuck him out "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bump!

Mr, Spratt landed outside the gates,

Ho sprawled there, gasping and
gurgling, a sorry sight., If Mr. Spratt
had been under a lawn-mower he would
Frohn.bly have looked a good deal like
1e looked now. He sat up, blinking and
gasping,

“Ow, ow, wowl? spluttered Mr.
Bpratt. “Ow! Yow!l Grooogh!”

*Kick him back to Friardale!"” yelled
Bob Cherry.

“Huyrrah!”

“Ow! Wow! 'Elp!” spluttered Mr.

Spratt; and he staggered to his feet and
rai. Terror lent him wings, as a
novelist would say, and Mr, Spratt,
wrecked as he was, fairly flew up the
road and disappeared.

“That's that!” remarked Harry
Wharton, as the chums of the Remove
walked back checrily to the House.

“The thatfulness is terrific,” grinned
Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh.

Mr, Queleh met the juniors as they
came in. Ho called to the captain of
the Remove.

“Wharton |*

“Yes, sir,” said Harrvy.

“¥ou and your friends adopled—hem
—somewhat unusual methods in  this
matter,” said Mr. Queleh, with a cough.
“XI am, nevertheless, glad that you did

“*There he is, *ang him ! **
(See Chapter 15.)

s0, 23 the matter turns out. You are
absolutely cleared in regard to that
wicked letter written by the man Spratt.
His motive is quite incxplicable to me;
but it is c¢lear that the letter was a
tissue of falsehoods. You arc absolutely
eleared in connection with this matter,
Wharton !” added Mr. Quelch, raising
his wpice a little so that mauy cars
should hear.

“Thank you, sir,” said Harry.

Bob Cherry thumped the Nabob of
Bhanipur on the back as the juniors
went up to the Remove passage.

“Good old Inky!” he chirruped.
“Inky did the trick—we've put paid to

the jolly old enemy this time.”
Bob halted at the door of Study
No. 1. Ile had spotted Da Costa’s facn

at the window of that apartinent, 1le
threw open the door and bawled :

“Hallo, hallo, halle! You there, Da
Costa 77

I‘Yess-!i

“You'll be jolly glad to hear that
Wharton's got eut of that Spratt affair
with flying colours, dear man!” chortled
Bob.  “1 thought I'd drop in and
mention it, because it would make you
happy! Ain’t you glad?"”

Without waiting for an answer Dob
slammed the door and walked on up the
passage after his chums, to tea in
Study No. 13.

. . L - -

Hazcldene met Harry Wharlon and
Nugent as they caome away from Bob
Cherry’s study after tea.

(Continzed on page 28.)
Tae MacHET Lirany.—No. 1,063,
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OPENING CHAPTERS OF A BRILLIANT DETECTIVE AND ADVENTURE STORY!

LOST WITH AL, HANDS ! Ships have been ** disappearing " with alarming frequency in the Pacific—no wrechage,
ne survivors! . And it's Fervers Locke’s job now fo discover whai’s happened {o these vessels and their creiws.
Join forces with him, boys '

Introducing Ferrers Locke, detective,
and Jack Drake, his boy assistant.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Summons !
DO not think that our

{3 visitor can
H be coming to-night, Jack!” said
Ferrcrs Locke, the famous Baker
Street detective, glancing at the
clock on the mantelpiece. “If is ten-
thirty; now! We'll give him till eleven
and if Le hasn’t put in an appearance
by then, you turn in!”

“Right-ho, guv'nmor!”
Drake, his boy assistant.
what the chap wants?”

Forrers Locke shook his head.

“I was on the point of leaving my
office in Baker Street this evening,” he
replied, “when I received an urgent
telephone call from Lloyds! They
asked me if T would allow their repre-
sentative, a Mr. Joshua Pennyfold, to
eall on mo here, at my flat, at nine
o'clock to-night!”

“Why couldn't he call at the office
gome time during the day?” demanded
Jack.

“Ixactly what I wished to know!”
replied the famous detective, with a
smile. “But I was given to under-
stand that the matter upon which he
wishes to consult me is one of primary
importance and that there is a very
substantial reason why he should not
call upon me at my office. This reason
was to be explained to me by Mr.
Pennyfold "

“Qtrange that he hasn't turned up!”
commented Jack. “I hope it's nothing
gerious, guv'nor! I think I'd get on
my hind legs and howl if anything

i

cccurred to dish our cruising hohday !

“Don't worry, lad!” replied Ferrors
Locke. “It will have to be something
extraordinarily serious to interfere
with our eruise in the morning!”

“That'll be ripbing, guy'norl”
chuckled Jack. *I'll—"

He broke off as the telephone bell
trilled sharply. Ferrers Locke crossed
to the instrument and, unhooking the
receiver, placed it to his ear.
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replied Jack
“Any idea

»Hallo!” he called.
A strained, jerky voice came over the
WIire.
“Locke—is that Locke—"
“Yes! Ferrers Locke speaking!”
“Locke—Pennyfold speaking—they've
got me——"
The voice blurred and became indis-

tinet. Then it camo again, Inore
strongly.

“—Achna guickly—ffty-one—Middle
— _B __.))

The voice died away in a choking
gasp and there came across the wire a
faint thud as though someons had
fallen heavily.

“Hallo! Hallo! Are you there?”

Terrers Locke's voice was grim, but
no answer came from the other end o
the wire,

Clapping one hand over the mouth-
piece, the Baker Street detective
turned to Jack.

“(Get your hat and coat on, my boy!
he said sharply. “I'll get the exchange!
I must find where that call came from|”

Jack dashed from the room., When'
he returned, ready to sally out into the
night, Ferrers Locke was in commu-
nication with the telephone exchange.

“Fifty-one Middle Park Street!” he
was saying. “Thanksl”

“Qet down to the garage, Jack!” he
said quickly, hanging up the receiver.
“Start the car up! We haven't a
minute to lose! I'll join you there!”

A few minutes later Ferrers Locke
and Jack Drake were roaring across
London in the former’s high-powered
car.

Rain was falling heavily, and the
wet, glistening roads were slippery and
treacherous.

“Fifty-one Middle Park Bireet—is
that the place?” asked Jack.

“Yes! It lies mnear Hyde Park
Corner P! replied the detective.

* Within fifteen minutes the car swung
into & wide street. flanked by large
houses standing a little distance back.

Number fifty-one, in front of which
the.car came to a grinding halt, looked

-
-

desolate and deserted. The windows
were shuttered end the house had al
the appearances of being unoccupied.

A policeman, his cape glistening in
the hight of an adjacent street lamp,
came to & surprised halt as Ferretrs
Locke leapt out of the car and fumbled
with the gate leading into the small
garden which fronted the house.

“ Excuse me, sir,” he said, “but that
house is empty and has been this long
while 1”

Ferrers Locke clicked open the gate;
then paused an instant to hand the
policeman his card.

“I'm going in, constable!” he said
grimly. ““You had better come with
me "

“Certainly, Mr. Locke!” replied the

oliceman, a note of respect in his tone;
or Ferrers Locke had often worked

with ‘Scotland ¥Yard. “But what's the
trouble?”

“Murder, I think!” replied the
detective, and led the way quickly

towards the house.

The front door was locked, obviously
bolted from the inside, But an entry
was quickly foreed by way of the base-
ment window, and the trio found them-
selves in a large, spacious kitchen,

Nothing stirred in the house. The
silence was unbroken save for the whirr
of a passing taxi on the rdad outside.

Flashing the beam of his electric
torch round the kitchen, Ferrers Locke
took in its details at a glance, then led
the way upstairs to the ground floor.

A rapid search of the rooms revealed
nothing. The rooms were furnished,
the furniture being covered with dingy
dust-sheets.

“You'ra sure, sir—" began the
policeman, then relapsed into sllence as
Ferrers Locke said sharply.

“Quite sure! There is no mistake!”

With that the Baker Street detective
mounted to the first floor, Jack and the
policeman at his heels, Throwing open
a door at the end of a carpeted land-
ing, Ferrers Locke swept the room with
the beam of his torch.
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The next moment the policeman
uttered o sharp exclomation, for lying
face upwaids on {he floor near a small
writing hurean was the figure of a man.

Thers came a click as Ferrers Locke
pressed the clectric light switch ncar
the door and the room was flooded with
light. For, unlike the rooms on the
ground floor, the electric light fittings
in this room carried bulbs. !

Crossing  the floor the detective
dropped on his knees by the side of the
prone figure and raised the. head.

“Dead!” he said quietly. “Struck
down from hbehind "

Regaining his feet, he turned to the
policeman.

“Ring up Scotland Yard, at once!”
he said. “dJack, you remain here!”

With that he left the room abruptly.
The policeman picked up the receiver of
a telephone which stood an the small
bureau, and in a voice which shook
slightly, asked to be put through to
Scotland Yard,

As he took stock of the room, the
sheet-covered furniture of which sug-
gested that it had been used as a smoke-
room or morning-rocom, Jack sub-con-
sciously heard the policeman saying
into the telephone:

“Yes, sir—murder—fifty-one Middle
Park Strect—Mr. Locke is here—very
good, sir——"

Ferrers Locke re-entered the room as
the policeman was hanging up the
recaiver.

“Inspector Pyecroft, of the C.1.D., is
coming right along, sir!” said the
latter, His eyes wandered to the still
form on the floor. “ Any idea, sir, as
to the identity—"

He left the sentence unfinished.
Ferrers Locke nodded.
“A Mr, Joshua Pennyfold!” he

replied and, stooping down, withdrew a
thin silver card-case from the waistcoat-
pocket of the dead man.

Opening it he brought to view a few
gilt-edged visiting-cards inscribed with

the name of Mr. Joshua Pennyfold.
“This house is

course?” he
“Yes, sir!’
“You saw. no car nor any vehicle

draw up at the house this evening?”

3 on your beat, of
,inqulred of the policeman.

“Nothing av all, My, Loeke, and I've
been in the vieinity olf and on for three
Lours! There's valuable property m
this street and a ot of people who live
in the street are away on lllo]idﬂy so 1
keeps my eyes open!”

“ Who owns this house?”

“Bir Eustace Fitzelarence, sir! A
young gentleman! He hasn't lived in it
for a long time. Trying to let it, 1
beligve 1

Terrors Locke nodded.

“¥ou had betler go downstairs then,
constable, and open that front door.
Inspector Pyecerolt should be here any
moment | 3

Tlie constable withdrew, and his
heavy tread was heard going down the
carpeted stairs,

“YWhat do you make of it, guv'nor?”
asked Jack, in a low voice.

“Briefly this, Jack! Mr, Pennyfold
was to visit me at my flat. He failed
to keep the appointment and rang me
up in 2 distressed state, giving me to
understand that he was being foreibly
detained. It is obvions that he was
struck down from behind whilst tele-
phoning to me. By some means or
other he had got hold of the tclephone
before his ceptors were aware of his
intentions! They killed him, but kil]inF,
him was not part of their programme !”

“How's that, guv’nor?”

“Because they made no effort to hide
his body. Realising that he was dead,
and realising that his telephone-call
would, in all probability, bring someone
hot-foot to the house, they cleared out
without loss of time. A body is & cum-
bersome thing to dispose of, Jack,
when every second is precious. No, they
were not preparved for Pennyfold being
killed, and when he was killed they
cleared out in haste

“ And in panic?” suggested Jack.

“I would not say that. They brought
Pennyfold into the house by the back
entrance—there is fresh mud in the
passage—and they probably left that

way. Da?hght. will show us if there
are any footprints leading from the
house! But their going suggests not

s0 much panic as 2 callous disregard of
consequences 1"
“Then in that ease they must be

prefty certain of their abilify to cover
their tracks!”

* Undoubtedly !

=1 suppose that tliere must be some
direet conncetion belween Mr. Penny-
fuI:!;s death and his proposed visit lo
us!

“¥es! I will aseertain from Lloyd's,
ab the earliest possible moment; upon
what business Mre. Pennylold wished to
interview e, SBomeone.  obviously
wishing 1o prevent  that  interview,
brought Pennylold here. Who that
someone was, I do not know, but he
must have been aware that you and I
were leaving London carly to-morrow
morning, My theory iy that his inten-
tion was to hold Pennyfold till an inter-
viow with mie was made impossible by
my departure from London. If the
murder of Pennylold had been contem-
plated then ‘it would never have been
execcuted in such a  hasty, clumsy
manner |

“You think then that he was merely
being kept a prisoner till we had loft
London to-morrow?”

"I certainly do, at the momeni! But
here comes Inspector Pyecroft!”

The muffled tread of fect were heard
coming up the stairs, and the murmur
of volees. The room doer was ihrown
open and Inspecior Pyceroft, of the
C.ID., accompanied by a uniformred
sergeant of police, entered the room,

Ferrers Locke and Inspector Pyecroft
knew each other well, and after a firm,
brief handshake, the inspector turned
and grimly surveyed the still ligure on
the carpet.

“Well, Mr ZLocke,” he
looks & bad business for
What are the facts?”

said, “this
soniebody !

The Interview with Sir Richard !

IR RICHARD TEMPIPLEMAN.
who occupied a distingnished
position in the service of Lloyd’s,
sat plunged in the depths of a

comfortable armchair in front of his

library fire.

Sir Richard seemed strangely ill at
case. An unlighted cigar was botween
his tecth and his long, tapering fngers

The policeman uttered a sharp exclamation, for

lying face upwards on*the floor near a small
writing ~ bureau was the figure of a man!

{See this page.)
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beat an impatient tattoo on ithe arm of
his chatr. More than once he rose to

his feet and took a hasty turn up and
down the floor.
A discrect knock at the door brought

him up sharply during one of theose
perambulations.
“(ome in” he called curtly.

The door openpd to admit Higgins
his butler. .

“Mr, Ferrers Locke to sce you, sir!”
murmured the latter, proffering a small
silver salver upon which lay one of the
deteclive's cards.

“Mr. Ferrers Locke—alone?” de-
manded Sir Richard. .

“Yes, sir! Mr, Terrers Locke is
alone ¥

“Then show him in Lere, at once!”
was the sharp reply.

The butler withdrew, and, reappearing
within a few moments, ushered the
Baker Street detective into the library.

Waiting until the butler had with-
drawn and they were alone, Sir Richard
turned to Ferrers Locke.

“*Pray, be seated, Mr. Locke!” he
said. “You have, of course, seen Mr.
Pennyfold? I confess thal I expected
his returning here!”

“Mr. Pennyfeld is dead, Bir
Richard!” replied Ferrers Locke curtly.
“He has been murdered !”

“Murdered?” repeated Sir Richard
slowly, as though he could noi credit
what he had heard. “Pennyfold mur-
dered?”

He stood staring at Ferrcrs Locke as
though stunned.

“Yes, murdered! Certain papers
which we found upon him indicated
that he was in your department, so I
have come on here to see if you can
throw any light on the affair!”

8ir Richard slumped heavily into an

armchair.

“This is terrible, Mr. Locke!” he
aaid hoarsely. “Terrible! Tell me
exactly what has happened!”

Briefly Ferrers Locke sketehed the
ovents of the night beginning with the
failure of Mr. %’ennyfold to keep his
appointment and concluding with the
decigion arrived at between the Baker
Street detective and Inspector Pyecroft
to lay the facts of the case before 8ir
Richard without & moment’s delay.

“And now, Sir Richard,” wound up
Ferrers Locke, “if you can tell me the
nature of Mr. Pennyfold’s mission to
me, it will undoubtedly throw some light
on this extraordinary affair!”

Mr. Pennyfold was one of our most
trusted vepresentatives!” replied Sir
Richard. “Following a meeting late
this afternoon, between my colleagues
and myself, Mr. Pennyfold was in-
structed to consult you on a matter of
the most primary importarice |*’

“And that matter, SBir Richard?"

“"Was this. 'You are doubtlessly
aware, Mr. Locke, that during the past
six months thers has been a most oxtra-
ordinary and unaccountable loss of ship-
ping in the South Pacific!”

“1 have but recently returned from
aboard, Sir Richard,” replied Ferrers
Locke, “and have therefore heard no
details!”

“Ah, yes|” nodded Sir Richard, then,
leaning forward in his chair as though
to lend emphasis to his words, he went
on: “Within the last six months ten
vessels have been lost with all hands in
the South Pacific, Six of those ships
wero Brstlsh, homeward bound from
Australia via the Panama Canal! And
those six were registered at over twelve
thousand tons burden. We, as the under-
writers, have lost enormous sums of

money owing to these mysterious and
terrible disasters!™ .

He paused, and Ferrers Locke waited
in silence for him to coutinue,

Now the extraordinary point about
these disappearances is,” he went on,
“that the meteorological reports indi-
cato that, in almost every case, tho
weather was good in the roughly defined
arcas where the ships vanished. The
ships were, without excoption, well-
found and thoroughly seaworthy, Yet "
—8ir Richard spread out his hand in a
hopeless gesture—'* they are missing with
all handst”

“And what is your theory?” asked
Ferrers Locke quietly.

“I and my colleagues are convinced
that it is not. the hand of God, but the
hand of man which is accountable for
these disappearances!” was the terse
reply. )

“¥You mean—piracy "

“Yes, piracy!” Bir Richard tlmmﬂed
on the arm of his chair with clenched
hand. *“How else can you exp}am it,
Mr. Locke? I tell you the ships were
first-rate sea-boats, and, as far as we can
trace, encountered no rough weather !
If they were rendered unseaworthy by
striking some submerged derelict, or by
striking some new voleanic reef, why did
the crews not take to the boats? But no
boat has been either picked up or even
sighted! Ten ships, Mr. ke, have
vanished completoly, and we wish the
matter investigated. It was for that
reason wo sent Mr, Pennyfold to you.”

“7 see! You had, of course, some
reason for not wishing to consult me at
niy office?”

‘Yes! We decided to keep the fact
that we were enlisting your aid, a close
secref 1"

‘o '\.vhy “"

“Because we did not overlook the fach
that, if we and the owners of the vessels
are the victims of some extraordinarily
clever piratical gang, that gang may
have spies who are watching to see
what move we take in the matter. For
it is a matter which cannot be allowed
to rest!” :

*I understand! Such foresight was
extremely creditable!” replied Ferrers
Locke,

“I was in a fever of impatience whilst
waiting to hear fromn Pennyfold the re-
sult of his interview with you,” con-
tinued Sir Richard. ‘You have seen
what has happened to him, poor fellow !
You will handle this case for us, will
you not, Mr, Locke?"

Ferrers Liocke was silent for a few
moments. Then he said slowly:

“Had the case not involved the
murder of Mr, Pennyfold, I think that
I should have had to regretfully decline,
Sir Richard. I have a lot of work on
hand, and to-morrow I intended to take
8 short holiday. But there are features
in this case which interest me. I will
give you my decision first thing in the
morning.”

He rose to his feet and leld out his

and,

“(Good-night, Sir Richard!” le said.
“1 will give the makter my most earnest
consideration. You can rest assured,
howevor, that Scofland Yard will leave
no stone unturned to trace the murderers
and bring them to justice!”

“There is just one guestion which I
wonld like to ask, Mr, Locke!" replied
Sir Richard. *“Do you personally think
that there is any connection between the
missing ships and the death of Penny-
fold?”

YTt 1s guite possible !I" replied Ferrers
Locke, non-committallv, “But at this

juncture, Bir Richard, T prefer to say
nothing.”

The Line of Inquiry !

E@\:’ING the house, Fervers Locke
E joined Jack Drake, who wa-
waiting in the car outside,
“Where to now, guv'nor:"
asked the boy assistant, as the detectis -
took the wheel and pressed the sell-
starter.

“I'm going to see Rir Eustace Filz-
clarence I"" replied Ferrers Locke, “ He
has a house in Mayfair. He may nol be
at home, but I'll find him, even if I've
got to search London for him to-night ! ™

“You didn't ring up the Louse tn
ascertain whether or not he is in!™
mﬂulred Jack. A

No! I want him to have absolutely
no inkling of what has h?pened till I
see him " replied Ferrers Locke grimly.

“But you don’t think that he's mixed
up in the murder of Pennyfold, guv’'nor,
do you?” demanded Jack, in surprise. .

““No! 8ir Kustace is a perfectly harm-
less type of silly young ass with more
money than is good for him 1" replied
Ferrers Locke. “He's got some shady
friends whom he accepts as rezl good
fellows. Unfortunately he cannot see
that it’s his money and not himself
which attracts them! On the other
hand he has some very decent friends,
end it's possible that we'll find him in
the company of a smattering of both,"

“Isn’t he the fellow that financed an
Atlantic flight a few months ago?” in-
quired Jack thoughtfully.

“Yes!| He's always finaneing some-
thing. The machine, s seaplane, was
never heard-of again after leaving the

est coast of Ireland! But, listen care-

ully, for I want you to know what Sir
Richard Templeman said!™

Ferrers Locke plunged at onee into ar
account of his interview with Sir
Richard, and concluded just as he drew
the ear in towards the kerb in front of
a large house in Mayfair.

ere we arel” he said. “You waii
with the car, Jack, and keep your eyes
open 1

A few minutes later the Baker Streck
detective was confronting Sir Eustace's
butler, a surly, sallow-faced individual
who answered the door in response to
his ring.

“Is gir Eustace at home?* he de-
meanded.

“Sir Eustace is at home, but he is
engaged, sir!"” replied the butler civilly
enough. .

“Tell him I wish to see him
urgently 1" replied Ferrers Locke, cartl,
handing the butler his card.

The latter took it, glanced ai it, then
shot a quick look at the Baker Street
detective. . .

“T am afraid it will be impossible fo:
Sir Eustace to see you, sir!" he said
“He is engaged! Perhaps I could take
a message!”

“Vou'll take that card, my man!™ ra-
torted Ferrers Locke coldly, “ And you
will take it at oncel”

The butler hesitated a moment, thew,
as Ferrers Locke stepped past him into
the hall, hs closed the door, and without
a word, retreated with the cavd.

The detective had nob long to wali
before the butler returned. . .

“Please come this way!" said tae
latter tonelessly, and the detective fol.
lowed him into a small, cosy study ou
the ground foor. .

Scarcely had the butler withdrasy
than & young, fair-haired fellow enterc.d
the room. He was clad in immaculat:
evening-dress. If there was a certatn

Frinted and published aver; Saturda,
Adrertisemeant offices: The Fleetway
ratea: Inland and Abroa 1la. per Annum

» 3 D3, .
‘Australin and New Zealand: Messvs. Gordot & Goteh, Lt

by tha Proprictors, The Amalgamated Pras
oude, Farringdon Bireet, London, E.C.4. He
ole agents for Bonth Africa: The ¥, Ltd.
d.3 aud for Canada: The Imperial News Co., Ltd, (Onnada).— Batorday, June 30Uh,

for six months

s, Ltd., The Fleetway House, ¥Farri
glatored for tr?nsmisuian by Camadian

don Btregt, London, 5.0.4
agazine Post. Subscription
Bolo agenle {oe

11}
] v Ay =
Central News Agenc ot



EVERY
LtATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE £
TWOPENGE, &1

air of foppishness about him it was
behied by a frank and open smile,

“Good-evenin', Mr, Locke!” ho said,
coming foiwara with outstretched hand.
* Er—what —¢pr —*

“You have a house in Middle Park
Street, Sir Eustace,” said Ferrers Locke
aboptly, “ nunchier tifty-one 9

“Yes, that's vight 17

“A man has been found murdered
theve tonight,”

Bir Eustace recoiled g step. His jaw

dropped mnd ho literally goggled at
Pervers Locke, horror in his cyes.
" Whowhat?" he gasped. “A—a

chappie fonnd dead in my house!”
“Yes: a Mr. Joshua Pennyfold,”
replied Ferrers Locke, his eyes on Sir

Eustace,

“This—this is awfull” babbled Bir
Eustace, “Awful! Pennyfold, you say?
Never heard of the chappie. Who
slaughtered him? Why did they do it?
And, oh, why "—his voice rose to almost
a wail—"“why did they choose my
house?' Dash it! Why my house?”

“That is cxaectly what I wish to
ascertain,” replied the detective. * You
ars endeavouring to let the house, 1
believe ™

“Yes, that is right!?

“Are you endeavouring to let it
privately, or have you placed it in the
bands of agents?®

“TI'm letting it myself. At Jleast,
Scrivener, my secretary, is doing the
necessary, you know. Lots of wealthy
chappies are after it, so it was a waste
.of money giving the letting of it to
egents—what 1"

“You mean that some of your own
¢irele of friends are interested in the
house

“Yes, that's right!”

“You have, of course, allowed them
the koys, in order that they might look
over the house?”

“¥es, I suppose so. Serivener will
know. I say!” Sir Eustace’s voice
became horror-stricken.  “You—you're
not suggesting that—that any friends of
mine arc—are mixed up in this ghastly
business 1"

“We will talk of that later,” replied
Ferreras Locko. *“You had hetter hear
all the facts.”

Tor the sccond time that night the
Baker Strect detective gave an account
of the murder, although he missed out
certain details which he had told Sir
Richard Templeman,

“And now,” he concluded, “'T wil) ‘o
you: scerctary, Serivener,”

“0Oh, yes, certainly—by all means!”
babbled 8ir Eustace. And he stretched
a trembling hand towards the Lell.

But before his fingers had pressed on
it there came a quiet knock.at the door,
and a white-haired, kindly-looking man
entered the room,

He stopped short at sight of Ierrers
Locke, and, w.th a murmured apology,
was about to retrace his footsteps, when
Sir Eustace said eagerly:

“Don’t go, professor! T'm in the very
dickens of & mess! Come in and =it
down |

“I was not aware Lhat you

werd

Allowing his voice
to trail deliberate-
ly away, Ferrers
Locke streiched
out a foot and
hooked it round a
chair, Then he
pulled gently  til}
the chair crashed
to the floor. In —
grim silence he
waijted, his ear to
the receiver.

(See page 28.)

engaged, Eustace, otherwise, I would
not bave intruded,” said the elderly man
courteously.

“That's all right! You're not in-
truding. This is Mr, Ferrers Locke!
Mr, Locke—Professor Chalmers!”

Professor Chalmers shook hande with
the Baker Btreet detective and seated
himself in an armehair, His kindly eyes
looked troubled as they wandered from
Sir Eustace to Ferrers Locke, and then
hack again.

Ferrers Locke had never previously
met Professor Chalmers, but he knew
him, by repute, to be a wealthy
philanthropist He was popular with
all classes of society, and spent a great

ortion of his immense wealth on

ospitals and other such excellent insti-

tutions. Ho was quiet and reserved,
shunning, whenever possible, the lime-
light of publicity,

Wildly, almost incoberently, Sir
Eustace told him what had happened
at the house in Middle Park Street.

“The house you once thought of
taking, professor I he concluded. “ Dash
it! Ten’t it just too ghastly for words?”

“Tt scems almost ineredible that such
o thing could happen,™ said the pro.

‘as possib

fessor quietly. “What, I wonder, could
be the motive for such a murder$”

“That must be a matter for investiga-
tion,” replied Ferrers Locke ecrisply.
“Bir Eustace, if you will grant me a
short interview with your sccretary
I shall be much obliged.” He paused
u moment, then added deliberately: “I
must be getting back to my fat as seen
e.ll

Sir Eustace pressed tho bell, and when
the butler appeared in response to tho
ring, directed that Secrivener should
attend in the study.

Twenty minutes later
Ferrers lLocke was in
Tnssassiun of a complete

16t of the names of all
thosa who had obtained
from Scrivener details of
the house in Middle Park

freet.

As be was leaving, Sir
Eustace accompanied
him into the hnlf.

“Good-night, Sir
FEustace !” said Ferrers
Locke. *“There is no
need for worry on your

art. By the way, how
ong have you had your
present butler 1
Sir Eustace started.

*“You don’t think—" he began.
*Nc, no!” replied Ferrers Locke. 1
merely thought I recognised the man.”

“Oh, yes; perhaps you did recognise
him.  Professor Chalmers, who is
interested in the hostels for poor down-
and-outers, induced me to give him a
chance. He ‘was a butler before, but
started to drink, and boned a chappie's
silver. He's gone straight enough since
Pve hat nim.”

“It was good of you to give him &
chance,” replied Ferrers Loeke. “ Good-
night, Sir Bustace !”

The Trap!

14 OME now, Jack,” said Ferrers

H Locke, slipping into the driv-
: ing-séat; “bat we will park

the car at a garage near my
flat and walk the remainder of the way.
I do not want to arrive at the flat too
soon [*

“Too soon, guv'nori”
Jack, in surprisa,

“¥Yes. I havo a certain theory in my
mind, Jack, and ' am curioud to ascer-
tain wheother or nrt it will prove eor-
reet.  Consequently, wo  will walk
casnally home from the garage.”

guestioned
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1 dou't follov, guvnort”

IFervers Lotke smiled enigmuticalls,
sl pressed the self-starter. Heo dhid
not explain further, but during the
jonrney sat plinged o thought, bi-
hond: “gripping  the steering-wheel aud
lii- oves gizipg sombrely ahead.

Lenving the car at o small gavnge he
and Jack sot off on foot thréugh the
wiiely almost deseited streets, towards
the flut, The walk proved uneventiul;
fiat, pausing near the outer door of the
Mat, Ferrers Locke thivust an notomatic
into Jack's Linned

el et ]y, Jack ! ho said, inoa

low wyoice. “Keop yous gun in your
hangd 1"
Noiselessly Le approachied the door,

There enme the faindest of faint olicks
ns tho key turned in the lock. ‘Lhen,
inging the dovor open, Ferries Locke

~y
soppeid  guickly  into the room, and
Ewitehed on thi clectrie light

“Im hove, Joek!™ ke

ﬁ" (] §EAl
wnemnred,  glincing vonnd  the voo,
SLaet's have a look rotnd 17

A {horongh search of the remnining
ronms rovenled the faot that “there was
no one lurking i the flat. Slipping hia

gun inte his overcont pocket, Fervers
Locke led the way haek to the sithing
yoot,

ST expentod visitors, Juek” Lis anid,
tnking up aoposition in front of the fire,
“and T allowed them plesty of time (o
gol hoere. HMallo 1

He broke off sharply, and, erossing to
the telephone, bent down and seinined
the  mowthpices Jlasely,  Then, taking
ot hi ont, T deéw o o phir _of

his over

ribiber  gloves  pmds onserewod  Cthe
mouthpioce from its holiler, ;
“Look at this, ‘Jack!” he said

quictly, holding tho monthpicce in®his
hand und dandieating n thick, oily "sub-
stince smeared inside the meuthpicce,
“AWhat o von make of that:”
YiPaisan 1" hizarded Jaek ':-L;\\'h‘_

“Yoa, poison ! replied Fervers Lockg

grimly. “This grows interesting,
Jacki"
Doftly th Saker  Strect  detective

seraped dhe oily substance off {he vul.
canite, and placed it on s clean sheet
of white paper. Then, thoroughly
cleaning the mouthpicee, and {nking the
precaution of washing it with o strong
disinfectant, he replaced it ou the
Lolder,

1 will apalyse this stoff later!” he
satd, “In the meantime. make somo
strong eoffee, Jack ! I will wait here
for the telephone-eall coming through.”

SWhat oeslly” demandod Juek.
S Look here, guvinor! 1 can’t make
hend or tail of this!"

ST will explnin all later, Jack!
The eall T am expecting is cne which
will come from the persons who doc-
toved the phione,  They will ving me up,
bedieving that, ns I answer the call
will b denwing in through the monthe
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picce the poizonous fumes from the
stoff which was plaeed there ! )
“Ilas all this wnything to do with

Permnyfold v dsked Jock,  “le it the

e erowd T
A
Juck nodded, and busied himsell in

rr'-['unrin[.‘: some hot eoffce. Searcely
wd he finished than the telephone-bell
fritled sharply,

Picking up the receiver, Terrers
Locke plueed it to his car and ealled
qrastly

“Tlalle 2

“Halle ! I wish to speak to Mr.
Foerrers Locke!” come @ voice aeross
the wire.

S Ferroys Tocke spenking !

“This iz 8ir Richard Templemaon
speuking, Mr, Locke!  Sinee sceing
vou, I hnve spoken over the phono with
m¢ colleagues,  The denth of Penng-
fold having opened up new issucs in
the chse, wo have deeided to place the
whole matter in tie hands of Scotland
Nard!"

b T

£ ¥ou will therefore not inferest your-
self in the case, Me. Lotke. "1 am
sorry, of course, bhut you unederstand ¥

Suire! I-T o

Ferrers Locke allowed lhis voice to
trail deliberatoly away,  Btretching out
o foof, Le hooknd it vonnd a chafr and
pulled gently till the chair crashed to
the fldor.

Then, in grim silence, he wiited.

“Halo, Dallo!” came the voice im
wiiontlv,  * Are vou there, Mr, Locke !
Lallo

Thon cnmy silonce ns, after a fow
mormments, the person ot the other end
of the wire rang off,

Feerers Locke wailed a fow minufes,
then called the exelinnge,

“Cun you plonsy tell me what numbor
hias just rang me up?” Le inguired,

After a elight dplay the aneswer came:

"‘:;1'1'91" ; "

“hank you very mueh!”

Ferrers Locke lung up the receiver,

and turned lo Jock,
“Ahe cull was supposed to come from
gir  Richard  Temploman,” ho  said,
T he voice was very like Sir
Richard's "

“But you ean soon fnd out where it
reully did come from!” replied Jack.
ST loek up Gerard 0009 in  tho
directory [

“There is no nead,” replied Fervers
Locke quietly,  “Gerard 0009 is Siv
Richard’s mumber !

{The first round in the battle betwein
Ferrers Locke and  the  mysterious
orgdnisation responsible for Peunyfoll's
tragic end has heen fought, and Ferrevs
Locke is the victor. There are hundreds
of -pevils and adventurea alead of kin,
baye, some of which you will vead about
in ncat ‘w-v'rﬂ': caciting tnatalment, Dui't
mise it

HARRY WHARTON'S ENEMY !

(Continued from page 23.)

“10ve got it he muttered, “Ilere.”

e <hoved un cnvelope into Wharton's
L.

“What—"

“I's whar 1T oowed you. I eaid 16
square —that's it!” And with that Huazel
turned and v W quickly swoy and
went into his own study,

Whatton, in astonishment, opened the
onvolope.  Five pound notes were insido
it. Frank looked at them and whistled,

“Faney Huzel settling!” he said, with
oogrin.

“It's beepuso—" Wharton [rowned
and broke off, ““Anvhow, he's seftled,
the worm! This in° Mauly's, Franky,
and he's going to have it"

“Yes, rather.”

Harry Wharion tapped at Study
No, 12, and went in.  Lord Maulevercr
was taking i rest on his study sofs after
toa, He lookod round rather apprehen.
sively—perhaps in drend of sceing Billy
Bunter.. But hocamiled cheerily at the
sighl of the captnin of the Remove,

“rickle in, old bean,” he snid affalily
Tuke n pow.”

Ty dropped in to settle, Mauly.*

“Eh1"

“1 owe you five pounds,”

“Do yout"

SYex, and hore it is,

Mauleverer blinked ot the caprain of
the Remove in astonishimoent.

“But you don't owe me anythin , old
bean," i ]ﬁ‘nir-.-hn]. “I'm  sure
should remember it if I'd lent you o
fiver,  Quite gare,”

“uke my word for it, old fellow,”
cuid Wharton, laughing.  *“1t's your lost
fiver, Mauly: D'l explain if you insist
on it but I'd rather not.”

SOh, gad ! said Mawleverer, *II yon
give me your word it's niine, of course

ST dolt?

“That does it, then; all serene, nn
need  to esplain,”  said  Mauleverer
placidly.

Al so that matier was soitled.

In the Rog ihat ~evening  Harry
Wharton looked curionsly at tho olive
face of Arthur da Costa, That inserul-
ablp fuce expressed nothing., What the
Eurasian thought of.his defeal, whother
he was thinking of it at all, could not
be read in his imipassive features. Oneo
more the suake-inthe-grass had struck,
and once more he had missed, and therp
were keen eyes on the wateh for himn if
Lie should venture to strike ngain.

TUE EXD.

(Now look ont for the next story i
this brilliant scrice, ehwmas, catitled
“Playing The Game ! which showas D
Costa inoa new Hght, Tf you miss thic
treat you'll feel like Kieking yau.rn‘!f
when your palstells you how good (f
wae.)
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14 WHO PUT THE WIND UP DR. BIRCHEMALL? READ THE AMUSING AND AMAZING STORY BELOW, CHUMS! 15
— —— —

I deemed 1t proodent platform, and hwried | “An' now,
to lock myself in my awny Lo get o much- | ofter” waitin'
study. I have a necded havh and| patiently all
horrer of ._."__m_mﬁm fizzi- __..___._"__..ﬁ.r._ i t liceon YEard,
cally assaulted. Of "My  turm now, T|1'm goin' to
corse, in my young thinl,” said the Head, | oivao Dr.
days I could have mounting the platform. | Birchemall a
wiped up the floor “"Now you shall hear| tasteof "isown
with Bill Bodger, big some real singing ! nieledisin |

and Hu.m.ﬁmuu —..—...r.n....ﬂm”_ﬁ “Fo mﬂ. aipr b M S _....__._.r..,uilr@..ﬂ._._
he 1s; but when a “{n tho bawl!" can't pub mo
man gets to ninety . Onea Dr, Birchemall | in thepillery,”
years of age, he started to sing, there | folterad Do,
duzzent fight with was no stopping him. | Birch emall,
his dooks. " Like Shakespere's brook | "It 18 now

*Is Bill z¢dger a —or was it  Brown- | defunked.”

dook, then 1" asked It isn't all joy being & ing's1—he went on for| *"But I'vo
Mr, Lickham, m headmaster of a ** Publick ever. e started his|f brought it
gerprize. "Ishe Skool." Just take a squint reppertwire with- that | back to lifo
really a pier of the at Dv. Rirchemall — the famusclassic: * Boyled | Bgain,””  said
realm ¢ " fellowo in the picture along- Beef and Carrote.” And, | Bill Bodger.

1,

ANG! Crash! Wallop |
u At the sound of that jentle

ratter-tat on the door of his
study, Dr. Birchemall uttered o

velp of terrer. His face turned so ghestly
a3 to be almost ghostly. Hia neeze
rattled fogethor like the bones of a
sitellington, The inspiration stood out
i grate beads on his horrid forrid.

‘" Anybody st home ?" inquired e
voice, from the corridor.

It was a deep base voice, and the Head
was so scared that he didn’t reckernise
it a8 the voice of Mr. Lickham, his in-
subordinate. :

“ Dr. Birchemall there " went on the
TOICe.

“No!"™ eried the Head, in s pannick.
“"Go away ! I'm not hers !

“What |

" I—I'm not Dr. Birchemall gpeaking,”
gaid the Head. changing his voice sud-
fenly to a ghrill squeek, * This is Dr.
Birchemall's dawter, Molly, Father has
gone out for the evening. If you would
like to leave a messidge, whoever you
are——""'

“I am Mr. Lickham!" said the as-
tonnished Form-master.,

“Oh!" The Head gave & grate gasp
of releef, and spoke in hia natcheral
voice again. ‘'It's wyou, Licky, is it}
I was afraid it was that other scoundrel,
Bill Boedger. Trot right in, Licky 1™

** How can I trot in, when you've locked
the door " demanded Mr. Lickham.
“1I don't happen to have my herglery
tools on me, &t the moment.”

“Half a mo!" said Dr. Birchemall,

Hge stepped to the door, unloeked it, and
peezed Mr., Lickham by the coat-tales,
and dragged him into the study. Then,
with & lhghtning movement, he slammed
the door magain, locked it, and sank into
his chair. His face was haggerd ; his
pyes had a hunted, haunted look.

“Licky!" lLe ecried dramatickally.
* T go in fear of my life 1 7

“Ridiculus ! ™  said Mr. Lickham.
*“ Why, nobody would haim a hare of your
head 1 **

“They couldn’t very well, sesing ns
how I'm bald,” said the Heoad, with a
faint smile, ‘' But there is & man staying
at this gkool, Lickhem, who has got his
knife into me,"”

“Do you mean Bill Bodger, the Oll
mauw " asked Mr, Lickham,

r. Birchemall nodded.

“'Ones upon a time,” lhe said—' and
thia is no foiry-tail, Lickham—I sacked
Bill Bodger from B8t. San’s, for hitting
s master on the head with a hammer,
He has never forgiven me, It has
rankled in his brest all these years, and
he has vowed venjence! Ever gince the
Old Boy c¢ame, I have been on tende:-
hooks, waiting for the blow to fall, But
nothing has happened, And as it happens
o be the lest day of the Old Boy's visit,

“Ratta! He's a
COMUNON COMMoner ;
and you wouldn't find & commoner !
Bodger is a prizefighter's son, and I'm
afraid he means mischeef,”

Mr, Lickham smilad,

“Yeou are worrying yourseli unduly,
sir,” le said. " There is nothing to fear
from Bill Bodger, He has gone ! ™
“Gona! Do you mean vamoosed,
Lickham 1™

“¥Yes; eggscuse my slang. The (ld
Boya are mssembled in the consert.
hall, for the farewell consert, and 1
didn’t see Bodger among them. So ¢
wo may safely conclood that he #
hes evacuated the premiseg— #

I mean, slung his hook!™ ~

Dr, Birchemall sprang to his %
feet. A wave of releef Audded
his haggerd face,

“ Licky!" ha cried. ** You've taken
a grate trubble off my mind, and now I
can take my mind off my trubbles. Bill
Bodger has vamoosed the ranch. Hooray !
Doubtless he has forgotten sll about his
vow of wvenjence. Let. us sally fourth
to the consert. I will ging a cupple of
BOTIGR——

“No, no!" implored Mr. Lickham,
“Have you forgotten what happened
on the last occasion when wyou sang ?
There was an open riot ! "

Dr. Birchemall frowned.

'**Are you presooming to critticise my
voice, Lickham 1"

“Voice 1" said Mr. Lickham. * That
isn't a voice ; it's a vice ! "

“* Why, you—you 1" spluttered the
Head angrily, * I—I'l jolly well burst
u_u_n__..—._ 13

“Packs!" said Mr, Lickham.
" Let's get along to the consert.”

As they drew near the consert-hall,
they heard loud and angwished sounds,
as of a beast in pune, -

* What's that noise ? "' asked the Head,
plucking his companjon’s arm, ''Is it
the winnie of & horse, or the bellowiug of
a bull, or—="

“It's the braying of an ass!" said My,
Lickham, with o grin. ** Colonel Fiery
Sparkes is giving a song ! "

“0Oh, my hat ! "’

The consert-hall was packed; and
Colonel Fiery Sparkes stood on the plat-
form, making Lorrible noises, What the
song was supposed to be, nobody new.
It was given out ag ‘' The Boy Stood on
the Burning Deck,” but it was impossible
to extingnish any of the words.

The colonel's head was thrown back,
and he was howling like a dogg.

)

hiastily.

““(Gag him, somebody!™ saeid Dr,
Birchemall. *I've never heard such a
bese voice in my natcheral. It's alto-

gether too awiul, and I'd cheerfully give
the colonel a tenor to dry up 1

* Ha thinks his voice is melodious, hut
it’s meerly odious ! " grinned Mr. Lickham,
* Anybody got any smmunitien 1 "

Jack Jolly & Co. werse sitting near, and
they had & bag of ancient eggs, which
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they had

brought along

in case of emor-
sncy. They
anded the bag to

Mr. Lickham, who P ——
selected @ choice spessi-

men, long past its prims, N —

and hurled it at the singer.

Wizz ! Crash !

Colonel Fiery Bparkes broke
off with a feendish yell, as the
ancient egg smashed upon his nose.

* ¥aroooo ! Qoooch!”

“ Bullseyve first time ! " chortled thoe
Head. * Bravvo, Licky! Let's have &
pot-ghot |

So saying, Dr. Bircheniall took an ogg
from the bag and hurled it with unerrning
aim. It caught the colonel under the
ehin, and the yolke spleshed down his dress-
ghirt, He danced mbout like a cat on hot
brix, jesticulating wildly,

“Hi| Chuck 1t!" he roared angrily.

“ Bertainly 1 ' mermered the Head,
sotto voeey. ‘' Anything to oblige!"”

And quite a volley of aggs went hurtling
threw the sir, erashing and smashing over
every part of the colonel’s annatermy.

Any other man would have beat a
retreat before that terrifick bombardment.
But Colonel Fiery Sparkes was made of
sterner stuff. He was one of those gallent
heroes who had fought at the Battle of
Bunker's Hill, and not bunked with the
reat, He stood to his guns, and went en
with the next versa of his song, which was
very ﬁE:.w%Eﬁﬂ. eggeept for the word

P * bewtiful,

“Yet bewtiful and bright he stood
As born to rule the storm ;
A .erceture of heroick blwl,
A prcud, defyant form | 2

By the
Ltime the song
was fnished,
Colonel Fiery
/W._., Sparkes looked as
B”  if he had just emerged

*

from an egg-bath. 8
was -plastered from head
to foot, but he bravely bore
lus hitter yoke. Glarin
upon the audience, ho demandec
to know who had assaulted him,
*Which of you had the fearful
ordassity to pelt me with eggs—mo, a
Guvverner of this skool 7" he roared,
in & terribls voice.

Silence !

“(Come, own up, whoever it wag!"
said Dr. Birchemall, “ It was a bit too
thick, you know, to pelt our worthy end
regpected Guvverner in publick! That
sort of thing should be done in private,
when nobody’s locking.” ‘

“Well, of ell the old hippercrits
ganped Jack Jolly.

'"*T demand to know thse name of the
young hooligan ! V' hooted the colonel.

* Hear, liear!" said Dr. Birchemall,
" Let him gpeek up now, or for ever lold
lis piece ! Was it you, Licky 1"

“ Bertainly not!” paid Mr, Lickham
anllumly.

* Was it youn, Justiss 7 No, of corse not.
1 3 you an imjustiss, Justiss. You are
not such a bad egg as to do that sort of
thing. I dan’t find out who the culpritt
«, Colonel. The shameless seamp is soek-
g refuge in gilence. DBub if should
<onie geross him, I will gee that he duzzent
cacape your just venjence !

Somewhat mollyfied at this, Colonel
Viery Spnrkes stepped dewn from the

o

side —-and throw him . .
a spol of sympathy !

without waiting for an
ongeore, he trilled fourth
" I do like & dumpling in
a stewdle-oodle-go—! "

After several more
songs in the same strane, the Head, who

was in a rollicking mood, rondered ._:u_. * Yarooooo |

Frothblowers® Anthem.

“Tho more we are
together,
The more we ara togelher, the moro
together we'll be !
For your frends are my frends,
And my frends are your
frande,
And your frends’ frends are
my frends’ frends,
And my frends’ [rends
are your frends frends,
Aund  your f{rends’ [remncls’
frendg——-"

together, together,

Buddenly the esinger broke off,
ard & ghastly paller spread over
his flushed festchera. He  slood
pettrified on tho platform, like one who
gazes on o ghost.

For the door of the consert-hall hud
opened, and the berly form of Bill Bodger
appeared, to strike terrer into the hart of
the Head,

Verrily, Nemmysis Lad arvived on the

premises !

11.
LFRED BIRCHEMALL! "Whe
hour has struek ! ¥
Bill Bodger's stontorian
voire  boomed  thvew the
consert-hall,
ik .D.-.ﬂ. ._. 11

Dr. Birchemall quaked and guailed.

Bill Bodger clbowed Lis way towarids the
platform, Hia jaw was stuck out feerco,
like Captain Kettle's; and thern was a
glenm 1n hiz eye which was sertainly not
the lovelight shining.

“What do you want with tlie Head 7"
said Jack Jolly, * Arve you really after
hig blud "

“I am!’' zaid Bill Bedger grimly.
“Twenty-eight years ago, I was the poor,
frail vietim of Dr, Birchomall's brootality
and croolty. Somoe of Lthe Old Boys ’ere
present, wob was ot skool with mo at the
tirme, will reckerlect the iusident, In
those day's punnishments were o jolly
gight more drastick than they are to-day.
There useid 1o bo a pillery = the quod,
an’ Dr, Birchemall put me in it, an’ made
mo ‘ang there till my arma was nearly
renched out of their sockitts! I was
crampeoil in every joint and mussel,”

“Oh! The mean shrimp ! "™

“Of corse, I kept as mum as an oyster
—even when they brandished me with
hot irons I But Dr. Birchemall has always
been erool and shelfish, an® it wiil warm the
vockles of my 'eart to 'ave my revenge |
You'vo all ’eard the sayin' *an I for an
_.. ¥ ¥l

“Eye, eye!l" corussed the St. Sam's
fellows,

tho pillery,

“I found all the ekouol

tha parts, in
mewseum, an’ 1've spent n busy evenin'
serooin’ 'em togethor, an’ fixin’ it all up

in the quad. Are youveady, Dirchemall ?
Are you comin’ quiet, or must I nse
foree 7

8

" This way to tho slawler 1 "

Dr. Birchemall made o wild
to the aundicnce to save
elutehes af his implackable foo.
appenl fell on deff edrs,

Weather tho fellows wanted to sco the
Head suffer in digenity and in person, or
weather they were uofraid 1o opposo tlin
berly Bill Bodger, wos not serinin.
Sertain it waa, however, that Dr. Bivcheu-
all was phout to go threw the mill !

Bill Bodger's hevvy band fell on the
Head's sholder.

“Kim onn!” ho said grufly. * My
veujence hos kept for twenty-cight vears,
but it won't keep onother minnit ! "

It wasd an awlol momont for the Hesul.
e folt like a condemuned fellon being
taken to the sioal, as he was muorched ourt
of the congoert-hall by his eapter.

A hoard of boys and Old Boys followe:d
at their haals, and Jolly & Co., the herois
of the Fourtl, were well to the four.
“*This is where old Birchemall gels it
in the nock ! ™ said Jock Jolly.

* Yes, rather ! His old siny aro coming
home to roost,” said Merry,

“ Shall wo reskew him, you chaps ¥ 'Z
aslked Briglt.

“No jolly fear! " said Jack Jolly,
*Why should Bill Bodger ba balked «f

appeul
iy from 1l

LBut his

his wveujence, after waiting all (hese
years 7V

“Therc's the pillery!"” egesclaimod
Merry.

The pillery had been get up in o corner
of the quul. Vory Mnrﬁ pud  grewsoms
it looked—a rellick of the bad old doys
whenr Bt Sama’s fellows wern pilleried for
petty offences, such oa hiting mastors
on the head with hammmeva.
Dr. Birchemall ghuddered on eatelhing
sight of the structure, and he =lipped (o
hig neeze,

“Meoray ! he criod. ' Spare
Don™t put mo to the toroher ! ™
But Bill Bodgr, defl to thie llead’s
cntreeties, storted to hoist him into tho
pillery.
“Btop him!™ eried Dr. Birchemall
wildly. * Kiele him off the premises!
Send for the perlice ! Don’t stand thero
grinning like & lot of Chesher cats | RHush
to my reskew, you rotters! Yarooooo!"
Dr. Birchemall's voice trailed off in a
wild wyell of angwish, sa his head sl
hands weore pushed through tho holes of
And there he dangled, with
his foet clear of the ground, and wildly
thrashing the air,
“Goteher ! ¥ eried Bill Bodger trivni.
fantly. ' Alired Birchiemall, L am revenged

at last 1" THE END.

Eﬂmﬂrnmnwinu:ﬁmzq M\E.:_ __H_.w.m.ﬂlm__n_;._u_m“m
entitled : ** Dr. Birchemall’s Oideal /™ Dun's
mias this tit-bit, chuins, whatcver you /o /)

s !

* It means tit for tat,” said Bill Bodger,
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