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THE PLIGHT OF THE RIO KID!

The Rio Kid has been in many tight scrapes in his adventurous caveer, but never so amaszing and perilous a plight
as the one in which he finds himself this weeli !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Afioat !
i AT had happered the Rio Kid
W did not know.
He knew there was a terrible
ache in his head, and he knew
that he was lying in black darkness, and
that the hard lLoards on which he lay
were in motion, rocking like a buck-
jumper.

That, for a long time, was all be
Enew.

In that semi-conscious state, lying in
darkness and pain, it seemed as 1if days,
wecks, yvears, passed. Dut it could only
have been a matter of hours, Twice or
thrice he made a movement, only to sink
back again. He was hurt, He knew
that he was hurt. But what had hurt
him, and why, he did not know, and
was in no state for guessing.

Slowly, slowly his dazed mind
struggled back to fuller consciousness.
His head still ached bitterly, and his
throat was dry with thirst. Blackness
lay on him like a blanket. He was lying
on hard boards, and for a long time
his dizzy brain puzzled with the mystery
of it, how those boards could be in in-
cessant motion, He fancied that he
must be dreaming., If he was lying on
the floor of the bunkhouse that floor was
as solid as the earth under it, and only
in a fantastic dream could it be pitch-

ing like this. But his brain grew
clearer, and he knew that it was no
dream. He was in motion. At one

minute his feet were higher than his
head; the next minute his head was
higher than his feet. There was no pos-
sibility of doubt, though it was inex-
plicable.

He tried to remember.

There was a nauseous smell about the
place. The Kid did not know the smell
of bilge. But he knew that this was no
‘ranch smell, He was not at the Samp-
'son ranch now. That was a cinch. But
if he wasn't at the Sampson ranch where
was he? In some building in the little
coast town of San Pedro? But no build-
ing ought to have been rocking like
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this, unless San Pedre, and the whole
coast of Texas, was in the grip of an
carthquake. Earthquakes were not un-
known in the Rio Kid’s experience. But
he knew t(hat this was not an earth-
quake; the motion was too regular for
that. It came into his mind with a
sudden flash that he was afloat.
Afloat!

He started up to a sitting position,
and the pang of pain that passed
through his bruised head was so sharp
and terrible that he sank back again
on the plank floor, dazed and be-
wildered, and for many minutes he did
not move again. Could he have seen his
face he would have seen that it was
as white as chalk under its tan. But his
thoughts were getting busy again; he
knew that he was afloat on some vessel,
and he was lrying to figure how it had
happened, and what he was doing there.

He remembered turning out of the
bunkhouse at the ranch that morning.
Jeff Barstow, the ranch foreman, had
s2nt him and Santa Fe Sam down to
San Pedro. Bince the Kid had become
Old Man Sampson’s partner in the ranch
he had still remained a member of
the outfit, bunking with the rest, riding
range with the rest, a cow-puncher, like
the rest.  Jeff had wanted two r:en to
ride down to the coast town from the
ranch with a bunch of cows that had
been sold to a San Pedro man. The
Kid remembered the drive down to
tha coast, the blue brilliance of the Gulf
of Mexico in the sunlight. The cows
had been handed over tc the buyer.
Santa Fe Sam wanted to roll round
town a piece. looking for pulque in the
Mexican posada there. The Kid had
no taste for pulque. or any strong lignor,
and he had strolled down to the inlet
to look at the shipping, while he waited
for Sam o rejoin him, They had left
their horscs hitched to the big ceiba
that stood in the plaza of San Pedro,
and separated, to meet again in an hour

or two. That was all elear in the Kid's
mind. It was what followed that had
him beat.
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OUnR ROARING WESTERN
YARN -STARRING THE RIO
KID, BOY OUTLAW!

He pressed his hands to his
head and wondered.

What in thunder did it all mean?

He could recall strolling along the
bank of the swampy inlet that jutted
in from the sca at San Pedro. There
were a couple of luggers there, and a
schooner, and three or four seafaring
men had been hanging about. The
Kid remembered that he had seen
a seafaring man come stamping
back  from the town, swearing—
a  hefty man, with Cross-eyes,
who seemed to be in a rage, and from
what he said, loudly and profanely, the
Kid understood that he was rhate of the
schooner, and that he had been after
two members of the erew who had got
ashore and deserted. The Kid had
reflected that it showed hoss-sense on
th> part of the deserters to hustle
ashore and vamoose, considering the
extremely unpleasant looks of that eross-
eyed man. The Kid had seen him take
boat for the schooner and heard his
profanity floating back across the
sluggish water. After that

After that the Kid's mind
blank.

He had a vague recollection of the
carth and the sky snddenly falling to
pieces round him, and that was all.

That, of course, never had happened.
But that recollection, coupled with the
big bruise he could feel under his hair,
and the pain of it, put him wise. He
had been knocked on the head and
stunned.  Some sneaking coyote had
dealt him a sockdolager from behind,
and the Kid had fallen like a roped
steer, insensible. He knew that now.
Tho blank that had followed was ex-
plained; he had lain insensible since
that fearful crash on his head. And
now—the Kid’s brain jumped to it—
he was on board one of the vessels he

aching

was a

had seen lying in the inlet. His
thoughts, working further, figured
it out that the vessel was
now at sea. The Kid knew little

of ships or shipping, but he knew that
a ship would not be pitching like this
in the waters of the San Pedro inlet.
He was on one of those craft, and the

craft he was on had put to sea while
he was unconscious,
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How long it bad taken the Kid's
aching head to work all this out he never
knew—hours, as likely as not. But he
had it all clear at last—he had been
stunned by a blow from behind in San
Pedro and roped in on board a ship,
and the ship was at sea. The reason
was still to seek. It couldn’t be robbery,
he reckoned. The Kid's roll was safe
at the ranch, in Old Man Sampson’s
iron safe. He hadn’t more than half
a dozen dollars about him, and, anyhow,
nobody at San Pedro knew anything
about his roll. Besides, if they robbed
him they would leave him where he was
robbed.” What would be the use of
carrying him off to sea? It sure
wasn’t that. But what was it?

“0Oh, shucks!” murmured the Kid.

In that corner of Texas, on the coast
of the Gulf of Mexico, three hundred
miles and more from the Frio country,
the Kid had felt certain that he was
unknown, unsuspected. Nobody in that
section knew that he was the Rio Kid,
with a thousand dcllars reward offered
for him at Frio. To all who knew him
there he was just Carfax, a puncher on
the Sampson ranch. But had some
galoot from the valley of the Pecos or
the Rio Grande happened into town and
recognised him? Had that galoot
knocked him on the head, as the casiest
way of einchin% him, to carry him back
to where he belonged, a prisoner, to be
handed over to a sheriff ?

It seemed unlikely, yet it was the only
explanation that the Kid could think
of. He was a prisoner on this vessel,
that was certain, and it was only as
the outlaw of the Rio Grande that he
could be wanted.

His hand went to his belt. He was
not surprised to find that his guns were

gone,

Sinco he had joined the Sampson outfit
the Kid, outlaw no longer, had still
packed the old walnut-butted guns that
had served him so well, though he had
packed them chiefly for old times’ sake.
They were old friends, with whom he
couldn’t bear to part. They had been
holstered to his belt when he came down
to San Pedro, and they had been teken
from him. The Kid was disarmed.

These galoots had lifted his guns, but
had not taken the trouble to bind him,
having him safe on the ship. But any
man who had roped in the Rio Kid
knowingly would have bound him fast
enough. He concluded that it wasn't
that, after all. It was no sheriff’s rlegpty
or reward-hunter who had cinched him,
But what, and who, was it? The Kid
had to give up that puzzling problem.

But his strength was returning now,
and he rose from the hard floor on
which he had been lying. There was a
slightly uneasy feeling inside the Kid.
He was not accustomed to the motion of
a ship. The smell. too, was nauscous.
He reckoned that this ship, whatever it
was, wasn’t a clean ship.

Having gained his feet, the Kid
groped his way about carefully. In the
darkness he felt the outlines of several
bunks, not unlike those in a ranch bunk-
house, but close packed. He stumbled

~at last on some wooden steps, and
groped his way up them, and felt the
outlines of a door. But the door was
fast.

A lurch of the ship sent him
stumbling down the steps, and he found
himself on the foor again.

“Thunder!” ejacnlated the Kid.

He picked himself up.
~ His head still ached, and he was
dizzy. To get at the men who had
made him a prisoner he had to t
through that locked door. The l%?d
sagely opined that he could wait.
Sooner or later they would come to

him; and then he would know what to
do. Whoever they were, and whatever
they intended, they would find a tough
mouthful in the Rio Kid. That uncer-
tain feeling in his stomach troubled
him, too. The Kid groped to a bunk,
crawled into it, lay down on a rough
mattress, and slept.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Shanghaied |

HAKE, shake, shake!

The Rio Kid opened his eyes.

He bad slept soundly.

The strange position in which he
had found himself had not disturbed the
Kid's slumbers.

The Kid had slept soundly in a
calaboose, with a lynch mob growling
round the walls. He had slept soundly
in & dug-out in a chnpnrraf, with a
sherifi’s posse hunting him, passing and
repassing. And he had slept soundly in
the bunk on the unknown s?lip on which
he had been brought a kidnapped
prisoner.

He opened his eyes on the light of
day, as a rough hand shook his shoul-
der, and stared up at the man beside
the bunk. With, the first glance he
recognised him as the cross-eyed man
who had gone off in the boat swearing
over the missing seamen.

The man glared down at him.

“You wani to sleep all the way to
Jamaica ?” he bawled. “Say!”

“Oh, sho!” said the Kid. “I guess
not! If you figure that I'm going to
Jamaica, feller, you've got another
guess coniing. Dog-gone my boots if 1
know where it is!”

“Get out!”

FPhe Kid
yawned.

There was still an ache in his head,
but it did not trouble him very much
now. The Rio Kid was as hard as
nails.

He rolled out of the bunk.

The cross-eved man pointed to the
steps, on which the Kid had stumbled
the previous night. The door at the
hop was open, letting in light and air.

‘Get on deck, you!”

“On deck ?” repeated the Kid.

The Kid was quick enough on the up-
take, but he was unaccustomed to
nautical terms.

“Blue blazes!” howled the cross-eyed
man. “You pesky puncher, don't you
know what a deck 157"

“I guess I've handled a deck of
cards,” remarked the Kid.

“A deck of ecards! Holy smoke!
Git!” roared the cross-eyed man; and
he followed up the order with a string
ot oaths.

The Kid eyed him for a moment.
The cross-eyed man was a powerful
fellow; but the Kid would have had
no hesitation in handling him. But he
decided to know more about this
strange matter before he started any-
thing. He tramped up the steps, and
came out on the deck of the schooner.

Sunlight was on the rippling waters
of the Gulf of Mexico. Far away to
the west was a dim purple line, which
the Kid figured to be the coast of Texas.
Somewhere beyond that erple blur lay
the Sampson ranch and the outfit he
had been riding with. They were far
enough away now. The Kid hoped that
Santa Fe Sam had taken his mustang
safely back to the ranch. It was like
the Kid to think of his horse at that
moment.

But his thoughts came quickly back
to his surroundings.

The Kid knew a lot about horseflesh
and saddlery and ranching and cows;
but he knew little about ships and their

stretched himself and

ways. S&ill, he knew that he was on a
schooner; Santa Fe Sam bhad pointed
out this craft to him in the inlet, and
told him it was a schooner, rather
proud of his knowledge.

Mainsail, topsail, and foresail were
spread to the breeze, and were draw-
ing; and the schooner was pitching at
a good rate over the shining waters of
the Gulf.

Five or six men stared curiously at
the Kid and grinned. A cowboy in
goatskin chaps was doubtless new on
board the schooner.

On the afterdeck was a fat man in a’
peaked cap. He had a face tanned to
a mahogany colour, a pair of fierce,
sharp eyes deeply sunken, and a big
Mesxican cigar stuck, unlighted, in a
corner of his mouth. The Kid, glancing
at him, guessed that he was a man in
authority. = The fat man, for the
moment, was staring up at the canvas,
and did not heed the Kid.

A burly man who carried a whistla
slung to a lanyard, came across to the
Kid and stared at him.

“You been punching cows "

“Sure!”

“Oh, thunder!
man.”

“The old man?” repeated the Kid.

“Tke skipper, you durned hobo!”

“Skipper #” said the Kid.

“Carry me home to dic!” ejaculated
the boatswain. “The captain, you dog-
goned cowman!”

“Oh!” said the Kid.
Who's the captain?”
The boatswain pointed to the fat man

t.

“That’s Captain Shack. Mind how
you speak to him, if you don't want
blazes knocked out of your carcase!”

The Kid's eyes glinted.

i | guess there’ll be loose hair flying
around, afore blazes are knocked out of
me to any extent,” he remarked. “So
that's the captain, is it? I guess I'!l
ask him what this stunt means, any-
how.”

The Kid walked aft.

On the pitching deck of the schooner
it was not easy for a landsman to keep
a steady footing. The Kid was aecus-
tomed to something more solid under
his high-heeled boots. He gave a lurch
as the schooner rolled and unexpectedly
tumbled over, and there was a chuckle
from the seamen who were looking at

him.

The Kid picked himself up, a little
vreathless. He glanced at the grinning
scamen, with gleaming eyes. The Kid
had never felt clumsy before; but any
landsman requires time to get on Lis
sca-legs, on a small sailing vessel on a
choppy sea. The Kid wished he could
have had that bunch en cow-ponies on
the Sampson ranch; lie opined that the
chuckle would have been on his side
then.

But he was anxious to know what all
this meant, and he continued on his way
aft. A grip on a rail helped him to the
after-deck without another tumble.

Captain Shack withdrew his gaze
from the canvas aloft and shifted it to
the newcomer.

He stared at him blankly.

“Who the thunder are you?” he de-
manded.

“You can call me Carfax,” answered
the Kid. “But I rcckon it’s me that’s
going to ask questions. I want to know
what this hyer game is, and I want to
know it quick!” X

“What?” roared Captain Shack.

“I've been knocked on the head and
brought here,” said the Kid. “I belon,
to a ranch back of San Pedro, and
reckon I'm honing to get there, pronto.
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I want to know who brought me herec;
I guess I'm going to make that galoot
fo?fl pretty considerable sick of him-
self !*

The captain glared at him and then
shouted :

“* Starboy !

The cross-eyed man. who had come up
out of the forecastle, hurried aft.

* Ay, ay, sir!”

“What's _this?” roared Captain
Shack, pointing at the Kid. “Mean to
say you've shanghaied a gol-darned
puncher on board this hooker?”

“Ain’'t we four men short?”
demanded Starboy.  “Was it a time for
Tlcking and choosing? He’'s a handy
ad, from the iook of him, and can be
licked into shape.”

Captain Shack poured out a stream of
profanity. The Kid looked at him. He
had heard some tall language on the
ranches, but he had never heard any-
1hing to equal this seafaring man’s flow
of cloguence,

“Licked into shape!” snorted he
skipper, when he had come to an end
of his expletivesz. “How long is it
going to take to lick a cowboy into a
scaman? I guess he’ll be trying to
cinch the helm, and hog-tie the bin-
nacle.  You durned goat, what's the
good of a puncher on a ship®”

“Give me two days. and I guess I'll
make a handy man of him,” answered
Mr. Starboy. “I've made a seaman out
of a Jamaica plantation nigger. I'd
make a searian out of the Governor of
lcxas, if T bad him on this hooker,
“'“lht:! length of rope. That boy’s all
right.

“Well, the
Captain Shack.

“Leave him to me,” said the mate.
“I guess he won't look so durned un-
handy when he's Fot them rags off, and
some scaman’s clothes on. Git back
to the fo'c’sle, my man, and I'll tell the
bo’sun to chuck yon some dungarees.”
_The Rio Kid had listened, almost
like a fellow in a dream. He hadn't
known what to make of this strange
turn of affairs, and even vet he did not
quite know what to make of it. Of
what went on in the rough coasting
towns of the Texas seaboard, the boy
puncher was quite ignorant.

':‘ Let up a piece, yon'uns,” said the
Kid, quietly. “I don't rightly get on
1o !hls. What's the game?”

The captain, who was turning away,
ln_l:m:d back and stared at him. ’

You don’t savvy, you mossheaded
puncher. You're shanghaied !”

" Shanghaied?” repeated the Kid.

The word was quite new to him.

- Blue blazes!” gasped Mr. Starboy.

I"ln don’t know what shanghaied is.”
I._dl’m, a pilgrim wise,” suggested the
L,

“You pesky mosshaad, you're a sea-
man  on this hooker now—can vou
understand that ¥ : .

_“‘l reckon not.’ said the Kid. “I
ain't looking fo: a berth on any hooker. i
I sure belong to the Sampson ranch.”

“You belong to the Pond Lily, now,”
grinned the skipper. *“Forget all about
that ranch, my man and turn to and
obc_\i ordcrsi"

. I guess I ain’t obeying any orders in
this_outfit,” said the Kﬁ:l “I reckon
1 ain't going to sea, neither. I'm
asking you to turn this gol-darned tub
round, and take me back to San Pedro,
pronto.”

Captain Shack eyed him for some
moments, in dumb amazement. Then
be burst into a yell of laughter.

o T'ake him away Starboy,” he gasped.

Take him away! He's yourn.”

job's yourn,” snarled
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Starboy tapped the Kid on the
shoulder.

“Git forrard!” he rapped. E

“Go slow a piece,” said the Kid.
“I'm asking you now, which galoot it
was tapped me on the cabeza and roped
me in.”

“ Here, Hacker,” called ount the mate.
“This boob wants to know who tapped
him one in the cross-trees.” The boat-
swain came up grinning. “Give him
another of the same if he keeps fresh.”

“You bet,” said the boatswain.

The Kid looked at him.

“It was you that gave me that sock-
dolager, and roped me irto this cutfit?”
he asked.

“Sure,” answered Hacker.

“Then I reckon you're the galoot I
want to see,” said the Kid. )

And with the spring of a tiger, he
}:'_i}ped at the boatswain cf the Pond

uy.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hard Measures !

RASH!
The buily boatswain of the
schooner hit out savagely as the
Kid came at him. ol

But that did not save him. The Kid’s
left came like a lump of iron into his
eye, and as he staggered, the Kid’s right
drove on his jaw, and he went to the
deck with a terrific crash. )

He lav where he kad fallen, gasping
faintly.

There was a hcwl from the hands
forward on the schooner. It scemed
like a miracle to them, to see the burly
boatswain handied in that style.
Hacker, powerful as he was, was quite
knocked out by those two fearful blows.
He lay on tine deck half-stunned.

The Rio Kid turned to the captain
and mate, who stood rooted, as il in
a trance with astonishment. ;

“If you'd left me a gun,” said the
Kid, between his teeth, *1'd sure wade
in and wipe out this durned rustling
outfit to the last dog-goned scallywag
in it. Make me a seaman, will you.
vou dog-goned ginks! You'll rope me
in and put me into this outfit whether
I like it or not, will you, you gol-
darned locoed jaspers! By the great
horned toad, I reckon vyou've got
another guess coming.”

Captain Shack, gasping, dragged a
revolver from his hip pocket. Ie
backed off, rnd levelled it at the Kid.

“Hold on,” shouted the mate. “ Leave
him tc me.”

“Ain't this hyer mutiny?” yelled the
onraged Shack.

“T guess I'll I'arn_him to toe the line,
captain,” said Mr. Starboy. “We only
got six hands on this hooker, and we
sure can't afford to throw a man inio
the Gulf.”

The Kid was tensed for a struggle.

He was watching the captain like a
cat, ready for the shot if it camo, ready
to make a desperate attempt to seize
the revolver. Once he had a six-gun
i his grasp, there were not enough
men on the Pond Lily to hold the Kid.
The Kid would have given all the roll
that lay in Old Man Sampson’s safe at
the ranch. for a loaded six-gun, at that
moment.,

But Captain Shack was not intending
to pull ‘tie trigger on the shanghaied
cow-puncher. It was fear for his own
safety that had mude him draw the
weapon. Undoubtedly. he would have
shot the Kid dead on the deck, had
the puncher advanced on him. But
the Kid knew too much to rush on a
levelled six-gun.

The boatswain was sitting up on the
deck, holding his head in {)otﬁ hands.
He rocked himseif dizzily, and groaned.

“You sure can use your hands some,
said the mate, as if half admiring the
prowess of tbte new member of the
schooner’s crew. “ But you're too fresh,
boy, you've got to I'arn. Git forrard.

“Guess again,” sneered the Kid.

Starboy grinned.

*You ain’t obeying orders #* he askedl.

“Not any.” :

“Hyer, you loafin' lubbers,” shouted
the mate, addressing the staring crew.
“Get a holt of that man, and trice him
up to the rigging.”

And as the seamen came
the mate led them, with a jump at the
Kid. The next moment, the Rio Kid
was mixed up in a wild struggle.

There were six men tc him, and all
of them were husky fellows, rough and
muscalar. But the Kid was like a wild-
cat in their hands.

By the time he was got down on the
deck, every man in the crew had
damaggs to show.

But he was got down at last, and a
rope run mur.g his limbs, and drawn
tight, and knotted. i P

elpless now, the Kid was triced to
the rigging. and his shirt was torn away
by a rough hand, leaving the back bare.

“Git a move on, Hacker,” snapped
the mate.

Hacker had staggered up now. He
still seemed dazed, and one of his eyes
was blackening fast, and almost closed.
His rough stubbly face was convulsed
with fury.

He knotted a length of rope, and
slepped up to the bound Kid.

What followed was like an evil
dream to the Rio Kid. He had been
in many a “rough house” in the
ranches, in the cow towns, in the round-
up camps. But he had still something
to learn, and he was learning it now.
The roughest bulldozer on a ranch, or
in a rodec, was a gentle Rube compared
with the boatswain of the Pond Lily.
The boatswain’s sinewy arm rose and
fell in incessant blows. The Kid was
hard as nails, and he shut his teeth to
keep back a cry. But the pain of that
fearful lashing was too much for flesh
and blood, and at last the shanghaied
puncher hung fainting in the ropes that
secured him, and the mate signed to
Hacker to guit.

“Give him salt water,” snarled out
Captain Shack. “Give him plenty, z2ed
chuck him into the foc's’le.” A

Salt water wes swamped over the
Kid's scored back, and he was roughly

forward,

dra away and tossed into the fore-
castle. He was only  half-conscious
now, and he lay where he had fallen.

Mr. Starboy walked back aft. smiling.

“That boy'll be useful yet, captain,”
he opined “I've had ’em as frosh
before, but in two days, I got ’em to
feed out ot my hand! He's sure fresh,
but he'll toe the line, I'll tell a man.”

“If he don't toe the line,” said Cap-
tain Shack, with a string of oaths. “I'll
make him believe that the deep pit is
a pleasant place to this hooker. I sure
will, and you ecan bet your bottom
dollar on that!” . y

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Qetting a Gun !

HE Rio Kid lay in a bunk in the
dirty forecastle of the Pond Lily,
for the rest of that day, undis-
turbed. When the rough crew

of the schooner came down, they looked
at him and grinned, but gave him no
other heed. With a captain and mate
like Esau Shack and Bill Starboy the
schooner was not likely to have a choice
crew, and her company was made up of
the roughest scum of New Orleans. The
Kid erawled painfully out of his bunk
for food and water, and crawled back
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again, jeered by the crew, and answer-
ing no word. It wag not till sundown
that Mr. Starboy looked into the ioce-
castle, grinned at the Kid, and looked
]Jit? over.

“You've sure had a rest,” he re-
marked. “I guess we ain't running a
hospital ship. It's you for duty.”

The Kid made no reply.

He had learned to school his emotions,
and he gave no sign of the fierce and
deadlg_rage that was burning like a
ﬂama’ in his breast. With his hands,
good ‘as they were, he could do nothing
a?’amst the odds; he could do nothing
till he got a grip on a six-gun. Until
that happened the Kid had to talk
turkey, and he knew it. But when once
his grip closed on the butt of a gun—

“You obeying orders now, Carfax?”
chuckled the mate.

STRAIGHT FHOM THE SHOULDER !
said the Kid.

“Sure!” said the Kid. “What’s the
good of a cayuse kicking agin the wall
of a corral?"

“I reckon that's hoss sense,” said the
mate, with a nod. * You've had yours,
and you've had it hard; and 1if it’s
taught you manners already, so much
the bettor for you. I'm goin’ to make
a seaman out of you, boy; and afore we
hit Jamaica I'm goin’ to have you
feedin’ from my hand. You get me?”

“I sure get you,” said the Kid.

“Tumble up, and get on deck.”

“It's your say-s0,” said the Kid.

He rolled out of- the bunk quietly,
though every movement cost him pain.
The mate eyed his cowpuncher garb
contemptuously.

“8trip off them rags and get into
these,” he said, and he threw down a
dirty suit of dungarees. “Sharp!”

It was bitter to the Kid to discard his
puncher ocutfit. But, for the present,
the Kid was playing a soft game. There
was nothing else for it, until he could
get hold of a gun.

He stripped off the cowboy clothes and
dressed in the dungarees. The change
they made in his looks was remarkabfe.

“Bring them rags on deck,” said
Starboy.

“ Then | reckon you’re the galoot | want to see !
left came like a lump of iron into the ruffian’s eyes, and tha man went to the deck with a crash !

The Kid followed the mate on deck,
with his cowboy garb under his arm.
Starboy waved his hand to the rail.

“Chuck them into the Gulf.”

The Kid hesitated. A moment’s hesi-
tation was enough for the mate. He
clenched his huge fist and drew back his

arm. }
Splash! The cowboy garb went into
the sea.

“Jest in time!™ said Mr. Starboy

watch, and he cyed the Kid malevo-
lently. Sick and weak as the Kid was
feeling now, there was a look in his eves
that warned the bully to keep his hands
off him. But all through that weary
watch his savage voice was heard curs-
ing and threatening.

The Kid said no word.

What he was told to do he did. but
his thoughts were eclsewhere. Some-
where on the schooner were the old

“ It was you that gave me that sockdolager and roped me into this outfit, was it ? **

grimly. “Only jest! You're I'arnin’,
boy—you're I'armin’ fast. How's your
back 1"

“Purt considerable
answered the Kid.

The mate chuckled.

“Nothin’ like what it'll be if you
don’t jump to orders,” -he said. “I
ain't holdin' it agin you that you was
fresh when you come aboard. That was
nat'ral, seeing as you was a puncher
afore you took to the sea. But if you
don't iump to orders now you're a sca-
man, | pity you, I sure do. You're in
the port watch, if you've got savvy
enough to know what that means, and
you're under Hacker's orders. Chew
on that!”

The mate strode aft.

It did not take the Kid long to learn
that the crew was divided into two
watches, port and starboard, alternately
on duty; though he learned also that
the Pond Lily was so short-handed that
both watches were sometimes wanted
together. There had been desertions at
other places as well as at San Pedro;
and the Pond Lily was large for a
schooner, and needed a good many more
hands than sailed in her at present.
Hacker, the boatswain, was in the port

painful,”

And he leaped at the boatswain.

Crash! The boy outlaw’s
(See Chapter 3.)

notched, walnut-butted guns that had
been taken from him. The Kid thought
of the guns with a fierce longing. Once
they were in his hands he was ready to
face the whole crew of the schooner,
with a smile on his face, and show them
how he had learned to shoot on the
Double-Bar ranch in the Frio country.
The captain and mate packed guns, he
knew, but there was little chance of get-
ting hold of them. More than once,
during the watch, he eyed the boat-
swain. Hacker berthed forward with
the men, and if he packed a gun—
The Kid's thoughts ran on that.

The Kid heard eight bells strike, with-
out knowing what it implied. The star-
board watch came up, and the port
watch went to their bunks; and as the
Kid went with them, Hacker, who was
going into the forecastle, shoved him
roughly aside.

For an instant the Kid turned on him
with a blaze in his eyes. The boatswain
caught that blaze and jumped back, his
hand going to his hip.

The Kid went quictly into the fore-
castle.

His heart was beating fast.
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The boatswain packed a gun; that
instinctive movement towards his hip-
pocket told as much. There was a
gun in the forecastle, where the Kid
bunked ; and if the Rio Kid had not lost
all his cunning, that gun would be in his
grip before the night was out.

There were four men below—the boat-
swain, the Kid, and two seamen. There
were bunks for twice as many, but the
Pond Lily was short of hands. The Kid
turned in very quietly, but not to sleep.
The boatswain had flung himself into
his bunk fully dressed as he was, and
his deep breathing =oon announced that
he was asleep.

The Rio Kid's eves wore closed, but he
had never been wider awake.

A dim, smoky lamp swung in the foul
forecastle of the schooner, shedding a
dim light. From his bunk the Kid
watehed, while he waited. But he did
not wait long.

The three men slept very soon.  The
night was warm, and the scuttle was
open, and at intervals a sound of voices
came from the deck. The Rio Kid
elipped from his bunk.

He knew that he might be seen from
the deck, but he had to take chances.
Taking chances was not a new experl-
cnce to the boy outlaw of the Rio
(irande.

He stopped beside the snoring boat-
swain.

The ruffian was lying half on his back,
the hip-pocket beneath him. To get at
the gun without awakening him was
impossible. The Kid had no weapon—

look on his face, a glitter in his eyes,
he bent over the Loatswain.

Hacker suddenly awakened, with a
grip of iron on his throat. His eyes
came wide open, and he glared at the
Kid. Before he could utter the yell
which trembled on his lips, the Kid had
lifted his head and dashed it with fear-
ful force against the wooden head of
the bunk. It was a crashing blow that
might have cracked a thinner skull, and
it stunned the boatswain of the Pond
Lily. One faint groan came from his
bearded lips, and he collapsed insensible
in the bunk.

#1 guess 1 owed you that, feller,”
murmured the Rio Kid. “You was
altogether too handy knocking a galoot
on the cabeza from behind. 1 kinder
reckon that puts paid to you, you dog-
goened coyote!”

He rolled the huge body over, and
groped for the revolver in the hip-
pocket. His eyes danced as his fingers
closed on it and he drew it out. He
stepped back from the bunk, and
examined the weapon swiftly. It was a
heavy Navy revolver, six-chambered
and foac]ed in every chamber. The Kid
hummed a tune as his grasp closed hard
on the butt. Two startled faces stared
at him from two bunks. The seamen
had been awakened by the crash of
Hacker’s hard head on the solid wood.

The Kid smiled at them pleasantly.

“You ’uns want to keep quiet,” he
said in a soft drawl. “I ain’t got any
hunch for spilling your vinegar; but if
you let out so much as a yaup, you get

nothing but his hands. With a grim

yours, and you get it sudden.”

“Jumpin’ Moses!” murmured one of
the men. “What do you reckon you're
goin’ to do with that gun?”

“I kinder reckon I'm goin’ to talk
with the galoots that shanghaied a cow-
puncher, as they call it,” said the Kid.
“I've got a hunch that this outfit is
goin’ to turn right round an’ take me
back to San Pedro. 1 reckon that is a
sure cinch, feller; and if you want to
take a hand in the game, you only got
to get on your legs and say so.”

“No sugar in mine!” answered the
seaman, with a grin; and he settled
down in his bunk again, the other fol-
lowing his example.

“You're sure wise,” said the Kid
agrecably. “You’re an ornery bunch of
dog-goned coyotes, but I ain’t got no
hunch to spill your juice, if you stand
clear of the rookus. But I'm sure
honing to get a bead on that dog-goned
mate and skipper. If you don’t want
yours, keep where you are, and don't
horn in.

He stepped to the door of the fore-
castle. From the deck came the sound
of Starboy’s rough voice, cursing one of
the watch. The -Kid listened and
smiled. Overhead sailed a full, round
moon. The schooner floated in a sea of
silver. The Rio Kid ran lightly up the
steps and stepped out on the deck.

THE END.

(Captain Shack has certainly caught a
Tartar in the Rio Kid. This young out-
law is not a fellow to take a defeat, as
he is proving. Don't miss: “TURNING
THE TABLES!" next week's roaring
Western yarn.)

snsssesssssssnnonnes

NEW YEAR GIFTS!

There is still time to buy one of these Topping Books!

“ EVERY BOY'S HOBBY ANNUAL" is a
book which should be in every home. It treats
in an intercsting and informative way of prac-
tically every hobby under the sum. Model
Railways, Amateur Mechanics, \\oodymrk_
Wireless, Stamps, Photography, Metal Work—
all these subjects, profusely {llustrated with
drawings, photographs, and diagrams, are to
be found in this handsome volume.

A real treasure-trove of knowledge for the
boy who wants to know what to do aad how
to do it

== e E

Enlure_l.nverl—l.ook Qut For This!
First Edition of a

Wonderful New Publication

The NEW NATURE BOOK

Packed with ta:cinating storves
action - photographs of

and
BIRDS AND BEASTS!

T T T rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrree e e T DER T TR ELELLER L) |

“THE GREYFRIARS HOLIDAY
ANNUAL.” A treasure.trove of stories,
articles, and colour plates. Hours and
hours of delightful reading! ALL your
favourite schoolboy characters appear in
this champion Annual, too, which is
another reason for its popularity. Once
you have looked inside this book you will
realise what a prize you hold.

On Sale Everywhere—Price 6/- each.
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NEW MASTER, AND ROTTER!

They have had all kinds of masters at RNoolwood.

had such an out-and-out bounder as Mr Skinforth. the wew puoths master!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Elusive Halt-crown !

T was Arthur Edward Lovell's idea.
Lovell rather prided himself upon
being a fellow with ideas.

Generalily, Lovell’s chums did not
think much of his ideas. But Jimmy
Silver and Raby and Newcome admitted
that this particular idea was rather
funny, and might aiford entertainment.

There was a wait of twenty minutes
at Latcham Junction for the local train
to Coombe, the station for Rookwood.
Rookwood fellows swarmed the platiorm
at Latcham, gathering from all corners
of the kingdom for the opening of the
new term. Fellows of all Forms loafed
about the platforms, or consumed re-
freshments in the buffet, or exchanged
greetings and cat-calls with friends and
foes while they waited for the local
train, And Arthur Edward Lovell
weighed in with his little scheme for
passing the time in an entertaining
manner.

It was quite simple.

Lovell was the happy possessor of a
“lucky * half-crown; that is, a half-
crown in which some individual, regard-
less of the laws upon the subject of
defacing the King's coinage, had bored
a hole.

By means of that bored hole Lovell
had attached a thin string of elastic to
the halt-crown.

The half-ecrown ay near Lovell's right
boot, on the platform, glimmering in
the wintry sunshine.

It looked like a coin that had been
dropped and forgotten—a lost coim that
anybody might have picked up.

But the string of black elastic,
invisible against Lovell's dark trousers,
held it captive, in spite of appearances.

The other end of the elastic was in
Lovell’s hand.

His hand, to all, appearance, was
shoved into his overcoat-pocket for
warmth that cold day. In reality it
was shoved through the slit in the
lining, and held the end of the elastic
attached to the coin, ready to jerk the
half-crown away as soon as somcone
stooped to pick it up.

Lovell and his thums stood in a row
near a waiting-room door, apparently
quite unconscious of the half-crown so
near them on the platiorm. They were
waiting for victims.

And a victim was not long in coming.

Leggett of the Modern Fourth éame
along the platform, and his sharp eyes
fell at once on the dropped coin.

Leggett paused.

He was not on friendly terms with
the Fistical Four, and had had, until
that moment, no intention of greeting
them. Now he edged towards then
with a friendly grin.

Jimmy Silver & Co. grinned, too.
They were quite aware of what Albert
Leggett was after

“Hallo! You fellows
Leggett cordially. :

“Yes, here we are again,” said Jimmy
Silver.

Leggett blew his nose, and dropped
his handrerchief skilfully on top of the
half-crown.

It was really done quite skilfully on
Leggett's part, and had that half-crown
been a lost coin, undoubtedly Leggett of
the Modern Fourth would have captured
it, and it is much to be feared that he
would have kept it.

Leggett stooped---for his handkerchief.

His bony fingers slid under the hand-
kerchief for the half-crown, His finger-
tips just touched it.

Then it moved.

Leggett was @0 surprised as the
coveted coin shipped away from his
fingers that he gave quite a jump. A
half-crown that was endowed with the
power of motion, on its own, was a sur-
prising sort of coin.

He grabbed up the handkerchief.

The half-crown was gone.

The clastic had jerked it up under
Lovell’s overcoat. But Leggett was not
yet aware of that fact.

His expression, as he stood with the
handkerchief in his hand, blinking at
the blank spot where the half-crown had
been, was bewildered—almost idiotic.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Fistical Four yelled. They had
meant to keep up an air of detachment.
but Leggett's expression was too much
for them. They yelled.

“I—I say— — " .he stuttered.

Arthur Edward Lovell allowed the
lucky half-crown to dangle down below
his overcoat. Leggett saw it fluttering
there, and then he understood:

“0Oh !” he ojaculated.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Ieggett; with a very red face, stalked

back ?” said

Decent ones, meel: ones, and votlers,

ANOTHER ROUSING LONG COMPLETE
JIMMY SILVER & CO., THE CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD,

But never have Lhey

TALE OF
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OWEN CONQUEST.

away. Arthur Edward Lovell chuckled
loud and long.

“That's the frst giddy victim,” hg
remarked. * There'll be another soon.
Here comes Tubby Muffin.”

Reginald Mufiin of the Classical
Fourth rolled up to greet the Fistical
Four. His eyes fell at once on the half-
crown, now lying on the platform in its
former place.

Tubby did not think of adopting
strategy as Leggett had done. He
made a plunge for the coin at ouce, his
fat hand extended to clutch it.

It seemed like black magie to Tubby
when the half-crown whisked up under
Lovell's overcoat, a second before his
tat lingers could reach it.

“Oh !” gasped Tubby.

“Try again!” grinned Lovell.

“Hua, ha, ha!”

“Yah!” said Reginald Muflin, and he
rolled away in great annoyance, without
waztlng any greetings on Jimmy Silver
v Co.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Jimmy Silver looked at his watch.

“Train’s due in five minutes,”
remarked.

“Oh, we'll catech two or three more
in that time!” said Lovell cheerfully.
“Who'll be the giddy next, I wonder?”

The half-crown, glimmering on the
platform, remained unnoticed for a
minute or two—or, « t least, unregarded.
Then a rather tall, thin gentleman came
out of the waiting-room door near at
hand. The Fistical Four noticed him
casually. Without !ooking at him they
were aware that he had paused, and that
the glance of two rather close-set,
greenish-grey eyes was fixed upon the
“lost ™" coin.

They looked away across the line to-
wards the opposite platform. with an
elaborate air of unconsciousness.

The thin, green-eyed gentleman looked
about forty; and certainly they had not
expected to catch so old a bird with so
simple a trick Also they were rather
shocked at him. They felt, rather than
saw, that he had designs on the half-
crown; and really, at his ageghe ought
to have known better. As the half-
crown lay so near Lovell’s boot it looked
as if Lovell had dropped it; and anyone
who bothered about 1t at all ought to
have drawn Lovell's attention to it, as
presumably it was his.
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But the thin, green-eyed gentleman
did not do that. Ile moved along to-
wards the Fistical Four with a shding
movement,

He did not stoop for the hall-crown.
Before Lovell eould guess his intention
he had placed his boot on it.

_ Lovell jerked the elastic—but he

jerked in vain. The coin was pinned

to the platform By the thin gentleman’s
ot.

Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcome
grinned—but Lovell did not grin.

. The thin gentleman glanced at the
juniors.

“Is this the right platform for
Coombe?” he asked. No doubt the thin
gentleman asked that question as a sort
of explanation for stopping so close to
the juniors.

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Thank you!”

Lovell hoped that the thin gentlemhan
would move on. But he did not., He
waited ; and it dawned upon the juniors
that he was hoping that they would
move and give him a chance of picking
up the half-crown unnoticed. They were
not likely to do so.

“The train’s signalled!” said Raby.

“There’'ll be a rush,” remarked New-
come. “Don’t let those Modern cads
bag all the carriages.”

“No fear!” agreed Jimmy. “Better
get a move on !’

Arthur Edward Lovell gave ancther
vain jerk at the -elastic. The thin
gentleman’s boot pinned the half-erown
to the platform; and evidently he had
no intention of moving. Jimmy Silver
and Raby and Newcome were growing
more and more entertained, and Lovell
was growing uncasy and restive. He
did not want to lose his half-crown. He
had had several little iokes with it, but
he did not want to pay half-a-crown for
the entertainment.

‘‘ Here comes the train!” said Jimmy.
“We shall have to shift, Lovell I

Lovell looked at the thin gentleman.

“Would you mind getting off my half-
crown, sir?’ he asked politely.

The thin gentleman started.

“What! What!"

“You're standing on my half-crown,
sir—your left foot,” said Lovell coolly.

The thin gentleman’s greenish eyes
glared at him.

“Nothing of the kind! Den't be im-
pertinent, my boy!”

“Look here, sir——"

* Nonsense !”

“Well, my hat " ejaculated Lovell, in
angry astonishment. * Look here, sir,
that's my half-crown, and I want it!
See? Take your boot off it!"”

The thin gentleman did not move.
But the train was coming in now, and
there was no more time to waste.
Lovell gave the thin gentieman a slight
shove, and the boot had to move. The
half-crown was revealed.

“You young rogue!” exclaimed the
thin gentleman sharply. “That coin is
mine; I must have dropped it—">

“Rats! It's mine!”

“Stand back!” snapped the thin
gentleman.

He stooped for the half-crown, and his
long, thin fingers fairly clutched at it.
Lovell jerked at 1the elastic at the same
moment, and the coin was jerked up
from the platform, and vanished under
Lovell’s overcoat.

For an instant the thin gentleman
stood dumbfounded. Then he flushed a
deep erimson. And then—

Smack !

The thin gentleman's bony hand shot
out and boxed Arthur Edward Lovell’s
ear—with a terrific box!

“Ow!” roared Lovell,
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staggering

.from the open carriage door.

back egainst the waiting-room window.
“Oh! Ow! Qoooch!”

The thin gentleman strode away, and
was lost in the surging crowd on the
platform.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Train !

Ll A, ha, ha!”?
Jimmy Silver & Co. roared.
Io\'e]{ knocked spinning by

that terrific box on his ear,
staggered and almost fell. He recovered
his balance, however, and stood rubbing
his ear, his face blazing with wrath.
_ This unexpected ending to his little
joke struck Jimmy Silver & Co. as
irresistibly funny—the funniest part of
the whole episode, in their opinion. It
did not impress Arthur Edward Lovell
in the same way.

“Why, the—the cheeky rotter
howled Lovell, *“I'll go after him, and
—and—and—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you cackling at, you silly
chumps?”’ hooted Lovell. “My head’s
singing—ow ! Why, I'll hack his shins—
I'll—" Lovell glared round for the
thin gentleman.

Jimmy Silver caught him by the arm.

“Hold on, you ass!”

“1 tell you I'll o

“You jolly well won't!"”” chuckled
Jimmy Silver. “Come on and ecatch
the train; we don’t want to get left!”

“T'll hack his shins! A beastly thief
—that's what he is!” hooted Lovell.
“Saying it was his half-erown—he knew
jolly well it wasn’t, though he didn't
know it was on a string. A rotten
pickpocket—""

“Come on; we're losing the train!”

“Blow the train! I—-I——"

But Lovell was rushed away by his
comrades towards the train, which was
filling rapidly. A good many of the
fellows had to wait for the second train;
and, though the wait was not a long
one, nobody wanted to wait. Something
like a battle was going on between a
crowd of Classical fellows and another
crowd of Moderns, and Jimmy Silver
& Co. were never “backward in coming

il

forward ’* on such an occasion. ?

“Back up, Classicals!”’ shouted Valen-
tine Mornington. “Pile in, you
slackers!"

“QGo it, Moderns!”

“Oh, my hat! Ow! Qooop!”
Tommy Dodd & Co. were swept back
Jimmy
Silver and a erowd of Classicals poured
into the carriage—the Fistical Four and
Mornington and Erroll and Rawson and
Gunner and Dickinson minor and Oswald
and two or three more fellows. There
was no room in the carriage for so many,
especially us there vas already a grown-
up passenger inside, but the juniors
found room somechow.

The whistle screamed, doors slammed,
and the train began to move.

“We've done those Modern cads in
the eye!” grinned Lovell. “I say, let
a fellow sit down!"

Lovell was standing at the window
till the train moved, prepared to repel
boarders. Now he made the cheerful
discovery that all the seats were
bagged. In the far corner sat a tall,
thin gentleman, frowning at the noisy
crowd of schoolboys; and there were
five other seats, occupied now by eight
or nine juniors.

“Standing room cnly, old bean!” said
Mornington.

Lovell grunted.

Then his eyes fell on the Fentle::rmn
in the far corner, sitting bolt npright
with a grim face, and he recognised the
claimant to his balf-crown, who had
boxed his ears.

“Hallo! That
Lovell.

“Eh, what?”

“Look out for your pockets!” said
Lovell.

“What the thump do you mean?”
exclaimed Mornington.

“Cheese it, Lovell!” murmured
Jlmmy Silver. “We don't want a row
here.”

Lovell snorted.

“I' didn't want my head thumped by
a fellow who was trying to bag my hali-
crown !” he retorted.

The thin gentleman glanced across at
Lovell. His close-set, greenish cyes
littered at the Rookwood junior. His
ace was rather red, under the curious
looks of the juniors. Lovell met his
angry stare undauntedly.

“You can scowl!” he said coolly.
“You tried to bag my half-crown, and
you know you did!'’

“You insolent young rascal !

“Oh, can it!"” said Lovell.

The thin gentleman glared across at
Lovell as though he would have liked
to bite him—as perhaps he would.

“You young rascal! Will you hold
your tongue?” he exclaimed. *“ Another
word of insolence and I will lay iny
stick about you!™

“Rats!”

The thin gentleman started up in his
place, grasping his walking-stick. 1lle
plunged towards Lovell.

But it was not casy to get along a
carriage crowded by twice the regula-
tion number of passengers. Two or
three feet came in the thin gentleman’s
way—perhaps by accident. He pitched
forward and dropped on his hands and
knees among innumerable feet.

“Oh! Ah! Oh!”

“Try again!” grinned Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ba!”

The thin gentleman struggled up,
with a furious face. Two or tirce heflty
“licks * from his walking-stick elicited
loud yells from some of the Rook-
wooders. Then the thin gentleman was
on all fours again, and someone jammed
down the back of his head, and his nose
ground into the dusty floor of the
carriage.

rotter !”  exclaimed

“Make it pax, sir!® suggested
Mornington.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ow! Young rascals—scoundrels!

Yaroooh! ‘Grooogh!”

“Hallo! Here we are!
called out Rawson.

The train slowed down in the village
station. Lovell hurled the carriage
door wide open.

“Ow! Oh! Release me! I—-1—"
The thin gentleman was spluttering on
the dusty floor.

Jimmy Silver & Co. streamed from
the carriage on the vlatform at Coombe.
Jimmy glanced back into the carriage
and saw the thin gentleman struggling
to a sitting posture, gasping for breath
and covered with dust. Then he joined
the stream of Rookwood fellows pouring
out of the station.

Coombe I”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Unpleasant Discovery !
“ IIE Bull's gone!”
Mornington loafed along the
Classical Fourth passage that
evening and looked into the
end study to make the remark. It was
an item of news on the first night of
term. ¥
Mr. Bull was mathematics master.
Generally he was spoken of with the
definite article before his name instead
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of the *“ Mister o
which he was entitled
“Rotten!” sid
Lovell. “What's the
Bull gone for? Is he
gone for good ?"
“Crocked, 1 hear,”
said Mornington. “* Win

ter sports in  Switzer
land, and a tumble.
Can't get back for the
term, and mayn't show
up again  for weeks.
They’ll have to have a

new man in his place.
Let’s hope he'll get into
a rallway accident

comin’ down.”
*“Ha, ha, ha!®
Mathematics. though
a valuable study, did not
really appeal to the
heroes of the Classical
Fourth.

Tubby Mauffin  rolled
along to the end study.
Ho rolled in and

Llinked hungrily round.
‘[be Fistical Four had
finished tea, but there
was a bag of tarts on the
table. Reginald Muflin
helped himself to a tart.

“You fellows heard?”
he asked.

“Heard which 1"

“There’s a new maths
beast instecad of the old
maths beast,” said
Tubby. “Beast named
Skinflorth. What a
uame, you know!”

“0h, ther'\'e got a
new man already, have
they " grunted ~Lovell,
“Might have given us a
week's rest at least.”

“Cateh  them!” said
Tubb; I say, 1 don't
like the man's looks. 1
saw him in masters’
Common room. Mry,
Dalton was introducing
him to old Greely Looks
a ‘hard nut to crack.”

“

h, he won’t be
worse than the DBull,”
said Morny. *“The Bull

made us work, and no-
body can do worse.”

“What's Le like to icok at?” asked
Newcome.

“Long-legged sort of a merchant,”
said Muffin. “ Looks a bit foxy, if you
ask me—greeny sort of eyes, close
together, you know. Sharp as a beastly
razor.”

Lovell started a little. The descrip-
tion recalled the thin gentleman he
had encountered that day at Latcham
Junction.

“He came along -with us, if we'd
only known it,” went on Muflin. *“I
remember seeing him on the platform
at Latcham, only I didn’t know then
that he was coming to Rookwood.”

“Oh!"” said Lovell

“Phew !” murmured Mornington.

Morny and the Fistical Four ex-
changed glances. It dawned upon them
that the thin gentleman, whose nose
had been rubbed on the dusty floor of
the railway carriage. was a Rookwood
mastor !

Tubby Muflin annexed another tart.
He was annexing a third, when vell
rapped his fat paw with a ruler, and
Reginald Muffin  tonk the hint and
rolled out of the end study, seeking for
other worlds to conquer.

“Well, this 'wats it!" said Valentine

Skinforth, to Arthur Edward Lovsll.
the action to the word. Lovell staggered under a terrific box on the ear.

Whoooep ! "' he yelled.

Mornington.  “We shall. have a jolly
time in the maths set this term. Who'd
have thought that skinny merchant was
a new master for Rookwood "

“Keep smiling,” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily. “I dare say the man will let
the matter drop. If he reports us to
the Head, we can explain that we didn't
know who he was—and anyhow he
started with his giddy walking-stick,
and he smacked Lovell’s head at Lat-
cham, too. He's in the wrong.”

“After all, it mayn't be the same
chap,” said Lovell hopefully. “Let's go
down to Hall again and see. He's
bound to be about somewhere.”

To which Lovell's chums assented,
and, the tarts being finished, the Fistical
Four sauntered down the Fourth Form
passage and went down to Hall

Hall was crowded, as was usaal en
the first night of term. Some of the
masters were to be seen there, but rot
the new mathematics master. Jimmy
Silver & Co. strolled along in the direc-
tion of masters’ Common-room, wlere
they found Mr. Greely, master of the
Fifth, in sole ssession, with an
evening paper. r. Greely’s lengthy
and dictatorial comments on the news
in the evening paper had cleared the
other masters out of Common-room.

“ I shall punish you myself ! **

HEAVY HANDED ! “ Ishall not trouble to report your insolence to your Form-master,” said Mr,

And the new master suited
“Oh! Ow!
(See Chapter 4.)

“Where’s the beast hiding himself 7™
grunted Lovell

“Gone to bed, perhaps,” said Jimmy
Silver “We'll see him to-morrow,
anyhow.’

“I want to see him®o-ni ht,” growled
Lovell. “I waat to know whether there's
going to be a row to begin the term,
fathead. I was up before the beak just
before we left for Christmas, and I
don’t want to be up before him again to
begin the term ass. Let's rout out the
bounder '*

“1 suppose he'll have the Bull's old
room,” sugzested Raby. *“Maybe un-
packing his things there. Any excuse
for going up te his room?”

The Fistici! Four pondcred over that.
They really were anxious to know
whether Mr. Skinforth acinally was the
thin gentlemaa whom they had so
unluckily hkandled in the train to
Coombe

“After all. we don't know officially
that there’s + new maths beast,” said
Lovell. “Let's go up as if we thought
it was the Bull there, and say how-d'ye-
do. Wao were friendly enough with the
old Bull.”

Tue Porurar.—No. 520.
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“That's all right,” agreed Jimmy |manners and customs of Roockwood |duct,” said Mr. D:Iooney, drier than
Silver. School knew that he did not want to ke | ever.

And the Fistical Four proceeded up-| interrupted there, “Unfortunately, your trust is mis-

stairs again. and stopped at the room
which had been occupied the previous
term by Mr. Bull.

There was a light under the door,
which indicated that the occupant was
at home -

Lovell tapped at the door.

The juniors heard the sound of a
movement in the room. Footsteps
crossed to the door, and it was unlocked.
They heard the key turn back in the
lock, softly but quite clearly, with some
surprise.

Mr, Bull’s room was a double apart-
ment, the bed-room opening out of ihe
sitting-room; and. there was no ap-
parent reason why the sitting-room door
should have been locked.

The door opened.

“What is it 1

A tall, thin figure stood before the
juniors, and two close-set, greenish-grey
eves were fixed on them in annoyed
inquiry.

They had a glimpse of half-unpacked
bags in the room; and the thin gentle-
man's look and tone showed that he did
not like being interrupted in his
unpacking. 2

They recognised him at once—it was

the thin gentleman at Latcham. IHe
recognised them almost at the same
moment.

“Oh!” ke ejaculated. “You!l”

His brows knitted darkly.

“You!” he repeated. *'Give me your
names! T have not yet reported your
ruffianly conduct to the headmaster. I
will take down your names at once.”

" my hat!” murmured Lovell,
rather wishing that he had not “routed
out the bounder,” as he had expressed
1t.

“Your name?” snapped Mr. Skin-
forth, whipping out a pencil and note-
book and fixing his eyes on Lovell.

“You're going to complain of us to
the Head?” asked Lovell.

“Certainly! Your name?"”

Lovell closed one eye at his chums.

“Jones,” he said—'"Jones primus, of
the Shell.”

Mr, Skinforth wrote it down.

“Your name?” 5

“Jones secundus,” said Raby. “Same
Torm.”

“ And yours?”

“Jones tertins,” said Newecome,
entering cheerily into the joke. “Same
Form.”

“And yours?”?

“Jones quartus,
“Same Form ™

Mr. Skinforth eoyed them sharply.
Perhaps he was surprised at meeting so
many Joneses all at once. Still, Jones
was not an uncommon name, and there
were bound to be Joneses at Rookwood.

“Very good!” he snapped. “You will
hear more of this!”

He shut the door in the faces of the
Classical chums, and they heard the key
turn again. Then there was a sound of
Mr, Skinforth rummaging among his
bags.

Jimmy Silver and Co. walked away,
wondering what would be the outcome
when Mr. Skinforth reported four non-
existent Joneses of the Shell to the
Head.

” said Jimmy Silver.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Looking for Jones !
R. CHISHOLM frowned a little.
He had had a busy day and a
busy evening. Ile had retired
to his study for a quiet half-
hour, and everybody who knew the
Tae Porurar.—No, 520.

A ncew master, however, could not be
supposed to be well acquainted, so fary
with Rookwood manners and customs,
and the special manners and customs of
the headmaster. So Mr. Skinforth, the
new mathematics master, tapped at the
Head'’s door and came confidently in.

Mr. Skinforth had already, of course,
mads the Head's aequaintance, and
been duly inspected, so to speak, by that
stately gentleman. The Head was not
in the least desirous of another inter-
view. He was desirious of devoting his
whole and undivided attention to Kuri-
pides—what would have been a severe
punishment to any Rockwood fellow was
a mild and genial relaxation to the
headmaster,

“What is it, Mr. Skinforth 7"’

VST trust 1 am not interrupting you,
sir.”

“As a matter of fact, Mr. Skinforth,

you are interrupting me,” said the
Head ruthlessly. “Iowever, what is
i

Mr. Skinforth eoloured faintly.

“I have to place before you, sir, a
matter of some seriousness. On my
journey here to-day I was treated with
great disrespect in the railway train by
a number of Rookwood boys. I have
now ascertained their nanies.”

“Indeedi That certainly is a serious
matter ™

“1 was sure you would think so, sir.
The boys names dre—they are all named
Jones—"

“Four boys, did you say?”

“Four, sir. There were others, but
these four were ringleaders.”

“I was not aware of four boys named
Jones at Rookwood. To what Form do
they belong?”

“The Shell.”

“In any case, Mr. 8kinforth, you need
not have troubied me in the matter.
Minor details of discipline are left to
the Form masters.”

@ 0]] IJI

“I refer you to Mr,
master of the Shell.”

“Oh! Very good, sir!"”

Mr. Skinforth retired from the study
with slightly flushed cheeks.

TFhen he walked down the corridor
with & knitted brow. He could not
say to the Head what he would have
liked to say, but he could, no doubt,
“take it out "' of the offending Joneses.

Meeting Bulkeley of the Sixth in the
corridor, he inquired his way to Mr.
Mooney’s study, only to find that apart-
ment untenanted. Mr. Mooney, the
master of the Shell, was in Hall; and
Mr. Skinfortn sought him there. He
found the Shell master in conversation
with Mr. Dalton and Mr. Wiggins, com-
paring notes on the subject of the holi-
days, and the three masters welcomed
him into their group very civilly and
pleasantly.

Mr. Skinforth, however, had not come
there to be pleasant.

“The Head has referred me to you,
Mr. Mooney:

“Indeed, sir!”

“In a matter of reporting four mem-
bers of your TForm for disrespectful
conduet,” said Mr. Skinforth.

“Indeed sir,” repeated Mr. Mooney,
very dryly.

Mr. Dalton and Mr. Wiggins ex-
changed a glance and moved away a
little.

“Ruffianly conduet; I may say,” added
Mr. Skinforth.

“I trust that no member of my Form
is likely to be guilty of ruffianly con-

Mooney, the

placed in that case,” said Mr. Skinforth:

tartly. “These four young rascals—?"

“Kindly do not refer to boys inn

my Form by such a1 epithet, Mr. Skin-!

forth,” said the n.aster of the Shell,
“I shall, of course, inquire into the
matter, as you say that the Head has
referred you to me. What are the names
of the boys in guestion?”

““Jones, sir!” snapped Mr. Skinforth,

“Jones!” repeated Mr. Mooney.

“Jones!” said Mr. Skinforth, more
snappishly than before

“Not all of them, I suppose?”

“Yes, all of them.”

Mr. Mooney smiled slightly.

“There is a mistake somewhere,” he

said.

“There is no mistake, sir,” said Mr.
Skinforth. “1 demund the exemplary
punishment of these juniors. 2

“There is not a single boy in my
Form of the name of Jones, sir,” said
Mr. Mooney caimly. “And certainly
not four of the same name.”

Mr. Skinforth started.

“What! What! Are you sure of
that 7"

“1 am very well acquainted, sir,
with the names of the members of my
Form,” said Mr. Mooney.

The new master set his teeth, his
face flushing with anger. He realised
that his leg had been pulled by the
Fistical Four when they had given in
their names,

“So I have been deceived!” he
stammered.

‘It would certainly appear 80,” said
Mr. Mooney, smiling. “No doubt you
will be able to point out the boys, if
you care to step into my Form-room
to-morrow.”

“Yes, yes; no doubt—-—""

“But as they have—ahem—misled

you with regard fo their names they .

may also have misled you with regard
to their Forms,” suggested the master
of the Shell. “In that ease, I cannot
help you.”

Mzr. Skinforth did not take the irouble
to reply. He turned, and stalked away,
and left Hall with a glint in his green-

grey eyes. He did not leave a very
pleasant impression onm the other
masters,

For some time, Mr. Skinforth was
making angry inquiries. He learned
that there were two Jones at Rookwood
—not four—and that they were Jones
major of the Sixth, and Jones minor
of the Fourth. Only the latter afforded
a possible clue; and, having ascertained
the number of Jones minor’s study in
the Classical Fourth passage, Mr. Skin-
forth repaired thither, in the hope of
discovering one at least of the delin-
quents, -

There were four fellows in Stud
No. 2 in the Fourth when Mr. Skinfort
arrived there—Jones minor, “Putty ”
Grace, Tubby Muflin, and Higgs. They
were devoting their attention to a large
cake which Higgs had brought back to
school with him. Mr. Skinforth threw
open the door without knocking, and
strode in.

The four juniors stared at him.

“It’s the new maths man!”
mured Tubby Muffin.

“Is Jones here?' snapped Mr. Skin-
forth.

mur-

*Yes, sir,” said Jones minor.
“You_are Jones?”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Skinforth would gladly have

hoxed Jones minor’'s ears; he was feel-
ing, by this time, almosf feverishly
anxious to box somebody’s ears. But
Jones minor was a complete stranger to



Every Tuesday.

THE PCPULAR.

Price 2d. 11

him, and even in lus extreme annoyance
he could not very well box his ears.

He gave a grunt, and stepped back
out of the study, and slammed the
door.

“What a Hun!” grunted Higgs.

Mr. Skinforth stood in the Fourth
Form passage, scowling.  Sooner or
later, no doubt, he would again see
the four juniors who had given the
name of Jones, and ascertain who
they were; the trouble was that he
wanted to see them sooner, not later.

And, as luck would *have it, as he
stood there, Arthur Edward Lovell
came out-of Study No. 4, where he had
dropped in to speak to Morny. Lovell
hed been telling Morny and Errol about
Jones primus, secundus, tertius, and
quartus, with many chuckles, and he
was still smiling as he came out of the
study. The smile died suddenly off his
face as he met Mr. Skinforth’s glinting
eyes.

“Qh!” ejaculated the new master.
“So 1 have found you!”

Loveil eyed him warily. )

“Were you looking for me, sir?” he
asked.

“You gave me a false name !"” rapped
out Mr. Skinforth. “You told me your
name was Jones!”

“Do you like Smith beiter?” asked
Lovell 7"

“What 7" _

“T’ll make it Smith, if you like, sir.
Or Robinson.” .

Mr. Skinforth trembled with anger.
There was no doubt that Lovell was
“checky.” This really was not the way
to answer & Rookwood master. DBut
the fact was that Lovell had no respect
for this particular master—the incident
of the half-crown at Latcham prevented
that.

“] shall take you to your Form
master,” declared Mr. Skinforth. * Mr.
Dalton shall know of this insolence.

Come !”
He stepped towards Lovell, and
grasped him by the collar. Arthur

tidward eyed him coolly.

“I'm quite prepared to go to Mr.
Dalton,” he answered. “I'm rcady to
tell him all that happened, and that all
the trouble was caused by your trying
to pinch my half-crown 1”

Mr. Skinforth started violently.
Lovell had played his trump card, as it
were; and he had played it with effect,
as Mr. Skinforth’s look showed. For
the first time the new master secmed
to realise .that he had extremely little
credit to gain from the affair; and
that, indecd, the less that was said
about it, the better it would be for
him.

‘“Are we gcing to Mr. Dalton, sir?”
asked Lovell, victoriously aware now
that that was not Mr. Skinforth's in-
tention.

“No,” said Mr. Skinforth, between
his teeth. *I shall not trouble your
Form master on the first night of the
term.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Lovell, with
mocking humility.

“1 shall punish you myself,” said
Mr. Skinforth.

And the new master suited the action
to the word. Arthur Edward Lovell
staggered under a terrific box on the
ear. It was against all the laws and
traditions of Rookwood for a fellow’s
cars to be boxed. Perhaps Mr. Skinforth
did not know that—and perhaps he did
not care. Lovell staggered under the
blow, and almost fell—and a heavy
box on the other ear set him right
again, He reeled and roared.

“Ow! Ow! Whooooop !”

“0Oh, gad!” ejaculated Mornington,
looking cut of his study. “I say, that

won't do for Rookwood sir! It's not
done here.”

Mr. Skinforth gave him a glare, and
stalked away towards the stairs. Arthur
Edward Lovell staggered against the
wall, with both his hands to his head.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!”

In a few minntes a sympathetic
crowd surrounded Lovell—some of
them advising him to go to Mr. Dalton
and make a complaint—others suggest-
ing the Head. Lovell did not heed.
His head was singing and aching; but
he had no idea of making complaints
to anyone. He moved away to tﬁc end
study, leaving a crowd of the Classical
Fourth in a buzz of comment on the
incident—and all the juniors agreed,
nem con, that Mr. Skinforth was a rank
outsider,' a no-class snob, and the last
word in rotters. In which opinion the
Classical Fourth possibly were not very
far wrong.

- THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious!

L AG him!”
*¥Vos"
“Lovell, old chap!”

murmured Jimmy Silver.

Arthur Edward Lovell rubbed his
burning ears and glared.

“Do you think I'm going to take this
lying down?” he roared.

“Well, no; but >

“I've a jolly good mind to hack his
shins, and chance it—"

“Phew !”

“But I won't do that!” said Lovell.

“No, I—I shouldn’t!” murmured
Raby. ’

“T'm going to rag his quarters,” said
Lovell. “I'm going to rag his rooms
right and left—see?”

“But he’'ll guess—"

“Let him! If he wants the whole
thin% to come out before the Head, let
him !” hooted Lovell “I'll tell my
story fast enough if he tells his. I don’t
care! I'm going to rag him!”

Arthur Edward’s mind was made up-
He was in a state of raging wrath thai
would not brook delay. Boxing any
fellow’s ears was a serious matter
enough—boxing Lovell's ears was &a
matter of unparalleled seriousness.
Lovell’s chums sympathised; buf they
had doubts as to the wisdom of carrying
on this feud with a man who was, after
all, a Rookwood master—howsoever
much the heroes of the Fourth disap-
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proved of him. But Lovell was in no
mood for wiscom.

Lovell settled the matter by leaving
the end study, and his comrades fol-
lowed him rather dubiously. They
reached the door of the room that had
been Mr. Bull's, and was now Mr. Skin-
forth’s, The Co. rather hoped that Mr.
Skinforth might be there—which would
have prevented the proposed “rag,” and
left the matter over till Lovell was
cooler. But there was no light under
the door.

Lovell turned the handle. The door
did not open.

“What the thump coes the man keep
his door locked for ?”’ he snorted.

“Well, it seems that he does,” said

Jimmy Silver, rather relieved. ‘Must
chuck it, after all, old scout.”

Another snort from Lovell.

“Chuck it be blowed! The key of

Dicky Dalton’s room fits this lock—yon
remember the time IPutty locked the
Bull in for a lark and Dicky Dalton
had to let him out.”

“But—_"

“Blow your ‘buts’ I”

Lovell went along to Mr, Dalton’s
room and abstracted tha key from tho
lock. Mr. Daltorr was still in Hall.
The junior came back, and quickly un-
locked the door of the Bull's room.

“You fellows keep watch and sing
out if anyone comes up!”

“Oh, all right!”

Lovell stepped into the room and

turned on the light.
_The room was in some liltle confu.
sion; Mr. Skinforth had done a good
deal of unpacking. but had not yet
stacked away all his things in drawers
and wardrobes, Lovell marched boldly
into the adjoining bed-room, and
started by dragging off all the bed-
clothes and bundling them into the
fender. Then he hurled heaps of shirts,
socks, and other articles into the middin
of tho floor, and overturned a coal-
scuttle on them.

Then ha came back into the outer
room, feeling a little better. His chuma
watched him anxiously from the cor-
ridor, with one eye in the direction of
the staircase.

Bump!

Lovell overturned a trunk.

“0ld chap, chuck it!” whispered
Raby. “You've done enough—too
much, in fact.”

“Rats!”

He bumped the trunk over again, and
the locked lid burst open.

“Great Scott! You've busted the
lock !” ejaculated Raby.

“T don't care!”

“0Oh, go ahcad!” said Jimmy Silver
resignedly. “I suppose we shall all get
a Head’s licking for this. That's what
you seem to want!”

[ Rot !Jl

Dump !

The trunk went over again. and its
contents streamed out on the floor.
There were hooks and papers and other
articles, and they streamed round
Lovell, and he proceeded to kick them
right and left. It was a reccord
“'I'BER'EI!R'-"

Suddenly Lovell gave a jump.

“ Why—what—what—what—"

He fairly stuttered, as he stood still,
as if rooted to the floor, his eyes upon a
bundle of papers he had kicked.

“What is it ?” asked Raby.

“Great Scott!” gasped Lovell.

He jumped after the bundle and
picked it up, and held it up to the light,
staring at it with round eyes of amaze-
ment.

“Banknotes!”

o El' TJJ

(Continued on page 22.)
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THE COLD SHOULDER FROM HIS

GWN PALS!

From being one of the most popular boys in the school, Ernest Levison now finds himself an outcast!

the meaning of this amazing state of affairs ?

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
What’s Up !

“ [ EVISON !I”
“ weurlﬂ
Levison of the Fourth spoke

coolly and quietly.

He was standing by the window at
the end of the Fourth Form passage in
the School House at St. Jim’s, looking
out into the dark quadrangle, when
Cardew and Clive came along.

His face was almost expressionless as
he turned to look at them.

Only that alternoon Lrnest Levison
had returned to St. Jim's, after his
long stay at Greyfriars. Cardew and
Clive were his best chums at St. Jim’s.
But no stranger to them would have
guessed it, secing them now—seeing the
cold, steely look with which Levison
met them.

Nor could anyone have guessed from
L,evison’s look the bitter disappointment

e was feeling at hig reception in his
school after his long absence. It had
wounded him to the quick. But Ernest
Levison was not a fellow to wear his
heart on his sleeve. There was not a
sign on his face of what he was feeling.

Cardew and Clive might have been
the merest acquaintances by the way
Levison carelessly glanced at them.

“You're back,” said Sidney Clive
awkwardly.

“Yes.”

“I'm sorry we were out when you
came.” )

“If we'd known—" began Cardew.

Levison smiled.

“*No need for you to stay in that 1
know of,” he answered. “It's been a
ripping afternoon—better out of doors
than indoors. I hope you had a good
run in the car.”

“That was all right,” said Cardew.
" Bllt_—“

“Good !” said Levison lazily. * Lucky
bargee, to get a car to run about in

on a half-holiday! I've been sticking
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for hours in a commen or garden
train.”

“Have you had your tea?”

“Oh, yes! I tea’'d with Frank when 1
came in."”

“Come along to the study,” said
Clive.

Levison shook his head.

“I'm taking a stroll round to look at
the old show,” he said. “Mr. Lathom’s
letting me oft prep this evening as it's
my first day back.”

“I wasn’t thinking of prep,” said
Clive. “I—I want to heir about you
at Greyfriars.”

Levison yawned.

“Nothing much to tell,” he said.
“Nothing that would interest you
chaps.”

““Does that mean that you're not
going to tell us?” asked Ralph Reckness
Cardew very quietly.

“Why should I bore you with trifling
affairs of no interest?” asked Levison.

He nodded carelessly to the two
juniors, and made a move towards the
staircase.

“Hold on a minute!” said Clive.

“Well 2"

“What have you got your back up
about?” asked Sidney Clive in his direct
way. “I'd like to know what we've
done.”

“Yes, give it = name,” said Cardew,
with a nod.

“My dear men, you’ve done nothing,”
said Levison, with a stare. “And I've
not got my back up. Why should I?”

“l don’t know why you should,”
answered Clive quietly; “but it’s pretty
clear that you have.”

“What rot!”

With that Ernest Levison walked
away to the staircase, leaving his two
study-mates looking at one another very
oddly.

“Bai Jove! It’s Levison!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the
Fourth met the returned junior on the
landing,

*Little me,” assented Levison.
""J;hls is wathab a surpwise, deah

“Ts jc2”

“I nevah expected to see you to-day,”
explained Arthur Augustus.

“No,” said Levison genially. “That
seems to be the general state. I seem
to have dropped in like a bolt from the
blue.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Unpleasant sort of shock, I suppose,”
remarked Levison. “But don’'t blame
me. I. had to come back, you know.
This happens to be the school I belong
to, you see.”

“Yaas, I undahstand that, Levison,”
said Arthur Augustus. “I am vewy
glad to see you, of course.”
“Thanks!” said —evison dryly.

“I am sowwy about you at Gwey-
fwiahs,” continued the swell of St
Jim’s. “As you used to belong to that
school, your visit there was a gweat
opportunity to set yourself wight with
your formah schoolfellows. It has
worked out wathah wottenly.”

Levison looked at him,

“Is that your opinion?” he asked.

“Yaas, natuwally.”

“You don’t think it barely possible
that you may be mistaken?” asked
Levison sarcastically.

“Weally, Levison—"

“You don’t think it possible that even
your powerful brain might be a little
off-side ” asked Levison.

Arthur Augustus adjusted his cele-
brated eyeglass in his eye, and looked
hard et Levison. He was not an
observaut youth, as a rule, but he could
feel an undercurrent of bitterness here
that surprised him.

“I twust, Levison, that you are not
watty " he said, with dignity.

“Not in the least.”

“I had an impwession that you were
speakin’ as if you were watty.”

““Simply your obtuseness, old bean.”

“What 1”
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“Weally, Levison—"

Levison moved on.

“Pway do not walk away while I am
speakin’, Levison,” said  Arthur
Augustus, more warmly. “I have not
finished yet.”

“You never have finished, you know,”
said Levison, over his shounlder.
“Would you mind going and boring
some other fellow for a bit? Don't
give it all to me on my first day back.”

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur  Augustus ~ D'Arey  stared
blankly after Levison as the Fourth-
Former went downstairs. He was quite
taken aback. He glanced round, and
spotted Cardew and Clive by the
passage window, and bore down on
them.

“What's the matiah with Levison?”
he asked.

Cardew shrugged his shoulders, and
Clive shook his head.

*“Is he watty about somethin’

“ Looks like it!” -

“I have just seen Wacke of the Shell
comin’ in—-"

“Bother Racke!”
Clive.

He was too worried to be interested
in Aubrey Racke just then.

“Yaas; but he had a pwize nose
said Arthur Augustus. “Levison must
have passed him comin' fwom the
station, 1 think. I asked Wacke who
had been punchin’ his nose, and he only
uttahed an oppwobwious expwession
which I disdain to wepeat. Do you
think Levison wowed with Wacke in the
lane ¥

“Shouldn’t wonder.”

“It is wathah odd that Levizon
should punchi.Wacke's nose on his way
heal, and cut up wusty with his old
fwiends as soon as he awwives,” said
the perplexed swell of St. Jim's. “I
suppose that twouble at Gweyfwiahs is
weighin' on “his mind.”

“Very likely.”

: Has he told you how it turned out 77

grunted  Sidney

1

“Is he still undah suspicion there?”

“He's told us nothing, so we can tell
you just as much!” answered Sidpey
Clive.

“I weally do not undahstand Levison
now, deah boys.”

“Same here!” said Cardew,
another shrug of the shoulders.

Arthur Augustus walked away to
Study No. 6, to inform bhis chums,
Blake and Herries and Digby, of
Levison's unexpected return—and of

with

his still more unexpected rattiness. He
was quite perplexed; and for ounce his
well-known tact and judgment were at
fault. He had fo admit that he couldn’t
catch on.
THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Cold Shoulder !
EVISON of the Fourth glanced
I round him in the lower passage,
and called to Piggott, who was
lounging in sight. Piggott of
the Third Form was looking at him
with a covert grin.

Levison noted the grin. though he did
not appear to do so. He thought he
understood it. His cold and neglectful
reception after a long absence from the
school was, doubtless, becoming a sort
of joke in the Housc—even the fags of
the Third grinned over it. Levison was
inclined to take Piggott by the scruff of
the neck, and knock his head against
the banisters, in repayment for that
covert grin. But he refrained.

“Seen my minor, Piggott?” he asked
quictly.
“0Oh, I've
Piggott.

seen him!”  assented
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“Where is he?”

“Mooching in the quad,” said
Piggott. “Looking for Wally and
Reggie. He won't find them. They

ain’t back from the pictures at Wayland
vet.”

And Piggott chuckled.

“What's the joke, dear boy?” asked

Levison, with a dangerous glitter in his
eyes,

Reuben Piggott promptly backed
away. He did not like that look in
Lovison’s eyes.

“Oh, nothing!” be said. “Your

fricnds are jolly glad to see you back,
what? Frank's friends, too. Ha, ha,
ha1”

And with that Piggott of the Third
scuttled away, still grinning. Levison
drew a deep breath.

His anger was growing deeper and
deeper; but he would not make himself
ridiculous by chasing a cheeky fag
along the passages. That shady little
rascal, Piggott of the Third, was not
worth resentment. His resentment,
which grew more bitter with every pass-
ing moment, was visited upon older
heads than Reuben Piggott's.

He strolled out of the School House,
Racke and Crooke of the Shell were
loafing by the steps, and Racke was
rubbing his nose. He gave Erncst
Levison a black scowl.

“Get a jolly hearty reception in your
study, Levison?” he called out.

Levison stopped, and fixed his eyes on
Racke.

“You made a remark like thai when
I met you in tha lane, Racke,” he zaid
quietly.

“Now I'm makin' it again!”
Racke.

“I punched you for it.” said Levison.
“Do you want another ?”

Aubrey Racke made no amswer to
that question. Apparently he did not
want anothez, He contented “himself
with shrugging his shoulders and sneer-
ing, and Levison walked on without
heeding him further. Crooke grinned
as he disappeared into the dusky quad.

“He's carrying his head high, but I'll
bet you he’s jolly hard hit,” said
Crooke shrewdly.

“You bet !” said Racke. “It’s worked
out better than I dreamed. I fancy
I've put a spoke in the cad’s wheel this
time.”

“There’ll be trouble when it comes
out about the telegram.”

“Whe's to know anvthin'?”

P “It was risky. I wish you'd told me
nothin' about it !” muttered Crocke un-

sneered

easily.
“No risk that I can sce. The tele-
gram came from Greyfriars, signed

with that ead’s initials. He can’t even
find out that Skinner of the Remove
sent it—and if he did, how could he
nose out that I put Skiuner up to doin’
it? Safe as houses!”

“Well, I hope so!” said Crooke.
But he seemed to have a lingering
doubt. -

Without besiowing a thought on the
two cads of the Shell, Levison of the
Fourth looked round the quad for his
minor. It was close upon tiloc-k—np now.

He found Frank Levizon of the Third
hanging about, with a very disconsolate
look on his face.

“Hallo, young 'un!” said Levison.

“They haven't come in, Ernie.,”

“Who haven't?”

“Wally D’Arcy and Reggie Manners,”

“They can't be long: now, or they’ll
be locked out.”

“I—I say, Ernie, T—1 feel rotten!"
muitered Frank miserably. “They
might have slayed in gates when they
knew I was coming back this afternoon

—mightn’t they?”
\

Levison’s up curled sarcastically.

“Well, T hear that Racke of the
Shell gave them reserved tickets for
the pictures,” he said. *“They couldn’t
resist that.”

“I think it’s rotten of them. I've a
good mind not to speak to them when
they come in.”

Levison’s lips tightened.

The same neglect and coldness that
had been shown towards himself had
been shown towards his minor. Levison
resented that more bitterly than his own
troatment.

He could harden his heart, like
Pharaoh of old, and take what came
with « cool, grim philnsophy. TFrank
was not built that way. The sensitive
little fellow was fecling deeply the in-
difference displayed by his friends.

He did not sharc his brother's cool,
sarcastic temper. He was hurt; and
he could not take refuge in anger.

But the hard look passed from Levi-
son’s face as he saw Frank’s sensitive
lip quiver, and he forced himself to
smile.

“My dear kid, don’t worry,” he said.
“You'll find your pals as right as rain.
They don’t think much in the Third.
They haven't got old heads on young
shoulders like you, you know, It’s just
thoughtlessness.” )

Levison minor brightened.

“Well, they might have thought a
bit,” he said. “But—but T don't want
to be sulky with Wally and Reggie. I'll
speak to them when they come in.”

“That’s right,” said Levison. “Go
down to the gates, and you'll see them
in a few minutes now.”

“That’s a good idea,” said Frank.

And he ‘trotied off.

Levison turned back to the School
House. He had comforted his minor,
and that was something. Knowing
the happy-go-lucky disposition of the
average Third Form fag, he had little
doubt that Frank would soon be on his
old cheery terms with his pals in the
Third. Tt was better for him nob to
nourish resentment for a slight—much
better. No good ever came of sulks,

_ Levison could see that clearly enough
in his brother's case. He did not scem
to see it in his own..

When he went into the School House
again Clive and Cardew were in sight,
talking to Tam Merry and Manners and
Lowther of the Shell. They locked at
him, and made a move to join him.
Levison walked on into the junior
Common-room as if he had not secen
them.

Clive coloured, and Ralph Reckness
Cardew smiled faintly.

Tom Merry noted the incident, and
Jooked puzzled,

“Anything up

with Levison?” he

asked. X
“Looks like it!” grinned Lowther.
“He seems to have something up

against vs,” said Clive. “Blessed if I
know what. He won't tell us a word
about Greyfriars or the trouble there.”

“Why not?”

“Blessed if 1 know.”

“How is it he's here to-day, after his
telegram telling you not 1o expect
him?" asked Manners.

“He hasn’t told us.”

“The dear man’s got his jolly old back
up!” yawned Cardew. * He seems to
take it personally because we were out
in the car.  Apparently expected us to
guess that he's changed his mind again
an' decided to conre, But even my
powerful intellect wasn't equal to guess-
in’ that.”

Tom Merry with a thoughtful look on
his cheery face, went into the Common-
room, Levison was there in an arm-
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chair, reading. He did not look ap as [

the captain of the Shell arrived.

“Deep in it?” asked Tom,

“Ehf Oh, yes, a litile!”

“Did you
Greyfriars, alter a

‘““After all?” repeated Levison. “I
left things all right there, certainly!
Why not?”

“Oh, I thought—-""

Levison laughed.

“You thought that, having been a
jolly old black sheep when I was a
Greyfriars chap, 1 must have broken
out again in the old surroundings—
what ?”’ he asked. t

“ Nothing of the kind.

ne”

But——" Tom

paused. “If you don’t want to teil me
anything, I don't want to ask, of
course |

2

“There's nothing to tell.

“QOh! If that's so, all the better!”
said Tom; and, as Levison's eyes wero
already on his book again, Tom Merry
walked away, considerably puzzled and
not at all pleased. °

Levison’s eyes remained on his book.
But he was not reading. His face was
cool and careless, but in his breast there
was a black bitierness that surprised
himself.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Startling News for Levison Minor !
o RANKY!” .
Two fags of the Third Form
shouted the name together.

eave things all right nt.[

And as they were scudding across to the
School House, to save call-over, they
almost ran into Frank Levison. :

Their surprise was great; but their
pleasure equally so, as Frank could see
even in the dusk,

“You're back?”
minor. i b

“Back again, old bean!” said Reggie
Manners.

“Didn’t you expect me _to-day?”
demanded Frank, wondering now
whether there could have been some
mistake, somehow—though how a mis-
take could have been made, he simply
could not imagine.

“Expect you?” repeated Wally.
“Why should we, fathead ?”

“We thought you'd be staying with
vour brother, of course,” said Manners
minor. *“‘Don't you always stick to your
silly major like glue?”

“Yes, But—-"

“Well, of course we thought you were
sticking,” said Wally. “ Never even
dreamed you'd come back without
him ! *

“But I haven't come back without
! exclaimed the bewildered Frank.

exclaimed D'Arcy

him!
“FErnie came back with me, of course!”
“Did he?”
“Of course he did!”
“Did the bobbies let him 7
Frank Levison almost fell down.
“The—the bobbies?” he babbled.
“Yes! How did they let him go?”
asked Reggie Manners. “Of course, we

“Oh, no!” said Wally. “Wouldn't

think such a thing of %‘muk’s major.

Wouldn't tell Frank so if we did!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Have you gone potty?” yelled
Frank. “What do you mean? Tell me
what you mean, you duffers!” =

“Come on!” shouted Wally. “We're

latel We’ll be shut out of Hall in
another two ticks!”

“Tell me—"

“Come on, you ass!”

“ But I—~

Wally and Reggie were racing away

for the House. Frank Levison followed ;
there was nothing else to be done. He
was utterly bewildered; but there was
no chance then of explanation of the
fags’ mysterious words.
. Wally & Co. squeezed into Hall just
in time to answer “adsum” to their
names.  Wally glanced across at the
ranks of the Fourth; and saw Ernest
Levison there with the rest, and nudged
Manners minor,

“He’s really come back!” he said in a
whisper.

“Then he's not arrested!” breathed
Reggie.

Frank caught his breath,

What this could possibly mean, he
had not the faintest idea, unless insanity
had set in at St. Jim's during his
absence at Greyfrinrs.

After the roll had been called, Wall
and Reggie linked arms with Fran{
Levison and marched him out of Hall

. Wally and Reggie had|don’t believe he did it, as he's your
dodged in just in time to save lock-out. | major. Do we, Wally 7~ (Continued on opposite page.)

and particu-
larly ericket

R

ing to the circum-
stances under which 2

they are set up.
The value of an
innings, for instance, cannot be

reckoned by the number of runs scored.

Forty or fifty runs, made by a bats-
man when the conditions are all in
favour of the bowler, and when every
other batsman is failing, must be said
to be an infinitely better innings than
iwo or three hundred scored under per-
fect pitch conditions, The same thing
applies to bowling. A bowler who gets
rid of three or four good batsmen on a
perfect pitch for forty runs, say, is
deserving of greater praise than a
bowler who dismisses the whole side for
that total on what cricketers call a
“ glue-pot.”

But though we know that figures can
tell lies, can give a false impression, we
are all fascinated by them just the same.
We love to hear of new records made
and of old records broken, don’t we?
It is impossible to say how many new
records in various directions will be set
up during the present series of Test
matches between England and Australia.
But it is already certain that the games
will be memorable for some mnew
records at least, because several were
set up in the very first Test match of
the present series. :

Records of the First Test.
ERE are some of the records of
H the first Test mateh of the
present tour—the one played at
Brisbane.

For the first time in the history of
Test matches in Australia an English
captain declared his innings closed.

In being set the task of scoring 741 in
the fourth innings, the Australians were
given the biggest number of runs to score
in pany gamp between the two countries.
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In being dismissed for 66 in their
second innings at Brisbane, the Austra-
lians created a new record—and one
which no side will wish to copy—for the
smallest score made by either an
England or Australian side in a Test
maich in Australia.

Ponsford, the Mighty!

HERE are many men playing in
the series mnow who have
established reputations as record-

; breakers, The Australians cer-
tainly have a record-breaking batsman
in W. H. Ponsford, the sort of fellow
wio apparently sets up new records of
his own, and then proceeds to knock
those records down. Anyway, this is
what Ponstord has done in recent
vears.

Tor a very long time the highest score
ever made in a first-class match any-
where, stood to the credit of A. C.
Maclaren, who on one occasion scored
424 in one innings against Somerset.
But in the 1922-3 season in Australia,
Ponsford, playing for Victoria against
Tasmania, at Melbourne, passed
Maclaren’s total, scoring 429 with his

own bat.
Ponsford was not satisfied with this
record, however. He attacked it

vigorously in a -match for Victoria
against Queensland in the last Austra-
lian season, and did not give up until
he had amassed the huge score of 437.
To say that Ponsford is a glutton for
run-making is to put it mildly. Soon
after he had made his record score he
played another innings of 352, and to-
gether with Wood{ull—the Australian

who went through

two seasons in that

land without ever

being bowled out—
1 indulged in a part-

nership of 375 for
’ the first wicket for
%  Victoria against
New South Wales.
1 don’t know
whether, thinking about these figures,
you feel sorry for the fellows who had to
get such batsmen out, but I do. The
total of Victoria’s innings in the match
to which I have referred mounted up to
1,107—a world’s record.

. British Giants!

NGLAND has her record-makers
out in Australia, too. I am
going to give you a bowling one,
by way of a change, though

Fgoodness knows bowling records are not
often set up in these days; the hig
doings are nearly all to the credit of the
batsmen. But on the tour before the -
present one Maurice Tate, the England
bowler, took more wick®ts in the five
Tests—38—than had ever before been
secured by one bowler in one series of
Test games between England and
Australia. And in the same series of
matches Herbert Sutcliffe—but this is
going back to batsmen—scored more
runs than any batsman had ever ob-
tained in one series of Tests. His total
for the five games was 734.

Then Jack Hobbs is a record-breaker,
too. Apart from anything he does in
the present series of games, he has
scored more centuries in first-class ericket
than any player before him, and pos-
sibly more than any other batsman will
ever obtain. Not even W Grace
could set up a record which would keep
Jack Hobbs under. In England both
Hammond and Hobbs have scored a
thousand runs in the month of May.

These are only a few- of the records
which stand to the credit of men now

playing for England and Australia in
.the struggle for the Ashes
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between them.
Obviously they"
were glad to have
their chum back.
They marched
him to the Third
Form-room, the
general meeting-
place of the Third,
which they had to
themselves until
Mr. Selby should
come in to take his
Ferm in  evening

prep.

“Good old
Franky!” said
Wally cheerily. “If
you'd let us know
you were coming,
we'd have had_a
spread ready.”

“We wonuld,
rather {” agreed
Reggie.

“But I wrote—"

*1 know that,
fathead 1”

“You answered
the letter!”  ex-
claimed Frank.

“Of coure I did!
I say, was it very
rotten in sanny at
Greyfriars?” asked
Wally sympathetic-
ally. “I1 say, even
old Selby was a bit
sorry when  we
heard you were on
your  beam - ends
there !

“They were very
good to me,” said
Frank. But, of
course, 1'm jolly
zlad to be back!”

“Seen the

Head 77 at 8t. Jim’s.
“Yes” . my minor 7’ he asked.
yo;l?),ld he rg won’t find them ! »
“Only a bit of a
jaw,” said Frank.

“But, look here, I ot
want to know why you fellows didn’t
expect me to-day, after I wrote you that
1 was coming Wednesday, and you
answered the letter? Have you gone
off your silly rockers?”

“J think you must have,” answered
Wally. “Think we'd have gone to the
pictures this afternoon if we'd known
you were coming? How long have you
been in?”

“ Hours !” ; )

“Rotten! Us at the silly old pictures
all the time!” said Wally. “I wish
Racke hadn’t given us the tickets now.
It was decent of him, though—and he’s
not very decent as a rule!” N :

“The pictures were good!” said
“There was one of
Chumpy Choplin—=" )

“Blow Chumpy Choplin!” exclaimed
Frank. “I want to know about this.
You knew I was coming—"

“Don’t 1 keep on telling you that we
thought yow'd be staying with your
major ?” howled Wally. .

“But you knew he was coming!” ex-
claimed Frank., “I told you in my
letter we were coming together 1”

“I know that,” said Wally. “But, of
course, when he said he wasn't coming
we thought you were staying on with
him 1” )

“When he said he wasn't coming?”
repeated Frank,

“Yes. Now, what about some supper
before old Selby comes along?” said
;ﬂ}ally. . “I've got a bit of the cake
cft—"

ihe quad,” said Piggott, ‘‘ locking for his pals.
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Piggott grinned as Levison came slowly down the passage.
He could see that the Shell fellow was knocked up by
the cold reception he had received on his first day back
Levison turned to the fag. ** Have you seen

‘* Yes, he’s mooching about in
But he
(See Chapter 2.)

“Blow supper !” yelled Frank. “What
do you mean by saying that my brother
suid he wasn't coming 7" )

“For goodness’ sake give it a rest,
Frank,” said Wally impatiently. “I'm
hungry, if you're not! We got nothing
to eat at Wayland except some chocs,
and we missed tea. 'Tain’t my fault if
your silly major keeps on changing his
mind, 15 it ?”

“Blow your major, if you come to
that, Frank!” said Roggie. “We hear
too much of your major, take it from
me |7

“Ernie never said he wasn't coming 1”
roared Frank. He understood by this
time that there was something more
than a “mistake” here. There had
been some kind of a deception, as he
realised clearly enough.

“Bosh I”” said Wally.
to say he never told
telegram

“What telegram %” shrieked Frank.

“The one he sent to Clive to-day.”

“He never sent a telegram to Clive!”

“Bow-wow! It was handed in in
class, and Mr. Lathom let Clive read
it,” said Wally. “I had that from
Trimble.”

“It wasn't from my major.
never telegraphed.”

“Then he didn’t tell you ! said Wally
in wonder. “Why didn’t he? But you
must have known about the row!”

“What row ?” gasped Frank.

“The row at Greyfriars,”

“Do you mean
you about the

Ernie

“There wasn't any row at Grey-
friars!” '
“Cheese it, Franky!
Mustn’t tell whoppers to your old pals.

That won't do!

”

“Who's telling whoppers?” yelled
Irauk.
“¥You are! There was a row at Grey-

friars,” said Wally. “How could the
police be called in without a row?”

“The—the police!”

“Yes. Don’t say you didn't know.”

“There wasn't any police,” babbled
Frank in blank amazement. “What do
you mean? We left Greyfriars all
}'ig[;t. What should there be any police
o 37

“The missing money, of course.”

“What money 2"

“The money your major bagged—
I—I—I mean, the money they thought
he had bagged.”

Frank Levison stared at the fags.

“Are you potty?"” he asked at last.
“Where did you get all this silly rot
from? Who's been pulling your leg?”

“Like to see anybody pull my leg!”
said Wally disdainfully. *“Mean to say
it isn’t true?”

“Not a word of it! Not a syllable!™

Wally winked at Reggie Manners.

“QOh, all right!” he said resignedly.
“It isn’t true, if yon like. Anyhow,
your major seems to have got out of it
all right,”

“There wasn't anything to get out
of 1” yelled Frank. 4

“All right—all right—there wasn’t1™.

i Tue Porurar.—No. 520,
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said Wally soothingly. * Now what
about some supper before old Selby
blows in?" :

“Blow supper! I've got to know
about this, and my major’s got to
know!” said Frank savagely. “%mne-
body's been spinning a rotten yarn
about him. Was it Trimble?”

" “Don’t be an ass, Frank! It was all
in the telegram. - We've both seen the
telegram. You see,” explained Wally
patiently, “my major, old Gussy, had a
wheeze of giving Levison a reception
when he came back—all hands rallying
round at the station, and that rot. Just
like old Gussy—putting his silly old foot
in it! Well, the fellows were all ready
to start, and Clive simply had to show
them the telegram, to explain why the
giddy reception was off. Otherwise,
he'd have kept it dark, I suppose. Of
course, he'd have mentioned you weren't
coming, as he knew we were going to
Wayland Junction to meet you.”

“There wasn't any telegram!™ roared
Frank. .

“Perhaps we drecamed we saw if,
then!” suggested Manners minor, with
sarcasm.

Frank controlled his excitement and
wrath. He tried to calm himself.

“You mean to say that Clive of the
Fourth had a telegram from my major
saying that he wasn't coming back to
St. Jim's to-day?” he asked, as quietly
as he could. Do

“Yes, ass, and we saw it!”

“Then it was a bogus telegram!” said
Frank. “I'm jolly well going to sce
Clive about this!”

“Hold on!"” roared Wally. “Don’t
you want any supper, you young ass?”

Apparently Frank Levison wasn't
bothering about supper. He rushed out
of the Form-room, and sped away to the
Fourth Form passage, leaving his chums
staring.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Study No. 9 Gets a Shock !

“ TEADY, the Buffs!”

Tom Merry made that remark,

with a laugh, as Frank Levison

came across the landing with a

rush. He nearly rushed into the Ter-

rible Three of the Shell, and Tom

stopped him fjusi; in time. He caught

the excited fag by the shoulder, and

Frank spun almost entirely round him.
“Ow!” gasped Frank.

“Understudying the ‘ Charge of the

Light Brigade’?” asked  Monty
Lowther cheerily.

“Leggo, you ass!”

“Looking for your major?” nsked

Manners, as Tom released the breathless
fag. “You seem to have come home in
hetter spirits than the other chump.
You're not sulking.”

Frank Levison's eyes flashed.

“Ernie’s not sulking, and you're a
silly ass!” he retorted.

“Thanks!” said Manners, unmoved.
“You've picked up a lot of politencss
during vour stay at Greyfriars. Did you
learn it from' Billy Bunter ?"

“QOh, don’t gast” said Frank. “ Look
here, did Clive of the Fourth get a tele-
gram—""

“Of course he did! Think it wasn't
delivered 7" asked Lowther.

“Jt was a swindle?” gasped Frank.
“My brother never sent a telegram!”

E‘Eh?l)

“What " .

“Bosh "

“0Oh, you're all silly duffers!” said
Levison minor; and, leaving the Terri-
ble Three to digest that, he rushed on
to the Fourth Form passage, and arrived
breathless at the door of Study No. 9.

He hurled the door open with a crash.

Generally, Frank’s manners were

. Tue Pornrar.—No. 520.

quite nice, and he was quite a good
example to the rather unruly young
ruffians in the Third. But his good
manners had quite deserted him now in
his excitement.

Clive and Cardew were in the study.

Both of them stared at the fag—Clive
with a slight frown, Cardew with a sar-
castic smile.

“Ernic not here?"” gasped Frank.

“Do they knock at doors of Grey-
friars, before butting into a study:”
asked Cardew. “We do here.”

“Oh, don't rot!” said Frank. “ You're

a silly ass, and you've been taken in!
Wally says Clive had a telegram from
Ernie to-day, from Greyfriars."
. “Wally, as usual, is perfectly correct
in his statements,” said Cardow gravely.
“Dut it's no news to you, 1 suppose?
Levison didn’t venture to keep his pro-
ceedings secret from his youthful mentor
—what 7"

“Fathead !
gram !

“The excellent Ernie has been keepin'
secrets from his minor,” said Cardew
solemnly. *“We must speak seriously to
Ernie about this!"”

“Don’t rot, I tell you!” shouted
Frank. “If Clive had a telegram, it was
spoof, and Ernie never sent it! Why
should he?™ :

“Because he'd changed his plans.”

“But he hadn’t!"”

“He seems to have changed them a
second time, since he's here !™ remarked
Cardew. “But—"

“Let me see the telegram !” exclaimed
Frank. “If it's not a silly jape, show
me the telegram!”

“I've got it here,” said Clive.

He took the crumpled telegraph-form
from his pocket. Frank almost grabbed
jt. - He smoothed it out, and read it
with starting eyes, the two Fourth-
Formers watching him ecuriously, and
Tom Merry & Co., who had followed
him to Study No. 9, looking in at him
with equal curiosity,

Ernic never sent a tele-

“Don’t expect me to-day. In trouble
here. Money missing. Police called in.
I know you will believe in me, but they
think me guilty here. Writing.—E, L."”

“Handed in at Courtfield,” mutiered
Frank, when he had fnished reading
that precious message. *“And you silly
chumps believe that Ernie sent you that
telegram?”

“Didn’t he?” growled Clive,

“Of course, he didn't!”

“Oh, rot!”

“Isn’t there any trouble at Grey-
friars*” .asked lom Merry, from the
doorway. *No money missing, or—
gt

“No.”

“Do you mean to say that nothing's
happened 77

“Of course not !” cried Frank angrily.

“Nott*

“The Head and Mr. Quelch shook
hands with Ernie when he left, and
Wharton and a crowd of fellows came
to sce us off. There was nothing amiss
—nothing at all!”

“Great Scott!”

Frank struck the teclegram with his
clenched fist.

“Some roiten cad sent this, to dish
old Ernie when he got back!” he ex-
claimed fiercely. “Some measly worm
—some rotter!  Skinner, perhaps!
Ernie got on well with every fellow but
Skinner, and one cr two of Skinner's
friends.”

“My only hat!” said Clive blankly.

Cardew whistled.

“It's spooi—spoof from beginning to
end !” said Frank, more calmly. “You
ought to have known it!” .

“How could we know it, if it's s0?"”
said Clive rather gruffly. “Telegrams
generally mean wha they say.”

“If there was money missing, iliey
wouldn't suspect Ernie [¥ snap; Frank,
scornfully. *“They'd know better !”

“Well—ahem—" .

“I'm going to take the telegram to
IEn::i.a 1" exclaimed the fag. “Where is
e

“In the Common-room downstairs,”
said Tom Merry. .

Frank rushed out of the study with
the telegram clutched in his hand.

The juniors looked at one amnoiher.
They had been taken utterly by
surprise.

It had never crossed a single mind &t
St. Jim’s that the telegram was a bogus
one. It was signed with Levison's
initials. It had been handed in at
Courtfield, near Greyfriars. No St

‘| Tim's fellow could }ossibly have got =o

far afield to send it, if any of Levison’s
encmies at St. Jim's had thought of such
a dastardly trick. In spite of Frank's
excitement, Tom Merry & Co. even now
did not know what to think.

“Did Levison send that wire?"” said
Manners blank!y.

“If he did, his minor never knew,”
said Cardew.

“But if there were serious trouble
over at Greyfriars—moncy missing and
Levison suspected and police called in—
Frank would Be bound to know about
t »

it.

“It couldn't be kepi from him,” said

'om.

“I—T suppose so."

“Let’s go and see what Levison says,”
said Clive abruptly.

“Good! Nothin' like information
straight from the horse’s mouth!”
assented Cardew.

The Fourth-Formers lefé the study
and followed Frank, and the Terrible
Three of the Shell followed on. They
were curious fo hear the explanaiion of
this very surprising episode. Arthqg
Augustus D’Arcy stopped them on th
landing.

“You fellows know what's w'ong with
Levison ?” he asked, turning his eyeglass
inquiringly on the Terrible Three,
““Somethin’s up. Blake thinks pewwaps
he ate a wailway-bun eomin’ home, yon
know, and it disagweed with him. An
uttahly widiculous suggestion, in my
opinion !

“Go hon!” grinncd Tom Merry.

“Hewwies thinks—"

“Herries does?” a:ked Monty
Lowther, in surprise, “That’s some-
thing new!  When did Herries siart
thinking ?”

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Come along, Gussy!” said Tom
Merry, laughing. “I fancy wo're going
to hear the giddy history of the mystery
now! It's going on in the Common-
room !”

“Bai Jove! I'll como!”

Blake and Herries and Di[:b:? came,
too. The juniors went downstairs in a
crowd, and Talbot and Kangaroo and
several other fellows joined them.
having already seen Frank and learned
that something was in the wind. Quite
a little army marched into the Common-
room to interview Ernest Levison and
to hear the “history cf the mystery,” as
Tom Merry expressed it.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Light at Last!

@ RNIE I
E Frank gasped out his
brother’s name as he dashed

into the junior Common-room
with the crumpled te'egra.n in his hand.
boE;.ne“ Levison looked up from. his
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“What's the row, Frank1”

“Look at that 1” :

The fag thrus. the telegram fairly
under the nose of Levison of the Fourth.
Levison stared at it blankly.

“Clive got it this morning!” panted
Frank. “They—they thought it came
from yoa ! :

“My hat |

Levison begaa t« understand. He took
the telegram and examined it carefully,
a bitter smile on his lips. On the other
side of the Common-room Racke and
Crooke exchanged a glance and strolled
out. They could see that the facts were
coming to light now, and they did not
want to be on the scene

Levison was still examining the bogus
telegram when Cardew and Clive came
in. He looked up at them, with a
smile.

“You got this, Clive?”

“In class this morniag,” answered
Sidney Clive.

“You though: I had sent it?”

“What could I think? Didn't you?”

Levison laughed
. :‘No! This is the first I've heard of
‘t .Il

Tom Merry & Co. came in in time to
hear that statement from Levison of the
Fourth.

“Bai  Jove
Angustus I)’Arey.

(hd

ejaculated Arthur

“You didn’'t send it?” exclaimed
Blake.

IIN°!|l "

“Who did, then?” asked Herries
blankly.

Levison laughed again.

“8omebody at Greyfriars, I suppose !"
he said. “Somebody who wanted to
muck it up for me here when I got back.
You fellows might have told me you'd
had a telegram!™ .

“Told you?” said Clive. “Why
should we tell you we'd had a tele-
gram from yourself?”

*“Well, yes, when you put it like that,
why should you?” agreed Levison,
smiling. “You thought I knew all
about it, as I'd sent it. Only, you see,
I didn't send it1” g

““Then things are all right at Grey-
friars?”

“Right as rain!”

“No trouble there at all?”

“‘Nona 1"

Clive clenched his fists.

“By gad, I'd like to within hit-
ting distance of the cad who sent that!"
he exclaimed, his eyes blazing. “I'd
give him a lesson on sending spoof
telegrams 1"

“I'm jolly glad!” said Tom Merry
sincerely. “It was a bit of a shock to
all of us, Levison. Of course, we never
doubted that it had come from you.”

“Wathah not!”

Levison felt a twinge of remorse. The
apparent coldness and neglect of his
friends were explained now. Where
were the grounds of his resentment now?

“You sce, deah boy,” went on Arthur

Abgustus, “we were gettin’ up a wecep-

tion for you— ;
“A—a—a reception?”  stammered
Levison.

“Yaas, wathah! Tt was my ideah!™
said Gussy proudly. “ Wegardin’ you
as havin’ won a lot of ewedit ovah at
Gweyfwiahs for your school, you know,
I woped in all these fellows to weceive
you at the station with honahs! That
was how we came to know about the
telegwam. Clive had to tell us, you
see, as we were all weady to start1”

“Oh!"” said Levison, rather breath-
lessly.

“It faihly knocked us ovah, yon
know!” said Arthur Augustus. “Of
course, we believed it would all come

wight. But, naturally, we didn’t‘expect
you to turn up to-day, aftah that tele-
gwam. Weren't you wathah surpwised
at not seein’ any of your {wiends at the
station 1™

Levison coloured deeply.

So this was the explanation of the
neglect he had resented, which had hit
him so hard. A malicious trick, which a
few words would have elucidated at once
but for the bitterness and resentment
he had allowed to govern him. It came
into his mind that had Frank yielded to
the same feelings the trick might never
have been discovered at all. It was only
by comparing notes with his friends in
the Third that Frank had discovered the
truth—that was clear.

There was a moment or two of silence.
Clive broke it.

“Did you think we'd have gone out
in the car, Levison, if we'd known you
were coming ” he said reproachfu{ly.
“You might have known us better than
that!”

Levison’s colour deepened.

“Bai  Jove!” ejaculated Arthur
Augustus, light breaking at last on his
noble mind. “That was why Levison
was watty "

“Go hon!"”
Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah—"

Levison of the Fourth rose to his feet.

“Would you mind kicking me, Clive "
he asked. “Kick as hard as you like,
old fellow!”

“Fathead !” said Clive, laughing.

“Of course, I never dreamed that
you'd had a spoof telegram,” said Levi-
son. “How could I? And—and—"

“We want to find out that jolly old
practical joker,” said Cardew. “We
can’t let this pass.”

“Wathah not!”

“It couldn't have been a St. Jim’s
chap, that’s one comfort,” remarked
Tom Merry. .

Levison smiled slightly.

“The telegram wasn't handed in by a
St. Jim's chap, that’s a cert,” he said.
“But I fancy it originated here. 1 had

murmured Monty
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one or two enemies at Greyfriars—
especially a chap named Skinner. But
Skinner wouldn’t have done this on his
own. He wouldn’t have spent the money
on it, for one thing. Telegrams cost
money—especially long ones.”

* But somebody must have,” said Tom,
puzzled.

“Somebody with money to burn,”
agreed Levison. “Somebody here whe
wanted to muck up my return. He scems
to have succeeded pretty well, too. I
suppose it was bound to come out in the
long run, and he knew that. But I've
had as rotten a few hours since I got
back as I've ever had in my life. I
think I'll call on Racke!”

“Racke!” exclaimed all the juniors

togethcr.
Racke of the Shell.”

“But Racke couldn't have—"

“He couldn’t have sent the telegram;
but he could have Jput some pal at Grey-
friars to doing it.

“Racke knows Skinner of the
Remove !” remarked Manners.

. “Bat, dash it all Levison, wait for a
little proof!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“Even Racke's entitiec to a fair show,
you know.”

“Yaas, wathah !’

“Quite so, ' agreed Levison. “Skinner
may have done this on his own—though
I don’t believe it. I've reasons for look-
ing after Racke. Racke met me on the
way here, and rubbed it in about my
friends going off in & car, as if they
didn’t want me back, or care whether 1
came or mot. Racka ve tickets for
the pictures at Wav'and to young Wally
and Manners miror  That kept them
away for the afte-moon, making Frank
think they’d thrown him over, after
arranging by letter to meet him at
Wayland Junction when he came,”

“0Oh!” said Tom

“It isn't like Racke to give anything
away for nothing,” said Levison dryly.
“He spent the money on those tickets
specially to get Frank’s friends away
when Frank was coming home. 1 see
that now.”

“Bai Jove !”

“Racke’s got = long memory for
offences,” said Levison. “He wanted to
make our ‘coming back rotten for both
of us, and he suceee” 1.7

_“It does look suspicious about the

cinema tickets,” admitted Tom Merry.

“But there's no proof about the tele-
, Levison. Don’t be hasty.”

Levison noddea, and left the Common-
room with Clive and Cardew, Har-
mony was restored among the three
members of Study No. 8, at all events.
The juniors were left discussing the
strange affair with some excitement—
divided in opinion as to whether Racke
of the Shell had had a hand in the
trick. Frank Levison eut away to the
Third Form room. with a bright and
cheery face. He carad liitle who had
Ehyed that malicious trick. now that it

ad been cleared up and he remem-
bered that he was hungry. And in the
Third Form room ‘here were great fes-
tivities, and all was merry and bright,
until Mr. Selby came in to take the
Third in prep—after which brightness
and merriment we+~ naturally con-
spicuous by their absence.

THE ESND.

(Levison intends to find out whe
played the trizk on him and sent that
false telegram, and in rext week's top-
ping story of Si. Jim's he makes a
discovery!  Look out for “UNDER
PIGGOTT'S THUMB!™)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Rogues in Council !
OR many weeks Jack Mason of
the Remove at St. Frank’s had
been living uuder the threat of

personas violence from Simon
Grell, his disreputable uncle, and Grell's
crony, Starkey; and now at last the boy
had fallen into their hands.

It happenad in this wise. Grell, prow-
ling round St. Frank's at night, had
found the window of Nelson Lee's study
open, had entered and hidden himself
behind a curtain. From his place of
concealment he had overheard a con-
versation between the schoolmaster de-
tective and Mr. Strong, the philanthro-
pist, who was responsible for Mason’s
fees at St. Frank’s, He had learned
that “Mr. Strong’ was in reality a
well-known and wealthy baronet, and/
that Jack Mason was in all probability
his long-lost son—if only it could be
proved.

After this the rascally Grell, seizing
his opportunity, knocked out Nelson Lee
with a blow, and gained posscssion of
2 golden locket which was engraved
with Arabic signs which were the key
to a hidden treasure, and which Dbe-
longed to Jack Mason, for whom Nelson
Lee was taking cave of it

Flushed with his success, which was
due to a series of lucky chances, Grell
rejoined Starkey and made for the vil-
lage of Bannington., En route, they fell
in with Jack Mason and his study mate,
Pitt, returning from the village.
Knocking Pitt out with a blow, the two
rascals secured Mason, and conveyed
him in a hired trap to the coast village
of Caistowe, where they embarked in a
boat, and rowed out to a small coasting-
steamer anchored in the offing.
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While Jack Mason, with despair
in his heart, was straining vainly
at his bonds in the hands of the
two rascals, his friend, Piti, had
been following him on a bieyele,
keeping well out of sight.

Having tracked his quarry to
Caistowe, the astute Pitt returned
hot-foot to St. Frank’s to report
to Nelson Lee,

But Jack Mason was not in-
clined to suffer his fate without
attempfing to break away. So
far he had had no chance, having
been bound almost since the
moment of his capture. But the
determination was firm within
him.

He was worried concerning Pitt,
for he firmly believed that that
junior had been seriously hurt by
Starkey’s blow. He was not
aware of the fact that Pitt had
deliberately lain upon the road,
pretending to be injured, whilst
only momentarily dazed.

And Mason was also startled
with regard to his own position.
What could it mean? Why had
Grell captured him in this way?
It was utterly unaccountable,
because Grell knew well enough that the
locket was béing taken care of by
Nelson Lee. ?

And the very naturc of his adventure
was startling.” He was not merely be-
ing taken to some prepared retreat of
Grell's, but to a stcamer—a ship that
might be bound for some place 2
thousand miles away. It was small
wonder that Jack Mason became rather
bewildered and scared.

And to happen on this day, of all
days! Just when Mr. Strong had come
down to St. Frank's! Tt was the height
of misfortune.

Jack was left in the boat with Starkey
while Grell climbed on board the
steamer. Fully a quarter of an hour
had passed before Grell returned, and
then the captive was hauled up to the
deck.

The steamer was ouly a small one,
and looked—and smelt—extremely dirty.
Apparenily, scarcely a soul was on
board, for Jack saw mnobody until a
short man in a shabby uniform ap-
peared out of a deck-house.

This was the skipper, and every mem-
ber of the crew was at present ashore—
althouzh thoy would come on boeard
within the next fifteen minutes or so, for
the tide would then be favourable.

The skipper, Captain Davis, looked at
Mason critically. =

“ Bring him inside, Grell,” he said,
cemoving a pipe from between his teeth.

Mason was taken into the grubby
deck-house, and the skipper regarded
him closely and with great interest.

“ 8o this is the kid " he said, * Well,
Grell, I don’t much care for the job,
but you're willin' to pay my terms, so
I'll take it on. You'd best come with
me to the c,abiu an' we'll talk it over

a bit more.”

L

A STIRRING LONG COBMPLETE STORY OF THE EARLY ADVEN-
TURES OF THI! BOYS OF ST. FRANK'S, NARRATED BY NIPPER
OF THE REMOVE!

Jack was left in Starkey’s care, and
Grell followed Captain Davis down the
companion into a somewhat foul cabin.
Here the pair partook of rum, and then
Grell comfortably lit a cigar.

“It’s this way, Davis,” he said.
“You an’ me are old pals, an’ I took
advantage of your bein’ in aistowe
with your ship. This job ain’t goin’ to
harm you in the least, an’ it'll do me &
good turn. The kid's my nephew, an’
I've got a right to do wot I like with
him. See?”

“That’s all very well, but I don’t sce
it,” said the other. *“I didn’t know
that & man could treat his relatives like
this ’ere—bringin’ ’‘em aboard a
steamer. bound up an’ gagged. You're
likely to git into trouble if the kid's
found, Grell—an' then I shall git into
trouble, too.”

“No, you won't,” said Captain Jim
easily. “The whole thing’s easy.

I want you to do is to take the youngster
to London. You're startin’ within half
an hour, so there won't be no inquiries
this end, an’ you can't come to no harm.
I shan't make the voyage with you, 'cos
that 'ud be too risky. Me an’ Starkey
will go by train, an’ we'll be down at
Wappin® by the time you arrive.
Everything will be arranged, an’ all
you've got to do is to pocket the brass.”

“An' suppose the ship’s searched ?”

“Well, they ean’t touch you—"

“Not if the boy’s found?”

“No. You can shove him down in a
hold or some odd corner, an’ keep him
there unknown to the ecrew,” replied
Grell. “I should pack him away aft,
if I were you. If he's found, you can
swear you don't know nothin'. Under-
stand? The kid'll be took for a stow-
away—an’ you ain't responsible for
stowaways, are you?”

Captain Davis nodded.

“Jt ain’t a bad idea,” he agreed.
“You won't be aboard, so there'll be no
complications like that. An’ the kid
will be a stowaway, as you say.
shan't even tell my mate.”

“That's the best way,” said Simon
Grell.  “Nothin’ ean't be proved.
You're safe either way, an’ you're get-
tin’ your own price. As for grub, the
kid won't want more than one feed, an’
vou can take that down to him in the
m.idldle watch—some time arter mid-
night.”

“An’ you'll see me in London?”

“ As soon a3 ever ycu drop anchor in
the river,” declared Grell.  “Me an’
Starkey will git up there to-night, an’
vou won't arrive until to-morrow even-
in'. So that gives me plenty o' time
to make arrangements.”

“Well, you’d best git off the ship as
soon as you can,” said Captain Davis.
“The crew’ll be aboard soon now, an’
there’s no reason for you to be seen.”

“You're right, Davis—we'll clear.”

They went up on deck, and returned
to the place where Mason was being
guarded by Jake Starkey.

“He’s a- quiet youngster,” said Mr.
Grell, regarding Jack, “You won't
have no trouble with him, cap'n. I'll
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leave it to you wot you do—where you

stow him—but 1 shouldn’t think it "ud
be necessary to keep him bound up.
Might as well give the kid a bit o’ free-
dém. I'm a soft-hearted man, an’ the
journey'll be a long one.”

“An’ wot about us, Simon?"” asked
Starkey.

“Us?” repeated Grell. “Why, we're
goin’ straight to London by train, old
man—back to our old lodgin’s at Mother
Hackett's, in George Terrace, Wappin’.
Sounds a swell address, don’t it?”

“It ain’t,” said Starkey, with convic-
tion. “Still, you know best, Simon.
1%n in your ’ands, but I'm darned if 1
know wot your game is!”

“1 haven’t had time to tell you yet,
but you'll soon know,” replied Grell.
“Now, Jack, my boy, don’t you be
frightened. Jest take it quict, an’
you'll see.your kind uncle agin to-mor-

L)

row cvenin’,

Mason was unable to reply, but he
was inwardly furious at this treatment.
Ite began to fear that he would have no
opportunity of breaking away. Before
Grell and Starkey left they helped Cap-
idin Davis to take the prisoner below.
e was stowed into a small store-room
aft, which was well away from the men’s
quarters and could not be visited with-
oiit permission from the captain.

It was a noisome hole, small, with iron
walls, and a heavy door, the latter be-
ing provided with an extra-stout lock.

"“This’ll do fine,” said Grell, looking
round approvingly. “He'll be able to
yéll to his heart’s content, an’ won't
attract no attention.” i

““ Mebbe ! said Captain Davis grimly.
“But if I hear ’im yellin’, he'll soon
Fit somethin’ he don’t want. You'll
ave to do without a bed, kid, until
we're at sea. Il bring {ou down some
blankets an’ some grub later on.”

Mason’s ropes were cut, and the
muffler was removed from his face.
But the lad knew better than to speak.
Any words he uttered would onge
jeered at, and, although he felt like
shouting out what he thought of his
uncle, he kept himself in check and only
glared defiance.

“That’s right,” grinned Mr. Grell.
“Took at your uncle as though you'd
like to eat him—I don't mind "

Grell and Starkey took their depart-
ute, and Captain Davis looked at the
prisoner scarchingly. .

“What's your name, kid?” he asked.

Mason made no reply.

“Sulky, eh?” went on the captain.
“Well, it ain't to be wondered at. But
it wants a bit o’ believin® that a swell
kid like you is the nevvy of old Simon
Grell. TI've got an idea there’s some
trickery somewhere. Are you Grell's
nevvy ?

“Yes,” said Jack quietly. “I'm not
going to ask you to ?u:l me, but per-
haps you don't know tﬁab you might
get yourself into prison for keeping me
on this ship? My uncle is an absolute
scoundrel—""

“I ain't denyin’ it,” said Captain
Davis. “Grell's a man I don’t trust
much ; but if you say you're 'is nevvy,
I reckon I'm safe. No need to look

*scared, kid. 1 shan’t hurt you while
you're aboard this ship.”

Just for a moment Jack clenched his
fists, intending to make a dash to the
doorway. Bui the skipper forestalled
the movement, and closed the door until
only an inch or two remained open.

“An’ don’t git shoutin’,” he said.
“You'll only make yourself 'oarse, an
git a 'idin’ arterwards. I do as I like
on my own ship, an’ you'll stay in this
'ere store-room till we reach London.”

The door closed, and Jack Mason was
left in darkness. He heard the key turn

in the lock, and he heard Captain Davis
walk along the passage, and then the
footsteps died into silence.

In a moment Jack had a box of
matches out of his pocket. He shakily
struck one, and held the light so that he
could survey his prison.

There was not the slightest chance of
escape. The only exit was by way of
the door, and this was so thick and
strong that a battering-ram would have
been required to smash it down.

As for shouting for help, Mason bit-
terly realised that it would be quite use-
less. Even if his voice was heard, what
would be the result? The captain
would be brought down, and he would
be harsh and brutal. If the crew got to
hear that the boy was on board it would
meke very little difference—far, in that
event, Davis might consider it wise to
haul Jack up and to make out that
he was a stowaway on the ship. There
would be no escape, for the vessel would
be at sca. And one part of the steamer
was as good as another.

Jack had no chance whatever of
making a break for freedom—as yet.
Later on, as events turned out, he would
be able to act in an extremely decisive
manner.  But that episode cannot be
described at present.

The thing that bewildered Jack more
than anything else was why on earth
he Rad been kidnapped at all. Grell
had not even made any mention of the
half-locket and Mr. Strong’s sealed
package. Until to-day Grell’'s whole
energy. veen concentrated upon
obtaining the two halves of the locket.
And yet he had now succeeded in
capturing Jack, but had not even
referred to the locket itself. This was
certainly extraordinary.

But Jack would not have been so
puzzled had he been able to hear the
conversation which was even then pro-

ing between the two rascals who had
suceeeded in spiriting him away from
St. Frank’s.

They had left the ship, and even on
their way back to the quay had passed a
boat filled with loudly talking men—
obviously members of the old coasting-
steamer’s crew. The vessel would take
her defartura almost at once.

Grell and Starkey paid a short visit
to the inn where the t-r? had been left,
arranging that it should be taken back
to the White Harp on the morrow. Then
they turned their steps towards the
station.

“We shall jest be in comfortable time
to catch the last train,” said Grell.
“Things have been happenin’ quick to-
night old man—so quick that you’re
lookin’ fair bewildere‘gl."

“I ain’t only lookin’ bewildered, but
T'm all muddled up,” confessed Starkey.
“T can’t see wot your game is, Simon.
You ain’t explained a single word to
me. Since you come out o' the school
zates we've bin on the go the "ole time.
Wot happened at the school, anyway 1”

Mr. Grell chuckled.

“You'd never believe it, Jake,” he
replied. “Talk about luck! I've never
had such luck as that of to-night! We've
had some disappointments jest lately,
but they’re-all made up for now—every
durned one of 'em.”

“Well, T can’t see it,” said Starkey
flatly. “It looks like a fool's game to
me to take that kid an’ shove 'im on
that boat. Woti’s the good of it, Simon?

“THE TITAN THREE”

The Radio Set You Cannot Do
Without

Wot in thunder’s name's the good
of it?*

“I'm arter making money—that’s the
good of it,” replied Mr. Grell. “T’ve
found out things wot I'd never dreamed
of afore this evemin’. an’ I'll tell you all

about 'em. Fust an' foremost, Jake,
I've got that locket.”

. “You ’ave?” said Mr. Starkey
ineredulously.

“In my pocket at this minnit,” went
on Grell. “Not only half of it, but the
whole thing. An’' this old chap named
Strong ain’t such an innercent cove as
he looks. He's Sir Crawford Grey,
Baronet.”

Starkey halted in the road.

“You will 'ave your joke, cap’n,” he
said weakly.

“You needn’t believe it unless vou
like,” went on the other. “But here we
are at the station. We'll continue this
talk on the platform, while we're waitin’
for the train. It'll be in within five
minntes.”

They took their tickets, and then
waited on a secluded seat on the
little platform. Starkey wag greatly
astonished, and more so when Grell pro-
ceeded to tell him of the events which
had oceurred at St. I'rank’s.

“I heard everything."” concluded Mr.
Grell. “Ordinary Iuck ain’t in 1t
Jake; it was wonderful luck, an’ no
mistake. Mebbe you ain't heard much
o' this Sir Crawford Groy ?”

“Ain’t e a Cabinet Minister?” asked
Starkey vaguely.

“No, he ain't!” replied Grell. “He's
a_privit gentleman o' means; he’s got
f:]es of money—pots of it. That’s why

seized the opportunity tc bring Jack
along with-us.” It was enly a bit o’
chance that brought Jack into our way
to-night.  But, there, when once my
luck sets in, it does it proper.”

Starkey shrugged his shoulders.

. “I don’t foller vou now,” he said
impatiently.

“Well, you was born thick-headed, so
I don’t blame you,” said Mr. Grell
Eenial]y. “Wot about that story I

eard? Why, it's pretty certain that
that kid ain’t my nevvy at all; in fact,
T've had an inkling of it for years past.
This seems to prove it. He's the son of
Sir Crawford Grey, an' the old baronet
himself is pretty certain of it, too. Wot
will he do when he finds that Jack is
missin’ 7"

“Raise a blazes of a fuss, I should
think,” replied Jake.

“That’s just where vou're wrong; he
won't do nothin' o' the sort,” replied
Grell cunningly. “He an’ Lee will guess
within’ an hour that I've took the boy,
an' they won't want to make any big
fuss of it. They'll try an' find Jack on
the quiet, an’ won't.  Then this Sir
Crawford will get a letter from me,
sayin’ that he can have the boy for keeps
if he hands over the sum of five
thousand quid.”

“’Ow much ?” gasped Starkey faintly.

“Five thousapd quid

“You're mad—you're stark, starin’
mad |” ejaculated the other. “Why, e
wouldn’t pay all that money, Simon.”

Mr. Grell laughed softly.

“Wouldn’t he?” he said. “Well, I'm
goin’ to try it on, an’ that's why I've
took the boy. See? The idea struck
me all at once, an’ I believe it'll work.
If I can’t git five thousand, I'll git three
—or even two.”

“You're comin’

tarkey.

“] shan't go below two—that's the
limit,” continued Grell firmly. “Wot
can the old feller do but pay up?”

= Wc:.,ll. ’e could put the cops on to

P ——
“Bosh1” interrupted Grell. “Sir
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down,” remarked
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Crawford Grey won't wan: the whole
thing talked of in the ?lpera, don’t you
make no mistake. He'll do it quiet, an’
he'll pay up willin’ly, rather than tha:
boy should be lost. He thinks Jack's
his son, an’ he's nigh off his head with
excitement. 1 tell you, Jake, we'll get
the five thousand easy.”

“But 1t’s an awiul lot,” said Starkey
wonderingly.

“Mebbe it is to you.
a trifle,” went on Captain Jim. “He's
wortk hundreds of thousands, an’ a
measly five ain’t goin’ to hurt him for a
minute. An' how can he put the cops
on us? You secm to forgit, Jake, that
Jack Mason is my nevvy in the eyes of
the law, an’ I'm his guardian. Ain’t I
brought him up since he was a baby?
He's under age. an’ he’s in my care.
Nobody can't ?:me me to give him up.”

“ But yon said that "e's Sir Crawford’s
son—=""

“No, I didn’t; I said he might be,”
1eplied Grell. “There's no proof of it,
Jake, an’ until there is proof the boy’s
mine. If T like to send %im to London
on a ship, that's my business. T shall
tell the old gent that I'll do him a great
favour an’ renounce all right to the boy
for the sum of five thousand o' the best.
That's business. There’s nothin’ crocked
in the game at all an’ you an’ me are
absolutely safe.”

Mr. Starkev regarded his chief admir-

ngly.

“My! If you ain’t got some brains,
Simon!” he exclaimed. “I see it all
now. Why, we'll git it; but that there
locket business is a different matter.
You might stumble over that there. old
mate.”

“I'm too fly.” said Mr. Grell. getting
to his feet as the signal went down.
“You won't find me comin’ no cropper
aver the locket Nobody saw me take
it—not even Lee himself—an’ they can't
prove nothin’. An’ vou don't seem to
have realised the importance of this
other business.”

“Wot other business?”

"Wh‘v'. bleedin’ 8ir Crawford for
‘-noney,” replied Grell. *“We've got the
locket, an’ T know for certain now that
there's a big treasure tacked on to it.
. How are we goin’ to git it? Who's

@oin' to pay our expenses? Why, Sir
Cr;wford Grov himself—see? Ain't it
rich "

“That—that five thousand?” gasped
Starkey.

“Exactly,” nagreed his astute com-
panion. “With that money we shall be
able to go to Africa in style, an’ all our
expenses paid. Did vou ever look at
such a rosy picture. Jake?”

“] ope it ain’t too rosv.” said Jake
cautiously. P

Mr. Grell slapped his friend's back.

“You allus was a wet blanket, Jake,”
ho said. “But our luck’s fair turned,
an’ we're in for a good time—you trust
Gettin’ the locket was good, but it

To him it's just

me.
wasn't much use to us alone. I've
realised that all along.. But this way

we're goin® to provide ourselves with the
brass to do the trip. It’s all connected,
an’ takin’ the boy away was necessary.”

It could not be denied that Simon
Grell's scheme was undoubtedly a clever
one. He had seized his opportunities
swiftly and without hesitation. Just
when things had seemed their blackest
the tide had turned.

And now, as Grell himself had said.
the prospect was rosy in the extreme.
The two rascals had the locket in their
possession, and Jack Mason was'a
prisoper. There scemed nothing in the
way of complete victory.

The train steamed into the station and
the precious rogues took their seats in a
smoking compartment. They left the
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scene of their many adventures, not
bowed down with gloom, as they had
half expected. but guo_\-cd up with the
greatest hopes of winning a fortune.

Everything had gone splendidly from
their point of view. But they would not
have been so easy in mind had thev
known that nearly all their secret move-
ments of that cvening had been watched
by Reginald Pitt, of the Remove.

And one thing was certain. Pitt
would not keep that information to him-
self. His one idea was to give the
warning—to wreck Simon Grell's plan
before 1t actually developed into any-
thing approaching success.

Things were not slumbering at St.
Frank's!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
‘The Race to Caistowe !
% EAR fellow, it’s appallin’ I” ex-
claimed Sir Montie Tregellis-
West, panting hard. “I don’t
know what it means—I don’t
really.” . .

“Well, T can tell you,” I said grimly.
“PBoth Masor and Pitt have been
collared, and it's almost certain that
Grell is at the bottom of it. The
locket’s gone, too, and I'm blessed if 1
know what we're to do.”

I was standing with my chums almost
in the centre of the Triangle. We had
just scouring the school-grounds
from end to end, but had found no sign
whatever of Pitt or Mason.

What we had found. however, was
sufliciently significant—and, after all, T
suppose 1t was a sign. !In the lane,
quite near the school, two or three

arcels of catables had come to light.

itt and Mason had gone to the village
to buy things for tea, so it was obvious
.hat they had been attacked on their
way back and had been forced to
abandon their packages.

The first we knew of it was that Mr.
Strong, or, rather, Sir Crawford Grey—
came into Study C, asking if we knew
where Mason was. We didn’t, but had
been making inquiries when the guv'nor
appeared.

Nelson Lee was lookin
and there was a decided bump showing
upon the side of his head. Taking us
to his study, he explained that somebody
had sprung at him from behind the
curtains, had bowled him over, and had
;u - in getting away with the gold
ocket.

He was simply furious, and Sir Craw-
ford went mearly off his head. But his
anxiety was nothi compared with
that which followed, for, while hurrying
down the to see if we could find
any trace of the thief, we came upon
the parcels. They told their own story.

Without the slightest doubt Simon
Grell was responsible. He had kid-
napped Jack for some reason. Pre-
sumably Pitt had been taken as well,
but Pitt’s inclusion was only because he
had been with Mason at the time, and
it had been unsafe to take one without
the other.

The guv'nor was in a shocking temper
at first, but then he became as cool as ice.
He knew well enough that Grell must
have been in the room during the inter
view with Sir Crawford. Therefore,
Grell knew the truth, and there was a
distinet motive for his crime in kidnap-
ping Jack Mason.

Nothing was absolutely certain. We
had no evidence of any kind. So Tommy
and Montie and I rushed about look
ing for the missing juniors, on the faint
off-chance that our original surmise was
incorrect. Tho College House fellows
might have been up to a jape, or some-
thing of that kind.

rather pale,

But our quest had been fruitless, and
we were now taking a breather in the
Triangle. 1 hadn’t taken much active
part in this affair so far, but it certainly
seemed as though there was excitement
brewing now.

Bob Christine, of the College House,
had been raving about for some time,
but we were not intcrested in his woes.
Some scoundrel, it seemed, had gone off
with Christine’s bicycle whilst Lob was
in a shop. But we did not connect this
incident with Mr. Simon Grell—not at
first, at all events,

But after every other suggestion had
been cast aside, after every field of
inquiry had been exhausted, I thought
of that affair of the stolen bicycle. It
was certzinly unusual for a bike to be
pinched in Bellton. Had Grell taken it
in_order to aid his flight?

It was just possible, and Nelson Lee
was even now busy at the telephone,
sending warnings to the police at Ban-
nington, Helmford, Caistowe, and other
surrounding places. Sir Crawford Grey
had aged again with this fresh worry,
and he scarcely knew how to contain
himself.

And while Sir Montie and Tommy
and I in the Triangle we heard
the tinkle of a bieyele bell out in the
road. As we turned we saw a machine
shoot in at the gateway, and it came
straight across to where we were stand-
ing.

“Hallo! What's that?” shouted

tson

al o
“Just the fellows I wanted I” replied a
breathless voice.

“Pitt!” 1 yelled, dashing forward.
! ad! Just as we were bemoanin’
your fate, old boy!” exclaimed Tro-

gellis West. “Whero's Mason? Haven't
vou brought him with you?"

Pitt stood before us, perspiring freely,
splashed with mud from head to foot.
It was easy to sce that he had been
riding furiously.

“Poor old Jack is in the wars!” he
said- tensely. “Where's Mr.
There's not a minute to waste, you
chaps. Grell's got Mason, and there's
no telling what he's going to do with
him. We've got to dash to the rescuc!”

“Come on!” I exclaimed. *“Good for
you, Pitt! I'm blessed if you're not
better than all the lot of us put to-
gether!” e

Ve were just making for the Ancient
House when I

*“Whose bike 1s that?” T asked keenly.

“I don't know; Christine’s, I think,”
eplied Pitt, grinning. “I found it out-
side a shop in Bellton, and borrowed it
—without asking permission.”

“80 that explains it,” 1 said.
“Christine’s nearly raving; he'll have
your blood later on. But I reckon the
emergency was an acute one, and he
might forgive you, after you've ex-
plained.”

There was no time to give Christine
the tip that his machine was safe and
sound, for Pitt was wildly anxious to sce
Nelson Lee.

Tregellis-West and Watson were
rather doubtful as to whether they
should come too, but I told them to
chance it. It seemed as though some
quick action would be necessary, and we.
all wanted to be in the excitement.

The return of Pitt meant an enormous
lot, for he obviously knew exactly what
had happened; his very attitude told
that. DBesides, he had been riding hard,
and I gathered that he had been follow-
ing the scoundrels and had located their
destination.

When we arrived at Nelson Lee's
study we found the guv’nor still busy at
the telephone.. Sir Crawford was pacing
ulp and down restlessly, his hands
clasped together, his eyes gleaming with
anxiety.
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He turned quickly as we entered.

“Ah, boys—" he broke off. *“Why,
what is this? My dear lads! Have you
—have you brought news of Jack—--"

“Yes, sir,” said Pitt promptly.

“Thank Heaven for that!"” said Sir
Crawford fervently. “Did you hear,
Lee?  Pitt has returned with news—
with news!”

Nelson Lee hung up the receiver and
turned in his chair.

+You are very welcome, Pitt,” he
said, eyeing the junior with favour. “I
can see that you have been riding rather
hard. No doubt you can tell us what

happened in the lane, and where Mason

is at the present moment ?™

Reginald Pitt leaned
table rather shakily.

“Sit down, my boy—sit down!” said
the guv’'nor quickly.

“I've been riding rather hard, sir, as

against the

“A very sensible conclusion, Pitt,” he
said. “Well?”

It’s not necessary to give Pitt's full
story. He deseribed how he had tracked
Grell and Starkey into the wood, how
he had followed them to Caistowe, and
how he had seen Jack Mason taken on
board the steamer.

When he arrived at the conclusion of
his narrative, Sir Crawford’s agitation
was greater than ever. He jumped up,
his eyes blazing, his fists clenched.

“The scoundrels!” he exclaimed
angrily. “The impudent sccundrels!
To place that boy upon a steamer, with
the intention, no doubt, of sending him
to China, or some such place!”

“1 think not, my dear sir,” inter-
rupted Nelson Lee. “To my know-
ledge, the only steamships which call at
Caistowe arc small coasting vessels.

Probably the intention of Mr. Grell was

you said, and it's taken it out of me a
bit,” said the junior. * Besides, I had
a punch on the head which made me
sce stars, and that ride hasn't improved
matters, Mason’s at Caistowe, sir

“We must go at once—at once!” in-
terrupted Sir Crawford.

“T really think it would be better to
hear Pitt's story from the beginning,
Mr. Strong,” said Nelspn Lee, calling
the old gentleman by his assumed name,
now that they were in the presence of
“the juniors. “It will make things so
much clearer, and time will be saved in
the long run. Now, Pitt.”

“Mason and I had been down to the
village, sir, to get some supplies for
tea,” began Pitt. “We were on our
way back, when Grell and Starke
rushing down the road, an
charged into us., I was bowled over,
but pretended to be unconscious,
because I knew that I should be smashed
up if I resisted. So I lay there, think-
ing that I should be of more use con-
scious than unconscious.”

Nelson Lee smiled.

TOO LATE!

don’t know what we should have done
had you not acted in this brave and
ingenious manner. By your strenuous
efforts we now know exactly where poor
Jack is located, and we can go straight
to the spot and rescue him. I must
thank you later on, my boy, for J am
too agitated now to choose adequate
words.”

“Pitt, you're a brick!” I said quietly,
slapping his shoulder, and looking
straight into his eyes.  “You and I
haven’'t been very friendly until recently,
but I hope we shall be the best of pals
in future. You've done wonders, and
we're all proud of you.”

“Begad! Rather, old boy!”

“Oh, pile it on!" grinned Pitt calmly.
“I've done nothing to make a song
about. Can't a chap help his own

chum " <
“That’s just it!” I said. “You've hit

At last they arrived In

Caistowe, and Nelson Lee swung the car
round on to the quay, and pulled it to a
halt. Pitt was standing up in his seat,

to take Mason up to London, and this
method presents the fewest difficulties.
I think I can fathom his motive.”

“But we must rescue the lad—we must
go to him at once!” exclaimed Sir
Crawford quickly. “Good heavens!
There must not be a moment’s loss of
time. That wretched steamer must be
delayed; it might even now be putting
out to sea.”

Nelson Lee rose to his feet.

“We must certainly act promptly,” he
agreed. “Pitt, my boy, I congratulate
you heartily upon your achievement.
You have shown wonderful ingenuity
and persistence, and I am quite sure that
you have earned the gratitude of Mr.
Strong. You have certainly earned
mine. Your behavioir has been
splendid 1"

“QOh, I say, sir!” protested Pitt, Bush-
ing with pleasure. “I—I was only
thinking of Jack. He’s a friend of
mine, and—and I'm anxious.”

“Qf course you are, my lad—we are
all anxious,” said Sir Crawford, grasp-
ing Pitt’s hand warmly. *J am sure I

gazing out over the dark water.
too late! " he cried.

‘““ We're
““The steamer’s
gone ! "' (Sez Chapter 2.)

the nail on the head, Pitt. Mason's
your chum, and you've proved your
friendship. That’s why I'm so jolly
pleased. I always knew that you'd turn
out to be one of the best.”

“Thanks, Nipper,” said Pitt quietly.

There was reaFgmtitude in his voice,
and I knew why For some time past
he had been anxious to gain the true
friendship and esteem of the decent
fellows in the Remove. And now he
knew well enough that Study C, at all
events, would always make him wel-
come.

Nelson Lee was making active pre-
parations. All his inquiries were now
cast aside, and the iustructions he had
sent broadcast were unnecessary. Pitt
had supplied all the information he
wanted, and the only thing was to act
upon it without a moment’s delay.

The guv'nor’s plan was guite simple—
indeed, it could be nothing else. He
would ride to Caistowe without any
further delay and detain the ship; if,
indeed, it was necessary to detamn it,
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The vessel might not be sailing until the
morning.

Sir Crawford suggested ringing up the
police at Caistowe, but Nelson Leo
pointed out that that would be quite
useless  Pitt’s evidence, although valu-
able, was not sufficiently strong for the
country police. There was no proof that
Mason was on board the ship; and,
indeed, it would be necessary to obtain
a warrant before the authorities could
search the vessel. They couldn’t walk
aboard without any warrant.

If possible, Lee wanted to effect
Mason's rescue unofficially. . He knew
well enough that the police would be
useless at this juncture. There would
be so many delays owing to red tape that
the game would be more trouble than it
was worth.

So the guv'nor hurried out and fetched
his powerful touring-car out of the school
garage; he always kept it ready for
instant departure. It was roomy, and
accommodated the lot of us—that 1s,
Nelson, Lee, Sir Crawford, Pitt, Tre-
gellis-West, Watson, and myself. Sir
Montie and Tommy really had no excuse
for accompanying us, but as Nelson Lee
didn’t order them out of the car when
they entered, they naturally stopped
there. It wasn’t likely that they'd
allow this adventure to come to a closo
without their presence—if they could
help it

The loss of the locket was of secondary
importance just now. The main thing
was to recover Jack Mason, and, if
possible, to get hold of S8imon Grell and
Jake Starkey. They would certainly
have no mercy this time.

Pitt and my chums were rather at a
loss to account for Mr. Strong’s ter-
rible anxiety concerning Mason. They
had always looked upon the old gentle
man as & mere l'ricm!. But he was now
acting as though Mason were his own
son, and it wa. certainly rather
mysterious.

I, of course, was in the same boat at
the time. But I afterwards learned the
truth, as I have se. down. Sir Crawford
believed that Mason was actually his
own son, and he was wild with worry
now.

We drove to Caistowe like the wind.
Tt was absolutely a race, and we covered
the ground at a terrific speed. But even
this was not fast enough for Sir Craw
ford; he was certainly not nervous.

At last we arrived in Caistowe, and
Nelson Lee swung the car round on {o
the quay and pulled it to a halt. Pitt
was standing up in his seat, gazing out
into the channel of the River Stowe.

“The steamer's gone, sir!” he ex-
claimed huskily

“Gone 1"

“It’s mot thera now, sir——"

“How dreadful I” exclaimed Sir
Crawford, his voice quivering. “DBut
vou must be mistaken, Pitt. There has

not been sufficient time——"

“I think the lad is correct,” put in
Nelson Lee. “1f you will look, my
dear sir, you will see the lights of the
vessel out ir the bay She can only
ha\'e" raised her anchor a short time

ago.

We all gazed out, and then faintly
saw the steamer’s lights in the haze,
For a mist was drifting in over the
bay, obscuring the headlands and en-
shrouding tha fishing craft which were
anchored close by.

“This is disaster—a sheer disaster!”
exclaimed Sir Crawford huskily. “Poor
boy! To think that he is on that vessel
and we can do nothing to aid him. DBut
we must, Mr. Lee, we must!”

“You can be assured, Mr. Strong,
that Jack will come to no real harm,”
said Nelson Lee socthingly. “Pray do
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not allow your fears to get the better
of your judgment. T urge you to remain
calm.”

“But can't we do anything, sir?”
asked Pitt. “Oh, this 1s rotten! I
thought we should be able to rescue
him! There must bu seme motor-boats
in the town, and we could casily over-
take that old tramp.”

““No doubt, Pits,” said Nelson Lee;
“but such a step 1s impracticable.”

“Why is it, sir?” 1 asked quickly.

“Because, for one reason, ﬂm captain
of the vessel would almost certainly re-
fuse to allow us on board,” replied
Nelsoa Tee.

I realised that the guv'nor was right.
It sounded easy enough—to hire a
motor-boat and chase a ship; but it
was an 1impossible task. e might
catch up with the ship; but that was
no guarantee that we should get on
board. We couldn't fire revolvers, and
act like people 1 a cinema play.

“Then what is to be done?” asked
Sir Crawford Grey, pacing up and down
beside the car. “What 15 to be done,
Mr. Lee?”

“Qur first plan must be to make in-
quiries here,” replied the guv'nor.

And this plan was carried out. It
wasn't long before we learned that the
steamer was called the i oreland, and
that her port of destination was London:
She would droj, anchor in the Thames,
and was due to arrive on the following
evening. A most important point was
that she had no intermediate call.

Our next inquiry was at the station,
and here we learned that Grell and
Starkey had taken train to London. The
clerk remembered them perfectly, and
this disposed of the idea that the rascals
were on board the Foreland.

We collected outside the station, an
anxious group, for it seemed to most
of us that we had failed miserably, and
that there was no telling when we
should see Jack Mason again.

But Nelson Lee was calmly confident.

“Let me say at once that the position
is_entirely satisfactory,” he exclaimed.
“There 1s no cause for alarm what-
ever. 'I'o begin with, the Foreland
will not touch land antil it arrives

in the Thames to-merrow evening.
That gives us plenty of time to
make our preparations. We can

get to London . in good time, and be
on hand to board the vessel as soon
as she drops anchor. Jack Mason will
come to no harm meanwhile, although
he may spend a rather uncomfortable
twenty-four hours. Viewed calmly, the
position is really excellent. By careful
planning we can rescue Mason, recover
the locket, and have Grell arrested.
After that, our other inquiry will go
forward apace.”

Sir Crawford knew exactly what
Nelson Lee meant, and he was greatly
reliecved in mind. He lost his agitation,
and actually smiled.

“1 trust to you, AMr. Lee,” lie said
simply. .

“Thank you,” said the great detec-
tive. “I hope that I shall prove worthy
of that trust, Mr Strong. At all events,
1 shall do my very utmost to bring this
affair to a satisfactory conclusion to-
morrow evening. For the present, we
must restrain our impatience and return
to St. Frank’s.”

And that’s what we did, hoping for
the best.

THE END.

(Now, chums, you must not miss next
week's topping long complete tale of the
Boys of St. Frank’s, entitled: “THE
SHIPWRECKED SCHOOLBOYS!)

THE
WORST MASTER AT ROOKWOOD !

(Continued from page 11.)

“What 7"

“Rot I”

“ Look at it " gasped Lovell.

Forgetting, in their surprise, the
necessitr  of keening one eye on the
staircase, Jimmy Silver and Raby and
Newcome ecame into the room. They
stared blankly at the bundle of crisp
slips of paper.

The top slip: ic the bundle was
obvicusly a five-pound note. The others
seemed to be th: same; but if they also
were fivers, th sum of money repre-
sented there was an amazing one. For
there were at least a hundred of the
crisp slips of paper, fastened together
by a rubber ban .

Loveli let the ends run through his
fingers, like the leaves of a book, There
was a crisp rusting

“Fivers!” gasped Raby.

“Five-pound notes!” stuttered Jimmy
Silver “Why. there — there's five
hundred poun-s in that bundle! Is the
man a mllliongira in disguise 7"

“There’s afiother bundle—"

“Phew !”

“ And another—"

“Great pip!”

The Fistical Fou. looked at one
another in amazement. in something
like awe  Who—what was Mr, Skin-
forth, mathematis mastir of Rookwood
at a moderate salary—and in possession
of ready cash {o the tune of at least
fifteen hundred pounds? One thousand
five hundred pounds—ana perhaps more,
if the juniors had cared to look !

“Well, this beats it!” s=aid Lovell
dazedly. “What—what—what can it
mean? It can’t be his own money! It
can't!”

“Go easy, old chap—*

“Well, I think—blessed if I know
what to think—"

“For goodness’ seke let’s get out!”
breathed Jimmy Silver. “We've scen
too jolly muen already’ Goodness
knows what it means! But it’s not our
bizney, anyway. Get out!”

Even Lovell was wiling to get out
now. The light was turned off, and the
juniors hurried ont of the room, locking
the door behind them with Mr. Dalton's
key. That key was returned to the door
to which it belong-d. and then the
Fistical Four scudded away.

What Mr. Skinforth thought when he
found his rooms ragged and his bundles
of banknotes lying on the floor the
Fistical Four did not know, and eould
not guess. They wondered the next day
whether they would hear. That the new
master would gues the identity of the
raggers was fa.lrly clear—indeed, when
they passed him in the quad that day
he gave them a look which revealed that
he knew, plainly enough But he did not
SEenk—and no complaint was made on
the subject of the ragging.

Obviously Mr. Skinforth felt that the
least said was the soonest mended; and
Lovell thought he knews why; the new
master did not want anything said on
the subject of the bundles of banknotes.
But on that subject Jimmy Silver & Co.,
if they said nothing, thought the more—
and the more they thought of it, the
more strange and mysterious did it
appear to them. s

THE END.

(There will be another stirring long
story of Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rook-
woord, nect week, entitled: “LOVELL,
THE TEC!”)



OUARREL AMONGST THE FAMOUS FIVE!

Harry Wharton & Co., the famous chums at daggers drawen!

! cbout wou will learn in the dramctic siory below '

FHE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunter Knows Something !
Uy SAY, you fellows—"
Billy Bunter of the Remove
Form at Greyfriars poked his
= head round the door of Study
No. 1, in the Remove passage.
. “Outside!”

“Buzz off I” ) .

It was evident from these ejaculations,
following so closely on his own, that
Bunter’s room was preferred to his
company—by Harry Wharton & Co., at
any rate.

It was tea-time, and the Famous Five,
ruddy and cheery from a hardly con-
tested game of football, were hungry.
But they were certainly in no mood
for the fascinating socicty of the Owl
of the Remove.

“] say, you fellowsg—""

- Slam!

Bunter jumped back hurriedly, as Bob
:.'ht'rry slainmed the study door in his
ace.

“Ha, ha, hat”

| say, you fellows—"

Skinner and Snoop, who were in the
passage, chuckled. Billy  Bunter
thumped on the door of Study Neo. 1;
but it did not stir, and Bunter snorted
angrily and backed away.

“No room there for
what?’ grinned Skinner.

“Awful rotiers!” growled Bunter.
“Fancy Wharton having DBob Cherry
to tea, yor know !’

“Why shouldn’t he?" said Snoop, in
surprise. “Those fellows generally grub
together.”

- “He wouldn’t bave him if he knew.”
“If he knew what. fathead?”
“That's telling !" said Bunter mysteri-

ously,

Skinner and Snoop were interested.
Anything “up against” the Famous
Five was interesting to the black sheep
of the Remove.

“What bave you got hold of now?”
asked Skinner. “What's Bob Cherry
bicen doing, then?

“Well, calling a chap
pally, is it?"’ said Bunter.
we all know that Wharton

a porpoise—

names isn't
*“Of course,
is a swanky

* Hear, hear " said Snoop.
“8till, when a fellow’s a pal—"’ said
Bunter.

Skinner eyed him very curiously.
“Do you mean to say that Cherry's
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been caliing Wharton names,” he

asked—" behind his back?”

“1 know what 1 know!” said Bunter

mysteriously.
kinner was more and more curious.

“Well, you can tell » chap!” he said
encouragingly.

“Well, a fellow doesn’t want to make
mischief,” said Bunter. “Sort of thing
I never do.”

“0Oh, of course not! Not your sort!”
said Skinner gravely.

“5till, a fellow can't help feeling a bit
disgusted,” said Bunter. “Going to tea
with a chap, you know, and keeping
friendly, and then calling him a swank-
ing rotter in a letter—not ihe thing a
fellow does, you know !"

“Gammon !’ said Snoop. “Cherry
wouldn’t! He likes Wharton all right.”

“That's all you know !

“Well, what do you know, then?” de.
manded Snoop.

“That's telling |"

“1f you've been reading Bob Cherry's
letters, there’s a kicking waiting for
vou!"” remarked Snoop.

“I1 haven't! Of course. I wouldn't!
Bat if a chap uses a bit of an old letter
for a bookmark, and another chap reads
the book, 1 suppose the other chap can't
help secing it, can he?” asked Bunter
warmly.

“Oh, that's it, is t¥’ said Skinner.
“Cherry's just careless ass enough to do
that. What book was it?”

“Wharton's * lHoliday Annuai.’
in my study now,”” said Bunter.

““And the bookmark in it?”

Bunter grinned.

“No; I've got that in my pocket. Of
course, I'm going to keep 1t dark. I
might show it to a pal.”’

“ Let's see it !’ said Snoop aud Skinner
together cagerly.

*“Of course, you won't repeat this?”
said Bunter.

“Oh, of course not!"

Billy Bunter drew = crumpled scrap
of paper from his pocket. Skiuner and
Snoop fairly staredest it.

It ran as follows:

It's

“ton’s not really a bad fellow in the
main; only his uppish swank does get
ond the” nerves a bit sometimes,
and—'

The black sheep of the Remove had
not a very high opinion of human nature
generally, it bEinF their custom to judge
uthers by theinselves, But those words,
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Hoaw this sensational rift m the lule has come

written in Bob Cherry's *fist,” startled
them.

“Dash it all, that's pretty thick!”
said Skinner, with a curl of the lip. “1
wouldn’t talk about a fellow like that
if I were friendly with him.”

“Same here!” said Snoop. “I must
say I'm surprised. It's not like Bob
Cherry. It's his fist right enough.”

“He told me there was a bookmark
in the book,” grinned Bunter. “He
didn’t know what it was, I'll bet you!
Just grabbed the bit up to stick in the
book when he was going off to footer
practice, yon know, without looking at
it. He, he, he!”

“So his Magnificence gets on Cherry's
nerves a bit, does he?!"" grinned Skinner.
“Well, he gets on mine a bit, too!"

“Mine, too!"” chuckled Snoop. * Lots
of fellows! But Cherry always seemed
to like him."”

“0Oh, you never know !”” said Skinner.

“What’s the joke?” asked Stott,
coming along the passage.

The scrap of paper was shown to Stott,
and he stared and grinned. Two or
three other fellows came along—Fisher
T. Fish and Russell and Ogilvy—and
they were taken into the confabulation.

Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing,
coming up to their study, stopped to
learn what was on, and were told. - The
Bounder shrugged his shoulders, but
Redwing looked troubled.

“You ought to burn that, Bunter,”
he said.

“It's not Bunter's,” said Skinner.
“It's Bob Cherry's bookmark.”

“It ought to be burned.” said Red-

wing. “What's the good of making
mischief ?”  And he went on to his
study.

A good many fellows who came along
the passage were attracted by the
chuckling of S8kinner & Co., and stopped
to inquire. Some of them showed sur-
prise, some repeated Tom Redwing's
advice. But Dunter was not disposed tc
take that advice. His good impulse in
that direction had passed long ago.

It was one of Bunter’s greatest de-
lights to be the fellow who knew; the
chap who had something to tell. Now
he knew something— now he had some-
thing to tell! And he was not in the
least inclined to part with his im-

portance.

“Hallo, here’s Angel! Show it to
Auﬁol 1” said Skinner, who was on
rather friendly terms with the black
sheep of the Fourth

Tue Porvian.—No. 520,
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Angel of the Fourth sauntered along
the passage. His eyes glitiered for a
moment at the sight of the fragment of
paper in Bunter's fa* hand. .

“ Anythin’ on 7’ he drawled.

“Look at that!” said Skinner.

Angel glanced at the scrap of paper.

“Well, what's that?” he asked.
*“What about it?"”

“It's Bob Cherry’s fist!” explained
Snoop.

“Ia it??

“Yes, that ‘ton means Wharton, of
cm]n:f& That’s the way he described his

al.

“Preity mean, in my opinion,” said
Angel, )

“That's what we all think.”

Angel nodded, and walked on, and
went up the box room stairs. Not
one of tho Removites gucssed that his
visit to their quarters was anything but
accidental. ortainly they were not
likely to guess that he had strolled along
to see whether the raseally scheme of
revenge against Bob Cherry he had put
in operation was working

Half the Remc  had seen the scrap
if paper by this tim. and made various
comments on it. Meanwhile, the merry
party in Study No 1 had finished their
tea, in happy ignorance of what was
going on in the passage without.

“T say, take Wharton’s book back to
him, while Cherry there ™ suggested
Skinner. “Cherry’s bound to ask you if
vou've lost his place, and you can pull
his leg about it.”

Bunter chuckled

“Watch me!” he said.

He rolled into Nn 7 for the * Holiday
Annual.” and rolled along the Study
No. 1 with.it, seven or eight fellows
watching him. Bunter pushed open
Harry harton’s study door. and
blinked in. ;

“You can come in, Bunter,” said the

captain of the Remove. laughing.
“Tea's over.”
“] haven't come for tea, Wharton!

I've just looked in to bring your book
back.” .

Bunter tossed the “Holiday Annual ”
on the table. )

“Oh, good!” said Wharton. “First
time on record that von've bronght a
Look back after boriowing it!”

“Q0h, really. Wharton »

“You should have left it in Study
No. 13, though: Bab’s not done with

“If you've lost my place, Bunter, N
sealp you!” said Bob Cherry .
He took up the boo' and looked at if.

“My bookmark’s gone!” he said.

There was a chuckle outside, rather
to the surprise of the fellows in the
study. Bunter grinned.

“Well, T thought T'd remove that
bookmark, Cherry.” he said.

“You cheeky, fat ass!” exclaimed
Bob indignantly. “What the thump do
vou mean by losing my place?”

“Rather better, 1 think, considering ”

“Is the fat duffer potty?” asked
Nugent, gazing at Bunter. “What are
vou grinning and guggling about,
fatty ¥

“QOh, really, Nugent—"

“Oh, get out!” said Bob. “You

ought to be kicked, but I dare say I can
find the place again all right.”

“If that’s what you call grateful,
Cherry—"

“Grateful !” howled Bob.

“Yes,” said Bunter warmly. “Seeing
that you used a bit of an old letter for
a bookmark. Suppose you'd given the
book back to Wharton with that bit of
letter in it ?”
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“What on earth would it have mat-
tered?” asked Harry. “Are you
wandering in your mind, Bunter?”

“ Blessed if I don’t believe he is!” said

b in amazement. “And it wasn't an
old letter—it was a strip off an old
exercise I used as a bookmark, 1
believe.”

“It jolly well wasn’t!” said Bunter.
“It was a strip torn off an old letter you
wrote and never posted!”

“Might have been,” said Bob. “It
doesn’t matter, anyhow. I don’t think
I've ever written anything in a letter
that all Greyfriars mightn’t sce. What
are you grinning at, you fat image?”

. ““Yoc wouldn’t like Wharton to see
it,” grinned Bunter.

“Why not, ass?”

“He, he, he!”

“Ha, h
passage.

Bob Cherry jumped up. "

“Is this a rag?” he asked. “What's
the game? Are you fellows trying to
make out that 1've written something
about Wharton that I shouldn’t like him
to see? That's not a rag—that’s a dirty
trick |”

“The dirty trickfulness is terrific!”
Temarked the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“He, he, he!”

“Look here, let’s know what all this
means?” exclaimed Bob, and he
grasped Bunter by the collar. “Now
then—-"

“Yarooh |”

Eéliaka! i

“Leggo!

Shake!

“If you don’t let go, I'll show
Wharton the paper!” roared Bunter.

“Show him, and be hanged, you fat
rotter!” exclaimed DBob, and he gave
Bunter so hefty a shake that he
quivered like a fat jelly.

“Yow-ow-ow! I'll tell Wharton you
called him a swanking cad if you don’t
leggo!”

“What!” roared Bob.

Harry Wharton rose to his feet, his
face pale with anger.

“Take a cricket-stump to him, Bob,”
he said. *“Give the rotter the licking of
his lifel”

n: ha |” came echoing from the

el § djclly well will!” gasped Bob.
“Hand me a stump, Bull!”

“Here you are!” said Johnny
promptly.

“Yaroogh! Help!”

“Let the chap alone!” said Skinner,
in the doorway. “He's only telling the
truth—— Whoooop !”

Skinner roared as Bob’s left sent him
spinning back into the passage.

“You can have some more when I'm

done with Bunter, Skinner!” shouted
Bob, his good temper quite vanished
now. "Now‘, you fat rascal——"
“It’s true!” _E'eiled Bunter. “I’ve got
the paper. I'll show it to Wharton!
Leggo, you beast! You daren’t let me
show Wharton! Yoop!"”

Bob Cherry paused, with the cricket-
stump in the air. Bifly Bunter was evi-
dently in earnest, and Bob’s anger
changed a little to astonishment. It
occurred to him, too, that possibly
Bunter's fat leg had been pulled by
Skinner & Co. Skinner was as full of
tricks as a monkey, and he often found
thoughtless victims to act as catspaws.

“T'll give you a ®Hance!” said Bob,
breathing hard. “If you've got any-
Ehing to show Wharton, show it to

im!”

“] don't want to see it,” said Harry.
“] suppose this is some of Skinner’s
rotten trickery!”

“Look at the paper and see!” yelled
Skinner furiously from the passage, as
he dabbed his nose. “You'll like to see
how Cherry writes to his people about

you. Look at the paper.
Bunter!”
“If you've got anything, Bunter, show
it up before 1 smash you!” roared Dob.
Thus adjured, Billy Bunter tossed the
cnlx)l[npicd scrap of paper on the study
table.

Show it up,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Scrap of Paper !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
looked at the torn strip. They
had not the slightest doubt that
this was some wretched trickery

of Skinner’s, who had wsed the fatuous
Owl of the Remove as a catspaw. But
they started as they read what was
written in Bob Cherry's well-known
sprawling “fist.”

Bob, who still had Bunter by the
collar, looked round at his chums, not
at the‘i)apar.

“Well, what is it?” he asked.

Wharton's face grew erimson.

That the *““ton " was the termination
of his own name there could be no
doubt. = Dutton was the only other fellow
in the Remove with a name that ter-
minated with “ton ”; and Dutton, the
deaf junior, could not have been referred
to in such terms; neither was Bob
Cherry likely to mention Dutton at all
in a letter.

What was wristen there was written
about Wharton. i
Wharton was only too well aware that
some of the Remove fellows considered
him rather too reserved—“stuck-up”
was Fisher T. Fish’s description—
“swanky " was the word Skinner pre-
ferred to employ. Even his own friends
had sometimes had little disagreements
with him on account of certain litile

faults of temper.

Wharton was by no means a perfect
character; and he was conscious of this
little weakness on his part, and had
honestly striven to keep it in check. He
tried not to be annoyed when Skinner
alluded to him as ‘"his Magnificence ”
or “his Serene Mightiness”; and
knowing that he lacked patience, he was
very carcful to be patient—though, of
course, he was not invariably successful.

He did not expect his friends to be
blind to his faults, but he did expect,
them to be tolerant; and that allusion
in Bob Cherry’s handwriting was a
sharp blow to his pride. A

His face was crimson, and the crimson;
faded away and left it very pale.
Johnny Bull and Nugent exchanged
quick looks of dismay.

Bob Cherry, realising the eloctrio
atmosphere in the study, released Billy
Bunter’s collar. ~

He faced his comrades with a grim
brow.

“Well, what is it?” he asked.

“Look at the paper,” said Harry
Wharton very dryly.

Bob looked at it—stared at it! The
sight of it seemed to deprive him of the
power of speech for a moment.

“I'm sorry I get on your nerves,
Bob,” said Harry, his lip quivering
“I've tried not to. I—I suppose a chap
might have called me a bit uppish when
I first came here, but I thought that
was all over long ago!”

“What utter rot!" said Nugent. “It's
rotten—it's a beastly shame! You ought
to be jolly well ashamed of yourself,
Bob!”

“That's my opinion,” said Johnny
Bull, in his slow, thoughtful way.
“Wharton's got his faults, like the rest
of us; but that’s not the way a friend
would speak of any fellow!”

“My esteemed Bob——" murmured
Huree Jamset Ram Singh, in great dis-
tress.

Bob Cherry was still staring at the



Every Tuesday.

THE POPULAR.

Price 2d.

25

paper, watched by
a curious group -at
the doorway. He
raised his eyes to
his chums,

“That looks like
my  handwriting,”
he said. :

“JIsn’t it yours?”
sneered Skinner.

Bob turned his
back on Skinner.

“Wharton, yon
can't be silly ass
enough to believe
that I'd write in
that style about a
fellow 1 was
friendly with. .I'd

rotten thing !

cut my hand off
sooner | "

“You didn’t
write it!"” ex-
claimed  Wharton
blankly.

Bob’s eyes blazed.

“Do you believe

¥
T did?” he shouted.
As Wharton did
not answer imme-
diately, being too
taken aback to
know what to say.

Bob repeated his
words in louder
tones:

“Do you believe
1 wrote that?”

Whartons own
temper was not of
the gentlest, and he
was  wounded and
angry.

“What is a fel-
low to believe?”
he snapped. *‘Are
you denying your
own handwriting 7"

“Itts not my
hand !”
“Bob!” muttered

Nugent.

“Po you think it
is, Nugent ?"" roared
Dob.

“I know it is!” .

“I tell you I never wrote it—never
thought of such a thing—never dreamed
of it1” shouted Bob furiously. “But 1
know what to think of fellows who
helieve I'd do such a rotten thing! Go
and eat coxze, the lot of you!”

Bob Cherry swung round, and
tramped savagely out of the study,
knocking over Skinner as he went,
hardly seeing him.

His heavy footsteps rang along the
Remove passage to Study No. 13. and
the door slammed. ;

Hll(iuner reeled against the passage
wall.

“Beautiful manners!” he remarked.
“The dear man seems to be annoyed at
getting found out!”

There was blank dismay in Study
No. 1. At the sight of Bob Cherry’s
handwriting the juniors had had no
“doubts. But Bob’s furions denial shook
them.

“What the dickens does the fellow
mean ?” said Johnny DBull.  “There’s
nobody else’s fist like his at Greyfriars
—the whole Form knows that scrawl!™

“It was his bookmark, too,” said
Nugent slowly. “He must have picked
it up in his study. Somcbody there
must have written it.”

Wharton's lip curled. He was decply
hurt; his pride was deeply wounded,
and he was very angry.

“1 suppose he had to deny it,” he
eaid. “He couldn’t own up to such a
mean thing, I suppose. 1 never thought

BITTER BLOOD!
wrote that letter about Wharton—never
thought of such a thing ! " shouted Bob
Cherry furiously.
think of fellows who believe I'd do such a
Qo and eat coke, the lot of
you ! Bob swung round, and tramped
savagely out of the study. (See Chapter 2.)

I tell you | never

“ But | know what to

he would come down to telling lies,
though.”

“I say. vou fellows—"
“Qh, get out, DBunter!” snapped
Nugent. “Why couldn’t you shove the

thing into the fire instead of bringing
it here, bother you?”

“There wasn't a fire in my study——"

“Oh, get out!™

“I wasn't going to show it to you,
either,” said Bunter. “I showed it to
some ol the fellows in confidence. Bob
made me show you !”

“Get out !” growled Johnny Bull.

Peter T'odd looked in.

“Hold on a minute, you fellows,” he
saidd. “1've heard what's going on.
Bob says he didn’t write that beastly
thing !

Harry
shoulderss

“Well, T should want a lot of proof
to believe Bob a liar,” said Peter
tartly, “and I'm not so chummy with
him as you fellows are! He says he
didn't write it. Anybody could imitate
Boly’s scrawl—a baby could do it.
Skinner could, for instance.” .

“What!” yelled Skinner.

“And I noticed that Skinner put
Bunter up to bringing it here,” added
Teddy.

“Why, you—you awful vrotter!”
gasped Skinner. “You— you — you
aeccuse me of—of forging Bob’s fist—
why, I—I—"

Words failed Skinner.
terror, as well as indignation,

Wharton  shrugged  bis

There was
in

for he was well
aware that some of the fellows, at least,
would believe him capable of such a

Skinner’s excitement,

trick.

“I'm not accusing you,  said Peter
coolly. “I'm suggesting a possibility
that these fellows will look into, if
they've got any sense !”

“1 never saw the paper before Bunter
showed it to me!” raved Skinner,

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“]1 don’t believe Skinner would,” he
said quietly. “Why should he? He
doesn’t like me, but f]e's got nothing up
against Bob; and he's not got the nerve
tor such a trick, either, if he wanted to.
But let’s go into it. all the same. Bunter
knows, and Bunter can tell.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Where did you get that bit of paper,
Bunter ?” demanded Peter Todd.

“In the * Holiday Annual,’ * gasped
Bunter, who was a little scared by this
time at the tempest he had raised. “1I
—1I mentioned it to you when you came
in from the footer, Peter—about ‘ton,’
you know——"

“] remember. It was a bookmark?”

“Yes, old chap.”

“Where did yon
Annual ’ 77

“Off the table in Bob's study.
ton told me I might have it.”

“And the bookmark was in it then?”

“Of course it was. It dropped out in
Study No. 7, when T took the book to
my study.”

get the * Holiday
Whar-
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Peter Todd looked perplexed. It was
casy enough to see that Bunter was
telling the truth, so far as he knew it.
Skinner grinned malignantly.

“Well, are you going to make out
that I put it there before Bunter got
hold of the book?” he demanded.

“Somebody did, unless Bob's telling
lies,” said Peter. “Cherry says he leff
a bookmark in the ‘ Annual,’ I think?”

“Yes, he told us so,” said Nugent.
“That was when we went down to the
footer this afternoon.” .

““Where have you been this afternoon,
Skinner 7"

Skinner sneered.

“I've been out with Snoop and Stott
and Bolsover major,” he answered.
“We dropped in at the Feathers for a
game of billiards, if you want to know.
And we went out just after dinner, and
didn’t get back till nearly tea-time. Ask
the lot of them.”

“That's all true enough,” came
Bolsover major’s bull-voice. “No_ good
trying to put it on Skinner this time !”

eoter flushed a little, )

“I'm not trying to put it on Skinner,
he snapped. “Skinner’s only got him-
self to blame, He was making as much
mischief out of it as he could, anyhow.
But T admit Skinner’s out of it.”

“Thank you for nothing,” snecred
Skinner, and he walked away with his
friends.

“Well ?” said Harry Wharton, look-
ing at Peter Todd fixedly.

Peter made a hopeless gesture.

“It beats me,” he said. “But I can't
believe Bob did it, or that he'd tell lies
if he did. It's not like him. But I
can't see anything further to be done.”

And Peter Todd left the study, and
Bunter rolled after him. Harry Whar-
ton picked up the scrap of paper from
the table.

“That’s done with, anyhow,"” he =aid.
‘It belongs to Cherry, but I suppose he
doesn’t want it back.”

And the captain of the Remove threw
the paper in the fire.

2

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Lord Mauleverer Takes a Hand!
LAM!
Lord Manleverer, the
natured slacker of the Remove,

sighed.
Bob Cherry had just gone into his
study, whic was close to Lord

Mauleverer's, and he had shut the door
with an emphasis that told on the
sensitive nerves of Mauly.

Sir Jimmy Vivian, on the other side
of the tea-table, grinned.

“There’s a row on in the Remove,
Mauly,” he said.

“There always is,” sighed Lord Maul-
everer, “But, really, Cherry might close
his door a little more quietly. He really
might, you know. What's the good of
slammin’ a door? Only makes more
Ny be's had a shind

“I suppose he's had a shin with
Wharton.” d

Lord Mauleverer looked across the
table at Sir Jimmy, startled by that
remark.

“Cherry—rowin’ with Wharton?” he

said.

“Well, Bunter would be bound to tell
them. You know Bunter *

“Tell them what?”

“About the letter.”

“What letter?”

Sir Jimmy grinned. It was utterly
unlike Lord Mauleverer to inquire into
anything that was going on. Skinner
had remarked once that, if somebody
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had told Mauly that Mr. ?uelch had
brained the Head with a ruler, Mauly
would have only said, “Did he really *
But evidently there were some matters
in which Mauly could take interest, and
a dispute between two such old friends
as Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry was
one of them. .

“Like to hear?” asked Vivian.

“Yaas.”

Sir Jimmy had been a witness of the
scene in the passage when Billy Bunter
had displayed the scrap of paper to
Skinner & Co. and the other fellows. He
related it to Mauleverer, who listened
intently, ,without even looking bored.

“So when Skinner put Bunter up to
goin’ into Wharton’s study, I guessed
the fat would be in the fire,” remarked
Sir Jimmy, “and it is, I fancy. They've
had a row—in fact, they're all
squabbling now, I expect.”

“Rotten!” said Mauly. a

“I dare say there’ll be a fight,” said
Sir Jimmy. “Worth watchin’, Mauly.
Both good men!” b

Lord Mauleverer looked greatly dis-
tressed.

“There's some mistake in the matter,”
he said.

“Well, as a matter of faxt, there is a
little bit of swank about Wharton,
though he's a good chap, and I like
him,” said Vivian. “Still, it was rather
strong Cherry puttin’ it like that.
Might bave told the chap himself; but
stickin’ "it. in a letter to somebody

else——

“He didn’t!” said Mauly. .

“8een it !” said the schoolboy baronet.

L0 Rot l”

“Look here, Mauly! You can see it
yourself, if you like to ask Bunter,”
exclaimed Sir Jimmy, with some excite-
ment.

Lord Manleverer yawned.

“Couldn’t stand Bunter! Pass the
cake, old tulip.”
Lord Mauleverer was unusually

thoughtful over tea. It was not often
that he gave his noble brain much exer-
cise. He found it too fatiguing. But he
was thinking now.

After tea he detached himself from
his chair and ambled out into the
I{.um({;e passage, and along to Study

Bob Cherry gave a grow!l, not unlike
that of a lion disturbed in his lair, as a
tap came at his study door and it
opened. Lora Mauleverer's sercne and
amiable face looked in.

Little Wun Lung, the Chinee, was in
the study—very silent, in view of Bob's
unaccustomed m Mark Linley
worked silently at the table. Hurrce
Singh was not present. His lordshiE
glanced round the study, and gave Bo
a genial nod.

“Lookin' into things,” he remarked
pleasantly. *¥You don’t mind my buttin’
in—what 7"

“I'd rather not talk just now,” said
Bob bluntly.

“That’s all right! I'll do the talkin’,”
said his lordship amiably. “ You didn't

write that scrap of paper, Cherry.”
“No!” roared Bob.
“Gently. old man. I'm not hard of

hearin’ like poor old Dutton. 1 know
you didn’t!” said his lordship soothingly.

“Oh!” said Bob, taken rather aback.
“Then you'rs about the only fellow in
the Remove who takes my word.”

“Not the only one, Bob,” said Mark
Linley, looking up. “I take it.”

“Thanks. Marky, old chap!” said Bob.
more softly. “I shouldn’t blame you if
you didn't. It looks bad enough, I
know. But what I think is that Wharton
oufht to take my word, when we’ve been
pals for whole terms—not that we shall
be pals any longer!”

“Yaas, yoa will, when this is cleared
up,” said Lord Mauleverer. “We've
only got to find the fellow that wrote
that bit of paper in your fist, Bob, an’
put it in the pook to be found.”

Bob made a hopeless gesture.

“I can’t believe there’s a chap at
Greyiriars would do such a thing,” he
said. “Not in the Remove, anyhow.
Even Skinner wouldn’t, and he’s jolly
near the limit. I know Bunter wouldn'r,
and he's a bit of a worm! I simply can’s
make it out at all. I don’t blame the
fellows for being down on me—only my
own pals might—"

Bob's voice had a catch in it.

“All serene, when we've found the
chap,” said Lord Mauleverer. *What
steps are you takin'?”

“I can’t think of anything.”

“Lucky you've got me to think for
you, then!”

“You, old chap?” Bob Cherry
grinned. “My hat! Thinking isn't in
your line, Mauly, old man. Don't try!”

“I don't know,” said Mauleverer
calmly. “After all, you know, prac-
tically all the brains of the country are
in the House of Lords.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Bob.
Great Scott!”

“Yaas. Nothin' to grin at, Linley;
I'm speakin’ quite seriously. I'm goinf
into this biznai, if it costs me a head-
ache,” said Lord Mauleverer hétoically.
“Here’s five friends of mine, all dis.
putin’ and quarreilin’, and generally
makin’ asses of themselves. T ey'll be
fightin’ next.”

“That’s pretty certain,” said Bob
Cherry grimly. “I'm going to ask cach
of my friends—I mean, the chaps who
were my friends—whether they take my
word about that scrap of paper. If they
don’t there will be four jolly good scraps,
at least.”

“Oh, gad!" said Lord Mauleverer.
“Time I butted in, I see. I suppose
nothin’ would please the fellow more.”

“Eh? What fellow?”

“The fellow who shoved that scrap
of paper into the * Annual.’ He must
have"done 1t to et your crowd by the

“Are they?

ears.
“Oh!” said Bob. “You—you think
so? Blessed if I can make out why a
fellow should have done it at all!”
“Let me think it out for you,” said
Lord Mauleverer. “We'll get at the
mllt‘e;,al] right. Bunter found it in the

“8o he says.”

“Oh, he found it all right!” said
Lord Maulevercr. “Toddy knows that
you left the book here?”

“Yes, when I went down to the footer
this afternoon. I put a bookmark in my
place—an old strip off an excrcise, I
think it was.”

“I remember when you went,”
nodded Mauly. “No mistakin’ vyour
footsteps in the passage. How did Bun-
ter come to have the book, then?”

“Wharton told him he could take it
when we were going down to the
footer.

“That’s the puzzling point,” said Mark
Linley. “It seems that Bunter was told
he could taka the book at once, and le
came into the house for it, just when
Bob and the rest were going down to
the footer.”

“I know it’s a puzzle,” said Boh.
“There doesn't secem to have been time
for anybody to get at the book before
Bunter got it, and he says he found that
scrap of paper in it. I know it wasn’t
there when I was reading the
¢ Annual’ ” -

“Hold on!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“Bunter didn’t come up for the book at
once. Not for more than an hour.”
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“What 2"

£1 heard him pass my door, you sce,”
explained his lordship. *“1 know his
tread—fairkly solid, you know. You see,
Sir Jimmy Vivian—the young ass—was
going to bring me some ginger-beer in
the study, and he forgot all about it,
and went to footer with the other asses.
So ecach time a fellow came along 1
wondered if it was Jimmy with the

“Each time!” said Mark quickly.
“Did any other fellow come along?”

“Yaas, Angel of the Fourth.”

Bob Cherry leaped from his chair as
if he had received an electrie shock.

“Angel!” he roared.

“Yaas” Lord Mauleverer gazed at
him in mild surprise.
“You saw him?®”
“How could I sce him when I was
lyin' on the sofa, and had my back

turned to the door?”

“You ass!” roared Rob.

“You see, the door was half open,”
explained Mauleverer. “I'd sat up,
thinkin’ it was Jimmy with the ginger-
pop. So I saw Angel in the glass oppo-
site the doorway.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Bob breathlessly.
“What did you do then?”

“Went to sleep,” said Lord Maule-
verer innocently.

“Ass|”

“Well, I was tired, and Jimmy hadn’t
come with the pop. I had a nice doze,
till I was woke up by Bunter stumpin’
along. 1 suppose that was when he
came for the * Annual.” *

Mark Linley smiled slightly.

“No.need to look much further,” he
said. *“I never thought of a Fourth-
Form chap but you had a row with
Angel the other day, Bob, and Nugent
licked him. You'd better ask him what
he was doing in the Remove passage
this afternoon.”

“T jolly well will!” panted Bob.

He ran out of the study.

“Oh, gad, what a jolly old whirl-
wind!” ejaculated Tord Mauleverer,
with a gasp. “I want a rest after this.”

And Lord Mauleverer ambled peace-
fully back to his study. Meanwhile, Bob
Cherry burst like a cyclone into Study
No. 1, and Harry Wharton and Nugent
jumped to their feet. Wharton put up
his hands instinctvely. His first impres-
sion was that Bob had come for war.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Aubrey Takes His Gruel!
“l’VE found it out!” roared DBob.

“What 1
“Or Mauly has, rather! Tt
was Angel of the Fourth.”
“What was Angel of the Fourth?”
cjaculated the captain of the Remove
Blankly.
Bob Cherry panted.
“Mauleverer saw him sneaking along
the passage this afternoon, while we
were at footer. It was Angel.”

“But-—-but— What—"

Bob Cherry’s powerful
along the Remove passage.
looked in at the door.

“What’s that about Angel?” bhe
asked

“Angel sneaked into my study this
afternoon, beforc Bunter got the
“ Annual’ away,” gasped Bob. “Mauly
was in his room, and saw him tiptocing
past his door.”

“Hold on,” =aid Wharfon quietly.
“That must have been after Bunter got
1[1:? book. He went in for it when we
eft—"

“Not the least little bit,” said Peter
Todd promptly. “I've already had it
from Bunter that he went down to
Friardale first. Angel of the Fourth
sent him there to get a cake.”

“Angel did 7” exclaimed Wharton.

“Yes, and I wondered that he trusted
Bunter with the money! I know now
why he did.”

“That settles it,” said Nugent.
“Angel never got the cake if Bunter
fetched it; and he knew he wouldn't!
He was simply tipping Bunter.”

“Clear enough,” said Peter. “Only
it's rather odd that Angel knew any-
thing about the *Annual’ in the
study.”

“He was there!” roared Bob, remem-
bering. “He was standing loafing there
while we were talking to Bunter. You
feliows remember he was on the steps.
He heard all we said to Bunter—must
have1*

Peter Todd gave a whistle.

“What a cheery rotter!”
marked.

“But — but —" gasped Wharton.
Bad as he knew Angel of the Fourth to
be, thoronghly bad, it was hard to be-
lieve any fellow guilty of such baseness
as this.

Bob Cherry turned towards him.

“Do you take my word now, or not?”
he asked. “Before we see Angel—
before we get at the proof? Do you
take my word ?”

For a single second Wharton did not
answer. He had had no time to think;
and anger and resentment were still
strong within him. But at that moment
his good genius was with him. It was
hard to look at Bob’s honest, flushed
face and not believe, and deep down in
his heart, angry as he was, Wharton
only wanted half an excuse to believe
in his old chum again. And after that
one second’s pause, in which he drove
down his hurt pride and anger, his
answer came clear and frank:

“1 do, old chap. I'm sorry.”

Bob Cherry’s face cleared as if by
magic.

“You couldn’t help thinking as you
did. I was an ass to cut up so rusty,”
he said ruecfully. “Only—only I—I
thought you ought to have felt that I
couldn’t do a beastly backbiting thing
like that.”

voice rang
Peter Todd

he re-

“So I ought,” said Wharton. “I'm
sorry. “Come cn, We'll go and see
Angel now !”

And they left the study, called up
Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh, and
then proceeded to Angel’s study in the
Fouith—to interview Aubrey Angel.

Aubrey Angel was feeling cheery
over tea.

All was secure. And the Famous
Five were at loggerheads. Nearly

every fellow in the Remove counted it
as a matter of hours before Wharton
and Bob Cherry started fighting,

And now From that satisfaction
and security Angel came with a jump
to doubt and fear. 'That he was sus-
pected he did not need telling as the
IFamous Five and Temple & Co. of the
Fourth crowded into his study. And
that there was more than suspicion was
indicated by the fact that they all came
together, Bob Cherry and Harry
Wharton evidently on their old friendly
terms again. Aubrey Angel felt almoss
sick_with apprehension as he stared at
the Removites. What had gone wrong?

Bob Cherry did not beat about the
bush. He came out with the charge
against Angel in a torrent of words,
and then in quicter tones Wharton took
up the tale.

“I tell you you're wrong,” said
Angel, although his looks belied his
words. “I never went near the stady.”

“It's no use your denying it,” said
Wharton quietly. “We've got all the
proof we need.”

j‘ I do deny. it I” said Angel.

‘Very well,” said the captain of the
Remove. “You still deny 1t? Frank,
you go and fetch Mauleverer. Bob, you
get Bunter. We're going to the Head,

and Angel’s going with us. He can
deny it before the Head.”

Angel gave a stifled ery.

“Stop I” he panted. = “I—I'm not

goin’ before the Head. I—I know he'll
take your word, Manleverer's word
before mine! I—I've been up before
him too often. Stop!”
“Do you own up?” demanded Boh
Cherry. “Last time of asking.”
Angel panted.
“Yas.”

“And that cringing cur nearly set us
all at loggerheads!” said Harry Whar-
ton, with a deep breath. “It ought to
be a lesson to nh of us, you fellows.”

“It’s going to be a lesson to Angel,
too!” said Bob Cherry.

And it was. And the lessonfulness, as
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh put it, was
terrific.

THE EXD.

(“IN BORROWED PLUMES!” is the
title of next week’s stirring long com-
plete tale of Harry Wharton & Co., of
Greyfriars  Don’t miss it, boys!)
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