MICKY DESMOND'S LUGK !

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co, at Greyfriars,
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THE IRISH JUNIOR'S REMARKABLE FIND!

(A Dramatic Scene in the Magnificent Long Complete School Tale in this Issue.)
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MY'S FIND”
FREE.

We have secured the copyright of
this popular picture, and, in order to
advertise our list of Fine Art Publics-
tions, we will' send it ABSOLUTELY FRER
to every reader of the Maexer.

The size of the picture is 30 inches
by 20 inches, and it is printed on
superb fine art paper,

The subjoined small reproduction
gives but a faint idea of the beauty of
the actual picture. No charge is mado
for the picture. Write your name
and address on the coupon, and send
it with 6d. P.O. {or eeven penny
stamps) for postage and packing. By
return . of post vou will receive this
noble work of art, securely packed,
absolutely free.

Applications Jrom foreign countries,
and from British Dominions across the
seas, must be accompanied by 2.,

A5 ek : owing fo extra cost of postage and
“TOMMY'S FIND," packing.

COUPON.

THE GLOBE FINE ART CO. Dept. 67,
Johneon's Court, Fleet Strneet, London, E.C.

Please &EEnﬂ me the Free Picture of “ Tommy's Find.’ I enclose 6d. P.O. {or 7 penny stamps) for packing,
posting, &o.

“TOM

The Most Popular Picture of
the Year.
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ICKY DESMOND'S LUCK!

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

—

I

VLR RS,

i
o

i,

1

i
T

'\“\3'@_

" e m—— e —rL——E T

By FRANK RIC HARDS
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‘i'fl'-urmn m::l Nugent grasped tht excited Mlek};.l} éinmm and druggaﬂ him away from E:mter by mato force. 1

Bunter sprawled on the rug and beliowed.

““Yarooh ! Heep him off ! He's mad! Yah!

D! (5ee Chagpler 4, ) |

THE FIRST CHAPTER,.
A Wonderful Windiall!

“ OWLY DMother av Moses! A thousand pounds!?
Howly smoke!”
" Hallo, hallo, hallo! What the dickens—"
: “A thousand quidlets! Tare an’ ‘ounds!”
“A thousand which?"”

“Quids!”  gasped Micky Desmond, of the Romove.
"Gowlden quids—or, at least, currency notes, bedad! A
thousand, mind you!"

"Ha "'-H-l

Copyright la {be Uniisd States of Americs.

1arcy Wharton and Bol Cherey stared Blunkly at the Tvish
junior. Micky Desmond was looking 1!E!I"'!H'-"tl amazed, be.
wildorod, {Iu.'-r,n:-ql all at ence. Evidentl ] hi_ Iiﬂi.l recoived a
shock, thourh a pleasant one.

Micky had his stamp- -allann wncker his arm, 'E]-I:*'II]{.';, in his
spare moments, a stamp-collector.  Sometimes he was very
keen on his h-:t'l::hu. and sometimes he would forget it for
works together. When he was keen on it he wonld spend
his allowance in stamps; but az hiz allownnes was not
princely, he bad to be content w ith modest spocimens,  He
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-sighed m vain for a British-Guiana Two-Cents or a Coylon
Fourpenny of 1859, He had been kuown to trade off his
pocket-kmfe and his Latin dictionary for. a stamp. -

“Quids!" he repcated. “What' do you think of that,
bedad?  Shure, it's & giddy millionaire T am, intirely 1™

“A thousandaire, you mean,” zaid Bob Cherry., ** A thou-
eand guids makes you a common or gacden thousandaire ™

“What on ea are you burbling about, Micky?" de-
maﬂ:;ed Harry Wharton. “liave you come into a for-
tune?”

“Bhure and I have, intirely ! chortlod Micky.
thousand pounds is a fortune, isn’t it, begorra®™

“Enu"-'& got & thousand pounds?”’

£ is-lﬁ_ E

“Me's off his rocker!™ said Bob Chervv, in wonder.

“Shuve, it's the truth, intirely. A thousand gowlden
qimda!” said Micky breathlessly.,  * A thousand of the best!
Hurroo 1™ :

“Wall, if you've pot a thousand pounds, you ean lend me a
tanner,” suggested Bol Cherry. * You'd hardly miss if, you
bloated plutocrat I '
_ " Ehure, isn't it rippinﬁ, tndively ! Aud me never knowing
it all the time!” said Micky. ‘““‘Faith, I can hardly belave
1t now! Only yisterday I was selling .my penknife to Fishy
for half what it cost, and all the toime tad o thousand
pounds in me study ahd niver knew it [™

- *Well, my hatt”

“Hurrool” Micky Desmond waved his stamp-album in
the air, and executed o shufile in the hall “ Hurroo !
Gowlden guids, me bhoys! A thousand golden quids!”

" Must-be sunstroke,” said Bob Cherry. * Better put his
head under the tap and cocl him down !™ '

A dozen juniors had gathered round Micky, attracted by
his excitoment and his amaging remarks, If Micky Desmond
really possessed n thousand pounds, he was certainly likely to
be an object of great interest in the Greyiriars Remove.

*Thousand pounders” were not common in the Lower
Bourth. -

" Must be detty ! said Frank Nugent., “ Where have you
got & thousand pounds from, Micky, and where are the
g_iddﬁ quidlets?”

" Hurroo !

“Let's see the quids!” grinned Johmny Bull. “Once let
us see ‘em, and we'll all swear cternal friendship.”

""“Ha, ha, ha!”

“'The friendfulness will be terrific,” said Hurrce Singh,
beaming, “My chwmnful feclings will also be great, if the
aesteamned. Micky will showfully g?ﬁplﬂ._'r the august quids!”
U Go it, Micky ™
M Hurrgo1" chortled Micky., A thousand quids—me, you
know! Apd me letting Fishy swindle me only yistorday
because I was hard up, begorra! And a thousand quids in
me study all the time!”

“A thousand quids in your study!” exclaimed Rake, wha
shared Micky's study. . “ Helves, old son! It's my study,
too! Perhaps they're mine—1 may have mislaid them out of
my last allowance.”

“Ha, ha, ho1”

“Hurron! Hip-ip! Hurroo!

“Either Micky's pone off his rocker,” said Harry Wharton.
“or he's trying to pull our logs. Bump him!”

“Good ideat”

M Tlurroo—yarooch! Hands off, ye spalpeens! I tell ye
it's the howly thruth!” roared Micky Desmond. “It's
rowling 1n money I am. Yarooooh 1™

Bump!

Micky Desmond sat down more or less zontly en the floor.
Bob Cherry jerked away the stamp-album, and zently tapped
]'llibm on tho head with if. Micky made n wild cluteh at the
album.

“¥o gossoom! Mind what ye've at! There's a thousand
pounds in that album!”

“In this albumi” ejaculated Dob.

“Xis!™

Bob Cherry opened the album. Tt contained only Micky
Desmond's philatelic sEecimens. There was no sign of a
single * gowlden quid.”

“Well, where's the cash?” demanded Johnny Ball,

“It's a stamp, ve mozsoon|”

A stamp—a penny stamp?”

lhiinl_:y Desmond serambled yp and elutched the precious
aiburn.

A penny stamp ' he said witheringly.
chump! It's 2 thousand-pound stamp!™

“Ratz!” said Hake incredulously. *There ian't such a
thing as a thovzand-pound stamp !

“Oh, it's a silly. omadhaun ve arc!” snid Micky Desmond.
“It's o Sandwich Island stamp lor two eenis (™
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“ Faith, a

" No, ve burkling

Micky would Like his best pal to hel

“Two cents!"” exclaimed- Fisher T. Fish. “ That's only a
penny b

“ Bhure it is, but it’s worth a thonsand pounds because it's
rave! Don't you see? Theve's not more than a dozen in

- existence, intirely, and shuve my specimen is worth a thou-

gand pounds ™

“Great oeott 1™

“{:1mmon!”

(13 H!mf !I‘l :

There were exelamations of incredulity on all sides. The
Removites needed convineing that Micky’s shabby old album
contained a rare stamp to the value of a thousand pounds.

But Micky was evidenily in earpnest. He, at least, [ully
belioved in the newly-discovered value of his speeimen.

“It 13 the thruth " he oxclaimed. ™ Walker's seen if, and
Walker says zo0!™.

I B:‘, Jﬂ'"t'ﬂ !H

The juniors were impressed at last. Walker, a prefect
of the Bixth Form, was an enthusiastic philatelist, and was
popularly supposed to know all about stamps. Ile possessed
many valuable specimens, though nothing, of coursze, lo the
value of a thousand pounds,

“Walker's scen 117 exclaimed Bob.

“Yis!” chortled Micky, “ Walker of the Sixih—and
Walker knows.”

::%pdlﬂlm says it's worth a thousand quid?™

is !

“ Henour bright ¥ asked Squiff doubtfully.

“ Honour bright!” said Micky -

“Then how the merry dickens did you manage to buy a
stamp worth a thouwsand pounds?” demanded Wharton.

“Bhure, I dide't buy it! It was sent to me among a lot of
old stamps by me uncle. Uncle Murphy knew 1 was cols
lecting, and he came across some old stamns in a drawer,
g0 he sont-them on to me. This wan was among them, bub
shurc I niver knew it was wvaluable,” explaincd Micky.
“Walker tells mo things albout stamps sometimes, and this
afterncon I took me album to show him, and when he saw
ithat Bandwich-Tslander he jumped, bedad! Begorra, and
I thought he would faint, intirely. And he told me it was
worth o thousand poundds, bedad, and advised me to put it
in a safe place. Hurroo !

“Waal, I swow!"” gjaculated Fisher T. Tish
“IHurroo 1"

“A thousand pounds!” said Billy Bunter breathlessly. T
sav, Micky, nidpq:]na . I suppoze you'll sell it, won't you?
I'll po with you! I’R help you, uiél{ fellow I

“*11a, ha, hat"

“0h, really, you fellows, theore's nothing to cackle at!
him. "

“ Micky will have plenty of best pals without vou, Bunter,
if he's really got a stamp worth a thousand pounds ! grinned
Bob Cherry. ™I love Eil‘ﬂ like a brother myself, I always
thouzht him good-looking, cxcepting for his face!”

“Hn, ha, ha!t™ X i : .

“Come to my arma, Micky!® said SBquilf affectionately.
“Let- me fold you and your stamp-album to my waisteoot-
buttons, and weep!" )

“ How lucky that I've always been your best chuny, Micky,”
chuckled Nugoent.

Micky Desmond chockled., He was in a state of cxuberant
delizht. as was natural under the cireomstances. Such a
windfall was extraordinary—in fact, it was so cxtraordinery
that ovenn yet it appeared a lttle too steep for the
Removites, :

“You're gquite sure Walker sald all that, Micky " asked
Wibley,

; “ Shure, and ye¢ can ask him yerself” said Micky, “Here

g iz

Walker of the Sixth came down the passage. Ilec stopped
to speak to Micky Desnond.

Y Beltor put that stamp in 2 safe place, kil,” Lie saud.

The juniors stared.  Evidently Walker belicved in the
value of the stamp, and Walker was supposed o be an
anthority on philately., .This was informaiton straighi from
the horse’s mmouth, so to speak.

“J—1 sav, Walker,” exclaimed Bobh Cherry, *is tlat stawp
of Micly's really worth a thousand quid ¥V

The Sixth-Formoer nodded.

“Abont that!" he said. “The Sandwich Island two.cent
iz jully rare—only a dozen coples known to exist. (5 cowrse,
there 1y be other specimens lying overlooked among old
letters and things.™ ; _

“Same oz une was,” chuckled Micky, *“till me Uncle
Murphy found it !"”

“Bub has one ever been seld for a thousand poundsi”
askerd YWharton,

“In 1897 one was sold for seven hundred and foriy
pounds,” said Walker.

DELICIOUS TUJK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 12
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Y Great Seott!™

“The present value of a specimen is anywhere between
eight hundeed and a thousand.™

“Oh, my hat!"

“You're a lucky bargee, young Desmond ! said Walker,
with* very real envy in his tone. * ¥You'd betior look after
that stamp, _

“Bhure, and I'm goin’ to, Walker darling!  And it's much
obliged to ye I am.  Faith, if ve’d offered me ten bob for
it I'd have taken it, not knowing the value ™

“Borry I didn't, then !" said Walker. And he went on his
way.

Micky Desmond grinned iriumphantly ai the impressed
Removites.

“Begorra, do va belave it now ¥ he domanded,

“Well, it beats the band !™ said Harey Wharton,
in luck, Micky ! I congratulate yon!™

“Longrats, old chap!™

“Tae congrats are terrifie '™

And Micky Desmond ejaculated cxuberantly:

“Hurroo! A thousand gowlden quids! Tueraa ! Cowlden

uida, me bhoys! What a fecd we'll have when I've sold
the ﬁt:',::llpf HMurroa 1™

ANSWERS

THE MACNET LIDRART.—ING. 425,

NEXT
MONDAY—

B

“"You're

T Mo e Y AL L L i

“THE TERRIBLE TWO!”

Micky Desmond rushed at Gadsby, and jerked him off the steps In the twinklng of an eye. Gaddy's head was i
It chancery la & moment, and he roared and struggled frantically, (Ses Chapter 7.)

=T L R
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Only Means to Borrow!

ICKY DESMOND was o great man in the Eemove
M that day.

He held a tremendous reception in his studv,
Every fellow who hecard of the stamp and ite
uncommon value wanted to see it, and tho obliging
Micky kept his album open on the study table for fellows ta
come and feast their eyes upon the wonderful specimen.

Such a windfall could not fail to make a tremendous
St on,

There were rich fellows in tho Remove, like Lord Maul-
everer and Vernon-Smith and Hurrce Jumset Ram Singh, bus
Miaky Desmond’s thousand * gowlden quids "' guite put them
in the shade.

Even seniors came along to look at the stamp. Coker of
tho Fifth came in, and stared at it, and remarked that it
was utter rof to give a thonsand pounds for o wretchod old
stamp worth o penny, end that only a silly chump would do
it. Most of the fellows agreed with Coker in that. Dut
then they were not philatelists. Ounly the stamp-colloctor
could understand the supreme joy of bagging a rare specimen
of & starap.

Micky's goed foriune wuas grucraliy rejoiced in.  Many
friends helped him with suggestions as to the disposal of tho
thousand pounds—when 1t came o hand,  Billy Bunter was
aleeady planning a series of extensive feeds—ihe bill to be
footed by Micky. Wisher 1. Fish advised Micky to put tho
money iito a Iitile scheme he bhad in mind, which would

A Grand, Long, Complate Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RIOHAR 8.
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pay at least 15 per cemt. Fisher T. Tish could bave kicked
nimself for not having spotied that wvaluable stamp earlier,
anl bought it for an old sone before Micky knew 12z value.
The -previous day Alicky would have taken ten szhillings for
it, Fisher T. Fish almost wept over that lost opportunity.
He would have had no scruple about bagging Micky's stamp
at that price, and taking advantapge of his ignorance of its
ralue. That was Fishy's Yankee ifes of * business.”

But it was too late for that. Fishy could only regard the
itamp now with a longing eye, and advise putting the monéy
into his little scheme-—advice to which Micky replied with a
single monosylinhle emphafically : * Rats "

Hake amd Wibley aod Morgan, as Micky's study-mates,
fame in for a share of Micky's reflected glory., They were
heartily glad of Micky's gﬂﬂ-d} luck. Rake had some private
¥oubts about the accuracy of Walker's information, but he
ilid not express them. Walker knew all about stamps, though
he was perhaps rather piven to *swanking ™ upon hizs know-
ledge of that abstruse subject. Rake would not dash his
chum's satisfaction by uttering his private doubts; he hoped
sinecrely that it was all right about that famous: Bandwich
Islander. It wonld be put to the test soon enough when
Micky took the stamp to a dealer for sale.

Aa it happened, Micky had an old number of tha
¥ Philatelist,™ in which an engraving of that rare stamp was
given.  The juniors compaved Micky's stamp with the en-
ﬁravmg i the magazine, and, sure cnough, it was exact,

‘hat was faken as prool posilive by most of the fellows,

Bome of tho vizitorz to the study made dMicky offers for his
stamp. Fisher T. Fish offered a pound, offering also Lo take
the risk of the stamp not being genuwine.  As Fishy's offer
wae a proof that he belisved the stamp to be genuine, the rick
did not scom great, Skinner offered fifteen shillings, at the
same rizh, IBilly Bunter raised bhe offer to hve pounds—io
be paid when a certain postalovder areived which he was
expecting hourly. To all of which offers Micky Desmond
rephied only with cheery chuckles.

Micky was ]a.j'iug his own plans for the expenditure of that
thousand pounds. In the ficst place, he was going fo send
half to his.Unele BMuephy, who had given him the stamp.
Then he was going lo heve a pew ke, and a “gowld *
watch, and a new Sunday topper, and “stand 7 fifty quids
for the prisoners in Germany. Then there was to be an
enormons celebration and spread in the Hag, regardlesa of
expense. What was left Micky thought of invesiing in
Exchequer Bonds, remembering that every Exchequer Bond
bnuﬁhb by the public was a fresh nail in the Kaiser’s coffin.
Micky laid these golden plans with the cordial concurrence of
his ehums in & state of cxuberant delight.
sary preliminary was the sale of the stamp, which was to
take place on the following afternoon, which was a half-
holiday. Mr. Lazarus, in Courtlicld, dealt in stamps. 1
was perhaps dounbiful whether Mr. Lazarus could purchase a
thonsand-pound specimen, but doubtless he could arrange for
its sale for a * consideration.’” "There were plenty of enthu-
siastic philatelists wito would be prepared to add that stamp
to their oolloctions as soon as they knew of its existence.

That avening fcllows came and went in Micky's study,
looking at the stamp, most of them expressing great admira-
tion, and some remarking that Walker was rather an ass, and
that they'd beiieve in the thousand quids when they saw those
quids with their own eves,

But these doubting Thomascs had no effcet npon Micky's
hirh spivits. They would be silenced and overwhelmed when
he produced that-thousand pounds.

Micky Desmond bhad always been Yather popular in the
Remove. His ﬂuptl]&rit}" now had jocreased by leaps and
bounda. Dilly Dunter loved him as a brother; Skinner and
Snaop listened to s words as to pearls of wisdom ; Tisher T.
Fish overflowed with regard for him. Loder, of the Sixth,
came in to see the siamp, and to speak in a very friendly way.
- Micky's last interview with Loder had been o painful one,
a cricket-sturnp having been intreduced inlo the conversation
bv Loder. But the bully of the Bixth was all smilesa now.
iio asked Micky to drop into hiz study that evening, and to
make a habit of dropping in, in fact, Micky, who had no
desice whatever to learn how to play nap and banker with
:i:nrer!'eigna for the benefit of Loder of the SBixth, declined with

ks,

Micky had to relaie a score of times how he had come by
hat famons stamp—how his Uncle Murphy had happened apon
it with a number of other old stamps in a drawer, and sent
it to him, never saspecting the value. Skinner opined that
the old genileman would be inclined to kick himself when
he learned what that stamp was really worth, but was of
opinion that Micky was an zss to think of going “halves ™
with his uncle new that the stamp was indubitably hiz. Dut
picky's gencorous intention was generally approved.

Walker, the prefect, had advised Micky to keep his stamp

THE MACKET LIBRAZRY.—No. 425, )

The only neces-

HOW OGN
SALE.

under lecs and Ley till he disposed of ik, and Micky eoon
dizeavercd that that advice was good enough to be followed,
Micky went to tea in Skinner's study, and, returning, be
found William George DBunter in his study.,  The stamp-
album had been left on the table, and ‘L‘.’ilﬁnm George was
busy detachimg the stamp from the paper mount.

Bunter was so busy vhat he did net observe Micky in the
doorway staring at him.

The stamp came. loose, and Bunter gave a fal chuolle
His chuckle died away suddenly as there came an indignant
roar from Micky.

“Ye thafe of the worrnld, what are ye doing *"

Bunter jumped.

“ Only—only locking at the stamp, Micky !" he stammered.

“Ye's taken it out!” :

“Oh, no! Not at all! I—T wouldn't think of doing auch
& thing, you know !

' Why, you fat villain, it's gone !

“Tt—it wmuzt have come off by accident!™ stamnered
Bunter. * I—I haven't the faintest 1dea where it is now !

Micky Desmond seized the fat junior by the collar

“¥o fat thafe, I saw you put it in yer pocket!™

Ylepgo! I didw't—I wasn't! Deon’t shake me like that,
vou ass! Groogh! As a matter of fact, it slipped into my
pocket by accident!"™ welled Bunter. “Here it ia! Leggo!
Yow-ow-ow !

Shalie, shale, shake, shile!

“Yarooch! Lepgo! I was only poing to show the stamp
to o fellow ! walled Bunter, “ [ was only g-g-going to hub-
bub-horvow it, you beast 1™ ; .

“It's a fat thafe ye are ! growled Micky, “Out you gol?

“Yah! Oh! Beast!"” _

RBilly Bunter flew throveh the doorway soud rolled in the
passaze. Micky Desmond, with a frowning Lrow, carclully
replaced the stamp in the album,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Looks In!l

e IGIICLIFTE cads " growled Bob Cherry.
The chums of the %‘?,c-mm'e woere chatung on the
steps of the Bchool House, when Ponsopby, and
Gadsby, of Highcliffe School, came satntering
acroes the Close )

The twe Higholiffiana came up the steps wearving their
usunl supercilious smiles, which made the Removites inclined
to bump them. Buot the Famous Five kept the peace. They
were on good terms with Frank Courtenay and his friends as
Higheliffe, and somietimes visited them there, and so they.
woere nat anxious for Y rags ™ with the Higheliffians.

“Gaood-evening " yawned Ponzonby,

Harry Whearton nodded curtly, -

“I1s Skinner about " asked Gadsby,

“He's indoors,” said Harry. 5

“Thanks, awf'ly! A little matter about a geegee, voy
know,’ said Ponzonby ealmiy. ' Mothin’ in your line’

“*Coertainly nothing of that kind is in our line,” sxid Harry
contemptucualy, *and it's like your cheek to tell us anything
about it ”

“ Deliphtful manners these Greyfriars chaps have, hoven's
they, Gaddy " drawled Ponsonby,

Wao palished,” grinned Gadshy,

Ponsenby and Gadsby sauntered inte the House.
Cherry made a restive movement.

“Why not roll ‘em in the quad?” he demandeld,

Wharton shook his head.

Ponsonby and his companion made their way to Skinner's
gtudy 1n the Remove passage, Bkinner and Veronon-Bmith
were there, finishing- their tea, Ponsonby looked in with &
EIMLLIE,

“Hallo, 8linner ! T've beent expectin® to g0 you ot Highs
¢liffe,” he remarked. :

* Lonzin®' to see yon,” grinned Gadsby,

Bkinnor rose to hiz feet, looking very uneasy. Vernon-

TBeh

- Bmnith, the Bounder of Greylriars, looked oo with a grin,

Skinner had been secking to raise a loan from the Downdor—
tlate of payment extremely uncertain. The attempt had
failed. The Bounder had not the elightest intention of pay.
tng his study-mate’s gambling debts,

“Well, I eonldn’t come,” said Skinner eurtly. :

“We thought we'd give you a loolk in sz vou eouldn’s
come,” smiled Ponsonby, *It's past settlin® date, dear boy,®

The Bounder rosc.

“I'I leave you to your guests, Skinnev,” he remarked.

Skinner grunted, and the Bounder quitted the stodsy,
Ponsonby and Gadsby watched the Ilemovite with mecking
Erina,

“Fotter come o bizney,” vemarked Ponsonby., “ &nooger
11, lost, SBkinner, as you know from the papers, and you
backed him to win. You owe me a quid.”

H]
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"And the same. to me,” said Gadsby,
“You'll "have to wait & bit,” saidl Skinner desperately,

*The—the fact is, I've had some other losses, too.”

“Yes, I know all about that,” said Ponsonby coolly, *“I've.

seen Banks, the buokie, and he's told me you haven't squared.

nks is rather dangerous to play with lilke that, Skinner.”
. "It can’t be helped. I've got to have time.” eaid Skinner.
“I've had bad luck all round. I owe Vernon-Smith two
pounds, and he won't lend me any more.”

“Billy ass if he did,” commented Ponsonby.. * Well,
Hkinney, we're not in a position to sue you for the tin, but
we want it all the eame ™

“We do, we does,” said Gadsby. **We elways pay up. I
suppoze you're not goin’ to begin' welshin®y Skinney 1™

‘I—I think I can settle to-morrow,” eaid Skinner. *I
can raise a loan to-morrow.”

“Not from anybody who knows ou,” said Ponsonby,
taustically. ““Whao's tge obligin’ frieng‘.‘

"Micky Desmond.”

“ Not much of a pal of yours,” said Gadshy.

“"Well, no; but he's guinF; to have heaps of money to-
morrow, and he’s alwaye careless with money, Ho'll lend me
& fiver, I'm sure of that.”

“Wheve tho dickens will Desmond get a fiver from?” ex-

claimed Ponsonby. ‘I néver thought he was a ehap to have
a fiver in a whple term,”

“"Hs ien't. But he's had a windfall,” explained Skinner.
¥ He's a philatelist,™

“A what?"

“A stamp-cellector, vou know.
stamp amony some old atamps his uncle sent him—a Band-
wich Island Twe-Cent. He's going to sell it to-morrow, and he
will be simply reeking with quids.”

“By Jove! What a windfall! How much will he et IV

*“A thousand pounds.”

“What!"” yelled Ponsonby and Gladsby together,

“It's & fact,” said Skinner. “Walker—you know Waller
of the Bixth—guarantces that the stamp is a genuine specimen,
and it's worth from eight hundred to a thousand pounds. OF
course, Desmond got it by sheer chance. Things like that
sometimes happen.”

Ponsonby closed one eye.

“They do,” he agreed.
like to seo that stamp.”

" You can see it if you like,” said Skinner sulkily, * Nearly
.gvery chap at Groeyiriars has been eeeing it this afternoon.
You cen come to his study now and see it if you like.”
“Right-ho! I will!"
_“1 know something about stamps,” remarked Gadeby. T
oan tell whether it's a Sandwich lslander or not. If it ia,
it's worth a jolly big sum."
Tho two Higheliffians followed Skinner to Micky Desmond’s
study. Skinner tapped at the door and opened it. The
'tudﬂe:“ empty.
“Desmond isn"t here,” said Slkinner.
Ponsenby winked at Gadsby. It was evident that he Jid
not believe a single word ¢f the story of the etamp.

“The album's been L:}I)qt away, t00,” said Skinner, looking
round. " Deamond had it on the study’ table, for fellows to

And he's found a valuable

“DBut it's mighty uncommon. I'd

“Pile it on!” murmured Ponsonby.

“Now I come to think of it, Desmond was going out,”
added Bkinper., “He had to send a parcel to a cousin of his
who's a prisoner in Germany. I don’t know whether he's
gone yet.™

“Oh, come off ! said Ponsonby.
telling us fairy tales about a stamp?
wint vou to setile "

“I dare say the album’s here somewhere,” said Skinner.
“Walker advised young Desmond to lock it up.”

“¥es, I suppose he wouldn't leave a thousand pounds Iyingr
sbout the study,” said Ponsonby sarcastically, * Where are
you going now, Skinner "

‘;I'm going to find Desmond,™

“Oh, don’t be so beastly humorous I” urged Ponsorby, * T
don’t swallow that stamp, vou know. We came over here for
the cash you owe us, not for fairy tales about thousand-pouned
stamps." _

“Don’t you believe me?™ howled Skinner.

“My dear chap, of courac I don't!”

Skinner snorted,

1 tell you I'll fetch Desmond, and he'll show vou Hhe
stamnp 1™ he exclaimed. “It's worth a thowsand quids !

“Thousand rats !

Bkinner went out of the study, scowling. Skinner wag not
a truthiul person, He did not like having his word doubied,
Pongouby utterad an impatient exelamation,
=" You don't believe him, Pon?"” asked Gadsby,

“0f course not! He's gone off to leave us here 1™ growied
PunanlnI;J;-‘. “It's a dodge to get rid of us because he can't

¥ up.

“8uch  thing: do happen,”  said Gadshy  relleetively,
“Voluable stamps have turned up in odd corners before now.
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Let's have a look for the album, and wg ean see whether
therc’s anythin’ in it."”

" There isn't,” grunted Ponsonby.

Gadeby looked round the etudy, He was somewbat
interested in philately himself, hm‘in[f} once made a collecticn.
Micky Desmond's desk was closed, but not locked, the lock
being out of repair. Gadsby looked in seversl drawers, and
the bsokease, and at last came to the desk and opened i
The stamp-album lay thero,

“YWell, here's the Eidﬂ}" album, at any rate!” said Gadsby.
- He opeuaed the album, losking over the stamps miounted
within, and he uttered a sudden exclamation as he came to o
eheet that was decidedly finger-marked, The Sandwich
Island Two-Cent stared him in the face,

“My hat!" said Gadshy.

“Well, is it there?” yawned Ponsonby,

“Yes. Look!™ )

Ponsonby glanced carelessly over his shoulder. He looked
kb the stamp—a small oblong :

HAWAIIAN
POSTAGE

2
_ TWO CENTS

" Blessed if I can see anythin' in that!” yawned Ponsouby.
“An old penny stamp, that’s all,"

But Gadsby's eyes wero gleaming with axcitement.

] gt iIi\t.’s: genuine, it's worth hundreds of pounds, at least.'
e STy,

Pounsonby began to get interestad too.

“You mean to say thab bit of paper’s worth hundreds,
Gaddy ¥ o

“Yes, if it's genuine.  It's awfully rare.”

“Can you tell whether it's genuine?”*

“Well, a professional philatelist could,” said Gadsby. “1
might if I examined it carefully. It certainly looks all right.
I—I say, Pon—"

The two Highclifians exchanged a quick, sudden look.
Ponsonby turned quite pale.

They were alone in the study; there was nothing to
prevent——  As the guilty thought worked in their minds
the door opened, and Skinner came back,

“Desmond’s gone out,” he said, “Hallo? You've found
tho album, have you?”

Yonsonby flushed. .

**Is that the stamp?"* he asked.

“That’s it. Desmond's going to sell it to-morrow, 3o he
saye.” said Skinner. *“He'll lond me a fver out of the
hundreds he'll gat.* £

* ¥aas, if he gots any giddy hundreds,"” said Ponsonby, “1
expect the stamp i3 o spoof one.™

“Walker says it's genuine.  Walker knows ™

Gadsby closed the album, his face a little Aushed.

“Well, we'll soe you again to-morrow,” said Ponsonby,

The two Highchifians left the atudﬁ. Harold Skinner
remained alone there, standing guite still, the colour ebbing
in lis face. He did not move until the footsteps of the
Highchiftans had died away down the passage,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Yanished Stamp!

o OWLY Mothor av Mosast™
1t was a startled yell from Micky Desmond.
Rake and Morgan “and Wibley, whe were at
work at the study table on their prop, jumped,
Micky was staring into his desk,

“What's the row?” asked Rake, " Anything happened to
your precious stamp?"

“1t's gone 1M

My hat! Gone!™

“rone ! yelled Micky. :

The three juniors jumped up at once. Micky Desmand
dragged the album out of the desk. The paper mount to
which toie stamp had been fastencd had been torn, and the
Sandwich Iﬂlan-.]]ar haad vamshed.

“My hat!™ said Wibley. * It—it must be a joke, Micky!
None of the fellows would take it to keep!™

“ Gone 1M

“Who's been hwere?" said Morgan.

“Bunter!" yelled Micky.

“Eh? How do yvou know it was Buntert"

“ Begored, shure, 1 know it was! 1'll have it back, ana
sealp bim into the bargain ™ howled Micky, “'The thafo of
the worruld '

Micky eaught uwp a crrcket-stump. and rushed from the
study,  IHis stody-mates followed him fast.  Prep was for-
gotten.  Uhe anfuriated Micky raged up and down the
Remove passage, looking for Bunter.  He burst ints No, 7
Stwdy, but Billy BDunter was not there.

L
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“Where's Bunter?” roared Micky.
“Give it up!” said Petor Todd.
porpoise for?

stuné 2]

‘' Bhure, I'm going to brain him !

Petor Todd jumped up.

“1s your stamp gone?™

“Of course it is, you gossoon! T shouldn't say it was
stolen if it was still there, should 1% hooted Micky.

* How do you know Bunter's taken it?7?

“Faith, 1 know well enough!  Where 15 he ??

“Look hore, Desmond—-"

But Micky Desmond rushed out again, reging.
Todd ruzhed after him. It was only too probable that if the
stamp had been abstractod Bunder had abstracted it

Billy Bunter’s indifference to the laws of meum and tuum
was well known,  DBut the Owl of the Remove was Deter's
study-mate, and Peter intended to see justice done.

. Micky’s lowd cjaculations had spread the nows by ihis time,
The Remove passape throbbed with exciterment,

Harry Wharton locked out of No. 1 Study.

*What's the row?” he called out.

i % Bunter there?” shouted Micky.
4k Egr::

The Irish. jonior brushed past Wharton, snd rushed inte
the study. Billy Bunter was in the armchair.  He owght
to have been in his study doing his prep, Lut thore were
buked chestnuiz in No, 1, and Bunter bad invited himself to
assish 1o disposing of them. On such an gecesion prep could
waik.

Dut Bunter’s enjoyment of the chestnats was suddenly inter-
rupted.  Micky Desmond’s eluteh fell upon. him, and he was
whirled out of ‘the ¢hair upon the hearthrug.

* Whoere is it?" roared Micky.

Frank Nugent jumped up.

“What the thonder—"

“Yarooh ! roared Bunter, ¥ Help!

“Where is it?” shricked Micky,
before 1 brain yez inticely [

“¥ow-ow! Help!"

Whack—whack—whack !

The ecricket-stump descended upon Bunter's fat person with
& noise ke beating carpet. The faut junior roared and
wriggled.

Hﬂ !P 1a#

“"Yow! He's'mad!
Shure, and I'll-—

Whack—whack !

“*Where is it, ye thafe? Hand it over!
Shure, I'm going to brain him!"”
%raépe{] the excited Alicky, and

Hands off, yo spalpeens!
unter by main force. Bunter

Yharton and Nugent
dragged him away from
eprawled on the rug and bellowed. Micky resisted wildly;
but he wag plumped headlong into the armchuir, and the
gtump jerked away., The doorway was crowded by Todd
and Rake and Wibley, and a dozen other fellows behind

: “What do you want my
And what arg you going to do with that

He's stolen my stamp !

Peator

Fire! Murder!™
“Hand it over, yc thafe,

Draggim off ! Yooop!

them.

“Now, what's the matter, you wild #s:%" exclaimed
Wharton, * Keep quiet, you differ! What are you pitching
into Bunter for?”

“Yarooh! Keep him off! He's mad! ¥Yaht Oh!™

“Shure, he's got 161" shricked Micky.

““ot what?"

“r.i'..h{‘ Etﬂr“p!“

“I haven't!” yelled Bunter. T haven't seen ! 1
don’t know anything about it! T—I shouldn't know 1t if
I saw it! I wasn't in the study at ail, and Desmond didn't
ser e there! I wasin’t going toe borrow the stamp!
Yaroooh!™

Wharton's face became very grave.

“Keep quiet, Desmond!”  he said.  “If Bunter's taken
vour stamp, we'll make him disgorge it,  But there's no need
to rouse the whole achool about 16, Quict!”

“ Traith, and I want me ztamp! A thouwsand gowlden
guicds——-" .

“Quiet, vou ass!” said Peter Todd., " Youwll have the
prefects up hero soon i :

Micky Desmond calmed down a little,

“Shure, T don't want to give the fat baste away ! But ve
got to have me stamp back, Isw't it weorth a thousand
gowlden qguids intirely ™ ; -

@bt the door ™ said Harry,  ““We'd better go into tias.
But we don’t want Loder or Walker chipping in!™ .

The juniors erowded into the study, aml the door with
some  dificulty was closed. There was hawdly suffieiont
accommodation in No, 1 Study for ihe number of Renovites
wha were on the spot: but ail of them realised the need for
keeping the prefects-out of the matter. . .

Billy Bunter was so inexpressibly obtuse {imd e was goito
capable of taking the stamp without in the least intesneding
to steal ir, or at least realising that it was stealing. It
would be exactly like him to “boreow ™ 3t and scll i, fully
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intending to -rccompense the owner out of the proceeds of
future postal-orders,

“ Now, then,” said Peter Todd, " you can leave this to mel
That porpoise 13 my property-—="

“0h, really, Toddy!"” b

“In the Lrst place, is the stamp gone?™ asked Peter,

“Traith, it's been taken out of the album, as ye can =ec for
yerselves !

“It's gono right enough,” said Rake,

“That point's settled, then,
Bunter, Desmond

“Shore, I canght Ivm in me -smdj,' after tay," =zaid Micky.
“He'd taken the stamp ount of the slbum then, T took it

back, and kicked him out, and put the album awoy in me
clesk 1"

"D you lock the desk?™

“How could T lock 1t when the lock's bustod jutipely ™

All eyes wore fixed on Bunter.  The fat junior sat up on
the hearthrng, gasping for breath.

“Well, Bunter, what have you got to say?? asked Potes
Toddd oninguslv,

“Oh, really, Toddy, you ought to lick himt?

“What!"

“You could lick Desmond easily encugh,” said Dunter,
“I'll hold vour jacket. I Jdon't think you onght to let him
accuse o chap in your own study of stealing.’

“Have you got the stamp?"” rearcd Peter Todd,

“Of course 1 haven't!"” eaid Bunter peevishly,

“Did vou take L9

“0Oh, really, Toddy—-"

“Xes or no, you fut idiot?™

L} Nn !J!

“8hare, and i's a Joie! T eawght him—"

“Bhut up, Desmond! Bunter, Micky caught you in his
study onen, and you'd taken the stamp, and he took it away

aoain,’” '

“I was only going to borrow 14,"” growled Dumter. I
supposé a chap ean borrow a stamp? I've borrowed stamps
of you, Teddy, without all this fuss.'

“Not thowsand-pound stamps, you fat duffer. What were
}rm'lwijming to do with the stamp if Micky hadn’t caught
you !

“Well, T was going down to old Lazarus——"%

“Ta gell it?"? howled Peter.

“M-nenot exactly to sell it,™ said Bunter cautiously, *J-I
wanted to ask him whether it was genuine. I was taking the
frouble eptirely for Desmond’s sake, in erder to relieve his
mind about it. I don’t expect gratitude, but—""

“ Gratitude!” gasped Micky, *Faith, PI1-I"I1—"

“Bhut up!” snid Peter. “ Bunter, you silly duffer, can't
you understand that this iz & serious matter? Micky stopped
vou taking the stamp once, and kicked you out. 1 suppose
vou went back and took it later?”

“] didn't!” howled Bunter. I thought he had locked it
up—I—1I mean, I should scorn to do such a thing.”

“You didn’'t toke 13"

“No, Tdidn't” 1 ,

“Have you been in Desmond's study since he kicked you
out?"”

“Ng, I haven't. I don't like Desmond, and T should refuse
to visit hia studv,” said Bunter, with dignity, 1 look on
Nespond as a rough beast, I don't want to have anything
to sav to him.”’

“ Shuare, and I'll—T"H—"

“Then you've nob got the stamp?®”
Wharton.

“OF course I haven't. I don’t knew anything about it
And now thoe matter's elozed,™ sand Bunter, rising to his {eck,
“1'Il have some more of those chestnials.”

And he did,

W'vp lﬂl}l'[l'{l Eu
What's made you fx off

exclaimed Harry

el

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Clue !
H_&.]’{R‘E’ WHARTON & C0O. looked blankly ai Bunter,

The fat junior was starting on the baked chestnata
with unimpaired appetite, Micky Desmond looked
at him as if Tie would cat hin.

“Mhe maotter ien't quite ¢lesed yet, Buonfer
enidl Wharton grimly,  “The stamp’s got to be found, you
Lnow, ™ . ]

“Wall Desmond ean find it; it's-his,” said Bunter =y
docline to lielp him in any way after his conduct,”

“Share, he's got it all the toime——"

“JTave you got it about you?" asked Peter Todd.

“If won ecan't take my word, Teddy i

“Weoil, [ can't, fathead!™ ]

“ Then 1 decling to diseuss the matter any fother™

GIVER AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 1%
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“Gimme that bike !” yelled Bunter, chasing the cyclists desperately as they moved off down the lane,

“How am I to get back to Greylriars?"

“Walk 1" grinned Eob Cherry.

(¥ee Chapler 13.)

“8Bhure, T'll sealp him![ Tl slavghter him! T'll brain him
intirely! Lemme get at him!"" roared Micky.

“Befter search him,” eald Todd. “Then wo'll zearch his
things in my study. It looks to mo as if he hasn't got it, but
wa must mako sure.”

“Put zomedody's gob it said Rake Y And
Bunter tried to steal 1t once.™

“QOh, really, Rake! I was going to borrow it for a short
fime, and 1 chould have given Desmond halfe-’ .

The fat junior was interrupted. Ialf o dozen hands seized
him, and ho was scavehed with great thoronghness, in spite
of his expostulations, The search was remarkably thorough,
and by the time it was finished half Bunter's clothing lay on
tho floor of No. 1 Study. Dut the stamp was not discovered.

“He hosu't got it about ham,” said Nugent. *Buot a thing
liko that might be hidden anywhere.”

“ Bettor ook in his study,™ zaid Rake. *IKeep the fat idiot
here while we scarch.”

“1 say, sou fellows—""

“Aro you going fo own up wheve it {877 demanded Rnke.

“I don’t know anyihing about it!" rvoared Bunter, * And
i vou meddla with my things I'll camplain to Mr. Quoleh.”

*Bhure, 11 go to Quelchy mysell if the stamp doesn’t turn
upl'.;ﬁaiu‘ Micky. “I'm not goin’ to lose a thousand gowlden
el
qP&ter Todd gave Bunter a wvery puzzled losk. Tha fat

nior was resuming hiz displaced parments and prunting
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we know

. NEXT
HONDAY-

“THE TERRIBLE TWO!”

ancrily. It was very evident that he did not realise in the
loast the seriousness of the situation. :

“ Come and search tho study ! said Todd abruptly.

Half a dozen fellows proceeded to Noo 7. There, cvery
article belonging to Billy Bunter wae ransacked, and tho
whole study searched. The result was mil. But that result
was not convincing, Forv so small an object as a stamp might
have been concoaled in some cranny or creviee anywhere—
probably eutsida the study. _ )

Biliy Bunter remained in No. 1 Study ith Wharton and
Nugent. They regarded hin with perplexed looks. It was
plain, at least, that Bunter had no uneasiness with regard to
the seavch thut was poing on in No. 7. Dub his assurance
might only be founded on tho faet that he had concealed thr:
gtolen starap clsewhere,

“Plogzed if 1 know what to make of it!" said Hn?'
Wharton at last. * Bunter's idiot cnough {0 take the stan
And if he didn’t, who did?"”

‘I" Oh, rcally, Wharton! I {hink wyou might trust an old
nl, IE
P Did you take it, Billy ¥

“ Clortainly not! Perhaps Rake or Wibley or Morgan toek
it,” suppested DBunter, 1 thought it was locked up: but
thoy'd know.™

“Don’t bo a silly ass! Yon moean to say you didn’t o there
to take it becanse you thought it was lncﬁnd up it

“Yeos—I mean, of course, I wouldn't have t:l{’{EH if, anyway.

A Grand, Long, Complate Biory of Harey *
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS
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1 don’t suppose it's a genunine stamp, cither. Perhaps those
Higheliffo chaps took it, too.” L

*“‘The Higheliffie chaps!’”” said Harry. “They didn’t know
anything aguut Micky’s stamp, and they wouldn't go to his
study, anyway."” ‘

“That they jolly. well did!"” said Bunter i'ﬂ-nmp'im?’l];-.
“They went thero with Skinner while Desmond was out.

Wharton started.

“ How do you know?"

“Because I saw them.” 3

“You're such an awful Prussian!” said Wharten deubtfully.
“ The Kaiser is a Truthful James compared to you, Ihlly,”

“Other chaps saw them, too,” growled Bunter. 1 know
Fishy was in tha possage, because | was speaking to him,
asking him whether ho could lend me a key—[—I mean—-—""

“YWhat did vou want a key for?”

“AWell, I thought Desmond had locked up that stamp, you
wmow. I1—1 only wented to look at it, of course.”
Peter Todd aml his companions camo back,

showed that the search had been in vain,

“Mow what's going to be donei” eaid Peter. “If the
stamp izn't fﬂung the matter will have Lo go before Mr,
Quelch.” : : :

“ Bunter sayz the Hizghcliffe ehaps went into Desmond's
study while they were here,” said Wharton, “1 ecan’t think
that Ponsonby would steal a stamp ; but if they were there,
it isn't guite fair to fix on Bunter™

“ Butedid they?” sard Rake doubtfully,

] ‘:rFiud Skinner and Fisher; Bunter says they eaw them go
H IR
“Rirlht-ho! Wea'll soon settle that,™

Peter Todd hurried away, and rveturned in a few minutes
with Skinner and Fisher T. Fish. DBoth of them were locking
surprised.

- Ponsenby and Gadsby came over to see you, Skinner!™
Wharton asked. x

“Yor. What about it?™”

“ Bunter says they went inte Desmond’s study.”

“1 guess that’s so,” said Fisher T, Fish. "I was talking
in the passage with Buntor, and I saw them.”

Skinner nodded. If ho had been inclined to. deny the cir-
cumstance, ho thought better of it, in the face of the Yankeo
junior’s testimony.

“That'sen,” be said, 1 told them about Desmond’s stamp,
and they wanted to see it

“Then they knew about the stump ™™ exelaimed Wharlon,

“Yez. I told them.®

“Did you show them the stamp?™ asked Todd.

“No; the album wasn't on the table. T wont to look for
Delamﬂnd, to ask him to show it to them. Dut Micky was
ﬂu IJ?

“1id you leave them in the study?™

‘" Yes

“* Nobody clso with them$"™

&1 N‘:..F‘!

“ How long®”

“1 don't know—about ten minutes, I sappose.™

* YWag tho stamp there when you came back 7°

“1 don't know—I didn’t sce anything of it, of conrge. I
never thought of looking.™

" Ihd they sec the stamp while they were there

skinner hesitated,

“It's all rot to.suppose that they would take it,”" he zaid.

“That's not the point. We want to know whether they
had a chance,” said Peter Todd. “If Ponsonhy knew the
veloe of the stamp it would be a temptation. Ie's a rambling
beast, and gambhng is next door to stealing. Do you know
whether they saw the stamp while vou were away?  Look
here, Skinner, we want the facts, and we want them exactly.
We can ask Ponsonby ourselves, and if his story deesn’t tally
with yvours, 1t may be bad for you.”

1 don’t want to hide anvthine.” said S8kinner. *When I
came back to the study they had Desmond’s desk open, and
were Jooking into the album.

The juniora exchanged. startled glances.

“ And what thent®"” asked Wharton,

“Then they left."

- ﬁid”}'ﬂu look at the album after they were gone$”
o

Their loolks

“ Then you don't know whether the stamp was still theve 77
“I don't know anything about it."

“My hat!"” said Rake. “It looks=—it really looks—hat—
but surely those chaps wouldn't do such a thing !™

“Yon told them what the stamp was worth, Skinner ?”

Skinner nodded.

“Did they helieve it#"

“I—I suppose so. Gaddy knows about stamps,"

“I say, you fellows, it was those Higheliffe chaps right

THE Maicrer Linrany.—No, 425,

encugh,’t said Billy Bunter. “I think Deamond ought to
apologise ta me."” i

“ Blessed if [ know what to think,” said Wharton, “If
an_accusation like that is brought without being vroved it
will look pretty bad, as we're on bad terms with FPonsonby.
But wo know that Pon iz o rotter, and Gedsby's no belter,
though it dots seem rather thick to suspect them of stealing.
We uught to see them about it before anything's said in
public.’

“Shure and I want me stamp.”’ ] . .

“Wall, let Micky take his choiee, as it's his stamp that's
gone,”’ said Peter Todd. “ Kither go to Quelehy now, or
wi'll eall on Pon to-morvow.” ; !

“Better not be in a hurry to go to Quelehy,” said Skirner
hurriedly. * Suppose the stamp should turn upl”

“Ilow could it tuyn up when it's heen stolen?”

“AVall, Micky mght lave lost it 1"

“Shure and 1t's an omadhaun ve are!
e album, avd s been stolen ™ ) .

“We don’t want to make s scandal if we can help it,” sad
Skinuer. )

“Ezith, -I'm willing te soake to Ponsonby [irst, if you
follows think 201" said Micky Desmond. *“ I don't want a
seandal—I only want me stamp ' ;

“Then we'lls po over to :E‘IILE}I-EEEH'E ta-morvow,””  sxd
Wharton. “H Ponsonby's gol i, andd he’ll give it up
guictly, the matter can drop.’

And so it was seltled. wt Micky Desmond’s face was
very lugubrions for the rest of the evening. His thousand
ﬁvcm-h]&n quids had =zone from his gaze like a leautiful

roan,

1 Jeft the stamp in

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Sccks Solitude!
3 FTIR dinner on the following day Harry Wharton

and Micky Desmond wheeled out their bicyeles,

After some disenssion it had been agrecd that two

Fellows would be sufficient for the nussion to High.

cliffe Schaol. And Wharton's cool head would act
as o kind of brake upon the excitalble Micky., It was not
neneh use having o “row ™ at Hicbeliffe ; that would serve to
purpose.

Skinner, of the Remove, came out in coal and cap as the
two juniors wheeled out their machines,

“Going fo Higheliffe "' he asked.

“Yeos'" ;

“1 lope you'll get the stamp withoul a fuse,” said Shinner.

“T hope s, if they've got it,”” said Harry. :

The two cyelists rode off towards Courtfield. Bkinmer fol-
lowed in the zame dircet'on on foot. - HBnoop and Stott come
out of the gates and hurried to join him.

“Whither bound ¥ asked Bnoon. Snoop was generally
Skinner’s companion on a half-holiday.

“{Yh, just o walk,” said Skinner carelessly, ;

“YWhat are vou buzzing off by yourself for? asked Stoft,
“ Anyliing on?”

“0Oh, no; nothing.”

“Well, let's get down 1o the old barn and have a smoke I

“Wat this atternoon,” said Skinner

“IWhat rot! Are you going to Courtfield $V

YAWall, I was just strolling in that direction,” said Skinner,
obviausly ill ab case, _

“Then we'll stroll with you, if you like

“Don't trouble. There's a Fivst Eleven match on to.day,
Aren't vou going to see them play ¥

“0h, hang {footes!™

Bkinner walked on, and Snoop and Stott lept on witl him,
They winked zt one another over Skinner's shoulder.

It was guite evident to them that Skinner was not pining
for their company. The three youny rascals were generally
togolher, and Skinner's dear iriends resented his sneaking
away by himself in this manner. Their natural suspicion was
that something was on, and that the cad of the Remove
meant to leave them out of it. They did not intend to be
leit out if they could help it

Bkinner’'s brow wax dark as he walked on, Snoop and
Stott keeping pace with him. Courtfield appeared in sight,
The two evelists ahead Rad long vamished.

Skinner halted at last

*Come on ! said Snoop,
for some gmger-pop.’

“T'r not going to the bun-shop,” said Skinner.

“Then whore are you going #"

""0Oh, nowhere in particular.”

U Welly, we're ant for a stroll, and we'll go nowhere in par
ticular, too!" said Snoop arrecably.

“ Look Tieie, the faef is I'd rather be alone this afternoon,”
said Skinner, compelled to smweak ont at last.

{FF

“We'll dron in at the bun-shep
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His chums chuckled.

' What's tha little game, then?" asked Stotf,

“There ian’t any httle game.”

#What do you want to be alone for, then*"

“Well, vour company isn’t wvery entertaining.” said
Bkinner. * Besides, your faces worry me! Good-bye!”

He started off again towards Courtfield, walking with quick
strides.  SBnoop and Stott exchanged s prin and followed
him. Skinner looked back asz he entered the town, and
geowled at the sight of the two jumiors a dozen paces behind.
He waitad for them to come up, gritting his teeth.
- “Jook here, what are you
demanded. )

“Have you bought the high road?” asked Sncop affably.
Ei:':I want you to clear off and let me alone!” growled

sinpey,

“Well, what for?”’ demanded Bnoop. ] "If_ there’s &-good
thing going, why can’t you let your pals into it}"
- ﬁ-’a nothing of the sort. There's nothing on.”

“Then what are you zo jolly mysterious aboutb?"

“Look here, I'm fed up with this! If you kee
me, I'll jolly well punch your heads!” exclaime
exasperated.

“ Both together?"” grinned Bnoop. .

fkinner crﬁuched his hands, and strode on angrily. Snoop
and Stott followed a fow paces behind.  With an angry brow
Skinner threaded his way along the old High Street of the
market town, his dear pals keeping him in view. __
© #What the dickens iz the little game?” said Snocp, gquite
puzzled. “’Tain't the Cross Keys—that's in the other direc-
tion. He must be going to Higheliffe, Why can’t he take
us with him if it's for a little Hutter?”

“*'Tain’t Higheliffe,”" said Btott. * You turn u'ff at that
COTner fm- Highelife, and he's passed it. He's going to the
sfation.” )

Skinner stopped outside the station and looked at his
watch. Then he went into the building. Bnoop and Stott
hurried on, but Skinner had already gone on the platiorm.
# 2, he's going somewhere by railway ! said Snoop. ° What
e deep dodger! But what on earth is the game?®™ :

“ Meeting Banks perhaps, or some party from Highelifie,
and leaving us out of it,”” said Stott discontentedly. * What
about. getting tickets and following him 1"

“That depends on tho size of the ticket.” said Buoop. “I've
got no mroney to waste, I'l jelly soon find out.™

He ran to the booking-office.

“Has my friend taken his ticket?” he asked.
ing for a chop—a schoolboy in a cap like mine!”

“Wes, sic!" :

“{Hve me a ticket to the same place, please,”” said Snoop.
#Bame class.” . ;

The hooking-clerk handed out a third-class ticket to
Lentham. Snooo locked at i, but did not pick it un.

“Tantham " he said. “Then he can't be the chan I'm
looking for! Sorry to trouble you!" : _

And Sncop walked cpolly away, leaving the astonished
¢lerk to glare and take back the ticket.

8noop grinned as he rejoined Stott. o _

“He's gone to Lantham,” he said. ““The train goes in &
faw minutes. Too jolly exgensnra to zo there after him. ‘I
wonder what the diclkens he's gone to Lantbam for? It's
no end of a distance from here. Can't ba a little party,

fter all.”

i “Nlessed if I make it out," said Stott.
anyway." ) ] ) )

The two juniers, considerably puzeled, quitted the station.
Bkinner's business in the distant town of Lantham was a
mystery. They were curicus, but net to the extent of
paying the expensive railway fares to track their truant
chum further. They had to give it up

TEE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble at Highclitle!

13 REYFRIARS cads!” said Ponsonby.

Frank Courtenay of the Fourth was chatting
with the Caterpillar in the guadrangle at Higzh-
oliffe when he heord Ponsonby's remark. He
looked round towards the gates. Harry Wharton

and Micky Desmond had wheeled in their machines. Leav
ing the bikes at the porter’s lodee, they came across the
uad. -
’ Courtenay and the {::Ltm‘lgijllnr turned to meet them.
“Had to see yvow, dear boys,” said the Caterpillar affahbly.
# Tave vou come over for a cricket jaw? You know how I
enjoy it.” ;

Wharton shook his head.

“As a matter of fact, we've come to see Donsonby and
Gadsby,” he said,

“By pad!” said the Catevpillar. “ Have vou taken to
flutterin’ with the wicked pasteboarda in your old age?”
“Nao,” zaid Harry, laughing,  “ Nothing in that ling, A
little busitess we've got to sertle with Ponsonby, that’s all”
“Not a row, T hope?™ asked (Conrtenay.
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“1 hope not,” said Harry. ; :

Courtenay dud not ask’any questions as to the business.
Wharton and Micky went on towards the House, where
Ponsonby and several of his nutty friends were standing on
the steps, airing themselves, =zo to speak. Ponsonby & Co.
bestowed sui)era::ilicug locks wpon the twp Greyiriars fellows.

“Wao should like a word or two with you, Ponsonby, i you
don’t mind,” said Harry Wharton, quieily and civilly.

Ponsonby elevated his evebrows.

“ With me?" he intorrogated.

“YES-"

"By gad!” yawned Ponsonby., * Well, you can go ahead.
I don’t see what business you can have with me; but if you
want a tip for Gatwick, I can ub]igﬂ vou. Bonny Boy is
almost certain to puil off the three o'clock race to-day.™

The nuts of Highelifie chuckled.

“It isn't that,” said Harry, keeping his temper well. “TIt's
& private matter, and I'd rather speak to vou in private.”

“The fact 1% I'm rather partipular whom I ask into my
quarters,” said Ponsonby, in an airy way. *“I'd rather you
speak out here, if vou don’t mind.” ;

Wharton's eyes pgleamed for 2 moment. The Hizheliffo
nuts noted it with satisfaction. It was “amusin’ " to get
Wharton's “rag out "—very “amupsin'  indeed, as they
had the odds on their side if # come to a tussle. But the
captain of the Remove did not mean to be drown.

“Bhure, if you want it here, you can have it!"” burst ouf
Mil}kir Desmond hotly. “8hure, we want to know——"

“Cheese it, Micky I'" gaid Wharton. *We haven’t come for
a Tow,’ :

“Well, I'm not going to stand his check, the thafe ™ :

“It's o _rather unpleasant matter, Ponsonby,” said
Wharton. “1 really wish you'd ket us speak to you iIn
private—yon and Gadsby.” T

“Oh, me too!” said Gadsby. * Well, you're not comin’ into
my study. I'm_ quite as particular as Ponsonby. No dogs
or Greylriars fellows admitted.”

* tla, ha, hal!” e

Wharton compressed his lips. He could not help thinking
that af Pﬂllﬂ{lﬂ‘g knew anything of the missing stamp he
would have checked his insolence, On the other hand, his
present lina might be sheer bravade. ;

“Well, if you want it out before & crowd, you can have it,
Ponsonby,” he said. *“ ¥ou came over to Greyiriars yester-
day afternoon——"

L] 'le 3

“Yon went into Desmend’s study to zee his stamp."”

“Yamrs—did 17" said Ponsonby reflectively. ' Yaas, now
I remember I did. Skinner told me soms Yot about Desmond
havin' a valuable stamp. Of course, I didn’t believe a word
of it.”

“You opened Desmond's desk without permission, to lpok
at the stamp.”

“Have yon coms over to make a row about thet?” said
Gadsby disdainfully. * Desmond was gone out, and we didn’g
believe Skinner’s yarn about a thousand-pound stamp. So
we looked at it al sve were there.” . B

“No great harm in that, if that was all,” szaid Harey, “It
was like your cheek to touch Desmond's desk; but that sn't
the trouble. The stamp iz gone.”

“Gone, has it?" yawned Ponsonby. :

“Yos., It hasn't been seen since you were in the studp
Dén’t yvou think, now, that we'd better speak about this
in private 7 .

A deadly look came inlo Ponsonby's eyes.

“No, I don't!" he said, very distinetly. *¥You say the
stamp is gone. You mean to say that it has been stolen "

“Tt has been taken away, at all events. If it is-given back,
Desmond s willing to say nothing about the matter.™

“Vou ve come over here for nt?”

“Traith, and we have!™

“You want me to give you an answer?"

N :

“Well, here it is. I believe the stamp was n spoof one—
worth the paper it was ;i:-rinh:r'l on, and nothin' more,” said
Ponsonby deliberately. I believe you know perfeetly well
where it ia, and you've made up a yarn about it's bein'
stolen to et o handle agoinst ns. Thet's my answer 1"

Wharton Hushed cvimson. .

“ Yo thafe of the wurrnld ! burst out Micky ficreely. “The
stamnp's boen stolen, and #t's worth a thowssand gowlden
sovereipns!  And vou're going to band it back!™

“If vou say vou know nothing of the stamp, we shall have
to take vour weord at prezent, Ponsonby,” said Wharton
quietly. *“ut the matter will not stop here. Unlesa the
stamp iz found to-day, onr Form-master will be ealled in, and
then the police. Then it will be a master of stwprisonment !

I‘:}nﬁﬂn[x; shrugeed hiz shoulders. i

A Grand, Long, Complate Story of Harry
Whnarton & Co. By FRANK RIOHAROS,.



0 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY ©e~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND" 30 LIBRARY. "¢

“I don’t faney you can fix anythin’ of the sort on us,” he
said. “But you're welcome bo try, off you like

“Go ahm{i"’ said Gadsby, “and we'll have you for libel
afterwards "™

“What a rvotten, dirty trick ! said Monson.

“ Absolutelv,” said Vavasour.

“Why didu't vou make it a8 pold watch instead of a rotten
ptanp when vou were making up the »arn?” sneered Drury.
It would zound better.”

Wharton set his teeth.

“If you know nothisg of the stamp, vou would naturally
suspect that,” he zaid. ** I haven't forgotten that you played
a dirty trick like that on us—leaving a diamond pin in my
ptudy, fo bring a Iving accusation afterwards. suEpuse you
can't understand that there are zomme fellows whe don'’t pla
dirty tricks. Dut if you've pot nothing more to =ay, we'
vlear. The rost is for the police to do.™

“Oh, go ahead!” said Ponsonby disdainfully. *“Pile in
with vour yarn, and we'll see whether it comes to anythin’.”

“Pair of rotten slanderin’ liavs ! suid Gadshy.

“Is it a loiar ye call me?” roared Micky Desmond.

“The pair of you!" said Gadsby. * Here, hands off, vou
wild frish idiot! Hang you! Back me up, you fellowst”

Micky Desmond nls‘%ued at Gadsby, and yanked ‘him off
the steps in the twinkling of-an eye. Gaddy’s head was in
c'ham.jEri; in a moment, and he rvoared and struggled
frantically. The rest of the puts rushed to the rescne, strong
in numbers. Harvy Wharton sprang to Micky's aid. It had
ended in o “row ¥ aftey all.

“Kick the cads cout*” shownted Fonsonby.

Thers were half a dozen of the nuts of Higheliffe.
Courtenay came running up, with a gleam in his eyes.

“Fair play!” he exclaimed.

“Aiind your own business!"” velled Ponsenby.
know what the cads have done?”

“1 don't know and don’t eare, but you've going to give
them fair play,” said Courtenay, pushing Ponsonby back.

“Yaas, fair play's a jewel,” said the Caterpillar lazily.
“Deon't compel me to wade in and mop you up, Pon—it's s
exhanstin’."

The nuts retreated. A good many more fellows were
c;;ﬂ“'dmg to the apot, IFrank CUowrtenay's [riends . among
them.

“Well, let the cads get out,” said Ponsonby savagely.
“Do you think I'm goin' to have them comin’ here and
callin’ me a-thief?"

* Faith, and it's a thafe ve are!”

“I have not called you a thief,” said Harry quietly, thoush
he was breathing hard. *I came here to ask you a question
in private, and you insisted upon having it out before a
erowd. DBut now I do call you a thief. I believe that you
stole Micky's stamp, and I hope to be able to prove it. I
know yow're a pambling rotter, and that's next door to
being a thief!”

Dut

“Do you

And Wharton walked away towards the gates. Frank
Courtenay hurried after him.
“What's all this, Wharton " he asked anxiously, “You

eurely can’t enspect Ponsonby——"

Wharton explained in & few words.

“I ean’t believe it of Ponsonby,” said Courtenay. with a
shake of the head. “'I know he's played a lot of dirty tricks,
but this is too thick. Btill, veu've got plenty of ground to
go upon; I don't deny that, Only if Pon was guilty, I den’t
believe he's got nerve to make a scene like that. ITe would
have taken you inte his study, and kept it all as quiet as
poasible.

“ Possibly. But the stamp’s got to be found," said Iarry.
“I hoped to k the matter quiet; but it can’t be kept
quiet now. Mr. Quelch is certain to eall in the police if the
stamp dodsn’t turn up.”

The two Greyiriars {uni-nrs mounted their machines, and
*ode away from Highcliffe, leaving Courtenay looking very
troubled.

“Shore, 1t's a thafe he 15,™ said Micky Desmond, * "Twasn’t
Bunter—it was Ponsonby. He kicked me in the ribs while
Gadsby was houldin® me, and & rvotter who would do that
would steal a stamp intirely.”

Wharton emiled slightly : Micky's logic did not seem to lum
conclueive. But he was of opinion that Micky was right, all
the same.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Sklnner Cuts Up Rusiy!

AROLD SKINNER came into the School Houze with
a moody brow. Enrm]p and 3tott spotted him as he
came i, and joined him. Ilis grim and ploomy
looks rather amused his two dear pals. Whatever
the atteaction that had drawn Skinner to Lantham,
seidently 16 had not been a happy afterncon for him,
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“Tlad bad luck?” asked Snoop. i

“Oh, those geegees!” remavked Stott. “ Always zo jolly
uncertain!” _ . )

Skinner did not reply. Ile shoved Snoop angrily aside, and
strode on to the stairs. The two juniors stared after him.

“ My hat!” said Snoop. * Bkinney must have had bad luek,
and no mistake, I supgm;e it was geegees!” .

“Or banker,” grinned Stott.  *' Serve him right {or leaving
his pals out of it."

Skinner went up to the Remove passage, glum and morose.
1t was plain that something had }miapencd uring his absence
to dagh his spirtts very considerably. Vernon-Hmith was in
the deorway of his study. ]

“Time for tea!” he remarked. “I was wondering where
you'd got to, Skinner.” i _

“I've been down to Courtfield,™ =aid Skinner shortly,

“You mean Lantham ! grinned Snoop, who had followed
Lim up. “What was the little ganie at Lantham, Skinneri"

“I haven't been to Lantham.” i

“Then the bLooking-clerk at the station was a EBbber!™
chnckled Sngop. * He told me you had.” ) .

“Ho vou were spying on me!” exclaimed Skinner furiously,
clenching his fists and advancing on Snoop, who backed away
promptly.

“Heold on!™ said the Dounder, m surprise.  “ YWhat does
it matter, Skinner? It's your own business whether vou've
been to Lantham, ™

“1 haven't!” growled Skinner.

“Oh, whet a whopper ! ejaculated Stotf.
asked at the station in Courtfield,
Lantham

“We jolly well do,” said Snoop. * No harm in it, that I
can soe, excepting that it was mezn to dodge your old pals.”

“The booking-clevk made n misioke il he told you that,"
gaid Skinner. “As a matter of fact, I took the tvain to
Redelyite ™

*How-wow " said Snoop derisively.

The events of the aftermoon, whatever they were, had
rufled Bkinner’s temper sorely. He made a rush at Snoop
with his fists up. Sidoney James Bnoop promptly dadgeé
Lehind Stott.

“Oh, cheese it, Bkinney ! he exclaimed., * You dudn't go
to Lantham, if vou like—any old thing!”

“ Hallo, halle, halle! What's the merry vow?” exclaimed
E-fEIJ Cherry,- coming along the passage. “I'cace, my
imfants 1

“Yarooh! Hands off 1"’ yelled Snoop, as the cxasperated
Skinner grasped hun, and began pommelling.

Bob Cherry laid his powerful grasp on Skinner's shoulders
and jerked lim away. Snoop staggered against the wall,
gasping. :

*“Let go!” ghouted Skmner savagely.

“Shush 1 said Bob reprovingly, “Tet Huns delighi to
bark and bite: it iz their nature to: let Turks and Bulgars
growt pmd fight, they've nothing else to do but—"

“0Oh, cheese it, you ass!”

“You did go to LanthamI"” yelled Snoop.  “ You jolly well
went to Lantham, and you know you did. ¥Yah!"

And Snoop fled along the passage and vanished.

“8o you jolly well did, Bkirner,” said Stott. “I dow’t know
what vou're kicking up a shindy about, but you did go to
Lantham, and we know it. Yah!"

And Stott followed Snoop.

“What a giddy storm m a teacup!™ said the Bounder,
“YWhat the dickens does it matter whether you went to Lan-
tham or nét, Skinner?”

“1 didn't!” howled Skinner,

“Well, vou didn't, 1f wyou like!” agreed the DBounder
pacilically. "“Come mm and have teg !

Skimner followed the Dounder into the study, scowling.
Bob Cherry went lns woy, wondering.  Skinner was very.
seldom a fighting man; and it was astonishing that he
gshould have cut up rusty with lis own pals. So far as Bob
could see, it did not matter twopence wheiber Skinner Lad
Lbeen to Lantham that alterncon or not.

Skinner was moody and sileni over tea, and the Hounder
regarded him curlonsly several times.

“What the dickens 13 the mattor with vou?" Vernon Smith
asked ot last. ' Is it the gesgees againi™

“No, it isn't ! snapped Skinner.

“Hanker or nap?”’

“MNo, vou ass!” ;

“Oh, Pon!” said the Bounder comprehensively. Pan’y
seeing you sgain to-day about that little debd, 1 suppose.”

“Hang Pon!"

“Well, he might e hanged with advantage to the reneral
community,” agreed the Houwder. *If he woiries you for
the money, Skinney, tell lum to go ond eat coke.  Pon
doesn't always pay up”

Skinner grunted,

“Why, we
We know you've been ta
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“Desides, you're going ko screw somethizg out of Desmond
when he selfé his 5&.:11[% That ig, if he gets it back!” seid
VYernoen-Bmith. ;

“1 don't believe he's lost it1" said Skinner. * Most likely
dropped it about his study somewhere.”

“Poasibly 1" assented the Bounder. * He's rather o care-
E:}ss ass. Wharton's been over to Highcliffic to ask Ponsonby

r ik’

Skinner grinned. _

“I don’t believe bhe stamp was worth anything, either,” he
gaid. “Theve ave lots of copiea of valnable stamps in existence.
Collectors who ecan’t afford originals somelimes buy copies.
Then a silly ass who doesn’t know anything about stampe
takes them for the genuine article.”

“As a matter of fact, I've had some doubts about that
stamp,” smiled the Bounder. “Such a giddy windfall seemed
too good to be trme. I wouldn't say so to Micky, but I
thought so. But have you found out anything fresh about
lt?”

ik ﬂh? o !:j .

“Then what makes you think it's a spoof specimen now?
You belisved 1n it yesterday.”

*I've been thinking it over, that's all.”

The Rounder locked at him curtonsly.

“There's a stamp firm at Lantham,” he remarked. “You
conld get information there. Ta that what you went to
Lantham for?" ;

“I haven't been to Lantham,” snarled Bkinner.

“Oh, all sevene—you haven’t!” said Vernon-Smith. And
be shrugged his shoulders, Skinner scowled and rose from
the tea-table, and quitted the study abruptly.

Micky Desmond snd his study-mates were at tes when
Skinner looked into that apartment. :

“Heard anything of the stamp wet!” asked Skinner

“Shure, Ponsenby'as got it7"

“He hasn't owned up to it, I su

“No: but I'm shure of it intirelf’. .
ribs when that baste Gadsby was houldin® me.”
© U Proof positive ! grinned Rake,

Skinner moved away from thd door, and hung restlessly
mbout the passage for some time. After tea, Micky Desmond
came out and went to No. 1 Study. Rake and Wibley and
Morgan came oub a few minutes later, and went downstairs,
ﬂkinnea;vatched them out of sight, and then hurriedly entered

& study.

He was in the study only a minute or two. He came ount
in the same hurried manner, and walked quickly &m‘a%, his
faco a little pale. But he seemed to bréathe move freely
pow, as if lis mind were relieved.

se?”
He kicked me in the

i

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mr, Quelch is Called Inl

ARRY WHARTON had called a couneil of war in
Mo, 1 Study. L.

What was to be dene in the matter of the missing

stamp had baeome a serious question.

Micky Desmond was naturally determined notb to
lose his thousand “ gowlden ™ quids, and it was not to be
expected that he should. Yat all the juniors shrank from the
thought of o scandal in the schobl. They had done all they
muhf without calling in the Form-master, and the result had
been nil. Most of the fellows were convineed that Ponsonby
had taken the stamp. DBut [ wasz another makter.

Tt simply can't be proved,” said Wharton. * If Quelchy
takes the mutter up, 03 he must, and speaks to Dr. Voysey at
Highelifte, there will be a search there. But Pon will be on
Dis punrd—and he’ll stmply throw the stamp into the [ive."

“Mara an ‘ounds ! cjaculated Micky Desmond in dismay,
“Would the thafe of the worruld desthroy & stamp worth 2
thouzand gowlden sovereigna®” AR S

“0Of course he would, rather than be caught with it in his
pocket.

“Oh, murther I said Micky.

“But we can’t lek the matter rest here,” saild Dol Cherry.
“We've done all wo can, and Micky will have to tell Quelch
sbout it. Quelchy will yag him for not reporting it before,
anyway.”

E.-‘-u{d that brines Dunter inko it," zald Poeter Todd., %
feal pretiy certain Bunter knows nothing about tho stamy.
But when Quelchy knows that he tnied to bone it onee—-'

“Zerve the fat doffer right ! growled Johnny Bull.  IIe
was going to bone it, anvway,” ‘

“Fo was going to compensate Micky out of his postal-
orders ™

“Ha, ha. ha "

#He dide’t mean 1o steal i," said Peter. " Ie's too =illy
an idior to know what he really was doing. And, as it
happened, he nover got the stomp. i osure of that, It's
Ponsonby vicht enongh,”

“Well, Micky will have to report all the facts to Quelchy,
and Quelchy cne act ag he thinks (Gt said Wharton., “We
gan't da moee th o we've done™
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And that was agreed upon, and Micky Desmond made lus

way to the Memove-mastcr’s study to make bis report,
r. Queleh's reception was not very encouraging.

WYon have lost a stamp!” he cxclaimed, as Micky began
to stammer out an explanation, somewhat ilamnggrjzﬂé by
Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes beéing fixed upon him. “Eh? A
ptamp did you say, Desmond " ,

““¥is, sorr.” .

“And you have come to waste my time because you have
lost & stamp? You should be more carcful with your
stamps. Don't be sbsurd, Desmond. Do you expect your
Form-master to find stamps that you have lost?7 vxclaimed
Mr. Quelch irritably. <

“ Shure, it wasn't lost, sorr! Tt was stolen]

“MNonsensa! Was it a penny stamp "

“It was two cints, sore ! _

M Thes since " exclaimed My, Quelch, .Euzi:'leﬂ for the
moment by Micky's delightful accent. * What do you mean
by © two sinen,” Desmond - Your remark has no sense.

::Nﬂ!- silﬁiﬁ.ﬂtr—muta e

Dosmo

“Vig sgorrl” said poor Micky, flurried by the Form-
master's frown. ‘It was a Sandwich——"

A gandwich 1"

' Yis, sorr, & Sandwich——"’

“Yau have lost a sandwich, do you meani®”

“No, sorr, I've lost a stamp, I mane—-"

*“Have you lost a sandwich or bave you lost a stamp,
Desmond ¥

“A stamp, sor” — i

“Mhen what do you mean by your ridiculons reference 10
& sandwich?"

“Tt waa 2 Sandwich——"

::Eh&t{-i?” -

slanaey, 20T .

“ A Sandwich Tslander!” ejacnlated Mr. Quelch,

“ That's it, sorr 1" ) .

"I}esmnnci, wre you out of your semsea? How could &
stamp be a Sandwich Islander? A Sandwich Islander, 1
understand, is & haman being. * Are you making absurd jokes
to your Form-master, Desmond?” )

“No, sorr ! grsped Micky., Micky would as soon have
mado absurd jokes to a tiger in the jungle as to Mr. Quelch. -
“{ mane the stamp wa3 & stamp of the Sandwich Isiands,
sorr ! -

“Then why did you not say so at once?” exclaimed the
Remove-master erossly. .

Micky did not dare to say that he had been given no
chance. Form-masters were not to be argued with :

"So you have received a letter from the Sandwich Iﬂ' ands,
and you have lost the stamp?" asked Mr. Quelch, Vell,
what does it matter £"-

“Pien’t that, sorr. Me uncle Murphy—"

“Your whati"” o .

“ Mo Uncle Murphy, sovr, in Cork——=’ - -

“In the name of goodness, Desmond, how is your Uncle
Murphy in Cork eoncerned in the matter?” :

“Qhire, me Unele Muorphy sint me the stamp, sir, from
Cork ! : ;

“The boy is simply incomprehenszible!”  exclaimed Mr.
Queleh, "“You are surely awere, Desmond, _I;ha.t British
stamps are used in all parts cf the Tnited kmgﬂdum and
your uncle could not possibly have used a Sandwich Island
stamp on & letter fvom Cork.” . .

¥ Shure, the staomp wasn't on the letther, sorr; it was in the
letther "' pasped Blicky, It was a rare stomp, sorr, for my
collection.™

“Oh! You have a collection of stamps, and your uncle
sont you a specimen,  Is that it?" eaid the Form-master,

“Yis. sorr. And it was a Sandwich Island twe-cints, serr!”

“Vou probably mean two cents, Desmond ™ -

“¥os, sir—two cints ! said Micky innocently, “And it's
been pinched, sorr!™

¥ Tﬁa stamp has been pinched ¥

“Yis, sorr " .

o you mean to say Lhat someone has damaged it?"”

“(h, no, sovr ! o ] N

“Then what does it matier if it has been pinched, 1f it is
not damaged? I de not see why anyone should pinch your
gtamp, but if the pinching has done 1t no harm, what do you
complain of 7' . g

“1—T1 don’t mean pinched, siv. I--T mane pinched—that is,
boned ' gasped the %lmim‘_ “I-1 mane stolen, sirl"

“YWas the stamp of value ¥

“Yie, sowr—a thonsand pounia P

Me. Quelch alimost jumped out of his chair,

“ A thousand pounds, Desmond ' he exclaimed,

#Yoe, sorr—a thouwsand rowlden quids ™

“VWhat uviter nonsensze ! exclaimed the Removeanasier,

11
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“] am assured that your uncle would not send a specimen
worth & thousand vounds to a boy of fifteen,” ]

“ Bhure, me Uncle Murphy didn’t know, sie, and I didw't
know till Walker tould me. Me uncle found it among somoe
ould stamps and sint it to me, niver knowin’ it was valualile,
They were lift in a drawer by his ould fatber, sorr, who uscd
1o collect stainps,.” _

“This 18 extraordinary, Desmond  If the stamp was worth
sach a very large sum, I cannot believe that it would have
been carclessly left in & drawer and found by chance. Thete
must be some mistake,”’ '

“Walker knows all aboat stamps, zorr, and he says—"

“Nonsense !’ zaid Mr. Quelch sherply, “I do not believe
for one moment that the stamp was worth suclh o sum. How-
ever, if some foolish boy, believing it to be of greal valis,
bas taken it, the matter must be strietly inquired into., Where
did you keep the stamp, Desmond 74

“In me album, sorr."

“ And where was the album kept?"

“In me desk, sorr.”

“*Might not the stamp have falten out of it ?”

“ Shure, it was fastoned on the mount, sore

* Accidents will happen, however.
nceusation of thef, Desmiond, vou should rhake abso
vertain that the stamp haz been abstracted, I will come to
your study, and the search shall be conducted under my ovwn

oz,

“Shure I'm shure, sore——"

“¥ou may follow me, Desmend ! snapped Mr, Quelch,

And the Eemove-masier took his way to the Roemove
EaS:-‘ﬁgrE{ with a frowning brow and a whitking gown, followed

¥ MicKwy,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Fouadl

“ ITARTON I
: Mr. Quelch locked inta Neo.
;‘/ passing.

The juniors there jumped up at once,
] “¥es, eic ! said Iarry.

“Kindly come with me. You also, Tadd, and you, Cherry,
I desive a search te be made in Desmond’s study for a stamp
ho alleges has been taken away.”

“Certainly, sir!”™

The jupiors followed Mr. Queleh into Desmend’s stude,
They were inwardly certain that a scarch of the study wns
guite useless, but they did not ventnre to tell Me, Quelch sn,

“Please search the room thovoughly,” satd the Renwove-
Eiaﬂ:ﬁ:u “Degin with the desk where the stamp-album was
e} ;

RY'EE_. sir."”

The juniors gathered reund the old Jdesk and  started.
Bverything in the deak was taken ont and sifted carcfully,

hero were books, and papers, and old letters, and exareises,
and a catapult; and a month-or ran, and all sorts and conditions
of articles. Iut among them the stamp did not turn up,

“HBearch the album also ™ zaid Mr, Quelch, “The stanip
I'l'isl.'f,r have slipped into aunother

af, ' .

Wharton Jaid the album on the
table, and turned over the leaves
very carefully. one by one. Ile
uttered a sudden ejpenlation :

“h, my hatt”

“Well?® gaid Mr. Quolch
grimly.

“Tt—it's here, sir!" stammercd
Wharton,

“I thought as much !”

“Howly Mother av Mosges IV

Micky Desmond stared wide-cyed
at the stamp. There it was, as
large as life, as Bob Cherry re-
marked sotto voce.

1 Btudy in

Defore 'hringinF '.'jl.n
utely’
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“T am glad it has been found, though I do not believe for
one momeng that it has the value you suppose,” said Mr,
Queleh severely, “ Desmond, you have been exceedingly care-
lezz. A little care would have prevented you from bringing.
g reckless accusation of theft. ¥ou will take two hun I"Eﬁ
lines, Desmond.”

*¥is, gorr!” gasped Micky. : @

My, Quelech rustled out of the study, leaving the juniors
staring at the stamp, and then at one another. Half & dozen
tellows came along the passage and locked in, as soon as Mr.
Geeleh was gone.

“Well, what luck?' asked Nugent.

“It's found!”

“Found!” yelled all the juniors together.

l“'E!'f:s. Heve it is—sticking -in the album in the wrong
Hace,”
: “*Then Ponsonby didn’t bone it!” howled Johnny Bull

“Nunno! Fe couldn’t havel”

“0Oh, my hat!” \

“Shure, it bates the band!” =aid Micky, gazing at the
vecovered stamp. It wasn't there yisterday—that's certain.
1t wasn’t there thiz morning. It's come back]”

“What shall we do with tho stlly ass?” said Nugent, “The
hlessed stemp was in his album all the time, and e

“It wasn't!” howled Micky.

“Why, it’s there now, you ass!”

“It wasn't here all the toime!”

“And we've been over to Higheliffe and nocused
Ponsonby 1 said Wharton, his-cheeks flushing.

“(3h, it's rotten! Micky ought to be scalped!”™

“Shure, 1 tell ve it was taken away ! shouted Micky, I
looked through the album and the digk meself! It's been
put baclk ™

“Put back!™ .

“¥ig. The thafe's altevad Kis mind, and put it back,”
said Micky, with conviction. I tell ye it wasn't in tftﬁ
album before.”

“ Phew |* o

“Still, that clears Ponsonby and Gadsby,” said Bob
Cherry. - “They haven't been here since yesterday, =n th
couldn’t have put it back. TWas it that fat villain Danter
after all?” : ; _

“ Must have been, if Micky's vight,” said Harry. * But i
locks to e as if the stamp never was loat.™”

“Shure, 1 tell yez—"

“‘En:c:w,' yvou fellows.”  Billy Dupter blinked into the
study. T bear the stamp’s found, I think Desmond ought
to apologise to me!”’ )

“he thafe's put it back,” howled Micky, “and ghure 1
Lelave it was you all the toime, yo fat spalpeen !

“(h, really, Desmon ™ .

The juniors were nonplussed. Either the stamp had been
in the album all the time, or the .thief had been scared and
haid replaced it, or—a new thought camo into Harry
Wharton's mind. ¥ the stamp had really been stolen, there
was another reason why the thief might have replaced it—f
he had diseavered that it was not, after all, worth a
thousar] * gowlden ™ quids,

But the general impression was
that the stamp had been there ol
the time, and had been earclessly
overlooked. It hod become  de
tached, amd had slipped iute the
wrong plaee, and that was all there
was nhont it—so most of the Re
maovites agreed.  And they :ﬁ]_:md
upon ancther point—that Micky
had made a iremendous fuss about
nothing, and deserved a record
bomping as a reward,

“ Precious lot of asses we shall
look to Ponsonby & Ca. ! growled
Johnny Bull.  *We must let the
matter drop now, and they'll think
we got it np against them—that it

HAWAIIAN was u plant from beginning to end™
POSTAGE “Let them think what they

2 like,” said Squiff, *“Blow Pon

TWG GE:"‘:TS : mnbr !” P h

It was the missing stamp! It lay n “I—1 suppose we owe Ponsonby

- o leave v apoloxy.” said Wharton awk.

f'::]:gf:ﬂm!m tween o leaves of the i:xfardlil; ?"EIL'::, dashed awkward to

“Well, that beats it I murmured
Peter "Todd, *“'The blessed thing
wasn't stalen at all!  That thump-
ing ags—" .

“'Is thet your stamp, Desmmond 7"

“Yis 1" etammercd Micky.
“ ¥ie, aorr.”

TEE MacsET Lisnany.—No. 425,

BUY YOUR COPY
TO-DAY!

apologise to a cad like that; but— °
but it ought to be done.”

“ And it's all that duffer's fault 1"
growled Bob Cherry. " Bump
him 1™

*“Shure, 1 tell ye—— Yarcooohi®
roared Micky.
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“Gadsby opened the album, looking over the stamps mounted withim, and he uttered a sudden exclamation as he l
' came to the Sandwich Island Twe-Cent. ** My hat!” he crled, **1f it's genulne, it's worth hundreds of pounds, i
at least,” (St Chapier 3.) |

Bump, bump, buymyp!

Micky was left sitting on the study carpel, roaring. The
juniors left him there, feeling that justice had been done.
ut Micky did not feel that justice had been done. He fels

very much injured,
“Grooh! The siilg spalpeens! Yow!™ gasped Micky, as
ke fﬂra?ﬁh{l up. “Shure I'll sealp thim—1'1 pulverise thim

Micky Desmaond rushed out of the study, on the track of
1engeanco. Ile burst into Neo. 1 Study like a eyclone.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
After Dunter!
ARRY WHARTON & CO. had gone to the study to
tex.  They suppuosed that they were done with
Micky Desmond.
That was quite a mistake,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is again!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry,

Crash ! . _

The infurlated Micky came in at top speed, and collided
with the tea-table. The table rocked, and tea-things and eat-
ahles went in a shower to the {loor. >

“You silly ass!” roared Wharton.

T MaoserT Lisnany.—No, 425,

Yt

“Collar him!t" k

“ihe collarfulness i toerifie!”

But Micky did not wait to ko collared. He grasped Bob
Cherry round tho neck, and huvled him on the _m'anurrmd
1able, and his left caught Hurree Jamzet Ram Singh under
the chin, and the Nabol: of Bhanipur collapsed on Bob,

“¥Ye spalpeens! Yo hooligans!” roared Micky. **Shure
Tl pulverise yoz—"

“Collar him!™ . .

Three or four pairs of hands: grasped the incensed Micky
and brought Lim with a crash to the foor.

“Gerroff, Inky, you ass!” yelled Bob Cherry.
gerrab him Y

“Yow-ow! I am hurifolly damaged——""

Bob Cherry rolled the nabob aside and leaped up. He
wlded hiz grasp, and Micky was whirled up and bhumped on
the Hoor.

“Give him beans!”

“ive him jipt” . )

“Yarooh! Tare an ‘ounds! Thunder! ¥Yooop!™

“Now take- him home,” sawd Bob Chervy wrathiully.
“ Bump him along the passage!™ -

*“iood egg!”

“Let the humpiulness be tervific!” groaned Lhe nabob,
nursing his chin, “ Let him be slaughterfolly pulverised !’

Bump, bump, bump! went the struggling Micky along the

“ T.anmn
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Enssago- He was bumped inte his own study, and a final
ump landed bim on the vug. There he lay and gasped.

“Arrah! Yow! Ye silly  omadhaunz!  Groooh!™
mumbled Micky.

The juniors lefé him to recover. They returned to No. 1
Study to set the teatable to rights. The crockery had
suffered severely by Micky’s incursion. But whils the chums
of the Remove wers thus cngaged, there was a rapid patter
of footsteps in the passage, and Micky re;:xiwpnured.

“Great Scott! Here ho is again ™ welled Johnny Bull,

“It's stolen!” wyelled Micky,

“ What ™

“" Mo stamp

“Blow your stammnl”

“Bless your stamp! Gebt out!”

“It's pinched!™ shrieked Micky.

“Pinchiod again! Bot! Fed up!

“Bhure 1t's pinched intirely!
here !” voared Micky.

“Rot!"

‘“ Bosh 1"

“"Buzz off I" ,

“(h, dash the stamp!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “I'm fed
up to tho chin with your blessed stamp, Micky., (o and look
in the album again.” :

“1It's gone!”

“Fed up, I tell you!” _

“dIL’? gonel™  wailed Micky. *Me thousand gowlden
guids !

“There's no -rvest for the wicked!” grinned Nugent.
“Let's go and look for the rotten thing, and if it's there,
we'll gnatch him bald-headed V'’

*“Bhure it ian't thece—'tis pinched !

*Oh, rot and piffle!” :

The juniors, in a stafe of exasperation,
Desmond’s study. The album was on the table.
was gone!

“Did vou leave it there ?” growled Bob.

“Bhure I hadn’t touched 1t. 1 was going to put it awsay,

¥

Go and eat coke!™

It was taken while I came
“ Pome thafe tock it from the tablel™

The stamp

and you silly spalpeens collared me, and thin I came afther

11

you, never thinking of me stam

“You should have thought of it, ass!”

“It's blown away. perhaps," said Nugent. © Search the
blessed study. again ! - .

The juniors proceeded to search the reom. But there was
no sign of the stamp. It really looked as if someone had
slipped in and removed it, while Micky was being handled in
Study No. 1.

“Well, there's the whole bizney started again at the giddy
beginning ! exclaimed Bob Cherry. “1'm fed up, for one!”

“Bame hero.”

“The samefulness is terrvific !

“Somebedy muost really have talen it this fime,” said
Wharton, frowning. * The silly ass left it on the table when
ho came to our study. -He ought to be scragged! DBut who's
got ik #"

" Bunter again, very likely 1™

“Shure, Bunter was in the passage when T came afther

cz——"

“PBetter look for Bunter,” growled Johnuy Bull.

“Bure he's got it, the thafe of the wurrld !

There was a hureied search for Billy Bunter. The Owl of
the Remove was not to be discovered in the studies.

‘The common-room was dreawn blunk, and he was not to he
secn in the passages. It was avident that the fat junior had
gone out. .

“He's out,” said Petor Taodd, “and he hasn't Lad his tea
yet. He must have gone oot with the stamp!’

“He's gone to sell 1t to Lazarus, thin,” said Micky. “Sure,
ho's going to bag me thousand gowlden quids.”

. “Tathead ! Do you think Lazarus keops o thousand pounds
in hig till, or that he'd buy the stamp without making jolly
certain about the owner 77

“Not much chance of that™ s=aid Wharter. “But if
Bunter’s got the stamp, the sooner we get after him the
better. (ot out the bikes '™

There was a rush to the bicycle shed.

“ My jigger's gone 1" exclaimed Nugent.

“Tuntec’s boreowed i, you bet,” chuekled Bob Cherry.

“If Bunter's gone on a lake, he's nearly at Courtfield by
this time."” said Ilarry. “Wo may cateh him at Lazarus',
Come on!”

Whoartor and Boly Chevry and Micky wheeled their machines
down lo the gates, 1larey called oul to Gesling, who was at
the door of lus lodge.

“[Mas Bunter goone out, Gozsy 1”

“Yes, Mastcr Wharton.”

“Ho had a bilke "

L -.ir'l:'n..”

“Whiclh war did he got” %
Tae MAGNET Iapmrakv.-—No. 425

hurried to

“T didn't nottee.®

“Courtfeld, vight enough!” said Bob Cherry. *We'll try
Lazarus' place, anyway. Get a move onl”
. The three juniors van their machines into the road, mounted
in hot haste, and pedalled away towards Courtficld. There was
].;ti.la doubt i their minds that they were on the track of the
stamp.

i

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Kot Quite a Thousand Pounds !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER jum

Nugent’s bieyele outside tho sho Mr. Lazarus,

in Courtfield. He cast an anxious blink behind

him, as he hooked the bicycle on the pavement.

The guilty flee when no man pursueth; and Billy

Bunter was fearful of seeing pursuers at the street’s end, Buk
that blink reassured him, and he rolled into the shop.

My, Lazarus was there, ‘

‘' Goot-afternoon, Master Bunter ! said the old gentleman,
#Vat can I do for you?"

“ Good-afternoon, Mr. Lazarus! You deal in foreign stamps,
don’t you?” asked Bunter.

“Yes, Master Bunter.”

“ ¥ suppose you know all about the value of stamps?”

r. Lazarus smiled.

“I thiok I know a leetle " he replied. *You vant to buy
gome stamps, Master Bunter? I gm‘m a goot set at ten
shillings and sixpence—->"

*“The fact iz, I want to =cll a stamp,” said Bunter.

“*A ferry bad time for selling etamps, in war time,"” gaid
Mre. Lazarus, with o shake of the head.

“It's & jolly rare specimen,” said Bunter,
copies of it in exiztenco, you know.”

2 "i.’a'n are ferry Jucky to have such a specimen, Master
unter,*

“1 really got it quite by chance,” cxplained Bunter, “M
Unele Myrphy—T mean my Uncle Bunter—found it in an ol
drawer, along with s lot of old stamps his father had collected,
He sent it to me, knowing that I was a phrenclogist—""

“A vat?" ejaculated Mr. Lazarns.

“ A phrenologist—ehap who collects stamps, you know."

My, Lazarus grinned,

“I—I miean a biologist,” said Bunter haatiliy.

“My cootncas! Perhaps you mean a philatelist,”

“Yes, that's it!” agreed Bunter. * A phil—phil—what-
d'ye-callag !

“Vat is the stamp, Master Bunter?”

“Bandwiclk Islands, two cents.™

“Hum!t"

“One was sold for soven hundred and forty pounds, years
aga,” sak] Dunter. © Walker of the Sixth says so. e's &

renologist—] moean a philologist. Knows all about stamps,
He savs mine is workth o theasand pounds.”

I it is genuine, Master Bunter, it is worth a ferry large
sum, to a collector.”

0, 1 gennine enough !
it, Mr. Lazarus ¥

“My dear poy, T conld nof afford to buy it!"”

“You coula sell it for me, I suppose 7" satd Bunter eagetly.

“Yetli—if it 18 genuine.”

“Well, look at it!1* -
Runter lawd “his ™ stamp on the counter,
locked at it, and looked at it again, and smiled.

“Is 1t & mood one?” acked Bunter,

“ Ferry good of ita kawll” sand Mre. Lacaras.

“ How much 15 it worth '

“ Kighteenpenee !

“YWhat I velled Buaunler.

“1*erhapas oneand-ninepence, only these ave haed times,™
said My, Lazarns.  “DBut that is to sell. T I buy him o
sell again, I give vin penny.”

“Oine penny ! shricked Bunter,

1] YEH- 58

“One ppopenny 17

“ Perbaps it is a long time before T sell him,” explamed Me.
Lagnens, * People do not buy these things so much in war
time, "

“Tut i1t's worih o thousand pounds ™

My, Tazarus grinned,

“The criginal is worth a {onsand pounds, perhaps, Master
Bunicr., Thiz s a ferry ool copy—""

“Clopy ! B lade ron mean it's a forgery ¥ gaspod Bunter,

ot exactly—it 15 a cony. Uoptes of stamps ars made for
eollectors whao cannot afford eriginals,” explained My, Lazarus.
Y Nobody whe knew anvihine about stamps would take this
fer an ovigimal.”

“YWhy not?™

d off Frank

"Cnly a dozen

ITow much will you give me for

Mre. Lazarus

DELICIGUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE CGIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 1



“The paper it is printed on is quite difiereni. ‘It js not
stamp-paper.” ;

“Oh, crumbs! But Walker of the Bixth said—"

“Mishter Walker has perhaps a little more to learr about
stampe. smiled Mr. Lazarus. * Perhaps Mishter Walker does
oot know so much as he supposes.”

“Oh, dear!” groaned Banter. * Then I've collared—I—I
mean, it's only a penny stamp after all! What a rotten
swindle 1"

Y1 am sorry, Master Bunter,”

“That silly idiot Desmond «thinks it's worth a thonsand
quids. IYe must be a ailly ass. So’s Walker ! And I've fagged
down here for nothing,” said Bunter indignantly. “It’s =
rotten strame. 1 supposc you—yon couldn’t give me a hundred
pounda for it, Mr. Lozarus?"™

Mr. Lazerus chuckled..

"I am afraid I could not, Master Dunter.”

Billy Bunter blinked at the stamp in dismay. This was his
reward for all the trouble he had taken—the offer of the
modest sum of one penny ! Billy Bunter was too stupid to
realise the scriousnosas of what he {md dame ; but he knew that
there would be trouble to follow, And all for one penny !

“I—I was going to give Desmond half ' he mumbled. T
~I thought it only fair he should have half, if T took the
teouble of selling the stamp.  Youn—jyou're sure iU's only a
spoof speeimen, Mr. Lazarus?”

“Quite sure, Master Dunter.™

“You—vou might be mistaken, you know,” urged Bunter,
“SBuppose you give mo five pounds for it, and chance it 1"

Mr. Lazarus shook his heae and grinned. e was not in the
loast inclined to “chanee iE" to that extent.

“Then I’ll tell you what I'll do,” sakl Bunter, i a burst
of generasity. ““ T'll let you have it for a pound, Mr, Lazarus.”

“Yon are ferry good, Master Bunter, but I vill give you
Yun poniy.

*“Why, Fizhy's offered a pound for
warmly.

“Then you had better sell him to Master Fish.”

#8061 would, only—only 1there might be some trouble with
Desmond about it 1" mumbled Bunter. *1 expect Desmand
will cut up rusty, anyway; he’s an ungrateful beast! I've
taken a Jot of trouble, chicfly on his account, and I shonldn’s
bo surprised if he pitches into me !

“To that stamp Master Desmond’s?” asked My, Lazarus
sternly.

“Oh, no; not at all! It was sont by my Uncle Denjamin ™
stammered Bunter, “*He found it, you know. [ suppese I'd
batter take the penny, thoueh it's hard lines 1"

“T shall not buy that stamp, Master Dunter! You had
better take 1t hack to Master Desinond at onge i

“Plessed if T know why yon should think it was Desmond's !
As a matter of fact, I'm undertaking to sell it for hun, out
of pure good nature ! Oh, my hat !

ere was a rush of feet in the doorway. ITarry Wharton
& Co. had arrived !

it ' zaid DBanter

THE THIRTEEXRTH CHAPTER.
Eunter Walks Homel

o ERE ho is!"
“Collar the thale!” g
Nilly Bunter blinked at the juniore in dismagy.

They did not need proof of his guilt. The stamp
wae Iying on the counter, in full view.

i o | 52y, you fellows, I—I'm glad to see you ! stammerad
Bunter. “Awiully good of you to—to coms to seo me
homa i ‘

“You fat villain [

“Shure, and he pinched me stamp!™

"k, really, Desmond! I hope you dow’t think T know
anythiog about your stamp ! said Bunter, with dignity. I
wever even thought of shpping into your study and collar-
inij-! while vou were gone! - I should storn such an action !

re say you'll find it in your album, as you did before !

*Why vou—youn——7"

#The fact is, I'm fed up with your stamp, and youn, too ™
mid Banter, “1 don't believe it's genuine for o moment!
Walker’s a cilly ass, and you're another! Xt isn’t even
printed on teal stwmnp-paper, az you'd know if you knew
.m.hing about stamps. People have copies made of valu-
able specimens somoetimes, aned that’s & copy! The fact ig,
you're an ignorant chap, Desmond I

“Shure, 'l slonghter the spalpeen ™

Bunter dedged round Harry Wharton,

UYoun took tha stamp, you young burglar ! said Dob
Cherry, pushing the exciled Micky hack,

uMothing of the sort, Cherry ! I haven't the shightest iden
where it is 1"

“Wh;;, vou came here with it 1" shouted Wharton.

41 didn't! That's quite a mistake! J--T'vo been psking
Mr. Lazarus the priee of a—a=—a [ishing-rod, haven't I, Mr.
Lazarus ¥V .
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My, Lazarus cast his eyes up to the ceiling. He really
did not know wlhat reply to make to that appeal.

“Yeou follows are so jolly suspicious!” said Bunter, I
hate a suspicious chap ! I consider that kind of thing low "

“Shure here's the stamp befors our oies!” shricked
Micky.

Bunter started o little. He liad [orgotien that the stamp
was in full view on the counter.

“Ahem! T—I—oh! Ah! The—the fact is, Desmond, old
chap, I knew low auxicus you were to sell that stamnp, and
I decided to take the trouble off your hands !’ said Bunter.
"I%’n} alwave doing these good-natured things. Xecp him
off I

“You said just now that you didn’t knew where the stamp
was " snid Hob.

“ Ahem ! That was a—a figure of speech.”

“Vou horrid young Prussian 1" A ]

“If yow're moing to be insulting, Cherry, this discussion
had bettor erase ! said Dmter loftily. * T'm going—"

“You're not going on Nugent’s bike ! 2a1] Bob, grasping
the Owl of the Remove by the collar. * Desmond, now you've
got the stumyp, sell it to Mr, Lazarus, and have done with ib1”

“Hhure, and Pm ogoing to. Will ye give me a thousand
pounds for that stamp, Mr. Lazarus¥”

“Manne ! gasped Mr. Lazarua,

“VWell, 111 take nine handred, to get it sonld and dona
with,™ =aid Micky,

“f am afra'd I cannot give you nine hundred pounds for
that etamp,"” chuckled the old gentleman.

“He, he, he 1™ came from Bunter.

“W%ell, what are wvou going off
drmanded Bob Cherry, ahalging him.

“Grooh! Leggo! The stamp’s enly worth a penny ™
howled Dunter. “It's spoof! I teld you so all along!
He, he, ho!”

“ [ aw mneh will vou give me for mo stamp, My, Lazaras I

“Yun penny, =i’

“Oh, tare an’ Tounds!
intircly, thip?"

“It's only a copy ! yelled Bunter.

“It is o copy.’ explained Mr. Lazarns, "If

like a eracker for?™

What's iho mafther with it,

you lhad

shown it io s philatelist, he would have told you so at

onen, ! Lo

“Put Walker's o phil-thingummy, and shure he says it's
warth a thonsaud gowlden quids [ 5 i

Mr Loazasus shrugged his shouldevs. Flia opinion of
Walker's knowledge of philately was cvidently a very poor
(5] H 1

“Gh, what a =1l ! ejaculated Bob Cherry. :

0 What n rotten sell !’ said Wharton. “I¥s hard lines,
Micky: but, really, it was a bit too good to be true, you
know ™

Micky Desmond snorted "

“Shuye, me stamp's worth a thousand gowlden quids!™ he
enid obatinately. * Afther all, the ould lfuﬂlemun doesn't
know much about stamps. Shure, T'll find some other won
to buy it for a thousand pounds!” ]

41 hope you will be successful, young shentleman,” said
Mr. Lazarps. 1 will give you vun penny.™ -

“ Yo jolly well won't! T'l) find gpomebody else who knows
meore about stamps ! said Micky indignantly. * Shure, there’s
a big ehop in Lantham whete they deal in stamps, and I'll
go there to-morrow.”

And Micky stowed the valuable stamp away very carcfully

in his pocket-bock and stamped ont of the shop, leaving

Mr. Lararne grinning. .

Wharten and Bob Cherry followed with DBunter.
Owl of the emove was cackhing, )

“He, he, he! What a sell! T knew it all along, yon
know; that’s why I brought the stamp here to ask okl
Lazarus—groogh! Leave off shaking me, Bob Cherry, you-
besast

#¥an stole that stamyp, thinking that it was valnable, you
fat roscal 17 said Marry.

“(h. really, Wharton——-"

“ And it would serve vou jolly well vight il we marched
you in to Quelchy, and told him ! 1

“1 hape you're not going to sneak, Wharton, becanse T've
done a pooch-natured action {or Desmond's benefit.”

= {Oh, itz no good talking to him!” said Bob Cherry.
@i town there, you fat Prussian, and be blowed !

Tamp! Bunter sat on the pavement and roared, and the
threr juniors went to their bicycles. Tob took Nngent's

The

machine by the handle-bavs and led it with him. DBilly
Bunter jumped up in o great Ineey.

Y say. von fellows, that's my bike I”

e Npgent's, von fat spoofer I

“Wall MNueent lent it to me 18
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*Row-wew ! -

“Gimme that bike ! yelled Bunter, chasing the eyclists
desperately ns they moved off down the lang., “How am
I to get back to Greyiriars?”

“Walk 1"

“I=I can't walk! I won't walk! Gimme that hike !”

Bob Cherry grinned and increased his speed as Bunter
tushed on behind, The three cyclists, with the led hike,
whizeed away into the lane, Billy Bunter. labouring after
them in vain. : g

The fat junior balted in the lane, gasping for breath.

“Beasta! Groooh! Rotters!™ ;

And_ Billy Bunter tramped on disconsolately, with a long
walk before him, 25 a punishment for his sins.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mot S0 Popuilar!l

(1] OT it ?" .

Half a dozen voices asked the question as the

three juniors enme into the School Flonse.

‘““Vis, safa and sound!™ eaid Micky Desmond.

* And shure I'll kape it in me pocket afther this
till it's gold!™

“Why didn't you gell it to Lazarus while you were there 7"
ssked Rake. ‘

Micky Desmond amffed. _ . ]

*“ Lazarui donm't know anything about stamps. Ile tlunks
it’s only a copy,” ;

4 ha, ha £

“*Faith, and what are ye choztling at, then?” :

“Woll, T fangy it's only & copy.” said Rake, laughing.
“Netter make up your mind to i, Micky!” _

%Iz a siily ass ye are, Dick Rake!™ said Micky grufly.
“I'm going over to Lantham on Saturday to sell it for a
thousand gowlden quids!™

Y Gong where?” exclaimed Skinner, A

¥ Shute, there's a big philatelist’s at Lanstham " said Micky,
# He'll know. the rals value of me stamp 1"

“But Lararus has told you—="

“He's a gilly ould omadhaun !" :

“Youw're a silly ase 1" growled Skinner. * What's the good
of ,guing over to Lantham? You ought to know that Lazarus
knows.

“Rats "'

¥ Why not send it to soraebody. in London, and ask him 7"
puggested Skinper. “ Say, the editor of a philatelist paper,™

“ And it might be lost in the post intirely.”

“"And “the ‘editor might bone it, if it's worth a whole
penny ::’ chifeklod Bob Cherpy., “That's Dinzarus® price—a
penny.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

" Faith, it's n set of cackling asses ye are!'™ said Micky
disdainfully, - ""What culd Lazarus don’t know about stamps
would filla book. You'll sing a different tune when I come back
from Lantham op Saturday with a thousand gowlden sove-
yeigns in a bag, begorra!” '

“Well, 'T wish you luck,” said Rake good-naturedly. “I'll

come with you and help you carry the sovereigns.™
“Ha, ha, ha !"

Micky Desmond grunted and went to hia study. - e did not

replice the stamap in the album. He was not going to take

eny further risks with it, Unless he sold it—for a thousand
golden sovereigne—he intended to keep it in security on his
person.

As a matter of fact, however, the danger was over,

Micky declined to place faith mm Mr. Lazarus' judgment,

but the other fellows had not the slightest doubt that Mr.
Lozarus was gulte right, and that Walker of the Sizth was an
asa, As Bob Cherry pointed out, Walker was well known to
be an ass in ﬂ‘i-'ﬂ'ﬁ"f!’ﬂ'l'l else, aidd 1t stood to reazon that he
was an ass also 1n philatelic matters. Poor Micky's high
hopes were destined to ba dashed to the ground. Even Hihy
Bunter no longer had any felonious designs on the stamp.
Buater, indeed, proclaimed that he had known it all alone,
* Micky was somewhat cross in the study that evening. His
gtudy-maies were sympothetic, but they couldn't bolieve in
the Samdwich-Tslander any longer, Micky was ulone in his
n{a;nfun of that famous stamp,  Rake and Morgan end
Wibley hoped for tho best, for Micky's sake; bub they were
quite cortain how his visit to Lantham would turn out,

The juniors wore at their prep when Doder of the SBixch
fooked into the study. Loder had his most genial-expression
on, and he nedded to Desmond in a very friendly way,

“Parwy, yvoung "'un?" he asked.

“¥e" said Micky.

“Well, when you've done your prep, vou might give me o
look-in, in my study,” said Lodor agrecably. “I'd like Lo
have a 1all: to vou about—abou! stamps, Dezmond,™

Tune Macgxer Lasrany.—No, <425

Micky hesitated. ¥e was no fool, and he knew that card:
pIa{[ing went on in Loder’s study; and he was shrewd enough
to know that Loder's sudden affability was founded on t
thousand * gowlden ” quids, He had alrecdy refused g kind
invitation from T.oder, and another fram Carne. Buot 1t was
comforting to find somebody who still believed in his stam
even if the true believer wae only the bully of the Sixth. 3o
he nodded. 2

“Shure I'll come wid pleasure, Loder.™ :

“ Right-ho! Come as soon as you can,” said Loder.

* Right-ho, me bhoy ™

Rake & Co. grinned as Loder quitted the study. The
prefect had taken no notice of their existonce. His civility
was Pntirelif-_:ar the ' thousandaire ' of the Remove.

Y Shure, Loder's got more sinse than all the lot of you,”
sawl Micky. : :

“Loder hasn't heard about what Lazarus said,” grinned
:‘Iiulihlﬁ:r. “1 fancy he'll withdraw his friendship when he heats

AL,

“He wants to téach you nap,” grinned Rake. “ Tell him
about Lazarus first, Micky. It wiil save you from being led
into the way of temptation.”

il 1__13_. hE. ha !J:I'

Micky snorted, and went on with his prep. He could nol
help realising that Loder could not want him merely for &
“talk about stamps.” But when his preparstion was over,
lie made his way to Loder’s study.

oder and Carne and Walker were there, and they gave
Micky very cheery nods as he came in. :

“Come in, kid! Make yoursell at home!" said Loder
hoepitably,

Sold the stamp vet?" asked Whalker. ]

“ Not vet,"” said Micky., “1'm going on Saturday.”

“Don't let it go too cheap,” said Walker, “and take cara
of tlic money, kid. Perhaps I'd better come with you.”

“Shuro yo're very kind, Wolker,”

“Not at all, ™ said Walker.

P It's a windfall for you, Desmond, and no mistake," said
Loder. “You're a luckg young bargee. Walker seems quite
certain abont the stamp.” :

" Not the slightest doubt about it,” said Walker confidently,
“I've got an cnpraving of the originel stamp, you sce.
koow the genuine article when I gee it -

Micky felt much comforted. -

“ What about a little game to pass the time ?” gaid Loder,
looking round. “ Have you ever E].ﬂ.}’ﬂd nap, - Deemond "

“Shure I've played it for nuts.

. said Leoder,

“Ahem! We don’t keep nuts in the study,” sai
suppressing s grin, " Suppoze we pi.air for shillinga instead of
nuts—merely a3 a pastime, Of course, I shouldn’t suggest play-
ing for money. That would be gambling. But shillings—
well, of course, that ‘would be practically playing for
counters.”’ : ! -

“It's only one sixpence I've got intirely.” .

" That ‘doesn’t matter—you can play on I O TVs—a million-
aire like you,” gaid Loder. “We'll accept your paper up io
any amount.”

“Certainly,” said Carne, and Walker nodded.
“But shure if T win yer.money i

“Pooh! Wo are sportamen in this study.”

“Pretly sure to win, I think,” said Charne.
Desmond 15 & very keen [ellow, I've noticed that, and he's

lucky, teo. But we don't mind.”
“Not a bit,” said Walker, *If Desmond should happen to
lose, he will settle up when hé's sold his stamp. e's B

fellow of honoue.”

Micky Desmond looked at the three young rascals, with a
glimmer i his cyoes,

“ And it's gquite sure ye are obout the stomp, Walker?” he
asked,

“Quite 1" said Walker. * But that—ahem !—has nothing to
do with this little game. "This i siroply a friendly round at
nap. (ot the cards, Loder ™ - :

““Elore you arc.”

“Of course, you'll keep this darls, Desmond. Although a
]1Ermlm:.5 relaxation, it wouldn't do for it to get talked
about,’

* Faith, it wouldn't,” agreed Micky, “and shure T'm glad
vo're so cortain about the sianp, Walker, considering what
ould Lazarns says about it

Walker started.

H%h?n Have you taken it Lo Lavarus?" he asked,

N L

“My hat! Woen't he buy itz"

“IIe says it's only 2 copy, intirely.”

"“Oh1™

Loder slid the cards bael: into the table-drawer.
Walker n very unpleasant look., Carne whistled. :

“Only o copy " murinared Walker.,  “1—1 never ‘thought
of that., Come to think of t—-="

Hg gave
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Crash 1 The infuriated Micky Desmengd came in at top spzed, and collided with the tea-table,
and tea-things and eatables went In a shower to th: floor. * You silly ass ! " roared Wharton,

The table rocked,
(See Chapter 11.)

“You gilly azz!* muttered Loder. ) .

“But I don't belave ould Lazares,” said Micky, with a grin,

“Rilly young duffer 1" growled Loder. * Lararus knows al
about it, If he says it's a copy, it is a copy. Of course 1t 15
Veluable stamps donr’t turn up in that queer way.™

“Shure, me Unele Murpliy—"

“Blow your Uncle Murphy 1™ said Loder crossiy. “You
ean cut off.*’
“Eh 2"

“Shut the door afiwer you ™
“ But what about that little game, intirely "

“Dan't be a voung ass! Get out of my study ! growled
Lowler. * I behieve vou've been spoofing us about your rotten
stamp. Cut off, or I'll lay 4 stump round you !

“Shure it's a broth av a bhoy ye are, Loder ' said Mitkf-‘-
“And if the stamp should turn out to be genuine afther all,
will ve give me another kind invitation to come to yere study

be welched ¥

“What ! yelled Teder.

Micky zendded out of the study "as Loder jumped up.” Heo
just cscaped the cricket-stump, and dashed down the paseage
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breathlessly. e was grinning when he came back into hiy
OWn quarters,

“Well ¥ said Rake. ] . . )

“Shure the little game's off,” said Micky, ‘Tader'e
beantiful manners changed all of & sudden when he heard whas
ould Lazarus had said about the stamp.”™

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

*But, begorra, the stam{;fﬂ all rig.'&t., and on Saturday TN
be rowlin' in gowlden quids,” said Micky confidently,

To which his study-mates replied with one voiee:

" Bow-wow I

————)

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last of the Windfall}

ARRY WHARTON grinned as Micky Desmeond came

out of the School House on Saturday afternoon
Micky had his coat amtl cap on, ready for the
journey o Lantham, and be was looking particu-
gnﬂ;.r cheerful.  Micky's faith in his gandwmh-

Istander had not wavered, and he was going to the well-known

A Grand, Long, Comploto Story of H
Wharton & Co, By FRANK RICHAROB.
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plilateliat ot Lantham, whose verdiet was to cover DWr.
Lazarus and all doubting Thomases with confusion.

*“Are yo coming, Wharton?" asked Micky. “ Shure, that
baste Rake iz going to play footer, and ke can’t come and
help me earry home the gowlden quids!™

“Lot's go!™ said Bob Cherry. *We're not wanted to play
Ellig h’l‘hilrd. Shall we bring a cricket-bag for the guids,

wky 77

“Faith, it'll be in banknotes!™ said Micky., “I can carry
thim meself, but 1t would be safer to have a chap or two with
me. A thousand quids iz a lot of money.™

““More than vou'’ll ever handle I chimed in Vernon-Snuith.
“Why don't you accept Fishy's cffer of ten beb for the
stamp, Micky ¥

“The Yankeo baste has withdrawn 15,7 zaid Micky. “"He
doesn’s belave in the stamp intirely. D'm not selling a thou-
sand-pound stamp for ten boy, avther: and, shoe, of it's
spoof, I don't want to spoof ishy with 18, Come along to
Lantham and sce for yereself ! . )

“Right-ho! I'll bring some asmelling-salts to revive you
when veu hear how moch the stamp s worth 1" chuckled the
Bounder,

“Ha, ha, hal”

Wharton and Bob Chorry ond Vernon-Smith  took  their
eaps. The Remove were playing the Third that afternoon,
amd the mateh conld be safely left to the lesser lights of the
Form. Skinner came out hurriedly as they started.

“Are you really going to Lantham, Desmond 1 he asked.

(1] '&.?ES‘ !Fl

“YI'1 Lell vou what,” said Skinner,
business wi Lantham, and LI'll take the stamp for you if you
like. It'll save you a journey.” :

Micky shook his head, while the other fellows looked curi-
cusly at Skinner. It was not like Hureld Skinner to be so
very obliging. .
h“'l‘h_a;ml-r;s all the same, Skivner darling, but I'm geing for
the guids "

“You fathead! There won't be any quids " said Skinner.
“The stamp's simply a copy, and anybody but a born idiot
would know 1t 1" _

“Is it a born idiot ye're calling me " asked Micky politely.
T wallop vou befure I gpo, Skinner——"' .

“0Oh, rats! growled Skinner. And ho swung away, evi-
dently in a very bad humour,

"ﬁmnre with us, Skinnor!" called cut the Bounder.

[} |:|t| ,”

“If you've gobt business at Lantham we may as well go
togather.” ]

kinfer did not seem to hear. He went into the House.
" hiz brow dark and moody. The Bounder grinned az he fol-
lowed his companions to the gates.

“Skinner seems mighty concerned aliont it Bob Cherry

remarked, T shouldn't wonder if he's seen the philatelist
already, and asked him about it. He was at Lantham last
Wednesday.”

“ and he punched Bnoop’s head for mentioning 21" grinned.

the - Bounder. L

“Why the dickens should he do that?” said Wharton, in
Burprise.

“71 dare say ha had his reasons. It was a deadly secref,
that journey to Lantham, and Sovop spied on him and found
it ont.’

“MNaothing to make a sccret aboui, was there?"

“ Perhaps that will come out,” said Vernon-Smith, " Now,
wa've got twenty minutes to eatch the Lantham train! DBuck
up !

p’i‘he juniors lost no {ime in getting to Courifield, where the
train was duly caught. Micky Desmond was in high spirits
on the journey, and chatted of the plans he had formed for
the disposal of the loot. Unele Murphy waz to have half,
that was settled: and the prisoners in Germaany were Lo
benefit, Micky having anm open aml gonerons heart. And
there was to be o feed in the Rag that would break all
rocords.  [Ie was prepared, he observed, to bate down his
price to nine hundred pounds for the Sandwich Islander for
the salke of ready cash, but not a shilling under nine hundred.
Rather than let it go eheaper than that he wounld keep the
valuable artiele in hand, and dispose of it through a London
dealer. It would take longer, but he demanded whether a
hundred quids or so wasn't worth the delay? His comrades
agreed that it was, with snmiiles. ; _

Tndeed, the juniora would have given a good deal for the
stamp to turn ont to be a genuine one. When they arrived
at Lantham they lost no time in arriving at the stemp-
dealee’s shop. Micky breathed a litile quickly a8 he entered,
The matter was to be put to the test now, and all the differ-
ence between nine hundred pounds and.a penny depended on
the decision of old Mr. Snufton.

A little old gentleman in glasses—Mr.
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Snufton himself—

“T'vo—I've gol some

asked the juniors their business. Mr. Snufton was wall
known as an authority on etamps, and did a good business
in that line. Even Micky was prepared to accept hiz decisiog,
even if @ should be an unfavourable one, s e

“I've a stamp here, sorr,’ said Micky, plunging inte
business at once. “It's a rare Sandwich Islands Two-Cenls,
worth a thousand pounds. Look '™

He laid the stamp on the top of a glass case.

“Dear mel” suid the old gentleman,
remarkable ! - .

Micky cazt a triumphant glanee at his companions.

“Shure, ve hear that?”® he said. ** Now perhaps :r-:_m’![
admit that the stamp is rale, you gossoons! How much is it
wirth intirely, sorr?”

““ Practically nothing,” said the philatelist. * It is an excels
lent copy, but copies of rare stamps are cheap enough.”

“A kik-kik-copy ¥V .

“Certainly ! Surely you did not veally belicve thatb stm?
was & gennine specimen of the rave Sandwich Islands issuel”
“B-b-but didn't ye say 1t was remarkable ¥’ ‘

“1 meant ii was remarkable that this is the second time
this week that such a stamp has been brought to me for
valuarion,” explained Me. Snufton.

The Bounder smiled.,

“The second time " ejaculated Tob {JhErrE'.

*¥es; last Wednesday afterncon a schoolboy came here
with a copy of a stamp of the same issue,” said . Bnufton,
“ He fancied it was genuine, and worth a thousand pounds,
I wns sorry to disappoint him, as I am sorry to disappoint
you, young gentleman. But this is only a copy. Bless my
soul. 1t 13 the same copy, too!"

“The-—the =ame copy " said Micky. I

“Yes; it 15 slightly torn in the corner. I recopmse i
again. ‘This is the same stamp that was shown me last
Wednesday,” said the old gentleman. “1 presume you
belong to the same school, and have purchased it from the
boy who came here. If you have given mote than a shilling
for it you have wasted your money.” )

“(Oh, howly mother av Moses ! groaned dicky. " But—
but it can’t be the same stamp intirely, because this one is
mine, and it was mine last Wednesday, sorr!”

“It is the same stamp that was brought to me last
Wednesday,” said the philatelist positively. ; :

“What was the fellow like who brought it bere, eic?”
asked Harry Wharton very quictly. “INd he wear a Grey-
friars cap—hke ours, I mean?"

The old gentleman glanced at his cap.

& Y‘:ﬁ-. LR ] r

“Was he a rather skinny fellow, with a pointed ncee and a
beny chin, looking & bit hile a fox?" asked Bob Cherry.

“Well, that description would fit him, certainly.’

"“Skinner ! said Bob, with a deep breath.  “ That was why
he was so ratty at Snoop's finding out that he'd been to
Lantham.”

51 knew it," murmured the Bounder, :
Micky Desmond picked pp his stamp, with a lugubrions
face. lven poor Micky could not hope any longer.

“ And isn't ik worth anything at all?” he asked

“ A penny, perhaps—or a few pemee to anyone who wished
to have a copy of the original,” said the philatelist,

“(Oh, ochone, ochone

The juniors leit the shop. Micky Desmond was looking

very glum. L Rl
“'Tain't the

“This is very

“Afther all, he'a a duffer!” La muttered,
game stamp he gaw lagt Wednesday, anyway.”

“Yes, it is, fathead !” said Bob Cherry. "1t was Skinner
who breught it here.  Skinner who pinched it from. yone
study, and made us drap on Ponsonby for nothing, and moks
nssis of ourselves”

Wharton knitted his brows., e had felt bound to send
Ponsonby an apology for his unjast euspicion, and Ponsonby's
reply had been eo insolent thar the captain of the Removs
almost vegretted sonding it. And 1t was all Blkinner’s doing,
Slkinner had stolen the stamp, believing it to be worth o largs
gum, Naturally, he had j'cyﬁacnd it, to preveat inguiry, when
he found that it was of no value.

“The ead!” muttered Whartoa,
gol eomething to say to Skinner.” _

Micky Desmond recovered his spirits by the time they
reached Courtfield again.

“oAfcher all,” he remarked I:ilcani:hically, “I'm no worse
off that if Walker hadn’t made a silly ass of himself. And
blow the old stamp, anyway "% Which was a very wise way of
looling at the matter.

The juniors veached Greyfriare, and proceeded fo look for
Bkinner. They found him in the common-room, 8lkinner
looked very uneasy .as they came in

¢ Ve thafe ! enid Micky Desmond, **It was you pinched

{Continued on Page 23, Col. 2,)

“Let's get back. I've

=
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The First Instalments Told How:,
DICK DAUNT and DUDLEY DREW, two chums, dis-

cover a [etter 1n

body of a shark,
. 'Ii-:

a bottle which they have extracted from tho

are. informed by its contents that & certain
MATTHEW SNELL is marconed on an unnamed island in
the Keys, and he offers a substantial reward to any persons
effecting his rescue,
n going to the island, however, 'they are unable to find

M. Snell

EER‘A: th‘!{;?, a moonshiner, and his scoundrelly colleagues
then visit the sland, and, Anding that it contains gold, attempt

to kill tho two ¢
Having previo

refuge in a cave
During their
ay’s men raid

humas. 2 :

usly bidden their boat, Dick and Dudley scek
.tlzrnpm'ar:.r absence from the cave some aof
it, and rob them of their food supplies. Tao

replenish these, the{ﬂrletermine to visit Cray’s boat, which
18 at anchor in the bay. '

{Now wo on with the story.)

A Lucky Find,

They found th_ﬂ cars safe in the cleft, and, taking them,
made their way silently along the beach to Hidden Bay. The

tide was rising,

but there was still space to walk. They

kept as mear the base of the cliff as possible. Both had in

mind the possiba

lity of more rocks thundering from above.

They had to swim across to thoe spot where they bad sunk
the hoat, and neither of them liked the job. Though sharks
and barracuda were not likely to invade the pool, wet there
were other creatures, equally or even more terrible, that haunt
deep places under dark eliffs.

But nothing troubled them, and, reaching the baat, they set
to work to raise her and bail her ount. Tt was 2 slow job

and a long one,

tall clifts caught
well to wall.

and even the s=light splash of the wator as

they dipped it out made more sound than thev liked. The

every murmur, and sent it whispering from

At last it was done, awd, seaked thomselves, they =at

in the =oaking
tide was now rn
forec the broad-
gritled Lthrongh

boat, and senbled hor carefuidy out  The
nning in fast, ond it waz &fl they could do to
beamod eraft apainst the swift cwrvent that
the narrow entrance,

‘Onee outside, the work was easier, and, faromg to the leff.
thew pulled away towards: the Point,  Exoreise soon warmed
thesy, and onee around the Point the tide was with them, and
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they bore away for the big bay which, though they had never
actually visited it, they had seen from the look-out hill at
the north of the island.

The false dawn which shows before the real dawn was
glimmering in the east as they reached the mouth of the
bay. and they lay on their oars and waited until there should
be light enough to see what was before them,

The haze wii;zh ha¢ hung like a curtain across the sky was
lifting Hefove g little waft of easterly breese, amd stars,
dimming before the dawn, were showing through.  “The boat
drifted slowly, the tiny ripples slapping monotonously under
her counter.

Dudley peered forward through the grevness,

“I told vou so, Dick. There are two craft lying there™

“¥ gpe,” answered Dick.  **One scenis (0 be a schooner.”

“That's so. She’s too big for vus to handle. 1 guess we'd
better try our luck with the other,”

“Bhe’s a rotten old tub,' answered Dick. .

“COray got her in here,” Dudley reminded line,  “ She’ll
take us back, if necd be,"

“But yon don't want to slope out?"” replied Iick sharply.

"It wouldn®t be any good if I chd. ILven if we<could get
away with her, they'd cateh ws in the schooner. No,
guess we'll stick to your plan, Dick,  But I don't see why
wo shouldn’t make o radd on the old boat, amd collar a sl
and some grub, i there is any aboard.”

“That sounds veasonable,” answered Dick. " Let's get to
it.  Bot pull guictly, Dudley.  We've got to get alongside
without their hearing us "

Cray's cat-bont Juv quite clese ta the shore, and about a
hundred yards from the sehooner, which was moored further
out in the bay. There was no hight or any sign of life
abhout cither eraft as Dick and Dudley pulled softly in towards
tho eat-boat.

Slowly—very slowlv—they erept upon her. At a couple of
boat's lengths avway Dodley slipped his oar, and picked up
s rifle from the bottom of the boat.  DdMek paddled on.

Then he, too, shpped his oar, and crepd to the how, Next
moment s hamt gripped the side of Cray’s boat.,

She was a lubberly thirty-footer. open amidships, decked in
forward. She was dirty. ill-smelling, and all hoer tackle Jay
tangled ancd unkempd.  But Dick’s heart sang. Bo far as
lie could gee, thore waz no one ahoard.

Al vight.” be whispered back fo Dudley. “Alake fazl
amed come alwoard 27

Dhuclioy wasted no tims in complying. and the two et o
work with o swift silenee to fimd what they necdel.,  Thew
got o sa1l, cordaee, n boathook, some oilskins, aml o spare

A Grand, Long, Complcto Btory of H
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RIGHARDS.
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watcr-breaker.,  Dut what they could -not find was food.
Every locker appeared to have been cleared,  ‘They turned
overything inside ont, but not so much as a crumb of biscuit
rewarded them. h

‘Dick  planced at the sky.
roay ; the stars had-dimmead.

* % i;iat 15 1f, Dudley?" ho said sharply.
or ———

-“The schooner,” Dudloy answered instanily,

“3he’ll have men aboard,' warned Diclk. :

“And grub,” said Dudley curtly. as he settled on his
thwart and picked up his oar

The eaxt was already turning

“The schooner

Chised !

The 'dawn breezs was blowing freshly now, and the veil of
¢loud which had covercd the sky all night was being swept
away. The lizht was rapidly increasing—far too rapidly,
indeed, for their purpose. ﬂﬂ'«e&dy the shores of the bay
and the heights of Lookout Mountain were cleatly visible,
et they dared not pull tece hard, for fear of the sound
of the oars reaching the ears of any who happened to be
aboard the schooner.

As he cﬁ'uliﬂd’ Dick kept locking round over hiz shoulder
af the schooner. But there was no sign of life aboard her,
and he hoped against hope that she mmight have been left
unzuarded. ;

If this were so, the game was in their hands, She would
tertainly have stores of some sort aboard, and onco they
could fill their own boat and get away, they would sink hor
and be off. For the moment he regretted bitterly that they
had not sunk Cray's cat-boat. :

Dut there was no Lime left to think of that. Already they
were almogt olongside the schboner, Swiftly Dick shipped

his oar, and, reaching up, caveht hold of the reil. "Like the -

Lut she was a

cnt-boat, tho schoondér was old and ':.ﬁrtfyf
Uty tonsg measures

rtout, weatherly cralt of about forty to
ment,

- Not a zound did they make as thoy brought their boat
$|ﬂng5ide, and, after making her fast, scrambled softly on
o the deck of the larger craft. :

Bending low, so as not to be scen from the shore, Dick
flipped across to the hateh. He and Dudley were both bare-
foot, so they made no sound as they crossed the planking..

“Can you hear anything?'" whispered Dudley, as IMck bent
over the hatch. .

. "Not asound! I belizave she's empty.”

“Gee, but what luck! Get on down, then. We haven't
much time, The sun’s. "'most ugeﬂread}r, and it's not going
tuﬂhakhaalthy if CUrav spots us before we can get away.”

ick n
the: open hatch. It was very dark below, but presently
made out the door leading into tho cabin. It was just aft
the butt of the main-mast, and it was closed. ]

Heo turned ‘the handle, and pushed it softly. The hinges
wera rusty and creaked herribly. s p

** Ezra—that you!" came & harsh voice, and in the dim
licht Dick saw -a man rise off a bunk at the right-hand side
of the room.

Like a fash he darted at him. _

Unfortunately, thera was a raffle of cordage on the floer.
Dick caught his foot in it, and went sprawling. DBefore he
could pick himself uii:1 the man, with a startled exclama-
tion, leaped up and tung himself upon him.

oF

“Who are you?" he demanded, with an cath, and his

csudden movement had spoilt the

ad, and, rifle in hand, slipped softly down ¢ muﬁh'
=]

reat coarse hands pinned Dick by the shoulders, and held
Eiﬂh face downwards, against the dirty, sour-smelling Boor,

“(3o:h! It's one of the cubs!™ he exclaimed fieccely, and
his grip tightened. * How in blazes did he get here? Well,
I guess it's up to me to see he don't get out again!”

“*Dudiey " Dick managed to shout, in a half-stifled voice,

Almoszt belore the cry was cut of hiz mouth, he heard
Dudley's bare feet thud on the planking as he -drrdislped down
throuch the haich. The man who held him uttered a savage
cath, and, releasing his grip on Dick, spun half-round.

Instinetively Dick knew that he was drawing a pistol, and
threw all his strength into one great heave.

The eabin shook with the voar of the report, but Dick’s
fellow's aim, for nexs
montent Dudley was upon him, and driving at him with the
butt-end of his rifle, knocked him spinning against the wall
of the cabin

Even 5o, he managed to fire a second time, and Dick felt
the wind of the bullet pass his cheek as he sprang to his feel,
Before the fellow could pull trigger a third time, Dhck had
him by the throat with one hand, and with tho other caught
his wrist in such a grasp that the pistol dropped from his
nerveless fingers, and Dudley snatched it up, and dropped it
into his own pocket. _

The man, a great burly brute, {ull two stone heavier than
Dick, still strupzled fiercely, while his language was efough
to scorch the very air, ;

“Shove something in his mouth!” ordered Dick, and
Dudley, picking up an old cap from the floor, jummed it into
the man's mouth, completely cutting short his unpleasant
eloquence. Then, while Dick held him; Dudley quickly cut
some length of ropo from the rafle on the floor, and they
tied him firmly and left him.

“ Confound the fellow!” panted Dick. * I-Ie:s hung vsup s
good ten minutes. Buck up, Dudley! We've got to get
cour lpot as quick as we can” :

“¥ou bet we have!™ replied Dudley, as he hurried forward.
“And [ guess some of the swabs will have heard thosa shots,
tog. Dick, we've got to hump ourselves if we ever did in our
lives 1™

He dashed into the galley, and Dick followed, to find him
already finging open cupboards. : 5

“What swine y are!l” Dudley exclaimed, in disgust, se
he tossed a guantity of dirty plates and dishes aside, The
whole placé was, indeed, simply filthy, and horribly ill-

CFOus.

o Iﬁb, here are some tins!” Dudley went on. ‘' Bully
beef and brawn—nothing else in the way of tinned stuff.
But here are beans, nndgmﬁw. and sugar. Wo gha'n't do
so badly after all.”

“ Any candles™ asked Dick.

“No, but thera’s plenty of oil. That drum looks to be
full. And T guess there 'are matches.. Gee, but this is spoil-
ihg the Egyptians with a vengeance!” e

“(zive uz an armiul. I'll take it up,” said Dick.

“No, wait; I puess we'll take it all at once. You don't
want to be seen from the shore.”

“Our boat may be seen, anyhow.”

“1 reckon not. She's well under the lee. If they'ro keop-
ing & puard anywhere it will be on the south side of the
bay. That's nearer to the cresk and the shanty.”

“You may be right,” Dick answered, as he rolled a huga
bundle of stuff in a blanket. “ But hurry—hurry, Dudley!
It's getting lighter overy minute.” _

“There, I gues: thizs wilk do,” said Dudley, shouldering
a mass of loot. Keep us going [or a month, T guess. You

—
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‘Betore Dick could reach his rifle there came a bump alongside. “ Hamds up!™ roared a harsh voice.
Dlgk raised his hands aboye his head and stood grimly facing his enemies,

(S22 page 22.)

go first, Dick, and give us a hand up the hatch, This stuff
weighs mighty near a hundrodweight.” :
Dick sprang swiftly up the hateh, Noxt moment Dudley
heard & gasp of dismay, and saw his face ¢losg over the
ening. - .
W“Ths;ra_'ﬁ a whole boatlond pulling off, Cray in command.”
Az he spoke, & rifle cracked, and a bullet sang somewhere
overhead.
“Leave that stufl,” said Dick ur (rnt.ién Y Leave it, and
come on deck. We've gor to get t}%c sail up, and hook it.
It's our only chance!™ '

Dudley was up like a shot. One glance was enough to
show that Dick was right. The boat was coming off the
gouthern side of the bav, and there were six men at the oars.
If the pulling was & bit ragged, there was no doubt about
the pace at which she was travelling, There was a wave
at her bow as though she was being driven by steam. In
the stern-sheets sat Cray and another white man. Each had
bis rifle, and they were already beginning o fire. :

*The mainzail I” eried Dicls, and, regavdiess of the bullats
that were already humming and screaming overhead, the
two bent themselves to the tash. :

It was & big, heavy sail, and at present sodden with dew
and desperately stiff. To raise v properly needed at least
three men, but as there were only two, the two had o do
the work of three as best they might

Faol by foot she rose, but for every foot the boat gained
several yards, and tha bullets eame thicker and elozer every
moment. The enly thing that saved the two boys was the
fnet that the breeze, blowing straizit into the bay. had kicked
up & lumpy lLittle sen, which sot the baat bobbing, and made
securate shooting out of the guestion.  But bullet after
bullet smacked tlhirough the heavy canvas, cach with a sound
like the burstmg of o paper bag, and it scemed only a
guestion of time before one or the othér was hit,’

By the time the hig sail was up, the boat was indeed no
more than a couple of hundred- yards away, and the worst
of it was that the anchor was still down.

Tuz Macner Lisrary.—No. 425,
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“Enock o bolt out of the shackle ! gasped Dhiclk, as e let
the sheet fiv, and horried aft towards the latter.

Diadley chid not waste a moment in complying. From
somewhere he gigt a hammer, and though the bullets sent
white splinters leaping from the bulwarks, he pluckily
managed te lknoek out the bolt, and the chain weont ]:l::shinF
overboard, and sank with a loud splash,

Instantly Dick hauled on the sheet, and the schooner .af
oneca amed way.,  But the wind was Blowing right into the
mouth of the bay, and Dick saw at onee that they would
have to beat ous. This gave the pull-boat a tremendosn:
advantage. Cray saw it as plainly as Dick hamself, and in
his barsh, crogking voice was yelling at his men to pull for
the cntrance, and cut off the i‘,ugitiu'cs‘ At the same time
he and Bent kept up their firing, no doubt hoping te dizable
one or other of the boys.

Their own bort was still trailing slongside the schnoner, and
taking off hali her way., Dudley saw this,

" What shall T do®” he shouled. :

“Chat her loose,” answered Diek., “Tt chn't e helped.”

With a zlash of his knife Dudiey snicked the rope.  The
poor litile eat-boad at onee dropped astern, and wont bobbing
awany towards the beach.,  Even at that uwgly momont Dick
fell & pang of regret to sce her go.

The schooner, relicved of the drag, guickened at once,
The ripples began to hum under her fore foot. But oven
nowy she would not point properly up into the wined, ;

“Come and tuke the tiller, Duodley1” shouted Dicks Y1
mnst get some bhesd sail on hee !

“No, I'll do it,” returned Dudley sharply ; amd, regardless
of the bullets which sereamed past, began to haul vigorously
on the foresail.

It secined a nuracle be was not hit.  The big mainsatl was
dotied with heolps.” Twice a bullet smacked inie the main-
mast with a lond thud.  Another struck the punwale, only a
yard -or so [rom Dudley, and o splinter stael: 1n Lis shied-
sleave, just grazing his arns.

Up came the foresaal, and as it caught the wind the
schooner at once began to point bettar. ick’s spirits rose.

& Grand, Long, Completo Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDGS.
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H: meant to run as near as possible to the northern shore,
then come about and make straight out of the mouth of the

bay.

ft looked as if he might just do it.  The worst of it was
that ke knew rothing of the depths,  For all he knew, there
n;ﬁight ba shoals anywhere. 1f they wen! aground, 1t was
alt up.

Ciray's boat was not moving as fast as the schooner, for she
was pulling dead into the tecth of the wind, At the same
time, she was making a straight course for the mouth of the
bay, and Dick saw that she must arrive there quite as soon as
the sehooner. ;

The opening was not more than two hundred yards wide,
and he und Dudley would be under fire at point-blank range.
The question was whether they could escape without being
hit, It was going to be nip and tuck any way you looked
at it

bisaster !

The brecze was puffy and unceriain, and as the schoonsr
approached the northern shore of the bay, the high ground
above eat off the wind, and she was almost becalmed.  She
lost way, and when Dick put her about, hung in stays, and
for zome moments seomed to be going to drift ashove.

Then a weleome gust canght her, she came round, and as
hee big zail Glled lay over and began to really travel

“SWiIl yow make i, Dick?” asked Dudley, who was now
Iving down flab handhng the fore sheets.

“YWith any luck 1 511151.”‘ Dicle answered, his eyes fixed on
Lhe enemy Loat, which was now nearly at the mouth of the

1¥.

“Heep vour gun ready,” he added.

“You bet!"” replied Dudley emphatically.
is the time wo pay off some old scores!”

“Den't be too sure,” said Dick grimiy. * They'll have more
than i\f}u I;i'HL"!-E in that boat. We're going to catch it hot as
wao go byl

& "i"h:.'} go by returned Dadley lightly.

Dichk Hashed at bim o questioning look,

“Go for em.  That's what I mean,” said Dudley coelly.
“Run ‘em down!™

Dick's bips tightened,

“You're right.  The earth will be sweeter when the ground
sharks have finished with them !

Whkile under the sheore, the schoonsr had been almost onk
of range of the bost, and for the jpoment the firing had
ceasedd. MNow ecach moment was bringing them vearcr o
their enemies, and the sharp erack of Winchestors had begun
agiin, and bullets were lopping across the schooner.  Dut the
hoys, keeping flut, were no longer in the danger they had been
while they were making sail, and the chances now secmed
distinctly in their favounr.

The schooner was pointing well.  Thick held her to it tili
her lecchoes guivered,  Above all, he was anxious to get
out on this tuck, and nob lo have io go about again, At
prosent she was reaching right up for the centre of the
entrance, the exact spot where Dent and bis crew of rascals
wore waiting.:

To his joy, he saw that they seemed to have no suspicion
whatever of his purposn. : : :

Dudley lay Hat on his face, with his rifle handy beside hum,
e was not shooting, for the sheets demanded all his attention
for tho moment. Thero was a curiously intent look in his
cyos 03 he watched the boat.

Dent's men had stopped rowing—all but two. The rest
had all picked up rifles, and the firing was hot indecd. A
perfect pestilence of bullels came showering across the
schooner.

ek got a puff, and managed to head up a little more.

“Geod!  Good!™ chanted Dudles.  “We'll get 'em
now !

“Confound "em!” he growled, a moment later.
on to it, Dhele.  They're pulling out !

o it was.  Cray scemed suddenly to have roalised the
darger.  He yelled an order, and at once two more oars
were out, and tha boat was rapuily pulled towards the
northern shore of the bay,

“Shall T go about?" growled Dick.  *Is it worth it?"”

Dudley hesitated & moment. 1t was a couel dissppointment
to have to refrain from carrying out his cherished plan,  In
his mind's eve, he saw the whole boat-load of ruffians ground
dewn under the schooner's bow, left struggling in the rough
walkoer,

But he had a ecool bead, had the voung Amcrican, He
Lkuew that each moment increased the risk of one of them
being hit.  Even as he thought, a missive from Dent's riflo
hurrined like a vielous wasp cloge over ins head.

“No," he answored. ' Carry ont”
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Dick let her fall off a little. Ha could safely do so. They
had plenty of sea room. ‘The schooner's puace perceptibly
increased, The open sea was almost under her bow,  She
seemed to know it )

Cray and Bent were shouting hoarsely to their men. Every
aar was shipped. The whole eight had rifles to their
shoulders. It was almost like being under bee from a machings
g,

Yet, protected by the solid bulwarks, the two boys were
still wnhurt, and every moment brought thein nearer to the
open sen and safoby.

“ Right nnder theie noses! chuckled Dudley.  **Gee, bub
won't they be sick !

And theu—then, at the very last minute, when all sccmed
over bar shouting—came disaster, swift and sudden, A hulleb
aimed high--but whether by ehance or design chey nover
knew—cut the mainsail bhallizcd.

Down with 2 ren came the great sail, the gall erashing to
the deck, but most fortunately missing the two boys,  Not sp
the sail.  The great mass of stiff canvas dropped night on to
of them, and covered them under its folds,  They were bl:ttﬁ
.Iill_ﬂ']'.ﬂ.[ll}r l}ll]'iL"‘l;I -H,.!l.ﬂ,! lﬂiﬂ{ii‘{].

Dick was the fest to stregele out,  The schouner had ron
up izto the wind, and lay almost motionless, tossing stightly,

“Pudley!” he ericd.  * Dudley 1™

He thought at hrst that his chum was killed, but 3 meve.
ment under the canvas reassured him,

Forgetful of everything else, he plunged forward, and bogan
fraantivally hauling away the sail.

Next moment Dudley came crawling out.

“Pon't bother about me!” he gasped ont.  “ Your rifled

Get your rifle, quick ! They'll be aboard us in_two twos!”

Dick jumped for his rifle, which wad lying in the m!:hpil‘r
ﬂ_El_E, EBefore he could reach it, there came a bump along.
side

“Ifands up!" roseed o harsh voice. “Hands up, or

\rl - e
“Crav's language will not bear print. Tt sent o shudder of
disgust through Dick: bub he, sceing the black murzle of o
rifle Learing full on his head. with a finger itching on the
trigicer, had no cheica left  He raised his hands above his
head, and stood grimly facing his enemies.

“Shaoot ‘em ! came a volee from the boat.  * Drill the
suha, Cray. What ave ye waiting fer¥”

“ leep your infernal mouth shat, Bendall!™ snapped back
Crav. I goess U'm boss here!” ;

“eep ver hands up, the both o' ye!” he continued,
addressing Dick and Dudley, “Try any tricks, either one of
ya, and I'll do what Bendall sea!”

As he spoke he stepped aboard, Bent and another man
followed Jum.

“Degan, you tie 'em,” ovdered Cray. “Bo sharp. Thae
schooner's a-drifting, and we don't want to let her go
arround.”

Degan, a sallow, thin-]ipq?d, gap-jawed rufban, with his
fow remaining teeth bright yellow from snuif-chewing,
rapidly carried out Cray’s orders, and lashed the hands of
Dick and Dudley behind their backs, He did his work with
such brutal force that the cords bit into their wrists, causing
them great pain. '

“Come aboard, the rest o' ye!" ordered Cray. " All but
you, Bendall. Yew take the boat back. Now then, splice
that there uphaul, and get the sail up. Be smart, T tell
yew !’

All waz hurry, the men falling over onae anobher in thei_r
haste. Haste, indecd, was very necessary, for the 'schoongr
was drifting rapidly with the wind, and the tide within a
very few minutes was bound to go ashore on the north ade

. of the bay.

For the moment no one paid any attention to the two boys,
who were laft by themselves in the stern. ¢

“Poor luck, ch, Dick?”" muttered Dudley.

“ My fault " Dick answered bitterly. " If I'd only grabbed
my rifle I might have held them off ™

“Now you're talking foolishness!" said Dudley curily,
“T guess you thought I was knocked out! Any chap won
have done the saine as you. It was all just a bit of rotten
luck.™

“1 pan’t make out why they didn't finish vs vight off I
Dick remarked in a puzzled tone.

“1 dan’t know, either; but I'm just as pleased.  * Whers
there's life—-" You know the rest, Dick!™

“Hope, your mean! Jolly hittle, 'ra afraid. Cray's only
reserving Us for something mors unpleasant ashore”

Dut Dudley refused to be discouraged.

“ Keep your heart up, old son! Wo'll dodge "em vef, a
woe've done before. And just romoeminr Hhat there's one of
tem that izn't sz black az the rest. Tho chap who left that
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qﬂlnha for us is white juside, whaterer-he may- look out:
El o -

E- '
Dick cheered up a little. ]
“I'd forgotten him for the minute. All right, Dudley.
“We'll keep a stiff lip as long as we can. There, they've got
* the sail up. It won't be long now before we see what's going
“to happen to us™

Cray himself took the tiller and sailod the schooner back
to" her anchorage. The boys saw their own hoat ashore on
& sandy beach, where, unless there was o bad storm, she
would probably come to no harm. Then Cray's Euiﬂhﬂat
came alongside, and Dick and Dudley were fung into bey
- ‘with brutal and unnecessary violence. ;
© It was a long mile from the landing-place to the camp,
and every one of Cray’s unplecsant followers scemed to ta
a special delight in kicking or nrodding the helpless prisoners
along the rﬁuEh track. They were both pretty unearly done
by the time that they reached the camp.

Cray himself had not said much, but there had been a look
on his yellow, scrawny face which to Dick seemed ominous.
He could not help wondering what new devilry the man was
meditating. He bad already secu enough of his methods to
realise that he had about as much heart or pity as a hymna.
The only thing to do was to follow Dudley’s advice, and
await what was to come with such pluck as they could
muster, :

Arrived at Bpell's hut, Cray went in with Bent, leavin
the boys under guard cutside. Through the window D;L‘-E
and Dudley saw the precious pair T'E‘fil'{.‘::iJfl]']!E themselves from
a square bottla, no {inuhb helding corn whisky.

“The boss is a-priming himself up " said Degan to Ben-
dall, with an ugly chuckle. “Guesxs ]}:r.-’:-; a-thinlking Low he'll
settle it with them cubs. There's Wilding and Crowe they've
sliot up, and they hev to fool the bill suime way.™

“I reckon he'll tie em up and skin 'em dirst ! observed
Eecndall, 2 bulky, bulbous-ndsed, black-bearded brute,” with
8 cast in one eye, which made him a little more repulsive
than even the yellow-mounthed Degan  “Skin "ém with a
i‘g.w !nd.-:, and arter that we mjght hov a bit of target.prac-
1ee.

“Ay, thet wouldn’t be bed fun,” veplicd Degan.  “Or
mebbe we'll roast "em a.picee fust, and then hev the shooting
match.”

Dick knew, of course, that their idea was to frighten
Dudley and himeelf. He pretended not to hear; yet, for all
that, he was aware that they were not necessarily exag-
gerating. Cray was capable of anyvthing which his eruel
mind might invent, and, so far as he koew, Bent was just
28 bad.

Presently Cray and Bent came out. Cray stood in front
of tie two boys, and locked them up and down with a sneer
in his pale-blue eyes. i

“Thought yerselves smart, did ye?
smark enough to fool Bzra Cray *’

ITe chuckled harshly.

" Bo we did,”" replied Dick carelessly,
that ehot which cut the halliayd 1™

“Jest Juck, was ¥’ snarled back Cray, suddenly
venomous. I guess yew'll thivk it luck afore I've done
with yew. You'ro my mest now, vew whelps! Now yew're
going to be paid fer butting in bere and killing my folk, and
trying’ to steal our gold.”

Dield’s lip curled.  *If you're going to murder us, get on
}illt;'h it! But, for any sake, don't be so long-winded about
L

A flush of rage rose to Cray's sallow leeks, and his pale
ejes glittered.

“Wew brat, yew! So yew are asking for it! Well, by
gosh, yew shall have it 17

ITe pulled o g]stul from his pocket, and puinted it full at
Dieck’s head. But Dick was so wound up that having his
head blown off did not at that moment zeem to matter in the
least, He faced the brute with a steady stare, Mot 4 muscle
i _his body moved. He stood like a rock,

Tt was here that Bent broke im;

*Shoot if yew've & mind to, Cray;
that there gun in the brat's face!
worth a cent !’
 Dick flashed a wondering glanee at ihe huze, sullen-dook-
ing man. Was it possible that there was something hunman
behind that brutaldooking exberior?

¥ No, I'ie derned if T'll shoot I replied Cray, in the queer,
anlmg voice which always reminded Dick of au unoiled
unge. Y Dmoderned if I'll shoot ! Bhooting’s a long sight
too good Jor them ecubs. I kin fix "em so they’ll eonre and:
“ﬂ er nie to put a bullet through them before” they've much
older 1™

“ Mareh, dern ye!” he added.

He jammed the muzzle of his pistol againgt Dick's neck
aid drove him off 10 the direction of the rough-looking Bar:
racks cloze by the creck. He foreed him and Dadley inside;
then shouted : .

“Hufe! Here, yvew Lufs!”

Tue Masxer LiBrary.—No. 425,

NMEXT

MONDAY—

Lhought yew was

“ It was jusi luck,

but don't keep pushing
Yew aba'l scaring him

“THE TERRIBLE TWO!"

The “ magnerr i

EVERY ONE
MOMDAY, LIBRARY. PENMNY,
The big nigger came hurrying up from the gravel patch

below, where he had been helping to keop wateh over ihe
unfartunate diggers. ,

“Got two pair irons left, Rufe?” asked Cray.

YT puess o0, boss !

“Then yew jest fix them on the legs o these here cubs!”

Rufe grinned, showing rows of tecth that looked as biz as
tombstones. -

“All right, bess; I'll fix 'em1”

(Another long Instalment of thizs zplandid naw
Serigl gtory next Monday. To avold dizappalnimont;
arder your copy aarly,)

ST T THHT RIS

MICKY DESMOND’S LUCK!%

{Contirued from poage 18.)

T

——
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the stamp! And if it had been worth a thousand gowlden
guids, you'd have bagged thim, ye spalpeen !

“Hallo, what arc you burbhng about?” zaid Skinner un-
ploasantly.

“Got the guids, Mick}- " palled out a dozen voices.

""No, ye omadhauns !

“The gquidfulness is not terrific?” asked IHurree Jamsed
Ram Singh,

* Bure, it turns out to be only a copy afther all I

“{Go hont"

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“We've found out that the stamp is & copy,” said Harry
Wharton, “Angd we've found out something clao, too,
Skinner took thal stamp to Lantham last 'Wednesday, and
aaw the plulatelist abouat 1™ :

Tt a lie!™ said Skinner furicwsly. “I wasn't in

“We Lnow it—

-

Lanthain ™

“You jolly well were!™ chuckled Snoop.
don't we, Stott?"

“"We do—we does " grinned Stott,

“"We've pot a description of -the chap who tried to sell the
stamp,” said Bob Cherry. A ekinny-looking cad with a
foxy face—m—-"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“That's Skinner ! grinned Nuogent.

“The Skinnerfulness is terrific!”

' Bo Skinner was the thief 1" said Dolsover major.

skinner guailed.

“I--I wasn't!™ he muttered.
to have it valued, that waa all,
tion of selling it, of courae.”

“Then why did yon lie about it?” exclaimed Wharton
eeornfully.  “*And why did yon let us go over and meccuse
Pownsonby, when you had the stamp all the time 77

“I—I—I—" 8kinner gasped. “I—I tell you I simply
oicant 1o ave st ovalued, acd pothing more.”

“I say, wyou [fellows, what an awin! totter!” exelaimed
Billy Buuter, in tones of burning indignation. **Ie pinched
the stamp, and told hes about 1t. What an awlul rotter!?
I must gay I'm awlully shecked at you, Ekinner!  Tlon't you
epcak to me again, please! "Tain’t only pinching the stamp,
but teliing wh-:ercrﬁ abont ib—that's a thiner T can't stand 17

“Ia, ha, hal’

“ DBlessed if T see anything to ecaekle at?™” said Dunter
warmly. " You.fellows don’t ﬁ}ﬂl #0 shocked as T do, perhaps.
You haven't got the same moral senze ™

“Thank goodness we haven't!” grinned Deb Cherry.
“Gentlemen, chaps, aud fellows!  We'll give Skinner the
benefit of the doubt, but,-at the same time, we'll zive him a
Form ragzing, to make asurance doubly sure,”

“"Ha, ha, ha!"”

Shinney made a vosh for the door, and was promptly
collared.  The next ten minutes were liko a severe mghtinaro
te Bkinner.  IHe was bumped on the floor, he wes made to
run the gauntlet, and his head was rubbed in the egal-box,
and then he was kicked out of the common-reom—a good
many fellows Kicking one another in their kecnness to have a
zo ak Blinner. So that, althongh Skinner was given the
benedit of the doubi, he wae not left in much doubt as to his
Form-lellows' opinien of him.

THE EXD.
(Do mnot miss *“THE TERRIBLE TWO:!" noxt
Monday's Grand Story of the Chums of Groyfriars,
by FRANK RICHARDS.)

**1-=-I took the stamp there
I hadn’t the slightcst inten-

23
A Grand, Long, Complcte Story of Harey
Wiharton & Co. By FRANK RIDHAK LS.
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Next Menday's prand, long, complete story of Grewirinrs
Bchool, writlen in true Frank Richards styvle, iz bound o win
eolden opinions from all who have the pleasurve of reading
it. There iz o tercific upheaval in the Greyfriavs Remove
follewing the avrival at the schobl of a couple of hefty,
go-ahead fellows named Bob and Curly Williams, who come
to be kuewn as “The Trejans.” Indeed, so cmphatically
and forceifuliy do the new-comers assert their prowess that
Jdor o time Iavey Wharton and the rest of the Famous Five
wrg decidedly back numbers, Then, under the leadership
of Bob Willinme, a sories of disosters befull the Remove,
mid Phytlis Howell and Ilareld Skinner put thejv  heads
togetiier, with dire results for

“THE TERRIBLE TWO1”

wha fall from fheir high estate under the most dvamatic
crreumsfances.  Thoze who miss next Monday's stoiy  will
mizs a rapgnificent freat.

difficulty or in trouble,

L ——— — - —

For Next M onday :

“THE TERRIBLE
TWOl",

By Frank Richards.

"SOME" CURIOSITY!

A rveader wirites: My vounger brother has bhegun to read
—uor, rather, devour—the * Magnet,” and seems to be very
much interegted in My, Hichards. He would be very much
abliged i you would answer some of the follewing questions
concerning that preat man:

“Boes he like plenty to cal? Flow big is he? What i3
the diameter and civeamference of his neck? What size
does he tako in collass and boots? How many penz does he
ase?  Ilees he write shorthand? What kind of mk and nibs
dons e use? Mow old is he? Ilow many times has he been
marreed ?  Where does he write all his stories? Has he ever
been in prison? Does he like comic papers belter than the
adventures of Gory Georgins, the Chief of the Chopper?
Daoes e vse chewing-cum? ls he a zocd hand at marbles?
IMas be a whip and top to zpare? What does he think of
*Old Moore's Almanae ™ Docs he think the war will ever
end? Docs he wear spatz?  What is his idea of the very
bess fred anvone could =it down to?” cte., ete., ete.

It all veminde wme vory much of some of the questions
that ave conbinually being puk to me concerning the Grey-
Friavs juniors. I cannot answer all of those, and I am not
poing to try fo answer these. But My, Richards may if he
Fkes,  Oure celumns arve oven to him for an explanation.

THIRTY DAYSFREETRIAL I

B Packed Free, Carriago Panl, Dicect frots Factory,
Fieckows Pepaset Hishorrade, Bricish-made MEAD

‘COVENTRY FLYERS?
b PARRANTEDR FIFTHEN FFARS

Mefance Poncture Reslsting or Duslop Tyres, Brooks®
Baddles, Consters, Spoeed Jrvars, efo.

2 =106, 0 E7 » 158,
i EASY PAYMENTS FROM =/ MONTHLY,
immediaze deiivery. Mo deloy, Winner of World's
Bacord. Tyres and Aceesseelesat Sndf onad price

Wrive at once for Froo Catologus a
sgeermd Oferof Bamnlo M

Mead Cycle Cole KEX R Liverpoal.

- —— = =

R T T R

[ The Editor is always pleased to hear from his churas, at home= or abroad,
and is caly too willing to give his best advice to them if they ara la

.t .. . Whom to writs to: Editor, Tho “Magoit*

Library, The Flestway House, Farrlngdon Street, London, E

S 'y,

NOTICES.

. Silverman, la, Hay-
dintgr Street, Commercial
Road, E., wishes to form
a “"Magnet ” League in
the Btepney distriet, and
would be glad to  hear
from  any readers whe
care to join. ; 2

Private F. W. Gibson, B Co., 1/6 Battalion, Essex Regi-
ment, Base, M.E I, Egypt, would bo glad if a few girl
veaders [age 18-21) will write o him. ]

R. Boss, 18, Beechwood Terrace, Mutley, Plymouth, wishes
to start a **Magnet ™ League in his district, and would be
zlad to hear from any readers who would like to join.

Private Dan Crumlish, 20,441, No. 3 Supernumerary Co.,'4th
Battalion, Rogal Scots, Btohs Camp, Hawick, would boe very
Pina:‘sud to receive back numbers of the “Magnet” and
£ E:":"m- i

Private H. Ilionz, 1,369, C Co., 9 Platoon, 20th London
Regiment, B.EF., France, would be glhd of correspondence
with resders,

Private H, Thorne, 4,258, Biznalling Boction, 26th Prov.
Battalion, North Cotes 8.0., Lincs, asks for back numbers.

Private (0. L. Owen, 6,351, Details, 2nd Rifle Brignde, 15
Camp, Bth Infantry Hase Depot, B.EY., Le Havre, France,
would like (o correspond with a girl reader {age 19-20), and
would alzo be pleazed to reccive back numbers, ]

R. Millidge, 3, Bdinburzh Road, Plaistow, E., would like to
join some “Magnet” or “Gem” League in his negh-
urhood. i

Football.—The “Muagnet” F.C. Wanted members to join
thiz club.—Apply to Fred Hodgson, 97, Hyde Park Road,
Leeds. . _

F. Manley, 389, and T. Gregory, 381, IIL.M.S. Infiexible,
¢fo G.P.0., London, asks for back numbers of the Companion
"apers.

8, Jessop, Prosident of the Stirling (“Gem” and
“ Magnet " Clab, will be zlad to hear from any veaders who
would like to join. Dislant members will be welcome, as the
club is not purely local.

J. A. Needs, 32, SBonning Street, Roman Road, Barnsbnry,
N., wants to form a * Gem " and. * Magnet " League in that
neighbourhood, and will be glad to hear from any readers
interpatod.

W. 5. Watkin and €. A. Pool, 26, Waterfall Rload, Lower
Tooting, 8.W., are starting a Boy Scout pntmlﬂ, and would
be glad to hear from any readers in their district who care
to join.

H{ J. Ritche, 119, North Queen Street, Delfast, wants to
hear from a feiv boys aged about fourtcen living in that eity,
with o view to forming a migger minstrel troupe.

“A Lonely Soldier” (on %ume service at present) would
be glad to correspond with * Magnet " readers of about his
own aze (18),

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

. G. (Toronto).—We are trying fo devise a competition
which shall give Coleninl readers a fair show,

B. G. (Leicester).—Afraid you will never make money out
of poetry. Verses very so-so. :

2, (% 5, (Landport).—It is quite impossible for anyone ont-
side the places themselves to give information euch as you
want. The recruiting committees doubtiess have the numboers,

but it is only now and then they arc published.

R. ¢ 5 (Donecaster).—Tho re-
semblance  between  * Caunght  at
Last " and the “Gem ™ story you
mention was purely accidental.

L. J. H. (New Ferry)—Sorry 1
cannot use vour notion; thanks all
EaIme,

P e ]
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(Eprrorran MNorE—Although the Governmient restrictions
on the import of paper hus browght the * Greyfriars Herald ™
to an untinely conelusion, readers may still continee Mark
Linlex’s rousing =erial story of school and boxing hife, which
will run its course in the Magxkr Library.)

— —

Capiured at Last!

Me, Cutile was having his own dinner
bov entered.

“Ailess my soul I he exclaimed.
chear Bnope ¥

“Thiz voung hooligan has been deprecating the quality of
the food which s set out on the school prospectus ! said Mr,
Moope, inoa toreible volee, * ITe even had the aundacity to hurl
!Ill'ril]silrlji}la of delicious, well-seasoned pork on to the floor of the
FHH ] Nt

“ Bless myv soul ! gasped the 1lead.

“Awd,” ad Mre. Snope, letting the vials of his wrath
overflow, *he actually asked to be supplied with chicken !
Chirken, sir—a luxury of which even the masters of this
institution never partake !

“Bhockmg 1" said Mr. Cuttle. ;

“Bhocking ! It s outrageous! I suggest that Binks be
summartly expelled from Earlingham I

The ead coughedd,

“That = a step I should hardly care to take,” he said.

Frosh in Mr, Cuttle’s mind was the memorable cccazion on
which he had expelied Hobbs, the captain of the school. Thae
action had been succeeded by o gigantie barring-out of the
seniors, and the Head and his colleagues had suftered a moral
deleat. 1le was not prepared to risk a calamity of that sort
again,

“Burely vou will administer a severe flogging, at least, for
such a heinous offence 77 enid Mr. Em:ﬁ:le.

“Ahem! On reflection, I think I will let the matter drop,”
saiel Mi. Cuttle, He remembered that Mr. Binks, senior, was
a man of considerable worldly wealth, and did not wizh to get
on bad terms with him by castigating his hopeful son.

EM:!*. Anope it hie thin lips with vexation, and moved to
the door.

“Am I to dine off hogsBesh, siv 1" inquired Binks demurely
of the Head. o

“ Ahem—eor—that is to say, the cook will give you some cold
salmon, if you make application to her, And in future, Bin]{d;
pray do not create such a turbulent sceno in the dining-hall!
Yon may go!”

“Thank you, sir!™ _ ]

And Binks-trotted along complacently by Mr. Snope’s side.
Ha would even have linked his arm in that of the master,
but Mr. Snope’s expreasion was 5o darigerous at that moment
that he thought better of it.

“ Licked?” whispered Weston
goakb at the table, _

“No: I won the day all right. The eook is now meparinﬁ
for me an excellent saled, which will accompany my col
salmon. ™ _ ;

“ Precizely ! It is inferior to chicken, T must admt; never-
theless, it serves ms a refreshing substitute [or pork. Pass
the vinegar !™

And Binks, when his specially-prepared dinner was zerved
up, champed away contentedly, to the chagrin of the fellows,
who had been obliged to solace themselves with pork and

reens,
8 As for Mr. Snope, he was almost weeping with rage; and
he mentally promised the irvepressible Binks o hot time before
that cheery vouth was many days older.

Adter dinner, 1 accordance with their nsual custom, the
chums of the Fourth punied a footer abont in the guad, and
Binks joined them. ) o

“My dear fellows,” he beamed, “ might a chap join in "

“Can you play foater ¥ asked Neddy Welsh, with a look of
eoxtreme disfavour at the weedy object which stood before
him.

“T'm osimply sublime ! said Binks modestly. * The mantle
of Steve Bloomer has descended wpon my honourable seli.
I have long been renowned for my remarkable wicket-
keeping.™

“Your what 1" gasped Dolly Gray.

when master and

“What ever 1s amiss, my

when Pinks resumed his
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“Alem! P'rlaps I've got it a bit mixed,” zaid Binks. "I
meant, of course, long-stopping.”

i HH-J hﬂ-, ha 1™

“See if you can stop that one '™ said Neddy Welsh. And
he took a running kick at the muddy ball, which squelehed
full in the new boy's face, cauzing him to sit down beavily
in & ram-pool near by,

“Ow! Oh, dear! I cofsider you are very rough boys!"
said Binks, *“T refuse to rub shoulders with such low-bred
hooligans 1"

And he stalked away,
elevated in disdain,

Just as he reached the steps of the School House a heavy
hand descended upon his shonlder, and a voice—the voice of
Barker of the Fourth—exclaimed :

“(ot you at last! Revenge is sweet, my beauty, and you
won't dodge me this time [ '

P

with his mud-bespattered nose

An Assault-at-Arms.

Binks wriggled and writhed like an eel in the grasp of the

bully of the %‘ﬂurt-h. but Barker easily maintained his hgld.
“(Come along to the common-room,” he hissed, “*and we'll

joll¥ well put you through it, you hittle sneak !™

“Really, you rough boy! "Unhand moe at once!
piped Binks.

But Barker was deaf to the voice of the charmer. He
vanked Binks by the sernff of the neck to the junior common-
room, where half o dozen of the bully’'s eronies were in wait-
Mg,

“ Qo you've nailed the little brute ' said Temax., *“Good
man! He'll long to return to hise mammy's apron-steings by
the time we've finished with Iiim " .

“ Rather !” said Blanning. ‘‘Line up, and make the awiul
worm run the gauntlet!” ; ;

“1 protest!" screamed Binks, gazing wildly around for a
way of escape. :

“You can protest till you're black in the face!” growled
Barker. * You've got to have 1t !” .

Binks had fallen mnto the hands of the Amalekites, with a
vengeance ! There was no loophole of escape open to him,
and there was nothing for it but to face the music.

Barker & Co. armed themselves with every conceivable
weapon. Rulers and pointers, knotted dusters and set-squares,
were dragged out of their respective places, and then the cads
of the Fourth lined up in two rows for the slaughter.

The yells of the hapless Binks were soffictently loud and

I inzist "

netratine to awaken the ﬂylmus: hult. most of thﬂ: mastera
ad sallied fBrth to the golf-links, 1t bemg a half-holiday that
afternoon.

Archer slipped .to the deor, and turned the key in the
lock, and then the execution began. Binks was given a sharp
flick from Barker's knotted duster, and found himself foreed
te run through the hings. The juniors were not strong
numerically, but they stood several yards apart, so that the
victim had to run quite a long distance before emerging from
the ailstorm of blows. )

Even a tough, tenacious fellow of Neddy Welsh's calibre
would have quailed before those hurricane swipes, and Binks,
who was an out-and-out weakling, emitted piercing screams
as the blows rained in wpon him from every side. Barker's
duster, in which was tied & hard chestnut, smote him on the
head, and Lomax and Lee wrought great havec with their
stout pointers. Binks was screaming hysterically by the time
he had passed through the row of persecutors,

“Onee agein !” said PBarker. ' Let it rip, you fellowa!
This 13 the little sneak who got me inte hot water with Snope,
and who bribed onr beast of a Head to give him cold salmon
for dinner! What he wants is a jolly good lamming, 1l he
can’t gtand up !

“Hear, hear '

“Pile 1" : .

The terrified Binks grovelled on his knees, and raised his
claaped hands ko Barker.

“Have merey !" he moaned,
You have half-killed me already :
if you let me off ! Oh, dear!™

“ Bribery and corruptfon !’ said Barker severcly.
give you un extra dose for that!”

(Continued on nexi page.}

1 cannot stand any morel
You can have half-a-crown

£1] “'.'ﬁlu
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" As a matter of fact, Barker was in funds at the momeont,
othierwise he would not have treated the new boy’s offer so
Eghtly, The bully of the Fooarth loved to see a weaker fellow
going through the mill, and he would wﬂhugily forego a pay-
ment of half-a-crown for tie pleasure of eruzhing Binks.

“I—I sha’v't run!®™  wailed Binks, in shrill fonhes.
“You've no right to beat me in this brutal manner ! Ilelp!
Bave me, somebody ! Help I7 :

* Bottle him up, for goodness’ sake!” muttered Stanming.
‘;He‘ll 'I:u.'ring Priggy Welsh & Co. here, with his infernal
shouting !

. Barker clapped bis hand over the new boy's mouth, but he
was too late. The door-handle waz yattled violently, and a
clamour of voices sounded without.

“Who'e there?" called Barker.

“Welsh 1" was the prompt rejoinder. .

“ What in thunder do you want?  It’s just like your cheek
to come barging in where you're not wanted 1™ bawled Barker
through the keyhole. _

“As eaptain of the Form, I have a right to puf my foot
down on rank, roiten bullying!” rétorted Neddy Welsh.
“You've got Binks in there, and it seems, from the way'llm’a
velling, that you're giving it him pretty hot! . You've jolly
well got to stop 11"

.--i Rfkt-ﬂ R

e Ipm this door at once, vou cad!™

“WMopo.rads 1™ g G =

“You'll get the hiding of your life if vou don't obey me!
same n concise tones from Neddy Welsh.

“That remains to be seen,” said Barkdr.
welgome to fry.” "

There was a sound.of receding foolsteps outside,

“They've chucked. np the sponpge!™, grinned
“We've got the whip-hand of "em this time, my sons ,

A moment later, however, Barker gave a roar of gurprise
atid anger. ' 3

“Phey're getting int ab the windows!™ he exclaimed.
“8warms of ‘em! What & giddy nerve! Lina up, vou
fellows 1" :

Barker & Ca. foresaw little difficnlty in repelling the daring
invaders; but Neddy Welsh and his warriors were desperately
in earnsst.. Defiant of the many-missiles hurled at them,
they clambered into the room, and a moment later a pitehed
DBattly was in progress. ;

Binksab once hopped up on to one of the window.sills, from
which hé had an excellent view of the combat, besides being
out of danger. ' _

FBock "1t inte “Bhoulder to

shoulder 1’ .
. Neddy Welsh. & Co. fought hilke tigers. "Thewr Blood was up,
and tiey meant-to give Barker angd his bullyving associates the
licking of their lives, , Hammer-and-tongs, the vival factions
rushed into the fray, and the thudding of “hard body-blows
resounded on every side.

Neddy himself had the pleasure of tackling Bavker, whom
he had beaten on ‘stveral ‘previcus occasiens. This time
righteons indignation lent zest 1o hus blows, and he smote his
opponent with such vigour on the nose that the water ruehed
to Barker’s eyes, and ke’ groped blindly ‘at his assailant.
Following np with lightning speed. Neddy Welsh shot out his®
left with huarricane foree. The ead of the Fourth eaught the
blow fairly and squoarcly between the eves, and pitched
backeards with a Ehm‘g ‘wasp of pain.

“There 1" .panted Neddy. "I von want an encore, IT'm
q!;ﬁtel::ﬂilling to oblige ! Nobody shall sny I'm not a gencrons
chap !

“You're quite

T.omax.

(L
.

Yem " roared Barker.
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silly likele idhot have got to?

“ Dw-ow-ow " groaned Barker,

Meanwhile, Dolly Grayv was at grips with Lomax, Lee, and
Crake, and wae finding the three combined a hot handful. He
reeled, and fell fromt a heavy punch by Lee; but Neddy
Welsh valiantly sprang into the breach, to be reinforced s
moment later by Weston and Phipps.

“Keep it upl” chortled Binks from his perch, *The
naughty brutes have half-killed me, and its only right tha
you should take out reprisals,” :

Neddy Welsh & Co., with their superior numbers, apecdily
ocained the mastery, and some of the more chicken-hearted o
the -bullies caved in at once when they saw that the tide o
battle had turned against them. .

“Pax!" Howled Barker, floored for the secondtime by one
of Dolly Gray's lightuing drives. -

. " ¥You wouldn’t listen to Binks when he wanted pax,”
muttered Dolly, *so fﬂu won't get it vourselves, We'll keeg
this up till you're all laid out *

Jome of Barker'zs cronies made a wild stampede toward:
the door, but they weore intercepted and swept off their feet,
A fow minutes later not a single one of them remained
standing,

“ Now,” said Neddy Welsh,. mopping his forehead, * you've
learnt your lesson! And if ever I cateh you bullying fellows
weakier than yourselves again, you'll catch it hotter ! Twig?"

A chorus of groans was the only rosponze.

“Like the editor’s decision, that's f{inal!" said Neddy,
“Come along, Binks !

'Ifhe new. boy hopped down from the window-sill.

“Words would but fecbly express my gratitude to yom;
Squeleh,” he said. “DPiay accept this half-crown as a mark
of my affectionate esleem and regard,”

Neddy Welsh flushed. , :

“Putb it in your pocket, fathead !™ he said eurtly. *Yon
don’t think we did this with the object of getting rich quick,
do youf - We chipped in in the common cause i:rf:humatlity."

e k you!" gumid. Binke. *They have hurt me shame-
I am abouf to cxpose my bumps and broises to the
magisterial eve of M. Cuottle

Neddy Welsh looked pzhast.

“Look here!™ he sdid abruptly. “Don’t von know thak
it's rotten bad form to sneak ¥ They'll only make it ten times
worae for you if vou go tale-bearing to the Head.”

“In that case,” eaid Binks, I ghall feel constrained to let
the matter drop. I had a mood mind to talke out ap action
for damages agaionst, Barker through my father] but he is not
worth 1it. Oh, dear! T wish I was back with mamma and
Mr. Nollidge, my tutor ! ;

HDon’t be a silly ags!™ said Neddy geafly.  “ You'll shake
down all right in time if you stick to .~

But Binka shoolt lis head =zorvoswfully, and wallked away
down the passage whistling ** The Death of Nelson.”

Lost, Stolem, or Sirayed!

“ Bedtime, you kids 1™
. Verney of the Sixth put his head in at the decrway of the
wnmr commaon-room, and rapped ont the smuomons,  Neddy

elsh & Co. rese, yawning, from a monotonous game of

chess, and procecded to the Fourth Form dormitory.
* Barker & Co. were there, and they undpessed in a very had
oragee, Their punishment had been painful and severe, and
not one of them had come thiough that tervific scrap in the
eolumon-room unscathed. Darker’s nose wae swollen to almost
hideous proporlions, and Lomax aud Lee cach had an eye put
vt of action.

Neddy Welsh gave a gnick «laner vonnd the dermitory,

“Where's Binlks " he askod,

“Find out ! snarled Barker,

“That's exactly-whal L mean to do.  Iaz anybody seen the
chip?” i

“He was in the study with me an hour ago.” vouchsafed
Phipps. ' Singee then I haven’t secie even his shadow. ™

“Thaet's jolly gqueer ! E-ii_{;i Dollv Grayve “Whers can tho.

Neddy Welsh spun round npon Barvker,

* I shouldw’t e surpriaed,” he sadd Bluntly, 9 you haven't
kidnapped the kid amd locked him up romewhere. 165 jost
the *f‘f“'t of shady trick that wonld appeal o o worm fil:{s
3 EHL.

" Barker quailed before the cutting words of the captain of
tho owrbh,

“ I haveo't the vemotest ddea where he 05, Die eand.

“1'mi sorry 1 ean’t beiieve you,™
- vore we Dunp hioe #81ll he tebis the truth,” said Westen,
“New kids don’t vaoshoan thos tryvsterious way vnless therd'a
semething behind i, And Barker bad o specinl down on
Binles, too. 1 wonlda’t mind beiting there's heen foul play of
some sort,’”

“Hands off 1" rasped Barker, in alavrpu
ihe kid awav-anywhere—honour bright 1™ _

{Anocther magnificent instalmant ¢f Mark Linley's
grand gerlial will appear next Monday. Qrder your
copy oF the ¥ Magnet?’ Library in advance.)
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