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By FRANK RICHARDS. 3

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Tha_Explorers !

4 UST an hour and a half to tea-time!"
J Boh Cherry remarked, ** What are
we going to do?”
Football practice was over.

The chums of the Remove lLad changed,
and-as nothing particular had been arranged
for the remainder of the afternoon, they were
looking out for something to do.

The Soccer practice was over early, owing
to Wingate’'s not having ‘‘comec up. to
time ™ earlier in .the afternoon.

The chums of the Lower Fourth stood in a
group at the doorway of the School House to

- diseuss furthér proceedings.

There was a lowering of clouds in the sky,
whicli looked as If the fine afternoon would
he followed by rain. DPark ridges of cloud
nad rolled up over the Shoulder from the
North Sea,

* Might have a run down to tlie village,”
said Frank Nugent.

Boh pointed to the sky.

** Looks like rain.”

“1've got an rdca, ' said Harry Wharton.
* We've béen going to expiore the under-
cround passage to the old priory for a long
tine. Suppose we -do it now—it will fill np
the time fo tea, anyway.”

“Good egg!"

*' Hallo, hallo, hallo! Look there!”
ci A strange figure was approaching across the
cse,

‘fhe juniors stared at it in am'uemcnt
It was Billy Bunter.

He was covered with mud and grcen eooze,
and his clothes were dripping with water and
st # to his limbs. :
only hat!”

|
My
““What on carth’s the matter, Billy?™"

ejaculated Wharton.

*It's that heathen beast, Wun Lung,”
spluttered Bunter. ¢ He pretended to be
showing me the way Wingate went, nnd ‘he
Um)ed me into the diteh.”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!'
: . Blessed if I can see anything to cackle
at!”’ -
“Never mind; we can,” chuckled Bob
Cherry. ‘Tt you have been spying, as usual,

it serves you jolly well right.”

I was tracking Wingate down—""

“Oh-h-h! If you weren't looking like a
drowned rat already, I'd shove your head
into the fountain,” said Bob Cherry in dis-
gust. *

Billy Bunter backed away

*“0Qh, really, Cherry—"'

“ Bah! Cut off!” .

Bunter grunted dlscontentedly, and went
into the house to change his clothes.

“I'll get my bike lanternm,” said H'lrry.
“You fellows start. I'I catch you uyp.'

He went up to the study and fetched down
the bicycle lantern. It had long been the
intention of the Remove chums to explore
the subferranean passage.

It ran from the crypt under the rumed
chapel to the old priory in the wood, 4 con-
siderable distance.

A subterranean passage naturally appealed
to. a boyish imagination, and the legend of
a buried treasure at. Greyfriars gave it an
additional interest.

Wharton filled the lamp, and hastened
alter his cliums, and overtook them as they
reached the ruined chapel. They descended
the stone steps to the crypt, and plunged
into the gloom of the shadowy vaults. A
cold chill of air struck them as they entered.
Bob Cherry shivered.

My hat! It’s like a blessed graveyard!™
he said.

* Yes; we might have found a more cheer-
ful place Nugent remarked. ‘‘ But—look!"

IIe pointed back towards the door of the
crypt. Outside big drops of rain were be-
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hastily.

zinning t|o fall, and dash on the stone steps.
“ Rain "

‘ Better here
‘Wharton.

And the Nabob of Bhanipur rephed that

“ The betterfulness was terrific.’ :

Harry Wharton led the way with the lan-
tern across the gloomy vaults to the spot
where the underground passage opencd in the
stone walls.

Dark and gloomy it Inoked as Harry flashed
tho lantern-light into it.

‘ Come on'!”

Wharton led the way into the passage.

The air grew more dank and chilly as they
advanced. There were doubtless outlets
for ventilation, though they were invisible to
the juniors, aud no stray beam of daylight
gained admittance to the place.

The darkness was intense, save where it
was cut by the rays of the lantern.

The juniors advanced in silence.

In spite of their naturally cheerful spirits,
the cold and gloom and loneliness of the
place had an eerle eifect upon them.

Even Bob Cherry was subdued.

than outside,” remarked

The passage ran almost straight—the
ground damp and clammy beneath their
feet, and the walls of glimmering stone
slimy to the touch. -

No passage or opening of any Kind
branched off to right or left. It was impos-

in the tunnel, and
as-Bob Cherry remarked, was one com-

sible to losc one’s way
that,
fort.

Suddenly Harry uttered a sharp exclama-
tian.

‘“ Look!"

From the dead .darkness alead of the
jumiors appeared a pomt of light.

They stared at it in amazement,

“There’s somegbedy clse down here,”

said

Nugent at last.

““And coming from the direction of the
priory!” said Bob, in astonishment. ** Who
on earth ean haye——"

e Its some -otlier chap evplormg the pas-
sage.

a1 suppose so, but-—"*

“ The )ight's gone!” exclaimed Wharion.

The f'leam aheuad had disappcared.

The juniors stood still, wziting for it to
reappear, but it did not. Blackness reigned
in the tunnel, save where the light from
their own lantern fell.

“What on ecarth does that mean?’, ex-
elaimed Nugent. * 1t can’t hc onc of our
own fellows returmng after exploring thc pas-
sage, Or:

“0r he wouldn't put the light out.”

“ Exactly.”

“The exactfulness is terrific.”

““ He caught sight of our light, of course,
whoever he is,” said Wharton, with a
puzzied hrow. *Ts it somebody who docsn’'t
want to be scenp?”

* Goodness knows!”

‘“ Well, we're going on,”

“QOh, rather!”

And the juniors prezsed on their way.

The incident of tic light in the tunnel was
curious enough, but thecre was no rcason
why they should allow it to interrupt their
exploration of the passage.

They quickened their pace, keceping cyes
and ears open for the other explorers of the
tunnel, but there was nothing to be scen or
heard.

They reached the spot wherﬂ Wharton
judged that the individual holding the light
must have been standing, but there was no
one there.

He bad turned back, evidently,

Why he, whoever hé was, should turn back
on catchmg sight of the juniors’ lantern,
was a puzzle.

The Greyfrlars chums ad\anced They
werc drawing nearer to ille old priq;y aav,

said Harry.

as the freshness of the air in the tunnel
testified.

Wharton halted at last.

The lantern-light gleamed upon 2 wall of
stone that barred the path. It was a sliding
door of stone, and as Wharton knew the
secret of it, there was no difficulty-—-or
ghould have been none—in getting through.

The captain of the Remove placed his hand
upon a depresslon in the stone, and pushed
hard, expecting tlie huge mass to turn upon
the pivot as it had done on previous occa-
sions.

Harry had been on the outside of the stone
door when he had discovered its sccreb, but
he had tried it from within, and, onee know-
ing how it worked, it had becn casy to open
it.

But the stone did not move now. Instead
of swinging round slowly, as he expected,
it remained quite fast in its place.

. Harry pressed harder. The stone remained
ast,

“ That’s curious,” said’ \'ugcnt.
got jammed somehnw e

“1 don't see how _jt .eculd. IV g
wed ed frem the ofler side, buyt——"

et’s all shove.”

' Good M’

The lantern was placed on thé&
the juniors formcd- up to shove.
whole strength upon the revol

* It's going!"” exclaimed Hare

The stone shifted a little. .
fast again. R

Harry Wharton's eyes g]eamed

“It's not jammed, kids=it
inmmed."”

*“Then what's holding it?”

“ 8omchody’s holding it fr
side!”

‘*Has it

THE SECOND CHA
A Mystery.

HARTON uttered the Wef
of conviction. The P
of the stone, and thep: i

fast again, had convinced hirn v
Somebody on the outer side of the stone ¥
had his foot against it, and was brac; E him-
self to resist the pressure from within.

‘““My only hat!" said Bob Cherry.
cheek of it!”

‘“ Some giddy japer having a little fun with
us,”’ said Nugent. ** The nerve!l'

Wharton smiled grimly.

“ Well, we’ll see who's the stronger,” L2
said. ‘‘ We're jolly well going t6 have this
door open, or burst scmething!”’

 What-ho!"

‘“ You fellows get bhchind me and shove!”

“Good! All together!”

Wharton placed his hands on the stone,
and Nugzent stood behind him and placed his
hands uwpon it over Harry's sheulders. Then
Bob Cherry and Hurree Ssmgh placed their
hands on the others’ backs. By this means
the whole force of the foul was br011'rht to
bear upon the stone.

* Now, thenm, shovel!”  ~

‘Al together!”

‘“ The altogetherfulness is terrificl”

And the Greyfriars chums exerted them-
sclves hard.

The stone began to move,

‘“ Hurrah! It’s going!™”

" Bravo!"

‘Shove away! My hat, this is like fhe
scrum"‘ grinned Bob Cherry “Go it!"”

Harder And harder they shoved.

The door was rolling open now. Thers
was no gleam of daylight from beyond, for
the stone door opened into the vault under,
the old priory, but therc was a vellowis
flicker of light from a Jantern. ’

The door was hali-open now, angd ATIar-
ton eould see a lanterh on the sy/u fiags

-
-

“The'
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beyond, and he could also see the lez of the
individual who was holding the door.
It was a check trouser-leg, and evidently

belonged to & man, and not to a boy. 1t
was not a fellow of Ureyiriars who was
playing this trick upon the juniors.

Bob Cherry gave a sudden chuckle. He

released one hand, and drew a pin from his
coat. Leaning for\mrd he jabbed the pin
into the leg heyond the door,

There was a sudden wild howl, and the
resistance of the door ccased.  The stone
flew open, and the juniors tumbhled through
the doorway, and almost feil over a man
who had been knocked flying by thc sudden
opening of the door,

He was a little man, dresced
clothes, with a cloth cap and a red face—
«¢he red hue, perhaps, caused by thc exer-
tions he had made in keeping the door shut.

The juniors had never seen hiim before, to
their knowledge, and it was quite plain
that he was not an inhabitant of Triardale
village, or Pegg.

He had the unmistakable air of a towns-
man.

He was rolling helplessly on the store flags
on his back, and was not so swilt to regain
his feet as the junlors were.

The boys were up in a few scconds, and
they stared at the man on the fings, and
burst into a shout of laughter.

Aifter his attempt to keep them shut in
the underground passage, his sudden and
absurd downfall seemed comical enough, and
his evident rage addcd to the cffect.

He sat up, gasping for breath.

“ You young hounds!' he roared.

¢ Rats!"” said Bob Cherry cheerfully.

‘“ What were you trying to keep the door
shut for?'* demanded Harry. “You had
no right to try and keep us shut up there.'”

‘*What are you doing here, anyway?"”
sald Nugent. * You're a hlcssed trespasser,
as a matter of fact.”

“‘ The matter-of-factfulness is terrific.”

The stranger staggered to his feet.

He had cvidentiy been hurt by lis sudden
fall, and was equally evidenily in a raging
temper. He turned io the juniors and poured
out a volley of abuae, his langnage growing
more lurid as he procceded.

in check

Harry Whbharton’s brow darkencd with

angcer.

‘“Shut up!” lhe exclaimed imperiously.
v

* Do you hear? Shut up

‘“Or we'll jolly saon ehut you up!" said
Bel: Cherry.

The man raved on.

Harry exchanged a look with his comrades,
and they surrounded the stranger in a
sécond, and laid hands upon him.

In 2 moment he was whirled over, and
bumped on the ground.

‘* Now, then,'" said Harry,
to shut up?”’

‘ You—you—you-—""

" Hold your tonzue!™

are you going

The man struggled desperately. He was
shert—mot much taller than the juniors—
but” he was thickset and powerful. He was

a tough customer, cven for the four sturdy
juniors. and they rolied over on the floor
a2s he fought.

But they would not let go.

Like hounds clinging to a bear, they rolled
over and over, and they had the fellow down
again at last, and Bob Clerry sat on his
chest.

All of them were pantlrﬂ now, and out
of breath.

““(iot him!" said Bob.

*“Now, are you going to shut up?’ de-

manded lHarry.

The man glared at lum furiously.

“You young hound

Harry shruggcd his shoulders.

*0h, I don’t mind that, but I bhar swcar-
ing! That's what you've got to under-
stand. It would serve you right if we gave
you a jolly good licking!"*

“ Let me get up!™

‘“Not unless you
yourself."”

The stranger gasped for breath.

$1t's all right—it's all right!
sorry I lost my temper.”

* That’s better."”

The juniors released him, Bob rather
luctantly getting off his chest.
rose to his feef.

are going to bechave

I—I'm

re-
ches The man
All the juniors wcre look-

ing at him curiously, wondering who he was |

and how ha came there. He was evidently
in as great a rage as ever, but he had
sense enough to know that it was uscless
to give expression to it.

*““Why were you holding tha door shut?"
asked Harry.

“It—it was a joke."

Wharton's clear cyes looked him up and
down.

“I don’t believe you!" he said bluntly.
I don't sce why you should do it, hut
you weren't doing it for a joke, that’s jolly
certain.”’

““The certainfulness is terrific.”

* 1t looks to me as jf the rotter’s here for
no good,” remarked Bob Cherry. * What
were you doing in the underground passage,
my man?"’

**I was not in it.”

“ Lie number two,” said Bob cheerfully.
“ You were in it—and ¥ou backed out when
you saw our light, and then tried to keep
us shut up. It looks to me as if there's
some little game on. Where do you come
from?"”

“ Mind your own husingss!’

‘“ What are you doing here?"”

* Exploring the place,”” said the stranger,
after a moment’s hesitation. “It's a—
<urious old place, and I was looking into it.”

‘“And you hrought a lantern with you on
purpose,” said Bob. ‘ You came all the way
from town with a lantern to explore this
old place? You're a jolly fishy customer,
that's all! I—— Why———- My hat!"

‘ What's the matter, Bob?”

‘“Look at that lantern!'

Bob was staring at the stranger’s lantern
in astonishment. It was standing on the
flagstones, where the man had evidently

The man turned deadly pale.

“You are mistaken,” "he  cxclaimed
hoarsely. *1 did not steal the lantern.’*

‘ How did you come by it, then?"

* It—it was given to me.”

The juniors laughed scornfully.

*“Do you mean to say that you know Win-
gate—the captain of Greylfriars—a rotten
worm like you, who swears like a trooper?”
exclaimed Nugent.

‘“That lantern was lent to me.”

* Rats!"

“We may as well he getting back,” said
Harry. *“ We sha'u’t be in too soon *or tea
as it is. Come on!”

“I'd better bring thc lantern, Harry?""

** Oh, ycs, rather!”

The stranger maqge a step forward. The

juniors faced him grimly, not at all loth to
wipe up the floor with a man they regarded
as_a thief.

The man Lhought better of it. He had
nn chance of regaining the lanterm—no
chance of getting anything but a licking if
he tackled the four. He drew back with an

oath
The chums re-entered the passage.
Wharton closed the stone door behind

him, and they slowly retraced their
towards Greyfriars. They had cxplored the
subterranean passage, and had tound nothing
of great interest in it, but certainly there
had been a most curious adventure at the

steps

they had the fellow down at last.

Like hounds clinging to a bear, the juniors rolied over and over, and g

placed it when bhe held the door fast. The
chums of Greylriars followed Bob's glance,
and looked equaliy astonished, for they kuew
the lantern. .

1t was one of a rather uncommon make,
and they had seen it frequently enough on
Wingate’s bicycle.  Bob hent closer to it
t» make sure. There, sure enough, were
the initials *“ R. W.”"—Wingate's initials—
scratched on the metal.

* Wingate's lantern!”
astonishment.

‘** Yes, rather!”

The stranger gave a start.

‘““What do you rmean?”
**That lantern is mine!”

“ Liar!"' said Bob politely. * That lantern
belongs to Wingate, the captain of our
school, and we’re jolly well going to take it
back to him, too!™

And he picked up the lantern.

The man looked at him m alarm,

‘“ You are not going to take my lantern?”’
he exclaimed.

“1'm jolly well going to take Wingatc's
Jantern!” said Bobh. *You've stolen it, and
it would serve you right to march yQu off to
Friardale and give you in charge for it,

exclaimed Harry in

he exclaimed.

-] too?”

ANNNANNANNANNANANNR

end of it. The juniors discussed it as they
made their way back, but there were several
points about the altair that they could not
explain to their satisfaction.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

- Keoeping It Dark.
[ OME in!" called out Wingafe.

The captain of Greyfriars was in
his study, changing his clothes. He
had been drenchied in the rain, and

his jacket, which. he had thrown off, wa:
dripping with water. He was half-clad in
dry clothes when the tap came at the door.

Harry Wharton entered the study.

“Wet?" he said.

Wingate laughed.

“ Looks like 1t, doesn't it? 1 was a good
distance from Greyfriars when the rain eame
on, and I was caught in ijt.”

He broke off suddenly.

Harry had the bicycle lantern in his hand,
and Wingate's eyes had fallen upon it. The
captain of Greyfriars turned pale

 'What's that--my lantern?”

Wharton nodded.
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‘ Yes. We've found it for you. Had you
missed it?”’
* Missed it?”

“ Yes. I came here to brmg lt back,” said
Barry. ‘It- had been stolen.’

*Stolen?”

‘“Yes. I don't think you’ll ever guees

where we found it,”

Wingate stared at him blankly. Harry
could not help noticing the strunge agitation
of the Sixth-Former. He wondered what
was the matter with Wingate. Surely the
dircavery that his lantern had been stoleu
:Imuld not upset him so much.

* You—you've found my lantern!”
Wingate huskily. ‘““In  Heaven's
where did you find it?"

*In the old priory."”

‘““The old priory?"”

“Yes, Wingate.”

‘You—}ou ve been there?'

“Yes. We've been exploring the tunnel
from the crypt here to the old priory,”
_Harry explained. ‘““There was a chap in
tne priory—-"

** My heavens!

Harry started.

** Wingate, do you know
Enow lie was there?”

Wingate did not reply. Harry gazed at
his pale face, upon which the perspiration

sald
name,

You’ve secn him?”’

him-—did you

was athcrmg in blank wonder.
[ tned to keep us from opening the
stone door,” said Harry awkwardly. =

shoved it open, though. He was a black-
guard of a chap—swore horribly at us, and
we made him shut up. Then Bob Cherry
spotted your lantern. Of course, we thought
he must have stolem it, and we brou"ht it
back."”

“ Ye-c-es, I scel!”

Wingate muttered the words lloar<c1y

* He said it had been lent to him,” said
Harry. “0f course, we didn't believe a
word of it.”

Wingate nodded. -

“1 hope we've done right.” said Harry
anxiongly, ‘I suppose you don't know the
man?”’

* Shut. the door!” said Wingate.

Harry Wharton closed the door. The big
Sixth-Former wiped his forehead—it was wet.

He opened his lips to speak several times,
but no words came. Harry Wharton waited,
with a curious feeling of umeasiness. He did
not understand Wingate at all. The usually
frank and open senior seemed to be strangely
mysterious, and to be labouring under some
cmotion that Harry could not comprehend.

Wingate seemed to-make up his mind sud-
denly.

* Look hLere, Wharton,” le said abruptly.
«1—I shall have to tell you something. I
know I can trust you to keep your mouth
shut.”

‘o Lertamly.

“ That—that man—the fellow whe had the
lantern-~F--1 lent it to him,” said Wingate
in a amkm" voice. ‘I—I know the chap,

ou sec.’
’ Whatton nodded. That Wingate should
kuow, and be on friendly terms with such

a man, was amazing enough. But it was no
business of his, after all, and at that mo-
ment he was only feeling sorry for Wingate's
evident distress.

“1 lent him the lantern,” said Wingate.
« Never mind why. You did quite right to
brinf it back—you couldn’t know."”

“T am sorry!”

“It's all right—you ecouldn't know—you
did quitc riuht. I—I can't explain, Whar-
ton. It’s—it's impossible, but—but—-"

Wingate's voice trailed away.

»1t’s all right,” said Harry quickly. “ No
reed te explain. I don’t want any explana-
tion. You know I'm a chap wlio can mind
Liis own business, Wingate.”

Wingate looked relieyed.

“Good! You haven't told an)hody about
mbttlllg this—this man, Wharton?’

0.
* Was—-was
time'!’-’

‘\LC—'Bob‘ Cherry,
Inky

“I SUPPOSse they can hold their tongues?”’

“ Qf course!” said Harry wondenu"l,'
< We'll keep the whole thing dark if you
like. T don’t suppose they've said anything
yet, and I'll go and warn them.’

*I-I'll be grateful If you keep it dark,
Whazrton. I can’t explain—now, anyway—
but it means a lot—am awful lot to me.”

"Timt's cnough, Wingate.
on us.’

L "lnank you, \Vharton'
ere

Harry nodded, and leavmg the lantern on
the table he qu1tted‘ the study. He was
amazed, and he could not understand the
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anybody with you “at the

Frank v\'ugc:ut and

Leave the lantern

You can rely|
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strange affair in the least. What Wingate's
connection with the man of the priory could
be was & mystery.

Harry burried away te the Remove pas-

sage.

The incident of the priory had, of course,
a certain 4mount of interest as an anecdote,
and some one or other of the juniors was
certain to relate it if not stopped in time.

As Harry rcached the top of the stairs
"he heard Bol) Cherry’s voice. Bob was talk-
ing in the passage to Tom Brown of the
Rewmnove.

“You see, we had Just got to the end
-of the passage, and were trying to open the
stone door, when—""

Harry ran along the passage.

He ran rlr'ht into Bolb Cherry and eent
him flying. Bob rolled on the linoleum, and
Harry ro led over him.

Tomn Brown burst into a roar.

“You ass!’ yelled Bob Cherry, sitting up
and rubhing his head dazedly. *‘You frah-

jous ass! Can't you see where you're run-
ning?"’
‘“Jorry!" gasped Harry. ‘' But——"
“0Oh, you dummy"'

“You see—'

‘““You've bilfed all the breath out of me!™
spluttered Bob. ' Oh, you ass!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And now you're cackling!"’ roared Bob
wrathfully. “I'll give you cackle!

And he clasped Harry affectionately round
the neck and waltzed round the passage with
him, punching away cheerfully.

Barry returned bis grasp, and whirled the
sturdy junior into the open doorway of
Study No. 1, and they crashed wupon the
table and rolled on the flcor again.

' What on carth——'" bégan Nugent.

Tom Brown walked away laughing. Harry
dragged himsclf loose, and shut the door.
Bob Cherry staggered up dazedly.

‘““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

‘“1'm sorry!"” said Harry, laughing. * But
I had to intcrrupt you in the passage, Bob.
I've just eeen Wingate, and he wants us to
keep it dark about meeting that chap in
the priory."’

‘“You—youn ass! You ren into me on pur-
pose!” .gasped Bob.

“ Yes, it was the only way.

“You frabjous duffer!”

“ We've got to keep the whole story dark.
Wingate wants us to.”

«What for?”

I don't know.”

“It’s jolly curious!”

“1 know it is: hut there you are!
to. keep it dark.

Bab Cherry ;zruntcd

“0Oh, all right! But the next time you
want to interrupt me, ase, you can find a

We're

get your head punched, fathead!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery.

“ WANT to read something out to you
fellows.”’
Billy Bunter made the remark. He
was sitting in Study No. 1, blinking
over a newspaper. Harry Wharton und his
chums watched him attentively.

“Oh, get on with it, do," said. Bob Cherry
impatiently. “I expect it's something
asinine!”’

“You won't say it's asininc when you see

me rolling in a hundred pounds!” said
Bunter. ‘“Hallo, here’s the paragraph!
Now, shut up. you fellows, and I' read it
out to you! There isn’t very much of it.”

 Wel], Tet’s be thankiul for small mercics,
then! Go ahead!"

Bunter grunted to clear his throat, and
beran:

““There is no clue to the whereabouts of
James Stainforth, the cashicr of the London
and Suburban Bank, who absconded on
Thursday Jast with banknotes value £1,000
belonging to the bank. Further examination
of the books shows a series of defalcations
extending over a period of more than two

cars. .
«¢Stainforth abseonded just in time fo
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gentler method, duffer, or you'll jolly well‘

escape arrest, &8 hls ruzcality had been dis-
covered. He id supposed to have made for
the coast in the neighbourhood of .the fsh-
ing village of Pegg, the police. having
tracked him as far as Friardale, but there
all trace of him has been lost. It is pre-
sumably his intentlon to ercss to theCon-
tincnt in some vessel there. His arrest is

hourly expected. The following is his
descrlptlon
‘Age, 85 years Short in stature, dark

in complexion, with a eclean-shaven face,
and light and very keen e¢yes. Hair of a
light brown colour, somewhat thin. When
last secn, was dressed in dark clothes, with
a bowler hat, and clastic-sided hoots.'”

. Billy Bunter stopped und looked at the
juniors.

“There's his photograph lhere, too,” he
said. * Now, what do you think of that?”

‘“Bosh!" said Wharton. * What on earth
has It got to do with us?”’

Dunter blinked at him.

“QOh, really, Wharton, you'rc awfully
dense, you know. There’s a hundred pounds
reward offered by the London and Suburban
Bank tfor information leading to his arrest.”

“Oh, I see!”

"Why‘ shouldn't we rope in that hundred?”

W,

know what

‘“Yes,” said Bunter. ‘' Yon
1 can do as an amateur detective—
. < Ha, hat Yes!"

“ Well, suppose we track him down,” said
Bunter. “ That's my idea. We should be
doing a service to justice and law, and so
on, and making a bit for ourselves. A hiun-
dred pounds is not to be sueezed at, 1 can
tell you. I shall take seventy-five per cent.,
as the originator of the scheme, and shall
stand a sericse of extensive feeds for the
rest of the term!”

‘“Go hon/{”

“You chaps will make a dccent bit, too.
We shall be all rolling in wc.xlt,h, if we can
get hold of the hundred quid,” said Bunter
eagerly. “You fellows ean help mc and
back me wup.  Of course, I shall have to be
the guiding splrlt—the directing mind, you
know That chap Stainforth has come down
here somewhere, to try to get .across tbe
North Sea in some shore craft. The police
will be wx\tching the coas, pretty keenly,
and my idea is that the chap will be ludmg
in some corner about here somewhere

“Very likely!”

“Now, there isn't a more llkely spot than
the old priory in the wood,’’ said Bunter.
It occurred to me all at once that he
might hide there.’ N

" Quite possible!” )

“I made up my mind to look for him
there,” said Bunter. ** That's really why I
want you fellows to help me. It occurred to
me tbat if I found the criminal there, he
wouldn't give in quietly. IHe might go for
me."”

The juniors burst into a roar.

‘“Ha, ha, ha! That's very likely.’

“ Well, it might be serious for me, you
know, if a Dlessed desperate criminal went
for me, when I was_ alone,” said Bunter,
blinking at them. ‘ He might have a reyol-
ver, too, and then I mu,ht, ‘get burt.”

“Quibe likely. Ha, ha!”

“ But il you claps came with me, and we
found him, we could collar him, you see.
I should stand in the rear and give orders,
and you chaps would rush- on him and scize
him.””

“ Yes;
’\’ugeut

1 don't thmk"' observed Bob Cherry.

I can see us dowg: it," remarked

“Y suppose you'rc mot going to let an
opportunity Jike this slip,”’ said Dunter
agerossively. “ You're not funky, I suppose.

1 "was going alonc to- day to look for traces
of the .villain, but—"

“ But you thought better of it. Ha, ha!™
“No, I didn't—it was Wingate!"’
“ Wingate!' said Ilarry, in surprise.

‘““Yes. He’s had the door of the crypt
Jocked up, and taken the key. So it won't
be possible to go to the old priory by way
of the subterranean passage again,” sail
Bunter. ‘‘ Jolly oflicious of Wingate, I call
it.”

A- cloud came over Wharton's face
ter’s words caused strange thoughts to rise
in his mind. He remembered the stranger in
the priory, and Wingate’s strange interest
in him.

“Did you say you had the picture of the
mlssmg man thcre"" he asked.

* Yes, here it is; it's reproduced from lis
latest photograph they say,” said Billy
Bunter.. ‘' Look at it! He's pot a nice-

looking chap, cither.”
‘“Hand it over!”
‘ Here you are."
Billy Bunter tossed over

the paper, and
Harry Jooked at the

roughly reproduced
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photograph which followed thie description of
the absconding cashier.

The others looked at it over his shoulder.

Wharton changed colour.

S My only hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.

There was no_ mistaking the features

Tle juniors knew the face at a glance.
- It was that of the man tliex lLad encoun-
tered in the old priory.

The man ol the priory was James Stain-
forth, the absconding cashier.
Harry Wharton and Dhis
blankly at the photograpl. )
It was that ol the refugee of the priory
~cl the man in whom Wingate, the captain
of Greyfriars, took so deep and so inex-

plicable an interest.

.What did it all mean?

The chums of the Remove conld lay their
finger upon the missing man for whom the
police were seeking up and down the cast
coast—for whom they were watchiug the
ports irom London to ITull.

A hundred pounds!

A word from No. 1 Study at Gregfiriars,
and the bank-robber was arrested. and the
juniors would indubitably be- entitled to the
reward.

But they did not think or care for that.

It was too much in the nature of hlood-
money for the juniors to have cared to touch
it, cven if' they had been frec to do so.

But they were not free.

The man of the priory whs a criminal
wanted by the police—but their promise to
Wingate, or, rather, Wharton's promise for
thew, held good.

chums starcd

to know a word of the discovery they had
made, of course.

Wharton felt in his pockets, and produced
a shilling.

“ Would you like some tarts, Bunter?' he
asked.

Billy's expression changed.

“Well, I'm still a little peekish,”
marked. * Youn fellows started tea
me, and you didn't leave me much.”

*“Here you are, then.”

Bunter caught the coin as Wharton tossed
it to him, and immediately lef{t the study.

Cherry chuckled.

he re-
before

“Good!"” he exclaimed. ¢ Exit, Bunter!
Now, ahout this alfair.”

Wharton's brows contracted.

“1 don't know what to say,” he said.

**The man we found in the old priory is
this chap, sure enough.”

“ Yes, that's certain.”

*“The certainfulneas is terrifie.”

“ But what is Wingate helping him for?"
exclaimed Harry abruptly. * Wingate lent
him the lantern, you know.”

“1t's awfully rum!’”’

‘“And you remember we found the chap
coming along the tunnel towards Greyfriars.
Now, we know all about that tunnel, but
a stranger wouldn't. Wingate must have
shown it to him.”

“ Looks like it.”

“It must have Dheen Wingate's idea
heip him to hide in the crypt here,” said

to

Harry. ‘““The police might searzh the old
priory any day, as they know he’s in this

Criminal! or not, the man was safe from
them.

They had undertaken to keep their adven-
ture a eecret—to say nothing about the
presenco of the mysterious man in the
priory.

And they would keep their word.

Billy Bunter blinked at the chums of the
Remove with eager satisfaction. He knew
nothing of the thoughts that were passing
in- their minds, and he felt that he had
made a great impression at last.

As a rule, his wheezes were received with
silence or rude interruptions. Every scheme
he propounded for ralsing the wind was
hailed with scorn and contumely., But there
‘was evidently a ¢hange at last. The chums
of Study No. 1 were beginulng to believe in
the genius of the Remove.

*Well?”" said Bunter at last.

Wharton started.

¢ Here, you take a little runm,
hLe exclaimed.

“Eh? What?”

¢ Buzz oft!"

Bunter gazed at him, almost speecliless
with indignation. To be told to bLuzz off,
after just broaching a schema for making
the wlole study rich, was a little bit too
much. :

“J—1 say, Wharton!" he stuttered.

“ Run away and play, do!"

. “You—you ass!”

Wharton made an impatient gesture. It
was necessary to discuss the matter, hut he
did not feel inclined to do so before Billy
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove was not

Bunter!”

b

Of course, fellows have been suspected and
sent to prison for nothing. But think of that
chap. You remember the language he used;
no decent chap would have used it. He was
a rascal.”

1 certainly should have taken him for
one."”

‘“ He was, right enough. It looks to me
as if be's a cunning beast, and is taking in
Wingate in somme way.”

Tt might he a good ldea to warn Win-
gate of the kind of rotter he’s helping,’ said
Harry. * We're not going to say anything;
but it might all come out, especially if the
police should track the rascal to Grey-
friars, and then Wingate would be done for.
He couldn’t stay at Greyfriars after a show-
up like that.”

*“Impossible !

1 think I'll go along and speak to him.”

“ Right-ho!”

Harry Wharton left the study, and went
to the Sixth Form passage to lodk for
Wingate.

As luck would bhave it, Wharton met the
captain of Greyfriars coming out of his
study.

“Can I speak to you for a minute, Win:
gate?’’ he asked.

“Yes. What is it, Wharton?”

“71 thonght I ought to show you this.”

Harry held out the copy of the newspaper,
folded Jdown at the de:cription of the miss-
ing bank cashier.

Wingate glanced at it, and his fuce grew

pals.

TOM MERRY,
MONTY LOWTHER.
HARRY MANNERS.

neighbourhood. But they don't know any-
thing about the revolving stone door, and-
they wouldn’t dream of searching within the

walls of Greyfriars. The
quite safe iu the crypt.”

“ Yes, rather!"

““ And that's why Wingate has started
being 8o awfully careful about keeping the
door locked.”

“ Of course.”

“I'm blessed if T know what we ought to
do,” said Wharton, after a pause. ** The
chap’s a thief, and ought to be arrested.
He scems to have some of the stolen money
actually with him, too, so it's not only a
question of punishing a guilty chap, hut of
recovering stolen goods. I don’t know what
we ought to do. The rascal ought to he
given up to the police!”

“We don't want the reward.”

“Oh, no! I was thinking of a fellow's
duty to the public. Only we've promised
Wingate to keep it dark.”

** And that promise is binding, under any
cires,” said Bob.

“1 suppose so."”

“ Bub Wingate can't know what an awlul
rotter the chap is,” said Nugent. *‘He
wouldn’t stand by a fcll(;}v who wag a thief,
if he knew.”

Wharton shook his head.

1 can't get on to it at all. Wingate
can't know; yet he kpows that the fellow
is in hiding. Perhaps he believes him inno-
cent; he may lLave known him somewhcere.’”

chap would be

No. 2. NEXT FRIDAY.

Jack Blake, George Herries,

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

“Innocent!” said Nugent. ¢ Not much!
!

The reproduced photograph of the bank
cashier stared out from the paper, and it
spruck the Sixth-Former's ey¢ at once.

* How did you get this paper, Wharton?"

‘It belongs to Dunter.”

“ You've seen the original of that picture,

haven't you?" said Wingate, speaking
slowly, with dry lips.
“ Yes,” said Wharton frankly. - That's

why I showed it to you. I thought you
ought to know. That is the face of the man
we met in the priory.’”

“1 know it."”

‘“You knew le was—was Stainforth, the
bank robber?"

**I—I knew who he was. T gan't explain,
Wharton. I'm in a kind of fix, but—-"
Wingate broke off abruptly. :

‘I thought he might be imposing upon
you with some tale of injured innocence or
something of that sort,” said arry quictly.
1 don’t think it ecould. be true, Wingute.
The man is a.rascal.”

“How do you know?"

“ When we found him lie was alarmed,
and he flew into a savage temper, and used
lunguage that no decent man would use.”

“T—I don't know whether he’s irnocent or
puilty,” said Wingate., * He¢ swore to me
that it was all 2’ mstake, and he only vauted
to gain time."

*“To get clear of the country?”

“No: to clear himself.”

“And you bheileved him?"

‘I don't know what to believe.”
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.

]

“0Or course it's your business, Wingate,
aud 1 don't want to interfere, but I thought
you ought to see that paper. It’s a serious
matter helping a2 man who's hunted by the
police, you know.”

‘“0Oh, yes, I know that.”

** But 1 suppose you pave your reaszons,'
said Harry. * That's all.”

** Do you want this paper?”

It belongs to Buuter. II it is destroyed
he will get another copy.”

** What is Bunter’s interest in the matter?”

Wharton smiled involuntarily.

‘*He's playing amateur detective, that’s
all, and le thinks he can get hold of the
hindred pounds reward, and have a huge
feed with it.”

Wingate laughed, and handed the paper
back to Wharton.

* There it is. Of course, you've said
rothing about this to anvone?”

*“Only my own chums know.”

' Thank you!"

Wingate walked moodily away. Harry
put the paper in his pocket, and a few
minutes later be was accosted by Billy
Bunter:

“Got my paper, Wharton?"

*“Here it ix. Look here, Billy, you bhad
better burn it

“No fear!” said Bunter promptly. “1I
shall want that photogranh to identify the
riminal when T have fracked him down.”.

“ You young ass!” -

“ You necdn’t belp me if you don't want
to,” said Runter leftily. ‘1 can get help
when I need it, and T shall jolly well keep
the reward myself, too!"”

‘CAsgl”

“ When I have tracked down the villain
! shall make the prefects help me te cap-
iure him or else call-in the police.” said
Bunter. “I suppose Wingate und the rest
would lend a hand «if I told them wherve the
man was?”’

Whitrton started.

* Wingate?”

“Yes. It would be his duty to help to
capture an escaped criminal.”

* Ha, ha, ha'”

* Blessed if I can sec anything
at!” muttered DBunter. looking ve
as Harry Wharton walked aw: 3§
* I'Il iolly well rope in that hundred
anyway, and then some of them wili look
pretty sick.”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Expedition.

URING morning lessons the next day
Billy Bunter gavc the matter of the
wissing bank robber a great deal of
tliought, somewbat to tlhie detriment
¢! his moruing’s work.

The reward for the discovery of James
“tainforth was running in his mind all the
time, and he surprised Mr. Quelch by :ome
of  the jnformation he gave him that
1oreing.

The Form-master did not know what Bun-
ter was thinking about, hut he ecould see
that the fat junior was not paying attention
to his worx; and that was cnough to make
Ar. Queleh devote a little more time than
usnal to Bunter.

Mr. Quelch believed that there w23 a 1ime
for work and a time for play, and that in
the time for work attention should be de-
voted wholly to that work—a thcory which
rever had found favour in the ceyes.of Billy
Runter.

And when Mr. Quelch asked
Bruece pained hy the victory
bkurn, and Billy Bunter replied,

what Robert
of Bannuck-
** A hundred

rounds!” it was natural that the Form-
raster should pour out the vials of his
wrath upon the {fat junior. Whieh he

accordingiy did.
Billy . Bunter was given a hundred lines
to keep company with thosc he already lhad:

Lut cven that did not impress him very
muel.
1 shall expect your lines at tea-time,

Bunter,” said Mr. Queleh as
ihe Remove were dismissed.

©“Bh? Oh, yes, sir: certainly!"”

“It will he better for you not to forget
tliem, Bunter.”

‘* Certainly, sir!”

Billy Bunter passed out of the class-room.
1t was Saturday, and a hali-holiday at Grey-
friars. Dunter already had that afternoon
mapped out, and doing lines for Mr. Qucleh
did not form part of the programme,

After dinner he repaired to No. 1 Study,
and he was filling Wharton’s bicycle lantern
from Nugent's oil-can when Nugent came in.

* Hallo, going out biking?" he ashked.
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significantly,

“ N-n-no.”

‘““What do you want with a bike-lamp
then!”

“Oh, I'm just flling it, you know.”

Nugent grinned.

* What's the game?”

“0n, I'm going out for a walk.”

* With a lantern, on a fine afterncon!”

“ Well, yoyysee ”

““You youfig ass!” said Nugent centemp-
tuously. ** Do you think I can't sce through
you? You've got an idea of exploring the
vaults—looking for a bless¢d bank robber,
I supposc.”

“You'li jolly well be ready to share the
reward, I expect,” said Bunter.

Nugent sniffed.

* 1 wouldn’t touch it if I could. But don't
you know that Wingate keeps the crypt
locked up now? You can't get into it; he
has the key.”

* Blow Wingate!”

Nugent sniffed again, and, taking his foot-
pul], he [eft the study. Bunter finished All-
ing the lamp, and put a box of mateihies in
his pocket. .

Then he prepared to leave the study; but
at the door he hesitated. To be seen going
out in the carly afternoon with 2 lantern
in_his hand was certain to attract attention.

Bunter did not want to be questioned just
then, and he was particularly anxious  for
Wingate to pass him unmnotice-.

However, he had to run the gaintlet. He
thrust the laniern under his jacket, to keep
it out of sight, and went down the passage.
He hoped hic would ineet mnobody; bhut, as
generally happens at such a time, he met
nearly everybody he knew.

Several fellows glanced at him- curiously
as he walked with his right hand under his
jacket, the lantern bulging the jacket out.

‘“ What on earth have you got there?
asked Tom Brown.

‘Ol nothing!*

‘“ Been raiding somebody's grub?”

“ Certainly nott”

“Well, what s it, then?” cxcluimed
Skinner, jerking the fat junior’s jacket up Ly
the flap. ** My hat!+ A bike lantern!”

** Oh, really, Skinner »”

‘“ He's short-sighted, and he's going out

with a lantern in the daytime,” said
Skinner, in a tone of explanation to the
other Removites. ** What you really necd,
Bunter, is a stick and a little dog.”

" Look here—"'

‘“ That’s Wharton's bike lamtern,” =aid
Bulstrode. ‘1 suppose Buuter's borrowcd

it without mentioning the Tact to Wharton.”
* That’s why he’s hiding it."”
“ He's going to pawn it in Friardale,”' said
Ogilvy. “ I know him!” .
“ Oh, really, Ogilvy——"'
‘ Better give Wharton the ticket, Bunty.”
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter blinked at the grinning
juniors, and tramped on. It was usecless to

keep the lantern under his jacket now. Ile
left thie llouse, and in the Close caught sight
of Wingate chatting with Courtncy.

He jammed the lantern into his pocket
hurriedly to get it out of sight, and walked
past the captain of Greyfriars with as un-
conscious an air as he could command.
Wingate did not even glanec at him.

Bunter reached the gates, and was cen-
gratulating himself on petting clear, when
a hand tapped him on the shoulder, and he
blinked round.

*Oh, really, Linley—"

Mark Linley pointed to the pocket
which the lantern reposed.

in

* Look at that!” he exclaimed. * You're
soaking your jacket with oil.”
Bunter gazed at it in dismay. The

lantern had not been frmly serewed, and
it was pouring out oil as it lay on its :ide
in his pocket. .

*Oh, dear!” gasped Bunter. * You miuht
have pointed that out before, I think, really,
Linley.”

“But I've only just seen it," said Mark.

Bunter grunted.

He drew the lantern out of his pncket.
Halr the oil was soaking through his jacket,
and runmning in a stream down his trousers.

‘““What on earth are you carryiyg a
lantern about in the daytime for?” ecx-
claimed Mark, looking at it in astonishment.

“Don't ask questions, and I won't tcll
you any lies,” said Bunter surlily.

And hc¢ marched out of the mates. carry-
ing the lantern in his hand, and with the
oil still dripping from{him. .

The fat junior took the road towards the
village, intending to turn off in the wood
by the footpath to the priory.

As he could not enter the vaults by the
subterranean -passage from the Greyfriars

!
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end, he lhad determined to visit the priory,
and commence his exploration there:

Mark Linley strolled in the Close, and met
Harry Wharton and Nugent, who were
making for the football-ground, the latter
with a football under: his arm,

** Playing footer?” asked Nugent.

" Yes, rather! By the way, is anything
wrong with Bunter?”

* Bunter!"

“Yes. I met him at the gates, and he
had a bicyele lantern in his pocket, and his
jacket was soaked with oil.” Where is le

. goinin\vith a bicycle ‘lantern in the day-

time?

Harry Wharton gave a start.

“ The young ass' Hc's up to hLis tricks
again! I think I'll leave the footer a bit,
kids, and go and look for him."

“ He'll be all right,” said Nugent.

“He may cause a lot of trouble.”

“ The troublesome young animal!’' ex-
claimed Nugent, exasperated. ** We want
you in the footer practice, Harry.”

»I'll join you later.”

‘“Oh, rats! TI'll come with you. Take

this footer down to the ground, Linley, will
vou? Tell the chaps wce’ll be along later.”

* Certainly,” said Mark.

ITarry Wharton and XNugent walked to-
wards the gates. The same theught was in
both their minds: Bunter had gone to ex-
plore the priory, and he was almost certain
to meet the bank robber hiding there. At
any cost the discovery of the fugitive by the
fat junior had to be prevented.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tracked Down.
“" R-R-R-R! I'm jolly tired!”
Billy Buunter grunted out the
words as he cntered the old priory

in the wood.

The fat jumior sat down on a blcck of
masonry to rest.

The sun was shining upon the ruine, and
on the green trees growing amid  the
shattered wall, and the crecpers that trailed
over the broken cascments.

The ruins were very silent.

They were seldom visited, save somelimes
by picnic parties from’ the village, and at
present there were no picnickers.

Biliy Bunter rested for a few minutes, and
then he carctfully lighted the lantem. It
was still hall-full of oil, and would prohably
last quite as lonz as he nceded it

He made his way towards the entrance
to the vaults, and descended into the dark-
ness below.

There he looked about him nervously.

Nle knew that he was running a risk hy
entering the place at all, for it the bank
robber was there, he might run into him at
any moment. For that reason he would have
preferred to have the chuma of the Remcve
with him.

But Bunter was cumning, if nothing clse.
If he came upon the fugitive, he did not
intend to give a sign of recognition. although
irom the photograph he was certain that hLe
would recognise him at once.

If the man saw him, he would doubtless
assume him to be merely a schoolboy ex-
ploring the ruins from motives of curiosity,
and would not take the alarm. He would
not dream for a moment that Bunter knew
him.

So Billy reasoned it out.

He entered the vaults, and flashed the
light of the lantern to and fro.

The vaults were very dark and silent.

There was no sign of any lurking fugitive
there, but Billy Bunter knew it would take
hours to explore the place thoroughly, with-
out counting the sceret passage under the
wood to the chapel at Greyfriars,

Suddenly the fat junior gave a start.

On the dry stone floor of the vault was a
very plain imprint of muddy boots. There
had been rain off and on for the past two
or three days, but the rain, of course, never
reached the recesses under the old priory.

But anyone entering t{herc had naturally
brought muddy footsteps with him. Ard the
muddy tracks were very plain when Bunter
turned the.lantern light upon them.

The fat junior’s heart beat faster.

It was no fancy of his. He was really on
the track at last.

The muddy steps were thick on the stone
flags, and all of them were close to the
revolving stone which gave admittance te
the secret passage to the chapel at QGrey-
friars. : .

Bunter stopped and examined the slone.

Was it possible that the fugitivé knew of
its existenee, or had .discovered ©¥? If so,
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the secrev passage, or the vaults under the
Greyfriars chapel, would mak: a safer
hiding-place than the priory.

Bunter pushed the stone, and it swung on
the pivot.

The fat junior threw the lantern light into
the opening, and pecred in through his big
spectacles.

All was dark and silent.

After a short hesitaticn he stepped in,
and closed the revolving stone behind him.

Then he pulled up short.

His heart leapt to his mouth,.

‘Ahead of him a light had gleamed in the
darkness.

It was only a point of light, but it burned
thero, clearly and steadily, and Bunter knew
that it proceeded from a candle or lamp
burning in the vaults at the cnd of the
tunnel.

His heart throbbed bhard. -

Who was there, burning a light in that
secret recess? ‘Who but the man he was in
scarch of—the absconding bank cashier.

Strange as it was,~the amateur detective
of Greylfriars was really on the right track
for once in his life.

The fat junior hesitated a few moments,
and then crept on. =

The light grew larger as he advanced.

He saw the radius of the light it cast as
he reached the end of the tunnel and gazed
into the vault.

There he balted, blinking at a strange
scene before him. . .

In the voult the lamp burned upon a
ledge, casting a clear light upon the scene—
one of the strangest.

There were blankets and rugs on the stone
floor, showing .that somcone had slept there,
and a large bag, half open, showed a quan-

there, he was Lurning over some papers in
his hands, and in the dead silence of the
vauit Billy Bunter could lcar a soft, crisp

rustle. It was the unmistakable rustle of
banknotes.
The thicf was counting over. his loot.

Bunter remembhered that the newspaper had
stated that Stainforth was supposed to have
taken a thousand pounds’ worth of banknotes
with him in hia flight.

It was time to go. Rilly Bunter had seen
cnough. Ho made a movement to retreat.
At the same moment there came an echoing
call- along the tunnel from the direction of
the old priory.

‘ Bunter!”

Bunter started and shivered.
reached the ears of the bank robber.
sprang to his fcet, his eyes gleaming.

* Who—what—who is there?’” he eried.

Bunter gave a gasp, and fled along the
tunnel.

In a moment the wman was springing after
him. His grasp closed upon the fat junior,
and he dragged him into the vault, and held
him there, and scarched his face in the light
of the lamp.

The sound
He

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Wingate’s Secret.

[l HO are you?”
The man ground out the words
hetween his teeth.

Bunter gasped for hreath.
al_r o

‘“ Who are you?”

¢ I—I'm a Greyfriars chap,” mumbled Billy.
“1—I don't mean any harm. I—I was just
exploring the vaults, you know; we often do

t.llelttunnel. and they were staring into the
vault.

Billy Bunter caught sight of them at the
same moment, and he began to struggle in
the grasp of Stainforth.

‘* Help! Rescuc, Remove!” he yelled.

‘“Fool!" hissed the bank robber. * Kcep
still!” .

‘* Rescue, Remove!"

Wharton and Nugent ran into the vault,

““Let him go!" exclaimed Wharton.

Stainforth gave him a savage look.

“You again!” he exclaimed.

* Come on, you fellows!”
‘“Help me to collar him! He's the bank
robber, you know! Therc's a hundred pounda
reward! Look at the hanknotcs on the floor!”

Stainforth uitercd a fearful oath.

‘““So you know? By heavens, you
never leave this vault to tell others!”’

‘ Help, Wharton!"

The bank robber's grasp, half uncon-
sciously, had closed savagely upon Buntcr’s
throat.

Wharton and Nugent ran forward., and in
a moment their grusp. was upon Stainforth.

‘“Let him go!"”

Stainforth gritted hLis teeth.

He did not relax his grip, and Wharton
and Nugent closed with Lim at once. His
grasp was forced from Bunter, and he was
hurled back. Wharton and Nugent, panting,
stood between him and the fat junior, Bunter
reeled away, gasping, and frightened almost
out of his wits, Wharton gave him a push.

‘ Rup, Billy! Scoot! Quick!”

Billy Bunter needed no second bidding.

He tore along the tunnel as fast as hia
fat, little legs would carry him. He had
forgotten the reward and everything elsec but
his personal saicty. Wharton and Nugent

yelled i}untcr.
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tity of food, while the reraains of a meal
lay on the floor.

Yeated upon & camp-stool was a man,
whose back waz turned towards Bunter.

* But he was short and thick-set in figure,
and was dressed in dark clothes, and that
was quite sufficient for the fat junior.

Billy Bunter did not need to sce his face;
lie was quite certain of the man’s identity.
But he was to seé his faec, all the same.

Terhaps he made some slight sound, for
suddenly the man turned, and swept the
vanlt with his piercing eyes.

Bunter shrank back in terror.

He forgot for the moment that he was
standing in the darkness of the tunncl, and
that the man could not possibly see him.

He stood with his heart thumping; hut the
piercing glance passed over him, and the
man scemed to be satisfied. i

He settled down in the camp-stool again;
®at Bunter had scen his face, and could
still sce it in the light of the lamp on the
fledge. }

B’ was the face of the photograph in the
newspaper. )

The man was Stainforth, the bank robber.

Billy Bunter almost turned giddy with the
feeling of triumph, mingled with terror, that
gurged up within him.

He had succecded!

Tlhe absconding cashicr of the London and
Suburban Bank was before him, and he had
only to get the police to the spot to win the
hundred pounds reward.

What would the fellows say?

What a trlumph for the Owl of the Re-
move, whose amatcur detective essays had
been the cause of never-ending chuckles,

But ghat was the man doing? As he sat

on half-holidays. I—I wasn't
anybody in particular.”

The man’s grip tighténed upon him.

As he spoke, Bunter’s glance had involun-
tarily fixed upon the hanknotes, which the
rean had dropped in springing up so suddenly
to seize the intruder.

The notes were acattered on the floor,
dozens of them; and even Billy Bunter could
rcad the depominations of most of them—
five pounds, ten pounds, twenty pounds.
Nearly all were for small amounts, and there
were a great number of them.

The bank robber followed Bunter's glance,
and his look grew baggard and savage.

“You arc not one of those who came the
other day?'' he muttered, secarching Bunter's
face attentively.

* I—I haven't been here before.
know anybody had.” .

““You young fool! You should not have
come here!"

¢“1—] don't know who you are,” gasped
Bynter, *and I—I haven't scen the bank-
notes.” '

Stainforth shook him roughly.

‘“ Can you keep a secret?”’

‘“Ye-e-s, yes, yes!' gasped Bunter, “I
won't say a word about your bcing here. I
swear I won't! I—*'

“You must stay here now,” Bsaid Stain-
forth, calming down a little. * There i3
someonsd coming soon who may be ablec to
answer for you. We shall see.”

¢ Who—who is it?""

“That i3 no concern of youfs! [—*

The bank robber broke off.

The forms of Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent had suddenly appeared at the end of

looking for

I—I didn't

might be in danger, but it did not even occur
to Bunter to hclp them. 1le was thinking
only of himself. His pattering fcet died uway
down the tunnel. :

The bank robber made a movement as il
to follow, but Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent were in his path. .

‘“ No, you don’t!” said Harry grimly.

‘“ You—you confounded brat "

‘“ Enough of that!” gaid- Marry quictly.
‘“Look lhere, you are known, James Stain-
forth, and in a short.time that fellow whe
is gone will be spreading tlie news every-

where. You have got to get out.”

** Hang you!"

‘“I have sent him away on purpose, 20
that you can go,’’ said Wharton. I am not

thinking of you, but of the chap whose kind-
ness you're imposing upon. For his sake, I
offer you a chance to get clear!™
~ Wharton started as a sound camg¢ from the
direetion of the door of the -crypt. It was
the sound of a key grating in 2 rusty lock.
The junjors exchanged glanees. It must
he Wingate coming—aa onc else had a key to
the door of the cryp
It was, indecd, the captain of Greyfriars.
He came towards the light of the lamp, the
key still in his hand. He gave an almost
convulsive start as he caught sight of Whar-
ton and his chum standing facing the bank
robber.
* Wharton!
doing here?"”
** We had to come,” said Wharton quietly.
* Bunter came to the old priory, and we
followed him, to stop him from coming"
here, hut we were too late. He had come,
THE PENNY PorCL{r.—No. 270.
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and be has seen the fellow here, and recog-
nised him.” ' o

** Geod heavens!™

“The game's up!” said Stainforth, with a
bitter look at Wharton.

 Gunter is gone,” said Harry. *‘He will
talk, of course. Wingate, look at that money
on the floor—stolen banknotes! You can sec
now with your own eyes that this man is a
Lliief!”

Wingate glanced at the banknotes, which
$tainforth made a hasty movement to gather
up, and his face went white.

““Then you lied to me!”
huskily.

Stainforth did not speak.

* You told me it was all a mistake,”" said
Wingate. ‘‘ You sworc that you were inno-
:ent, and suspected for the crime of some-
one else. In the letter you wrote me, tell-
ing me you were coming to this place to
nide. and demanding my help—in that letter
vou ¢aid that you were innocent, and I be-
fieved it—I tried to! And now—"

The misery was keen in Wingate’s face.
Stainforth was gtill silent. Harry Wharton
looked compassionately at the captain of
Greyfriars. What was his interest in this
scoundrzl? )

Wharton understood now what must have
bDeen in the letter which Billy Bunter had
found Wingate reading, and what had made
him utter the exclamation which had first
put the fat junior op the track.

No wonder Wingate had thought that he
was ruined when he learned that a bank
rohker, hunted by the police, was claiming
his aid in the very precincts of the school
of which he was captain, yet why should
he extend the aid that was so claimced?

You se2 that he is guilty,” said Whar-
ton. ‘“ He ought to be given up to justice,
Wingate.”

Wingate groaned.

“ But I can’t give him up.”

““Why not?”’

* Because he's

' Oh!”

Wharton understcod.  That was the ex-
planation; it was a pear relative of Win-
pate’s who had claimed his aid, and re-
ccived it.  The junior was silent. There
was nothing lhc could say—nothing hec could
do to lelp in a situation like this.

“You must go now, James!"” sald Win-
gate, breaking a miserable silence. ‘' The
pelice will be here as soon as Bunter can
fetch them. You are lost if you stay!”

Stainforth nodded.

1 understand that. I will go.”

He stooped to gather up the banknotes.
The ecaptain of Greyfriars stepped forward
with a stern brow.

'"Let that money alone!” he exclaimed.

* What !’

‘*You cannot take it!™

*“Cannot take it!” exclaimed Stainforth
ficreely. * Do you think I am going out into

he muttered

my cousin!”

the world a beggar, then,
fugitive? Are you mad?”

Wingate's face set grimly.

*“You will not take a shilling of stolen
money with you,”” he sald—‘‘not a penny! I
am helping you to escape the pepalty of
your crimes—I will not help you to steal!
You will hand over every hanknote thcere, to
be left for the police, or I will hand you over
to them! You can take your choice!™

Stainforth took one look at his fiuce, and
read there his grimly fixed resolution, Me
muttcred an oath.

“As you like! I am in ycur hands!”

““Go, then!”

The bank robber gave him one last look,
in which there was little of regard or grati-

tude, and strode sullenly away into the
tunnel. His footsteps died away.

Wingate looked at the juniors.

“You know my secret now!” he said.

** You know that that man—that scoundrel-—
is my cousin. I learncd first of his rascality
from the mewspapers, and you can guess what
a horrible shock it gave me; but I hoped and
tricd to belicve that Le was innocent, Then
I had his letter, then he came here, What
could 1 do but help him? If I had koown
that he hal stolen money about him, it
wculd liave been differcnt. But he swore
that he was the victim of a mistake, and 1
—I wanted to believe it!"

“1t was rotten for you,” said Wharton.
“Of course, you know that we shan’t say
a word.”

“0f eourse mot!” said Nugent.

“ Bunter knows nothing of your conpec-
tion with the man,” said Harry., * What he
knows he will tcll to everybody who wili
listen, but he knows nothing to hurt you.
You know you can rely on us, Wingate.”

“Thank you!' said the captain of Grey-
frlars.

The news was, mdocd very qmcl\ly spread
by Billy Bunter, and the police visited the
vaults in search of the bank robber. But
they were hours too late. Stainforth was
gone, and all the police found, as proof of
his late presence therg; was a.bundle of
banknotes lylng on the stone floor. DBy the
numbers the notes were ascertained to be
those which had becn carried off hy the rascal
in his Bight, and it is probable that the
directors of the London and Suburban Bank
were more pleased hy their rccovery than
they would have been by the arrest of the
fugitive.

Wingate breathed more easily as the days
passed on and therc was no news of tac arrest
of Stainforth. The man had got clear, and,
raseal as he was, blood was thicker than
water, and Wingate was glad that he had]
escaped.

Not a word of the matter ever passed the
lips of the ehums of the Remove. No one
was likely to learn from them a word of
Wipgate's secret.

THE END.

as well as a.

BETWEEN OURSELVES.

A Weekly Chat between The Editor
and His Readers.

AN EXPLANATION.

Readers of the PEXNY PorrLaR -will
notice this week a slight reduction in
the size of our paper. Whereas we had
twenty pages, we have now the same
number as our companion papers, the

“Magnet 7 and the '‘Gem “—sixteen
pages.

<T want to impress upon all my readers
the fact that this reduction bhas been un-
avoidable. The scarcity of paper is an
e\tremelv gerious matter, and it gets
more serious every week.

As, of course, you all know, the paper
used for the Pe¥Ny POPULAR has to be
brought to thiz country {rom overseas.
This being the case, ships are needed to
carry the paper. Ships are needed, too,
for war purposes, and, what is more,
they ave needed for the purpose of bl ing-
ing food to <¢his country. The nceds of

the war must come first; paper Las
rightly to take a back seat.
T want to tell you all, however. that,

although you lose four pages in the size
of the paper, you are not

LOSING A SINGLE LINE
The whole™ of

of reading matter. this

issue is printed in a shghtlv smaller
type, and, therefore, our stories are ex-
actly the same lcn"tll as before. If any
reader disputes my statement, let him

compare the words in this column with
those in column one and two. A more
glance will prove that my statement is
correct.

“If, however, you still want further
proof, you should count the words in a
single column in this issue, and also
count the words in a oolumn of last
week's lssue. The difference in the
number of words is a marked oie. a8
you will see if you take the trouble to
do as I suggest.

In conclusion, I want to assure you that
T shall always do my very utmost to make
the PENNY POPULAR good

VALUE FOR THE JMONEY.

In this issue there are thirty thousand
words of magnificent reading matter,
and I shall continue to spare no effarts
to make the good old PExxY Por. the
finest school story paper on the market.

Remember, my chums, you are getting
as good value for yOUr penny LoOw as
you have been getting for the last six
months. The reduction in size does not
mean a_reduction in'reading matter.
The smaller type enables me to keep the
stories the same length as before.

YOUR EDITCR.

=

Next Friday’s Grand Long Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co. is ent}tled:

“BUNTER, THE DANDY!”
~ By FRANK RICHARDS.

Please order your copy of the PENNY ROPULAR in advance, and hand this
nurnber, when finished wzth to a non-reader.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Very Mysterious!

ACR BLAKE came along the Fourth

Form passage in the Sciiool Houge ai

St. Jim’s, and turned the handle of

the door of Study No. ¢. To his sur-

prise, the door did not open. Blake jerked

at the handle again, and then kicked vigor-
ously on the lower panels. .

“Hallo! Who’'s in there?” he talled out.

“Weally, Blake!” came the gentle voice oY
Arthur Augustusa D’Arcy, of the Feurth .
from within the study.

“GOpen the door, Gussy!”

“1 am sqwwy!”

“Nothing to be sorry about, unless
don’'t open the daor at once,” said Blake.

“1 am sowwy!”

“I want iny footer!” roared Ilake throngh
the keyhole. “Herries and Dig are waitini
for me. Upen the door!”

“Sowwy !”

* Blake kicked at the door again.

- Arthur Augustus D°Arcy, the swell of the
Fourth Form, who shared that famous ap:
ment with Blake and Herries and D
evidently did not want to he disturbed.
~had locked himself in $tudy No. 6, and
Blake guessed that he was trying on new

yeu g

waistcoats, or sclecting a new tie. He
hammered at the door.

*Let me in, you fathcad!”

“Sowwy !” ’

“I'll sowwy you!’ exclaimed Blake. “If

you don't open the door. you fathead, I'll

bump you hald-headed! Le¢t me in!”
“Sowwy, but—-"
Bang! Bang! Bang!

. *“Weally, Blake, I wish you would go away.
You are thwowin’ me into quite 2 luttah with
that feahful wow!”

“Will you open the
breathing hard through his nose.

“Imposs!”

“Why, you ass?”

“1 wefuse to be called an ass!”

“Why can't you open the door?” shriecked
Jack Blake.

“] am twyin' an expewiment.”

~Rats! The waistcoate can wait, and the
neckties can go and eat coke. Open the door
at once, you burbling jabberwock!”

*1 decline to be chawactewised as a burblin’
jabbahwock, and 1 wefuse to open the door.
1 am twyin’' an expewiment, and 1 cannot be
bothahed by you youngstahs.”

Blake snorted.

““If you don’t open this door at once—"
he said, in measured toncs.
“Pway go away!”
“What experiment arc ‘you trying, you
nss?”

“It’s a jape on the Gwummawians. I am
goin’ to make them sit up. deah boy, and
give Gordon Gay & Co. the gidday kybosh.”

“Oh, rot!”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Are you coming, Blake?”’ roared the
powerful voice of Herries up the stairs.

“The silly ass won't Ict me into the study!”
shouted back Blake. “Come and help me
bust the door inl”

“Right-ho !?

Herries and Digby came up the stairs three
at a time. Tom Merry, Manners, and
Lowther came along the passage from their
study at the same moment, and pansed cut-
pide Study No. 6 as they beheld Blake's red
and wrathful countenance.

“Wherefore this thusness?” asked Monty
Lowther, in surprise.

Blake delivered a terrific kick on the door.

door?” said Blake, V

“Gusey’s locked himself in, and won’t opeun

The junicrs dropped the battering-ram as the door flew open, and

rushed into the study.

1 Bal Jove, you wottaha !
Arthup Augustus D'Aroy, but he was not to be seen.

It was the volce of
In the study a

gentleman in frook-coat and beard and tinted glasses stood and stared

at the infruders,

“ M-m-m-my hat!’ gasped Tom Merry.

 Where's

Qussey ?

H NN NANNANANANANNANANNANANNANNANANANANANANNANANNANNNNNAANNANNANANT

the dogr!” e gasped. “I'm going to hust
the lock, and then bust Gussy!”

"Ha, ha, ha!”

“I should uttahly wefuse to be busted,
Blake, deah boy,” camc the voice of Arthur
Augustus from within; “anpd 1 wegard
‘ busted ’ as a vulgah cxpwession.”

“Open the door!” bawled Blake and
Herrles and Digby together.
“Sowwy!”

“You're not =0 sorry as you'll be presently!”
roared Blake.

“Weally, deal boy—"

“What on ecarth is he up to?” cxclaimed
Tom Merry, laughing. “Blake, old man,
you'd bictter go easy with that row, or you’'ll
have a prefect up here.”

“I'—-I'i—-rag—" Words failed Jack
Blake, and he could not fully express all the
things he would do when the door was once
open.

. Levison of the Fourth
passage. He was grinning.

“Hallo! Trying to get in?” he asked.

“Yes!” growled Blake.

“Who's Gussy got in there with him?”
asked Levison. .

came along the

“Nobody.”

“Yes, he has. I saw him at the window,”
said Levison. *“I saw him at the window—
chap with a grey heard and tinted glusses.”

“What!”

“It's a fact!”

Blake stooped to the kevhole.

“Gussy, you ass, have you got anybody in
there?” .

*No, deah hoy.”
~ *Oh, what a whopper!” exclaimed Levison,
in amazement. "I saw an old chap in there,
only two minutes ago. He passed the
window, and I was looking up.”

There was a chuckle fromn within the study,

and that was Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s only
rejoinder to Levison's remark.
_ Blake put his eye to the keyhole, and Icoked
inta the study, The keyhole commanded g
view of about a third part of the room; and
Blake gave a jump as he caught sight of a
figure in a frock-coat, with a grey beard and
tinted glas¥es, exactly as Levison had
described it. The figure moved out of tha
Hne of vision the next roment.

“My hat!"” ejaeulated Blake.

THE PINNY' PePULAR.—Na. 270, .
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“What have you seen?” azked Manners.
“Chap in there with a beard and glasses.”
“What!”

Levison chuckled his disagreeable chuckle.
The cad of the Fourth was always pleased in
finding anybody out in anything not quite
above-board.

Arthur Augustus D'Arey had a reputation
for truthifulness that completcly put in the
shade that of the late G. Washington.

And yet D’Arcy had stated that there was
nobody in the study with him, and DBlake
had seen a man cvidently of middle age.

Blake was so astonished that he was silent
for a full minute.

“Blessed if I understand this!” said Tom
Merry, cqually amazed. “Gussy said dis-
tinctly that there was no one in the study
with him.”

“Quite distinetly,” said Manners”

“Must be off his rocker,” said Herrles,

Levison sniggered.

“Oh, it's something fishy, of course,” he
paid. “Perhaps he’s been borrowing money.
That old chap in there looks a hit like old
Benson, the moneylender of Wayland. Any-
way, he’s lying.”

“Levison, you uttah wottal,” came D'Arcy’s
voice from ‘within, “if 1 were out there, 1
should give you a feahful thwashin® for that
wotten wemark.”

“Open the door, Gussy:!” said Digby.

“Sowwy, deah hoy!"

“Gussy, old man,” said Blake, with un-
accustomed gentlcuess, “open the door,
there's a good cliap, and we won't hump you.”
And Blake tapped his forchead as a hint to
the others of what he suspected.

Prevarication was so forcign to Lhe nature
of Artbur Augustus D’Arcy, that Blake could
only imagine that therc was somcthing tem-
porarily wrong with him mentally.

- “I should wefuse to be bumped, Blake.”

“Wiil you open the door?”

“Sowwy, it's imposs!'”

“Must be barmy!" said Monty Lowther.
“Better bust in the door, I tnink; he ought
to be taken care of.”

“Pway go away, deah hoys!'”

“Who's that in there with you, Gussy?”

*There is nobody here, deah boy.”

“Look here, Gussy, I saw him through the
keyhole,” Blake.

A chuek; as the only reply.

“It isn’tlike you to tell whoppers, Gussy.
You must be off your rocker. Now open the
door, like a good chap.”

“Sowwy! It's imposs! I
bothahed just now.” :

“I want my footer!”

“I will thwow it out of the window to you,
I you like.”

“I want to come in,
there’s something wrong

Another chuckle.

“@pen the door, old fellow!"

“Wats!”

“Well, I'm going in,” said Blake deter-
minedly. “We’ll bust the lock, and make
Gussy pay for a new one.”

“Good egg!”

Blake strode along the passage, and
dragged back a heavy form. Three or four
of the juniors grasped it, to use as a batter-
fng-ram. The leavy oaken form crashed
upon the lock of the door.

The lock was a stout one, but it was not
Intended to resist attacks of that kind. It
flew into pieces, and the door flecw open.
The juniors dropped the form, and rushed
into the study.

“Bai Jove! You wottabs!"

It was Arthur Aupgustus D’Arcy’s voice,
but Arthur was not to be seen.

In the study a gentleman in frock-coat and
beard and tinted glasses stood and stared at
the intruders, but of the swell of St. Jim's
there was no sign in the study. He bad
vanished apparently into thin air.

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Tom
“Where's Gussy?” :

capnot be

Gussy. 1I'm afraid
with you.”

Merry.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
D’Arcy’s Qreat Jape.
OM MERRY & (O. stared blankly
round Study XNo. G.
The gentleman in tinted glasses
stared at them, and they stared at him.

D’Arcy was not to be seen.

His elegant Etons were lying on the table,
his collar and his necktie were on tlhe table,
his beautiful boots were on the rug. He had
vanished, apparently, leaving his clothes
behind him.

For a moment the juniors fancied they
were dreaming. o .
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“Where's Gussy?” gasped Blake,

“D'Arcy, old man—"

“Gussy "

“You uttah asses!”

Then the juniors jumped.

It was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s volce, and
it proceeded from the middle-aged gentle-
man in glasses.

They understood.

“You—you chump'” said 'Blake, in great

relief. “Blessed if I didn't think there was
some giddy magic in it! You fathead!”
“You ass!”

. “You chump!”

The juniors regarded D'Arcy in amazement.
They observed now that there were tnamy
signs in the study that D’Arcy had been
“making-up.”

A Dbox in which supplies for the Junior
Dramatic Society were kept was open, and
there was a box of grease-paintgyon the table
end several wigs and beards. -

The middle-aged gentleman before them
was Arthur Augustus D'Arcy of the Fourth,
and now that they looked at him more care-
fully they could recognise his features, dis-
guised as he was by the beard and the tinted
glasses and by dabs of grease-paint.

The-grey beard, too, was a little sideways,
and its fastenings were distinctly to be secn.

“ You—you unutterable ass!” said Blake.
%S0 that is the experiment you were try-
ing?”»

“ Yaas, wathah!”

It was ludicrous to hear the junior's bhoyish
voice, with its beautifnul accent, proceeding
from the grave-looking gentleman of middle
age.

The juniors could hot help grinning.

“I wegard you as twoublesbme asses for
intéwwupting me in this way!”? said the swell
of the School House. “I had neahly finished
thy expewiment.”

“ What is it—a new character in amatcur
theatricals? asked Tom Merry.

“3omethin’ like that, deah boys. I don't
mind tellin' you; but kick that wottah Levi-
son out !»

Levison of the Fourth was promptly
bundled out of the study. Blake jammed the
door shut, .

“Now, explain, you image, hefore w¢ scalp
you!” he said. S

“I wefuse to be scalped—"

“Explain!” roared Blake.

“It’s a jape,” said D'Arcy condescendingly
—*“the. jape of the scason! I have made the
discovewy that Mr. Adams, the Fourth Form
mastah of the Gwammah School, has left.”

“What on earth—"

“They are expectin’ a new mastah at Wyl-
comhe Gwammal School.”

“Well?”

“I had it from one of the Gwammawian
ehaps,” D’Arcy explained. “They are ex-
pectin’ a new Form-mastah—a Mr. Fowlah.”

“But what—"

“Don’t you tumble?”

“I'll tumble you if you don’t make yourseli
clear!” growted Blake. *“What on earth has
2 new master at Rylcombe Grammar School
got to do with this rot?”

“Qh, he's barmy!” said Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies »

“It's a jape, is it?" said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“And what's the jape?” N

“A wegulah sell for the Gwammah cads!”
said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, with a chuckle.
“I have learned that the new mastah is
expected to-mowwow. Suppose he was to
awwive to-day instead?”

“Well, suppose he did?” said Blake,

“Don't you see?”

“See what?"'

“The jape, you duffah!”

“Blessed if I do!" said Blake in bewilder-
ment.

“1 suppose you wemembalh that Gordon
Gay, of the Gwam'mah School, made himself
up as Dr. Ilolmes, our headmaster, once, and
palmed himself off on us?” said- D’Arcy.

“Yes; he's a jolly good actor!” said Tom
Merry. “But what—"

“Well, one good turn deserves anothah,”
said D’Arcy. “I've made myself up as Mr.
Fowlah, the new Form-mastah at the Gwam-
mah School, and I'm goin’ to palm myself oft
on the Gwammabians, and give them a
wegulah high old time!”

The juniors simply gasped.

Gordon Gay, by his wonderful powers of
impersonation, and his still more wonderful
powers of sheer cheek, had passed himself
off on the St. Jim’s *fellows as their head-
master on a celebrated occasion.

But that Arthur Augustus D'Arcy should
dream of playing the same role was amazing.
In the study the junior had nonplussed his
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friends for a moment, but only for a moment.
At the second or third glinee they would
have known him. And in the open air his
disguise would not have passed muster for a
second.

And if it had, his unmistakable voice would
have given him away at.once, immediately
he began to speak. They stared at him
blankly in dumbfounded silence., The silence
was broken by Arthur Augustus D Arcy’s
satisfied chuckle,

“What do you think of the wheeze, deah
boys?” he asked.

“Oh)” murmured Blake.
Uncle George Peter! Oh!”

“Great Scobt!”

“Whew!"”

“My word!”

“I'm not surpwised that you're surpwised!”
said D'Arcy loftily. “1 think of these things,
you know. I'm not supposed to be leadah
of this studay, but it wequires a chap with
some tact and judgment to think of a weally
good jape!”

“Oh, dear!”

“I shall give the Gwammah cads a wegulal
wotten time!” said D'Arcy conildentially. “I
shall ordah Gordon Gay & Co. to w'eck their
own studies, and cane them, you know, and
give them lines to do, and—"

“You ass!"” roared Blake, finding his volce
at last.

“Weally, Blake—-

“You frabjous ass—"

“Weally—"

“Do you think you'll take in the Gram-
marians for a single second?” yelled Blake.
“Why, a blind man would know you at
once!"”

“1 wegard yvou 45 ap ass, Blake!”

“They’ll spot you on the spot—"

“Imposs!”

“There isn’t a chap at St. Jim's who won't
know who you are as soon as you step outside
this study in that rig!” gasped Tom Merry,
witlh tears of merriment rolling down his
cheeks.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“1t's no good, Gussy!”

“Wats!"”

“They’ll scalp you if you go over
Grammar School like that—-"

“Wot1”

“Oh, my only

t# el

“The_v.'ll know you immediately—"
“Bosh!” o
*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Monty Lowther. “Let

him go! It will be the joke of the scason,
just as he says—but it will be up against
Gussy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

- *“] wegard you all as asses!” said D Arey.
“You youngstahs can go and play footah, and
leave me to finish my Dbizney. You have
intewwupted me!”

“But—but—but ¥ou don’'t really intend to
go out of doors like that?” gasped Tom
Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Anyhody on the road will see that you're
in disguise. Suppose you meet P.-c. Crump;
hie may take .you for a disguised burglar——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He will take me for a Form-mastalh,” said
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, with dignity. “I
twust that T am as good an actah as Gordon
Gay !»

«Ha, ha, hal”?

“ Howevah, I shall put it to the test,”
said D’Arcy. “Before. goin’ ovah to the
Gwatnmah School I will dwop into the New
House here, and see whethah Figgins & Co.
are taken in, If they are taken in it will be
all wight.? -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, deah boys 2

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“Pway cleah out, you eacklin’ asses, and
don't intewwupt me any more!”»
Blake pieked up his football. P2
“Qh, come on'” he gasped. “If he goes
over to the New House in that rig, it will be
all right, Figgins & Co. will make an ex-
ample of him, and he won’t get as far as
the Grammar School. Let's get down to the*

footer.”

«Ha, ha, ha!”

«] wegard you as a set of feabful duflahs!
1 considah—”

But the juniors did not wait to hear what
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy comsidered. They
left the study, and went staggering downm
tbe passage, weak with laughter,

Artbur Augustus snorted, and closed the
door after them, and as the key would no
longer hold - it, he jammed a chair under
the lock. .

Then he proceeded with his busy prepara-
tions for the visit to the Grammar School in
the guise of a new Form-master—a visit that
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was to give Gordon Gay & Co. the “kybosh,”
and make them hide thbeir diminished Leads
for ever and ever!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not Deceived.

¢ TCK up, Fatty!»
Piggins of the Fonrth was stand-

'i.ng at the open window of his study

. in the XNew llouse at St. Jim's,
Kerr_ was sitting in_the armehair, with bis
feet ‘on the table. Fatty Wynn was at the
table, husily-engaged in demolishing the last
remnants of a pie,

Figgins and Kerr were waiting for their
chum, but Fatty Wynn scemed to be in no
hurry. 8o long ‘as there was any of the pic
left wild horses could not have dragged the
fat Fourth-Former from the study.

< Blessed if I know low you're going to
walk after that lot, Fatty !” said Kerr. < And
it's only a couple of hours since dinner; and
you did yourself very well then.”

(I*‘atty ’W ¥nn looked up from the pie.

“Rot1” he said tersely. © Dinner was very
skmny—'mutton cutlets and vegetables and
a2 pudding. If I hadn't had the foresight to

take in some sausages and ham-sandwiches
ﬁnd 4 saveloy, I should have gone away
ungry. And I haven’t had anything since,

excepting the cold fowl and the cake and
the tarts. If we’re going to walk to Way-
:ﬁ:df\ it ta;lhno glzotodtstarting‘out hungry. I've

FAYS ought “it's i 4
solid rounda{;‘on.»" 3 8 g%0d idea fo tay 4
“ “ Well, ‘huck up and lay it,” said Kerr.

We don't want to sit here all the after-
noon-watching you eat.”

¥No chance of that,” said Fatty Wynn,
with a sigh, «This is the last thing in the
cuphc:‘zrd. But I tell you what. . Suppose
we raid the School House instead of going
out? Those bounders are down at the footer
practice, and we——»

“Rats!” gcaid Figgins. «If you eat
more you won't he able to walk,
going to carry you!”

“Well, T could do with a cake and some
tarts; and I know Blake has—»

“ Hallo !» exclaimed Figgins suddenly,
].He was looking out of the window, and he
JJhad ca-n{ht sight of an extraordinary figure
approaching the New Housec. His amazement
c‘uused Kerr to join him at,_the window, hut
TFatty Wynn continued operations on the pie.

Figgins and Kerr stared blankly at the
new-comer. They beheld a middle-aged-look-

any
We're not

ing gentleman, with a grey beard and tinted |-

#lasses, dressed in a somewhat rust frock-
coat and silk hat. He was approaclfing the
New House, however, with an elegant gait
full of youthful verve. And the remark;ble
thing was that, in spite of the tinted glasses
and the Deard, the well-known aristoeratic
features of Arthur Augustus D’Arey were
plainly- recognisable. ’

“D’Arcy !” said Kerr,

FllmzinsI nodded.

“Yes, I know it's D’Arcy,” he said. “
what on earth is he got l’;]) like that folla"‘?l‘?

:. Tbeatncals, perhaps,” said Kerr, .

Well, chaps don't usually walk out into
the quadrangle  got up  for amateur
th‘rrgxtncals," said Tiggins, in amazement.

y ‘They don't, as .a rule,” agreed Xerr:
though there’s no telling what Gussy will
do at any time. He's coming here,”

;;}%y hat !

rthur Augustus D’Arcy, quite unconsei 1S
of the fact that he had beerﬁl seen and rec?)g»
nised fl_-om Figgins’ study window, disab-
peired into the porch of the New House.

Fl_'.'glns and Kerr exchanged glances of
astonishment.

“Coming to sec us, I suppose,” said Figgins.

“% sum)oge s0.”

“I'm ready now,” said Fatty W nn, risin
from the table. “That was ayjollyy good Epilf
but I wish it had been larger. What are
you fellows staring at?”

“Gussy's coming here——"

'_‘Cmnmg to ask us to a feed, perhaps,”
said Fatty Wynn lopefully. . “Look here,
Iet’s be civil to him. I don’t believe in
carrying thesc blessed House rows too far,
you_ know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a tap at the door.

“Come in!” sing out Figgins.

The door opened, and the disguised Schaol
House junior presented himself. He bowed
gracefully to the New House fellows ‘over his
silk hat.

“Good-aftahnoon, deah boys!” he said.

“Good-afternoon !” said Figgins.

“I twust you will excuse this intwusion of
a stwapgah.” said D'Arcy. - .

Figgins & Co. almest chcked.

It dawned upon them that the swell of
the School House was under the impression
that his disguise was so good that it had
Jdeceived them as to his identity.

The thrce New House juniors exchanged a
rapid wink.

The same thought had occurred to them
all at onee to “rot™ Arthur Augustus by
pretending to be taken in.

“Not at all, sir,” said Figgins
“Will you tuke a seat?”.

“Thank you, decah hoy!”

Arthur Augustus sat down.
-“To what do we owe the honour of this
visit, &ir?” asked Kerr, with elaborate
respect.  “I suppose you are an uncle of
Figgins, or a father of Fatty Wynn?”

“Not at all,  A§ a mattah of fact, my
name is Fowlah,” explained Arthur Augustus.
“I am the new ¥orm-mastah at Wylcombe
Gwammali §chool.”

“Pleased B mceet you, sir.”

“The pieasure is on my side.” said Arthur
Augastus, with another bow. I have called
in heah before goin’ ovah—I mcan before—
in fact—ahem !”

“Exactly, sir!” agreed Figging.

“Quite lucid,” said Kerr.

“0Oh, qnite!” murmured Fatty Wynn.

“As a mattah of fact, deah boys, I undah-
stand that there have been wows and wags
betwcen you and my ‘boys—my boys at the
Gwammali School.”

“Yes; I fancy there have been some little
rags, sir,” said Figgins. “I hope you laven't
come over to report us to Dr. Holmes, sir?

“Not at all—not at all, Fig—deal boy !”

"Thunk you very much, sir!"

“Of course,” said Kerr, “we must admit
that we always get the best of the Grammar
cads, sir.  There's only one fellow who's
ualways getting the kybosh from Gardon Gay
& Co., and he doesn’t belong to this House.
As a stranger. here, I suppose you'vc Dever
met him—a rather silly ass named D"Arey,”

Ol x

“Chap who generally gces ahout with an
eyealass,” cxplained Kerr. “Hce's about the
limit when you come to really iirst-rute
fatheadedness.”

“You utiah wottah—-"

politely.

“Eh?
“I-I neen, vewy good,” said D'Arey
hastily. “Now, I want %muke an appeal to

you youngstahs,” said the swell of St. Jim’s,
in the best manner of Dr. Holmes.

“Go ahead, sir!” murmured Figgins.

I wegard it as wathah wotten that thece
wags and wows should go on, and I wunt
you to twy to live c¢n bettah terms with my
hoya.”

" Certainly, sir!”

“T'ndah the cires, I wegard that as a
wippin® idea. ‘Let dogs delight to bark und
bite,” you know, but, childreu, you shouid
nevah let sueh angwy passions wise,”

“Quite right, sir.”

“You speak like an oracle, sir,” said Kerr.
“Are you going to take charge of the
Grammar Kkids?”

*“Yaas, wathah! I'm goin’ to tuke up my
dutays there to-day.”

~I'm sare Gordon Gay & Co. will ¢give you
a ripping welcome, sir.  They’ll be very glad
to see you,” said Figgius.

1 twust so.” D'Arcy rose to his fect; the
interview lhad proved that his disguise *was
perfect, and that the New House juniors had
not the faintest suspicion of his identity.
“Pway excuse my intwusion.”

“Not at all, sir.”

*“(Good-afternoon, deah boys!”

“Good-afternoon, sir!”

#And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. with another
craceful bow, retired from the study.

Figgine & Co. stared at the door as it
glosed after him. Then they whooped:

“Ha, ha, hat" .

“Qh, crumbs!”

*“Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Figgins sank into a chair and gasped, Kerr
wiped his eyes, and Fatty Wynn seemed to he
on the verge of a serious attick of hysteriea.

“0Oh, my only Aunt Georgiana!” moaned
Figgins. = “The ass! The duffer! The
chump! He thinks he’s taken us in with

that—that rig! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, he’s given me a pain!” groaned Fatty
Wynn. “He shouldn’t have sprung ihat on
us just after I'd eaten a pie. O, dear!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Figgins ran to the window.

“There he gocs!” he gasped.

The New House juniors looked cut towards
the school gates. There was the disguised

Arthur Augustns, as large, as life, crossing
to the gates. Be disappeared from vlew,

1

and the three juniors of the New House
gurgled hysterically.

“He’s going- to the Grammar School ! said
Figgins faintly. “If this won't be the biggest
joke of the season—up against the School
House, too—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gordon Gay & Co. will be glad to sce him,
I think!”

“lla, ha, ha!” .

Figgins wiped lhis eyes.

“I think we'll take a stroll along to the
Grammar School ourselves, instcad of g r
over to Wayland,” he said. " Somebody will
he wanted to pick up the piceces when the
Grammarians have done with Lim.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Figgins & Co. left their study and
strolled in the direction of Rylcombe Gram-
mar 8cliool, with the benevolent intention of
bringing home what' remained of the gwell
of St. Jim’s after he had worked his grout
jape on the Grammarians.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The New Form-master.

“" ANDS up, or die the death!”
It was Gordon Gay. of the
Fourth Form at Rylcombe Gram-
mar School, who spoke. Ke had
covered Frank Monk of the Feurth with a
ruler, in licu of a revolver, and Frank 3ionk
promptly held up his hands.

“Lenune sce, what do I say
Gay.

“I've got the drop on you, of cour
Tadpole, reading Ircm. a seribpled
script play.

“I've got to drop on him?” asked Gay.
No, no! You've got the drop on i
“Drop of what—wuter?”
“No, no! With the pistol.” .
“Oh, I'm to let the pistol drop on bim?”
*“No, no!"” said Tadpole patjently. ctiing
of the sort. In the Rocky Mountains, when
you point a pistol at a chap, you've got the
drop on him.”
“0Oh, I scc!

next?” aid

manu-

I've got the drop on you,

Monkey.”
“That’s right,” said Tadpole.
“This Dbeats Shakespeare hollow !  eaid

Wootton major. “There's notlgg cf this
sort: in old William.” e
Tadpole nodded.
“Yes; I may say that this is like Bernard
Shaw, a little bit better than Shakesponre,”
he said modestly. “Of course, Shakespeare

had his good qualities as a playwright *
“Go hon!” said Gordon Gay.
“Yes, he had,” said Tadpole. “But wha
is wanted now is something a bit more up-to-

date. *The Belle of the Prairic” is more
up-to-date. I don't say I'm a lirst-rute play-
wright—"

“Wouldn't be much good if did,
Taddy.”

“Aly dear Gay, I don't say so. but othceis
lave said so!” said Tadpole, with dignity.
“My Aunt Gloxiana thinks my plays are
splendid 1"

~Queer ideas once’s 1clations liave about
one,” murmured Lane. .

My dear Lane—"

“Well, let’s get on with the washing,” said
Gordon Gay. “We've got to rehicarse ‘the
whole giddy thing this alternocn. Lucky
there isn’t any Form-master to bhother us
to-day. I could get on very well without any
Fornm-master at ali, for one.”

*8ame here!”

“Let us proceed,” caid Tadpole.

“Allons, done!” said Gustave Blane, tie
French boy in the Fourih Form at the
Grammar School, gencrally called Mont Blong
¥ the Grammarians. .

The Fourth Form at the Grammar School
was erowded with juniors, although it was a
half-holiday. It was a grand mecting of the
Dramatic Socicty, of which Gordon Gay, the
Australian junior, was president and stage-
manager, and ncarly everything else. Mr.
Adams, the Fourth Form master, was gone,
and his suceessor had not arrived, and was
not, expected until the following day.

The Fourth-Forniers of the Grammar School,
therefore, felt entitled to allow themsclves
some littlé additional license—and they did.
The Form-room was the scene of the play,
and the forms had been piled up into a form
of a “corral,” which was to he attacked hy
Red Indizns, the Red Indians being Frank
Monk & Co.

Tadpole of the Fourth had written a play,
which he was very anxious to have performed
hy the junior dramatists, and Gordon Gay
had promiged to give it a trial. It ia possihle
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that Tadpole exaggerated when he¢ declared
that it was better than Shakespeare; but it
was certainly more to the tastc of most of
the juniors. i

It consisted chicfly of shouting, rushing
about, yelling, struggling, and uttcring dire
threats, and the Grammarian juniors felt
that it was Detter than long spceeches.
Gordon Gay was the handsome cowhoy, whose
business it was to rescue the Belle of the
Prairie from all sorts of deadly dangers, and
to fire off a revolver incessantly.

He was supposed to .charge pretty often
upon a fiery mustang, too, but that part of
the play had to be left to the imagination.
It was not feasible to introduce a steed into
tha Form-room; besides, fiery mustangs were
not to be obtaincd in Ryicombe for love or
money.

“Hands up!” repeated Gordon Gay, keeping
the ruler steadily levelled at Frank Monk's
head.

*Got 'em up!” said Monk.

“You don't say that,” said Tadpole. *“You
say, ‘ What does the pale chicf want of the
dusky son of the prairie?’ ”

“Oh, good! What does the pale thief
want—"

*¢ The pale chicf,’ you fathead!”

“Right-ho! The pale chict, you fathead—"

“You don’t say ‘ you fathead,’ you duffer!
You say—"

The Form-room door opened.

“Ahem!” -

The Grammarian juniors swung round.

They stared at the new-comer.

At the first glance he appeared to be a
[niddle-_ngcd gentleman, with a grey beard and
inted glasses, and a very respectable if
rusty black frock-coat.

At the second glance it was perfectly clear
that his bheard was false, and that his
features belonged to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
of the Fourth Form at St. Jim's.

he Grammarians glared at him.

“Hallo!" exclaimed Gordon Gay.

“My deah boys—"

“Eh?"

“I am surpwised and shocked to find. you

actin’ in this wepwehensible way!” said the
new-comer scverely. “Put thosc forms in
their places at once!”

“What?”

“You may not he aware who I am, you
younyg wascals!”

“Yes, we jolly well are!” roared Wootton

major.
“I am your ncw Form-mastalh!”
“What ?”
“I am-Mr. Fowlah!”
Gordon Gay sank down on a form faintly.

“You're — you'r¢ — you're which?” he
gasped.

“I am DMr. Fowlah, your new Torm-
mastah!” said D’Arcy severely. “I am

shocked to see such conduct in my Form-
woom.”

“Oh, my hat'”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Qreat pip!”

“Pway cease this diswespectful and wibald
laughtah at once!" said D'Arcy sternly.
“Don’t you know it is vewy wude to laugh
In the pwesence of your Form-mustah?”

“Our Form-master!” panted Frank Monk.
“Oh, this is too rich)” -

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 shall cane you all severcly'!” said Mr.
Fowler.

“Cane us?”

“0Oh, crumbs!”

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard you as an un-
wuly set of young wascals!™ said Arthur
Augustus D°Arcy, still under the blissful im-
pression that his disguise had not been

penctrated. “I shall certainly cowwect you
vewy severely.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Silence!” thundered D'Arcy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Have you any ideah whatcvah of the
wespeet due to a Forin-mastah?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Gay, you are the wingleader. Fetch my

cane fwom my desk at once!”

“What?”

“Fetch my cane!”

“Your canc?”

“Mr. Adams’ cane. It is my cane now, as
you arc my pupils. I have alwcady we-
marked that I am your new Form-mdstah.”

Gordon Gay staggered to hia feet. The
Grammarians were in hysterica. That Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy imagined that his absurd
disguise deccived thiem for a moment seemed
too rich a joke. The Form-room rang with
shouts of laughter. ’
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“He's—he's rotting!” gasped Frank Monk.
“It’s a joke!"

C“No; he's taking us in!” sobbed Gordon
ay.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You wepwehensible young wascals!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Gordon (fay tottcred to the Form-master’s
desk and fetched the canc. He handed it to
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. The Grammarians
stood round almost wecping.

D’Arcy took the cane.

“Now hold out your hand!” he said
severely. :
“Which hand?” asked Gordon Gay de-
murely.

*“The wight hand.” X
“They're both white,” said Gay, looking

at his hands. “I always kecp my hands
nice and clean. sir.” s
“Ila, ha, ha!* ¥

“Pway don't make any wotten jokes, Gay.
I have cnough of them from Monty Low-
thah—— I—I mean, hold out your hand at
once, you wottah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Gay—"

“Here you are, sir,” said Gay. .

He held out his hand, and the new Form-

master made a swipe at it with the cane. ;

Guy stepped hack, and the cane swept down-
wards and landed upon Arthur Augustus’
own leg with a resounding thwack.

There was a yell of anguish from the swell
of 8t. Jim’'s.

“ Yawoooh !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gwooh! You young wottah!
you a feahful thwashin’! Ow!” -

The Grammarians yelled.

“Oh, my only hat!"” gasped Gordom Gay.
“Gussy, you frabjous ass, do you think we
don't know you? Ha, ha, ha!”

“@ussy, yYou chump!”

“D’Arcy, yYou burbler!”

“Bai Jove!”

The swell of St. Jim's realised that he was
discovered. How, he did not know; but it
was evident that he was discovered. He
made a rush for the door. }

But a crowd of the Grammarians were there
before him.

“No, you don't¥" said Geordon Gay
cnially.  “You've come, and now Yyou're
going to stay. Geantlemen, I vote that we
show great atteniion to our new Form-
master!”

“IHear, hear!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We must show him how glad we are to
see him.” .

“Bravo!”

“This beats * The Belle of thc Prairie,” ”
grinned Frank Monk. " Tadpole, old man,
you car put your play in the fire. We're
going to play with Gussy.”

And the Grammarians formed a ring round
the swell of St. Jim's, cutting off his escape
on all sides.

I'll glve

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In Deep Disguise.

RTHUR ATUGUSTUS D'ARCY felt a
A little alarmed.

He had come to the Grammar

School with the blissful conviction

that his disguise would impose upon the

Grammarians, and that he would jape

Gordon Gay & Co. a3 much as he liked, and

have a wondrous tal¢ to tell when he returned
to S8t, Jim's.

The enterprise was evidently not going to
work out that way.

* You—you wottahg!” said Arthur
Augustus. He took off the tinted glasses,
which impeded his vision considerably, and
jammed his famous morocle into hi3 eye.
“How did you guess?”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 pwesume that Tom Mewwy or any of
the othahs did not give me away,” said
D’Arey. “I have no idcah how you found
me out.” .

The Grammarians shrieked.

“How did we guess?” murmured Gordon
Gay.

“Ma, ha, ha!”

“Howevah, I will now wetire—"

*Not just yet,” said Gordon Gay blandly.
“We've not done with our new Form-master
vet.”

“No fear!” said Frank Monk emphatically.

“Weally, you wottahs—

“Collar him!”

“Pway keep off,” said the swell of St. Jim’s.
“I shall handle you wathah wuflly if you lay
hands on me!" )

“He's going to lick the lot of us!” ex-
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claimed Wootton major in alarm,
somchody !

“Keep off, you boundahs!
ow!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arey was collared by a
dozen pairs of hands. They yanked him over
on a form and sat upon him. The grey
beard came off, revealing the well-known
fcatures, quite recoguisable as usual, in spite
of dahs of paint.

“Poor old Gussy!” said Gordon Gay sym-
pathetically. “Poor old innocent hird, fali-
ing into trouble this way:@ Gussy, old man,
the next time you try to pass yourself off as
somebody else, 1 should recommend you to
lhiave your voice amputated.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, (Gay "

“Gussy has disguised himself co that we
shouldn't know him,” said Gordon Gay. “One
good turn deserves another, so 1 suzgest that
we disguise him, so that the other St. Jim's
fellows won’t know him when he gets back.”

“Good egg!”

“Hear, hear!”

“We've got the things all handy,” said
Gay. “We can spare a little paint and some
false hair to make Gussy really presentable.”

“Yes, rather!” :

“It is ze good idea,” grinned Mont Blong,
“zat ve stick ze vig and ze viskers on him
viz ze glue, so zat zey rot come off any
more.”

“Hurrah!”

Arthur Augustus wriggled under the hall-
dozen Grammarians who were sitting on him
and pinning bim down on the form by their
weight. R

“]1 welfuse to be tweated in such a way!”
he exclaimed indignantly. “1 am willin' to
make it pax!”

“L dare say you are,” grinned Gay, “but
we’rc not—just yet. Scecotine is a good
thing for fastening on whiskers so that they
won't come off. There's a tubc of it in that
box, Carboy.”

“Here you are,” said Carboy.

“Hold him tight while 1 disguise him!”

“I wefuse~—— Ow—ow!”

“Not much good refusing.” said Gordon
Gay, dabbing the sticky fluid upon the hair
of the swell of St. Jim's. "Now give me his
beard. He can wear it on the back of his
head; it will be just as convineing.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" - _

“Now a nice pair of sandy side-whiskers,”
said Frank Monk.

“And a black pointed beard for his chin.”

‘“And some nice. large red cyebrows.”

“Ow—ow—ow—wow!" groaned D’Arcy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

With a liberal use of scceotine the hair
was fastened upon the swell of St. Jim's.
His aspect, with thick red eyebrows, sandy
whiskers, and a black heard, was so utterly
ludicrous that the Grammarians simply
shrieked. The grey heard stuck to his bhair
added to the curious cflfect. A few dabs of
scarlet paint on his nose and ears enhanced
it.

“Now we must give the stuff time to dry,
or he'll get it off,” said Gay. “Better tie
his hands behind him, I think.”

“I wefuse to have my hands tied— Ow!"

D’Arcy’s hands were tied behind him, in
spite of his refusal.

Then he was allowed to slide off the form
and stand upon his fect. The Qrammarians
doubled up as they looked at him.

“That looks ever so much more convinc-
ing,” said Gay. “You should come to us
when you want to be disguised, Gussy. We
knew you were D'Arcy the moment you came
in, but I'll wager no one will know you
now!”

“Gwooh! You wottahs!” «

“I've got a palr of nigger minstrel striped
bags here,” went on Gay, lvoking inte hi?
bag of properties. “They've seen plenty o
service, and I don't mind giving them away
for Gussy's sake,”

“Gay, you howwid bheast!”

“Shove them on him!”

The striped trousers were drawn upon
D’Arcy outside hls own garments, and fast-
ened securely at the waist. The black frock-
coat over spriped pink trousers had a most
extraordinary effect.

“There! Now 1 think he will do,”
Gordon Qay, surveying the victim with great
satisfaction. “Now when he goes back to
St. Jim’s they can’t possibly see that he's
Gussy, and he can introduce himself us a
new Form-master, or a new leadmaster, or
a new fellow escaped from a lunatic asylum.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“You—youn uttah wottahs, I can’t weturn
to St. Jim’s in this state!”

“Bring him along!”

“Hide e,

Ow—ah—yah—

said
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- Gordon Gay threw open the door of the
Form-roe6m, and the crowd of Grammariang
marched Arthur Augustus D'Arey out, with
shoutg; of laughter. 'The.unhappy swell of
St. Jim's was marched into the quadrangle,
and there other Grammarians gathered from
all sides Lo see the amazing sight. .

“What on earth is that?” exclaimed Dela-
mere, the captain of the school, as he caught
sight of the fearsome Rgure,

“It's D'Arey of 8t. Jim’s,” explained
Gordon Gay. ~ “Ile came over lere in dis-
guise, but it wasn’t thick enough, so we've
finished it for him.” -
_ Delamere  lauglhed. The Grammarian
Juniors marched Arthur Augustus down to
the gates and out into the road. Therc they

left him, with his hands still secured behind

him, so that it was not possible for him to
make any change in his new disguise.

. "Good-bye, Gussy!” said Gordon Gay.
"Give 'em our kind regards at St. Jim's.”
“You avful wottah—-"
“Good-hye, Bluebell!” =
“1u, ha, ha?!”
“1 weluse to go in -this statet 1 con-

sldah .
. ':J’ea-s]mnters to the front!" said Gay.

Give him volleys till he starts. Now then,
all togetler!”

0w, wow! You woltahs! Yow!”

And Arthur Augusius started.

The Grammarisus watched him down the
road, yelling with laughter, till a bend in
the lane hid him from sight, and then they
itlllmled back into the guteway, almost wecp-

g.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Raturn of the Japer.

e H-\‘.‘II:I-\"VI{AT'S that?”
Figgins jumped almost clear of
the ground at the sight of tlhe

remarkable object in Rylcombe
Lane. ’

“Somebody escaped from a lunatic asy-
Inm!” exclaimed Kerr. . i

“Or the wild man from DBorneo!”
Fatty Wynn.

“Ha, ha, hat”

The remurkable object uttered an exclama-
tion of retief ut the sight of the three St.
Jim’s fellows.

“Pway untie my hands, deah boys!” said
the remarkable object.®"

“I kngw that voice,” murmnred Figgins.
“Therc is only onc accent like that in the
country. Can it be a revelation of th:c one
and only Gussy?”

“1 am Gussy, you ass——"

“Oh! You are Gussy, yon ass!”

“I have heen tweated in a gwossly dis-
wespecttiul way Dby the Gwammah cads!”
said a voice from the depths of whiskers and
Leard, “I am feeling wotten!”

“You're looking rather rotten,
chuckled Kerr,

“They have stuck these howwid things on
me with seccotine, and I'm afwaid they won't
come off!” said D'Arcy distressfully.

“Ha, ha, hat”

‘.'There iq nothin’ whatevah to laugh at,”
gaid D’Arey. "I have been japing the Gwam-
mah eads, but—"

“Looks as if they’ve been japing you!”

“Yaas, that was how it turned out,” said
D’Arcy. “Do you wemembah a chap comin’
into your studay this aftahnoon—a new
mastah for the Gwammah Sclool 7’

“Ha, ha! Yes!”

“Welk I was tbat chap!”

“Go hon!” .

“Yaas, it's quite twue. I got myself up
like that to jape the Gwammawians, to palm
myself off on them as a mastah, you know,
&s Gay did on us once. As I took you fellows
in, I weckoned I could take them in. But
it didn’t work. Somehow or othall they
spotied me.”

“Not really?” said Figgins in astonishment.

grinned

too!”
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“Yaas, weally!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pway don't cackle, deah boys, but untie
my hands! I want to get thesc bags olf,
even if I can't get the wotten hair and paint
off my faee!”

Figgins grioned as
hands.

He was tempted to allow tlie swell of St.
Jim's to return te the school in that state,
but lhe relented. But untying D’Arcy’s hands
waua all that he could do.

The whiskers and the false hair stuck
tightly on D’Arcy, would require hot water,
and plenty of it. before they came off, and
the | paint would not be easily removed.
Arthur Augustus pulled at the whiskers, and
gave a little yelp of pain.

“Ow! They won't come offt”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, pway shut up!” said D'Arcy crossly.
“There is nothin’ whatevah to laugh at.
shall 7eel am awful ass goin® hack to &t.
Jir's like thiz!” He wrenched off the nigger
bags and tossed them over a hedge.

“Well, you arc an awful ass, you know!”

VIt's all your fault, you dullahst”

“Qur Tault!” ejaculated Kerr.

“Yaas, wathal! If you had heen able to
penetwate my disguise I ¢hould not have
gone!” .

“Ha, ha, hat” .

The yell of laughter from the New House
trio let in a lizht upon P'Arcy’s mind. He
jammed kis eyeglass into the paint round his
eye, and giared at Figgins & Co.

“You uttall wottalis!” he cexclaimed. “Do
You mean to say that you were wottin’, and
that you knew me all the time?”

Figgins & Co. shricked.

“Bai Jove! I wegard you as wotten wot-
talis! 1 wefuse to speak to you! Wnun off!”

And Arthur Augustus, with his aristocratic
nose very high in the air, tramped away
towards St. Jim's. Figging & Co. rollowed
him. doubled up with merriwient.

“Buzz off, you wottahs!” shouted D’Arey.

“We're goiug to look after you, Gussy,”
cxplained tle hilarious Figgins. * Kuppose
somebody met you and had a fit. Or von
might be arrestcd and taken back to the
asylum.”

“Ha, ha, Lat!”

D’Arcy walked on haughtily, with tlie New
House juniors following in his wake. They
did meet somebody. The first was Grimes,
the grocer's hoy of Rylcomhe. Grimes was
carrying a basket on his srm, and he dropped
it at sight of D’Arcy, and there was un
onlinous sound of cracking egys.

“Oh, lor’t” gasped (rimcs. “Wot ig it?”

“It’s the wild man from Borneo,” explaincd
Kerr. *He's going to give a performance at
St. Jim's!”

O, my ’at!” said Grimes.

“You wottah, Figgay »”

“Master D’Arcy!” exclaimed. Grimes, in
astonishment.

»I have been tweated in a gwossly diswe-
spectful way, Grimes—"

“Ha, ha, Ia!” roared Grimes. *“IHo, ho,

™

he untied D’Arey’s

“Weally, Grimes—"

Grimes sat down on the hank and roared.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy gave him a wither-
ing glance, and stalked on. He met some

village boys further aleng the lane, and they

greeted hini. with a yell and began to pelt
him. "Then he discovered that the czcort of
Figgins & Co. was valuable after all. Figgins
& Co. charged the viliagers, and rolled them
into the ditch, and marched triumphantly on.

It seemcd an age to D'Arey bhefore he

- reached the gates of the school; but when he

reached them, he begap to wish he hadn’t.
For he was spotted at once, and fellows gath-
ered round on all sides to greet him and
stare. .

“It can't be Gussy!” gasped Tom Merry.

“ More disguiscd than ever!” remarked Jack
Blake.
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“Did they spot you, Gussy?”

“How did they guess?”-

~Ha, ha, ha!” .

“The champion ass realiy went, after all,
then!” ejaculated Monty Lowther. " Well,
this takes the cake. Gussy, old man——"

“Pway allow me to pass:” said thc swell of
St. Jim's frigidly. “I wegard you as
wottahs!”

“0Oh, Gussy, Gussy!” said D'Arcy minor--
Wally of the Third. "Is this the way you ot
an example to your minor, as Aunt Adclina
told you to do?”

“Weally, Wally—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, wats!”

D’Arey marched on,-2nd escaped into the
School House. He rushed upstairs to a bath-
room, and was soon under steaming water,
scrubbing away at the paint and the sccco-
tiue. He left the junjorc yvelling.

“Oh, the awful ass, to go over there in
that rig!” said Tom Mcrry, wiping his cyee.
“He was going to show Llimself to Figgins,
first, or 1 ”

“ He did!” said Figgins

“Didn’t you spot Lim?

“Ha, ha, ha! Of courie we did! But we
wouldn’t_interfere with a School Heouse jape:
that wouldn't be playing the game,” grinned
Figgins.

8o we let him rio!" said Kerr.

“You bounders!” said Blake wratbfully.
“You ought to have stopped him. 1've a
jolly good mind to dot you on nose,
Figgins !

“Well, here’s my ncs>!” said Figgins, with
a warlike look.

Blake promptly doited him upon it, and
then there was a rush and a row. Schcol
House and New, Housc -hoys mingled in a
wild scramble, which lusted till Kildare of
the Sixth came out with a cane, and laid it
about him impartially. Tlen the cembatants
separated.

Towm Merry & Co. followed D’Arcy into the
School House, and discovered bim in the
bath-room, mopping his head under steaniing
water. Most of the paint had come off, and
some of the hair, but tufts of it were still
clinging lovingly to the head and face of the
swell of St. Jim’s. D’Arcy turned towards
them g face that looked like a freshly-boiled
heetroot.

“Ow !” he szid breathlessly.

“Ha, ha, ha! XNot quite!"

13

the

“Is it all off?”

“The bowwid bcundahs stuck it cn with
seccotine—"

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Pway give my head a wub, Blake. I'm

exhausted.”

“Certainly!” said Blake.

He took the brush und hegan to sernh.
Arthur Augustus gave a wild vell.

“Ow! You silly ass! I didn’t tell yocu to
wub my scalp off!” he roared.

“Well, it will want some rubbing, you
know——" L4

“Ow! Leggo!"

“Well, I call that ungrateful,” said Biake,
releasing his chum’s lead. I was dcing my
best—really putting my beel into it—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! Get out, you wottahs; you are as
wotten as the Gwammawians! Ow!
Gewwout !”

And Arthur Augustus finished his ablutlions
unaided. He was a long time in the Ekath-
room, hut he came down at last, with a
crimson countenance, and with little tufts of
hair stfll sticking to hlmn, and -wherever he
went that day he was greeted with prolonged
chuckles. And in Study No. 6 that cvening
he announced that he was not going to waste
any more time in putting the Grammar cads
in their place, and that he intended to leave
Gordon Gay & Co. severcly alone, and kis
chums agreed that he had better.

THE ¥END-
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. THE SORROWS OF SMYTHE! :
&

%A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of %3
% Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwood School. %
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Plan of Action.

Iy 'VE had ahout enough of that rotter,
Smythe!” e¢xclaimed Jimuy Silver
one day, as he und his chums, Lovell,
Ncweome, and Raby, were at tea in

the end study at Rookwood College.

“Why, what's up now?’ asked Lovell
quickly.

*Oh, nothing in particular,” replied Jimmy
Silver, “except that he was talking to
Howard this morning about those stuck-up
kids of the Fourth—meaning us, of course!”

“He seems to have been going out of his
way just lately to annoy us!” remarked
Newcome.

" “That’s just it!” said the leader of the

Fistical Your. *“lle’s heen up to all sorts of

little tricks lately, and he thinks he’ll escapc

all right because he won’t fight!”

Adolphus Smythe of the Shcil, one of the
nuts of Rookwood, was a sworn encmy of the
Fistical Four. At least, he could hardly be
called a sworn enemy, for the simple reason
that, ordinarily, the Fourth Form chums
bestowed but scant attention upon him.

Smythe was not of their calibre, and they
were not interested in his movements.

But the one thing that condemned - him
completely in the eyes of the Fistical Four
was the fact that he would not fight.

In thc ordinary way, when those stalwart
young juniors fell out with anyone, a grand
battlc royal was the result, and the trouble
was cnded.

But it was not g0 with Adolphus Smythe.
Nothing would induce him to figzht. Whether
he was afraid of being hurt, or whether it
was fear of having his iell-oited hair dis-
turbed, no one rightiy knew.

The Fistical Four had long since decided
that it was a littlec of cach.

Smythe's latest ecampaign of provocation
had not been carried out because he had any
particular grudge against the chums of the
Lourt but mecrely because he begrudged
them their popularity in the school, for the
Fistical Four were popular with almost every-
one.

“1 should give him a jolly good hiding, if
I were you!" suggested Raby. .

“No fun in giving a fellow a good hiding
who won't stand up for himsclf!” responded
Jimmy Silver contefnptuously.

“That's 50,” agreed Lovell. *And if you
suggest a ﬁght he only smiles with that
swkly. little smile of his, and walks away!”

“] was just wondering,” mused Jimmy
Silver, “if we couldn't make him fight!”

“Make him Aght?”

“What's the wheeze?”

“Well,” continued Jimmy, “suppose we
work on his lines, and do all we can to make
him wild.”

“What'd be the good of that?” asked Raby,
looking puzzled.

“Why, in time it might make
furious that he'd go for wus,”
Jimmy.

. “I don't mind meeting any fellow on level

ground,” he continucd, “even if 1 get a lick-

ing, but I can’t stand a chap who won't face
you squarely!”

““Hear, hear!”

“I think there might be something in your
Idca, old sop,” remarked Lovell, “and I vote
we try it."”

“Right-ho!" exclaimed Jimmy Silver. “I
fancy I can think of one or two wheezes
that won’t please his lordship very much!”

So saying, the Fistical Four rose from the
table, and began gathering together their
books for the evenlng’'s prep.

The next morning, which was a dark and
foggy one, Adolphus Smythe, after washing
and .ressing, descended to his study to oil
his hair.

Tle nlways kept his hair-oil locked up in
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him so
explained

his study cupboard because he gave a great
deal for it, and was afraid it might come to
some harin if he kept it in the dormitory.

Consequently, it was his custom cvery
morning to carefully do his hair in his study,
where be kept a brush and comb, for, as a
matter of Ifact, his hair had to receive
attention at least a dozen times a day. B

Ou this particular dark and gloomy morn-
ing he took the Dbottle containing the per-
fumed oil from the cupboard and applied the
usual liberal quantity.

Then, his toilet being completed, he made
his way downstairs to breakfast.

His entry into the dining-hall was greeted
with rtoars of laughter from the juniors
alrcady assembled there, in which even lis
own particular chums joined.

*Ha, ha, ha!” . R

Smythe gazed at the crowd in astonish-
ment and confusion, which soon turned to
anger as the sounds of mirth incre .

“What's the matter with you, ass?’ he
exclaimed, turning to his own particular
chum, lloward, who was grinning from ear
to ear.

“He, he, he! There's nothing the matter
with me, dear boy ! repticd Howard.

“Well, what's the mutter with me, then?”
demanded Smythe angrily.

*Ha, ha, ha! Go and look in a glass, old
man!” laughed Hooker of the Fourth,

Smythe rushed from the room and up to
his dormitory, where he peercd at his reflcc-
tion in the mirror.

What he saw causcd him to utter a grow!
of anger.

1lis hair was dyed a Dbeautiful blue-black!

He hastily poured some water into the
washing-bowl, and commencced to sernb his
head [uriously with a”nail-brush.

After about ten minutes of violent serub-

bing, however, he had only succeeded in
removing the oil from Lis head. The dye
remained.

He could spare no more time then, or, he
realised, he would he late for classes. So he
plastered his hair down, and descended once
more to bis study to examine his hair-oil
bottle.

As he suspected,
with it, and poured somecthing
bottle which had completely ruired the
precious concoction. The oil, which should
hlme appearcd a beautiful golden colour, wes
blue!

In anger and disgust, Adoilphus went down-
stairs again, just in time to see the rest of

interfered
into the

someone had

| the schoo! trooping out of thé dining-hall

on their way to class.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Fresh bursts of laughter greeted his re-
appcarance, and the particularly hearty

guffaws of the Fistical Four, and the express-
ions on the faces of the Fourth Form chums,
led Smythe to think very seriously that they
knew somecthing more about the matter.

lOf course, Jlmmy Silver had dyed the hair-
oi

It was the first effort in the direction of
provoking the dandy of the Shell to fight.

The Fistical Four were highly satisfled with
the result of this idea, for Smythe already
looked angry cnough to slay the perpetrator

-of this wheeze against him.

But Jimmy Silver & Co. knew from
experience that it would take a great deal
more to work him up to a statc of anger
sufficient to cause him to launch out.

All that day Smythe was unmercifully
chipped by all with whom he came in con-
tact about the colour of his hair.

He certainly was a weird epectacle. Such
coloured hair had never ,been seen before.
\Yhen it caught the sun it shone a rich navy
Dlue!

By bedtime he wag thoroughly “fed-up”
with the whole thing. But even in his own
dormitory he did not escape.

His own Form-fcllows had joinod in the
mirth provoked by his “blue napper,” and he
fell asleep that night to the acvompaniment
of remarks about people who dyed their
heads.

The PFistical Four retired to bed tremen-
dously pleased with themselves. Had they
been able to see uhead they would have beci
even more pleased.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Qale and Its Result:

QON after sleep had descended upon
Rookwood that night, a strong w:nd
began to  blow, which specdily
increased to the force of a gale.

Each gust secmed stronger than its prede-

cessor, and by two c'clock in the morning
the wind was lowling end roaring with a
violence that seemed alinost capable of lift-

ing the roof off the old school.

Windows rattled and deors creaked, acecom-
panied by a coutinuous long-drawn moan of
the wind in the chimmeys.

Several of the juniors were aroused Ly the
noise, and Jimmy Silver had just opened his
eyes, and was woudering what was on, when
there was a terrific crash outsidle in the
quadrangle.

This aroused several other members of the =:

Fourth dormitory, including Jimmy Silver’s
chums.

“What was that?” execlaimed Lovell, start-
ing up in bed.

“1t's all riuht, old son,” .said Jimmy re-
assuringly; “it's only u chimney-pot or some-
thmrv gonc down. Tbere's a bit of a breeze
on!

“My hat! I should think therc was,” szaid
Newcome, as a fresh gust of wind nearly

blew in the dormitory windows.

Then, as nothing more of a particularly
startling nature occurred, the _|un|nr~ settled
down to sleep again, and they slept the sleep
of the just until rising bell.

But the occupants of the Shell dormitory
vere not so fortunate.

Just before daybreak the wind died down,
and it began to rain in torrents.

Then, suddenly, Smythe was awakened by
a douche of cold water on his face, and the
rlomp of something [alling on his chest.

He started up in alarm to discover that
about two [eet square of the eceiling had
J dropped on him, and that rain was pouring
in at the hole above his head.

At the same moment, Howard, and thrce or
four more mcmbers of the Shell dormitory,
sat up with cxclamations of surprise and
annoyance, for rain was dripping down from
several places in the ceiling,

But Smythe had received by far the worst
treatment of the lot, and he was compelled
to scramble quickly out of bed to aveid being
soaked to the skin.

He felt very much aggrieved,"for it scemed
that even the elements were conspiring
against him.

He had intended rising carly in order to
make another strenuous attempt to remove
the dye from his hair, but he had not bar-
gained for being turned out in this way.

It transpired later that the crash whieh
had startled the Fourth Form juniors in the
night was due to the falling of about half a
dozen slates in a bunch from the roof of the
Shell dormitory, which thus accounted for
the douching Smythe had received.

Great was the amusement of the whole
school when news of Smythe’s experience had
becn sprcad around.

ha, ha!” hughed the Fistical Four at
breakfast tlme “Rain’'s good for. the com-
plexion, Smythev!”

“I see it hasn't washed the colour out of
your hair, old man,” said Hooker mildly,

“Rats!” snarled Smythe. “Can’'t you leave
it alone?”
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“I'm pot touching it, dear boy,” replicd
Hookeér calinly; “I' wouldn't for anything!”

Smythe, with a flush of anger, ignored the
pemark.

Then the juulors trooped into classes once
more.

Later in the day the workmen arrived to
commence repairs on the roof, and {t became
known that the Shell dormitory was to
remain vacant during the nest two or three
nights. ) :

It fell to the lot of Bulkeley, the captain of
the school, to divide up the regular
occupants of that dormitory among the other
dormitories where there were spare beds.

Thus, Jimmy Silver & Co. learnt, with
mlngled feelings, that Smythe and Howard
were to take up their abode in the Fourth
Classical dormitory,

They hardly knew whether to feel glad or
gloomy at this prospect. They quickly came
to the .conctusion, however, that this #rrange.
ment would suit their purpose very well, and
at once turned their attention to plans for
giving the nuts a warm reeeption.

As for Smythe and Howard, they were
absolutely furious about the idea, and took
no pains to conceal their disgust.

But it was pointed out by Bulkeley tbhat
the inconvenience was unavoidable, and that
they might as well be there as anywhere else.

Smythe and Howard did not agree about
this, however, but they did not say so.
__Thair entry into the Fourth dormitory that

““nighyv was greeted with shouts of facetious
inquir; as to how the “blue napper” was pro-
gressirg, and what it felt like.

To dl of which remarks Smythe preserved
a story silence. -~ -

“Da't you go and turn that pillow blue!”
exclained Hooker.

“1'1 turn your eye blue if you don’t shut
up "retorted Smythe sharply.

“¢ome and do it then!” eried Hooler
imnediately.
3ut Smythe curled up at this ready

raponse to his challenge, and showed no dis-
ﬁ'ﬂﬁgion« to-pursue the matter further.

Then the two chums turned to get into

bed, but found to their anger and dismay

.fiat their fect would go wno farther than
Balf-way down,
Muttering tlireats of vengeance ag:inst

“gilly asses” in general, and Fourth Form
“silly asses” in particular, they “slid out
again to investigate.

The Fistical Four had earefully prepared
for them au apple-pic hed, and it was
necesgary for them to pull the whole hed to
picces and entirely remake it.

When they werc in the midst of this
delightful task, Bulkeley opened the .door-to
see that all was settled for the night.

He politely informed Smythe and Howsid
that if they couldn't get into bed as quickly

— as the rest of the fellows he would give themn
a bLundred lines each, which might be an
incentive to them to move a bit quicker in
future.

=

The bed-making  finished. they turncd
in just as Bulkeley closed the door. but as
soon as they Jlaid their lieads upon. the

pillows they knew something was amiss.

“Confound those fatheads!” muttered
Smythe.

“Mad asses!” cxclaimed Howard.

An examination of the pillows proved that
a quantity of straw had Dleen shoved inte
them, the sharp ends of which stuck throuygh

- the pillow-cases, and tickled their heads and
tuces.

Topham and Townsend, the nuts of the
Fourth, who were chums of Smythe and
Howard, raised loug protests against the
condnct of their Form-mates, but & hoot,
well-directed, quickly silenced them.

But Topham and Townsend, it was clear,
bad ranged themselves on the side of the
enemy.

Then, next morning, when rising hell
sounded, and the juniors tumbled out of bed.
it waa discovered that Smythe’s and

Howard’s socks had disappeared.

The wrath of the nuts was terrible to
hehold. Never had the Fistical Four scen
Smythé so angry, and Jimmy Silver was

highly elated.

He gave it as his opinion that the time
would soon come when that worthy would
t-hréow all caution to the winds and strike
out.

The Fistical Four didn't trouble to disguise
the fact that they were at the bottom of
these wheezes against Smythe and Howard,
and if looks or words could have slain, Jimmy
Silver & Co. would have been dead men.

“Ila, ha, ha!” they laughed. *“What have
you done with Smythe's socks, Townsend”

“You're a set of rotters—"

“You know, those beautiful pink socks with
stripes on ’‘em,” continued Lovell, ignoring
the interruption.

Smythe & Co. hunted high and low for the
missing articles.

They completed their toilets except for
socks, -and then continued the scarch. And
they were still at it when the rest of the
juniors trooped downstgairs.

At last Topham, who, with Townsend, had
stayed behind to assist their chuns, dis-
covered them flattened out under a locker.

8&mythe and Howard dragged them on as
quickly as possible, and then the little party
descended to breakfast.

(irins from the juniors greeted their entry.

Thus it went on for several days, Smythce's
anger inereasing as time went on, and he and
his chum were heartily thanklul when the
order came for them to return to their own
dormitory.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
: Smythe Hits Out.
" ATLLO! What have you got there,
q Mack?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver a
I couple of days later, as he and
his chums were entering the sehool
gates.
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Lovell caught hold, though he didn't kncw
why lie was doing it.

But that box didn't go straight up to
Howard’s study. Jimmy Silver led the way
to the end study, which was the one occupicd
by the Fistical Four.

“What's the wheeze?” asked Xcwcome, as
Jimmmy set down his end of the hax and
locked the door.

*It all depends.” replied the lcader. = We'll
see what's in it first.”

“But, 1 say.” put in Raby; “we shall get
into an awful row—"

“We're not going to pinch the stuff.” inter-
rupted Jimmy Silver impatiently. " Give us
that serewdriver out of the cupboard, Ncw-
come.”

The screwdriver wss procured, and timmy
proceeded to prize open the box.

As he supposed, it was a hoex of sapplics
from Howard's home.

The top layer of shavings romoved, a
number of boxes and tins of wil shapes and
sizes lay revealed.

There were tins of pineapple-chunks and
ipricots, one or two jars ol jam. ting of

siardines, bircuits, and other comestibles.
Wrapped in a scparate paper were a conple

of pairs e new socks and a woollen searl.
Lower down was a boX of chocolates, some

Topham and Tov.nsend dropped on to their knees, and stared at the
collection of rubbish which was revealed, and Smythe opened ‘his eyss eo
widely that his monocle scarce held to its place.

B ANAANANANAANANAANANANANANANANANANANANANNANANNANANANANANANANANNANANANC B

Mack, tlhic school porter, was examining the
lubel on a lurge wooden packing-case.

“lt's a Dbox for Master 'Oward,” replied
Mack. looking up at the Fisticil lour.

-*Like us to take it up for you?" asked
Jiminy. with a significant wink to his chums.

“That's werry good o’ you, sir,” said the
porter.  “It'll save me a journey, and I've
had rheumatics rather bad this day or two.”

“Don’t mention it,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Always glad to help a lame dog—that is—er
—always glad to legd a hand where it's
nceded.

“Come on, kid,” continued the leader of
&.e}"‘,zstical Four, turping to Lovell, *Catch

- . N

condensed milk and tea, and a couple of tins
of salmon.

“Well, we won't pinch the stuff,” said
Jimmy -SHver maguanimously. “But, we'll
just give 'em a run for their money.”

“Why, what d’'ye mcan?” asked Newcome
perplexedly.”

My idea,” explained Jimmy, “is to fill this
hox up with all the rubbisk we can find—tin
cans, old boots, and so forth—fasten down
the lid again, and put the thing in Howard's
study.”

“DBut what about all this stufl?” qucried
Raby, pointing to the tins and jars.

“Well, we'll hide that, and -give
hunt for it.”

‘em a
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Jolly good wheezc!” grinned Lovell.

“Come on, thén; look sharp!” commanded
Jlmmy Silver. “Clear it out!”

The Fistical Four fell to the task, and in
a short time the original contents of the box
wero plled up on the table of the end study,
and the box, filled with a lot of rubbish, and
looking as though it had never been touched,
was ready for removal to Howard's study.

“Now, where shall we hide tucse things?”
said Lovell, turning to the table.”

“I was just thinking that the roof would
be a good place,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Qood egg!”

“Just the very thing!” exelaimed Lovell.
“But wec must cover the things over, though,
80 that they don't get damaged in any
way.”

“Right-ho!" agreed Jimmy Silver.
cover ‘em up with my old mac.”

“&ood !

“Now we shall have to be jolly careful over
this %mdy job,” cantioned Jimmy, “or we
shall be landed in the cart.” .

“Yes,” said Lovell; “the whole thing would
be properly mucked up it we got nabbed.”

“Well,” continued Jimmy, “vou and New-
come and I will load ourselves up with the
things, and Raby can go on in front to warn
us if anybhody turns up cn route”

“S’pose we're going out through the top
box-reom?” said- Newcome. -

“Yes, unless you-particularly want to climb
up a drain-pipe from the quad,” answered
Jimmy Silver.

The upper box-room was situated at the
top of.the building, and in the ceiling of it
was a trapdoor about a yard square which
led on to the roof.

With this objective the Fistical Four set
out from the end study with their packages,
piloted hy Raby.

There was great risk attaehed to this phase
of the undertaking, for there were a couple
of flights of stairs to negotiate, und the
chances of mecting someone on the WAy were
pretty considerable. il

However, luck favoured them, and they
reached their destination without meeting a
soul, for most :of thc juniors Tad not yet
come in to tea.

Jimmy Silver heaved a sigh of relief as
Raby closed the hox-room door, and they set
down their parcels.

“That’s all right!” he said.
trapdoor !

It waz necessary to pile up a number of
boxes and trunks, onc on top of another, to
reach the trapdoor. and the juniors set about
tho job as quickly and quietly as possible,
-for every moment spent increased the risk of
being detected.

At last a]l was ready for Jimmy Silver to
ascend. He quickly inounted the hoxes and
commenced to fumble with the bolt which
Tustened the trapdoor.

In another moment Jimmy raised the door
about a foot, and immediately something
soft and cold fell upon his face. 1t was
snow ! S

“My hat, you chapa!” hec cxclaimeds “It's
snowing hard!” -

It had been bitterly cold and overcast all
day, but none of the Juniors had thought
about a fall of snow.

“We can

“Now for the

“That's done it, then!” said  Lovell
gloomily.

“No, it hasn’t)” replied Jimmy Silver
quickly. “Wrap the things round in that

mac and they’ll be all right !

Lovell hastily obeyed the command of the
le:u:ler, and -handed up tHe bundle carefully.

Jimmy deposited this out on the roof first
and then clambered out alter it.

It was o damp and chilly task he had set
himself, for already therz was a layer of
snow on the roof abeout an inch deep.

But Jimmy Silver was a “sticker,” and,
stepping eautiously across the tiles, he
planted the macintosh and its contents in
the shelter of the parapet. - C

This done, he quickly returned to the trap-
door, and descended opce morec to the box-
room, carefully closing and bolting the trap-
door after him.

Then, jumping down to the floor, he began
to brush off the snow whicl yas clinging to
the front of his walstcoat and trousera.

“By Jove!” he cxelaimed. “1t's jolly thick
out there!”

“How about Smythe & Co. climblng out
there for their grub?” grinned Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Raby.

“8hut up, fathead!” snapped Jimmy Silver.

“You'll go and give the game away just at
the last minute, if you make that row!”

At the same time that the Fistical Four
were returning to the end study, Smythe and
Howard were entering the quad. .

They were ipformed by the achool:porter
that a box had arrived for “Master 'Oward,”
and had been taken up to his study.

As the nuts hasteféd towards the school
door, they encountered their Fourth Form
supporters, Topham and Townsend, and
Howard informed them of the arrival of his
hox from home.

He finished up by inviting them, in a very
lordly manper, to tea with himself and
Smythe.

They. were soon assured that the bhox was
in the study all right, for. immediately on
their entry, Smythe, in his haste to light the
gas, knocked his shins upon it. -

Howard quickly -preduced a hammer and
a screwdriver, and commenced to attack the
lid of the hox with more vigour than he
applied to most things. -

In two minutes the lid was “Fhised and
| swung back on its hinges.
%‘L Howard dragged out the top laver ol
shaviugs, and then started back with a cry
of amazement and anger. i

Topham and Townsend droppzd on to their
knees, and stared at the collection of rubhbish
which was revealed, and Smythe opened his
eyes so widely that his monocle scarce held
te its place.

Then MHoward spotted a note, which
read:
“Your. grub is quite safe., Hunt for it.

Exercise i3 good for shady rotters.”

“My hat!” howled § “Thia is the
beastly limit!”

“It's those rotters again!’’ hissed Howard,

“What are vou going to do about it, dear
Loy ?” asked Townsend. )

* Nothing for it now but to search for the
things, I suppose,” said Howard gloomily.

“Why not rag the beasts in their study?”
suggested Townsend, who of the four was the
most war-like junior.

“Not now,” said Smythe-quickly. “We'll
find the stuff first, and then deal with the
rotters afterwards.”

His chiims glanced at him in some surprise.
From the tone of his voice he evidently
meant business.

However, they were faitbful followers, and
they wcere content to follow his lead.

The search began, and the nuts hunted
high and low for,.the original contents of
Howard’s hox front honie.

They, hunted in the dormitory, hut with no
suceess.

their own Form-lellows, but in most cases
were very impolitely repulsed.
At last they returned to their own study,

their  patience well-nigh exhausted, and
iinmedijately they entered, a note propped on
the front of the mantelpicce caught

Howard's eyc.
.'Try the roof,” it read.

“My hat!” exclaimed Smythe. “Surely it
isn’t up there! Why, it's anowing hard'”

“Probably it's only a wheeze to make us
climb up there,” suggested Townsend. *Don't
suppoge the stuff’s there at all.” .

" Well, we've looked in every other possihle
place,” argued Smythe. “We've been over
an hour nosing about:mow.”

Howard stood considering the matter for
some time, and at last he came to a decision.

“I think we'll try it,” he said; “for I've an
idea that's where they've put the, things!”

“But, I say, how are we going to get up
there?” asked Smythe. glancing down in con-
cern at his spotless attire.

“Climh up, fathead! growled Howard.
“D’ye think I'm going to leave my things up
there for the sake of going up and fetching
‘em 2"

“How do we get up?” asked Townsend, who
was the most keen of the party.

“Box-room!” replied Howard hriefly.

“Right-ho !

And together the four nuts made their way
upstairs. .

Howard clambered up throungh the trap-
door as Jimmy Silver had done over an hour
hefore, and, after wandering ahout in the
snow on the tiles for some few minutes, came
upon the old macintosh. .

Smythe was waiting just inside the trap-
door, having climbhed up the pile of boxes,
ready to receive the ggods from Howard.

Just as that young worthy was descending,
Sfnythe was struck with a brilliant idea.

Then they ventured a few inquiries among |
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“I say, dear boy,” he exclaimed, “what
about taking down some snowhalls for the
benefit of the Fistical Four?” N

Howard glanced at Smythe in surprise. It
was evident, then, that he intended to hit oud
at last. .

“But they'd melt before me get down-
stairs,” said Howard. ' X

“No, they wouldn't, if we're quick,” re-
sponded Smythke, who was very keem on his
idea. .

“All right; I'm game to try it,” said
Howard.”

And he forthwith began scraping together
the snow just outside the trapdoor.

In a few minutes the four nuts were armed
with a couple of snowballs each, and,
deciding to leave the grub in the hox-room
for the time being, they hastened downstairs
again.

They entered the Fourth Form passage. and
at that moment they heard the voices
of the Fistical Four coming up the stairs.

“Quick! Get in here!” exclaimed Smythe,
slipping into the open doorway of an empty
room close by.

A moment Jlater Jimmy Silver & Co.
appeared  in the passage, strolling towards
their study.

“Get ready to sock ‘em!” muttered Smythe.

But there was no need for this injunetion.

As the Fistical Four passed through the
open door of the end study, eight snowballs
lt)'urst upon their heads and necks witheelllig—
orce. :

“Ow! Yarooogh! :

But hefore they scarce had time to'realise
what had happened, the four nuts drkend'e'd
upon them with a yell. \ *

“My hat!” cried Jimmy Silver, as Shythe,
who had marked out his man, bore him o the
ground. R

Taken by surprise a3 they were, \the
Fistical Four conld do nothing for a zeond
or two, but they soon hegan to recover thym-
selves, and a great battle ensned—a hadle
such as had npever bezn known before 1t
Rookwooil. -

The nuts were fighting tooth and nail Co

They swayed about in twos for near!%;—
quarter of an hour. success favourin s
one side and then the other. A

At last, however, the Fistical Four, who
were in much better condition than Smythe
& Co., got the better of tlicir pponents, and
the nuts speedily siccumbed to their final
efforts. .

When the fight was finally finished, Smythe
emaerged with clothes eruinpled, his collar torn -
from its gold ‘stud, his tie flapping round his
vars. Never before in his life had Smythe
been seen in such a state. v

His chums, too, were
condition.

But, strange to say, the nnts did not seem. .
in the . least crestiallen. Perhaps it wag=
because they had left sizns of comhat upon
their opponents. g

Jimmy Silver's eye was fast rﬁcnlourinz.
and a red stream was running from Lovell’s
roge. Neweome and Raby also bore marks of
their punishment.

Smythe & Co., without doubt, had pnt up
a good fight, and were very pleased  with
themselves in consequence, )

And the Fistical Four were satisfied, for at
last they h¥d had an opportunity of scttling
their differences in a grand combat, such as
they always delighted in.

“Shake hands, Smythey !” said Jimmy Silver -
to Smythe, as the nuts turned ta go. “You *
look more of & man than I've ev
before.™ . x

Symthe, after some-hesitation,
and he and his chums:departed.

“By Jove!” said Jimmy Silver. )
fight when they like! Ay eve’s
reached the colour of Sinythe’s hair!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

For the next few weeks Smythe was more
respected at Rookwood than lhe had ever
heen before, and the antapgonism between the
nuts and the Fistical Four, for the time-being,
at any rate, completelyadisappeared.

THE END,

«
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