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A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Gerrrooopl  Stop, you beasts! Take me In!

“Groogh!” panted Bunter, his fat legs golng Hke machinery, and the perspiration pourlng down his face.
There's rocm for me! 1—Il—groogh!

your beef into it, Bunty! You've got plenty ¥ (See Chapter B.)

Stop! Yow!™ *Put

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Great News!

L1 ELEGRAM for Wharton ! .
Harry Wharton, the captain of ile Grey-
friats Remove, waz on the footer field. The

Bemove footballers were at practice. Billy
Bunier came trotting down to Liltle Side, as fast aa his

MNg. 415.

Copyripght Ia ths United Statfes of America.

fat legs would carry him. He bad a buff-coloured

envelope in his fat finrera.

“I say, you fellows,” shouted Bunter, “telegram for
Wharton I

Wharton was leading an attack upon goal, where
Hazeldene was defending. Ho had no ears or eyes for
Billy Bunter at that moment.
January 22nd, 1813,
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Bunter -blinked at the players through his big spec-
tacles, and trotled on to the beld. Feor some reason best
known to himself, Bunter was anxious to get that
telegram into the hands of the captain of the Remove,

“ I sav, you fellowg———="

“Pass!” roared Bob Cherry.

* Look out in goal ™

*This way, Nugent!”

“¥ eay, Wharton,"”
telepram——"

Whizzez !

Hazeldene, in goal, kicked fair and square as the
leather came 1n, apd cleared 1t out like a stene from a
eatapult, Harry Wharton & Co. were not placed to Btgg
i, hut it was stopped. It was Billy Bunter who stopp
it—with his fat chin,

Smash !

Billy Bunter went over backwards like a clown in a
gircus. He sat on the dam%gmuud and roared :

“Yarcoh! Help! Oh! Ow!”

There waa a rush of the foothallers after 1he ball, and
they passed over Bunter like a tide. Hilly Dunter
digappearcd from view for a few momwents. Wharton
eaptured the bail, and whirked it goalward again. This
time it went on, beating Hazeldene to the wide.

roared Bunter, “there’'s a

“Goal ! chirrvped Bob Cherry.
“Yargooh! Help! I'm killed—I mean, nearly killed
voared Bunter,

The fat junior sat up and bellowed., Ie was covered
with mud; the footer pround was not in o it state for
rolling upen. The telegram was still gripped in his

fingers.

* Hallo, halle, halle?” ejaculated Beb Cherry. "I
thought I trod on scmething soft. Was it your head,
Bonter:”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Yow, yow, yow [

“ What the dickens did you get on the ficld for,
duffer?” excleimed Harry Wharton, grasping the Owl of
the Remove by the shoulder and jerking lf'lim to his feet.

“Yow-wow-wow I'*

* Burs, Tubby ™ asked Peter Todd.

“Don’'t ¥ ook hurt? roared Bunster indignantly. “My
ribs are fractured, and you've broken the spinal column
of my ankle.”

LL3 M h. hﬂ!-"

“Well, you shouldn't get in the way, fatty !” said Harry
Wharton, laughing.

“If that's all the thanks I pet, Wharton, for bringing
you o telegram—-"

“ Telegram for me? Hand it over!” said Harry at once.
“Thanks, Bunty. But you needi't have brought it on
the feld.”

1 thought it was ver
Bunter. " People telegrap

"Ha, ha, ha!"

*And if that's o money tclegram, Wharton—-"

“Hanod it over, fathead.”

“My postal order hasn’t arrived, so if that’s 2 money

likely important,” grunted
maoney sometimes !

telegram
Harry Wharton jerked the envelope from the fat fingers
of the Owl of the {t«emm‘e.

“Hold on a bit while I read this, you chaps. I
shouldn’t wonder if it's from my unele; he was going to
get his leave soon.”

“Pile in,"” said Bob Cherry.

“If the esteemed avuncular relative is leavefully at
"home, I trustfolly hope he will come fo Ureyfriars,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “"We will kill the
fatheaded ecalf for him

Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry. Are ﬂ}:ll rend;,r to
die, Bunter? Inky's going to kill the fatheaded ealf!”

“(Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Hurrah!™ shouted Wharton. He bad torn open the
telegram, and hiz eyes danced as he read the message.
YHurrab | )

“Good wews™ asked Squifl.

“ Piret-rate '

Billr Dunter’s eyes gleamed behind his s
Good news, to Bunter, meant a remittance.
not see anything clse to get excited about.

“How much?’ he exelaimed.

Tue Magrer Lisrary.—No. 415

clacles.
e conld

“How much what, fathead? Thkis is from my uncle
said Wharton,

“Well, how much kas he sent you?"

“ Nothing™

“Isn’t it a telegraphic remittance?” demanded Buntes,

“Ha, ha! No!™

“You said it was good news.”

“So it is,” grinned Wharton. “The very best.”

Billy Bunter snorted. He had been rolled over, and
trodden upon, and muddied, and there was no remittance
in the telegram aftes all. Billy Dunter regretted that he
had taken so much trouble to place it in Wharten's hands,
Certainly, it had not been worth while.

“This is ripping, you fellows,” went on Wharton,
unele’s on leave from the Front, and he's coming here.

« 1 rl'-ﬂ-h I

LE]

“And Bob's father is with him; they're coming
tngfther.”
‘Hip-pip !” roared Bob, giving DBunter a tremendous

slap on the back. *“Many thanke for bringing the teles
gram, fatty.”

i Yarﬂ-ﬂh !:u-

“Hallo, halle, halle! What's the matter now?”

“Yurrrg! You've jolly nearly bub-bub-broken m
b-b-backbone, you thundering ass. Yow-wow-wow
wailed Bunter. * You've knccked by b-b-backbode into
my chest., Wow-wow-wow ™

“Never mind. Leot's give von a drive on the chest and
knock it baeck again,” said ., drawing back his right
armr with o busincsslike air. )

Billy Bunter fhed. Apparently he preferred his back-
hone to remain whkere 1t was.

“Tisten to this,” eaid Wharton.

And he veasd ouwt the telepram:

“ Dear Barry,—Major Cherry and I have our leave ab
lass, and we fnd that we cad run down to Ureyfriars for
a couple of hours thia afterncom. What about tea n the
study ?—TUwcre Fanwzs.”

“What do you think of that®” said Wharton gleefully.

“¥ think Colonel Wharter must have forgotten thab
every word eests a halfpenmy.” said Johnny Bull.

i a, hfﬂi_. Bra 1™ .

“Jen't it ripping?’ exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Fancy
geeing the old pater again, and I thought wasg etill
out there killing Huns. Tea in the study—rather. The
fat of the land, my sons!”

““What about the practice? asked Tom Brown.

“ Blow the practice!” -

“You fellows keep on,” said Hmr;;r Wharton. " We've

t to get ready for the giddy vimtors. They may be
g::re any minute. €ome on, you chaps!”

And the Famouas Five hurried off the footer ground, and
hastened to ch Colenal Wharten and Major Cherry
were coming, awd those fwo bronzed old eoldiers were

entlemen whom. the chums of the Hemeove delighted to
onaur. Even feoter was of no account at that moment.
to the Famous Five of the Remove,

e A -—

THE SECGND CHAPTER,.
The Only Way!

+ OW’S the money marketr” )
Harry Whazton asked that question, rather
seriously, a8 the Famous Five guathered in
Nao, 1 Study.

There were dubious looks ow all aides.

Ag a matter of fact, money was Light, ase o City man
would express it. Funds in No. 1 Study rose and fell with
as many fluctnations as in the stock market. A few days
before, No. 1 Study had been a land Howing with milk
and heney. Just now, short commons wae the rule.

Wharton had known that hiz uncle was expecting kis
leave from the Front, but the date of it was uncertain.
It had come suddenly, as is usually the case, and when it
came, ik was shovt, The Colonel and his comrade-in-
arma had a couple of hours to spare for a visit fo Grey-
friars, and short notice of their visit had been inevitable,
And it found Wo. 1 Study like Egvpl in one of the lean
YELrE,

" Harry Wharton went through his pockets. He pro-
duced the inadequate sum of fourpence, Johnny Bull laid

SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COMING! WATCH THE “BOYS' FRIEKD.” SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COMING!
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Heip! Oh!

Smash ! Billy Bunter went over like a clown in a circus, He sat on tne damp ground and roared,
owl"

=L LEE

“Yarooh!
(Jez Chapier L.)

a sixpence on the table. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh added
three pendies and a halfpenny. Nugent extracted a
threepenny-pieco from his waisteoat pocket. Bob Cherry
turned all his pockets ineide out: He revealed a pocket-
knife, a2 chunk of toffee stuck to a fragment of sealing-
. wax, a broken pen-nib, a whistle, and a box of matches,
1t was a varied and interesting collestion, but there was
no ¢ash among it.

My only hat!" said Wharton, with a whistle of
dismay. “Is that the lot#”

“The lotfuloess is terrific,” aaid Hurree Singh sorrow-
fully. “To-morrowfully I shall bave a renewed supply of
filthy luere.”

“We want it to-dayfully !” grinned Bob.

* Dash it all, this won't do. We've got to have some-
thing deeent for giddy .distinguished visitors,” said
Harry. “My uncle likes tea in the study—he always
{!11;0 s 1t. We've gol te do the honcurs somehow.”

- M It's a guestion of ralsing the wind—and quick " gaid
Nugeant.

“Regiully,
Hurreo Singh.

“Smithy and Mauleverer have a lot of tin——" began
Johnny Bull.

“They’'ve gone ont together for the aftornoon.”

“Oh, what rotten Iuck "

“ Might make a raise among the other chaps,” said

borrowiully, or stealfully,” suggested

THe MAGKET i[i.lmmm.——:'ﬁca- 415.
monoav— FOUGHT FOR AND WON!”

R e i

“But we don’t want a few misirabla

Bob thoughtfally.
We've pot to entertair

bobs; we want a quid at least.
our visitors in style”

* And there's no time to lose,” said Wharton anxionsly
“The four train ia in at Friardale, and they wouldn't be
likely to come by a later oune.”

“Then they may be here any minute?”

“Ixactly.’

“Dask it all, they mustn’t find us worrying over raising
the wind for tea,” snid Nugent, wrinkling his brows.

¥

“Isay, you fellows——

There was o roar from the worried juniors as Bunter's
fat face appeared in the doorway, They had no time for
Bunter just then.

“Buzz off, fatty!"

“ Oh; really, you fellows—-—"

“Clear out !

“Look here, if Colonel Wharlon's coming, I ghould
think you'd have a feed in the study,” said Bunter firmly.
“I've looked in to say that I'll do the cooking for you
if you like. T've had a pressing offer from Temple-—he's
standing a feed in the Tourth—but I prefer to stick to
my old pals.”

“There isn't any feed,"” roared Wharton.
stony.”

“So you'd Letter accept Temple's pressing offer,” said

Johmiy Bull sarcastically.

“We're all

Another Magnificent, Long, Complets Bohool Talse ot

Harry Wharton & Co. Order the " Magnet” in advance.
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“I'd be very pleased to lend you the money——""

“iWhat!" _
“How mueh do youn want#"
“A gquid!”

“Well, T'd be very glad—"

“Come to my arms ! said Bob Cherry affectionately.

“ Hand it over, then.”

“Do let me finizh., I'd be very pleased to lend yeu a
guid -

“Well, buck up!™

“Elni;,r my postal-order basn™t arrived I

4 I‘:h? ¥

“ 2o I'm stony too!”

“You—you fat idiot!” pasped Wharten. “Xick him
out, somebody. We haven't & minute to waste now.
Jump on him!"

Rilly Bunter dodged ronnd the study table,

"1 say, you fellows, I've got an iden ! Keep off, Bob
Cherry, you beast. I can tell you where to rdice a
stunning feed.”

“Where, vou fathead:?"

“In Temple's study.” Bunter's eyes glistened through
his big glasses. “Temple's rolling in tin to-day, and he's
standing a feed in the "ourth. They've pot the etufl in
their study now. I've scent. The beusts kicked me out,
though I offered to do the cooking for them 1™

“Ia, ha, ha!"

“ Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at. I offered
to stand my whack in the feed when—when my postal-
order comes, and Temple slung me out of his study.
Lool: here, Temple raided your siudy the other day. Whay
ghouldn’t you raid his? I'l help—I mean, I'll come and
give directions!”

“ By Jove,” said Harry Wharton, “that’s an idea, any-
way. =Sure Temple's got the tuck, Bunty?®”

“ Piles of 1t, said Buuter impressively. “Cakes and
jam—three kinds of jam—a dezen new-laid eggs, no end
of ham and tongue, pots of preserves, candied fruits, and
a Christmas pudding and a lot of mince pies”

“ Great Scott!”

“Corn in Egypt ! ejaculated Johnny Dall.

Wharton drew a deep breath,

“Any of you chaps know any other way of getting
hold of a feed?" he asked.

There was a peneral shaking of heads. Money was
tight. Supplies had run out, without a prospect of
renewal until the next allowances were due.

“Then it's the only way!" said Wharton, " We're
rea.]I;r entitied to that feed. You see, In war time, mere
civilians have to give way to the military in evar}-thinﬁ
As our grwstﬂ are poldiers on leave, we represent t
military 1"

“Hear, heay !”

“ And it would be sheer rot to let a civiliam keep any-
thing that a soldier wanted.”

* Hear, bhear!”

“Temple & Co. are eivilians.’*

“They are—they is!”

“In war time, civilian supplies can be commandcered
for the Army. Bunter, pet the fire going and the fable
laid. We're poing for supplies.”

“ Bravoel”

Billy Bunter chuckled, and started his preparations.
Bunter was a first-class eocok, but he was not much use
im a raid. And—thoroughly justified as it' undoubtedly
was to commandeer civilian supplies for the Army-—it was
highly probable that the Fourth-Formmers would raise
emphatic objections. But Harry Wharton & Co. were

reat fighting-men, and they were prepared to meef
g‘emple & Co.'s objections efficiently,

“Hallo!" called out Squiff from the staire aes the five
juuiors came out of No. 1 SBtudy. “Your visitors have
just come in, you chaps!”

“Oh, my hat1”

“Go and meet ‘em, Squiff " said Wharton burriedly.
“Keep ‘em talking for about five minutes, if you can,
and then take 'em to the study. We haven't got the
supplies in yet. We don't want them to hear a vow”

“A row—getting -in supplies®” asked Beémpson Quincy
Iffiey Field, puzzled.

“Yes, We're getting Temple’s feed ™
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Toe Macwer Lisrary.—No. 415

Squiff hurried away chuckliag, to keep Colonel Wharton
and Major Cherry “off the grass™ while the supplies were
commandeered. I'rom the paszsage window, the juniors
caught a glimpse of the two old soldiers 1n the guad-
rangle—twy bronzed, stalwart men in kbaki.

“There's my pater,” said Bob, “and there's nunky,
Harry. Come on: we haven't & minute to lage.”

And, with a rush, the Famous IMive hurried to Temple's
study in the Fourth-Form passage.

ol PSS ey

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Milltary Necessity !

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE was at home.
Dabiney and Fry were in the study with him,
The choms of the Feurth were looking par-
ticalarly cheery. Cec! Regiunald always had
plenty of msomey, and he wae accustomed to giving
pleasant little feeds in his study. On the present ocea-
sion Lecil inald had received a hamper from home,
and he was c¢lebrating its arrival in proper style.
Inviiations had been sent owt to o doren fellows for tea
at half-past five. It was wearly five now, and Temple,
Dahney & Co. were making their little preparations.

Temple, who was tmpm:kix:lg a8 Christmas pnddinﬁ-,
looked up as there was a sound of many feotsteps in the
passape.

“Can’t be the fellows wyet,” said Fry. “We're nob
nearly ready. Besides, we said half-past five ™

“ Oh, rather ! remarked Dabuey.

Tap! The door opened and five jumiors presented
themeelves. But they were not among the list of Mourth-
Form guests. They were the Famous I'ive of the Hemove.
Cecil ﬁﬁginalﬂ Temple stared at them,

“ Hallod What do you fags want#” he asked.

“Shut the door, Bab.”

“* Right-ho ¥

Temple, Dabney & Co. drew fogether as Bob Cherry
closed the door mad put his back to it. Tt lopked like
trouble. BRows and rage between the Remove and the
I'ourth were amof infrequent.

"None of your larks, you kmow,” said Tenple warmly,
“We're expecting visitors

“So are we!” sad Wharton, “The fact iz, Temple,
we've oome to aek a favour—zhem! We've got distin-
guished visitors coming, and we've got 1o stand them
Enm-&l‘-hiﬂ% rather decent for tea, and we're all broke to
the wide.

“Serry I said Temple politely. “I1 should recommend
you not to eat so much toffee when you're in funds, and
not to waste your money on sugar-sticks.”

“ Bugar-sticks I roared Bob Cherry wrathfully,

“Shush ! said Wharton. “Look here, Temple, we want
a feed for our puests. We want you to hand that feed
over to us as & favour. We'll pay for it on Saturday.™ "

Ceeil Reginald Temple looked at Wharlon as 1f he
could scarcely believe his cars. Perhaps it sounded rather
a cool requeet, considering that Temple was expecting a
choice party to tea.

“ Well, of all the thumpin cheek!” ejaculated Temple,
finding his voiee at last. **Our feed—hand over—my hat!
Yeou éieg}:}? fag

“Will you hand it over:”

“No, I won't!” roared Temple indigpantly. “I'l hand
you a thick ear if 1 have any more of your Lower Fourth
cheek. That's all I'll hand you.”

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

“T'm afraid there’s no time for talk,” said Wharton.
“YWe've simply got to have that feed. It's a case of
military necgseity, ag the Hun Chancellor said. You sce,
it's war-time, and eivilians don’t count. Now, Temple,
cld man, our visiters are my nnele——"

“Bless your uncle!”

“ And Bob's pater.”

“ Blow his pater |”

“They've been oul in Flanders killing Huns.”

“Let “em po and kill some more !

“ONuff said ! Ave you handivg over that feed®”

“No !" bellowed Temple.

“Then I herehy deelare these goods commandecred for

SOMETHING STUPENDBUS COMING! WATCH THE “BOYS' FRIEND.” SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COMING!



che nee of the Army. Any civilian who objects will gev
a thick ear, within the meaning of the Act!”

“Ha, ha, ha !

*Pile in!” roared Bol Cherry.

* Hack up!” shrieked Temple.

There was a rush. The three Fourth-Forners backed
ug valiantly, but the rush of the Famous Five swepi them
off their feet, They went down with three separate and
very painful bumps on the floor.

“Resene, Fourth ! bawled Temple. “Grooooogh

His last remark was caused by a cushion being jammed
over his mouth., Dabney and I'ry had their mouths open
to yvell, but Bob Cherry rapidly grabbed tarts from the
table and jammed them in. abney and Fry did not
yell; they gurgled wildly., Thev had intended to eat
the tarts, but not whele.

“ Bit on 'em!” said Wharton briskly. * Sorry, Temple,
but war-time, yéu koow—military necessity. Can’t let
khaki go short for the sake of measly civilinps. 5if on his
head ilgim won't keep quiet!”

“Gurrrrrgpeh

*There's 2 bag in the corner, Frank. May we borrow
that bag, Temple i

11+
.

“Gurrrggh! )

“I suppose that means yes. Pack the tommy in,
Frauk I

“What-ho!” grinned Nugent.

Temple and Dabney and Fry watched TFrank Nuogent

packing the “ tommy ™ mto the big bap, with lecks and
feelings that were positively Hunnish. But they could
not raise cbjections. Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh and
Bob Cherry were sitting on them heavily.

“ Now, are you gaing to submit to martial law guietiy®”
azked Wharton., *Give us your word not to make a fuss,
and we'll let you up—and we'll leave you one of your
own cakes, There!"

This generouns offer did not appease Temple. He glared
and gurgled.

“Nod vour head if you mean ves."”
Temple did not nod his head. He atru%glﬂd to get the
cuszhion off his mouth, so that he could make remarks.

“WWell, we can't have you interrupting the feed,” zaid
Wharton. “It's your own fault. You'll have to be
bound and gagped, like the chaps in the powspaper
eerials.” _

The captain of the Remove looked guickly round the

study. There was no cord to be seen, but the tablecloth
supplied the deflciency. The cloth was quickly torn into
strips—it was no time for half measures—-and Wharton

roceeded to bind the three juniors hand and foot.

emple & Co. were powerless to resist,

Then Wharton extracted their handkerchiefs from their
pockets and jammed them into their months, tying them
securely in place with more strips of the unfortunate
tablecleth,

Only faint mumbles procecded from Temple & Co. now,
but their looks were as expressive as words could have
been. No Hun could have looked more ferocious than
Temple & Co. at that moment.

“That's done!” said Wharton cheerfully, *Now we
must love you and leave you, dear boys. If you're
uncomiy, remember it's your own fault for resisting the
military in the execution of their duty. I hope this will
be & warning to you. Turn out the light. Good-bye,
Teml}lc- e

“Liroooh !’

The Iamons IFive guitted the study, grinning.
Wharton changed the key to the outside of the leek and
locked the door, taking the key away with him. It did
not seem probabl: now that Temple & Co. would be able
to interrupt the entertainment in No. 1 Study.

The grimning juniors hurried back to the Remave
passage, Nugent and Dob Cherry carrying the bag of

lunder Letween them. It was heavy. Squiff met them
in the pnssai'_;e.

“Thoeyv're here. All zevener”

“Right as rain, old chap.”

And the Co. marched inte No. 1 Study, where two
bronged moen in khaki wore waiting for them.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tea in No. 1 Study!

QLONEL WHARTON and Major Cheniy sgrected
the juniors affectionately. The kind old colonel
was looking the same as ever, but across the
major's bronzed cheek there was a dark sear,

upon which the schoolboys’ eves involuntarily rested. A
German bullet had gone very close there.
“You've been wounded, dad?” muttered Bob Cherry,
all the cheerfulness fading out of his face for a moment.
The major smniled.

“Only a eerateh. Bob—just a pleasant little souvenir
of the Huns! Tit as a fiddle, my boy, and hungry as a
hunter.”

“And wpeady for tea in the study!” chimed in the
colonel.

“You fellows bagged the progi’asked Rilly Duunter
anxiously, * My hat, that's ripping! Did Temple—-"

“Shush!” murmured Wharton.

“But how did Temple——"

“ Get on with the cooking, Tubby I

“But did Temple cut u Yow-ow-ow! Who's
tramping on my foot?” wailed Bunter in tones of anguish.

“We won't two jiflies petting tea,” said Wharton,
glaring at Bunter with one eye and smiling at the guesis
with the other—a diffieult performance, which gave his
face quite an extraordinary expression for a moment,
“8it down, uncle, and you, major. Here you are.”

Squifi had thua:‘?htfuny trundled an extra armchair
intgﬂ the study. e colonel and the major sat down in
state,

They watched with kindly emile the busy preparations
for their entertainment.

It might be doubted whether the two old soldiers really
Eﬁssemed keen appetites for cakes, jam tarts, and jellies,

ut outwardly, at least, they were very enthusiastic on
the subject of tea in the study. It delighted the juniors
to be hospitable to their relatives in khaki, and the
colonel and the major were only too willing to afford them
that delizht.

Both of them were old Greyfriars boys; and, indeed,
many years before—more years than he liked to
remember — Colonel Wharton had been a junior school-
boy in that very study. His initials—"J, W."—were
still to be seen, carved on the old cak door, and Harry
Wharton had found them there once, with great delight.
Much water had flowed under the bridges since those old
days when the grim, bronzed old colonel had been “Jim
Wharton,” of the Lower Fourth,

But the colonel had not foreotten, and he was still at
heart almost as boyish as in those old days.

Billy Bunter turned out ham and eggs in great style.

A fraprant ecent of excellent cﬁnim pervaded the
atudy, and spread into the passapge. 'I%le guests drew
their chairs to the table, and the juniors waited on them
with great assiduity.

The feed was a pronounced sucecess.

There was only one lingering anxiety in the minds of
the entertainers, and that wes a fear that Temple & Co.
;night get loozse before the guests departed to cateh their
rain,

A sudden interruption by Temple & Co., on the
track of wvengeance, would have spoiled the harmony
of the procecdings. Neither did the jumiors wish the
honoured guests to learn whence that ripping feed -had
been derived. It was possible that they would not have
approved of the “military necessity ” which had compelled
the Co. to commandeer civilian supplies for the Army.

“By gad, this is like old times,” said the colonel, look-
ing reund him with beaming eyes. *It's close on forty
years sinee I stond my last feed in this study.”

“Was it a ripping feed, sir?” asked Billy Bunter with
gfeut interest. “Ind Mrs. Mimble keep the tuckshop
then "

The colonel langhed.

“Mrs. Mimble was ﬂmhahiy a baby then, Bunter. The
tuckshop was kept by an old soldier whoe had been
through the Crimea. He used fo tell us stgries of the
frenches before Scbastopol and the serap at Balaclava,
I used to listen to them with my mouth and cars wide
opon, little thinking then that I should ever sce trenches

5
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on a stale a hundred times larger, and ‘scraps’ every
week to which Balakiava was a joke."”

“Did he =zell good tarts?™

“MNot so good as these,” said the eclowel., laughing.
oy EF gad, though, I remember that feed as if it weze
yesterday! There were three of us who got cur remove
into the Fourth at the same time, and we stood a fare-
well feed in the study. And a cheeky little beggar in
the Third Form raided us with a gang of fags.’

* Ha, ha, ha!" roared Major Cherry. *And licked you,
too 1™

*“We weren't licked " said the colonel warmly. * There
were five or six of the Third, and only three of us; bu
we turned them out N

“They wrecked the study,’’ said the major.

“They dud!" admitted the colomel. “But I had ike
leader's head in chancery, and he had a nose afterwards
that ﬂught to have taken a prize—didn't he, major#”

' "':"Hﬂ id,” asscnted the major. *“But what about your
eyer

The colonel rubbed his eye reminiseently.

“I hope you gave the cheeky little beggar a jolly goed
pasting I’ said Bob Cherry, in great delight.
“1 think I did,” grinned the colonel.

major?"”

* Well, I think you did,” said the major.

* Were you there, dad?®" asked Boh.

“Yes, rather! I was the cheeky little beggar in the
Third 1**

“Ha, ha, ha !*

“1I don’t think Greyfriars has changed much, after
all,” the colomel remarked. " Of course, you jyoung
fellows are a little more orderly than we were in those

“Didu't I,

rough old days. You don’t raid cme another’s studies
in that lawless way, I hope?™
* Ahem 1"

Remembering the way that very feed had been com.-
mandeered from Temple & Co., the heroes of the Remove
looked a little sheepish.

The colonel locked at them with twinkliug eyes.

“T'm sure it was guite by accident, Harry, that vou
got that Little bruise on your cheek—what? An accident

at footer, I su i
‘Wharton ruEEed his cheek.

“Ahem! Not exactly!”
“And where did you pick up a swollen nose, Bob:"

seked the major. “Accident with the punch-ball—what?"
Bob Cherry coloured.

“Nunno! Not exactly!
something hard V"

“Well, I'm g:ad you are a little more law-abiding
than we used be,”” said the colonel. * Other times,
other manners, you know. After all, you are here to
study, and—"’

Colonel Wharton paused, as there was a sudden rush
of foolsteps in the Hemove passage outside,

The juniors started to their feet.

The etudy door was hurled open.

“Here they are!” roared Temple of the Fourth. “Go
for ‘em 1"

“Oh, rather! Pile in!"” yelled Dabney.

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Hob Cherry.

Temple & Co. had evidently been released at last.
They had arrived, with a crowd of the Fourth after
them. Temple and Dabney and Fry, Scott and Murphy
and Lloyd crowded im the doorway, with a horde of
Fourth-Formers behind them, whooping,

The colonel rose to his feet in astonishment.

“What the dickens does this mean?"’ he exclzimed.

“Looks as if times haven't changed so much, after
all !’ murmured the major,

The rush of the Fourth-Formers sudderly stopped, as
they saw the two bronzed efficers in khaki. It was only
just in -time. next moment the henoured guests
would have witnessed a terrific battle under their
honoured noses.

“Ch, gad!"” ejaculated Temple.

“Ahem " stammered Dabney.

“"We—we didn't know you were liere, sir!" said

Temple. “"We—we Just Jooked in to—te &
Whartop—"" : W
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“ A little friendly talk!” stammered Fry.

“We—we'll clear off, sir!”

“Borry to have interrupted, colone] !™

“Go for ‘em!”” bawled & voice from the passage.

"]:l’hat are vou stopping for? Haven't they got our feed
there

“ Ehush " :

“Rot! They've bagged our feed, and we're going to
sealp ‘em I

The colonel’s face was a study. Major Cherry was
chuckling., Wharton turned a erimson face to his puests.

* You—you see, uncle——"" he stammered. “You sce,
Ma)or=——""

“1 see!” chuckled the major.

“1 don’t quite sece!’ said Colonel Wharton. * What

is the matter, Master Temple—I think your name ig
Temple?”

“Yee, oir,” said Cecil Reginald politely. “ We just
looked im, sir, that’s all! We've got & little matter to
talk over with ‘Wharton, but it cam easily wait. No
burry at all, sir! Pray go on with your tea! Get
out, yvou chapa!"’

“0Oh, my hat!" came the wvoice from
“We've put our foot in it now "’

“Bhut up! Clear off I"

“Excuse us, gir ! Didn't mean to intgrrupt I?

And Temple of the Fourth drove hiz followers forth,
and followed them, and the door closed. The colonel
looked at the jumiors, and their faces were crimscn,
There was a pause.

the passage.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
A Surprise in Store!
L ELL#" gaid Colonel Wharton at last.
* Ahem !
 “It seems that I complimented you a
little too soom on the law-abiding meodern
manners and customs of Greyfriars!™

i .-'_U:em I.”

“0h, those Fourth-Form chaps haven't any manners
to spéak of, sir "’ said Bob Cherry disparagingly.

“I knew Temple would cut up rusty about bagging
hie feed I remarked Billy Bunter. “Buf it's all right.
We've had the feed.”

“Shurrup '’

“Yow-ow!
you fathead !

“It seems that you have been raiding those young
gentlemen ' the colonel vemarked.

" Well, in a way " admitted Wharton cautiously.

“ Not exactly a raid,” said Nugent; “a—a~—u sort of—
of—of—ahem ™

“ The fact is,”” said Wharton, feeling that it was Loetter
to be candid, ** we—we were rather stony—""

“The stonifulness was terrific, honoured sahib!™

“Not a ghot in the locker 1" said Bob.

“And—and ag it is war-time,” proceeded Wharton,
= xle;ﬂ ii;;‘]‘?’justiﬁeﬂ i commandeering civilian supplies—-"*

“For the use of the military "

“Ha, ha, hal” reared Major Cherfry.

The colonel’s face relaxed. ITe smiled at first, and the
smile became a grin, and at last developed into a laugh,

“You young rasezls!” he said. " We took you hy
gurprise—eh #7

“Yes, sir. And as it is—akem '—war-time '

* You would not have raided Master Temple in peace-
time, of courser”’

Tie juniers looked st one anclier,

* Ahem !

“Yes, exactly—a.a-nhem "'

The colonel sat down, laughing,

“ Master Temple seems to have taken it in very geod
part,” he remarked,

“(th, he's a sportzman, =ir!" said Bob,
ess, you know, and he can’t play footer for toffee; lint
a really good sort! OF cours: he goes for us just the
sume, only ke izn't quite up to our weirht!”

“1 zee thot Greyfrinrs manners and customs have not

Stop treading en my foot, Johnny Ball,

“Nither an
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changed much in forty years,' said Colomel Wharton,
with o smite. “T will have another cup of tea, please!™

Y Right-he !

And, greally relieved by the way the henoured guests had
taken that unexpected development, the juniors waited
upoa them with great assiduity, and tea finished very
checrily in No. 1 Sindy.

Colonel Wharten looked at his wateh.

*Time we were moving!” he remarked. “ We have
to catch the sin-fiffeen back to town., DBut there i3 zome-
thing we have to say to rou veung fellows—eh, major?'

“Certainly,” said the major.

The juriors looked properiy attentive. They expected
A scrmon, and they were prepared to endure it with
heraic fortitude,

“If it’s about Temple, zir,” said Beb meekly, * we
d_WE:N willing te let thot inatter drop, sir, if Temple

oes. "

“We shall let the Lyronefuiness be gene by, honoured
sahif. '’

* Never mind Temple !’ said the eolonel, laughing. “I
do not intend to interfere in the internal polities of the
lower aschool. You will settle those matters better by
yvourselves. "

The juniors brightemed wp. Apparemtly it was not a
sermon that was coming, after all,

“We have been planning a little surprise for you,”
continued the colonel. ** Now, we shall not tell you what
it is. It 18 going to come as o surprise to you when yon
receive it

“Yes ™ gaid Wharton, in wonder.

“Ou Wednesday afternoon.” said the colonel, * you will
receive it

“ItI" repeated Bob.

“Yes; in a box."”

“In a boxr”

“Yes. You may exercise your ingenuity in trying to
guess what it is,” said the colomel.. “I won't spoil the
surprise by telling you uow. The major and I went out
uhurping this morning and arranged about it.
will come a’luug: on Wednesday, addressed to you, Harry.™

“ Yes, uncle.

“ By that time we shall be back in Flanders, T expect,
hammering at the Germans. DBut you must write and
tc!l us how you Iike it"”

“ Certainly [

“1 say, =ir, that’s ripping ! eaid Billy Bunter, rubbing
hia fat hands. *1I think I can guess what it is, sir. And
it's for all of us—what="

“Certainly " said the colonel.

gﬂ]‘jg.”

“May we come to the stniion, sir?” asked Nugent.

“ Certainly, if you like a quick walk.”

“ What-ho "

“Then we will join vou in the quad in a few minutes,
after speaking to the Head."

The colonel and his comvade-in-arms quitted the
study, leaving the juniors in a state of comsiderable
astonishment.

“1 aay, you fellows, that's ripping ! said Billy Bunter
gleefully. “It's a feed, of course—a hamper of tuck.”

“The colonel said a box,"” remarked squiff.

“ Yes; but it must be tuck.”

“ I suppose it must be,” said Wharton thoughtfully.
“But my uncle said it was to be a surprise. Tuck
wouldn't be a surprise.” :

“*May be a surprizsing lot of it,” sugrested Dunfer.
P'r'aps it's in a box because he conldn’t get a hamper
big encugh.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And, mind, it's For all of us,” said Bunter impros-
sively, "It would really have been Letter if the colonel
addtessed it to me, I should have handed it out with
strict impartinlity.”

“1 don’t think ! grioved Bob.

“ (h, really, Cherry——"

arry Wkharten & Co. proceceded io the quadrangle to
wait for the colonel and the major. Iilly Bunter did not
accompany them. There were still some eatables left on
the table, and Bunter remained to dispose of them to the
laxt ermnb.

When the two old zoldiers come out, Harry Wharton &
Co. walked with ihem 1o the station. Three juniors in
,l-lig]u'liﬂ'ﬂ caps were :-_::umtn-ring' ;llnng the lang, and tl'le:.l'
paused to stare superciliously at the Removites. They
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were Pensonby, Gadsby, and Vavasour of the Fourth
Form at Higheliffe.

“Highelifie cads!” growled Bob Cherry.

“No rags, new,” saud Wharton quickly.

“ Oh, all right!”

Fonsonby of Highclife jommed a moenocle into his eye
to add to the ofty Hu‘pcrci 1ousness of his glance. In the
presence of the two‘gentlemen in khaki he knew iLhat
the Greyfrinrs juniors would not proceed to punching.
Gadsby curled his lip, and Vavasour laughed his vacaut
langh. The Removites glared at them, and walked on.

At the station they took a warm leave of the colonel
and the major, and waved their caps as the train bove
the two old soldiers back to their duty.

They watched the train till it was out of sight along
the line, and they quitted the station.

“Wo'll keep an eye open for FPou as we go back)”
remarked Bob Cherry. “ We'll feachk him Lo turn his =illy
olass eye on us "

“We'll mop up the road with the cheeky cads 1™ growled
Johnny Bull.

“The mopfuloess will he ferrific!”

If the Famous Five had fallen in with Ponsonby & Co.
on their way back to (Greyfriars, certainly there would
have been trouble for the Higheliffians, But when they
arrived at the spot where they had passed the trip, Pon-
sonby & Co. were not in sight. Bob Cherry halted and
looked round him aggressively, but only lhe hedges and
the fields were to be secn.

“They're gone,” said Nugent. “Come on!”

“I'd have -liked to pumch Pon's head,” said Bob

regretfully,

“Never mind Pon's head,” said Wharton., “I'm
thinking about that surprise-packet on Wednesday after-
Noon, wonder what it will bel"

“Tueck, most likely."”

“The tuckfulness will be——" _

“Terrific!” grinned Bob. * The colonel’s sending us a
box of tuck, Harry; that's all it can be. Anyway, the
carrier will bring it aleng on Wednesday, and then we
shall know. Come on! ose Higheliffe cads are gone.”

The chums of the Remove walked om towards
Greyfriars.

hen they were gone three figures crept out from
behind the hedge, grinning. The Highclifiaus were not
one, but they had prudently taken cover while the
‘r&gh‘iars junilors passed.

“Sold again, dear boys,” remarked Pousonby.

“ Absolutely !” grinned Vavasour.

Ponsonby looked very thoughtful.

“You heard what the young rotters were sayin':" he
observed. .

“Mothin' to do with ns,” said Gadsby. * Somethin’
about a hamper the old sport is sendin’ them omn
Wednesday."”

“ Exactly! Dut it may be a lot to do with ua.”

* How?" asked (fadsby and Vavasour together.

“It's somethin’ rather special, it appears,” DPonsonby
remarked, “and it's comin’ along with the carrier on
Wednesday afternoon."”

11 “rﬂli ?l

“Well, what price relievin’ the earrier of it, and savin’
the iﬂrl;n]d u‘:&sw the trouble of carryin’ it to Greyfriars:”

' gad 17
Punan::nﬂ:jf chucklpd.

% hThat. would rather take a rise out of the Remove kids
--what"

“By gad, it would!” grinned Gadsby. ¥Fancy them
waitin' for the hamper to come, apd the dashed thing
not comin’! We could send them a mnote instead,
explainin’ that we're zeoffin’ the tuck nt Higheliffe I

“And askin’ them {o come over for it if they dare!”
chortled Vavasour,

“But the carrier- —" said Gadsby .-

“0h, we could handle him!” said Ponsonby. " (id
Cripps ain't a fightin’-man. We'd tell him Wharton had
sent us for it."

“ But he wouldn't hand it over.”

“Then we'd take it."

“I—=I say, it would mean a row if Wharton complained
about it, though,” said Vavasour unensily.

“Well, he isn't a suneak, at all events,” said Fﬂnﬁﬂﬂh]%
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MHe wouldn't complain, TIf he couldn’t get it back
himself he'd take it quietly.”

" Yaas, that's 50.”

“I rather fancy.” grizned Pomsonby, “that the Grey-
friars rotters will get a surprise instead of a sarprise-
packet next Wednesday—what:"

And the three Highcliffiana, chuckling gleefuily over
their little scheme, sauntered away to Higheliffe,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Gireat Exnectations!

ARRY WHARTON & (0. were considerably

H exercised in their minds om the subjeet of the

“gurprise ' plannoed by the colenel and the

major. The mest obvious theory was that the

mysterious box would contain tuck, probably tuck in
unusual quantities.

But, as Wharton had said, that would mot be cxactly
a surprise, as all the fellows had had well-dilled Lampers
from home more than cnce.

Wharten did net believe that it was a consignment of
tuck, but he confessed that he could not puess what it
was if it wasn't that.

But the chums of the Remove did not give the matter
nearly so much thauﬁht as William George Dunter did.

‘Bunter was inm his wusual “stony” state, and Mrae.
Mimble had deelined for the fiftieth time to allow him
eredit on the strength of a tal-order which was
expected shortly. Teo Banter, the box from the colonel
was a prospect of great joy. He had not the slightest
doubt that it was a consignment of tuck.  What else was
there worth making a fuss about?

Tuek it was—tuek it was certain fo be, There wasn't

the slizhtest doubt on that point, according to Bunter, .

And he looked forward to the arrival of the hox om
Wednesday as he might have looked forward to the
coming of a long-lost brother. ;

Bunter was carcful to explain to the Co. several times,
in order that there should be no mistake, that the box,
when it came, was as much his as theirs. The colonel
had distinetly said that it was for all of them. Bunter
was greatly relieved to find that his claim was not in
the least disputed by the Famous Five. The colonel had
undoubtedly said so.

Having made wup his mind that it was a gigantic
- gupply of tuck that was to arrive on Wednesday, Billy

Bunter thought of it, talked of it, and dreamed of it.
Therc was only one drawback to the glorious prospect:
Wednesday hadn't arrived yet, and it was still a
prospect, and not a reality.

That was all that worried Bunter. DBut it was a
real worry. The mere thought of that coming treat
made Bunter feel famished.

Like young spendthrifts who raise ready cash by
pledging their expectations, Billy Bunter was ready to

romise¢ munificent shares in his coming good fortune
or & little cash-in hand. The day after the great visit
he dropped into No. 1 Study at tea-time with that
businesslike idea in his mind, :

“I haven't come to tea!” enorted Bunter, as Wharton
pointed a teaspoon at the door. "I know you've onl
got bread-and-butter, and not much butter at that—
menn, I wouldn't ask mi,'ns-u!f to tea in any fellows' study.
You ought to know me betfer. It's about my hox”

“Your box?" asked Nugent.

“Well, our box,” said Bunter. “The hox of tuck
the celonel is sending ne on Wednesday.”

“How do you know it's tuck®” asked Wharton,

“Well, isn't it¥”

“ Bleased if I kuow!”

“"What else could it be? T suppose vour uncle jsn’t
eentding us tractz, is he!” asked Bunter, with a sniff.
“Of course it’s tuck, and lots of it. Well, I'm haviag
a share in it, according to the colonel’s statement. But
the trouble ia that 1'm short of money now.”

“Tou don't say so!” ejaculated Nugent, in great
satonishment.

“0Oh, really, Nugent, don’t be fuony, veu knoew. I
happen to be short of meney. Toddy s frightfully mean
in my etudy—we've had hardly any tea. We had only
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four sardines among the four of ug, and those greedy
bounders actually fook one each. Luckily, I had tea
m Hail as well, But the point is——"

“(h, vou're coming to the point:” said Wharton.
“Get on to it a bit quicker, amd shut the door after
Fou.'”

“The peint is I'm still hunery, Not that I care much
about eating, as you know; but I'm afraid my health
may sufier, Now, suppoze you fellows advance me five
bob, and keep five bob's worth out of my whack in the
tuck

“My hat!”

“That’a a fair offer!” ureed Bunter.

“But we don’t know vet that it is tnek,” said Harr
E?*Eﬂtm’ laughing. “Besides, we are hard up. It's

P I

“Didn’t vour uncle tip yout”

“Go ond eat coke™

“I guppose he forgot,” said Bunter., “You chould
have jopged hiz memory. I sheuld have.”

“I dare say you would have,” agreed Wharlon,

“It's rather mean——"

“Do you want a thick ears”

“Ahem! What I mean is, I can tell you how to make
a raise.’

““Go ahead!” said Nugent.

“Wharton can drop a line to his uncle, menlioning
that he forgot to tell ]}im when he was here that he

“But I dou't want o new feoter,” said Harry,

“You can say so, I suppose,” growied Bunter., “That
means ffteen-nnd-six. Well—"

Wharton rose to his feet. )

“Io you prefer to go out by the door or the window,
Bunter:” he asked politely.

“Ch, really, Wharton———m"

“QOpen the window, Franky. We'll see him bounce in
the guad.” Wharton made a stride towards the Owl
of the Remove.

Billy Bunter was out of the study with a jump that
would have won him & prize on Sports Day. He lhad
no desire whatever to bounce in the quad from a height
of forty feet. Wharton kicked the deoor shut after him,
and returned to his tea.

“Beast ! growled Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove rolled along to the end study.
Fisher T. Fish. the Yankee jpnior, was there. Johnny
Bull and Squiff were at tea with Vernon-Smith, and as
there was nothing going in his own study, Fishy had
had his tea in Hall. He was an economical vouth, Now
he was engaged upon his accounts. Fisher T. Fish spent a
good deal of time om accoumte. llis mind loved io dwcll
upon money, and it was his boast that he knew to the
last red cemt how muech caczh he had expended all the
time he had been at Greyfriars. FProbably it was not
very rmuch,

“Y gay, Fishy, vou've heard sbout our beox that's
coming on Wednesday,” said Billy Buuter,

ai YE _J‘l

”W:ﬁﬂ{l vou like a whack in it?”

“Bura”

“Say five bobs' worth out of my share:"

o Just a few,” aoid Fisher T. Ficsh, with a =stare of
aztonishment, “What arec you getting at, Dunter?
You're net giving tuck away, I'll bet a dollar'n & half™

“I mean, yvou lend me four bob now, and there you
are. You make a bob on it,” Bunter explained. "That
cuprht to please you, von being a Yankee.”

Fisher T'. Fish nodded.

“Good enough. I guess Tl hand out tke Lobs
when 2

“When ™ said Bunter eagerly.

“When I see the tuck,” conclnded Fisher T. Fizh, “A
bird i hand, my infant, i& worth a hull corey in the
bush.”

" But the eolonel promtised—"

“Dow-wow "

“Look here, Fishy, I'm bhord wp—7

“Zo should T be, T guess, if T lent you my spondnalies®
eaid [Pisher T. Fizh cheerfully. *DBut T ain’t deing it
Absqguatulate, dol”

Billy. Diunter “absquatulated ” with a snort, It
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The study deor was hurled open. * Here they are!” roared Temple of the Fourth, * Go [or 'em|™ * Oh, rather |
Plie in !l ™ welled Dabpey. (See Chapler 4.)

geemed that there was nothing to be raised on hiy expec.
tations. He relled away in a disconsolate mood. On
the morrow he would be rolling in jam-tarts—metaphori-
cally, of course—but to-day he was hungry.

“Beasts " he murmured, as he paused on the siairs
“Rotters! To think that there’s heaps of tuck coming
to-morrow, and now I'm stony, and not a single beast
will lend me a bob or two, though they know my poestal-
order's coming, too! Yarooh! Whe're you thumping?”

A slap on the shoulder had interrupted Bunter’s

loomy meditations. e turned round with a howl.
%I: was Temple of the Fourth,

“You silly ass, Hobson !" roared Dunter.
“Hallo, Bunty, dear hoy!”

“Oh, it's you, Temple!” The Owl blinked at the
cnptain of the Fourth through hs hig glasses. * What
the thunder *

“I've been looking for
affably.

£ AT
]

you, Bunier!” said Tempnle

rre

ell, now vou've found me!” growled Bunter.
“I was wondering whether you'd do me the honour o
come Lo tea in my study®” said Ceeil Reginald.
Weould ho?
Trw Macyrr Linrany.—Nao. 415,
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“My dear chap,” said Dunter, beaming, “I'd do any-
thing to oblige an old pal like you. Come on!”

An¢ he rolled away contentedly with Cecil Reginald
Temple.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Cecil Reginald Is Yery Deepl

. ITAT in thunder ¥
“What the merry dickens——"
Those exclamations from Dabmey and I'ry

showed that they were surprised when

Ceecll Reginald Tem}_?Ie came into his study with William
tjeorge Dunter. ‘Tea was on the table, all ready fer
Temple.  DBut his study-moles were not  expecting
Dunter, as was very evident from their looks.

“What have vou brought Lthat oyster here for?” asked
Dabney.

“Ioll him out!™ said Fry. “Tea's ready ™

“Bunter haz honoured ws by coming to tea,” said
Temple calmly. “Give DBunter & chair, Dab!”

“My hat!”

“Jolly glad to see you fellows!" said DBunter aflably,
“ Bless you, I never remember Porm rows; I'd be willing
to feed with anybody in the Fourth.”

Another Magnificent, Long, Complete School Tale of
QOrder the " Magnet® in advanoe.
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"‘I# believe you!” growled Fry. “Look here, Temple

" “Buck up with those muffing,” said Temple, “and
kindly be polite to my friend Billy. You don’t mind if

T call you Billy, do you, Bunter?

“Wot at all, old chap. - I'll eall you Cecil”

“Do!™ said Temple soleranly. . .

Dabney snd Fry almost fell down. Cecil Reginald
was & fastidious youth. He was the dandy of the
Fourth, and he wds given to *awank.” That Temple
ahould have chummed up like this with the fat Owl of
the Remove was simply amazing.

Datmey snd Fry put the muffina and kidneys on the
table, like fellows im a dream. They didn’t even pre-
tend to understand it.

Billy Bunter himself was astonished. As a rule, the
dandy of the Fourth was as likely to ask Gosling, the
porter, or Trotter, the page, to tea as Dilly Bunter. It
conld net be merely that Bunter’'s fascinaling manners
had overcome him. Bunter was not very keen, but he
guessed that Temple had an axe to grind. But he did
not mind, so long as the feed was good and there was
Menty of it.

“Lake kidneyst” said Temple affably. “And bacon?
Give Bunter & couple mors rashers, Dab—Bunter’s got
& good apfetitm"

“*Don’t 1 know it grunted Dabney,

Temple clised one eye at his chume. Dabney and Fry
understood then that he was pufiin%Eunter's'fat leg, for
reasons best known to himself, ut what his motive
was, was 8 mystery. _

“This is jolly decent of you, Cecil, old chap!” said
Bunter. '

Temple shuddered a little. * Ceeil, old chap,” from
_Bunter, gpot on his merves a little. But he bore it
manfully,

“It's & pleasure to ses you here, Bunter,” he replied
olemnly. * Another cup of tea? Don’t leave Bunter's
wp empty, Fry.”

Nunno!” gasped Fry. * Certainly not!"

“I1 hear you're on wonderful good terms with Wharton's
uncle, Bunter,” Temple remarked, when tea was fairly
under way. ‘' He's sending you a box—what?”

Billy Bunter gave a fat chuckle. He thought he under-
stood Temple’'s motives at last.

Hunter had talked of that expected box of tuck up and
down the schoel, and, of course, it had reached the ears
of the Fourth-Formers. This feed in Temple’s study was
8 sprat to catch a whale. Temple wanted a “ whack ™ in
Sunter’'s box when it came. :

“ What are you cackling at, Fatty?” asked Fry gruilly.

"Oh, that's all right!” grinned Bunter. *“QOne good
turn deserves another. ‘11 stand treat when my box
comes to-morrow,”

“ But is it really coming " asked Temple, with interest.

" Yes, rather! Colonel Wharton's promised it.”

" Rather odd for Wharton's uncle to be sending you a
box of fuck?” said Temple, eyeing him.

“Well, it's really sent to the lot of us,” exzplained
Hunter. " All the fellows whe were with the colonel
yesterday, you know. I helped to make him feel at home.
I've got rather a way of putting people at their ease, you
kopow. The colomel rather likes me, too. My uncle,
ﬁen&mt Bunter, is one of his brother-officers.”

LE h["

“They get on famously,” said Bunter, tucking into
bacon and kidneys and muffine at 2 great rate. “In fact,
the eolonel’s life was saved once, at—at Neuve Chapelle,
by my uncle the major."”

“Not your uncle the field-marshal?” asked Fry
sarcastically. N

“I'l have some more of those kidneys,” said Bunter,
unheeding. “If you fellows don't want any more, I'll
finish the lot. I hope you'll all come to my spread
to-morrow.”

Dabney and Fry looked at the dish of kidnevs, az it waa
emptied upon Bunter's plate. with a sort of hypnofised
stare. Bunter did not seem to notice it.

“8o the colonel is sending a box of tuck to the whole
party—is that it?” asked Temple. “Wharton and all

. the rest?
T MaioweEr LisRARY.—Ivo. 415

“That's it. It's gﬂiﬂg‘ to be addressed to Wharton,
but it’s for all of us.”

“Oh, it's to be addressed to Whartone”

“ Xes. Another cup of tes, please.”

“Must be a -gized x of tuck, for so many
fellows,” remarked Temple carelesaly.

“ Whacking, I should =ay,” said Bunter. *'Iremendous!
Jolly generous of the colenel. Though, of course, as my
uncle, Captain Bunter saved lis life at Loos, it's only
what one might have expected.”

* Quite so0,” agreed Temple.
down from London?

“Yes; the colonel said so. I say, thia is jolly good
cake. Don't trouble to cut it into slices, Dab, old chap;
a whole cake ism’t too much for me.”

“0Oh!" pasped Dabney.

* Then 1t will come by the railway,” said Temple,

“Yes, to Fridrdale Station. They'll give 1t te the
earrier to bring to the school. I'm jolly anxious for the
carrier to get here, you bet!”

*(ld Cripps, the carrier?” remarked Temple.

“That’s the johnny.”

“ He comes along in the afternoon, doesn’t het”

" Yes; Wharton's told Gosling he expects the box by
the afterncon delivery, Gosay’s geing to bring it in, sud
we're going to open it in the study.”

“ No doubt about its coming on Wednesday, I suppose!™

* Nome at all. The colonel promised.”

“Then I hope yvou Remove kids will enjoy it when you
get i, said Temple blandly.

“No doubt about that,” said Bunter.
mind if I start on that other cake?”
“Yes, a little,” drawled Temple.

to burst in this study.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked at Temple.
surprising change of tone.

“Oh, really, Cecil—" _

“If you call me Cecil ogain, I'll brain you,” raid
Temple, taking up an Indian-club from the corner. “In
fact, I think ¥'ll brain you, anyway. Hold him while I
brain him, you fellows!

Daboey and ¥Fry jumped up, grioning. Billy Buuter
jumped up still more quickly, and bolted for the door.

“1 say, Temple Yaroooh " He dodged into the
passage as Cecil Repinald made a lunge at him. " Oh,
really, I haven't finished my tea, you silly ass! I jolly
well won't ask vou to my spread to-morrew! Yarooeoh!™

Bunter fied. :

L'empla closed the study door, %rinnmg, and toseed the
ciub into a corner. Dabmey and Fry stared at him.

“Now we'll have tea, if that fat beast has left
enough,” said Temple cheerily. *“ I suppeose you could see
why I was pulling his leg—what?”

“ Blessed if I could ! growled Dabney. “I know you're
wasted three-parts of the feed on the guzzling povker!
I thought at first you were fishing for an nvitation to
his spread when that blessed hox comes,”

Ceeil Reginald spiffed disdainfully. .

“1 don't usually go te Remove spreads,” he =aid
loftily. “The fat bounder thought that himself, con-
found his cheek !”

“*Then what the dickens wers you driving at:” de-
manded Fry. * What did you bring that fai hedgehog
here for?”

“ Information, my boy,” chuckled Temple. "I lunew
he'd talk if he was fed. Yesterday the Remove Lids
raided us to feed their blessed ;évumts. We conldn't serag
‘em, with a giddy colonel and a major present. The
cheeky little rotters have been cackling over it ever since,
and we've taken it Jying down. Well, this is where we
get our own back '™

“ Blessed if I gee—" _

“What's sauce for the ooeose, s sauce for the giddy
rander,” said Temple. “ Wharton scoffed our feed for the
giddy military. We were tied up here nearly an hour
before Scott got in and let us out. " Well, this time 1t's
us thet are going to scoff the feed. That box is coming
along to-morrow with a cargo of tuck for Wharton & Co.
1t won’t reach No. 1 Study.”

*“ IEhP

“I suppese it's conng

“Yon fellows

“IWe don't want ycu

This was quite a
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“It's going to be intercepted,” said Temple coclly. ™It
will reach a study at Greyfriars, but not No 1 Study.
LThis study, my mfants ™

“Ha, ha, hat”

“I've pumped all the information out of Bunter,”
chuekled Terple. * That hox won't be banded to the
carrier at the station. It will he called for hy scme
young gentlemen beloneing lo Greyfriars—in a trap.”

“Ja!" ejoculated Fry.

" Fructlv—hittle us!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"™

And the chums of the Fourth chortled with glec at the
idea, If they succeeded in raiding the mystericus hoex
from the colonel, it would indeed be “sauce for the
gandes”  Pomsonby & Co. of Highelife were to have
rivals in their nefarious designs upon the hox for No. 1
wbiedy.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Lelt Behlnd!

“ QOTER™

F Billy Bunter snorted rather than zsiked that

uestion on the following afterncon,

During the morning of that long-anticipated
day DBunter's thoughts had been wholly upon the
mysterions box that was te arrive in the afternoon.  He
had thought of it during dinner, and he was thinking of
it now. And he was surprised to see the chums of the
Hemove come out after dinner in foothall-rig, with coats
and muillers on.

Apparently their thoughts were not whoily dwelling
upon the expected tuck.

* Footer !” repeated Bunter. “ You're pnlayine footer!”

* Why not?” said Wharton, in surprise. “ It isn't rain-
jnz—ifor onece.”

“What about the boxf”

“What box?”

“What box™ roared Bunter.
‘box—the colonel's box of tuck !

“I don’t know that it's a box of tuck)” szid Wharten
ciieerily. * But even if it is, that's no reascn why we
shouldn’t play footer till it comes. The carrier won'y b
alene till three or four o'clock.”

" Blow the carrier!” said Bunter, “Qld Cripps s
always slow. My idea is that we should zo down io fac
station and meet the train, and bring the vox home our-
selves.  You could hire a tra H

*Uateh me wasting five bag on a trap!"”

“If you're going to be mean about it, Wharton, I'd LAY
the five bob myself--out of my postal-order, when it
COmes.

" But the man would want to be paid to-day, not in the
year 2000, aaid Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry! Besides, we could onen the hox
in the trap, and have some of the tuck coming along”

" Well, it's worth five boly, to let Bunter gorge about
half an hour earlier, I suppose,” remarked Johuny Buil
sarcastically,

f‘ Well, you fellows could have seme too,” said Bunter,
with a sniff. “It's no good leaving it to tha carrier,
The carrier’s too slow. Gosling wonld take the trap down
to the station aund get it, for a good tip—say five bob.
He can always get the trap out if he's tipped.”

“Well, you go and tip him, and when the trap’s ready,
ecome and tell us,” said Harry Wharton.

“Ila, ba, ha!"

The chums of the Remove walked off towards the footer
ground grinning, leaving Billy Bunter blinking with
wrath.

There was no mateh on that afterncon, but the (o,
did not see any reason for miesing their usnal footer
practice, simply Lecause the box was coming. Practice
would be nicely over by the time the carrier arrived,
They were keen and curious about the colonel's Lox, but
not to the extent of expending five shillings on fetching
it from the station, especially as they were not quitue
certain which train it would come by. Billy Bunter
would have risked a journey to the atation for nething,
;g. the five shillings to be expended did not Lelons fo

int.

“Beastzs!” murmured Bunter. “Y wonder whether
Gosling would let me have the trap if T promised him
five bob out of my postal order 1
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It wos cxceedingly doubtful, but it was a lost resouree,
and William George Bunter resolved to try it.

He rolled away to the porter’s lodge, but Gosling was
not there. He sought him next in the stables, and found
him in the yard, getting the trap ready.

“Taking the trap out, Gosling®' asked Bunler, much
interested.

“ Yer, Master Bunter.”

“{ioing down to Friardale?”

= YEH-, . H : '3 ¥

“Oh, good.” Bunter blinked with satisfaction. “ You'll
give me g lift, Gosay, won't you? I've gob te go to the
station.” ] o

“Sorry, Master Bunter; it can’t be done,

“Tf five shillings would make any diffierence to you,
Guosling i 155

“1 ain’t allowed to take gratuitics from the yonng
gontlemen, Master Bunter,” said Gosling stolidly.
“VWhich I "ope 1 knows my dooty.”

Bunter snorted. Gosling’'s dutiful HEI{ meant that ke
did not believe that Bunter had five shillings, or wonld
hand it to him if he had it. In which Gosling was
perfectly correct. He knew Bunter. 1

“Look bere, Gosling, yon micht give me a Lift to the
station,” urged Bunter. “I'll make it half a quid.”

“1 ain't allowed s

“(h, don’t talk out of your hat,” said Bunter. "I'Ll
make it a solid half-quid, as soen as my postal-order
comes. I'd hand it to you now, only I happen to be
rather short of ready cash.”

Cosling grinned.

“I ain’'t allowed to take tips, Maater Bunter. Fleoes
don’t mention the matter any more, or it will be my douty
to report you.”

“Dr-r-tr-r!”

Tue horze having been harnesced, Gosling mounted inte
the trap and drove out into the road, Eilly Bunter
toddled after him, blinking furionsly. Even without a
tip, Gosling might have given him a [lift, instead of
taking an empty trap down to the village. But Bunler
scon saw Gosling's motive. Three juniors of the Fourth-
Form were waiting in the road—Temple and Dabney and
Fry. (Gozling drew the trap to a halt by the ida,
and the three climbed in.

Billy Bunter stared at them in almost specehless wrath.

Temple had evidently “tipped ” Gosling for the trap
that afternoon. Cecil Keginald had plenty of ready cash,
and was not obliged to wait for a postal-onler that never
came, 8o Gosling had waived his objection to tips in his
Coasa,

“Look bere, you make room for me!" shouted Bunter,
nledding after the trap as it started. “ You can give ma
a lift too, Gﬂxlinf."

Gosling seemed to be deaf. The trap gathered apeed,
and Billy Bumter broke into a desperate run after it.
Temple & Co. waved their hands to him encouragingly.

“I'nt it om, Falty!” sapg out Fry. “Hace you teo
Friardale.”

“Ha, na, ha!"

“{io it, porpoise. Roll on!™

“Groogh " panted Bunter, his fat le going like
machinery, and the perspiration pouring gim his face.

“Gerrrooop! Stop, you beasts! Take me in! Thera's
reom for me. I—I—groogh! ! Yow!”

“Put your beef into it, Bunty. TYou've plemty.™

”Gﬂﬁlingl.' you rotter, stop, will you? you EE“,
Gosling? Yah! Step!”

Goshing drove on unbeeding.

The Fourth-Formers chuckled gleefully es Bunter

pounded on after the trap. Bunter wae uot built for
sprinting; ke had a great deal of weight to carry. Hia
mouth was wide open, and his glasses slid down his fad
little nose, and his eyes bulged, na he pounded on heavily.

“Aunybody got a pea-shooter?” yawned Temple.

“IHappy thought!" ejaculated Dabney, He fished out
a pea-shooter from his pocket, and dabbed peas into his
mouth. “Here goes!”

Whiz! whiz! whiz!

“Yaroop! Beasta! Rotters! Yow-ow-cogp!®

““Ia, ha, ha!"

Dabney of the Fourth was a good shot. Peas stune

11
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Eili}}i Bunter all over his fat, perspiring face. He dodged

wildly, and lost his footing, and stumbled, and sat down
heavily in the dusty road.

* Yooooop ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

The trap bowled on down the lane and disappeared,

leaving Billy Bunter sitting in the road, shaking a fat
fist and gasping. Bunter had lost the raee,

r— g

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Sauce for the Gander!

EMFLE & CO. descended from the trap at the
etation, in ngmnft spirits. Gosling crossed the
road into the Hed Cow, to guench his thirst.

’ Gosling had a wvery persistent and expensive
thirst.

“Now for the giddy box I murmured Ceeil Reginald.

“I suppose they'll hand it to us!” said Dabney.

“Why not? Gosling often calls for parcels at the
station, and they know the trap. The only thing is, the
railway charges on the box have to be paid, if it's called
for, instead of being paid through the carrier. We can
etand that.”

“0Oh, rather.”

“It will be a few bob, most likely.” said Tem;’ﬂﬂ.
worth that, I should say, considering that it
with tuck.”

“I chould jolly well say so0,” agreed Fry. " We'll stand
cqual whacks, t's go 1n and see about it.”

(1ld Peter, the porter, touched his hat very respectfully
to Temple of the Fourth. Temple was generally in funds
and free-handed with his cash, and old Peter had the
remembrance of many tips, and the expectation of many
more. He was always glad to see Cecil Heginald.

“YWe've called for a box, Peter,” Temgiﬁ explained.
“I think & box came down to-day, addressed to our chum
Wharton at Greyfriars.”

“That's right, Master Temple. It’s to be 'anded to the
carrier.”

“We've called for it instead. Wharton’s playing footer
this afternoon, and couldn't come. We're to pay on it."”

“Werry good, Master Temple.”

“ Put it into Gosling’s trap, Peter.”

“Certainly, Master Temple.”

Old Peter had not the ghost of a suspicion. There was
nothing unusual in one fellow coming to inguire after a
parcel because another fellow was engaged at the moment,
and as the trap was Goeling's trap from Greyfriars,
everything eeemed fo be in erder. Temple paid four
shillings on the box, and it was duly placed in the trap,
and the munificent Cecil Reginald tossed old Peter a
chilling for his trouble,

It had been ns casy as falling off a form, as Fry
remarked.

The three young rascals looked with great interest at
the box as it lay in the trap.

It was a strongly-made packing-case, and very heavy.
It was not so large as the juniors had expected, being
about thiee feet long and eighteen inches wide, and as
deep as it was wide. Temple & Co. had had vague ideas
of a six-foot packing-case. However, it was certainly
large Eﬂﬂugh o hold an enormonsg quantity of tuck, and
it was decidedly heavy,

It was addreszed to Harry Wharton at Greyiriars
School.

“Well, there it is,” said Temple, looking round
towards the entrance of the Hed Cow. " Gosling had
better not see it. lle's gone in there to blow his tip, and
he's safe for some time.

“He'll want to take the trap baeck!” said T'ry.

Temple shrugged hia shoulders.

“Let him want! If he sces that box, he'll take jolly

ood core that it goes to the chap whose name iz on the

bel, We're driving this trap home ourselves. I'll stand
Gossy anothier half-crown if he makes a fuse.”

“He jolly well will.”

“Let him. My hat, here comes the ecarrier !” ejaculated
Temple. “We've been only just in time. Tumble in !”

Old Cripps, the carrier, had driven up to the station.
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Evidently he iutended to ecall there for Master Wharton's
box, as he had received instructions to do.

Templo jumped into Gesling's place and gathered up
'lc_lh-e reins. Dabney and Fry promptly clambered in after

im,

The trap turned, and started down the High Street.

At that moment Gosling appeared in the doorway of
the Red Cow. Gosling’s face was a little ruddier; it
grew more ruddy still as he beheld the Fourth-Foymers
making off with the trap.

“’'Ere, "old on!” shouted Gosling, running ont. “°0ld
on, Master Temple! 1 ain’t trusting you with that
orse I

Ceeil Temple was as deaf to Gosling as Gesling was
to Billy Bunter. He drove on regardless,

Gosling dashed after the trap execitedly.

“'0ld on, T tells ver, Master Temple! "0ld ou, you
young limb! I got to call for a parcel with that there
trap! Wot I says 15 this ‘eve, I'H report you! Will you
‘old on or won't you ‘old on®"

It was evident that Temple wonldn’t “‘'old on.” He
didn’t. He flicked the horse with the whip, and the trap
owled down the old High Street of Friardale at o vrate
Gosling could not possibly equal.

Gosling pansed, pantiufx and puffing, and in a towerin
rage. le had not even the consolation of the prospect
reporting Temple, for, having been tipped five shillings by
that lavish youth, it would searcely have done to report
the matter.

“My heve!” pasped Gu:aliug.
voung himages ! ¥ heye ¥

And, all hope of recapturing the trap having to be
abandoned, Gosling plodded back to the Red Cow to
eolace his ruffled spivits with a little more strong ale.

Temple looked back with a grin as he drove out of the
village into the lane. The.Fourth-Formers had suceeeded
in firgt-rate sgle; the whole acheme had gone without a
lﬁi‘tﬂﬁl. Cecil Reginald felt inclined to pat himszelf on the

E (]

“Hallo, who's that? he remarked, as he noted that a
eyclist was pedalling after the trap from the village.
“Highclifie cad, by Jove!”

Dabney and Fry followed his glance. .

Gadshy, of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe, was cycling
after the trap, keeping pace with it at a little distance
behind,

But the Fonrth-Formers gave him only a casual glance.

They did not connect Ga%sby’s resence in the village
with {he bhox for Ko. 1 Study. %‘-a far as they knew,
Higheliffe had never even heard of the box.

*1I wonder what Wharton will say when the carricr
don’t come!” chuckled Temple. ¥ They'll be expecting
him from three to four.”

“Ha, ha, hai”

“1 fancy this rather makes up for their giddy rom-
mandeering,  Judging by the weight of that hox, it
holds about three times as much as they bagged from
ns."”

“Looks like it,” said Fry. “ What price opening it
nowr"

“It's nailed up jclly strongly. We shall have to open
it with a hammer and chisel in the study. After we've
emptied it, we'll fill it with rubhish, nail it up apais, and
deliver it in Wharton’s study.”

Temple & Co. chortled merrily at the idea. This time
there was no doubb they had “done” their old rvivals of
the Remove completely.

“Halle, here’'s Bunter:™

Billy Bunter came in sight, He was plodding on
doggedly towards the village., Bunter was determined
to et al the mysterious box, even if it cost him a walk
to the villame on his own legs., Gosling could =carcely
rvefuse to bhring it honie in the trap, as the trap was
actuallv there, Bunter considered. And the fat junior
vovelled in the thought of a porgeons feed all to himself
on the way home.

He jnmped at the sight of Temple, Dabney, and Fry in
the trap—withaont Gesling—coming back. That Gosling
wonld never allow the trap out of ks own haunds if he
sounld help it, Bunter was well aware, The Fourth-
FPovmers }l‘md evidently bapged the trap for fiwirlfm-n
What that purpose was he very nuickly

“The young limbs! The

purposes.
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discerned, for Fry and Dabney were sitting on a large
box that filled up a considerable space in the trap.

Billy Bunter's eyes almost bulged through his

ectacles,

“My box!" he pasped.

He had no doubi of it.

That explained the Fourth-Formers' visit to the
etation, and their refusal to take Bunter in the trap.
They were after the box. It came into Bunter's rather
obtnse brain, at Iast, why Temple had entertained him to
tea tho previous day—to pump him for information !

Bunter jumped into the middle of the road, and threw
up a fat hand.

“Stop!” he roared.

Temple c¢racked the whip,

“ et aside, you fat idiot!” he bawled.

“&top, you rotter!”

“You'll get run over!”

* Btop I

Temple drew in the horse savagely, or Bunter would
really have been run over. Billy guuter was blind to
riskz st that moment: his thoughts were on the tuck.

“ (et out of the way!" shouted Fry.

“You've got the box!" shricked Bunter. “TYou've
raided my box, you beasts! Hand over my box! Hand it
down! I'm going to have that box! TYah, you rotters!
Gimme my box, you blessed thieves.”

-*Ha, ha, ha'!

“I'm gomng to have that box! Look here, I'll stand
you something out of it; you can have Wharton's share,
I you like! Hand it over! Yarooh! Keep that whip
away, you silly beast! Yow-ow-ow-ow! Yooooop!l”

Temple did not stand upon ceremony. The long lash
of Gosling's whip curled round Rilly Bunter's fat legs,
aud he hopped, and danced, and roared,

“Yow-ow-ow! Stoppit! Chuckit! Yooocop! ¥ah!”

“Ha, hka, hal”

Bunter dashed away desperately, and Temple set the
trap in motion again. The vehicle howled on, leaving
Buuter by the roadside brandishing a fat fist.

= Mum-mum-m-m; box I stuttered Bunter. “ Dy tuck!
My grub! The gwiul beasts! Oh, dear! My box! Oh,
the rotters!”

A evclist swept by him; it was Gadsby of Digheliffe.
But Buunter did not look at him; Gadsby did not interest
him at that moment. Fle davted through a gap in the
hedge, and set off towards Greyfriara by the ail:ﬂrt cut
across the fields, going as fast as his legs could carry
him. A good runner, peing by the short cut, could peat
a trap going round by the road.

Bunter was not & good runner, by any means; but on
that oceasion he excelled himself. ﬂle tuck waas at stake,
and Billy Bunter, with the perspiration peuring down
kis fat face, fairly flew, to carry the news to No, 1 Study
that the colonel’s box had been raided, and to call the
Famous Five te the rescue.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Raiders Ralded !

L IGHCLIFFE cad!
“ Booh !
* (o home 1"

Thus politely Temple & Co. gresled the
eyclist, as Gadsby drew level with the trap.

(tadshy was riding hard now.

He paid no heed to the cheery greetings of the Fourth-
Formers in the trap; he did not even turn his kead when
Temple Bicked him gently with the whip as he paased.

Jic due savagely at the pedals, riding as 1f on the
eycle-track for a prize.

‘he bicyele easily beat the trap, and Gadsby shot
ahead, and vanished down the bead of the winding lane.

“The Hizheliffe cad seems to be in a hurry,” remarked
Temple. * Anybody aiter him:”

He looked back, but the road was clear. Billy Bunter
had disappeared peross the fields; but even Gadshy, funk
as hie was known to be, could hardly have been suspected
of fleeing from Billy Bunter.

But Gadsby had reasons for his haste,

He cyeled on as fast as he could ride, till he reached o
spot half-way to Greyfriars from the village—a spot
where thick, overhanging trees shadoewsad the lave,

There he jumped, panting, from his hike2.

“You fellows hera?” he called ount.
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“Don't give the show away, fathead!” came

Ponsonby 'z voice from behind the hedge.

“It's all right; they won't be along for some vunutes
yet ! gasped Gadsby,

He ran his bieycle throngh o gap in the hedge, and
joined his comrades.

(Juite a crowd of Highelifle juniors were gathored
there. Pousonby, Monson, Vavasour, Merton, lrury,
and geveral more of the nuts of Higheliffe—evidently on
the worpath. They were in cover behind the hedge. and
watching the road. 7They all stared =t the panting
Gadsby 1n surprise.

“ What’s the hurry?" demanded Ponsonby. “ No necd
to break your neck to tell us the carrier’s coming. His
old horse.goez like a smail.”

“*"Tain’t the carrier.”

“ Isn't he coming?”

“No!" gasped Gadshy.

“You eilly ase, then!" exclaimed Momson warmly.
“Wasn't it arranged for 1 to stay and watch the
station, and let us know whem the carrier started with
the box?"

“ Yea, fathead, but—-"

“Well, what have you come away
FPonsonby.

“ Can’t vou see®" howled Gadsby. * Let a fellow speak.
‘The carrier ain’t bringin® the box at all. Some Grey-
friara chaps have called for it, and they've got it in a
trap.”

My hat "

“Oh I

“Dash it all!”

for?” demanded

rowled Ponsonby. " Iave Wharlon
and tho rest gone for it? How many of them:”

“*Tain’t Wharton. It's Temple of the Fourth and twe
others!” panted Gtadsby. * They went to the statiom with
Gosling in the school trap, and I watched the box put ia,
from the other side of the road. Gosling went into the
Roed Cow to booze, and they brought the trap away
without him, I wasn't aure at first 1t was the box we're
after, you sec; they might have been calling for a hox of
their own. But—"

“ Well, how do you know they weren't?

“ Well, they hiked off with the trap, and Gosling camo
sprintin’ after them, and they wouldn’t stop for bim.
They've left him behind, I sup that means they
don’t want him to see that it’s Wharton's box.”

Ponsonby nodded. _

** Besides, they were grinnin’ and chortlin® over it like
a set of Cheshire cats " said Gadsby. * Of course, Temple
hasp't ealled for the box simply to oblize Wharton--he
wouldn't; and we know Wharton expected it by earrier.
My idea is that they've rpided the bex.”

“Great Scobt!"

“They’re comin® on now, sittin’ on the box and
chortlin’,” said Gadsby. “I'm jolly sure it's Wharton's
box they've got.”

Ponsonhy whiatled.

“ Jolly Tucky we've got on to it,” he said.

“I nover

thought of anythin’' of the sort. We might have allowed

them to pass.”

* Lucky Gaddy was at the station " griuned Vavasonr.
“ We can hamile threc Fourth-Form kids easily enough.
I'd rather tackle them than the carrier.”

“ Yeg, rather ! Ponsonby grinned. “ 0ld Cripps would
have mads a fuss, and there might have beenn a row
about handlin’ him. Itz all serene nmow! We'll handle
Temple & Co. all riﬁht."

“ Here they come!™

The ambushed Highelifians peered *h”“ﬁ‘; openings in
the hedge. From the directiom of the village the trap
came bowling merrily on.  Temple was driving, and
Dabney and Fry were smiling cheerfully, quite uncon-
acious of the trap laid for them by Ponsonby & Co.

“The rope—guick!" exclaimed Ponsonby.

Monson ran across the read with ome emnd of 2 stout
rope. The other end was Iashed to a tree.

Monson took a turn of the loose end round a tree on
the opposite side of the road. The rope, stretched aerces
at a heizht of two feet from the ground, effectually barred
the way. '

The trap was coming on at a good speed, and 1t was
close at hand now, _
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“Show up! said Ponsonby. " Some of vou cut round
behind the trap when it stops, in case they should try
to ture.'

“Right-ho, Pon!”

The Highelific juniors streamed out into the road.
There were mine in the party altogether, and, although
the Highcliffe fellows did not rank very high as fighting-
men, it was evident that Temwple & Co. had no chance
againgt such odds.

Ponsonby held up his hand with a dofty gesture of
command.

“Halt!” be rapped out.

Temple did not stop. He fHourished his whip.

“ Highelific cads ! exclaimed Dabney. “Run 'em down
il they won't elear, Cecil! They're af g-:r a 1‘nglging o

“Get out of the way!” shouted Temple. “T warn you
Lhat we're not going to stop! You take the risk!”

Ponsonby pointed to the rope stretehed seross the road.

* Hetter stop,” he said -:anuﬁgr.

Temple dragged at the reins as he saw the rope. The
horse .could net pass an obstacle like that. It was
Hobsom's choice for Cecil Reginald; he simply had to
B LOp).

ut Temple, who could see that the enemvy were on the
warpath, did not mean to surrender. ]‘:ivc expected a
ragging from the Higheliffe fellows, as the odds were so
tremendous on Ponsonby's side.

The trnﬁ slowed down, but, instead of halting, Temple
dragged the horze round to turn in the road.

Once the trap had turned, the Higheliffians would have
been Jeft behind in a few minutes, and another and safer
road ecould have been taken to Greyfriara.

But it was not so easy to turn. Ponsonby & Co. had
aclected the narrowest spot in the country lame for ther
ambush, '

As the trap whirled round, the horse's forefect clam-
bered on the high, grassy bank beside the road, and the
wheels ‘backed close to the ditch on the other side.

Temple required a full minute to turn, and that minute
was not granted him.

“Collar them !’ shouted Ponsonby.

HOW OH
SALE.

Higrheliffe made a rush.

Gadshy and Monson rushed for the horse’s head and
coived it. Temple lashed at them with the whip ficreely.,
and they yelled and let go. But Ponsonby and Drury
and Mevton were clambering on the back of the trap,
vesisted heroically by Dabuey and Fry. A heavy clod of
earth, hurled by Vavasour, eaught Temple on the side
of the head, and he reeled back in his seat with a yell.
(tadshy grasped the veins again, and dragged the horse
down into the road.

“Go for them!” roared Ponsonby, struggling with
Dabney m the trﬁil:. “Give the Greyfriars rotters jipl”

“ Back up, Greyfriars ™ yelled Temple. :

Temple Jaid about him fnrionsly with the whip, and
the Highelifians yelled and dodged wildly. But Ponsenby
and Merton were in the trap nmow, and Drury followed
them and tackled Temple from behind. Then the rest
of the Highelifinns swarmed in, only Vavasour remaming
to hold the horse.

Temple & Co. and the Hizhclifians tumbled out of the
frap iz a struggling heap. ,

The three Greviriars juniors had no chance against the
odds, but they put up a terrvific fight. ]

Three to one as the enemy were, they did not find it
easy to overcome them. DBut they were down on their
backs at last, with the Higheliffians swarming over them.

“Now for the box!” shouted Ponszonby., " DPin those
rotters down!”

“We've pot 'em !

“{ollar the box!" )

“The—the box!" panted Temple. *“So thal's what
vou're after! Yew-ow! TYou rotters, that’s Wharton's
box !”

“Didn’t T say so?” chortled Gadsby.

“That's why we're after it, mple, dear hoylt”
chuckled Ponsonby. ' Lend me a band here, Vav., Never
mind the horee.”

Most of the Highclifians were busily epgaged in pin-
ninr down the Fourth-Formers of Greyfriars, who still
resisted. Ponsonby and Vavazour grasped the heavy box,
and swung it out bumping into the road.
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The juniors looked out cautlously from their cover, with gleaming eyéé. Pown the road a ﬂ'ap came bowling |
| merclly, driven by Ponsonby, with ¥Yavasour sitﬂ:;:}g uE gile. ht%ﬂ-x in the trap, and Gadsby followlng on his bike,
(Hee Chapler 14.

“It's gure 1" chirruped Monson.

“Absolutely 17 gaid Vavasour. “Ow! It’s heavy!
Qurs, dear boys.” _

“ What price Greyfriars now?”

“Heaten to the wide! Ilooray!™

“You rotten funks!” roared Temple. * Come on, only

two o one, and we'll wipe up the road with you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

- "My dear man, we're poing to wipe up the road with
you coon !’ said Monson, “ We'll make an example of
these cheeky eads, you fellows:™

* 1lear, hear 1

“®it on their heads!”

" Groo—heoh—goooh ™

“Ha, ha, ba!”

" Hallo! Mind that geegee " shouted Pousonby.,

The horse, no longer held, and scared by the uproar,
vis plungmpopg wildly., The trap backed upon the juniors
in the Toad, snd the Highclifians serambled out of the
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way, foreed to release their prisomers, Temple & Co.
scrambled up.

* Mind the horse [

“Geb aside !

“ Look out!™

Both parties forgot the conflict for the moment as
they dodged the plunging horse. The animal bumped
on the rope acress the reoad, and the trap rocked, and
the horse nearly fell. Then it plunged round, and went
dashing up the road towards the village, with the reins
trailing and the empty trap bumping behind. o

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Temple. “Stop it! Cateh it!”

“ Collar” those Oreyfriars cads!” shouted Ponsonby,
utterly reckless as to what became of the horse and trap.

The Highcliffiana closed on Temple & Co. again.

But the trie did not choose to come to close quarters
with such odds again. The box was captured, and it
was not mueh use getting a ragging into the bargam.
Temple & Co. ran for it,
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“After them!™

“Run ‘em down—she funks!”

The three juniors burst through the hedge into the
field beyond, and ran for their lives, with the High-
cliffians. whopping after them. But Ponsonby & Co. had
little chanee of running them down., The great Pon
guickly called his followers to a halt.

“Hold on! We've got the box! Let the cads go!
Never mind raggin’ 'em mow! We've got the giddy
plunder !"

The Highcliffians. hurried back to the road. They had
captured the box, and their chief ohject now was fo get

ely away with it. Ponsonby gathered up the rope.
The runaway horse was out of sight now, having dis-
appeared down the lane towards Friardale.

“By zad, it’s heavy!” said Ponsonby. *We've Eﬂt tor
carry it, all the same. Get it on your shoulders!”

Monson and Drury raised the case on their shoulders.
The Highcliffians marched off in {riumph, Gadsby wheel-
in%]}iia bicycle. It was a gplorious trinmph for Ponsonb
& Uo. ¥or ouce they had Leaten Greyfriars hollow, if
tkey sueceeded in getting the plunder safe to Higheliffe,

e )]

THE YWELFTH CHAPTER,
S'artilog News !
“ SAY, you fellows!” .
Billy Bunter, red as a heetroot, and styeamivg
with perspiration, dashed on the junior foothball-
- gmeund at Greyiriars,
Harty Wharten & Co. were at practice, but Bunter did
vef heed. He rushed immte the midst of the footballers.
He cannoned into Bab Cherry, who was kicking for goal,
amzd Boh gave a roar and staggered back, here was
asmother roar from the imdignant footballers.
* Kick thak {at. idiot eut I”
“ Mop hins wp !
" Squash Mime ™
“Yow-ow ¥ shouted Bunter, as Bob Cherry seized him
by a fat car. “Eegma! I say, you fellows—leggo!—I
say, the D™
“ Blow the box ' kawled Bob. * You fat duffer, get
off the prase!™
“ But the beg——m"
“ Bless the bhox !
repped ont. Wharton.
“Thav've got it!” shricked Bunier.
“They? Who! What? Which?"
" Temple of the Fourth," gagped Bunter, “ and Bakb, and
Fry!. They've raided it!”
“Oh, my bat!™ _
The numerons football-beots that were ready

Never mmind the box! Get outt

to kel

Buuter off Little Side stopped [n time. The Co. gathered -

roitnd him.

“ 1o you mean to say that the box has come?"" exclaimed
YWharton,

“No; it hasn't come. Temple got it at the stafiom.
I saw it in Gosling’s trap—they've brought it here,
unless ['ve beaten them on the way. I crme by the short
c¢ut, and ran like—like—like lightning!” gasped Bunter.
“Haven't you seen them come in?”

" Temple's raided the box!" ejaculated Irank Nugent.
“Why, the awfal cheek I

“ Commandeered it, perhaps!” grinmed Bob Cherry.
"One good turn deserves another, Ha, ha, ha ™

" *Tain't anything to cackle at!" roared Bunter, “If
they oot in begﬂl‘ﬁ I did, they're welfing our tuck now—my
tuck ™

“We'll jolly soon see about that I” exclaimed Wharten,

" Come on!” roared Bob Cherry. “ All hands on deck !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘There was ne time fo change. The juniors grabbed up
their coats and muflers, aml ran—putting on the outer
garments as they flew. Billy Bunter, puffing like a
starting-engine, Hew with them. He panted ouwt breath-
less explanations as he pumped alouz. Wharton headed
for the School House, and the crowd rushed in. Squift
and Tom Brown and Peter Todd and Vernon-Smith had
joined the Famous Five—enoveh valiant fichting-men to
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‘panting and pufling im their wake.

wipe up the quad with half the Fourth Form if necessary.
They headed for the Fourth-1'orm passage. .

Bunter declared that he had run like lightning; but
it was wvery doubtful if the fat junior could have beaten
tha trap to Greyfriars. Tewple & Co. ought to have heen
in at least ten minutes, if they had come in the trap.

Bob Cherry hurled open the door of Temple's study,
and the crowd rushed in,

The study was em}]);y.

" Not here!” said Bob,

“Try the other studies!” exclaimed Whartan,

The searchers spread along the Fourth-Form passage.
Most of the Fourth were out of deors; bat Murphy was
found in hkis room, and he declared that ke had seen
E]?thing of Temple since he bad gome out soom after

DIeT.

“ But phwat's the matter imtirely?”" Murphy inquired.

The Hemovites did not trouble to eaplain. Leaving
Murphy mystified, they crowded out. _

“They're feeding out of doors somewhere!” wailed B-:f]éy

Hunter. " Ths s poxie—gone for good! Oh, dear!

;‘Ilmt'a see if the trap’s come in,” swggested Johnmy
Bulk. .

* Good egp I™ .

There was s rush to the stables. soon Giscovered
that the tn‘q@ had uot yet come in. o, Dabney & Ce,
wers still omt of gates.

“ Looks aa if we're done!” led Boly Chexry.

“I say, you fellows, let's look for the bemsts!
woere heading for Greyfriars when I saw them [ m
Bunter, * They've got the box open, and they're
the tuck by this timwe!”

Harry Wharton nodded. .
“ We've got to get it back!” be exclaimed. ' Dash it
all, that’s my wuncle's ? ' And I don't

believe there's tuck im it, either; it's something else.
‘L'his is the limit! It's rottem—-"

“ More rotten thay commandeering a fellow's feed for
the Army " chuekled Bob Cherry.

Wharton burst mto a lau.%.

“Well, it’s tit for tat!” ho agreed. " But we're met
going to be done if we cam kelp it. Come on!”

“Fall in and follow me ™ sang Bob Cherry.

'I'ne juniors streamed out of gates, Billy Bunter still
Billy Bunter’s
exertions that eventfnl afterncon were wonderful. The
thought of the box of twck lured bim om like the mirage
b the desert.

Harry Wharton & Co, hurried down the lane towards
the village, With their akill in seoutceraft, they koped to
pick up the irail at the spot where Billy Bunter hod scen
the raiders with the box. )

There was 2 sudden shout from Squiff.

“ There they are !”

* Hurrah!”

‘Temple & Co. had been spotted. Three dishevelled
fizures were tramping acreoss the fields towards Graey-
friars. In the distanee, the Removites could reeognise
Temple & Co., though the heross of the Fourth presented
an appearance that was very different from their usual
one.

“They look as if they've been through it,”™ said Nugent.

* And they haven't got the box,” remarked Tom Brown,

“They had it!” ted Bunter. “ Perhaps they've
hidden it. They had it in the trap, I tell you.”

“ Where's the trap, then?”

* Groodness knows !

“ We'll jolly soon make Temple oxplain where the box
iz,” said Hob Cherry. * Come on!"

The Removites were already scrambling through the
hedge, 'They broke inte full flicht across the fields, head--
ing for the Fourth-Formers.

Temple & Co. halted as they sighted them.

In & few minutes the Removites came panting wp, They
surrounded the unhappy trio with excited looks.

“ Where is it?"

“ Where's the box?"

“Hand it over! What have you done with it, you
bounders?”

“Berag Tem [
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* Hands off ™ growled Tem‘%ﬂn.
We've had a timo-—

gone! We hadn’t even opened it!
wil, dear !’ :

“What's happened?” demanded Wharton.

“ The Highchife cads have got 1t 17

* Ponsonby & Co. ! yelled Bob,

“Yes.

“Aund you let the Higheliffe funks lick vou and coliar
the box ! shouted Sampson Quincy Iffiey Ficld. ;

“Lhere were nine of 1he rolters,” groaned Temple. ¥ We
fourht as much as we could—didn't we, Do’

*(3h, rather I moaned Dalmey. “ Look at my cvel”

" Look at my nose ! mumbled Fry.

“And what were you doing with the box i the fHrst
place? demanded Wharton.

Temple prinved I‘aintilyi

¥ Collaving it,” he veplied. * Yonu owe us a fecd.
for the =ander, vou know. o and eat coke!™

“ I say, you fellows, bump the rotters

“Good 1den! Bump ‘em !

“The esteemed Temple must Jearn that he must nol Le
sauey to the gander,” said Hurree Singh solemnly.

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

" Leggo, you asses! We haven't got the box, have we?
Yarooh! Legeo! Oh, my bat! Yah!” ronred Temple.

Bump! Bump! Bump!

VWith three heavy bumps, and three loud rearvs, Temple
& Co. sat down in the muddy field. Then {he Removites
leit them. They were finished with the unfortunate
raiders of the Fourth. Their business now was with the
Hichcliffe raiders, if they could find them.

“Oh, dear!” mumbled Temple, blinking discomsolately
at his comrades. *©Oh, crumbs! What a sell I

“What an afternoon ! greaned Fry.

" What a silly ass!” grunted Dabney. “Don’t vou
spring any more of your wheezes on us, Temple! Yow-ow-
ow'! Look at my clothes! Look at my eye! Ow!"

Disconsolately, the three raiders limped on to Grey-
friara. The afternoon which had begnn so triumphantiy
had not turned out a success after all. Temple & Co.
felt that life was hardly werth living as they limped omn.

As they reached Greyfriars the trap came ratiling lﬂl,
with Gosling in it. Gosling was leoking furious. e
jumped down, and zlared at the Vourth-Formers.

“Caupght it loose ! roared Goszling, purple with rage.
“That’s wot I say—caught this 'ere 'orse a-wanderin'
loose. Might have knocked down anybody in the street,
Master Temple—this “ere ‘orse. You took this ‘ere “orse
without leave, and I found ‘im running loose. Wot L
zgays is this ‘ere—dou’t vou arsk me for this ‘ere trap
agin in a 'urry, or I'll report yer.”

“Oh, report and be spiflieated!” said Temple reck-
lessly.

And the three defeated raiders limped away to the
Bchool House, leaving Gosling snorting.

Lavce

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
At Close Quarters!

L E'VE got it 4
*Hurrah !
“But how the merry thunder are we

roing to et 1t to Highcelifier”
. roing to get 1t to Highelifie

That wasz certainly a pusele. Ponsenby & Co. had
carried the box across a field, to get out of the Grey-
friars Read. In a lane ot some little distance they
get it down. It was heavy.

It was an awkward box to tackle, too, for fellows who
were particular about their clothes. It was made of
rouch, heavy wood, nailed together, and it looled as
if it hod been dwinped dewn in the rain several times,
and il had also pit‘l?f& up an aroma through travellivgr
next to a box of dried fish in the lnggage.van,

“Detter hire a cart or somethin’,” suggested CGadeby.

“Those Greviriars cadz will Le lookin' for ws soonm,
too,” remarked Momson., “Wharton will be after us
when he hears.™

“le won't hear yet,” =aid Ponsonby. W over mind
Wharton, BHut we can’t lug that blessed thing ali tle
way to Higheliffe, Deesn't Jook as if we could enen it
hove, either. Nobody ool o chiselr”

“Ila, ha! Neo”

The clegant nnts of Highel:fie were net likely to have
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cirigels about them. And peavi-handled, elegank pen-
Erives were nel muek uwse for opening the nailed box.

“What about bLaxkxin® it in with a stone!” suggested
Vavazour.

“We might do that,” assented Pon doubtfully. “It
leoks pretty  strong, though; it wouldn’t be easy.
Might damage the contents, too. Dash it all, we uugl'it
tz be able to pick up a vehicle of semne kind! Gadd
inight bure into Courtfield on his bike and feteh a faxi-
vab,”

“Greyfriars'll be after us before he can get back,”
=aid Drury. '

“Hallo, here comes somethin'”

The 1ligheliffe nuts leoked round ot the sound of hoofs
and wheels in the lane. A light trap was bowling
merrily along the lane, with two juniors in it.

“Courtenay 1"

“The Caterpillar”

“ (%, what Iuek!” Ponsonby ran inte the road and
held up his hand. “Stop!”

Dle Courcy of the Fourth Form at Highclifie, oltherwice
known as the Caterpillar, was driving. Frank Cour-
tenay sat bheside him. The chums of the Fourth wers
evidently “out ” for the afterncon. Ponsonby & Co.
were not on good terms, certainly, with Frank Courtenay
and his ehum, DBut that did not matter to Pon at the
present moment. He would have made use of his worst
enemy to gerve his turn at any time.

The Caterpillar drew in the horze. "

“Hallo, what's the row®” he asked. “Road up, what?”

“No. Are you fellows goin' to Higheliffe now?”

“No: comin’ awav.” -

“We want a lift to the school,” explained Ponsouby.
“We've gob a box, and it's a bit too hefty to carry.
Would veu mind drivin’ us home with it—drivin’ the
Lox, anyway, and me. The others’ll walk.”

“Delizhted—if we were goin’ back,” drawledl the
Caterpillar. “DBut as we've started out on a drive to
Redelyfie, Pon, you won't ask me to turn back just to
carry your old .box, dear boy.”

“The fact is, I'm askin’ youn,” said Pon coolly.

“Herry it ean’t be did.”

Ponsonby smiled, aad signed to his followers. The
npts gathered round the trap. They were not averse to
a scvap with Courtenay and the Caterpillar, with the
odds so heavily cn their side,

“Where did yon get that box?” exclaimed TFrank
Courtenay abruptly. He was losking down at it as it
lay by the roadside. "I can see ° Greyfriars * stencilled
on it. Have vou been raiding the Greyfriars fellowsr”

“You've hit it!” prinned Gadsby.

“Absolutely 1”7 amiled Vavasour.

“Your dear pal Wharton,” drawled Ponsonby. “It'a
n box of tuek for him, you know; and we've taken the
liberty of bagmin' it.”

The Caterpillar chunekled.

“I wish you luck, dear boys. What & game!™

“Then vouw'll lend us the trap®™ :

“No fear—I'm out drivin’. on't catch the wein,
{Ji;a.ddy, er I shall touch you wup with this whip—like
Lthat."”

“Yarooh " reared Gadeby. *You heast, Caterpillar:™

“Hands off, dear boy. I wish you no end of luck, but
I'm not takin' a hand in your burglin’ enterprises. Like
Franky, I am poor but honest.”

“Let's get on,” said Courtenay.
wi v, Ponzonhy I

“I'm keepin’ heve, thanks, We're goin’ to have that

Stand out of the

frap”
“RBtand aside.”
“Hats! I’ile on the cads ! shouted Ponsanby., We'll

cive ‘eya a leszon, while we're about if, for backin’ up
Uireyfriars cads ageiunst ug!”

“Wy gad” ejacalated the Caterpillar, “The bold bad
I'on 35 hecomin® a giddy Dick Turpin. Pon, you're im-
provin'. Sorry to swipe yvou, Monson——="

“X pw-owow |7

“And you, Gaddy—"

“Yarooop "

“But you ean't Linve this trap,

Hands off, dear hoys ™

17
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“Yow-ow!
gver !V

The Caterpillar stood up, handling the whip manfully.
The thong lashed round the nuts as they rushed to the
attack. Irank Conrtenay, frowning, had eclenched his
fists, prepared to defend the trap against boarders. As
a rule, Fonsonby & Co. did not care to come to too close
quarteras with the chums of the Fourth. But they were
confident in their numbers now.

They swarmed over Lhe trap in spite of the lashing
whip, and Frank Courtenay hit out fromn the shoulder,
but he was overwhelmed.

In a few minutes the two of them were losged into the
road. Courtenay was on his feet again in a twinkling;
but the Caterpillar sat in the prass and smniled.

“Come on!” shouted Frank.

De Courcy yawned.

“What's the good, dear boy? They're too many for
us. Let 'em have the trap, and pet on with their
stealin’. I'm quite comfy here!™

Courtenay paused. It was not much use repewing the
Lussie, with nine against two. Vavasour and Ponsonby
werp lifting the box into the captured trap, and Monson
beld the horse. They grinned at the two chums
derisively.

“Come on if you want some more, vou funks!” howled
Mcrton,

“Caterpillar—"'

“Oh, rats!" said the Caterpillar. “What’s the good?
But 1'll back you up if you like, Franky. Anythin’ for
& quiet life!”

And the Caterpillar rose yawning from the grass, and
pushed back his enffs in a businesslike manner, Thers
was a sudden shout from Vavasour,

“Greyfriars cads!™

“My bhat! Buck up, there!” called out Pon. *Tumble

[

Go for the cad! Oh, my hat! Dump 'em

in

“The Greyfriars chaps!”
on '™

Across the fields, from the direction of the Friardale
Hoad, nine rumning figures came in sight. Harry
Wharton & Co. were on the frack. They had easily
found the tracks of the Hicheliffe raiders in the wet and
muddy fields, and the marks where the box had been
rested cq. route several times. Following that “sign *—
clear enpugh to their eyes experienced in scouteraft—
they hod canght sight of the trap in the distance, and
the fight raging round it. It was not necessary to look
for tracks any longer. They came on at a breakmeck
pace, crossing the wet fields like deer.

Ponsonby pritted his teeth as he spotted them. He
bad not expected purswit to begin so soon—knowing
nothing of the faet that Billy Bunter had carried the
alarm to Grrgfrmrs while he was dealing with Temple
& Co. Bob Cherry’s voice came booming through ihe
winter air.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There they are!”

“Put it on!” shouted Wharion.

The Highcliffians tumbled into the trap, after the box,
at top speed. They were only anxious to ‘escape with

shouted Courtemay. “Come

their plunder. But they reckoned without Courtenay
and the Caterpillar.
“Come on, Caterpillar!”

*T'm comin’, dear boy. Now for vour nose, Pon!”

“Btand back, vou fools——->"

“RKnock ‘em into the ditch!”

“Buck up!™

“There was a fierce affray round the trap,
moment the Greyfriars juniors grew nearer.

The moment they arrived the tables would be turned
upon Ponsenby & Co. with a vengeance,

Ponsonby realised that. He saw defeat ahead, and the
recapture of the precious box. He sprang into the trap
and gathered up the reins, while his comrades were
busily engaged with the two chums, Vavaseur spotted
him, and leaped into the trap after him as it was set in
motion.

“Btop!” yelled Gadshy, as he heard the rattle of the
wheels. “ Stop for wus, Pon, you cad! Stop

“I'm savin’ the loot!'" yelled back Fon. " You beggars
run for it!"

“ Desertin® his pals, by gad!” prinned the Caterpillay.
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“ Done ! muttered Courtenay.

Ponzouby, driving at a reckless aﬁeed, swept down the
road in the trap. nddy and breathlesa, Harry Wharton
& Co. came pouring through the hedge into the road.
The trap was gone—and the colonel’s box im it.
1‘1}1151‘.}:1]1':.? and Vavagour were gone, too. And the rest
were going.,

Fonsonby had told them to run for it, but they did
not need telling. They were not in the lcast disposed
for a battle royal with the hardest hitters in the Remove
Form at Greyiriars.

Gadsby leaped om his bicyele, and pedalled off after
the trap. The rest made a rush for the fields,

“Go 1t, Greyfriars!”

“ Mop ‘em up!” reared Bob Cherry.

There was a rush after the fleeing Highclifians. Bob
Cherry swooped down on Courtenay and the Caterpillar,
who remained standing in the road.

“You in this, too!" he einculated. *“ Well, old pals,
I'm going to wipe up the read with you ™

And Boh hurled himself opon the two chums, and the
three of them rolled in the road together.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Floored at the Finish!

a3 Y gad i
*Leppo!™ ;
Harry Wharton came up, panting.
“ Let gpo, Bob—that's Courteray, that's the:
E:Eurpi!lar, vou ass!” he exclaimed. “'They're pals!
go:"

He dragged off his chum, and Courtenay and De
Courcy sat up breathlessly.

“You silly auss!” shouted Courtenay.

“ You blinkin® chump !"” gasped the Caterpillar,

“ Weren't you in the game?" asked Bob, realising thab
perhape he had been o little too hasty.

“ No, you fathead! WNo, youn asa! That’s our trap Pon
has collared, after pitching us out of it!” roared
Courtenay. “Didn't you see us scrapping, you silly
fathead?”

“Wow I come to think of it, I did,” admitted Bob.
“ Nover mrind, no harm done !

“You've rolled me in the mud, you ass!”

“ Look at my clothes, you burblin’ chump!” )

“Well, look at mine!” said Bob cheerily. “It's all in
the day’s work, my sons! What did you let Pon collar
your trap for? He's %ﬂ- our box of tuck.”™

" Zorry, vou fellows!" said Wharton. “Xob’s an ass!”

“(Oh, don’'t mench ! smiled the Caterpillar. “I'm
sorry we couldn't stop the rotters goin® away with your
box. It's a goner now!"

Wharton knitted his brows,

“Perhaps not. I suppoze they're heading for High-
cliffe.” The cagtnin of the Remove looked after the trap;
it hud vanished round a bend in the road. * There's a
chance yet."

A fat figure came panting wp across the field, and
rolled into the road. Billy Bunter, blazing with warmth,
drenched in perspiration, arvived breathless and almost
speechless.

“7 sav, you fellows! Got it*" he gasped.

“No, fatty. Pon’s got it--and gone!”

“{h, you fatheads! O, you asses! Oh, vou dufiers—
vou chumps—you silly cuckoosg—you blithering burblers
Y arcoooool ! _

Billy Buunter’s tirade ended suddenly, as Squiff grasped
Lhim by the shoulders, and sat him down in the road.
The Removites were not in a8 humour to be slanged by
William George Bunter,

“Shut up, you fat chump

“ Groooogh I _ -

“Come on!" said Wharton quickly. “ Pon will have to
drive round hy the road, and theve's just a chanee of
eutting him off from Higheliffe, across the fields and
through the weood. Every chap who ean run come afler
me Eﬂ

Wharton sprang through the hedge, and starbed. Bob
Cherry and Suiff apd Peter Todd were after him in a
twinkiing, “Tom Brown and Vernon-Smith followed.

[k

growled Squilf.

SOMETHING STUPENDDUS COMING! WATCH THE “BOYS FRIEND.” SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COMING!
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Our artist here depicis a mldnight attack upon the German trenches,

Then Jonnoy Bull and Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh darted affer them. Strung out in a line, the nine
juniors of Greyfriars went specding across the field.

The Caterpillar looked after them, and yawned,

“"What territic  cnergy, Franky!" he remarked.
“Halle! Aven't yvon poin’, Buuterr Pile in, dear hoy;
you're built for a runner, you know! You'll beat "em I

Billy Bunter picked lhmself wp. gasping.

“Groogh! I'm fagged! Groogh! Beasts! They've got
our tuck, beasts! shall jolly well expect to he paid
for my whaek in it! Grooogh! I held Wharien
responsible——  Oh, dear! Grovogh!”

“Come on, Franky: we'd beticr get inlo Courtheld!
We can get a wash an’ brush-up there; we need it,” aaid
the Caterpillar. “We'll liive ancther trap. I wonder
if Pon will get clear. I wish him luck 1"

“And I wish the Greyfriars fellows Inck!” growled
Conrienay.
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Bom%-throwing is a fealure of trench-warfare in which the British Tommy wvsually covers himself with glory. i

The Caterpiflar nodded amically.

“2o do L7 he said, *T wish ‘em both luek! T lope
o'l getk away, and T hope Wharton'll eatch him, and
give lim beans! There, 1 can’t suy fairer than that!
Come on, I want a wash, and I sha'n’t be happy 4l I
et it !

The Caterpillar and Frank Courtenay walked away by
the footpath to €curtficld. Billy, Bunter Llinked after
them, and then stacted for Greyfriarvs, limping anc
veopning.  Billy Bunter had done more sprinting that
afternoon than he had done in the whole term previously,
and it had teld em him. e waz feeling a compicte
wreek by the time he reached Greyfriars,

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co. were running their
haxdest,

Their sgcont rvuns round about Greyfriars had made
them thoroughly acguainted with the lie of the land,

Apother Magnificent, Long, Oomplete Bohool Tale of

Harry Wharton & Q0. Order ths * Magnei'’ in advance.
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and they kuew every field and wood, lane and by-path.
Wharton had not o moment’s hesitation before sturting,
he knew exactly where to head for. The road Ponsonby
was following was like a bow, and n short cut througl
the fields and woods represented the string. Though the
horse, of course, could po faster than the fastest yimner,
the juniors had g much smaller distance to cover, and
there was a sporting chance that they could reach High-
cliffe first. And if they could liead off Pousonby from
Highcliffe, it would be easy to deal with him.

ey ran on hard and fast, leaping ditches, plunging
through hedges, tearing throush thickets, reckless of
thern and bramble.

The pace was hot, and could only be stayed by the
stoutest runners. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was the
first to crack up under {he strain, when a mile had been
covered.

“My esteemed chums,” he panted, “I1 am dounefully
finizhed I'

" Hang on, Inky!" called back Wharton. *Take it
l:-ns:}j-, old chap; you'll be in at the death ™

“If you leave your esteemed coat with me, my worthy
chum, vou will run mors fastfally.”

“Eﬁﬂd EE {H

*That’s rvight; chuck 'em off I” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Tt was & happy thought. Without stopping, the juniors
tore off their coata, and threw them down for Inky to
gather up. They were now in their foothall clothes, just
as when they t Little Side, and in pood trim for
running, :

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gatherved up eight coats, and
carried them on in a big bundle on his shoulder, pro-
ceading at a walk, The rest of the party ran on more
freely, and were soon out of sight,

Tom Brown was the next to come to grief, Tolling
into a ditoh, and emerging from it in a shocking state.
By the time he was clear, the reet were far ahead, and
Tom dropped out, and headed for Greyfriars.

_ deven, juniors were still running hard—Wharton and
Bob Cherry and Bquiff in the lead, the rest strung out
behind. Frank Nugent gave it up in the next mile, and
then Johnny Bull tailed off, quite winded. 'Then, as they
croszed a corner of Courtfield Heath, Vernon-Smith pnt
his foot in a rabbit-hole, and hurt his ankle. He limped
away,. making emphatic remarks to himaelf. Peter
Todd was the next victim, cabching his foot on a feuce
he intended to clear at a bound, and coming a terrific
© “eropper.” Toddy limped away mumbling.

But the race was nearly run sow.” Wharton and Bol
Cherry and Sampson Quincy Ifley Field, shoulder %o
shoulder, were rmnnipg tirelessly. They came out inte
the Highcliffe road neck and aeck.

Ahead of them, in full sight, was Higheliffe School.
1?1“ road was bare. A motor-car hooted by, and that was
akl.

The three juniors halted, their breath coming and
going in great throbs,

“Have we done it? ﬁaapeﬁ Bob. _

“No sign of the trap™ gasped Bquiff. “1I think we've
done it, unless Pon drove at a record speed all the time.”

Wharton did not alk; he ran into the road, and
bent, and examined it. There was thick mud in the
road, and it was cut up by wheel-tracks. But Wharton
had not practised as s scout for nothing,

“There's not been a trap by here for some time,” he
gaid, as ke rose, “Those wide tracks are a market-
eart’s, and, you see, they've gone over the other tracks,
excepting those of the motor that just passed. A market-
part waa the last thing on the road. e can gee half a
mile of the road, and there's no market-cart in sight, so
it’s at least a quarter of an hour since it passed here.
S0 no trap has passed here for a quarter of an hour, at
least. Ponsonby couldn't have done it fast enough to
get here a quarter of an hour age. 8o he hasn't passed

et.”
ve Brave!” chirruped Bob Cherry.
craft does for you."

“That's right enough!" said Squifi.
junior examined the muddy read, and nodded.
as rain! Wea're ahead of Pon.”

“Pake cover, and wait ! said Harry.
to give him a chance of dodzing us.”

“What-ho!"
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“That's what scout-

“ Right
“We den't want

The Australian.

‘I'he three juniors hurried inte a clmmp of lrees by the
roadside.  From that cover, they waiched the read,
unseen themselves, They were still panking; but it did
not take them long to recover from the effects of the hard
run. They were sound in wind and limb. But as they
waited they went throvgh exercises with imaginary dunb-
bells, to keep a chill from stealing upon them, Now that
they were not running, their scanty garb was but a poor
protection against the wind.

Dut they had not long Lo wait.

Five minutes after they had taken cover, there was a
ratile of wheels on the road, a jingle of harness.

They looked out caunticusly from cover, with gleaming
eyes.

Down the road a trap came bowling merrily, driven
by Ponsonby, with Vavasour sitting on the big box in
the trap, and Gadsby following on his bike. The Ehree
Highcliffians were orinning, evidently without the
slightest suspicion that their retreat had been ent off.
Ponsonby & Co. eould not have made thal hard run across
country to save their lives, and they did not dream that
the chums of Greyfriars had done it, or, indeed, were
capable of it.

Bat they were soon to make the discovery. As the trap
camp abreast of the clump of trees, three active figures
leaped out info the road.

Before Ponsonby knew what waos happening, Squiff was
at the horse’s head, and had dragged the animal to a

helf.

Wharton and Bob Cherry rushed at the trap.

“Hy gad!” gasped Vavasour, hiz eyes almost starting
from his head. " Those Greyfriars rotters! It's—it's
m-magic "

Yonsonby, gritbing his teeth, lashed out.savagely with
the whip at Squiff. But the Ausiralian junior held on
grimly to the horse.

And Ponsonby had ne time for more than a couple of
cuts, Wharton and Bob were clambering into the trap.

Yavasour put up a very feeble resistance, and waos
pitched out, neck and crop, into the rond. FPonsonby
clubbed the whip, and 5truck out ficreely, Lut Bob
Cherry's knuckles caught him on the point of the chin,
and he went backwards into the trap, sprawling over the

box, yelling.

“Yah! Oh! roared Ponsonby. ' Back up, Gaddy!
Back up, Vav "

But the chief of the nuts called in vain. Godsby was
speading on towards Highcliffe on his bike, and Vavasour
was following as fast as his lepa could carry him.

FPonsonby was deserted, even as he had deserted Monson

and the rest an hour before. In the grasp of two pamrs
of hands, he was whirled out of the trap, and dumped
down in a puddle.

“ Looke like a Greyfriars win, after all,” grinned Bob
Cherry.

M Mang you!™ stuttered Popsonby. * How did you get
here, yvou rotters?”

“Trotted ! chuckled Bobh. " Ehanks’ Eon;f, old man!
We'll horrow this trap for a bit, if you don't mind. Do
you mind?”

“*Hang you!"

“ Gimme that whip,” said Squiff. “He was very liberal
with it; I should imagine he would like o taste of it
himself.”

“Yaroooh ! roared Ponsonby, j'um];)ing clear into the
air as the lash curled round his legs, * Yow-ow-ow! You
beast-—yaroooch—stoppit ™

“Run, you hﬂ%gar—-run!" chuckled Squifi, lashing
away. “It's all right; this is only what you were
riving me."”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Ponsonby dodged the lash and ran for Highcliffe.
Squiff pursucd him a dozen yards, cracking the whip.
Then he returned, grinning, to the trap.

“We'd better clear off,” he remarked. “Pon will be
hack with a horde of the rotters if we stay hoere.”

“The others don't seem to be coming on,” remavked
Hob, with a glance back acrosa the heath. “ Anvway,
they'll come to the achool. “Let's %et roing. We can't
serap with twenty Highelific rotters!”

“ Right-ho ™

SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COMIRG! WATCH THE “BOYS' FRIEND.” SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COKINGI



The three juniord climbed into the trap, and Wharton
took the reina, The vehicle bowled away cheerily for
Greyiriars.

“And here's the piddy box of mystery!” said Bob
Cherry, thumping the nailed-up case. " Here it is, safo
and sound ! R"Ec’%] have a feed to eelebrate our victory
when we get it open !”

And in preat spirits the victorious Removites drove up
to the school gates,

THRE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Secret Out at Last! :
“ S5AY, you fellows!”™ It was Billy Bunter again.
I The fat jumior was at the gates, waiting and
watching like Sister Auwne. " Gobt it?”
“Yea, rather!™

“(Oh, pood!” Bunter’s eyes oleamed behind his
spectacies. " Ripping! Hadn't the rotters opemed it?
Hurrah !

" Have the other fellows come in?" asked Harry,

“Yes; they're all in. Toddy’s limping, and Brown was
smothered with mud,” prinned Bunter. *Smithy had
hurt his ankle, and he crawled home. e seems to be
rather in a temper. He, he, he!”

“ Hallo, hallp, hallo! Here's Franky!” Nugent came

hurrying down fo the gates. * Lend a hand with this box,
Frank.”

" Hurrah " chortled Nugent

"i'he colonel’s box was lifted out of the trap. Wharton

ealled Gosling out of his lodge. The trap was handed
over to the porter, to be sent back to the livery stables in
Courtlield, where the Caterpillar had hired it; Gosling
cheerfully undertaking the task in consideration of certain
eoins of the realm—conveniently putting aside his
principles on the subject for the nonce.

Then the ¢chums of the Remove joyously bore the bhox
ecoross tha quadrangle to the School House, Hurree Jamset
Ram BSingh and Johnuy Bull came to lemd a hand at
earrying it in. As the Famous Five bore it up to the
landmg, Temple and Dabney and Fry met them. Temple
& Co. looked at the hox, and locked at the Famous Five,
with feelinga too deep for words.

“So you've got it?" gasped Temple at last.

“I'he potfulness is terrific, my esteemed Temple™

" Looks like it!” grinned Bob Cherry. * Let Temple
have it, vou fellows——"

“ What?"”

* On the waisteoat !” explained Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yoop!" roared Temple, as the Famous Five marched
on, and the end of the box came inte violent contaect with
his chest. * You zilly asses—— Oh, my hat!”

Temple sat down suddenly, and the chums of the
Hemove marched cheerily on. The box was borne
triumphantly inte Neo. 1 Study, and planked down on the
tahle.

Billy Bunter bustled in after the Famous Five, his eyes
plistening, his very apectacles seceming to glitter with
excifement.

“"Got a chizel? he chirruped. “Got s hammer! Try
the poker! Get it open! I'm hungry—fearfully hungry
—-famished, in fact! What are you fellows wasting time
for? Smash it open, I tell you !

But the juniors did not heed Dunter. The Owl of the
Remove chafed with impatience as Bob Cherry fetched a
chizsel and & hammer from the tool-chest in his study.
Then the hox was started upon. Bang! Bapg! Bang!

Crack! Crack! Creak®

The strongly-nailed lid was prised up at last. The
juniors dragpged the waoden slips away. Straw packing
wasg revealed inside. .

¥ What the merry dickens!” cjacnlated Bob in surprise,
“They don't generally pack tuck in straw, do they?”

‘the walls of Greyfriars!
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“* Perhaps it isn’t tuck ¥ emiled Wharton,

“Oh, my hat! Fancy Temple and those Higheliffe
bounders faggiug themselves after this box if there’s
no tnek in it!”

“It i tuek ! roared Bumter. “It wmmst be fuck! I
know it's tuck! 1t simoply must be tuck! I'm hupgrr!™

“Ha, ha, ha !

Wharton dragged out the straw packing. It was very
ithick and ¢lose, and there was a preat deal of it. Then
there was thick tissue-paper packing. With growing
surprise, the jumiors dragged it out. TFhen Wharton's
hand came in contact with something hard.

“What the dickens——"

e dragged it out. The remnants of the packing fell
away from it, and it was revealed.

“A—a—a kik-kik-kik-cop ! stutfered Bob Cherry.

It was a tall, handsome silver cup, evidently a football
cup. The chums of the Remove gazed at it blankly.
Wharton had wondered what might be in the box, but he
had never dreamed of this.

“ A fooler eup ™ he gasped.

“ A footer cup! ©Oh, my ouly sainted zunt ™

Therd was a yell of wrath from William George
Bunter. It was ¢nly too clear now that there was no
“tuck ” im the precious box.

“¥ah! It's a swindle! Yah!

“There's a note tied on it,” said Nugent.

Harry Wharton opened the letter. It was written in
his unele’s hand.

“ Dear Harry,—-This i3 the little surprise T mentioned
to you. 1 wish the ¢up to be put up for competition
among the Juui:}r Forms of Greyfriarg—Shell, Fourth,
Remaove, and Third, T have already consulted the Head
on the matter, and he has kindly consented to present the
ciep to the winping team,—Your affectionate uucle,

“Jaumes WaanToR.”
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Harry Wharton's eyes plistened.

“Ien't he a brick? he exclaimed. “Isn’t it stunning?
Faney hia thinking of us like that while he was ouly home
for a few days from the Front! Isn't he a brick:™

“The brickfulness is terrific!”

“ Hooray !" 3

No. 1 Btudy rangr with the eheer the Famous Five gave.
The chums of the Remove gazed upon the handsome cup
in great delight. That the Remove team would win it in
ihe competition they had little doubt—or, rather, no
doubt at all. That remained to be seen, hawever. It
was certain that Hobszon & Co. of the Shell, at least, would
give them & severe tussle for it. But there was the cup
—the Colonel’'s Cup—as handsome a trophy as any within
No wonder the juniors cheered
t{le kind old soldier who had planned that surprise for
them.

There was one discontented veice. Foothall cups and
football competitions did not appeal to Billy Bunter in
the least. He blinked at the cup in speechless wrath for
some moments,

“Oh, isn't it rotten?” he pasped at last. “I eay, you
fellows, I'm going to have my whack, all the same. Look
here, it's all rot about competing for that cup! The best
thing, under the circumstances, iy to sell it at once, and
whack ount what we get for it. What do you say:"

Harry Wharton & Co. said nothing. They acted. Bill
Bunter departed from No. 1 Btudy with five boots behin
him, and his voice was heard no more. Then the Famous
Five sat down to a merry tea, and to plan the rules of
the forthcoming competition for the Colenel’s Cup.

THE END,

OUT NEXT THURSDAY.
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GREAT NEW SERIAL STORY

OF MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

MR DELAVILLE, formerly chief cashier at the GREAT
SOUTHERN BANK, 18 undoer suspicion, owing to the fact
that the RUBIES OF BHEBA, gems of immenso value,
which were placed in the bank's keaping, are missing.

TOM HEREWARD, a junior elerk at the bank.—to whom,
with his sister Dora, Delaville is acting as guardian-—deter-
mines to sift the matter out to smve his guardian from
disgraco.

A chart is discovered showing the whereabouts of a
trossure, of which the missing rubics originally formed a
part.

Tom and his chum, Will Sullowby, set out on a ship in
charge of Captain Bovton to find the treasure.

They reach the island where the treasure iz hidden, and,
after an interview with the natives thereom, decide to run
their ship up a river leading to the treasure-trove.

(Now go, on with the story.)

The River of Mystery.

The sun had been blazing mercitessly from a clondless sk,
Now from the horizon thers crept upwards faint cloudy hazes,
growing moro darkly groy, then coppery, and piling theom-
aalvea goon into massea that in places woro black, A breeze,
fitful, warm, stifling rather than refreshing, vuffled the sea.
Bavton cast more than one anxions look at the shky.

: ‘t[_c:mlbt if we shall round the bluff in Hime to escape b
W SR,

' Escape what?" questioned Blake,

“The storm, Anvway, we must trv. Tlos 15 the weather
side of the istand, aund if the storm breaks we shall be driven
achore. O, you laudsmen! How can [ tell vou the way to
trin;J those sails?  Heve, Tom, take the hekn, and keep it just
s,

By the time the brig was off the bluff, the waves were
runting high. The breeze, no longer fitful, had becomoe o
shrigking gale. Then, almost as suddenly as the brig put her
nose past the binff, the storm seemed to have passed.

Cliffs, citffs, eliffs! Alwawvs lolby, always as if smoothly”
chiseiled. Cliffs rising from out the water; ¢lilis overhangiug,
et not A rrugmt}nt of whigh :tr.r_nﬂ::lr-:'qi o liave ever fallop,
EHard, repellent-looking oliffe, gloomy alwave, tereifving now
in the gatheving blackness of the sky.

SWWe muzt anclhior,” s=aid Boston. “Thiz little woather
dizturbacee will not be over belore moonrise, I wish thereo
were an tnlet, or pioees of shallow water. DPractically, we are
on a mountain side here,”

“Look yoeader ! said Tom, poiniing,

Bovton peered.

“It 1= an olet,™ he said,

Tree Macyxer Lienany.—XNo, 415

The hrig' wad nearing b rapidly —a creel: some !mmlrad
vards wide, between rocla, mountainous on thi one Bn:lu;-. aqul
on the other but a fow feet in height, and these passing in
turn to low-lying land.

“Tt must be the creek " said Tom.

Skilfully and neatly, as if handling & yacht on the Thames,
the eailor brought the brig between the threatening rocky
sentinels, and so into the channel of the creclk; but cven os
he did eo, and the liitle anchor was cast, he uttered an ex.
clamation of dismay, for the hawser ennﬁml. and the brig
bore rapidly onwarda past threatenin uffs fo whal ap-
peared a sheer mass of rock, bub which at a turn in the
atveam pevealed itself g3 o huge cavernous opening, black as
night,

Something in the appeavance of thai huﬁﬁ rocky opening
struck cold horror to the hearts of those who saw it What
terrific forces of WNature had so ripped the fowering granito
hills? Grotesguely enough, it bad somewhat the shape of a
mouth, From the arched upper border there projected
jagged masses that one could imagine to be teeth. IE was as
if some titapic moenster weore swallowing the waters of the
OCCAn.

Instinetively the advenlurera sought to bring ihe brig to,
but she was carried like a cork on a awifs rivalet. The amall
anchor of the brig had been only half hauted ; it lay over the
bows. Boyton ghpped the cable, ond 3 ran out. The brig
wenk an, the E:I.-E:'E.' camie taut, bheld for an instant, then
gsonapped lilke a piece of string, and the brig sped forward into
the vawning blackness.

So lofty was the opening that the masts did not touch the
arcll. Tom made a frantic effort with a boathook to cluteh
the rocky side near where he stood, and nearly went over.
board for his paing, Before they could de anything, or think
of anvthing lilkely to stay their conrse, tho adventurers were
in total darkness.

And now to the hovror of this was added a rumbling voae
that held & tecrfying threat of something worse. Doyion
staod by the wheel, although he had no posaibiiity of steering.
The noses beeame louder with cach passing second. And
now upon darkness aud roar there caine heat, a clammy,
hath-like heat that opencd every pore.  The air was like
steam.

Tom groped his way to where the landern had been placed.
s hands were wet; his clothing was goaked; but his box
of matches was in o weathertizhiz rubber pouch, and, nsing
infinite care, he mansged lo hght fhe lanteen, As ita raye
flashed to the one side and the other, above and below, the
adveunturera positively gaapod,

Whalls and roof wore black and red, as i charced. Below,
the waters van like a mill-race, Roecly mazscea were viewalila
in oue instant, and thivty waeds behind o the next. The
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roof ran straight, but the walls increased in height, and as the

explanation flashed on Tom, he anid hoarsely :

“We ave desconding ! :

Doseending ‘o what? Descending to the world™s intertor?
It seemed =0, for as at one moment the craft came near one
gido of the Eusmge Tom's hand touched the rock, and he with-
drew it with a cry of pain. The rock was hot.

And then for ane brief moment, as the channe]l made a
eurve, the black night of the tunnel was illuminated by a dull-
red glow, and the air became charped with sulphurcuas
vopours.  And from now on, during some ten scconds, there
eame & din, compared with which the roar and rumble of a
hundred traction-engimes would be as silence. The rocks
scemoed to aquiver under huge blows, and some glimmering
scnse of the awful redlity came wpon the adventurers when
through o gap in one wnﬂ they saw, amid the red light of the
interior, & nighty mase of rock cast upwards and fall as a hall
that i3 thrown in the air, )

And now there came another noise—a hissing, yet not like
that of steam. The air cooled suddenly. he cralt was
speeding like an arrow. Ouwly one cry came from Tom-—a
warning, inatinetive Et‘_;.-'—"Gfl 1 And with the word he
flung himself on the deck, w:ish his feet braced against the
bulwarks, and his fingere clutching an iron ring.

Mawn, down, down! An avalanche of water beating down
upon the frail timbers, the gquivering bodies, and smashing
like matehwood the deckhouse and mast. Down, dowr,
down, with the knowledge that the thing to which they clun
was being hurled one way, and another, turned over a
gver, far in the depths of some world of battling waters,
Then light, air, warmth, and silence, save for the carolling of
i hird, ,

The adventurers opened their eyes.

Had they passed through the gates of death? Such half.
formed delusions aped s they took in the material character
of thew surroundings. The brig's deck had been swept of
cverything save its living occupants. The craft was water-
logzred, but 1t floated on o placid stream, with its bows cosily
wedgod inte a bark of soft earth, and its port side so cloge
to another bank, smooth, mosay, Hower-epangled, that Tam
stepped ashore. :

“So one ig alive !” gasped Blake.

“1 should imagine that two are, unless you prefor being
called dead. I'll go better, and say that four are.” This as
- Will and Royton iog-nn to disentaigle themselves.

*“The crail msn't moving,”
COVOrY,

“Where are we !™ came from Blake wonderingly.

“Heaven only knows where we are now, Five minutes ago
I thought we had acrived 1o Hades,” zaid Boyton.

“Tat this i=sn't daylight, nor meonlight. What is it 17
brofee out Tom exeitedly, “ Look-—leok ! And he peinted
upwards.

ruly, it wae enough Lo stupely,

Imagine, in place of a sky, a roof distent some hundreds of
wurds, thrice loftice than the world's lofliest eathedral ; & rool
with down-hanging pointa of orystal, and dark cavernoua
hollowa, and masses of rock—or whatever it was—like giant
carvings; o rvoof without onc suggestion of a world Iving out-
side; and then, hetween this vroof and the feor en which they
stood, a faintly greyish atmosphere, as if thrown by tinted

lobes ; and then, lower still, an undulating stretch of land,
I.ghmugh which ran a sinuous streak, and in the far distance a
mass of purple-greyish light, like some glorious sotling sun.

“Where are we?" repeated Blake, Then, oxultingly:
© (oh, that we should live to see it! We are in the Under-
world—the Underworld that men thick a myth! Why, this
13 grander than any emporor’s domam on the broad earth 1™

Huytun BWWne rouwnd upion the ﬁ'[}eu[-i.ﬁr,

“You are not telling me seriously that we sre in the
earth's interior?”

"“We certminly are there
Tem and Will,”

Will had moved away. Now he turned and pointed.

“We came from there, where you sce those swirling
cddies,” he smd.

“ And where are wo going ¥

The guestion was put by Taom, =

*Torwave,” answered DBlake. ““What! Would yvou wish
:l.rﬁurs{h]f AW Y from what the scientists of {he world would
give their Lives to find?”

“Yes, we will zo lorward,” put in Tom,
say, Wil

“Waoean'd very well go backward, so Tor 25 T con see™

Tlheir way led almost parallel with the Lank of e stveam.
The tatter was of considerabic width, for in piaers the further
shore nlmost passed out of srht Heve avd there obstacles
in the form of rock or bushes made them cuine right down
npan t-;lf.‘ :ct peam margnt. Un one such ccrasion Tom oried:

Y Tadt

“What 1= 117" azked Boayton.

"Tom pointed to the stones near the wates,
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said Wi, as if making a dis-

We can be nowhere else.  Aslk

His face wes thoushtful.

“What do you

Lying ikere,

BONDAY—

commeandingly :

- behind these bushes.

wiveny,  The “Magmer™ oue,

bleached and broken, but still recogmisable, were homan
bones.

Bleke went forward and picked up a skull,

“A man's!” he said, with the confidence of one who knows,
1t iz the skull of a man of middle ape and foirly high

mtellizence.” .
“Then the place has been visited before!” said Tom.
“Visited! 1 the visifors took return tickets, they didn't
Why, the river shore is covered

use them. Lock yonder!
with bones.” i 1 _
““The place must be inhabited,” said Tom. o
“I don't sec any ‘rust’ about it,” Will remarked. “IUs
just as likely that those bones belonged to some poor sailors
who got swept into the creek and came out less fortunately,
than ourselves.” ] ,
Barely had the words been said tham Tom's voice cama

ou can make wvourselves; ond croep’
hear paddles!” ) )

There was not one heart among the four that did not throb
s little moro forcefully in those moments of watching and
waiting. What were these beings moving upen the solemn
waters of mystory? Were they indeed human? :

And now the sound of the paddles became audible ta all,
and with it & weird, plaintive, semi-musical sound, as of
vOiges Inourning. . )

Had their lives depended on their net doing eo, the com<
panions would have raised their heads to gaze. They felt
they must see what there was to be seen. They must look
upon this unknown pecple. And then, in a moment, they

“Down! Flat as

SAW,
Coming slowly round a bend in the river was a eralk
shaped ]ﬁ(ﬁ the body of a swan, some thirty feet in length,
with the neck and head perfectly proportioned to the body,
the neck being curved in the manner of a swan’s when
SW UMD, .
The boat was deckless, and had cross seats, upon which
sat rowers, whose long ocars protruded throu h openings ik
the sides of the eraft. Above this part of Lhe bout was a
kind of platform on high supports, and on the platferm lay
something that scemed fo have been draped in purple cloth.
Oin eitﬁer side of it two people knelt, whether men o
women our friends could only guess. They were dark as
Sonthern Europeans, and bad Jong bair, jet-black in hue.
They were clad in flowing garments, also of purple, and
every now and again as they broke inte & plaintive wailing
they rent their garments, as if in real or simulated grief.
Bichind the group stood a tall man, ¢lad in pure while,
with & vellow, metellic circlet round his brow. x
The boat came nearer and yet nearer, Now it was
apposite the hiding-place of our friends. Tom <¢raned

forward. He was a true student, and he knew that he was
seeing just what had been scen in old Egypt when Moscs
was & And then, just as the eager lad was gentl

pressing aside a branch to get a clearer view, his knee slipped,
and the revolver he held exploded. :

On the instant every rower secmed paralysed, The repord
hod rung out just as the long oars ]:mail been raised from the
water. 'Thoy remained suspended, The mourners cessed
their waling., Every face on the boat, im:lu:ting that of the
white-robed man, expressed intense astonishment. And
now, a3 a mourner puinted to where the faint vapour from
the discharged revolver still drifted, every head was boweds

Not a word had been said by Tom's companions. Angry
veproaf would have done no good; weords of regret would
not have remedied matters, Each one of the four felt that
the mishap had brought things to a climax, Something
would happen; what it might be they could not guess.

But the almest uniform behaviour of these people
cnlightened them, ) . .

“They take it as supernatural,” said Blake, in a whisper,

The white-robed mmn raised one hand and scemed to
sposk.  The vowers tarned the prow of the boat to the shore.
As it touched land the man deseended, first to the boab
interior, and then by way of the prow to the ground.

Now he prostrated himself.
W‘f_:ﬁ'h:ﬂ, in the name of Gomini, ara we o do?™ gasped

il

“Oboy orders!™ flashed back Tom, “Follow me in singla
i:te, and then stand ready for action, in line, while I inter-
view that gentfeman' -

Malding his revolver, Tom strode forward. When some
twenty feet fram the prostrate man, he stopped; ralsed his
¢ajz, and smiled. Until that moment he bad not becn aware
wiether the eap, a tiphtly-litting one of fAannel, was still
on iz head or lr:l.ld been lest in that awiul experience in the
walors,

Tom's pood sense told Bim that 4 would not puy t!ﬁg
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longy run to assume the character of supernatueal visitants,
and that any dramatic assumption of  majesty would be
N 3Cnievous.

Possibly 1t was the smile that did the teick. It was an
fiwonest smilg, for the idea of any vational being prostrating
himself before Blake, Boyton, and company struck Tom as
comical.

Tom bent forward. The prostrate man momentarily raised
h!'i- lmad, and then scemed to buary !11'.-3 faece 1n the earth,

Tom went to his side, slooped, took one hand of the
stranger, and pently motioned himn to rise.

The other obeyed,

And the two stood therve, looking at one another; one of
them a man who might have stepped out of a street in old
Thebes some four thousand years ago, the other a twentieth
eontury Englishman.

Again good sensze puided Tom.

He pointed to his companions. and then nt the far part of
the river, trying to convey by sirns that they had come from
the upper world by that wav.

The eyes of the white-clad man no langer expressed fear.
They suddenly blazed with exciternent. Hpe ran cne hand
gently over Tom's cloth-clad form, locked into his eves. and
then touched wande:ingll;f the barrel of the rovolver. Then
he pointed eagerly to Blake, Bovton, Will, and Tom: himself,
touched hiz own breast, and looked a question.

Tom nodded,

"“Ha aska whether we are beings like themselves, and 1
have told him yes,” he explained. 4

“Then I ecall it & confounded piece of cheek on vour pash”
;lpbidl Wil “I-don't know but what I'll bring an action for
ibel,™

Tom touched his owa chest, and spoke his name. Then ke
did the same by his companions. Lastly he touched the
Btranger. 2

“Menathon," respondod the other :

M That's strange, to bezin with,” said Blake.
has a Greek sound.”

“ Ask him why they're having this little beanfeast,”™ spe-
geated Will,

Aenathon wunderstood the signs made by Tom.  The
answer cames dramatically enmig;TL First, the man pointed
to the purple-draped, recumbent figure, and then to the
bones on the river-shore,

“A funeral,” said Tom.

“Qh, I puessed that!" eaid Blake.
wonder?"”

Now Menathon pointed to the far distance where the purple
!.ighi. rayed out,

“He ashs whother we wish fo go there,” said Tom., “But
at this rate we shall not acquire a knowledes of the languane
very quickly. T want to learn all about fhis tersa
mcognite."

Asg the Latin phrase known to every schoolboy was spelien.
Menathon started. Then he broke into speech,

“What language 13 that—Eaperanto or double Durch?™
Will asked, without addressing anyone in particular,

No one replied. Tom seemed to think for a second or
two; then stumblingly, and with a relentless renvder of gram-
mar that would have broken a classical master’s heari, e
spoke a sentence in Latin.

Menathon's brows narrowed. Ho seemed puseled. Then
!m smiled, nodded, and replied, picking hiz words, and sneak-
ing slowly, aa when one speaks English to a fercigner who
ia weak in the tongue.

Tom clap his hands.

“Splendid!” he cried. “T can wnderstand quite a lot
“of what he says. The name of the ecountry iz Kamtheo.
That mass of purple light yonder i3 Kamurba, It i2n't pure
Latin that he talks, but & sort of mixture.”

All four of the friends were at it now, jabbering  their
mutilated, half-forgotten Latin, puzzling thuir interlocursr.
and getting puzzled in forn, bot lewreine mochi: aind this
—chief of all other thingsﬁlfm pleee was indeed the 1 pder-
world, for the very oxistence of the uwprey worlid was a
raatter of controverav.

“Indeed, of the most bitter controversy.” said Menathon,
with omphasis.

“But surely vou as a vace have a lustery, and that muost
tell you that people live on the earti’s suwclace " aaid Blake.

“Strangers,” returned Menathon, *“there 15 an old treadi-
bion that, about sixty hves ago, there reloned inoa Far land
a crual king named Nero. At thal time there were many
who worshipped a divine being, known as the Chrisros amld
Nero eaught these people, and put them o torture, aud the
deatly, whera they were torn by wild beasts, And coritatn of
these worshippers of the Christus became wrath, and planeed
to ezcape from where Nero held swax,

“MNeow, one of them was a man who sailed the watere, ainl
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had his vesael at Alexandria. He was an Esyptian—so the
narae runs—doubtleas an invented name; ho was joined by
others who had come from a holy ecity, and these brought
with tliem what they deemed to be wondrous riches—atones
of blue, and red, and green—given by a queen to a king
many lives before. And others they brought—even from
MNero's own city.

“And the ship sailed, and sailed far over many watoers,
until a great violence arcse—something strange to us--that
destroyed the ship. And thereafter they who had eailed wore
cast upon a rock, and, venturing again upon waters, were
brought hither by the way vou say you have come.”

Toin turned to lis companionas.

“IDhad wvon follow his words ' he asked feverishlv, ™ Hae
has piven the history of the fugitives' cxpedition almost as
told on the parchment.” ;

Menathon went on:

“Thoese who believe this story point to the Llue, and green,
arxl red stonea—for such we have—and to things wrought in
mctal, as proofs. Others there are—and these are the most
learned—whe laugh such teaching to scorn. Well, men hava
many gods, and many erceds, and it would i1ll become m~ to
say what was true and what false.”

“I sce hﬁht,*" said Will. *“The ancestors of these
people were Homans and Egyptians and Jews by blaad, and
the old national faiths have pained strength, and formed a
mongrelmixture.  We shall have 1o tredad warily, or we ehall
be unon someone’s corns.”™

* Always we pay tribate of the dead,” continuved Menathon,
“Oiten, also, of the living. We were taking the body of a
priest of Paulus to near the unsearchable way “—pointing
whenee the companions had come.  “Ouwr task is no longer
necded. Wea return to Kamurba, Will vou deizn to be iy
ouesks T

Tom was on the point of accepiing, for no other course
seemaed open, when Will nak in:

“1 don't want to spoil anvone's enjoyment of this pienie,
h‘l.ﬂ: between ourselves I wouldn't trust our friend here with

SIKpence while he went round the corner to get chanee. He

15 some sort of mongrel ]priest. Ihd you twig about tho
*priest of Paulus "7 They have made the ancstles into pagan
pods. Take my word for it, if we stand in his Hght, he'll
snuff ours out !’ :

“Yot we must go,” said Boyton, with emphasis.  “ Wa
Why, in this place, and until we get to know it,”
we are helpless.”

“That's s0,” sald Blake. *“It must be ° Farward all?
Keep our powder dry. Let 'em beliove what silly rot they
like. Look peaceful, act peaceably, learn whatever we camn,
and set before ws the great aim of getting back to the
upper world with whatever we can lay our hands on. Those
confounded Byzantine gems ot usg inte thisz hole; we are not
going out of it unleas we take a few ke "em.”

*Right!" shouted the athers, in chorus, for they all knew
the words to have vital impert

Aa the boat bove ihe companions nearer and nearer to
the distant purple have, the latter revealed itaclf in all the
glory of lofiy towers and buwe, palace.diko buildings; others
were more delicately structured. In fact, the city seemned,
as Will it it te bo a2 mixtere of old Rome, Athens,
Jornzalem. and Thebes, Yet it was a glortous whele, for

the buildings were of n pale pinkislh stone,

Avd now, too, they saw why the ety bad seemed alight.
It was because from towers innumeralde there raved out a
subdued. steady glow, Menathon explatned that these were
called tho “ Light Towers,” and that cach carried a hugo
lamp wlhich burned a kind of vapour taken from the earth.

Wore than once during the journey, which lasied about
four hours, the whiterobed man secmed on the point of
saving aometlhing that be had becen mentally debating. Now
he turned to Tom, as being the best Latin scholar present, and
remarked meaningly ;

“RKnowledze pives great power!”

Tom moerely nodded. e did ot care for truisms,

TAnd power 13 nob mood for thie masses,’” went on ihe
otiier. 1 who speak to vou am a opriest of two pods—
Pauluz and Adonis—mest respectable gods both of thamn.
As vou see. a city has been builded.  Well, they were
pricsla who Jesigned it, nricsts who designed the engines that
radzed the siones

W Latever laws, amd whatever learnicg we lave here, are
due to priesta. OF your world T have no knowledge, bat if
vent wo to the king vonder, awmd to his prople, and tell them
that vou ave mercly men. and give them of vour knowledyee,
vou will undermine all our pricstly power. Above all, da
Lot sucer ot onr wods,™

“How many bave vou?" psked Tom solemnly.

“Tet me zee "—and Menathon boman te tick them off
on  his fogers—“June, Solomoen, Adam, Tnoch, Paulus,
Apollo, Ananips——"
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l “Tell me,* sald the king, im a drawnling but not unpleasamt volce, * what

ye are, whence ye come, and

why ve are garbed thus?' “You had better be spokesman, Tom,” sald Boyton. (e page 27.)

Tom stified a langh,

“Oh, about forty of them altogether. There'll be forty-
four now that you have arrived ™

“TF you add Ally Sloper, Charlie Chaplin, and ' the man
who broke the bank at Monte Carlo,’ the list will be com-
plete,” eald Will, in his native tongue.

Now  the boat was almost at tghe landing-stage. Marble
steps could be scen running dowa to the level of the water
Upon what seemed to be o jetty built of pinkish stone, a
crowd had gathered. It was added to moment by moment;
then eome seemed to wave excitedly to othere, and pre-
pently there sounded g loud blare as of trumpets, the erowd
wie parted by the awishing wands of two men robed in
scarlet, behind whom appeared & third man, holding aloft a
port of standard wrought in gold-colowred metal; behind
whom again came a fourth man, clad in garments of jet-
black, with deep amber yellow mtﬁpﬁ from the right
ghoulder to the left hip, in manncr of & e
]z that his Bunday get-up?”’ guestioned Will ]

“A great man,” went on Menathon, ““Not a priest, bat
still a great man. He has wonderful influence over the king,
It may be thet through him vou will be accorded an inter-
view with the chief butler, and that you may be even allowed
to see the king himself.” ‘ _

“ Je there anvthing peenliar about him 3" asked Wilk

Ter Megupr Laiprary.—No. 415
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“He is the king.” :

“Oh, I see! Is that all? I tshought there might be-some-
thing more serious the matter with him.” ;

“Who and what are the captives? They appear mn slrange
guise,” eald the cup-bearer.

The boat had now touched the jetiy steps.
sﬁﬂ.ng ashore. He whispered cagerl
black and amber, who, in turn, stare
croedulously,

“Be you from far or near,” broke out the enp-bearer pre-
sently, “ T will wareant that the mighty King Pontius will bo
pleasured to see you. Nay, T will take 1t on myeclf to find
you resting-places in the royal palace itself. Bo, there, beat
back theso cattle 1™ _ o

The command was to the carriers of the swishing wands.

Menathon
to the man robed
ot the new-comere -

Poatius th: King.
And now an ineident occurred that largely determined the
fate of our friends.
On the journey up the river they had more than onee sern
the protruding enoute of gisnt saurians among the weed-
covered river margins,
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Aud derving the past few minntes they had noticed more
than one of these repulsive reptiles in the ooze of the bank.

Az may be supposed, the ¢rowd had by this thime thickened.
Az 1ts members were deiven back under the whirling blowa
given by the wand-carriers, 8 woman stumbled, and in doing
Lo ircd on the foot of a savage-looking gant, clad in armowr

The man roared something at the unfortunnte creature,
drogged from her arms an infant she was carrying, and
huried 1% to where two crocadiles lay. Tom's blood went cola.
and then it boiled. Not thinking of ultimate consequences,
he flung his rovolver full at the giant, cauvsing him to stagpger
backwards.

While this incident was taking place other actors in the
tragedy were playing their parts. The woman had leaped
inte the water, the crocodiles had turned to seize their prey.
Wiill's revolver had gone up. There rang out two closely-
following reports. The reptiles, struck in the meost tender
part of their slmost bullet-procf bodies—the snout—darted
away, and the mother having scrambled and floundered to
where her cluld lay, seized it, and waded to the shore.

For soma seconds there was an almest breath-suepended
silence.  Then from some scores of throats broke out tha
exuitant cry: ““Gods! Gode! The true gods have come
ta us, b0 confound the false ones!™ But from another section
of the crowd there rosc a shout of rage and execration—and
there cameo shricks of “Demons! Demons! They have glain
the sacred minmisters of Nilo!"”

Taking from his girdle a quaintly-shaped whistle of yellow
metal, Menathon blew on it thrice. Not one soul present save

these four strangers had ever heard that thrice-made command
without obeying it. Would it serve now?

The ecrowd became sullenly passive.

Then the voice of Menathon rang out:

“libizens of Kamurba. All of you have been taught how of
old our people came from above the firmament of heaven. It
is from there alse these great beings have come. They are
here by my wish, and as my gueste. They have ne desire to
dealroy our gods. Be at peace! The gods themselves have
gent them. The knowledge of these beings is very great, and
their power i3 very mighty; but it is only through me that
they will speak to you, for I alone can understand them, I,
Menathon, priest of the dead, zay this to you™

A Real Scheol Story
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With this the speaker made a gesture of command, and tne
crowd drew back i awe. ) : 2

“Did you ever know such cheel ! voiced Will, who, like
his fdrin:-.nds, had roughly gathered the meaning of Menathen's
words, |

*“I see his drift,” said Blake. “ He wants uws to be de.
pendent on him for the goodwill of the prople, and the pecpea
to he dependent on him for whatever we have o comvey.
Everything must pass through him, az o sort of human
cexchange, In other words, he means to explold us for the
increase of hiz personal greatness.”

Menathon beckoned the companions,

“Zingle fle, and I lead ! said Tom,
stepped from the boat.

At the moment of his doing so there came from somewhera
in the throng & man with a stature of a dwarf, and a head
large encugh for a glant. Fle waw clad in a kind of burlezque
of military, court, and priestly costume. A wooden sword
was thrust into a loop of his girdle. .

This strange creature stepped direetly in front of Tom, and
addressed him:

“How now? What is it they say vou and vour companians
are? (Gods! Poor wretchea! Poor wretches!  Then ye
must be made of stone, or wood, or clay, like all the other
gods. They stand in & row in the temple yonder, and never
a wink or a word from any one of them from generation o
generation. But appetites! Oh, their appetites! They are
eating up the land. Yet they grow no fatier; 'tz theip
priests do that."

All this was said in a joering tone, while the huge head
swaved from gide to side.
“gileum there, Patho!
Ienve sacred things alone ™

The words came from Menathon sharply.

As the dwarf foll back, with a shrill, derisive laugh, a
woman pushed her way forward. She was wet, and mud-
stained : in her arms she held a voung infant. Not a word
passed her lips, but she fixed her eyes on the two boys for
somoe geconds, then moved again into the throng.

I'here now came suddenly a loud clang, as of _ﬂrmhn_h.
followed by a blare of trumpets, and & burst of martial muaic,

With these words he

Play the buffoan, if vou will; but

"Away in the near distance could be seen glittering helmots,

spears, and breastplatea. Will looked on with pacted lips as
the warriors came on. Old Egypt, and Greece, and all-con-
quering Rome scemed to have met here. At the head of the
marching soldiers strode a tall, armoured figure, with the
altin of some wild beast depending from his left shouolder,

Menathon went forward, and bowed gravely.

“ Greeting, captain of the guard!” he said, i

“ Grecting, pricst of Paulus, and Adonia, The ever-glorions
Pontius, ruler of tha heavens and earth, commands that the
men who have arrived shall be bronght before him.”

Menathon's oyes becama cunningly thoughtful.

“1 will convey the messongera of Heaven to the palace so
goon a3 I have had them euitably arraved !™ he returned.

Y Mot 30, priest. They are coming now, 3o these be the
fallows! What be they—warriors? Well, their like [ never
a&“. !I‘:I

Half in derision, half in real wonder, the soldier stood wiih
& grin npon his face. Then as his ayez wandered over one
anﬁ then ancther of the companions, they lighted on some-
thing suspended from Tom's neck, and visible through his
now opened shirt.  The grin pessed, and with a gasp of
ineredulity, the soldier stepped nearer. :

That which had attracted his attention waa a small ailver
erucifix, exquisitely carved, that had been given ovur hero by
hiz mother on a day long since past

So quickly that the priest did not see the movement, the
captain of the guard made & sign, and Tom, underatancing 1f,
fastened his shirt-front. : ' : :

Not a word paszed the soldier’a lipa. With the stony air of
one who merely fulfils a duty, he motioned the companions
forward., The ranks opened; then they closed. In front;
behind, and on either side were armed men. To all intents
and purposes, the companions were prisonera.

It may be asked why they did not at this stage of the:we
adventures refuse to go to the palace. Why they did not take
their atand, and fight for Liberty. Had they done go, it would
have been only a question of time before they were conguered,

Tramp, tramp, tramp! Wondering looks askance from the
dark-gkinned warriors at these fair strangers; shouts of aur

risa from citizens gathered on faf  house-roofs; then a

road roadway with massive buildings on either side; and
now a huge gateway, s great courtyard, with a pavemeni of
many colours, a lofty and wide flight of steps, a mighty door-
way guarded by giant warriors; and then—a vision !

Yes, it seomed a vision. Pillars of various eoloured marblen
were on every hand. From above, where a lofty roof showed
fantastic carvings, there hung many globes, each raying out its

SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COMING! WATCH THE “BOYS' FRIEND.” SOMETHING STUPENDOUS COMINGI



I of dolicate purple. The walls were of earven stone,
e carvings representing real or legendary battle seciics,
Standing about this vast chamber were resplendently-drezsed

soldiers, and pricsts, and ecourt officials. But that whieh

magnictived the gaze of our friends lay directly facing them—

a canopied throne, scemingly of gnlﬂ. get upon a platform, or

dais, o}] lapis Jazuli, and renched by a Sight of steps encrusted

with flashin nrlike stonea; amd unpon the thrope, rechining
ab ease, with his head resting on ene hand, a swarthy man,
alad in scarlet, and amber, and pﬁgle; and hu.'l.rm%.1 ahout his
brow what appeared to be a_ twisted snake, wrought of gold.

This was Pomtiua.

Behimd him, and on either side of him, stood hiz great
efficers of state. Somewhat lower, st a woman. She, too,
were the singular snake coronet. From neck to feet she was
draped in blue. This waa Preerphon, the gueen

Al those facts ware either gathered quickly by eyes used
%o ohscrve,_ or were whispered by the captain of the guard as
B brought eur friemds to the ateps of the throne,

“Pall me,™ mid B king, in a drawling but not un-
pleasant veice; ““what ye are, whenze ye come, and why ye
are gaebed thus ™ .

“You had hétter he spokesman, Tom," said Beyton.

Tom nodded. . _

“ Greeting, Pontius!” he began. I will say first whence
we are, that ye may koow why we are here. We are from the
surface of the weorld, the surface lit by the sun in the heavena,
and the moon, and the stars, where they’ have night and
day. We camo hither, great king, by mere accident, being
borne against our will along tho river creek that passes from
the sea: and we are garbed thus beesuse it is the foghion of
sur land.”

* And what carry ve in vour hands

“ Weapone of war, great king, but brought hither in peace.”

Yazily Pontivs extended one hand. A court official under-
stood, stepped forward, and courteously enough took hold of
the comrrdes’ woapons, .

The mmemmtapﬁﬂ*em so pacific that our friends let the
werpons gow  Pontius looked at the vevolver curisusly. The

ucen merely glanced at the one Brough’ her. And now, as

g’m attendante were about to return the weapons to their

owncres, the king made a sign, and, instead, both weapons

were handed to one of the guards.

‘At another sign all the officials retired out of carshol, the
king beckoned the sdventurers to approach nearer, and at the
game instant geveral archeps ranged near the walls fitted
arrowa to their bows.

“Have you any further wonder to tell?” asked
lazily.

Eu:':"mnl;hin in the tone irritated Tom. _

“Phore 13 much that mi;fht be told, great king,” he
returned.  “Thus, I might tell you of our people—how they
travel below the waters, and Hy in ti:I'E air; how our weapons
can pierce walls of irom, and our ships can earry more than
& thousand men; how we cen speak from ons end of the
world to the other in a few sceonds of time; hut all this shall
eome, "

FPounting langhed eoftly.

" You mistake me,” i':e gaid. "*T really wanted truth, not
& tale for little children, ¥ suppose you are some sort of
buffcon.  These tales of an upper world are only for children
end the ignorant people.  They are priests’ tales, meant—and
very rightly meant—to prevent their fellowers’ curiosity work-
ing mischief, There is no upper world. The son and, the
moon are myths—the names of dead goda. Men do not fly,
and when below the water they die.  We are overburdened
with myths. Cne a s of our ancestry 23 coming from a
place where rod and. blue and green stones were go valuable
that they were rogacded as treasures, and 20 were brought
kere,

“"Frensures !
roads with them.

Pontius

One can dig them out of the land, and-make
And, as for coming fram the fabled creck,

OF
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you bave your choice, If there is such a creck, then ya bave
come frem a land of half-beasts, who eat one apother; and
if ye. have mot, then ye never saw the creek. It 1s all rudo
and eovude tradition. But I cam tell ye whence ye are.
Five lives sinee the land was troubled with a rebellion.  Many
of the defeated rebols fed through the pass. » ¥e are
descendanta of thesa men; and ye have mmn.ham to spy out
the land, and help your peopls to make wage,'t
Taome turned to bis friends in disgust.

“id you ever hear such a wooden headed sceptic?” he
exglaimed. “He thinks we are liars, and were born some-
wlhere in the district!™

“Tall him,” said Boyton, ‘‘that in two or three days I
shall hold in my hands the means of slaying a man at twice
the distance of the longest bow, There are some rifles in
that breg."

Tom complied:

Pontius yvawned. : &

“ Oh, magicians, are you?” he said scoffingly. Y Bome-
thing was said to me of your sending a firebnll at the sacred
erocodiles. Some of the ignorant rabble were annoyed, I
believe, and others rejoicsd. Yon see, they follow different
gods.  Keep vour tules of magio for such eattle!™

" Menathon ' shouted Tom.

He looked for the priest, and saw him nenr the great door-
WAy,

Menathon approsched. He saw things had not turned out
well, so he took & bold step.

" Great king," he said, * 1 crave a boonl
be in my walch and ward 1™

Pontius sab ereck, jone was his drawling: gone all the
lazy baredom of his manner,

“What!” he cried. " Do you think I would trust you
with spica? You, who would upset my throne, if you could,
to place on it one of yoursclves! 'To the prison-house with
the strangers] Ho! (Captain of the guard, Boreus, see
you to it]  We will guestion them Turther some. other day—
before they diel”

As the command left the king's hips a score of hands were
upan each of the adventurers. Any struggle would have
been uselesa; but had they contemplated making one, the
throe words whispered by Boreus to Tom, and spoken in
English by the latter in turn, would bave made them
desist:

“ Bafety in peace!™

It was all they had to depend on for guidance, Tom,
more than any of the others, felt their force. He, more than
any of the others, wondered., Hae waa thinking of that
moment in which the soldier had peered at his bared neck and
the sacred symbol.

An, prosently, the companions passed through tho doark
gateway obf a massive building,-a woman, issuing from B sors
of lodge behind a tall, sombrely-clad man jingling a bunch of
kews, and holding an infant in her arms, met the gaze of Tom
and Wilt. Now, tiptoeing, shoe whispored something to the
man with the keys.

It was this man who, five minutes later, threw wido the
door of a stone-built chamber, and, in a vaica like rolling
thunder, bade the fonr friends enter ; and it was he who, when
the last of the soldicra had disappeared, opened the door

again, and said gontly:
“There iz a_ debt, strangers. It shall be paid. You
gvenged the wife of Tra, ou saved the infant babe of Tra,

It ia welll?

Let thess men

{Another long fnatalment of thie grand sorial naxi
Monday. Order yowur copy early,)
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The Editor is alwuf'
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Next Monday's grand long complete story of the chuma of
Greyiriars describes in vivid fashion how the junior Forms
of that famous school Jdo battle for Colonel YWharton's Foot-
ball Cup, The interference of Mr. Hacker, the unpopular
master of the Bhell, bids fair to mar the fortheoming
contesta: and many exciting scenes and many breathless
escapades are enacted ameong the juniors era the Cup
presented by the old Grey Friar is

“FOUGHT FOR AND WONI*»

———

THE BARD OF REPTON BURSTS FORTH!

Jimmy R., of Repton, whose amusing ditties have long
delighted the hearts of - “Magnet ™ resders, now warbles
forth with the following:

# Thank yeu, Mr. Editor,

For your ripping treat;

* Bchool and Sport ' was * some ' book-—
Jolly hard to beat!

Right from start to finish
It was just divine!

Hera's to famous Franky—
May he cver shine!

“ When I saw that Creyfriars

Won the giddy Cup,

Then I capered wildly,
Like a lively pup!

Bater said, f He's oraey !
Pater, * What's the game?

It t.]my*d read the slory
They'd have done the zame!

 As for Phyllia Howell,
Bhe's o charmin irl !
When I read her deings
I waa in a whirl !
Bring her in the lkmelight
Olten as you can
Don't forget to do so,
Ed., vou lazy man!
(Here, steady on' That's libel.—En.)
% Yeoa; the book was topping !
Bunply great, I guess!
Do wa want another?
Loho answers * Yes !
Franky's such o Trojan,
Buech a shining star,
Make him write anothor,
Just for Jimmy R, !

By the same pest that brought Jimmy R.’s effusion to my
manctym, coengratulatory  letiers E-ﬁr:ﬂ:ﬂrn'mg “Sohool mnd
Sport ¥ were received from the following:

Frank Carney {(Glasgow), Willlamn Mason [{Walsall), Y A
Thornten Heath Reader,” W. Cecil Reid (Belfast), and John
McG. (Glasgow), to each of whom I send my sineers thanks.

Rogarding my Repton chum’s poetic appeal for ansther
threepenny book by the same autbor, should like to
remind him that Mr. Frank Richards iz already considerably
overworked, and that he wrote * School and Sport ™ af a
time when he might have been inhaling sea breezes on tha
congt of Clornwall. 1t iz only fair, therefore, that when Mr.
Richards has another week on his hands he should take a

ing to give hiz besk advice to them ¥ chey are in
v« o Whom bto writs bo @ Editor, The ' Magnet™
Library, The Fleetway [Tonse, Farringdon Street, London, E.

———— s ol e

much-needed spell. Ha .
has aiready made many |
eplendid sacrifices in order
to entertain my chuma,
and we mustn't let him
have a breakdown in
health, or what would
become of the “ Magnet
Library?

However, I think it is eafa to say that another threspenny
book story by our famous author will appear in the summer.

e —

A FEAST OF FICTION FOR ALL|

_ On Monday next the * Boys' Friend ” comes of n% —that
is to say, it celebrates its twenty-first birthday, and, as is
only fitting, T have atranged for the appearance of a

GIGANTIC PENNY BUMPER NUMBER,

which every boy in the country shonld make n specisl point
of purchasing, to show bis enthusiasm for a journal which
has resclutely weathered the atorm sines 1805,

First and toremost in tho bill of fare is

A SPLENDID COLOURED COYER,

bBeautifully exacuted by the famous “ Gem ™ artist, R. J. Mae-
donald. Then there will be a magnificent Frea Plato,

entitled _ _
“HIS DEED FOR THE DAY!"

which will appeal to all in general, and PBritish Boy Scouts
in E:nrtlcuiisu*. L . }

Eapecially thrilling is the long complete scouting story,
entitied

“THE SCOUTMASTER'S HONOUR!"™

which deals with the adventures of the Panther Patrol and
their rivals of the Cat Patrol. )

A new senal story will also commence in this great number,
It will be called

“THE SECRET OF THE SEASI"
By Duncan Storm,

and that it will make a fremendous hit 13 assured in advance,

There will bo many other great features, but I have nok
sufficient space to enumerate them here in full, “ A Tale of
Twelve Cities," by Mauvrice Lverard, will be enjoyed by all,
and no Macyetr rcader can afford to miss Owen Conquest's
prand long complete gehool tale of Jimmy Silver & Co., of
Rockwood. The Tofit Belcher story, by Arthur 8. Hardy, is
supeeb, as i3 “The Benegade,” a story of Lhe three famous
comrades, Dan, DBob, and Darkey, by 8. Clarke Hook. A
special page of Chat by the Editor, and a Jarge selection of
Tales to Tell, will o to make up an issue which will astonish
the world. Never has such a magnificent pennyworth Leen
effered to the public,

There will ba a terrific demand for noxt weck’s Bumper
MNumber, and every Magnetits 13 sarnestly advised fo

ORDER AT ONCE!

 —

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

I.. Smith {Edinburgh).—Many thanks for pointing ouk
crror. I intended to say *f Hugh% Fifteen,” of conrse.

Private A, Smith (Reeruiting Staff, Mill Hill.—I am sorry
I earnot oblige you with the addeesses of thoss eads who have

{Continued on pnoo fv of Cover.)
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LV THE "MAGNET" LIBRARY,

REPLIES IN BRIEF (comtinued). ‘

goen (it o glander the companion ?a;a-prs from fime to time.
th

Like the Hunas, they, prefer to do their nefarious work in the
dark. ~ Nearly *evervbody knows that the old, old  stor
ubout the MasxeTr being a " penny blood * is false and ill-
founded. Your roqguest that we should publish a boxing slory
was gratified a fortnight ago, and I hope you enjoyed “ Bob
Cherry's Challenge. ™

G. L. (Whitheld)—I think the Herlock Sholmes storics in
the **Greyfriars Ierald ¥ are -too popular to justify my dis-
conbmuing them, :

James Robson (near Gateshead).—I do not feel disposed to
run anocther- Story _l‘.';}’:;:mi::uzt.ii-iqn for somoe time. 1 bhave not
yet been able to-adjudicate all those submitted in connection
with tho last contest,”  ° :

- Bddia R. -(Motitrefl =T have handed yoir kind suggesiions
to. Me. Frank Richards, who will doubtless be able to knock
thim into shape.” Many thankes and best wishes.

8. Cowlam (Hartlepool).—I fear it would be guite im-
possible for me to pubiiﬁ‘h the Macxer Library twice a weck,
as :;'E!:h-.t_}:g_'l.lggnst. Do you not read the rest of the companion
papets | L . :

dmes Wright, George Wright, and Walter Bell {Kincar-
dineshire).—Despite the disparity in age, height, and weight,
I should say that Bob Cherry is o better boxer than Temple
of the Fourth. :

H. B. (Walsall).—Levison, having been expelled from Grey-
friars, was given amothcr-.chance, and sent to 8t Jim's, The
characters mentioned i your letter are fictitious, S

. J. T, (Taunton).—Loder has loomed largely in.several
atoriea of late, 80 I do not think you can aceuse Mr. Frank

ichards of neglect "in -this ‘direction, (lad you enjoyed
“ Bunier tho Mashér,' &

‘P. G. (Suttonf=Iath sorry I cannot give you the informa.
$lon you require, ¥Wou must use your own diseretion.

A, T. (Tufnell Park)—Iguite agree that we have had a
glut of sporting stories of late, but these are the sort that
appeal to the hearts of bays, or I'm a poor Editor. How-
ever, I will instruct the “ Magnet " and “Gem " authors to
moderate their transports for a bit. Gaed luck to you!

Harold M. (Bouthsea).—Thapk vour for your mmpllimnntarj_;
r&m:}_rk{mncﬂning “Behigol and Sport.™  With recard to
your sugrestion, I will.do my best for you, but can make no
delinito ‘promiie jn the matter. ' By the way, you never told
we what you thought of “The Remove Eleven on Tour,”
published -a few months ago, a chapler of which dealt with
the adventures of Haryy Wharton. & Co. in Sunny Southsea.

“ A Leicester Lad ™, %Thtus“hinﬁtﬂﬁ}.'—-lh{any thanks for your
letter. -Now that . Tom Merry has knocked out Bob Cherry
in the boxingring, and viee versa, I trust all my chums are
eatisfied, 7 ' v :

Ak T (Oxford Street, W.).—Thank you for the splendid

e vou are doing in pepularising the “Greyfriars Herald.”

_"-"_‘.‘Egmﬂ’: Magetito ” ,{Em\r}.uﬁiad vour soldier:brother

appredatey the companion papers.

Farty It (Bethnal Green).—Any bookbinder will be pleased
to. bind your eopies of the “Grevirviars Herald " for yeu
inoxpensively,

#£. B, (Brentwood).—I certainly do not agree with the
action .of your landlord, but am afraid you anust take it
smiling.

A. T, (near Potersfieldl.—T am not exactly enraptured by
your ]i.mmf “Tho Bells.” It too closely resembles Edgar
Allan Poe's verses of the same name. .

“ A Loyal Reader” (Barcow-in-Furness).-—Many thanks for
Z;mr lettor. Hope your soldier-brother is well on the way

TCCOVEery.

A. Careawell (Carshalton).—Thank you very mueh for your
loyalty td my papers. I shall bo glad to hear from you at
anv btimo, .

Jeseph W. (Warrington).—Many thanks for the excellent
work you are dnin“];:' on behalf of the ** Greyfriars Herald. "

“Gaelic ¥ (Scotland).—Sorry, but I have no knowledge of
the book vou mention, ] :

Harold P (Canklow).—Qmuite a lot of my chums seem to like
Mark Einléy's story, “The TPride of the Ring.” R will
bedoma-mora® E;tlé-lt:f;'ﬂkil!'Ets.'tlmu goes on -Best wishes to
yuuuister.ﬂnmmaud-gmurmlI'._ .

“A Delighted Reader ™ (Middlesbroush).—Thera i3 no
“Aacopnot " League in your fown. Why not form one
yourself?

-William: Clark - (Gddingston).~I bope te reproduce your
photorraph shortly in the - Magnet-” Library.

. Oliver (Mewtown).—Thank you for writing te ma again,
I hope to announce the result of the Story Competition very
shortly. The work of adjudication requirés very careful
handling.

F. G. Stevens (Wolverhampton).—I hope to use your photo-
graph shortly. Many thanks for your interesting letter.

“Nance " (near Hailsham).—Sorry to hear you failed to
recetve o supplement with vour last Double Namber. It must
have been detached by some person. unknown with malice
aforethought.  Thanks for your appreciative femarks on the
subject of the “ Greyfriars Herald,™

[

shown,

. Behool,” which appeared in

A Willing and Chums (Brighton).—Thanks very much for
tha photograph:~ I hope-to reproduce same shortly. !

H. King [Ayr).—Glad you enjoyéd * School and Sport.™
It seoms that everybody did. I agree with you that boxing
15 a splendid recreation

A. L. R. (Leicester)—The three finest athlotes in the
Bemove Form are, in my opinion, Harry Wharton, Bob
Cherry, and Herbért Vernon-Smith. Tho - three richéat
fellows are Lord Mauleverer, Vernon-Smith, and Johnny Bull,

A. 8 (8t George's, E.).—I hopa to reproduce the photo-
graphs you very kindly sent me. They will appear a few
woeks nence.

Maurice 8. and Fred ., (Gosport)..—Your wiscst plan would
be to consule your.parents.

Sydney (3. Flatcher {Cardiff).—I will endeavour to do as you

supgrest. Best wishes!

Private R. G._ M. (Syvla Bay).—Thank you 1-'m‘l:ir much
indeed for your fine message. of appreciation. Glad you
enjoyed "the * Sunday*Crusaders,” and hope you will come

through vour campaign With flying colours.

“ A.Loval Magnetite ", (Carhisle).—Skinner's reforms seem
in every casc, to be a “‘flash-in the pan.” 1 doubt if he wil
over become as decent a fellow ag Vernon-Smith, -

Robert Ashworth,—Your criticisms are duly noted, and I
must congratulato you upon the sportsmanliks spitit you hbve
agren with your request, but it is not far to the
girl readers to introduce too man; football tales. Their
intareat is apt to flag. Very best wishes!

H. L (Norwich).—~Youn will doubtless have seen Ly now
fhe reault of ‘the competition in queatlon.

Dick F. (Forest Hill).—Your list of the Remove characters
is perfectly correct, and I must commend you uFrm your good
memory, Thanks, for your praise of “School pnd Sport.
M~ chuma backed it up right:royally. "

James N. (Proston).—] am glad to hear Fou got out of
vour litthe difficulty all right.  Many thanks for your good
wizhes. .

% A Carlisle Lad.”"—Many thanks for sending me your
photograph, which I hope ta uso shortly.

“ Rram " (Birmingham).—Thanks for your letier. ‘I
camiot vouch for-the genuineness of the advertisements in

" guestion,

e Gehgolboy ' {eo, Ankrim),—1 am sorry, but I think it
will be impossible to continuno Squiff’s serial, ““Hxiled from
a supplemontary copy of the
“ Greviviars Herald.” 3 2

Donald Carter and Albert Psior (Islington).—The names of
British Tommies requiring books appear from time to tune on
my Weekly Chat page.

‘Harry .jv (Cape Uslonyl—1 shall be happy to do as you
suggest, 8

“ A Girl Lover of the Fameons Five” (Jubannesburgl—
Thank vou very much for vour deligltful Jetter

T-hilip M. {Kensington) —The Greyfriars boys won the
evers you Bame.

“Pro - Italin 7 (Norwich).—You will lear more of the
character you mention before very long. i

R [?J:*rs::-.y},—-T}:nnl-: vou for” your elenquent tribuie to
“2ehool and Sport.” 1 am glad the compunton papers are
to vour entire satisfaction, .. :

I T, (Forest Gatep—1 shall be pleased to consider your
kind suggestion. o :

J.-P. (Walthamztow),—I hope® the advizability of ordering-
in advance bag now been fully brought home to you.

“ Magnetite” (Failsworth, near Manchester).—COur chaptera
are not decrcasing in length, as you say. Ilava another
look. . i

% Robin Hood ' (Dundee).—A  Storyette  Competition i
having a more or less permanent run in the * Gem ™ Library,

W N, O 87 G. (Exeter)~Many thanks for yéur letter.
Clad yvou enjoyed Mr. Frank Richards’ latest threepenny book

story.

.]'.:rH. Inglis (Leicester).—Thank you for yonr kind tribute
ta our stories.  'Phosresult of ‘the " Magoet™ Story Com.
petition will appear very shortly.

Wan J. P, F. and Janie N. D. H. (Kilmarnock).—DMany
thanks for vour most interesting letter.

# Telegraph " (Manchesterk:-=I am afraid it will b impos-
sible for me to do as vou suggest, owing to the war.

Amy W. (Sydenham).—Thank you very much indeed for
vour mce lettor and loyal sentiments.

T #4Mhs Editor, ‘The Chums' Weekly'" (Glasgow).—1 was
very interested in your new venture, and wish it every pos.
sible success, .

John R. (Port Elizabetl).—Bebh Cherry is the fnest

exponent of fstieulls in the Famous Five.
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