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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hard Times!
T wag almost dark, and a_ cold rain was

driving before the rising gule, when.

Jim Hammond, wet and worn out, came

staggering inte the tin-roofed hovel
whicly My Silas Maggs had described in his
advertisement in an Eunglish paper as “a
charming residence situated on his estate
amid’ the most beautiful scenery iu tle New
Zemlnnil: Alps.”

It was tls Iying mdvertisement that had
delwmdid Hm's unsuspecling father into send-
ing’ his only som oyt to, New Zealand to learn
farming—in other words, to pay seventy
pound® o year te have his hoy worked like
a alaxe and fed and treated worse tham o
dog !

Maggs lhimself—a tall, thin man, with, a
face that might bhave been cut out of yvellow
leather, A widé mouth, with black, jagred
teeth,, and’ eyes green like a cat’s—was stand:
ing over the fire with a frying-pan in his
haud.. His somn, & younger double of himself,
loafed’ in o chair in- the corner.

At Jim's catvunee Muaggs swung
seowling.

“Got all ¢ them sheep in?” he demaunded
harshly.

“All but five,” answered Jim quietly.
odid my best

ronndd,

nl
to liend them, but it got loo

dark."
“Too dark!” zhoufed Maggs in: sudden
fury. *“If you was anything buot' o loailing

new ¢lmin you'd ha' had ‘em in hours ago!
You git right out again, and! don't’ yow
e show vour nose in Lhis hoose tilli voau've

zot the last one o' them  sheep: safely
penned !
But Jim did ool move.

“iedn v you hear med” roared Muogps.

He had become so accustomed to bullying
Tim, who was hardly yvet more than a schoal-
oy,. that any idea of the worm turming
never sa much as entered his mind. Imagine,
then,. the muan's. blank aimszement. whemn Jim
replicd. firmly:

“Tt's foo. dark {o Jp any moad' toeenight,
Mr., Mugues., Besidks, Pm tived onut, and
I've had nothingz (o ecat since breakiast.™

" Youy——"

'I'nr. Macxer Toanary.—No. 846.
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“HBill *—this to his son—""throw: the- sneak-
ing: young loafer out!” ended Mazgs: with
A gasp.

Hill Magge, a bully in grain,
Jim for what he called
woays, jumped to obey.

“Yon'd best not touch me!" warned Jim.

But Bilk confident in his superior strength.
amd inches, snatched at the young fellow's
collar.

Jim spramg back, and lel out wilh the
.energy of despair.  Thera was a thud, a
howl, and the valiant Bill reeled’ hackwards
p against the table, Over went the tExble, 1Bl
with it, awd, amid a erazh of broken arockery,
Janded heavily on the floor, where he lay
'groaning.

. For an instant the elder man stoodi staring,
unable -to believe his eyes; then, with o
beast-like ery, leaped forward., Jim, wliose
legs were shaking beneath him with huoger
g fatigue, tried to eseape. Too' late!
Maggs canght him, and, sunatehing o stoek-

who hated
his Buc-gentleman

whip from a peg. began raining  fuvious
blows upon the lad.
Jim struggled llerecly, but his strengll

was gone. The cruel blows fell on lezs, arms,
Jamd every part of his body. Presently the
room began to whirl round in a vague mist,
;1|:i:=. senses left Rimg and the boy knew no
(IOTe.

. When e came fo himsell ngain he was
Jying one the: wet ground oulside the hovel.
-He was coverste with blood, aching in éevery
"hone, and when he tried to get up, found
himself too wonk to walk. Yet lLis one idea
wias to leave this horrible plaee.

At the cost of intenze pain he crepl on
hamds and knees to the barn, Tound his
pouy. untied it, and somehow clambered on
to its back. Clinging to its neck, amd' only

half consctous, e was carried away into
the night.
o Almost exactly thiree vears hild  paszed

tainee: that night. the brotal Muaggs lad, ffung:
thie tomtared] oy out off his door. wlhen
one fing arternoon a tall voung fellow, lean,
active, amd sunburnt, rode slowly up the

villey. road below Jaggs' farm. He was
splendidly mounted, aund Iis dork uniform,

il THE ROGUES

Maggs burst into a torrent of furlous:|;
aaths, stultering in his furm. Jim, very |
white, stood quietly facing him. : :

OF PILGRIM

carbing, amd cawalry seat proclaimed lim
w member ofi the: Mowrtted Police.

Perched® Hight om tlie hillside like - some
osreasy bird' of prey, Jihs Mages walohed
the newcomer.

* Reckon that's the fellow as is come to
tnke Pearce's pluce, ain’'t it, Bill?™ he
arowled.

“That's
{he reply.
things.™

Maoges laughed® cvilly
peared romnd. the' corner.
* = He*d’ better notl shove s ugly nosa irto
o Business ! g muttered.

“He'll' be ar feok iff he does!” echoed! HSL.

Meantlme, Pheston' had reachiad” the iron-
roofed lut which didi duty as policasstation
for the Pilgrim Valley distriet. Pearce;. the
man he was to relieve, was anxiously await-
ing him. Pearce had. been very ill, ands was
anxions to get back to civilisation: apesin.
DBut- first he and the neweomer had a long
talk. Sheep-stealing on a large scale. Had
been going on in the district for a long ftime
past,. and Pearce had altogether failed to
gain any- clue to the crafty thieves. All he
could’ say was that there were at least four
men, aimd’ that undoubtedly they had' some
gocret. place in the fastnesses of the il
wliene® they hid and rebranded the animals.

Before he left Pearce gave a whistle;, and
aout. of the back room came a well-built
i youth. of about sixteen, whose darck skin
troelhiped im-.a Maori.

“Charley,” said Pearee, “this is yvour.new
(bngs—Mr. Preston. You stay and cook for
“him, won'f you?"

Charley goazed with evident approval at the
stalwart neweomaer,

i_"l“.'cr}' well, sir,” he said, in perfect Eng-
b=l

“I'reston.” continued . Pearce, “Charley

knows thie country better than I do. Yau'll
find hvim invaluable, Now | muast be off.”
t Pearce had said no more than the truth.
‘Charley soon proved liis worth., He could
cook, rude, and: track -equally. well. Preston
soomn Beeame very fond of the quiet young-
ster, and: the Maori© boy, on his side, was
Jdevatedi te: his new master.

Pilprimy Vadley: in seantily populated,, and
Praston sometimes: did: not see o white face
for e week., Bof he did: not seem to mind.
i ALl dity amd every diy. he was out on horee-
‘Haek or afoot, sometimes accompanied by
‘Cladey, sometimes: wlime, but always with
tie definite purpose- in his mind.  For the
islieep-stealing still went on, and' the voung
Jpoliceman was  abselutely  determined to
sprahe the myatery and bring the robbers. to
JLLES oTLH
. Weeks went bwy, and still sheep kept on
iisappearimg. IY maddened Preston that he
could get no clue: Charley plainly sympa-
thised, amd’ took Gy making long excursions
alone among the lills in search of the mys-
terious hiding-place;

Une evening the yvoung peliceman. viding
slowly home down 2 steep and lonely pass,
heard a swdden shrill ery peal out from
among the thiek Lrees high up the hillside.
S0 agonised wag the seream that Preston's
blood ran chill at the sound. He sprang off
hiz Lorse, tied it to o tree, amd, pistol in
lamd, went serambling full speed up  the
=teep ascent. 3

Al was still as dealth. Xob another sound
tose to guide him. Yet, full off the memaory
of that piteons cry. he puszshed rapidly on.
rFor nearly ai hour he searched i vain, and
Hiwen, just as Jdarkness fell, a deep opoan
shrnke on his anrs,

* Pushing through the thick bhruzh, he caple
simddenly into an open glade. In the dim
light he <aw a Hgure lying still npon flie

it.  Preston: his name ia,”. was
“Thinks he's going to do graat

as Prestons disap-

(Cohtinwed on page 21.)
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SEkinaer's *° cleverness ™' has landed him info hol waler on scoves of occasions, buf the Cad of the Remove oversleps
himself in this grand story. Although Harold Shkinner has sncered at the ** goody-goody ' ways of the Famous
Five,itis to Harry Wharton & Co, the wrelched junior furns when the erash comes ; and the Co.is not found wanting.

A brilliant long comple

MNe ll STupy  Reseves

te story of

Harry Wharton & Co.,

from the pen of famous FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Skinner Asks for It!

T HIS" said Bob Cherry, “is a
I littla bit of all right !

Four boyish heads nodded

assent, Iuorree Jamset Ram

Singh remacked that the all-rightfulness,
in his estecmed opinion, was terrific.

The Famous Five of the Greyfriars
Remove were, in fact, enjoying their
noble selves.

It was a mild and sunny afternocon—
very mild and very sunny, and quite like
summer. It was a hali-holiday at the
school. And the shining river templed
Harry Wharton & Co. to take out a boat
for a long pull upstrearn between green
banks and woods that were glowing with
the fresh green of spring. There was a
hamper in the beat; and Billy Bunter,
who had scented the hamper, had been
suceessfully dodged, and left indignant
and wrathful on the boathouse raft.

Now the boat was tied up to a willow
by the towpath, against the steep banlk,
and the hamper was opened, and a little
tin kettle sang on a spirit-stove. The
pull up the river had sharpencd the
appetites of the chums of the Remove,
and they were ready for tea, and there
was an ample spread. Overhead was a
blue sky, dotted with flecey white clouds,
and the sunlit river rippled and sang past
the Loat.

S0 DBob Cherry pronounced, quite
justly, that it was all right. And his
chums agreed,.

“Nothing like grub, when you're
hungry!”  remarked Jolhmny  Bull
thoughtfully.

This philosophic reflection also  re-
ceived general assent.

That afternoon the Famenus Five were
feeling exceedingly cheerful, fully satis-
fied with themselves and with the
universe generally.

Hard-boiled eggs and ham had been
disposed of; and VWrank Nugent made the

tea, the kettle boiling at last; and Ilarry |

1 Wharton procecded to slice the cake—a

large and handsome cake with marzipan
on top.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's another
boat out!" remarked Bob Cherry.

A skt came pulling up the river from
the direction of the school. Sidney
James Snoop of the Remove was row-
ing, and Harold Skinner sat at the lines,
with a cigarctie in his mouth,

Skinner steecred to pass close by the
moored boat,

“You fellows seom fo be enjoying
yourselves,” he remarked.

“The enjoyfulness i1 terrific, my es-
teemed Shkinver,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Chuck that muck away, and have a
shiee of cake, old bean!” said Bob Cherry.
skinner blew out a cloud of smoke.

“Thanks—I'll stick te my cig,” he
answered. I suppose you fellows never
smoke when vou're out of bounds.”

“No,” said Harry Wharton curtls,

1 congratulate vou., old top!”
slkinner.,  “'The
15 it own reward.

Snoop sniggered,

Oh, don’t be an  ass. Skinner!™
growled Johnny Bull. “You look o silly
duffer with a cheap cigarette in vour
silly mouth; and you'd shove 1t out of
sight fast enough if vou saw a prefect
on the towpath.™

“You don't need a cigarvetic in your
mouth to make you look an asz, do vou,
old chap?’ said Skinner.

snoop sniggered agaim. He was rest-
ing on his oars while Skinner bestowed
his badinage on the Famous Five.

“Curions thing about Skinner,” said
Bob Cherry. “Can’t ever open his mouth
without making himself unpleasant,
wome chaps are like that, 1 suppose.”

“We can’t all be nice boys,” yawned
sSkinner. © After all, it would be a bit
dull in the Eemove of we were all perfect
characters, Five spotless vouths are a
rood allowance for one Form.”

“He, he, he!" from Snoop.

said
donsciousness of virtue
Isn't that so?"

“Five voung Bayvards, withoul stain
and without reproach,” went on Skinner.
“It's enough for one Form—almost too
rmuch !

Harry Wharton pointed up the river.

“Let going,” he esaid. 1 don't want
o punch yvour nose on a nice attcrnoon
like this, Skinner., Buzz off 1"

“Wouldn't you consider it nanghty to
punch a fellow's nose?" inquired Skinner
blandly.

Harry Wharton roze to his fect. e
had had enough of Skinner's pleasant
persiflaga,

“Cut!™ he said brielly.

Skinner shook his bread,

“Duln’t a jolly old Greek johnny say
that there is inprovement for the mind
in  the contemplatiwon of virtue?" he
asked. “Don't ask us to go away; this
13 an 1mproving occasion for Snoop and
me.  We feel the moral benefit alveady,
Don't we, Snoopey?”

“He, he, he!”

“Yon see, we're no! spotless charac-
ters,” continued Skinner. “We nead
improvin'.  Our kind Forin master has
told s so—often. Keep where you ave,
snoopey,  YWatch these virtuous youlhs,
and feel (he moral elevation gradually
comin’ over you.”

Skinner seemed 1o be enjoying  his
topic. It was quite certain that Skinner
himself was not a spotless youth; he was
far [rom being without stain or reproach,

Wharton picked up a boeat-lhiook and
leaned over,

“Where will you have 117" hie asked.

“ But isn't that naughly—— Yarooop'"
roared Skinner, his airy manner leavinyg
him all of a sudden.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared DBob Cherry.

It was only a gentle poko with the
boat-hook. but it had a dizasirous effect
on Skinner. He dodged too hastily, and
almost swallowed his cigerette, which
had burned to a stump. He wobbled on
his feet, and the skiff rocked perilously

Tur Macwer Lispaey.—No, 845,
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s Skinner roared and gurgled and

lowled and spluttered,

“Groogh! oooen!
guggggght”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous Five roared, and Sidney
James Snoop chuckled. Skinner had
heen very funny, as he considered it, at
Harr harton & Co.’s expense; now he
was funnier on his own aceount.

He spat tho remains of the cigarette
into the viver, and spluttered, and
rubbed his mouth, and eyed the chums
of the Remove malevolently.

“Groogh! You rotters! Ow!”

“Have another?’ asked IHarry Whar.
ton, langhing, and he Hourish the boat-
hook.

““IHa, ha, ha!” :

Snoop pulled off hastily.  Skinner
arabbed up the lines, and dropped into
his seat., At a short distance he half
turned to shake his fist at the grinmng
("o,

“Cads!” he yelled. “Rotters! Cads!”

Whiz !

An apgle from the hamper, suddenly
Erras y Bob Cherry, flew through the
air with unerring aim. It caught Skin-
ner under tha chin,

Yoop! Gug-gug-

“Whoaop!"”
The skiff rocked again.
“Come back and have another,

Skinney ! yelled Bob Cherry.

But Skinner did not want another.
The skiff pulled on, and Skinner did not
even shake his fist again. The two
black sheep of the Remove disappeared
round a bend of the winding river, and
the Famous Five, chuckling, returned to
the diseussion of the cake.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Man Who Fled !

T} ALLO, hallo, hallo I"" ejaculated
H Bob Cherry suddenly.

It was half an hour since
Skinner and Snoop had pulled
ont of sight up the river; and the
lamous Five had finished the cake, and
the tea, and the apples and the nuts, It
had been a feast of the gods, on.the
sunny river under the blue sky: but it
was linished, and the Famous Five were
thinking of the pull back to Greyfriars,
And ‘then Bob ejaculated suddenly, as
thero was a hurried beat of footsteps on
the tow-path,

A man, running hard, came into sight
round a eurve of the path by the river.

His boots beat on the tow-path with
an mcessant staccato sound; breathless,
and dripping with perspiration, he ran
on and on without a pause for a second.
And he was not in good condition for
vrunning, as his streaming perspiration
and stertorous panting showed.

“Somebody in a jolly hurry!” said
Bob.

“Looks like it,” said Ianr?’ Wharten,
ctanding up in the boat end regarding
the stranger curiously.

No one clse was in sight on the towing:
path; there was no sound of pursuing
footsteps. But the man wuas running as
if for his hife. _

e was a short, rather fat man, with a
Gttle tooth-brush moustache, and gold-
rinnmed glasses perched on a stubby little
nose. He carried an overcoat on his
svm, having apparently taken it off for
rreater freedom of running.

His face was set, his eyes glinting.
The juniors heard his loud heavy pant-
ing as he eame abreast of the moored
hoat. All five of the Removites stood
up to look at him over the high bank
crowned by grass and sprawlin willows.
Why the man should be tearing along

Tie MAGRET LIBRARY.—No. 840,

the lonely river-path in such desperate
haste was a mystery to them.

He eaught sight of them in the boat,
and stopped, His breathing came
almost in sobs as he halted.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo!" =an
Cherry, as the stranger stare
“ Anything wrong 7"

The man panted.

“Somehody alter you,
asked Johnny Bull,

Still the plump man did not speak.
He was struggling with breathless ex-
haustion. He looked a man of [ifty or
more, and certainly not o man for such
strennous exercise. But as he gasped,
he came closer to the edge of the steep
bank, and looked down into the boat.

“There was o case of footpads on this
path once,” murmured Nugent. ‘' Looks
as if the johnny has landed in trouble,
We'll help himn if there’s any giddy hooli-
gans after him.,”

“Yes, rather.”

“You—you I—TI " The man
panted spasmodically, and cast a swift,
searching, suspicious glance back along
the tow-path. But the path was silent
and deserted, and he turned to the Grey-
friars jumiors again. “ You—will you
row me across the river, boys "

‘““Somebody after you?" asked Bob.

*No—yes! Yes"

out Dob
at them.

old bean?"

“Jump in!" said Nugent, good-
naturedly.

Harry Wharton interposed,

“"Hold on.” he saud quietly., *“We'd

better know first why the chap wants to
cross the river in such a hurry.”

“Tt's not much trouble, Harry,” said
Frank Nugent, in surprise. It was not
like the eaptain of the Remove to refuse
to perform a small service for friend or
stranger.

“I'm not thinking of that, Frank.
But we want to know what we are
doing,” said Wharton, “Will you ex-
plain first why vou want to cross the
river, sir?"” lhe went on, addressing the
stranger quite politely. “You seem to
have come from Friardale, where there’s
a hridge."”

The man panted apgain, shaking with
breathlessness. Ile wiped the perspira-
tion from his brow with the back of a
fat hand.

1 Some ruffians ave after me—
a set of tramps,” he said. *“They
wanted to rob me, and I ran for it.
Surely you won’t refuse to row me across
the river to keep elear of them "

“Not if that's the case,” said Harry.
“Whait till they come in sight——"

*Wha-a-t?”

“ As soon as they're In sight, jump into
the boat. and we’ll row you across long
before they can get at you."”

The man’s eyes ghnted at Harry
Wharton. The Ceo. exchanged rather
dubious plances. They could see that
Wharton was suspicious: but they hated
to seem uncivil and disobliging to a
stranger, evidently a man in distress.

“TMarry, old man *  murmured
Nugent.

“We've got to be careful, Frank., We
don't know yet who’s after this man,”
caid Ilarry. “I know there was a foot-
pad caze on this river once. but it’s not
likely that footpads would chase a man
along a public path in broad daylight.
Tf it's s0, there’s no harm i waiting till
they come in sight.”

“No: but, dash it all, a fellow might

act eivilly.™

NSWE
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“Yes; and perhaps break the law in
doing so,” said Wharton. * Middle-aged
men don’t race about at top speed for
nothing. Somebody’s after him—and I
want to know who it is. It may be a
policeman.”

“Oh, my hat!"

The words had been exchanged in low
tones; the man high up on the bank did
not hear. He was staring back along
the winding path by the river, obviously
m fear of secing pursuers, whether they
were footpads or not,

Johnny Bull nodded his head slowly
and thoughtfully. A minute's reflection
showed him that the fugitive was far
more likely to be a law-breaker than a
man_ escaping from law-breakers,

Still panting spasmodically, the man
turned his glance on the juniors again.
He ran his eye over them appraisingly;
and Wharton knew, as well a= if the man
kad said so, that he was considering the
ﬁﬂﬁﬂtllililﬁi‘ of taking possession of the

oat by force.

Wharton pickeid up the boat-hook.

But if the man had had that idea, he
abandoned it at once. Five sturdy
juntors were not to be dealt with by one
breathless man, and that man evidently
not an athlete.

“Look here,” he gasped. “I—I've
fold you the truth. Give me a passage
across the river, and I'll pay vou well.”

“We don’t want to be paid,” answered
Harry. *If you've told the truth, we'll
row you across with pleasure, and for
nothing."

“Well, let’s wait till the jolly old foot-
pads come in sight,” said Bob Cherry,
with a neod.

“1 will give you a sovereipn cach!”
panted the man.

“You can hire boats cheaper than
that at Friardale or Pegg,” grinned Bob
Cherry. “If you've got money to throw
about like that, you'd be a jolly old prize
for the footpads—if any.”

T granted Johnny DBull,

“The anyfulness is terrifie!™ smiled
Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh. “My
esteemed and ludierous friend, it appears
to me that you have been guilty of
honourable and detestable prevarico-
tion.”

“You young brules!” muttered the
man. “I tell you—— Look lere, I will
give you ten pounds!™

“Where did you get it?" acked
Johnny Bull, “I haven’t heard yet of a
bank being held up in this locality.”

The Famous Five were all of one
opinion now. There was no sign of pur-
suers on the path; but had any pursuers
come in sight, the juniors would have
expected to see the blue coat of a con-
stable. It was about as plain as it could
possibly be, that the man was in flight,
not from law-breakers, but from justice.
Had the facts been as he stated, Harry
Wharton’s offer would have been good
enough for him.

It was clear to the man now that the
juniors did not intend to give him a pas-
sage across the river, They were pre-
ared to do so if pursuing footpads came
in sight; but evidently that was not to
be expected, And certainly they did not
intend to help a fugitive from justice
to escape.

He shook his fist s=avagely at the
schoolboys.

%711l make it three pounds each ! he
said hoarsely. “TLook!” Ile drove his
hand into his trousers-pocket, and held
up several sovercigns.

The juniors stared at them. Gelden
sovereigns were few and far between at
Greyfriars—indeed, there were fellows at
tho school who had hardly seen them.
The man looked well-dressed and fairly
well-to-do, and might have had a good
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At a short distance from the boat containing the Famous Five, Skinner turned and shook his fist at the grinning Co. |

**Cads ! " he yelled. ** Rotters! Cads!”

Whiz ! An apple from the hamper, sudd

enly grasped by Bob Cherry, flew through

the air with unerring aim. It caught Skinner under the chin. ** Whooop !’ he roared. {See Chapfer 1.)

supply” of currency notes. But it was
very unusual, at the very least, for any-
body to walk about provided with
golden sovereigns in these days of paper
money.

The same thought was in the minds of
all the juniors—-that the man was fleeing
after holding up a bank. There seemed
no other way of accounting for his
frantic haste and his possession of money
in the form of gold.

“Look!” he repeated.

The . sunlight glinted on the golden
coins in his hand, as he held them up.

Wharton's lip curled. ‘

“We don't want your money—if 1t's
vours,” he said. * You'd better go on
your way.”

Tlie man spat out an oath.

“Look here,” said Johnny Bull in his
quint wav, *“that man hasn’t come Ly
that gold honestly. My idea is that we'd
bettor collar him, and make him give
an account of himself.”

As if moved by a spring, the man in
the gold-rimmed glasses leaped back from
the bank. Ile did not utter another
word, or give the juniors another glance.
He started up the towpath at a run, and
resumedl his flight. The juniors, standing
up in the boat, stared after him. In a
few seconds he was hidden by the trees
and thickels along the river.  His hurried
footialls died away.

“Well, my hat!” said Dol Cherry with
a deep breath.

“Pretty clear now what he is,” said
Harry Wharton. *T faney we ought to
be rather glad we didn't row him over.™

“Yes, rather!”

““I think we ought to have mnailed
him,” said Johnny Bull, *“He's robbed
a bank--that's as clear as daylight.”

“Tle didn’t give us much timeo to nail
himn " grinned Bob.

IHarry Wharton shook hia head.

“We conldn’t do it,” he said. **We've
no authority to touch him.: It locks sus-
picious  enongh—but  we should look
pretty fools 1f we collared a perfect
stranger, and he was sble to gmive an
account of himself. The Tlead would
come down rather heavy, I think.”

“The ratherfulness would be terrifie,”
chuckled Hurree Singh.

“We ought to have detained him till

the police came along,” said Johnny Bull
obstinately.

Harry Wharton looked a little troubled,
wondering whether Johnny was right
after all. Certainly, if a constable came
panting along the bank in a few minutes
the juniors would feel that they ought to
have detained the man, But

“Too late now, anvhow,” =aid Dob.
“ Pesides, he was off hke a blessed rabbit
—we couldn’t have bagged him."”

The juniors waited and watched the
bank. But, as it happened, no pursuer
appeared—no blue coat came in sieht.
If the police were after the man, they
were not close on the track—or they had
lost the trail. That the man had spoken
falsely about pursuing footpads was clear
—but it did not appear certain that he
was followed by officers of the law.

Half an hour passed, and still the tow-
ing-path was deserted,  Then Wharton
picked up an oar.

“High time we were off,” he eaid.
“There’s nobody coming, that's clear.
Now then, Johnny, suppose we had col-
lared him, what should we have daone
with him now

Johnny Bull did not answer that ques-
tion., Wharton unmoored the bheat and
shoved off from the bank, and the
Famous Five pulled down the river to-
wards Greyfriars—thinking a4 good deal
of the strange epizode, and wondering
whether they would hear anything more
of the fat man in the gold-rimmed glasses,

i

pamre - |

THE THIRD CHAPTER.,
Skinner in Luek!

g4 OUR deal, Snoopey 1™
“~I'mlr.h:me!"‘ growled Snoop.
The little skiff swaved on the

current, half a mile up the
river from the spot where the Famous
Five had moored. Skinner and Snoop
had been enjoying their outing in their
own way, more or less, Sidney James
HSnoop, at least, did not look as if he had
been enjoying himself very much.

The boat floated under a big tree that
overhung the towing-path and the river.
Skinner had tied the painter to a low-
hanging branch, a dozen fect from the

 bank. There was a haze of cigaretfe
sinoke over the skiff, and Skinner was
shuffline a pack of cards, with a grin on
his face. The two black sheep had been
playing nap, and Snoop’s available
supply of pocket-money had passed over
to Bkinner. And by that time Bidnev
James Snoop, qualmy inside from the
cigarettes, and without a sixpence left in
his pockets, was realising that a half-
holiday spent in that sportive manner vwas
not, after all, quite so enjovable as &
holiday spent in the way of the Famons:
[Mive.  Snoop was feeling seedy and dis-
appointed and savage; and Skinner,
after the exeitement of gambling, and
the smoking of six or seven ciparvettes,
was 1n one of his most unpleasant moods,

The sunset was red on the river; the
skl floated 1in erimson and gold. DBut

|| (he beauty ol the sconery was quiie loat

on the two woung rascals; they never
even thought of noticing it

“Let's get back ! growled Snoop.

“Cheer up, old man!™ said Skinner
sardonically.  * Yeou've only lost two and
ithreepenece—and it's taken me an hour
to skin it off yeu. What are you grumh-
ling at ¥

“Wha's prumbling 77 snarled Bnooap.

“Ieep yvour temper, old man!”

“Whe's not keeping his temiper ¥

Snoop gave his comuvade an evil lock,
As a rule, Snoop did not ecare for oany-
thing in the way of hsticuffs; but at the
present moment he was disposed to pick
a ¢uarrel with Skinner.  IIe felt that
there wounld be solace for his present dis-
comnfort, in punching Harold Skinnee- -
braied,

“Oh, let's get back, if you like.”
vawned Skinner, * Lucky for yvou yvou'ra
roing back down the current. You were
fairly washed out pulling as far up a3
this. ™

“I'm not poing to row back!'™ said
Snoop sullenly. I rowed up, and vou

if';m row back.™

“Took here, you pgronsing ead——="

“(h, shut up, Bkinner!"

“T'll jolly well—"

The sound of runming feet inlerrupled
Skinner. He hastily threw hiz cigarvette
into the water. Tt was not likely, =0 fare
from the school, that a [;F{'}-‘f]'iﬂj‘z-] masker
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or prefect would come upon the two |
young rascals; but it was sad of old
that the thief doth fear each bush an
officor. When Skinner was on what he
called a “razzle,” he was as casy to
startle as a rabhit.

Snoop noted hiz action, and gave a
scoffing laugh.

“Nothing to be afraid of !" he sneered.
“Tt's not Wingate or Gwynne or old
Quelchy ¥’ ¢ ,

Skinner did not heed him. His eyes
were fixed curiously on the man who had
appeared on the bank—a fat man, in gold-
rimmed glasses, with an overcoat on his
arm, dewed with perspiration, and look-
ing in the last stage of fatigue and ex-
banstion,

“IHi!
YA,

“HHallo ! said Skinner.

“ Will yvou row me acrossi" :

Skinner stood up and looked at him
coolly, Of the man’s previous meeting
with the Famous Five, half 2 mile down
the viver, Skinner, of course, knew
wothing. The man was a stranger to
him: and Harold Skinner had not the
clightest desire to oblize a stranger.

“Why should we row you across?
nsked Skinner with a laugh. *“This boat
isn’t on hire!”

“o and eat coke!” snapped Snoop.
“ Like yvour thumping cheek to ask us to
row vou across, I think!”

The man in the gold-rinmed glasses
eved them searchingly. — Probably bhe
could see, easily enough, that these
follows were of a very different calibre
from Harry Wharton & Co. The haze
of cigarette smoke, the pack of cards stili
in Skinner’s hand, the sour and pasty
faces of the two young blackguards,
snfliciently indieated that much,

“I'N pay you to row me across!” he
paspnod, T pay you well. Ten shillings
each”

“T think T mentioned that this boat
isn’t on hire,” sail Skinner,

Snoop nudged him.

“Ton't be a fool, Skinner! I'm stony
liroke, if you're mot!” he muttered.
“T'll be jolly rlad of ten boh!”

“You silly ass!” whispered back Skin-
ner. “Can’t you see that he's good for
more than that? Leave it to me.”

“Oh Y said Snoop.

“J—T want to get across the river in
f ]:.Iurrjr!” panted the man on the tow-
path,

“You look as if you do,” agreed Skin-
rer pleasantly. “T should have guessed
that, I think, if you hadn’t mentioned it.
You seem sort of pressed for tune.”

Sidney James Snoop sniggered. His
cood-humour was restored by the pro-
~pect of raising the sum of ten chillings,
or a larger sum, from the Dbreathless
siranger.

“Will vou row me across for
«illings #7" panted the man,

Skitiner siniled pleasantly.

“You've heard of the War?" he asked.

The man stared at him.

“8Since the War,” Skimner went on
wnperturbably, “the price of everything
has gone up. That's one of the cheery
oldresults of the War, you know—every-
hﬂd‘y goes all out in the profiteering line,
I'm almost ashamed to say that I'm as
bad as the rest. DBut there you are. Put
it down {o human nature.”

“T will give you a pound each,” said
the man, realising that Skinner was hold-
ing out for a larger bribe,

*“Oh, my hat!" murmured Snoop, star-
g at the stranger with deep suspicion.
A couple of pounds for so trifling a ser-
vice was loo large a bribe not to excite
s zplcion,

““Are yon asked
SRinner,
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You in the boat!"” panted the

ten

e millionaire 7"

“EKh? Nol®

“T should think you must be, handing
out money like that,” smiled Skinner.
“ Just generosity, is that it ?"”

The man set his teeth. Skinner, in the
pleasant way be had, was tormenting
him, very much like a cat with a mouse.
The skiff, floating well out in the river,
was beyond the reach of a jump, and
Skinner felt quite safe in excrcising his
peculiar gifts of humour,

“I—I am in a great hurry " breathed
the man.

“Homebody else in a hurry behind
you?" smiled Skinner. ‘‘Little Doy
Blue—what 7—with a giddy truncheon?”

“No! Nothing of the kind! I—I
want—""

“Take your time and tell a goad one,™
gatd Skinner. “I sha'n't believe it, but

yon may as well make it a good one.”

The man cast a backward look over his
shoulder. Then he fixed a look of
savage anmmosity on Skinner.

“Hang you? Will you row me across
the river for five pounds?” he exclaimed.

Skinner canght his breath at that.
That the man was in trouble of some
sort, perhaps with the law, Skinner had
guessed at once. It did not need all
Skinner’s keenness to guess that, That
did not worry Skinner at all. He had
no great regard for law and order—in
fact, he had a great disregard for them.
Whoever and whatever the man was,
Skinner was prepared to give him a lift
across the river, if he made it worth
Skinner’s while, But the offer of so
much money made Skinner pause, He
was far too astute not to khow that it
was an extremely serious matter to help
a law-breaker to escape.

His eyes glistened with greed; but he
wits feeling a little afraid now.

“Bag it!" whispered Snoop eagerly,
“ Dash it;}EtH, we can do with five pounds,

Skinner !

“If be's got it in eash,” murmured
Skinner. “I'm not taking any bank-
notes from him. DBanknotes have num-
bers on them.”

Sooop started vieclently.

“You—you don't think—"

“Don’t be an ass, Snoopey! People
don’t give their own money away so
easily as all that."”

“I-—1 say, let’s clear! Don’t have
anyvthing to do with him " whispered
Snoop, passing at one junp from greed
to terror.

Skinner sneered. He had far more
nerve than Snoop, and infinitely less
scruple, though Sidney James was not a
particular fellow. Skinner was thinking
of his own safety, not of the rights or
wrongs of the matier. A fellow who
annexed his schoolfellows’ money at nap
and banker was not likely to be very
particular about other wayvs of making
money.,

“Did vou say a fiver?” asked Skinner
at last.

“Yes, ves!”

“Just drawn in from the bank ?” said
Skinner banteringly, “ with a revolver
held at the cashier, what 7"

“Oh dear ! breathed Snoop.

“No, no!"” panted the man,
in 2 hurry. A relative is jll——"

Skinner assumed, as well as he could,
a sympathetic expression. He knew that
the man was lIyving; but it suited
Skinner’s hook to appear to believe him.
In case of any possible trouble after-
wards, it suited Skinner to have a plaus-
ible tale to tell.

“Oh, is that it?’ he asked. “Of
ecourse, that alters the case. Is it a near
relative 1"

“My—my son,” stammered the pant-
ing man—""my only son.”

“I—I'm

“Dear me!” szaid Skinner. “That’s
sad! Of course, if it's a case of illness,
we're anxious to oblige.”

“Look here, Skinner—" whispered
Snoop uneasily.

“Shut up, you ass! Leave it to me!”

“Five pounds!” repeated the man in
the gold-rimmed glasses, leaning cagerly
over the bank. *“ Pull in for me! Look
here! Here is the money !”

ITe fumbled in his pocket, and held up

five sovereigns in his palm. The two
juniors stared blankly at the money.
Snoop had a spasm of tervor. He did

not doubt for a moment now that the
man was fleeing after robbing a bank.
Skinner changed colonr a little; but a
hard look settled on his face. A bank-
note he would never have ventured to
take—not knowing where it might have
come from, and knowing very well that
banknotes could be traced. But a
sovereign could not be traced.

“ Done ! said Skinner,

“Pull in for me !

“Chuck the money into my hat first.”

Skinner held out his hat. The man
eved him savagely, but he obeyed with-
out demur or hesitation. One after
another the sovereigns were tossed across,
and Skinner eaught them in his hat.
They elinked musically on one another us
they fell.

“Skinner,"” breathed Snoop, “don’'t—
don’t! You're a fool—a fool! Yon
know he must have stolen the money !
['ll have no hand in it! Don't!"

“What are you burbling about,
Snoop ! asked Skmner coolly. " The
man s in o hurry to visit a sick relation,
We're bound to help him. Don't be
heartless, Snoop.™

*“Wha-a-at 1"

“If he chooses to tip us, it's generous
of him," said Skinner. “Ile’s a rich
man, 1 should say, and seems to have a
kind heart. Don’t be unfeeling, Snoop.”

“Ob, my hat!” murmured Snoop.

Skinner slid the sovercigns into his
trousers-pocket, Then he cast loose the
boat.

“Tull in, Snoopey,” he said.

" Suppose—suppose he tries to take it
back when we let him into the boat?”
breathed Snoop,

Skinner laughed,
boat-hook.

“He’s o fat old josser,” he answered
coolly.  **'We could handle him. And
I'll keep the boathaok bandy. But he's
too seared to think ef playing any trieks,
I faney., He only wanits (o get away.
Pull in,”

Snoop, deeply uneasy, but too much
under Skinner's domination to resist,
pulled in to the bank. The man in the
gnlfl_trh*irmm:d glasses jumped into the
skafl.

“Now row across.” he breathed,

“Go it, Snoopey !”

Snoop, in silence, pulled across the
wide, glowing river. The man sat
hunched in the stern, with his hat drawn
over his brows. Once or twice he looked
back quickly, with & hunted look, at the
bank he had left. Ile uttered no word
during the transit across the stream.

The boat humped on the opposite shore
at last.

“There you are!” said Skinner,

The man jumped out. He was hurry-
ing up the bank, but he turned to speak
to Skinner, who was already pusﬁeing
off.

“‘Boy !
you have met me

“Why should I7” said Skinner airily.
“1 shall forget the whole thing in ten
minutes, probably,”

The man gave him a look and hurried
on. He disappeared from sight among
the trecs by the river,

He picked up the

You need not mention that
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“ Now for Greyfriars!” said Skinner,
rattling the sovereigns in his trouzers-
pocket,

“8kinner, I—I think——"

“No need for vou to think, Snoopey.
If you want to use your thinker, betler
think that it's cloze on calling-over, and
we've got to pet back to Greyfriars be-
fore Mr. Queleh calls the roll.”
~Aid Snoop sullenly pulled down the
river,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Cut by Bunter!

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H walked wup from the boat-
house to the school, ruddy and

cheery after their pull on the
river. They joined a crowd of fellows
heading for Big Hall for call-over.

Ei ; . . 1 ' o

Just in time,” said Dob Cherrs
cheerily. :

Mr. f{uult:h. the master of the Remove,
was calling the roll. The Famous Five
were in good time to answer to their
names; but from the ranks of the He-
move there were two who failed to sing
out “Adsum ! Skinner and Snoop had
not cotme 110,

“Bkinner ! repeated Mr. Quelch, and
then he repeated “Snoop!”  and
frowned. The two black shesp were
rearked down as abaent.

“Impots for two!” remarked Baob
Cherry.,  *They're still up the giddy
viver. The cigarettes must have lasted a
long time.” .

“Or bronghi on mal-de-mer " grinned
Johnny Bull.

The juniors chuckled.

Roll-call over, they marched oui of
hall, The dusk was deepening now, but
Skinner and Snoop had not come 1n.
Gosling had locked the gates. It was
“lines ©* at least, for the two delin-
guents when they turned up—and it
might be something more severe. For
Mr. Queleh had a keen eye open for
=kinuer, who was not in his pood books.
Had the Famous Five been late, anv ex-
planation they gave would have been
necepted  without  doubt—because  the
‘Remove master knew that they were to
be trusted. e was very far from trust-
ing Skinner,

Stott of the Remove, who was a chum
of Skinner’s, came up to the Famous
Five in the passage,

“Skinner's late,” he said. I believe
he was going up the river with Snoopey.
You fellows geen anything of him 7"

“*Lots,” answered Bob Cherry. “He
paszed us poing up.”’
“Queer thot he hasn't come 1n," said

“He knows Quelchy will be sus-

Stott. :
picious; he always i3 about Bkinner.

“Not without reason,” said Harry
Wharton dryvly.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! There's Bunly !

What on earth’s the matter with
PBunty 7 asked Dob Cherry.
Billy Bunter came rolling along., His

big spectacles, perched on his fat little
Famous

nose, gleamed  at  the Five.
hnater  did not address  them, He
stopped and looked al them; and the

chums of the Remove looked at him.
Bunter's proceedings were remarkable.
He surveyed the five juniors from top to

toe, and then from toe to top. His
plance was expressive of the greatest
SCOTTL,

Seorn from William Georpe Bunter, as
8 matter of fact, did not have a wither-
g effect,  The Famous Five stared for
a motent or two, and then chuckled.

“What's biting you, old fat top?"
azked Dob.

Bunter waved a fat hand at them.

::;E:Im!_nendn't sprak to me,” he said,
e

Vou Lottt me behind this afternoon,”™
“Guilty, my lord!”
) ':j“l'ml hud a cake in the boai—1 sav
it !

. ‘:Yqu would,” agreed Nugent.
You've a wonderful nrose Ifu:-r_ c'ai_ce.
Bunter! Bleodhounds aren't in it with
you !
“You knew I was coming in the

boat,” said Bunier warmly, “and vou
shoved off quick befpre 1 could get into
the boat,”

“We knew you were coming,” ad-
mitted Bob, “and that's why we shoved
off gquick!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1'm done with you,” saul Bunter
lottily, *"Don't talk to me! TI'm going
to cut yvou from this day forth!”

And Bunter turned up his fat litle
nose—an easy task, as Nature had
started it well on the way—and stalked
past the Famous Five.

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter blinked round.

“I mean it!" he roared. _

“The cutfulness from the Iudicrous
Bunter will be an esteemed boon and
blessfulness ! remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

Ed 1_:1.E1!,‘

Harry Wharton & Co. went to their
studies—not at all perturbed by the faect

s

Bemove. In the window-seat at the end
of the Remove passage, Monty Newland
wias looking over an evening paper.
Wharion stopped.

“Anything interesting in the paper,
Newland ! i{* asked,

“Yes; tin shares are very jumpy,"
answered Newland.

Newland was looking over the stock-
market reports,

“Tin shaves!” repeated Harry, who
knew about as much of the stock anl
share markets as of Sa.skeit.

“Yes: my pater's deep in tin,” said
Newland, with a laugh. *“Dut that
wouldn’t interest you.”

“Well, no,” said Harrv, with a smile.
““Any news—anything about a bank
robberyv, or anything of that kind?"

Wharton was thiuking of the meeting
with the man in the pold-rimmed glasses,

“"No; no news ai all, far as I've
notiweed. You can have the paper, if you
like. I'm done with it.”

“Thanks!'"

Wharton tock the “Tivening News ™
into Study No. 1 with himn, There he
and Nugent went over it, scanning the
news headings; but there was nothing
on the subject of a bauk *“hold-up.”

“Not in the papers vet, if it's hap-
pened,” said Frank., *“But if that fai
chap hadn’t robbed a bank, I'm blessed

that they were “ cut " by the Owl of the

# ““"I e
R,

if I know where he got his quids froin 1™

across the river.”
eagerly.
eyed him savagely, but he obeyed without
were tossed across into the hat.

‘ Five pounds,”” repeated the man in the zold-rimmed glasses, ** if you take me
** Done | ' sald Skinner. *‘ Pull in for me,”" said the stranger
“* Chuck the money in the hat first,”” said Skinner eraftily. The man

** Skinner.”” breathed Snoop, ** don’t—don’t !

demur. One after another the sovereigns

You're a fool—a fool! You know he must have stolen the money !
(deg Chapter 3.)
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“Tt's a queer bizney,” spid Harry,
laying down the paper. “['ve been
wondering whether we ought {o speak to
somebody about 1t.”

“Well, it's not onr business.”

“Not exactly., All the same, it scems
pretty elear that that man was clearing
off in a hurry with money that didn’i
belong to him. He eertainly thought
that somebody was after im."”

“But we didn't see anybody.”

“No; he had dodged them., 1t was
all bunkum about fooipads, of course.
And it's jolly odd for a man to have
rold about him, He must have been up
to something against the law.”

“Jt looks Hke it, but " Wugent
paused.  “ Well, we don't want to make
fools of ourselves, old man, or to look as
il we're butting into things that don’t
CONCern s, 1f there's been a bank
robbery anywhere in thiz neighbourhood,
it will be in the papers in a day or two.
We can keep an eve on Quelchy's
* Daily Mail,) aud see.”

“Ihat’s so0," assented the captain of
the Remove, “'The man may bave been

~ome eccentric chap—or a little loose in

better make

the tiles, perhapz.  We'd
before

sure there was sotething wrong
we butt i,

“I think so0," saud Nugent.

And the two juniors dismissed the
matter, ard settled down to prep.  Dut
after o little while Harry Wharton
looked up suddenly from P. Virgilius
Marvo.

“'I'hat fat man went up the river after
we saw him," he said.

“Yes,” said Nugent, without leoking
.

“ Skinner and Snoop were in a boat up
the river.”

“1 know."

“They haven't come
TTarry.

Nugent looked up at thai.

“Oh! He may have seen them, ard
a-ked them what he asked ws,™ he oex-
elaimed,

“H's

in yet,"” «aid

just  occurred {0 me,”  said
Marry, I think U'll speak to Skinner
when he comes n. I they were asses
enough to row the man across the viver,
it may be serious—if it Lurns out to bhe a
ciise of a hold-up.”

s ateh Skinver 1 said Nuogent. - He
wouldn't stir a step toaobligo anybody.”

“Well, that's so; but the man offered
ws money, ard if he ofered Skimner
money, is Skinuer the chap to refuse?”

“Hem! No!l”

“Tp ight be o jolly serious matter,
ar there might be nothing in it,” said
e caplain of iha RHemove. st 8
Shinmer’s come m—-"

He stepped to the door and opened
i, Several juniors were in the Remove
passage, among them William CGeorge
Dunter,

“Seen Skianer yel,
out Wharton,

Billy Bunter turned his spectacles on
the captain of the Remove,  Instead of
answering, e looked him vp and Jdown
with geeat scorn,  Wharton had gnite
forgotter that he was “eat ™ by Dunder.
1o siaved ar the Owl of the Remove,

*What's the matter with you, tai-
boact 77 he a=ked,

*Yah!?

Billy Buuter {urned on s Lecl.

Havey Wharton it into a langh,

n

Bunter:™ ealled

ey Bhinner, Penfeld?” be called
ol

S JTe's net movel,” apswered Dick
Prufold.

“Right-hoat”

Awd the caprain of vhe Romwove
turned to his prep.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Bkinner’s Lucky Day !
"W

E'RE late!” mumbled Snoop.

“That just occurred to
you?” asked Skinner,

“It means a raggmg from

Quelchy.”

“1f 1t does, it's worth it,” said Skin-
ner, jingling tho sovereigns in his
trousers-pocket.  “But it's all right.

Leave it to me, and you'll ses we shall
pull through. Quelchy can’t ‘rag chaps
for being late when they've been help-
ing a stranger 1n distress.”

The two juniors had been let in by
Gosling, and they were coming up to
the School House. Sidney James Snoop
halted and stared at his comrade.

“You're not going to tell Quelchy
about that man?®’ he exclaimed.

“Why not?” asked Skinner coolly.

‘““ He—he must have been some sort of
a rogue, and he gave you money—"

“(Gave us money, you mean,” said
Skinner pleasantly. “We're poing
halves, vou know, But I sha'n’t mention
that—no need to. Sovereigns aren't like
notes—they can’t be traced. MNobody
but ocurselves ever nesd kuow about
that.”

“But that man ' muttered Snoop
nneasily.  ** Much safer net to say any-
thing at all.”

“That's where you're ian ass, Snoopey !

‘If it should come out, and there was

anvthing fishy about it, what would
people think of our having kept it dark?
Frankness, my boy—irankness!” said
Skinner, with a grin. “Like nice little
boys, we helped a gentleman to cross the
river to see a sick relative; like wice little
bovs, we tell our kind Form master all
about it. No need to mention that the
man looked a downy bird; nice hitle
hoys like us wouldn't notice that., We
don't know anything about the wicked-
ness of the big wide world, do we—not
innocent litile chaps like us, who think
of nothing but lessons and pleasing our
kind teachers! Come on, Sacopey, and
leave it to me.”

Snoop followed his comrade towards
the lighted School House. Skinner was
airy and confident; he was a clever
fellow, and he knew it, and he had great
confidence in his own cleveriess. Suoop
also had faith in Skinner's cleverness;
but it seemed to him sometimes thaf
Harold Skinner was just a little too
clever.

The two Removites proceeded to re-
port themselves in Mr, Queleh’s siudy.
The Remove master greeted thein with a
frown.

“We're sorry we missed ecall-over, =ir,
snid Skinner meskly., “I think you'll
excuse us, sir, when we tell you the
reason, "’

“If you have any adernate excuse to
1ake, Skinner, I chall be wiiling to hear
it,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Wea went up the river, sir, it being
such @ fino afterncon,” seid Hkinner.
“Wo were just coming back, and had
jusl time io get home, when our help
was ashed by a stranger, sir. An old
rentleman wished to cross the river Lo
visit a sick relative—his son, be told us—.
on the other side. We felt, sir, that you
wonuld not mind if we obliged him,
although it made us late.”

¥

Mr. Queclch looked very keenly at
Skinner,
Such an excnse from Bob Cheery or

Poter Taodd wonld have satisfied him at
once. But he knew Skinner, and he
knew thal that warv youih generally
had a gosd tale 1o tell,

o1 shaonld be far T DWanang you,
Skinner, for obliging a sivapger i dis-
uess,” Le sunl
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.1 thought you would iake that view,
sir.

* Unfortunately, Skinner, 1 lind some
difficulty in acecepting vour barc word.”

“Oh, sir!” murmured Skinner.

“Ido you eorrcoborate Skinner's statc-
ment, Snoop?”’

“Yes, sir!"” said Snoop.

“You are half an hour late,” said M.
Quelch, glancing at his watch. * Surely
it did not take vou half an hour to row
across the river?”’

*“Bkinner was talking to the man somie
time, sir, before he would e

Snoop broke off as he caught Skinner's
aye.

“The old gentleman scemed rather cut.
up, sir,” explained Skinner. 1 may
have wasted a few minutes letting him
talk. It seemed rather unfeeling to cut
him short, as he was so distressed about
his sick son.”

“That—that's what I
stamnmered Snoop.

Mr. Quelch reflected a moment cr two.

miean, S’

“Very well,” ho said at last. 1 aec-
cept your explanation, Skinner. You
may go.'

“Thank you, sir!”

Skinner and Snoop wonl.

“What did I tell you®’ ginned
Skinner in the passage. ‘' We've gol off
lines, and we've reportcd what hap-

pened, now, so it's all right in case of
anything cropmng up. 'I'rust  your
Uncle Harold.”

“1 suppose it's all right,” said Snoop

dubiously. * Are you going to tell the
fellows ¥

“You ass, no! Not even Stolf. Keep
it dark in the TForm,” said Skinner.

“They'd look down on us for taking »
tip from a stranger—or they'd pretend
to. Least said soonest mended. Don't
say a word—especially about the quids.”

“T don't feel quite safe with those
quids,” muttered Snoop. “J—1I ecan't
help thinking the man didn't come by
them honestly.”

“That's rather suspicious, Snoopey—
never be  suspicious,”  said  Skinner
calmly. *“1 take the old gent's word,
and vou should do the same. Trustful-
ness is & good thing in youth. Let sus-
picion come with age, my boy; and keep
up your giddy faith in human naure
while you're young.”

“0Oh, mny hat!” said Snoop,

“Jf you don't like the guids I'll give
you currency notes for your hali if you
like,” said Skinner. *1 don’t mind.”

Snoop brightened.

“Td jolly well rather have curreney
notes,”” he said. *'I'd rather not touch
that man's money.”

“Tone!” said Skinner indilfcrenily.
though thers was a peculiar ghmmer i
his eyes. “‘I've got some tin in my desk,
and I'l1l cnsh up as =oon as we get to the
study.”

“0Oh, pood ! said Snoap.

kinner and Snoop wenl up Lhe staivs
to the Remove passage. Penfold was
the passage, talking with Newland and
Ruszell, and he called out as the twa
black sheep came along.

“Wharton wanis to =zpeak (o aoo,
Skinner.” o
“Does he?” yawned Skinner.  “Then

he can come along to my sty ; I'm nok
waiting on his Magnificence.”
Skinner walked on with Sneoop
Siudy No. 11, wheve they found Sloti
prep.  Ile looked up.
“You're jolly
“Quelchy rag von?”
My dear taan, do youa think I ean'd
pull Quelchy’s leg?’ said Skimner con-
templuonsly. “I've spun himn a yan.”
“You're a clever blighter, Skinner!”
satd Stott admirvingly. * Quelchy looked
black enough when yon dulu’t answe
{n veor pane at call over”
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“Tvo left him looking as sweel as
sprar,” drawled Skinner. “That's all
right, Neow for this rotten prep!”

Skinner and Snoop sat down to prep,
vather tired with their exertions that
afternoon and not in a humour for work.
But there was never much hard work
done in Study Neo. 11 in the Remove.
Skinner and Snoop “scamped ”  their
prep a little more recklessly than usual,
that was all. Stott, having fimished, left
the study, and then Sidney James caine
to the subject that was uppermost in Ins
mind,

“You owe ma two-pounds-ten, Skin-
ner. L'll be jolly glad to have 1t in
currency notes instead of the gquids, if
vou don't mind.”

“SBure? asked Skinner.

*Quitn sure.”

“Well, T don't mind; anything to
nblige a pal,” said Skinner. He rose
and unlocked his desk and sorted out two
pound notes and one for ten shillings,

“That's what your father sent you to
pay for the new speed gear on your
bike,” said Bnoop.

“That's it,” assented SBkinner,

“1 say, they'll stare in the eycle-shop
when vou pay them in  gold, won't
they?” asked Snoop.

““0Oh, 1 dare say I sha]l manage!™
smiled Skinner. ** Anyhow, there's your
two-ten, and now the gquids avre mine.”

“You're welcome ! said Snoop.

Sidney James Snoop was well pleased
with the exchange. 1t was odd that
Skinner seemed pleased, too—for what
difference it could make to him was a
mystery to Snoop.  He had not yet
plumbed the depths of the uncommon
cleverness of his pal Skinner, _

Prep was resumed; but before it was
ended there was a knock at the door,
and Harry Wharton looked 1n,

“ Yo vou fellows are back,” said Harry.

“ Looks like it, doesn't 1t7" yawned
Skinner. “I hope you had a good time
ot the river readin’ tracts, and so on.”

( ‘huckle from Snoop.

“Never mind that,” said Harvy., “I
wanted to ask wyou, Skinner, whether
von saw anything of a rather fat johnny
in gold-rimmed glasses——"

“Wha-a-t 7" ejaculated Snoop.

“1 see vou did,” said Harry., **Iid he
ask you to row him across the river, by
any chance "

Skinner pressed Snoop’s foot under
the table.

*Tat johnuy in glasses?” ho repeated
reflectively.

“¥Yes; he passed us on the Dbank,
running, and asked us to row hum over,”™
said Harry., “ We refused. He ran on
up the tow-path, and must have passed
vour boat if you had moored.”

“1 remember now—I saw hun,"” said
Skinuner. *“Just a glimpse of & man—I
think he swas in glasses, You saw him,
Snoop "

“T1 remember,” said Snoop.

“1 wondered what he was runnin’
for.” went on Skinner. * Looked rather
a fat fellow to be so busy on the rin.
‘Of course, he was only 1n sight [or a
minute.”

“Then vou didn’t row lnm over ¥

Shinmer langhed.

“My dear chap, I went out in a boat
to please myself, not to do fervying
stuntz for strangers, Cateh me rowing
him over.”

“That's all right, ilen,” said Harry
refioved,  Tr did not oceny to him for
the moment that Skinner had not given
a direct denial.  “ I believe there was
something shady about the man myself,
and o fellow nught have got mnto trouble
v doing as he asked., 1 thought you
wight have stopped to row lum over
#s vou were =0 late back.”

“Cntel e ! sand Skinner.
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see the foot until he stumbled over it.

Bunter passed the Famous Five, his fal little nose turned high in the 2ir. This
time Bob Cherry put out a foot. Bunter’s head heing carried so loftily, he did not
Bump !
roared Bunter, ‘‘Ha, ha, ha !’ yelled the Famous Five. (Se¢ Chapler 6.)

““Oh, my hat! Yaroooh!™

Harry Wharton nedded and left the
study., Skinner gave his chum a grin
across the table,

“] fancy his nibs didn't get much
change out of me,"” he remarked. “I
wouldn’t have admitted seein” the man at
all if ven hadn't given it away, you
ass! DBut it's all right.”

And Skizner loafed through the rest
of his prep, and went down to the
(Common-room in a state of great satis-
faction. Skinner considered that this
had Leen his lucky day—an opinion that
he was likely, perhaps, to change at a
later date,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Cut and Unecut !

T]IF: sun had gone down on the

wrath of Wilham George Bunter,

On the following day William

Ceorge still maintained an atti-

tude of lofty disdain towards tho Famous
Five,

Possibly Dunter was aware of the little
circumstance that the chums of the
Remove had expended all their available
cash on that little picnic vp the river,
and that funds were short till allowances
rame roind acam.

It was very probable that Dunter knew
it; he knew most little cirenmstances
that did not concern him.

So, until the IFamous Five were in
funds again, Bunter was likely to keep
oun hiz fat dignity., And Buonter eould
be very dignified when he liked.

Tu the estimation of the IFamous Five
Dunter was a person of tremendous un-
importance, s0 to speak—the extent to
which he did not matter was imuneasur-
able. They would have been well con-
tent to be cut by DBunter, and would
not even have observed that he w=us
giving them the dead cuf.

But Williwn George, natuvaily, did
not wish to blush unseen, and waste his
lofty dignity on the desert air. So he
went out of his way to encounter the
chums of the Bemove in order o give
them the cut direel when he encountered
then.

He waited at the door of the Form-
room till they came along that morning,
and when they came he stared at them,
turned up his fat little nose, and swung
away on his heel,

Harry Wharton luughed.

“ Cheeky fab ass,” growlsd Jolmny
Bull: and he made a step after Bunter to
assist his lofty departure wilh a kick,
which would have detracted considerably
from Bunter's dignity. But Johnny re-
flected that Bunter was not worth kicks
ing, so the Owl of the Remove rolled
away with dignity unimpaired.

After lessons he contrived to meet the
ive =auntering in the quad. Up weng
the fat little nose again.

“You =illy ass, Bunter!” hooted Bob
Cherry.

Bunter waved a fat hand.

“Don't speak to me! 1 basyon.”

“Don't you want us to cash a postal-
order for you, Bunter—the one you've
been expecting for three terms?"™ asked
Nugent,

“[Ma, ba, Lial"

“Yah. you're stony!”
“Yah !

And he rolled on disdainful.

Apain the five cneountered Bunter
when they came in to dinner, and again
they were cut ostenfatiously. By this
time Bunter's autics had attracted some
attontion in the Remove, and there was
a chortle from the Removites.

After elasees that day Bunter ran down
the five in the Remove passage. ~He
passed them with a scornful blink, with
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‘his nose high in the air, and podgy L
curled contempiuously.
This time Bob Cherry put out a foot.
Bunter's head being carried so loftily,
he did not see the foot till he stumbled
over it.

Bump |

"{:}'h,L my hat! Yarooooh!” roared
Bunter.

*Ha, ha, hat”

“Ow! Beasts! Ow!"

Billy Bunter shook a fat fist at the
chums of the Remove, and rolled away
spluttering and much less lofty. o

But when he came into the jumior
Cominon-room that evening he was }31:-1
lofty self again. IHarry Wharton & Co.
were there, and Bunter gave each of
them a scornful blink and a curl of
the lip, amid chuckles from the other
Removites, 2

“YWon't you speak to us, Bunter?
pleaded Bob Cherry pathetically.

“No, I won't!” said Bunter frmly.

“Wan't vou tell us all about your titled
relations ¥™

“Ha, ha, hal” )

Bunter turned his speetacles wither-
ingiy on Bab,

ﬁ%‘:.rml'rﬁ cut " he said. “I'm done
with you! You've treated me badly. I
despise you! ¥Yah!l” _

Boh Cherry took out a handkerchief
and sobbed softly into it. There was a
how!l of langhter in the Comman-roomn,
end Billy Bunter turned on his heel with
n snilf. .

When the Remove went up to their
Jdormitory that night the Famous Five
had smiling faces. Apparently there was
some little joke on in that select cirele.
Bunter rolled into the dormmtory and
made it a point to give the five a glare
of scorn, and to turn his back on them
as ostentatiously as possible. The juniprs
did not seem to observe Bunter on this
oecasion. .

“Not a word till after lights out.”
Bob Cherry said in a low voice, which
was loud enough to reach Bunters cars.
“Wingate would jolly soon jump omn us
if he knew anything about a cake in
the dorm.”

“He would,” agreed Nugent. 1

Billy Bunter pricked up his fat little
cars. Sometimes there were surreptitious
feasts in the junior dormitories after
lights out, and on such occasions Bunter
was wont to come out strong. He turned
io speak to the chums of the Remove—
e was deeply interested in the cake—but
he remembered in time that he was
barring them.

s .-"al"%er lights out,” said Harry Whar-
ton, without heeding Bunter. Not a
word about the cake till then.”

“ Not. a syllable.” + _

The Removites turred in, and Wingate
of the Sixth came in to see lights out.
After the prefect was gone Billy Bunter
sat up in bed. Tf there was to be a
Jormitory feed, Bunter did not intend to
he left out. He expected a movement on
the part of the Famous Five, but there
was 110 movement.
prepared to lot them off and resume
Jiplomatic relations, as it were, if there
was u cake, Dut he felt that there was a
Little tact required after ostentatiously
“cutting ”’ the Famous Five for a whole
ilay.

He waited for them to move, but they
Jid not stir. It was surely nnpossible
ihat they were going to <leepn, forgetful
of the intended spread. It would have
been impossible for Bunter, at least.
still, they did not stir, and Dunter was
oroOwing anxious,

“1 sav, you fellows
last. “J1—1 say, Wharton, old chap.
Harry, old man——"

“1£h? What's that?"

“You treated me badly yesterday,”

TireE Mac¥rr LiBGaRY.—No. 846,

Bunter was gquite

" he began at.

“Put I don’t hclicvelin

aldd Bunter.
hearing malice, Harry, old fellow.
;1 not going to cut you any move.”

“0Oh, do!” said Wharton.

“Pa, do, do!” urged Bob Cherry.
“It's g0 nice to have a rest from your
chinwag, old bean.”

* Beast I’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T—I mean, I know you're joking,
Bob, old chap. T'm not going to bar
you,” said Bunter, **I'm not, really.”
» “Too bad!™

“Nugent, old fellow "

“Halloe! Am 1 an old fellow now?™
asked Frank,

“{‘ertainly, old chap!”

“Does my esteemed self share in the
ald-fellowinlness ' inguired ITurree
Jamsel Ram Singh.

“My dear old man, I'm sorry I cut
vou,” said Dunter, “It's dll over. I-—I
feel quite friendly. I do really.”

“You'd like to do us a good turn?”
asked Bob.

*“¥Yes, old chap.”

*Then shut up and let us go to sleep.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, vou fellowg——

“(Food-night, Bunter—as we're such
fiiends again!” said Harry. Wharton,
langhing.

“(Food-night, old scout!
old——"

“Tt's all right, Bunter. We've been
cut, and now we're uncut, and it's all
richt,” assured Bob Cherry. “ No need
to say any more.”

“Right-ho, old fellow!” said Bunier.
“But what about the cake?”

“Clake! What cake?”

“The cake you've got in the dorm.”

“FEh? We've not pot any cake in the
dorm,” said Dob pleasantly. “You're
dreaming, old man,”

“Look here!” roared Bunter. “ You've
zof a cake. I jolly well heard you say
s0.’

“Your mistake, old fat bean. You
heard me sav that Wingate would be
down on us if he knew we had a cake in
the dorm. So he would. On this occa-
sion he couldn’t know it, as we haven't
got npne.”

“Wha-a-at 1"

“¥You see, T knew you had your fat
ears open,” added Bob. " Just pulhing
vour leg, old fatty.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pip-pip-pip-pulling my leg?”

“ Just that, because we wanted you to
tell us we were nncut, an account of the
cake, which doesn’t exist.”

““Ha, ha, ha!’ came in a roar from all
the beds in the Remove dormitory, ex-
cepting one.  Billy Bunter did not laugh.

““Reast ! he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Then wvou haven't got
hawled Bunter.

“Not the ghost of one.”

“ Beast 1"

“ Are we still eut?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Yes, you rotier! Don’t speak to
me. I bar you!” roared Dunter.

“Good! As Bunter bars uz, vou
fellows, he won't want any of the jam-
tarts. All the more for us,” said Bab.

“ Yes, rather,” chuckled Johnny Bull.

Bunter jumped.

“T—T sav, you fellows,” he gasped,
“T—T was only joking! Really. I don’t
har you. 1 wouldn't, you know. Such
old pals. I'm neot going to cut you.
Only my little joke. I say, where’s the
jam-tarts ¥’

“What jam-tarts?" asked Bob.

“¥You—you've got some jam-tarts.

“Not at all.”

“Ha, ha. ha!” shrieked the Remavites,

RBilly Punter laid his head on his
pillow, Ilis feelings were too deep for

rh

But, 1 say

a cake?”
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words.  He relapsed into silence, and
then into snoring, leaving the Famous
Five uncertain whether they were etill
“ecut  or uneut, as Bob expressed it, a
doubt that did not worry them in the
very least,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner the Business Man !

66 OVEREIGN for Sala!
Study No. 11, Remove.”

| That rather unusual notice,
written in the thin, clear hand of
Skinner of the Remove, was pinned on

the wall of the junior Common-room.

A pood many fellows stared at it

Sovereigns were few and far betwoen
at Greyfriars, Sometimes a fellow had
a sovereign or a half-sovereign, and
would show it about to other fellows
quite as a curiosity, Dut nobody rve-
membered a sovereign being offered for
sale before,

“Now, 1 wonder what that means?”
Bob Cherry remarked, as the chums of
the Remove looked at Skinner's little
notice. * Why the thump does Skinner
want to sell a sovereign? He could
change it at any shop. Shops are glad
to get hold of genuine quids.”

“Tt's an odd thing.” remarked Jolhnny
Bull thoughtfully. *“1If vou take a half-
sovereign to a shop and spend it, you
never get it back in change for a pound
note afterwards. People seem to stick
to them."

“T don’t ece why,” said Nugent. “A
quid’s a quid, whether it’s paper or gold.
You can only buy the same stuff with
it

“It’s simple enough, though,” sail
Monty Newland, who was looking at
the paper on the wall. The Famous Five
all turned to Newland. Monty was sup-
posed to know all about finances, his
father, Sir Montague Newland, being a
great man in the City, and dirvector of
innamerable companies,

“How's that, Newland?" asked Harry
Wharton.

“You've probably never heard of
‘ Gresham’s Law,”” said Newland, with
a smile,

““Never! What s 1t?"”

“It's the rule that a bad currency will
drive out a good one,” said Newland.
“In the old times, when kings were short
of money, they used to falsify the coin,
putting in alloy instead of gold. In
modern times they print paper money
instead. It comes to much the same
thing. When a man got hold of the
good currency he kept it, when he got
the bad curreney he passed it on to the
next man. So the bad currency drove
out the pood.”

“DBut vou can buy the same stuff for
a paper quid that you can get for a gold
sovereign,” saul Nuogent.

“That's so. But the gold in a
sovereign 15 worth five or six shillings
more than a paper pound, which means
that printing paper money has reduced
the value of the nound to fifteen shillinga
or s0. Gold is a commodity itself;
paper 1sn't. Gold always keeps its value.
Taking a sovereign as a lump of gold, it's
worth twenty-ive shillings or more in
our modern paper money.”

Bob Cherry rubbed his nose.

“But a shopkeeper won’t give yom
twenty-five shillings' worth of tuck for
it,” he said.

“No: but a goldsmith would give you
twenty-five shillings—if he were allowed
to.”

“Oh!” zaid Bob.

“So they've passed a law that Fou
mnsg not gell a sovereign above its face
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value,” =zald Newland, “'I suppose
Skinner doesn't know that. Lots of

people don't. Anybody who sells a
sovereign for as much as twenty shillings
and sixpence iz breaking the law, and
liable to be fined or sent to chokey!”

“T—1 see,” said Bob slowly. “DBut
for that, people would be grabbing up
the gennine quids right and left, and
melting them down to use as gold.”

Monty Noewland nodded.

“PBut why shouldn't thew, if they're
their own' sovereigns?"” asked Johnny

Bull.

“You mustn't always do as yvou lik
with your own,"” said Newland, smiling.
“You bhave to think of the country., A
ma:n who owns a house can't charge any
rent he likes, you know—the law stops
hisn, The man who owns a sovereign
can't charge any price he likes—the lav
steps in again.

“The country needs a gold reserve.
As a malter of fact, there are a good
many shady people going about trying
to zet hold of sovereigns, and offering
a premium for them., But it's illegal.”

“Any chap who has golden gquids
ought to pay them into a bank or =
post-office—then they go into the
national gold reserve. But lots of people
have real - quids put away—Gresham's
Law, you know; the worse currenc:
driving out the better one. Some day
the gold curreney will come back, and
then, 1 rather fancy, some millions of
sovereigns will come out of their hidine-

places.”
“It's rather fatheaded to lock wy
gquids,” said Bob, “If you put then

into Savings Certificates you get interest
on them.”

“But nervous people do it, all the
game, "’ satcl Newland. * Nobody
knows how many sovercigns have been
locked away, but there must be some
millions, at least, And people who don't
object to breaking the law sell them at
a proht.”

Wharton gove a start, and looked al
Skinner's notiee again,

“You don't think that that's Skinner's
game " he exelaimed.

*OF course it is. Tf he wanted twenty
shillings for his quid, he conld take it
to Mrs., Mimble at the tuckshop.”

Wharton frowned.

“Tt's rather mean, even if it wasn't
illegal,” he said. *“Skinner ought not
to do anything of the kind."”

““Ha had better not let the Head hear
of it, at any rate,” said Newland, "It
would mean trouble for him.”

“It pught to mean trouble for him, 1f
matters are as. you say,” said Bob
Cherry. “The law ought to be observed

~that’s only playing the game. It's as
fair for one chap as another. Let's go
and see Skinner, you fellows, and ask
him what he wants for his quid.”

“Let’s " assented Wharton.

And the Famous Five repaired to
3tudy No. 11 in the Remove. They
found Skinner there,. engaged in discus-
sion with Fisher T. Fish, the Transatlan-
tic ornament of the Lower I'ourth.

“T guess I ean go you twenty-two-and-
six,” Fisher T. Fish was saying.

“Twenty-five !" said Skinner,

“Oh, come off I growled Fisher T.
[ish, *““Twenty-five 15 the outside limit,
and I couldn’t get more than that myself
y going round Courtfield looking for a
ealoot Lo buy it.”

“That depends,” said Skinner. ]
neard of a chap who got twenty-seven,
I'wenty-five's my price.”

“Oh, guff ' said Fisher T. Fish; and
he walked out of the study as tho
Famous Five came in.

Skinner gave the chums of the Remove
a cheery nod.

“Looking for bargains in quids?"” he
asked.

“No,” said Harry Wharton. * Are
you asking more than a pound for that
sovereign, Skinner iV

“More than a paper pound, yes. 1
want twenty-five bob. You see,” ox-
plained Skinner, “my uncle gave me a
sovercign last holidavs, and T've kept it
cver since. Dub 'm hard up, so I'm
eoing to sell it. What offers?”

“None from this little party,” said Bob
Cherry.
law."

““Newland says it is against the

.
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“Dear me ! said Skinner,

“Oh! You knew that, did you?"”

“My dear man, there are so many
laws,” drawled Skinner. “8ix hundred
busvbodies gather together at West-
minster and keep on passing laws so fast
that it makes a fellow's head swim.
They really can’t expect me to keep pace
with their jolly old anties.”

8o that's how you look at the laws
of the country you live in¥"" asked Harry
Wharton. .

“Just like that,” assenfed Shkinner.
“Twenty-five beh if yon want the quid.
There's the door, if you don't.”

“The Head would be down on this,
Skinner,” said Harry.

“Are you going fo
Head 7" sneered Skinner,

“You know I'm not—but you know
jolly well that you ought not to be doing
this 1"’

Skinner smiled penially.

“You always do exactly as
ought 7' he asked.

“Well, I—--I suppose not; but

“You see, even a perfect character—
a model for the school—doesn't always
keep up to the very pitch of perfection,”
smiled Skinner. *“ 5o what can you ex-
pect of an imperfect character like littlo
me?"

Harry Wharton & Co. left the studv.
Tt was not of much use arguing with
Harold Skinner. A little later Sidney
James Snoop came in, with a frowning
brow.

“You're selling a quid, Skinner?"” he
axclaimed.

“Just s0.”

“Fishy says you're asking twenty-five
shillings for it ?"

“It's worth it, dear boy. Worth more,
as o matter of fact—but T never was
close with money.”

**So that's why you took my quids and
gave me currency noles for them!" ex-
claimed Snoop.

Skinner nodded coolly.

“That's why,” be assented. “You
were glad to get the money for them,

sneak to  the
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roughly aside.
Skinner.
Hazeldene.

** What ? ** howled Skinner,
*“1I'm not staying for this show ! "’

Crash ! Bglsover major strode into the study. Billy Bunter was staggering in his way, and the burly Removite shoved him !
‘““ Whoop !’ Bunter collapsed in a corner. ** You swindler ! '’ roared Bolsover, glaring over the table at
** You—you—you thief ! ’’ said Bolsover flercely.
And Hazel slipped quietly out of the study.

“* Oh, my hat ! " murmured
(See Chapler 9.)
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and you said yes., You've got nothing to

grouse about.” .
“I never thought about the quids

being worth more than paper money."”

“1 did,” saud Skinner.

“You've done me. 1'd jolly well make
you give me the quids back, only 1've
spent your notes,” growled Snoop.

Skinner laughed. :

“You ought to stand me something
extra, Bkinner."”

“KEven his Magnificence, the great
Wharton, doesn’t always do just as he
vught—he's just owned up to it,” grinned
Skinner, “And I never do.”

“Well, vou're a mean roiter,”
Snoop.

“Thanks.”

“Newland says what you're doing is
illegal.?”

“I'm not askin’ Newland to buy the
quid.”

“You spun a yarn about your unele
giving you the sovercign. I know how
much truth there is in that.”

“And you're sayin' nothin’,” said
Skinner, with a menacing look. " You've
had your half, and you can shut up. I
there was anythin® fishy about that fat
johnny, you're as deep in the mud as I
am in the mire.”

sald

“I'm not saying anything, All ihe
same, it's rotten ! grumbled Snoop. *'1
suppose your game is to scll the quids

one after another, at intervals—making
out they were tips from relations.™

Qi Ju.‘it th“t. L ]

“You'll make an extra twenty-five ghil-
lings on the five of them, at that
rate.”

“That’s what comes of havin' a busi-
ness head,” said Skinner coolly. * The
reward of ability, you know.”

Bolsover major came into the study.

“Trot it out, Skinner,” he said,

“You're after the sovereign, Dol-
sover 7V

“Yes; I'd like it as a curiosity,” said
Bolsover major. "“I'm going to wear it
on my watchchain, T don’t mind giving
you a guinea for it, if you like,”

“I'm asking twenty-five shillings.”

“Weil, you're a blessed Shylock !" said
Bolsover major, in disgust. “It's only
worth a pound, isn't it 7"

“1f you buy the same amount of pold
from a goldsmith, old man, you'll have
to give at Jeast twenty-six shillings,” sail
Skinner. “You're making a profit in
getting this one for twenty-five.”

“Ts that s0?” asked Bolsover dubi-
o=ly.

“You can ask Newland—he knows all
sbout money values. His father’s a rich
aheeney in the City.”

“Well, I'll have it,” said Bolsover,
“T'll take it down to Courtfield to-
morrow and have it bored to put on my
chain, There's your money.”

Bolsaver major laid a pound-note and
two half-crowns on the table, and left
the study with Skinner's sovereign in
his possession.  Skinner smiled cheerily,
an{ Sidney James Snoop scowled.

Tt was =oon known in the Remove that
Bolsover major had bought Skinner's
sovereign.  But Skinner's notice re-
matned pinned on the wall in the Com-
Vi =100,

In answer to inquiries, Skinner ex-
plained that he had another sovereign,
given him as a tip by a kind aunt,  One
sovercign had been sold; but there was
still a sovereign for sale in Study No.
11 in the Remove.

Ter Maaxer Lisrany.—No. 846.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!

‘ RANKY, old man—"
F Harry Wharton's brows were

knitted in thought. Nugent
looked at him inquiringly.

“What's the trouble?’ he asked.

“This gaine of Skinner’'s—"

“No bizney of ours, Harry,” said
I'rank Nugent. ™Skinner’s a toad, if
yvou like—a regular tick—but it takes all
sorts to make a Lower Fourth Forin in
any schoal.”

“It isn't that, Frank,” said Wharton
gravely,  “But where did he get the
gold coins from?”

“He says his uncle gave him the quid
Ifi:,-st holidays.  Nothing surprising in
that.’

*No; but he's sold one, and he's got
another for sale, and says that 4is aunt
gave it him."

* Well, what about it?” asked Nugent.

“It's too thick, Frank. Skinner never
got those quids from his relations., You
remember that fat johnny the other day
offered us sovereigns to row him across
the river. We asked Skinner whether
he had rowed the man across, and he
saicd * No." But it looks to me now—-"
Harry Wharlon paused.

Frank Nugent gave a whistle.

“I hadn’t thought of it,” he said.
“But it’s clear enough, now you men-
fion it., Of course, the man canie. on
Skinner and Snoop in their boat, after
we turved them down, and gave them
money to row him across. That's where
Skinner's quids come from.”

“1t seems likely, I'rank.”

“IL seems jolly certain, Still, it's not
our bizney if Skinner chooses to take tips
from strangers.”

“The man was a rogue, Frank: we
thought at the time that he must have
robbed  a bank.”

“I know; but we've watched the
papers  since then, and there's been
nothing about a bank being held up in
this part of the country.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That’s so; and if it had happeried,
it would be in the papers, of course,

1ean’t gquite make it out; but the man

was a rogue. It occurred to me that he
might be a coiner.”

“Not likely. I fancy coiners of gold
must have gone out of business since
papcr money came in,” said Nugent.
“There are spoof half-crowns and florins
aboul, And I've read in the papers that
there are forged currency notes. But
it stands to reason that a coiner wouldn't
turn out sovereigns. You ean't change
a sovercign in a shop without getting
some attention; and a coiner doesn't go
ronnd trying to attract notice to his
goods,”’

Wharton laughed,

“No. Anybody getting a sovercign
new looks at it twice, at least. 1 saw a
man change a sovercign at Chunkley's
the other day, and the shopman rang it
three times on the counter., 1 suppose
the merchants in spool quids must have
gone ont of business.”

“Pretty certain,” said Nugent,

“Then what the dickens was that man,
Frank? He was escaping from someo.
thing, and he scemed to have a pocket-
ful of sovereigns.”
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“Might have been only an cccentrio
character—perhaps a little bit off the
top. Anyhow, he wasn't a bank-robber,

f or the matter would be in the papers.”

. “I can't help feeling bothered about
it, Frank. It would be¢ a [rightful dis-
grace for Greyfriars if—if—"'

“Well, Skinner's bound to disgrace his
school sooner or later,” said IFrank.
Ctill, it would be rather thick for a
(ireyfriars chap to be had up as a re-
ceiver of stolen goods. Giooh !

“It's beastly of Skinner; but, of
| course, we can't give o chap away,” said
Harry, *“But it's on my mind, Frank.

If that man was a thiel of some sort,
and it looks like it, it must have been
the police hie was seooting from, and they
must want to know where he was seen
last.  If there'd ‘-been a report in tha
paper of a bank-robbery in this part of
Kent we should have known what to do.
But look here, Frank, we know Inspector
Grimes, at Courtlield. Suppose we ask
i about  i~~without mentioning
Skinner, of cowrse. If that man )13
wanted by the police, it's pretty certain
that they have his deseription at the
police-station in Courtfield. We can ask
Mz, Grimes about it, and set the matter
at rest.”

Nugent made a grimace,

It was Wednesday and a hall-holiday,
and the Famous Five had intended to £0
for a long cycle spin that afternoon. But
as he saw that the matter was troubling
his chum, Frank assented at once,

“We can take in Courtfield on our
way, Frank,” said Harry,

“Right-ho! I don't mind.”

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and
Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry being
cgreeable, when consulted, the Famous
Five wheeled out their bicyeles to ride
to Courtlield,

They found Dolsover major of the
Remove, starting in the same direction.

“Scen my quid? asked Belsover
genially,.  “I'm going down to old
Lazarus to have it put on my chain.”

“ Let's sce it,” said Harry.

“Here you are.”

Bolsover major handed over the sove-
reign. Harry examined il very keenly;
certainly it looked like a genuine coin.

“Sure it's & good one?’ he asked, as
he handed it back to Dolsover major.

The latter gave a start.

“Eh! Why shouldn't it be? Skinner
golb 1t as a tip from his uncle last hols,”
" If he did, it's all right, of course.”

“Well, he says he did. It seems to

ring  all right,” said Dolsover major.
“Anyhow, I'll ask old Lazarus; he will
know."

And Bolsover major tucked the sove-
reign  anto s waisleoat pocket  and
pedalled off. The Famous Five rade in
the same direction. Bolsover niajor
stopped  at Mr. Lazarus' shop, Harry
Wharton & Co. riding on till lﬁey came
to the police-station,

Leaving his chums to wait for him, the
captain of the Remove entered the
station, and asked the constable on duty
for Inspector Grimes. Ife was shown
imto the inspecior’s roomn, where iha
stout and florid Mr, Grimes grected him
with a genial nod.

“ Good-afterncon,

Master Wharton!

.What can I do for you?”’

Wharton coloured a little.
“Pm_afraid T may boe wasting your
time, Mr. Grimes,” he said.  “But
there's something I think T ought to tell
you—or ask you, ralher, I there'a
nothing in it, you'll excuse me.”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Grimes, with a
rather curious look.

And Harry Wharton gave a succinct

(Continued on puge 11,)
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MY EASTER EGG'!
BY

DICK PENFOLD.

I found you on the breakfast-table,
With ““Master Penfold 7 on the label.
“What luck, dear Dick!” cried Cousin
Mabel.
“An Easter Egg!”

You came to me by parcel post,

Whilst T was munching buttered toast.

Who sent vou? I had not the ghost!
My Easter Egg!

I took a knife and cut the string,

And danced and pranced like anything!

A young man's faney turns, in Spring,
To Easter Egps!

Mabel and Madge were gaily clapping,

And Gyp, the dog, was loudly vapping.

I pulled oul yards and yards of wrapping,
My Easter Egg!

Cardboard, and straw, and tissue-paper

I threw aside—oh, what a caper!

Had vou been sent me by some japer,
My Easter Egg?

“I really don't believe,” T cried,
“That there's an Kaster Fgg inside !
But éven asz I spoke, 1 spied

My Easter Egg !

You are a beauty to behold!

My lips I smacked, my eyes I rolled,

Then my excitement I controlled,
My Easter Egg!

r

“TUnserew the top, my boy,” said dad.
I did—and what a shock T had!
A shock that fairly made me mad,

My Faster Egg!

There was a sudden, startling click,
Then, like a monkey-on-the-stick,
Up sprang a little Buffy chick,

My Haster Egg!

Tt hit me fairly on the beak,

I toppled backwards with a shriek.

My nose was swollen for a week,
My Easter Egg!

A message I discovered then:
“With Cherry's compliments to TPen”
I'Nl smash him when I see him—when!
My Easter Lgg!
Supplement 4.
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Easter Expectations!
BY

OUR TAME OPTIMIST.

(1) The Head, being in a genial and
ronerous humour, will extend the Easter
Vacation a week.

(2} The Clerk of the Weather will also
be in a kindly humour, and not a single
spot of rain will fall during the holiday.

(3) The CGreyfriars fellows will have a
great time, wherever they go.

(4) Thera will be no profiteering on hot- |
cross buns. They will be sold at three a
penny.

(5 We shall come back to Greylriars
fecling as fresh as daisies, as fif as fiddles,
and .as happy, as sandboys,

(6) Every fellow in the Remove will
receive a big fat Easter Egg.

(7} Everything in the garden will be
lovely!

—rrrrd,

BY OUR WILD PESSIMIST !

(1) The Head, being in a savage and
ferocious humour, will eut dewn the
Easter Vacation by a week.

(2) The Clerk of the Weather will also
be in a rotten humour, and not a ray of
sunshine will appear during the holiday.
It will rain in bucketfuls!

(3) The Greyfriars fellows will have a
miserable time wherever they go.

(4} Owing to a strike of Hot-Cross Bun
Makers, there will be no hot-cross buns
thiz vear.

(5) We shall come back te Grevfriars
feeling utterly fed-up, with faces as long
as fiddles, and as miserable as they make
‘em !

(6) Every fellow in the Remove will re-
ceive an Easter Egg, but it will be
smashed to pieces in the post.

(T Ewverything in the garden will be
frost-bitten!

SO SIMPLE.

The little man at the hack of the pit had
been vainly trying to see round the hig, stout
fellow in front of him; but not one glimpse
of the stage could he obtain. At last he
leaned forward and touched the other on the
shoulder.

YExeuse me, sir” he said meekly, “hat 1
can't see the stage af all”

“Can't see the stage?” repeated the hig
moan sarcastically,  * Well, what do yon wanl
me Lo do? Lift vou on my shoulder?”

“ Hardly ™ that,” replied the little
deprecatingly ; “but I thooght perhaps

v Look here,” interrupted the Lig man, 1
know liow to manage it,  Just you Keep your

11Tl

eve on ome, and laugh when I langh!”
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EDIT%IAL !

By HARRY WHARTON.

-0-6-000000
ET us applaudfully cheer, as
Hurree Singh would say! Let
us greetfully welcome, once

again, the esteemed and ludi-
erous season of Easter!

To my mind, the most dreary part of
the year is the long term that extends
from January till Kaster. And when
Itaster comes late, as it does this year,
the term in question seems to crawl on
leaden feet. January, February, March,
April—each month seems a separato
eternity. DBut, as the poet cheerfully
observed, *If Winter comes, can Spring
be far behind?” And Iaster supplies
the answer, It usually, though not
always, brings with it a spell of delight-
ful sunny weather; and we cheerfully
bid * Au revoir!” to Greyfriars, and go
forth in search- of open-air sport and
healthy adventure, Blessings on_ the
head of the merchani who invented the
Easter vacation !

I'or weeks past, the Greyfriars fellows
have been plotting and planning whero
they shall go, and what they shall do
when they get there. The majority will
zo to their homes. Others have planned
walking tours and cycling tours and
footer tours. A Grayfriars fellow knowa
how to get a hundred per cent enjoy-
ment out of his holiday; and I have no
doubt we shall hear some thrilling
holiday stories when the vacation is over
and the school reassembles,

Moanwhile, the work of the world
musk go on. The busy staff of the
“ Greyfriars Herald” must work overtime
in order to get ahead for the Iaster
holiday. The midnight ol 15 being
hurned in Study No. 1 as I write, and
five pens are racing across live sheets of
paper. Coodness knows what tune we
shall pet to bed! But the production of
the “Herald” is always a labour of
love, and wp thoroughly enjoy thesa
nightz of toil.

S far as our veaders are concerned,
we hope they will enjoy their Haster
holiday up to the hilt.  Whether thew
stay at home, or foot it gaily along the
King's Highway, or set out on a cyeling
tour, we hope they will make the most
of their leisure and pleasure.

May we be favoured with blue ehirs
and brilhant sunshine, and may the
Easter holiday prove a benelicial tom
to one and all! And don't forget to take
the Macxer Lirrary with you on your
travels. It will prove a boon companion.

Heve's {o a Happy Taster!

IIARRY WHARTON.
Tug MaGauer Lipramy.—No. 846,
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THE GREYFRIAR?S

How AND WHERE 1T SHOULD BE SFPENT

BILLY BUNTER:

I should have no objeckshun to spend-
ing the Easter vacation as a volluntary
sheff in a fashionable oh-tell, You know
what a sheff is, don’t you? The l;haﬁ
who soopervises the soop, and jointly
assists the cook with the joints. I wrote
round to several big oh-tells, offering my
servisses, but In every case they have
been declined without thanks! wrote
to the Ritts and the Savoy and the
Walled-off, telling them what a £Ane
sheff T should make; but alack, there’s
nothing doing! A holiday spent under
these conditions would be top-whole. 1
should mnever feel .the shightest Tt
peckish. I should have a square meal
every hour, and a light snack between-
times, Why, oh, why did they reject my
servisses?

LORD MAULEVERER @

If T were allowed to pick and choose
how and where to spend a holiday, 1
should simply murmur: *“ Put me to bed
in Bedfordshire!”

WUN LUNG:

Me velly muches likee to take a tripee
ta China. Me suggested it to the
lieadee, but he shook his nuttee, and
said : “No savvy!” or words to that
eoffect, Me tinkee there’s no countree
like China. They ought to shiffee Grey-
(riars School over there—lockee, stockee,
and barrellee!”

MR. PROUT:

To stride across the links, driving golf-
halls before me, seems to me the ideal
way to spend a holiday. My colleagues
accuse me of being a golling maniac;
but if golf is a mania with me, it is at
least a harmless mania. I would rather
smite golf-balls than collect silly stamps,
like Mr. Capper, or give myself a head-
ache playving chess, hke Mr. Hacker,
{iolf is a man's game; but chess and
stamp-collecting—— Ugh! Talk not te
me of these tame ndoor pursuits !

TOM REDWING :

A trip round the coast, In a swift
motor-boat, with plenty of provisions on
hoard, is my ideal of a holiday. There's
nothing to beat a life on the ocean
wave; and what matters if the stormy
winds do blow? [t's all the more fun!
M any fellow cares to accompany me on
sueh a trip during the Easter vac, I
shall be glad to have him. (Billy Bunter
need not apply!)

DICK PENFOLD:
I veally think I might do worse than
geribble verse., It's bound teo rain when
'HE MaoxtT LIBRARY.-—No. 846.

Kaster comes; then why go out of doors,
my chums? You'll only get a thorough
soaking, and that it always most pro-
voking ! Better to sit indoors and
scribble, than watch the raindrops splash
and dribble. I won't play footer in the
rain; I'll only get the 'flu again. 1
won't go fishing in the Ouse, or I shall
only get “the blues!”™ 1 won't go
tramping down the roads, treading on
worms and slimy toads. 1 hate the rain;
it's wet, that's why. I'll stay indoors,
and thus keep dry!

HORACE COKLR:

My ideel of a holiday is to rush [rom
John o Grotes to Land’s End on a
motor-bike, in a frantick endevver tfo
beat the world's record! That's what 1
ywopose to do this Eastertide ; and I told
Yotter and Greene they could come with
me if they liked. DBut they don’t seem
to like! I can’t understand the sigh-
cology of such feliows!

NAPOLEON DUPONT:

‘There iz nothing T should like better,
mes ami, than to take a flying trip fo
Paris. I think that aeroplanes ought to
he hired out to members of the public at
sixpence an hour. Then I should be
able to have my heart's desire. As it 1s,
I shall have to travel by boat to my
beloved country; and .the erossing from
Folkestone to Boulogne is one of my pet
aversions !

DICKY NUGENT 1

i don’t care where 1 go for a holiday.
i'm bound to enjoy mysell, bekawse 1've
wot such a jolly indisposition. 1 don't
care if it pelts Evans Rgn} with rain. 1
shall be as lively as a lark, as chirpy as
a cricket, and as merry as a magpie.
weather 1 go to london, or brighton, or
only to slushton-on-the-mud, i shall have
a valtling good time. gatty and myers
are coming with me, and when three
frivverlus %ags get together—what larx!
instead of feeling blue and looking black,
we shall paint the town red! and our
skoolfellows will be green with envy
when we come back next term, looking
in the pink, and tell them what a lhigh
old time we've had., {irussed me to get
fool value out of a holiday !

WILLIAM GOSLING:

“Don't talk to me—a hoverworked an’
hunderpaid menial — about ‘olidays!
Which I ain’t never took an ’oliday for
the last five-an’-twenty year, as ever

was! An’' I ain't likely to get one this
vear, neither! Ours is an "ard life, ours
sl

HERALD.
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HOLIDAY PLANS!
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MR. PROUT proposes to spend a
golliing holiday. He wauts a couple of
Fifth-Formers to toddle round the links
with him, and carry his clubs.  Buf
Potter and Greene have been heard to
declare: “ We've got something better
to do during the holiday than to
‘ potter ' on the green’'!”

L * *®»

MR. QUELCH will spend the holiday
on the river, provided he can persuade
somebody to punt him gently down-

stream, while he lies back on the
cushions and scribbles away at his
“History of Greyfriars.” e s
rumoured, by the way, that the
“History ¥ ‘has mow rveached its len

thousandth chapter!

* P L

LODER of the Sixth will not only
spend a holiday. He will spend a small
fortune 1n rrotous living!

= = "

BILLY BUNTER has not yet decided
whether to spend his holiday at DBunter
Court or Buckingham Palace. Derhaps,
after all, he may decide upon Windsor
(Castie, which, he declares, has been the
seat of the Bunter family for genera-
tions. But if a bulldog belonging to the
Roval household happens to spot Billy
Bunter in the historic grounds, the seat
of the Bunter will be in grave peril,

= =+ k

LORD MAULEVERER 15 taking a
trip to Snuggledown-on-Sea. He has en-
gaged a special deck-chaiv on the sands
to accommodate his slumbering form
throughout the whole of the vacation !

¥ & %

HORACE COKER, interviewed by
our representative as to his hohday
plans, simply said; “1 shall go away for
a spell.”  Good! Coker's spelling 15 so
shocking at present that he could do
nothing better than go away and have a
jolly good “spell !

* * »

GOSLING, the porler, bemoans the
fact that he is tied to his post. Angy-
baody got a kmfe to sever the poor
fellow’s bonds with?

o 5 %

WUN L.UNG will go away to a =ana-
torintm until he gets a couple. Shocking
thing for a fellow to have only one lang,
isn'f it ?

- L -4

DICKY NUGENT is going fishing flor
tadpoles; and when he catches an extra
big one, he'll start fishing for compli-
mernts !

* ® L

I ASKED Harry Wharton where he
was going, and he curtly replied that
he was going to press, and would I
kindly rvefrain {from mterrupting. So I
prowmptly told him to go to Jericho!

: 2 % ]

WHEREVER we go, and whatever
we do to make onr miserable Tive
happy, may Easter prove a right roy

timie for all of us!
[Supplement .
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i EAB do the flies go in the
W winter-time?" asked Jack
Jolly.

“Goodness nose,” said his
chum Merry,  *“*DBut I should like to
know wear our worthy and respeckted
headmaster goes at Euster-time.” :

“Bame hear,” said Bright. *“For qute
a long time, I've suspeckted that Doctor
Birchemall is leading a double life. You
fellows ever read ‘ Doector Jeckle and My,
Hide ™77

Jack Jolly nodded.

“T always considdered that was one of
Shakespeer’s best,” he said. **About a
uhap with duel personality, wasn't it?"

“That’s so,” said Bright, “He was
always fighting duels. Buot what about
this worthy headmaster of ours? Deon't
vou think we might do a little detective
work during the holiday? Let's shaddo
him from piller to post, and sce wear he
goes, and what he does when he gets
there.”

“Ha might be quite a harmless sort
oi merchant,” said Jack Jolly. *‘ Perraps
he spends a peaceful sort of holiday by
the sea—paddling at Penzance, or boat-
ing at Brighton, or winkling at Wey-
mouth,”

Bright shook his head so viggerusly
that it nearly flew off.

“Don’t you beleeve 111" he saud. * Old
Birchemall is up to something fishy.”

“Kggsactly! Winkling at Weymouth.”

“I don’t mean that. I think he's a
pirate, or a highwayman, or something
of that sort, when he's away from St
Sam’s,”

“My hat!'”

“Anyway, the matter 15 one for devesti-
gation,” said Brights “We'll turn our-
selves into giddy sleaths, and track the
Head wherever he poes.”

“Here, here!”

This conversation took plaice in the
quadrangle, on braking-up day. Jack
Jolly & Co. had already broken up. They
had gone round the junior studies with
a coke-hammer.  All the Termture had
been smashed to smithercens. TL was
braking-up day with a vengence !

There were lively seens in the quad.
Motors and cabs and taxes went whivling
out of gates, laden with happy skoolboys,
off for the Easter Vack.

“Aren't you fellows coming ¥’ shouted
Poore of the Fourth, whe was perched
on the cow-catcher of a two-seater.

“No!” replide Jack Jolly.

“What! You're goimng to spend the
Faster holiday at St. Sam’s? Well, 1
considder that rather rich!” said Poore.
“Waonldn’t you like to come and stay at
my uncle’s place—stonybroke Towers?”

“No, we wouldn't!” growled Merry.

Poore shrugged his sholders, and the
iwo-s¢dter passed’ out of gates, and
vannithed down the road.

Sooii there were only four people left
on the school premnuses.  Everybady
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had eleared off, with the eggseption of
the Mead and Jack Jolly & Co.

Our heroes hid behind a piller, and
waited for the Head to come out., They
had a long time to wait, but at last their
vigzil was rewarded,

Doctor Birchemall, M. A., B.Sec. {which
means “Merely A Beastly Scoundrel ”)
came down the School House steps, Hir
no longer wore his gown and morter
board, He wore a loud cheque suit, witl
a corse muffler round his neck. His bald
head was berried under a cheap cloth

cap.

Jack Jolly & Co. hardly reckernised
him, at rst. In the ordinary way the
Head was clean-shaven, but he now wore
a short beard and side-wiskers.

“ Grate Scott ! muttered Jack Jolly, in
a horse wisper., “He's in disguys! He's
changed hig eyedentity !”

“Told you he was a wrong "un ! mut-
tered Bright. “We'll give him five
minnits’ start, and then follow him,”

The Head proseeded to the railway-
station, Little did he dreem that ho was
being shaddoed and stalked by three
members of the Fourth Form!  Little

did he dreem that his Day of Reckoning
wias at hand!

The Head borded the next trane to
London. He hopped into a third-class
carridge. and settled himself down in a
corner-seat, and drew a short clay pipe
from * his pocket. At St Bam’s, he
smoked nothing but the finest brand of
siggars—ITlor de Cabbagios—but he was
a different man now ! At. St. Sam’s, he
was a Doctor Jeckle., Now, he was a
Mr. Hide!

It was a ecorridore trane, and Jack
Jolly & Co. had borded it. Occasionally.
they tiptoed along the corridore and
peeped into the Head's carridge, to make
surc he was still there. He was there all
right, smoking his fow] shage, and obvi-
ously enjoying himself.

The Head got out at the London termi-
nuss and hired a taxi. Jack Jolly & Co,
hired another, and instructed the driver
to follow the Head's vechickle.

“Wonder wear he's going ¥ said Jack

Jolly.

“We shall soon see,” said Merry
grimly., “Judging by the togs he's
wearing, he's going to the slums. He
-,
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Bam’s boys is living there,

wouldn’t go to the Ritts Hotel, or to the
Pally de Danee, in a rig-out like that,”

Merry's sermise proved correct.  The
Head’s taxi halted in tha very hart of the
slums. He jumped out, paid the driver
his fare, and then vanniched 'into a dirty,
Jingy hovel.

“ After him ! eried Jack Jolly.

Our heroes jumped out of their taxi
and followed the Head into the hovel.
lhey quickly discovered what sort of
plaice it was. It was the headquarters
of a desprit gang of looters and law-
brakers.  And Doctor Birchemall, the
Headmaster of 8t. Sam’s, was the leader
of the gang! -

Jaeclk Jolly peeped through the keyhole
of a door, and he saw the Head sitting
at a table, with a gang of rufl scoundrels
around him. They were erimminals of
the decpest die. TFor years, they had
been engaged in cracking cribbs, making
bad munny, setting fire to publick ald-
ings, and taking pot-shots at unpopular
Cabbinet Minnisters.

“Well, guv'ner,” said one of the men,
turnimg to the Head, ““wot’s the pro-
granune for to-nite?”

“There's a big house in the West End
that I badly want to bergle,” said the
Head. "“The mother of one of the St
She is a
titled lady, and she has lots of valewable
100ls locked up in a safe. I'll bust open
that safe to-nite and coller the loot—bust
me if I don't!”

Wil you
guv'nert”’

The Head shook his nut.

“No, thanks! I can mannage a little
job like that offil my own bat. The deed
shall be done at midnite!”

Jaek Jolly hd not wait te here any
more. He beckoned to his chums, and
hurried them out of the hovel.

“Our worthy and respeckted Head,” he
said, ““1s the leader of a gang of crooks!
You know young O'Naiw, of the Third?
Well, his mater, the Countess Milly
(' Naiy, 1s stmply stuffed with munny and
joollery. She's got a g house in Park
Lane, and the Head’s gomg to hergle it
to-nite, at midnite.”

“My hat!”

“We shall be there!" said Jack Jolly
grimly, “ We'll catch nm pink-handed,
and hand him ever mto custerdy.”

“Serve him right if he gets ten years!”
grunted Meorry.

“¥Yes, rather!”

& a ] b ] ]

be wantin® any ’elp,

“Hands up, seoundrel ! The
game’s up 1"’
Jack Jolly's voice rang out sternly.
The Head. who was neeling before thae
safe in the Countess’ drawing-room, spun
round with a savvidge implication. He
found himself gazing into the gleeming
barrel of Jack Jolly’s air-pistle. Jack
(Continwed o neet page.)
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1 ARE for some hot-cross buns?”
‘ Skinner of the Remove pro-
pounded that query to Billy

Bunter,

Tt was breaking-up day—the day before
(tood Friday—and Dame Mimble always
made her hot-cross buns a day in ad-
vance, because there would be nobody at
Greyfriars to eat them, on the morrow.

“ Hot-cross buns? Yes, rather!” said
Billy Bunter, blinking at Skinner.
# Hand 'em over!” ]

“I'm not giving 'em away,” said Skin-
ner. “I'm a business man, not a giddy
philanthropist! The buns are for sale.”

13 ﬂh !r:

“I've got two dozen, and I'll let you
have 'em for a bob. That works out at
o ha’penny a bun. They're a penny each
at the tuckshop. 8o you can see what a

bargain you're- getting.”
Billy ﬁuntnr had a shﬂlin%-'--‘ha had
gucceeded in borrowing one that morn-

ing, from.the good-natured Lord Maule-
verer. But the fat junior did not feel
disposed to part with the useful little
gilver coin. He wanted the buns—badly;
but he wanted the shilling as well.

“Where did the buns come from, Skin-
ner? ho asked suspiciously. “Have you
been down to the village buying up ha'-
penny buns?"

“No, my fat tulip. The buns were
made by Mrs. Mimble at the tuckshop—
honest Injun! You'd hetter close with
my generous offer right away. Two
dozen for a bob! I said just now that I
wasn't a philanthropist, but I'm begin-
ning to believe I am.”

Billy Bunter hesitated. He plunged a
fat hand into his pocket, and fingered
the shilling from which he was so loth
to part.

“ Better make up your mind quickly,”
said Skinner, “before I pass on the offer
to somebody else.”

The thought of fwo dozen hot-cross
buns going to somebody else was unbear-
able to Billy Bunter.

“I—I'll take them!" he said desper-
ately,

“Good!” said Skinner. “ Hand over
the bob, and then I'll hand over the
buns.”

It was like having a tooth out, to part
with the shilling which had been coaxed
out of Lord Mauleverer. But Billy Bun-
tor braved the ordeal with a deep sigh,
and the coin was transferred from his
own pocket to Skinner's,

“Now gimme the buns!"” said Bunter
eagerly,

Skinner trotted away to his study, with
Billy Bunter hard at his heels.

A Ing brown-paper bag was taken from
the cupboard, and handed to Bunter, who
greedily  clutehed  his  purchase, and
hurried awav to his own study.

CArriving there, Dunter examined the
econtents of the bag. They were cer-
tainly buns, and they had crosses on
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them. But they were not hot-cross huns.
Thay were stone cold. They were also
as hard as bricks—so hard that Bunter
could make no impression on them with
his teeth.

One of the buns happened to fall to the
Hoor, and it landed with a sickening thud,
as if it were a cricket-ball

Billy Bunter gave a roar, Purple with
w”:‘:]th* ho rushed along to Skinner’s
study.

“Tom

““Hallo, porpoise!™ said Skinner
blandly, " Had a good fead?”

“ You—you—" splutiered Bunter.
““Those buns are as hard as bullets! 1
can't get my teeth into them! You've
spoofed me, you rotter! You told me
that Mrs. Mimble made those buns!”

“S0 she did,” said Skinner calmly.
“She made them exactly a year ago!”

““What t*

“And I've kept 'em in my cupboard
ever since. If hot-cross buns improve
with age, like wine does, you've got hold
of a real bargain!”

Billy Bunter glared speechlessly at
Skinner, When at last he recovered his
voice, he demanded his bob back.

But Skinner, being a business man and
not a philanthropist, acted on the motto

“What we have, we'll hold 1™

And the infuriated Owl of the Remoave
rolled away, with the feeling that he had
had decidedly the worst of the bargain !

But Bunter found consclation in the
shape of Lord Mauleverer, for the schoal-
boy earl, being too tired to visit the tuck-
shop himself, sent Bunter to purchase

two dozen buns., They were purchased
all right, but the consumer was William
George Bunter ! (

E THE HEAD'S DOUBLE

LIFE!

{ Continued from previous page.)
G-o000000000

Jolly was a skilled shot, having taken
sevaral prizes for triggernometry.

The Head's face turned as pail as a
bueket of whitewash.

“(Caught!” he cride horsely.

“And bowled out, into the bargain!”

said Merry.
stnmped, by Jove!”

“ Fairly
Bright,

“ And now we'll run him onf, and hand
him over to perlice !"” said Jack Jolly.

The Head sprang to his feet. Ilis eyes
werp gleeming like those of a hunted
animal at bay.

“You shall never take me alive!” he
eride. And showing his teeth in a feerce
snart, he clenched his fists and sprang at
the three juniors.

At the same instant the door was
thrown open, and a number of perlice
offisers rushed into the room.

There was a dull*thud as the handeuffs
clicked on the rists of the prizzoner.

“Benjamin  Birchemall—alias Pug
Smith—I arrest you in the name f the
lore!"” eride the inspeckfer.

And the Head, with a final glanse of
feerce hatred at Jack Jolly & Co., was
hussled away to meet his doom,

When the new term started at 3t.
Sam’s, it started without the Heal., He
sent a letter to Mr. Lickham, the master
of the Fourth, eggsplaining that he had
contracted a nervuss brakedown, and had
been ordered by the doctor to spend a
few years at Dartmore. Being a shrood
man of the world, Mr, Lickham guessed
the trooth—that the Head had exchanged
his soft job at St. Sam's for hard laber,

In dew corse, a new Head came to St,
Sam’s. He was Doctor Birchemall's
brother. 'There was nothing against him
in the perlice records, but Jack Jolly &
(o, desided to keep a watchful eye on
him, bekawse, as Brighl pointed out,
these erimminal instinks often run in the
fambly, So, if the new Head gets up
to dny larks, and starts robin people of
their jools. Jack Jolly & Co. will be on
his track like a bird!

THE END.

said
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T00 CLEVER OF SKINNER! |

(Continued from page 12.) |

account of thoe meeting with the run-
ning man on the river the previous
week,

Inspector Grimes listened rather care-
loesly at first, but azs Harry proceeded
his attention became concentrated. Lle
did not interrupt the schoolboy; but his
louk became graver and grinnner as
Harry Wharton proceeded with lus tale.

“"1T'm glad vou've come to me, Master
Wharton,” he said. *1 wish you'd come
earlier, When did this happen exactly ¥

“Last Wednesday.”

“A week ago,” said the inspector. Ile
sortedd out a bundle of papers from a
pigeon-lole., “ Now, give me his deserip-
tion carciully. A stoutish man of about
Ii{t.}l_ll

“Yes," zaud Harvv.

“Wearing glasses,” said the inspeclor.
“Tora-rimmed.”

“No; gold-rimmed ! said Ilarry.

“MHe wonld change them, of conrse—
a second pair in his pocket,” assented
the inspector. * Light brown eves—=""

“T never noliced the colour of his
eyes.”’

“Well, you wouldn't, I supposze. Tive
feet six high—="

“About that.”

“Running hard up the river from the
dircetion of Friardale.”

“Yes,” saidd Harry.

“And he badly wanted you to row
him_ across 7"

“He offered us money—gold
reigns.”’

Inspector Grimes chuckled.

“No doubl; they eame cheaper to him
than half-crowns tp another man. 1
don't suppose he had many currency
notes about him—but he may have had
hundreds of sovercigns. Well, Master
Wharton, it's pretty clear that the man

BOY Q-

you suw last Wednesday was John
Smith, alias George Robinson, alias

Peter Williams, alins Gilded Jim !"

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated the captain
of the Remove. *Then he was a rogue
of some kind, as we thought!"

“He was—and 15, Gilded Jim was
traced last week on the railway from
Canterbury to Lantham,” said the in-
epector,  *Te was traced from Lantham
on the local line to Friardale. The
detective’'s hand was nearly on his
shoulder at Friardale when gm dodged
down a back street and got away.”

*“Oh!" said Harry.

“He was scen running on the tow-
path, and the London detective was hol
on his track,” went on Mr. Grimes.
“But the rogue was cunning--he erossed
the stream by a plank bridge, and threw
the plank into the water. That got him
clear. "T'lie man behind him lost half an
hour, amd lost the itrack into the bar-
gain. Afterwards the river-bank was
searched, but it seemed pretly clear that
he got across the river somehow. It's
known that he cannot swim, and every
hoattman between Courtlield and Friar-
dale has been questioned: but nobody
knows anything of the man, He got
clear away on the other side, and I had
enessed long ago that he had spotted
come pleasure boat on the river, and
asked for a passage across.”

“He asked ns,” said Harry, * But we
were suspicious; it seemed so )olly fishy
that-—"

“You were right; but somebody else
did not have so much sense, I nnagine,”
said the inspector. *““When you go back
to your scheol you might ask whether
anv ether lad had a boat up the river
that day, and saw anything of the man.”

Wharton was silent.

“Any information you ecan send us|

would be useful, of course,” said the in-

spector. “Of course, any Greyfriars boy
would be glad to come forward and tell |
anything he knew, in a case like this

The man is a professional swindler, and
has besn wanted for two years.”

“Then—then it really was stolen
money that the rascal offered us!” ex-
claiimed Harry,

The inspector smiled.

“Oh, no! It was his own,
he made it himself 1™

“Then he was o coiner!”

“Yes, and the most skilful coiner in
ithe country: that’s why his associates
call him Gilded Jim.”

“And the sovercigns were——"
“Duds!* said the inspector.

" But—I thought of that,” said Harry.
id i

Bur surely a coiner would not try to
pass spoof sovereigns in these days, when
vou gel so much attention if you hand
out gold in any place.”

“You don’'t know the wicked ways of
ilie world in your school, my boy,” sail
the inspzctor, with a smile. * That was
(Gilded Jun's game in the old days before
the war. It wouldn't pay him now—the
rst zpool sovercign he changed in &
shop would most hkely give him away
But there :re people who buy up sover
eigns to melt down ; they give more tha:
twenty shillings each for them. It':
illega]f' but it's done to a very consider
able extent. Of course, it has to be kep
very dark: a shady merchant buyin
sovercigns over face value knows that he
iz breaking the law. Gilded Jim's gam.
in these days is to get himself up as »
country shopkeeper or farmer who ha:
a dozen sovereigns that he’s been keep
ing in a stocking or a locked box; he
gets into touch with one of the gold
grabbers, and sells the quids at tweniy-
two or three shillings each.”

“Phew "

“You see, he's a skilful coiner, and
he puts good wvalue into the stuff—ten
shillings’ worth of gold at least in each
gutd, He ecan afford to be on the safe
side, as he sells them at a premium.”
The inspector laughed. “There are =
rood many gold-grabbing merchants i
the country who Eave dealt with Gilded

You sce,

Jim, and have had recason to be sorry
for it 1"

“So—so that was it!” exclaimed
Wharton. “I-—I never thought of any-

thing of that kind, of course!”

“Naturally you wouldn't,” said Mr.
Grimes. “ But that's the game. Gilded
Jim used to swindle the general public
before the war.  The introduction of
paper money spoiled his business, till he
worked out this new stunt. Now he
swindles people who are something like
swindlers themselves; at least, what they
do is illegal. I dare say it serves them
right when they get landed with his dud
sovereigns: all the same, the law wants
to get hold of Gilded Jim. We wanl
him very bad!”?

“1 understand,” said Harry.

“He would have been nailed last
Wednesday, if some unthinking ass had
not hel him across the river,” said
Mr. Grimes. ‘' That gave him a fresh
start, and he got clear. DBut it would be
useful to know for a fact that he did
get ncross, It would narrow down the

search to some extent. Let me know
anything you may hear.” _
Harry Wharton rejoined his chums,

who were waiting in the street. The
Famous Five had plenty of food for
thought as they pedalled away in the

[ sunny afternoon.

-

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Bombshell for Skinner !

KINNER of the Remove was If
S high feather.
n Study No. 11 in the Remove
he had gathered a select little
party of friends,

[t was but seldom ‘that Skinner
“stood ™ a spread; generally he was
careful to limit his expenditure to him-
seil, But there were oceasions when
Skinner appeared as the hospitable host
~rare oveasions, perhaps once in a term.
And on this special oceasion Skinner was
“doing " himself and his friends un-
commonly  well, Having  received
vwenty-five shillings [rom DBolsover
major for n sovereign that had cost him
nothing, Skinver felt that he could safely
spread himself a little.  And he did.

It was a nice little spread, and hia
auests agreed that it was tophole; H,ﬂﬂ
ihere were cigarettes to follow, which
was Skinner's way of doing things. Stotb
and Snoop, Fisher T. Fish and Micky
Desmond, Wikley and Hazeldene, had
~ome to the feast, and even Billy Bunter
had been allowed a seal at the festive
hoard, though he was very sternly pros
hibited from bagging the lion’s share.
Bunter felt that that was hard and very
wean of Skinner. Still, all was grisé
-hat came to his mill, and he was In
hopes of bagging another tea with the
“amons Iive when they came in from
“heir spin,

Sidney James Snoop was good-
rompered.  Ha felt that Skinner had
“done ” him in the matter of the sover-
eigns; still, he considered that Skinner
was spending his illicit profils in an
admirable manner. So I:H ate all he
conld, and thus indemnified himself,
Wibley talked about the Remove
Dramatic Society, and Hazeldenoe about
a horse which had been recommended to
him by Angel of the Fourth as a certain
winner,

Fisher T. Fish made menial caleulas
tions of the probable cost of everything
he saw on the table—that being I'ishy's
way of entertaining himself at a tea-
party. BEvervbody was quite satisfied and
pleased, and Harold Skinner glowed with
the unaccustomed pglow of hospitality.
Many fellows in the Remove considered
Skinner mean, and their consideration of
him was well founded. Still, Skinner
could ““spread ” himself at times, and
this was one of the times.

"“Sold that second quid yet, Skinner?”
inquired Fisher T.-Fish.

ishy had linished making his mental
calculations, and now he began to talk;
and it never occurred to Fishy to talk
about anything but money.

“Not yet,” said Skinner carelessly.
“You can have it for twenty-four if you
like, Fishy, as you're a pall”

Skinner was In. an expansive and
generous mood,

“T guess I want it for twenly-two.”

“Guess again!” smiled Skinner,

“1 sav, you fellows ",

“Shut up, Bunter "

“0Oh, really, Skinner—"

“Cheese it!” said Skinner ruthlesaly.

Bunter was allowed to squeeze in at
the study spread, but that was all, No-
body wanted any conversation from
Bunter. e

“Put, I say, I'll buy the quid, if you
like,” said Billy Bunter. "I mean it,
old chap, and 1'll give twenty-five!”

“THand it over, then!"”

“This is how the matter stands,” ex-
plained Bunter. “I'm expecting a
postal-order——"" )

“You silly ass!” roared Skinner.

“From one of my titled relations—""
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“Can it!” eaid Fisber T. Fish,
“As it happens,. it's for EIEGH}
twenty-five shillings,” said Bunter. I

suppose if you hand mé the sovereign’

stal-

now, Skinner, and I hand you the .
a

order when it domes, it will be
rig. -I‘?

“My only hat!” said Skinner. * Are
you really trying to work off that postal-
order yarn in this study, Bunter? Don't

be funny !
“I'm not being funny,” asserted
Bunter. “I mean it. You hand me the

quid, you know, and as soon as my postal-
order comes, I'l—"

" Shut up "

There was a heavy [ootstep in the
Remove passage, and the sound of a
panting breath. Somebody had come up-
stairs, apparently, at a great rate of
speed. The heavy footsteps came along
to Studvy No. 1L

“That's Bolsover,” grinned Snoop.
“T'd know his fairy footsteps anywhere.”

Crash !

The door of Study No. 11 flew wide
open. With so many guests in the
study, No. 11 was rather overcrowded.
and Billy Dunter was within radius of
the opening door. As it flew open, it
collided with DBunter, and there was a
yell from the fat junior,

“Whoop !"’

Bolsover major strode into the study.
Billy Bunter was staggering in his way,
and the burly Removite shoved him
roughly aside, and Bunter collapsed in a
corner.

Bolsover major’s face was red
rage and [fury,
table at Skinner.

“You swindler ! he roarod

“What ?” howled Skinner.

“You-—~you—you thief!"

“(Oh, my hat!" murmured Hazeldene.
“What's the trouble now?! I'm not
staying for this show!” And Hazel
slipped qunietly out of the study behind
Bolsover major. And Fisher T. Fish
backed out after him.

Skinner rose to his feet, his thin face
pale with rage.

“What do you mean, Dolsover, you
bullyin’ cad?  What do you mean by
callin’ me names, you rotter?”

Bolsover shook a huee bzt at Flarold
Skinner over the tea-tablle, 'The remain-
ing members of the party backed their
chairs hastily.

with
Ho glared over the

rotter 1”7 bellowed
Bolsover, and his bull voice drew curious
fellows along the passage. “I'm having
it back! See? T'm having my money
back, or I'll make you squtrm !

And Bolsover major crashed a
sovereign on the table. It rang there
and spun round, and rolled to the carpet.
Skinner glanced at it,

“YWhat are you driving at?” he said,
between his teeth. “T1'd take the sover-
eign back, only I've spent the money.
You bought it of your own accord, you
rotter, didn't you?”

“I thought it was a good onel!”
roared Bolsover.

*It’s good enough.™

“Tf it's good enough, fake it to the
tuckshop and change it, and I'll take the
twenty shillings vou get for it, and say
no more about it!"” scoffed Bolsover
major. ‘‘Mean to say you didn't know
it was & bad one when you bunged it on
me 7"

“A—a—a  bad
Skinner.

“Oh, crumbs ! murmured Snoop.

This was . news—startling news--to
Snoop, as well us to Bkinner. But Sidney
James grinned. Skinner had “done ™
him in the deal over the gold coins: and
it looked now as if Skinner had done
himself still more completely. And Sidney
James was glad that he had aiready spent
the currency notes he had received in ox-
change for his half of the bribe.

Skinner stood stuttering. The sur-
prise and rage and dismay in his face
calmed Bolsover major a little.

“You didn't know ?” he demanded.

*““You rotter ! hissed Skinner savagely.
“Do you think I'm a passer of counter-
feit money 77

“Well, you passed it on me,” said
Bolsover major. “And you're such a
deceiving blighter, Skinner, that T don’t
believe you didn't know it. [t's just one
of your tricks, Anvhow, it's all vight if
you give me my money back. There's
your precious quid on the floor.”

“T ecan't give you the money back
when I've spent nearly all of it already !
hissed Skinner. * And the sovereign’s n
pood ona. Who's told you it's had 7"

“Mpr, Lazarus at Courtfield I roared
Bolsover. * [ took it to him to have it
put on my chain. He fairly grinned at
me, blow him. Ie told me at once 1t
was o dud,”

“He’s an old fool——"

“You spmﬁn%

ona ! stuttercd

1 aunt—1 don’t think !

=

“He said it was an unusualir well-
made one, with an unusual amount of
genuine gold in it,"” said Bolsover major.
“He says there may bs nine or ten
shillings' worth of gold in it. He
advised me to take it to the police-station
and tell them where I got it—and so 1
jolly well will if you don't give me my
money back."”

“He, he, he !" came from Snoop,

Skinner’s faco was white, He realised
that Bolsover major must be stating the
facts: old Mr. Lazarus, at Courtheld,
knew what he was talking about. He
was a dealer in coins of long experience.
It was a terrible bLlow to the hapless
Skinner.

He had parted with two pounds ten
shillings to Snoop iIn exchange for
sovereigns that turned out to be
“duds "—coins that le could not pass
without risk of arrvest. He had taken the
risk of helping a man he believed to be a
law-breaker to escape—in return for
money which it was a danger to possess.
Skinner prided himself upon his clever
astuteness. It dawned upon him now
that he had been rather too clever—and
that a little more serupulousness would
have come in more useful than =o much
cleverness,

For some moments Skinner's brain was
in a whirl. The tea-party looked at one
another, and Wibley strolled out of the
study, followed by Micky Desmond and
Stott, They did noi want to be mixed
up in a dispute about counterfeit money.
Billy Bunter was still gasping on the
floor; Snoop made a movemeni door-
ward.

“Hold on, Snoop!"” hissed Skinner.
“You're in this as well as me.”

“Am T17" said Snoop unpleasantiv,
“I don’t seo it! I've got no dud sover-
eigns, and I never thought of selling
sovereigns at twenty-five bob cach. It's
against the law, too, even if the quids
are good, You can seitle it with
Bolsover."”

And Sidney James walked out,

Bolsover major had come round the
table now, and was {owering over the
wretched Skinner.

“There's vour dud gquid on the floor.
Give me the twenty-five bob.”

“T—I don’t believe it's a dud

“You knew it was!" voared Bolsover.
“You said you got it from vour uncle—
and you've got another from vour hlessed
Are your relakions

v
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a gang of coiners, then? They must be
if tl::,::,f hand you out spoof quids for
fips.

Skinner panied as a laugh came from
the passage. IHe seemed canght at every
point now.  Vernon-Smith loocked into
the doorway with a grin on his face.

“ Nabberl at last, old man,” he re-
marked. “But I say, Skinney, this is
rather thick, even for you.”

“Vou rotter! T never knew——"

“Let’s look at the second quid—the
one from your giddy aunt, you know.

Let's see if it's the =ame make,”
grinned the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Own up, old nut!” said Smithy.

“You bought those quids cheap some-
where to palm off among the fellows.”

“T didn't ! shricked Skinner.

‘He fairly quivered with terror as he
realised the fearful suspicion his conduct
had laid him open to.

“Well, where did you get that quid?”
demanded Bolsover major. “Don't tell
me vour uncle tipped you n dud rover-
eign—that won't wash. Where did you
get 167"

“Jt—it  wasn’t from my unelel”
groaned Skinner. “It—it was given to
me. 1 thought it was good.”

“Dear me!” said the Bounder.
“Some kind old pentleman, same as you
road of in books, rave Skinner a quu?,
and forgot to mention that he'd made it
himeelf."

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Bolsover major snorted. .

“Skinner can say a man gave him a
quid for nothing, if he likes,” he said.
“T don’t believe it. Apyvhow, I'm not
going to be swindled. 1 gave him
twenty-five shillings. and T'll stick to my
bargain if he will hand me a genune
quid. T=n't that fair?” ‘

“Fair as a die!” said Vernon-Smith.
“(ot any more, Skinner?”

id I_I____I_____I’ .

“Where's my twenty-five bhob, then?”
roared Dolsover major. _

“]_Tve spent it!” gasped Skinner
desperately. “T—I'll make 1t up. '
let you have the monev some time.”

“This vear, mext year, some time,
never " chuckled the Bounder. And
there was a laugh from the gathering
crowd in the Remove passage.

“That's not rood enough!” shouted
Bolsover., ““Are you handing back my
money, or shall T wallop you first and
then go to the police-slation with your
false money?”’

Skinner shuddered.

“I1—T tell you I never knew. Tl
make it up later. I-T1l—— Oh,
crambs! Oh dear! Yooop! Gerroft!
Yarooooogh ! _

Bolsover major had grasped him,
Skinner struggled fiercely. But the
bully of the Remove was not to be
denied. Skinner’'s head wenft into

chancery, and DBolsover punched at his
features with terrific vim.
The hapless Skinner's yells rang along
the Remove passage.
“Ow! Ow! Leggo!
Yooop!”
““Are you going to pay up!” roared
Bolsover.
“1 can't!
Thump !

Oh, my hat!

Lk

I—yarocoop !
Thump! Thump!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Pays the Piper!

i ALLO, hallo, hallo! Is
H murder, or only
slanghter?”’

Cherry.
[Tirry Wharton & Co. came up the

Remove staircase. They had ridden

that
) 1AL~
mmquired Bob
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““J—I1 tell you I never knew !

terrific vim,

¢ Are you handing me back m§ money, or skall I wallop you first and then go to the
police-station with your false money ? ** demanded Bolsover. Skinner shuddered.
I’ll make it up later [
Yoop ! Gerroff ! Yarooogh !’ Bolsover major had grasped him, and Skinner’s
head went into charcery, the bully of the Remove punching at his features with
(See Chapter 9.)

I—I'll— Oh, crumbs !

home at once from Courtfield instead of
going on the intended spin. Wharton
was anxious to see Skinner and warn
him of the peril he had placed himself
in and recommend him to go o
Inspector Grimes and tell the whole
story. But Bolsover major was back
first, az the Famous Five guessed when
they heard the fearful yelling from
Slinner’s study.

“Bolsover's found out it was a spoof

quid I grinned Johnny Bull.  “He's
| taking it out of Skinner.”
“Serve him jolly well right!” said

Nugent.

“The rightfulness is terrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset ‘Ram Singh. *“DBut we
must not let him manslanghter the

csteemed and detestable Skinner!”

And the Famous Five ran along the
passage to Study No. 11. There was
a crowd round the door, buzzing with
excitement. Inside the study Bolsover
was hammering Skinner withoul mercy,

“I say, vou fellows!” yelled Dilly
Bunter., “We've found out where
Skinner got his quids from. They're
duds. Skinner’s relations are a lot of
coiners, you know, and they give him
the counterfeit coins to pass n the

school, Fancy that, you know!”
v 0]‘_'

my hat!” gasped Wharton.
“ Skinner will be petting & jolly juicy

idl

reputation at this rate!

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ave you shelling out, Skinner?”
roared Bolsover major, “I'm not
going to be swindled! I'll hammer

vour nose as flat as a pancake M you
don’t hand my money back!”

“Hold on, Bolsover!” The captain
of the Remove raa into the study and

caught Bolsover’s poewerful and
dragged it back, .

“Let go, Wharton! He's sold me a
spoof quid, and he won't give me the
money back. He's got a2 lot of them
to spoof the fellows with! It's a
regular plant !

“Fancy Shkinnsr's relationss being a
rang  of coiners!  chirruped Billy
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, T knew
it all along—at least, I suspected 1t."

“Hap, ha, ha!”
Harry Wharton dragged the bully of

AR

the Remove away from Skinner by
main force. Even Bolsover admitted

that Skinner had had enouzh as soon
as he saw his face, Skinner's nose was
slreaming crimson, and one of his eyes
was closing.

“I’'m going 1o have my money,
though,” said Bolsover major, " and
that swindler ought to be kicked ont
of the school! Palming false money on
the fellows—pah!”

“I—I—-1," habbled Skinner—*I—I
never did!” He dabbed at lus nose,
spluttering  with anguish and distress

and terror. Visions -of a blue-coated
policeman, of an arresting hand on his
shoulder, of a cell in a police-station,
floated before Skinner’s horrified mind.
“I1'll give him his money back—as soon
as I can. T never knew—you know I
never knew they wcere false sovereigns,
Wharton. You saw the man as well as
I did. Tell the fellows about it. They
—they think I've got false money to
pass. Oh  dear! You know I

13

never——

Wharton gave the wretched fellow a
compassionate glance. It was well for
him that Wharton was able—and will-

TaE MaaxeET LIBRARY.—No. 840,
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icy voice at the doorway.

** 1 Skinner doesn’t hand me back my cash I"m-going to Mr. Quelch, if not to the
police ! ** snorted Bolsover miajor. ** You need not go to Mr. Quelch ! *’ said an
** Mr. Quelch is here ! ™
.Injured nose, groaned in utter misery.

Skinner, dabbing at his
(¥ee Chapter 10.)

ing-—to bear out his statement to that
exient.

“You koow how he eame by the
money, Wharton?” asked the Bounder.

“Yes," said Harry., “He ought
never to have taken it, and he ought
never to have sold it: but 1I'm sure he
had no 1dea that it was counterfeii
money. He wouldn't have taken it
fram the man if he'd known that, I'm
certam.  The silly fool thought he was
being very clever when he was being
spoofed by an awful rascal!™

“The too-cleverfulness was terrific!”

“That’s all very well'” znorted Bol-
sover major.  YBut if Skinner doesn't
lund back my cash 1I'm going to Mr.
Queleh, if not to the police!”
“You need not po to Mr. Que]chj!“
I ** Mr.

sl an iey veiee at the door,
(tueleh is here !™

The Remove master looked in at the
doorway.  The erowd of juniors had
fallen hack as he came up the passage,
The din in Skinner's stody had reached
official ears,

Skinner looked at his Form
atd groaned in utter misery.

Tt's all vp now!”

“You're bound to make a clean
breast of it now, Bkinner!™ said Harry
Wharton quietly., “We found out the
facts from My, Grimes, and I was going
to advise you to go to him. 'Tell My,

Tay Macxer LiBrany.—No. 846,

master

Quelch all about it, and we-can witness
that you never knew it was counterfeit

money., And that's the main point.”
“1 undersiand nothing of this,
Wharton,” said AMr. Queleh. © Kindly

explain.™

Skinner stood dabbing his nose, with
his wretched knees kuocking together
while the eaptain of the Remove made
his explanation. Even Skinner realised
now tLat his only hope lay in frank-
ness and in the witnessing in his favour
by the Famous Five. The fellows at
whom he had gibed and sneered, whose
decent ways le had made a subject of
mockery, whose integrity he had re-
garded with cynical disdain as “soft-
ness U —these  were  the  fellows who
stood by him now and made the best
they could of the dingy afair for him,

“Give me the soversigns, Skinner!"
sand Mr, Quelch when he had heard all,

The five sovereignz were placed in
Mr. Queleh's hand.

“Skioner, T shall now take you to
[nspector  Grimes, at Courtfield, and
you will tell him everything. What
steps he may take I do not know: but
you must take your chuance of that, I
cannot  believe that in  helping the
fugitive to escape vou had no suspicion
of his character; but I am willing to
believe that you did not know that he
gave you false money. The szame
money was effered to Wharton and his

friends, and they refused it; but they
tell me they did not suspect that it was
counterfeit, and they feel sure you did
not, <This tells in your favour. But in
soiling a gold coin sbove its foce value
vou Eimve broken the law, and you
must answer for 1it. Come with me!™
I'here was a hush in the Remove as
Mr. Quelch led the wretched Skinner
away,
Wharten & Co. an

Hurry

speni

Canxious couple of hours while Skiuner
cwas away with his Form master.

What
thoss hours were like to Skinuner they
could hardly imagine. Whal was geing
to happen to Skinner the Remove fellows
could net guess. It was a great relief
when a taxicab brought the Remove
master home with Skinner, and they
saw that at least he had been allowed
to retuwrn to the school,

Skinner came into Stuwly No. 1. a
little later, whera the PFamous Tive
were waiting.  His facs was white, and
there was not a sign of his wusual
eynical impudence about him.

“I—I'm obliped to you fellows!”
stammered Skinner. “I know vou did
vour best for me.”

“How's it ended?” askrd Harry.

“It's all right. Old Grimes isn't a
bad sort! [—1 owned up to every-
thing,” said Skinner. “Of course, I
never  knew  anything  about  gilded
Jim, as they call him: but I knew he
wasn't, simply  wanting to gel  across

the river to see u  s=ick rolative—I
admiited that, As it happens, the man
has been arresied at Brighton: the

noews had just come througsh by tele-
phone. I was jolly glad 1o hear it, I
can tell you! Mr. Grimes h-ard all T'd
got to say, and =aid that I'd better Le
dealt with by my own headmaster.”

“You're lucky!” said Bob Cherry,

“1 know I am. Snoop was in if, too.
But I was fool enough to take the
sovercipns off him for currency-notes:
[ shall never see the meoney again.
I've got to pay Bolsover back, of
ecourse. I'm to be flogged to-morrow
morning for selling Bolsover the quid
above value, and Bolsover's got five
hundred lines for having bought it
serve him right! But I know I'm
lucky !”  Skinner shivered. “It might
have been much worse! But for you
fellows the whole Form would have
beliocved that I was passing eounterfei
money. I couldn’t have staved on al
Greyfnars.  Quelchy  might  have be-
lieved that, too—and the Head. I'm
sorry l've been rather a cad to you
chaps, and—and you've plaved up like
real bricks!™

And Skinner, white and shaken, went
his way,

“I'm glad he's pulled through' said
Harry Wharton: and his comrades
nodded assent. They did not, and could
not, like Skinner; but they were glad
he had pulled through.

For more than a week after tha
episode Skinner was a subdued Skinner,
After that the cloven hoof reappeared,

(Jn  a Saturday  afternoon, as  the
Famous Five wern takine out their

bicyeles, Skiuner's voice called to them,
“Hallo, vou fellows!"”
“Hallo, hallo, hallg!™
“Haven't  forgotten
hope
To which the Famous Five made no
reply.  Skinner was evidently the old
skinner onee more,

vour tracts, I

THE EXND.
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grass. IHe leant over it, then, with shaking
Hngers, struck a match. With an exclama-
1ton of horror be started back, The twisted,
tortured creature, with scarred, bloodstainea
face, was none other thun his fuithful

LCharley.

I that he noticed o piece of pape.
pinned uwpon his eoat. These were the

words roughly printed upon it:

“To Trooper Preston.—Taik this
warneiog! You'll be the next!”

When he had finished dressing the wounds
which almost covered Charley’'s hody,
Preston again picked up the slip of paper,
and examined it with the vtinost care. Sud-
denly he gave a great start,

“A clue at last!” he muttered, with fierce
satisfaction. ™ Ah, my friends, i it takes
me the rest of my life, 1'll bring you to
justice!"

He took the paper, and locked it carefully
in a drawer of the writing-table; then, with
a grave face, turned to get supper ready.

Anxious as the young trooper was to fol-
low up, the clue which had so unexpectedly
fallen into his hands, it was four days hefore
he could leave Charley, who lay between life
and death. On the fifth day a doctor, sent
for from the county town, fifty miles away,
arrived, amd took the Maori boy away to
hospital,

That same cvening founml Preston lying
lid in the trees near Mages' farm. He had
long suspected this rutfian and his son. It
was the peculiar spelling in the threatening
notice that had given the young trooper the
final germ of proof.

Darkness was falling when a long, lean
figure cmerged, and went swinging with
long, silent, wolflike strides up into the
heart of the hills. Behind him, like an
avenging fate, stole Preston. Mile after
mile was covered, until the policeman found
himself in a2 rugged and unknown delile, with
high, steep walls, thickly covered with close
serub.,

Though the stars were bright above, It was
very durk in the pass. The man turned a
rorner. Preston burried after, and was just
in time to see the other vanishing apparently
into the heart of the cliff.

Afrvid of losing his prey, the policemian
pulled his pistol aod began to ruop. Saod-
deniy he steppea ol & loose stone, stumbled.
and fell, dropfing his pistol. He was barely
on his feet apgain before Maggs, alarmed at
the sound, caine running back.

Preston saw the right hand flung up, =
heavy report woke the cchoes, and his hat
spun from Lis head., Belore Maggs coul
pull the trigger a second time the policeman
had sprung straight at him, apd with one
desperate blow sent the ruflian whirling to
the ground, where he lay stunned and still.
“In an instant the handenlt's had clicked upors
Lis wrists, and Preston began to drag his
captive off the path info the serub. He
meant to explore the secret palh before tak
ing hiz prisoner back.

Suddenly the hght of a lantern flashed on’
of the erevice into which Mages had furnedo,
and the zoumd of running feet came Lo
Preston's ears. With a Litter thrill of dis
appointment he realised that the rest of tlu
gang were coming to the rescuoe.

Almiost instantly three men appeared
the pass. Aware that a fight against suel
odds was modnesz, Preston terped,  and
slipping away throogh the bushes, gained
the path again on the other side of the turn
and once out of sight ran homewards as hard
a8 his legs would carry him.

Im spite of his dissppeitnment at being
unakle to carry off Mapes, he was by ne
means dissatistied with his evening's work
Ile now [elt certain that be held the secret
of the gang's Inding-place, and as he ran be
formed his plans for attacking it with the
least possible delay.

Arrived home, he saddled his horze and
rede off to Valeport telegraphi-oflice, whicl
lay twelve miles down the valiey. Nearhing
it soon after midnight, he ronsed the sleepy
clerk, andd, in « few winutez a mcssage had

THE BSECOND CHAPTER,
Tha Warning Mote,

T was not until Preston bad lJaid the
poor lad on his bed at the police-station

as i

i

1
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heen sent to summon help from the county
town.

It was
reached

not yet =unrise when Dreston
his little tin-roofed home. [e had
wilked perhaps twelve and ridden double
that distance since nightiall, and  was
achingly tired. Well, he would have plenty
of time to sleep, for, at best, his reinforce-
ments could not reach him before late the
next afternoon.

He stabled his horse, rubbed down and
fed the animal, and as he walked out of the
stable the sky was turning pink with the
first rays of dawn, and a woodthrush struck
up her morning song, The stable was al
the back of the house, and Preston walked
slowly up the path thromgh the garden, en-
joving the delicious freshmess of the air.

Suddenly he stopped as though thunder-
struck., Was it fancy, or had a dark shadow
passed across the back window? Dropping
upon hands and knees, the young fellow
crawled silently up among the gooseberry
and currant bushes towards the window in
question. It gave upon the kitchen, which
was a lean-to erection at the back of the
house,

Very cantiously Preston raised his head
and peered over the sill into the room. In-
side the light was dim, but it was not too
dark to distinguish a tall figure standing on
the far side of the kitchen. He had his hack
to Preston, Lot there was no mistaking the
tall, lanky, and yet slouching fignre. With
an odd thrill Preston recognised his enemy.
Silas Maggs.

His first impulse was to burst in, his
gecond to wait and make out what the man
was ahout. Hiz movements were most mys-
terious., MHe was stooping over the small
cast-iron tove in the far cornmer of the
room, and as Preston watcehed, he saw him
lift the kettle out of its place and carcinlly
pour away the water into a bucket.

Sinee Charley had been away it had been
Preston’s habit to lay the fire and fill the
kettle over-night.

Watching intensely, the policeman next
saw the ruffian pull two large packages from
his coat-pockets, and, first carefully wiping
out the inside of the kettle, pour the con-
tents into the iron vessel. It appeared to
be a powder of some sort, and for the
moment Preston was ntterly puzzled. Mapges
put the kettle back carefully in its place
and adjusted the lid. Then he struck =2

— e

mateh, for the light was still dim, 2l hegan
dusting away some remains of the powder,
which had fallen on the stove top.

In an instaut the whole ftendishoess of the
plot burst npon Preston. The stuflf was gun-
powder!  When, as ever his custom on
rising, he put a match to the fire, the cffect
would be that of a huge bomb bursting. e
and the station would be reduced to frag
ments,

A cold fury seized him, and lie snatched his
plstol from his pocket. As he did so, Maggs
turned and saw the head at the window.

For a moment the two stared in one
another's eyes. Suddenly Maggs wvitcred w»
strange cry.

“You, Jim Hammond!" he muttered, and
staggered as though he had seen a ghost.

Preston—or, to give him bhis rightful uame,
Jim Hammond—ralsed his pistol.

“Hands up!” he ordered.

Instead of obeying, Maggs® rvight hand
dropped to his pocket. A lond explosion
shook the room, and Jim staggered as. a
searing pang cut his left shoulder. Maggs
had fired through his pocket,

Jim recovered himselfl. 1t was no tine
for merey. His unhurt right flew up, aund
he pulled the trigger,

There followed an appalling crash. Some-
thing struck the young trooper across the
face. He staggered backwards, and fell [ull
length among the dew-wef grass.

- '] * L] *

When Jim came to himself the sun was
shining hotly in hiz face. His head paincd
him, and he lay there ataring blankly at a
wreeked and rnined building. It was minutes
before he realised that his bullet must have
struck the powder-filled kettle, and that the
fate which Magps had intended for him had
hefallen the scoundrel himself, With an
effort, he rose, and erawled under the shade
af a tree, where he faipted again. There he
was found some hours later by the troopers
he had wired for.

Next day he was well enough to puile
them to the secret retreat of the sheep-
stealers, and had the pleasure of Dagging
the whole gang—five—including the younger
Maggs. .

Jim well earned the promotion which this
exploit brought him, and sheep-stealing Is
now out of fashion in the Pilgrim Valley,

THE EXD.
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TPACE does not permit of my detalling
at any length the stories in hand for
next week, but rest assured, WY
chums, your favourite paper will offer

better value for money than ever. The
MicNET moves with the times, and the
times demand quality and guantity. The
“Magnet * lhas never erred ob the wrong
side of either.

¥irst on the list of good things is, of
course, a long complete story of Harry
Wharton & Co. that will hold your interest
at a high piteh. The title alone,

i THE SECRET OF SHARK'S TOOTH!"

suprests something ont of {he way-—soiue
thing extra gomi. We see Ilarry Wharton
& Co. nobly offering their aid to a man who
is up against it—an innocent man wanted
by thyg police. In azsisting thiz unfortun-
+te vietim of o seowmdrel's wiles the Famons
Five are ranning hard up against the Law.
But Harry Wharton & (o, nre determingd
to see justice done, and they stiek to thair
guns, with what result you will learn from

" THE SECRET OF SHARK'S TOOTH!"
By Famous Frank Richards.

Now that you have read the flrst, of our
erand series of detective stories, featuring
Ferrers Loeke, vou will, of conrze, he kean
to join W

«THE QUEST OF THE PURPLE
SANDALS !”

The auwtheor has =et ont to hold ¥our
interest, from Lhe Arst word in this Iatest

ease of the great detective, and, in m¥
estimation, he has ereated a plot that will
earry along on n strong tide of popularity.
Those purple sandals promise to give Ferrers
Locke & deal of trouble and hard knocks,
but the eclebrated sleuth believes in the ol
maxim “keep smiling.” That smile will
pull him through, as it lhas doue many
apother man up against a konotty problem,
but before the curtain rings down “Magnet ©
readers are in for some stirring adventnres.
Look out for the second yarn in this pover
ful series,

“PTHE MISSING FORMULA!™M
and he preparcd for something extra eyl

“* RECREATION !

A refreshing enough word at amy time,
and one beloved by young and old.  Reerea
tion offers  unlimited ecope to  Mare
Wharton & Co., who have chosen  that
subject for their mnext supplement.  The
“heef * they have put into their la-k i
more symbolical of *“hard labour ™ than
recreation. Te that as it may, the result
iz distinetly good, and mnarks yet auwother
advance i their loug list of sucecares.
"Naff said. )

As another little surprize I am publishing
4 series of complete Spanish Main stories,
the fArst of which appearas next Momday
umler the title of ** The Chart of Death?

Next Momdav's  “Magnet *  should be
ORDERED NOW. Pay your new=apenf o
vigit TO-DAY—GNOD  THINGS  SHOULD
XEVER BE MISSED, CIIUMS!

Tnr Micxer Lisrany.—No. 34C,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Man with a Grievance !

1 ESERVLE a table for two, please,

R Charles. We shall dine at

eight.”

The head-waiter of the well-
knoewn Metro Club in Pall BMall inclined
hiz head with unusual deference.

“Very good, sir.”

Politely he held open the door to
permit the clubman who had entered
the dining-room to proffer the request to
pass out again. His eyes followed the
stalwart fizure in evenine-dress with a
frank sdmiration. For Charles, be 1k
said, was a voracious reader of mystery
and detective stories, and the man he
had shown out was the living embodi-
ment of all his fiction herces,  The
athletic-looking” elubmafi in the immacu-
late evening-dress was none other than
the world-famous sleuth, Forrers Locke !

Unheonseions of the tribute accorded
him by the romantic head-waiter, the
detoctive rejoined the companion with
whom he had come to the club,

“Now, Drake, my boy,” he said.
“having made sure of our table, we will
adjourn to the smoking-room for a while,
The night’s young, and a cigavette and
half an hour's quictude appeals to me
after the alarms and execitements of the
past few weeks.”

Young Jack Drake, the detective’s
assistant, who had been at the slenth’s
side through so many thrilling adven-
tures, grinned broadly.

“It’s a bit of a change to get a little
peace,” he remarked. “And, gooduess
Liniows, this club s guiet and peaceful
enonglh.”

There was a twinkle at the coiners of
Tocke's keen, grev eves as he led the
wav into the smoking-room,

“1 kaow you would rather have joined
something a  bit more lively, ey boy.
Put you got quite enough excitement in
yvour profession. A guiet, highly-re-
spectabie club like this is just whar j3ou
need for a change,”

Tur Macxer Lisnavy.—No. 010,

Featuring Ferrers Locke, the world-famous detective,
and his clever boy-assistant, Jack Drake.

Ferrers Locke dropped his lean, museu-
lar form into a leathern armchair, and
lighted a cigaretie. Drake seated him-
self near-by, and reached for a * Londen
Magazine,” for he saw that his chief was
disinclined for conversation,

IPor some time the sleuth smoked n
silence, while Drake turned the pages of
the magazine, Then Locke glanced at his
wateh and rose from lus scatf,

“Clome, Drake: it 18 just on
o'clock,. We will go.in to dinner.,”

He turned as a rather handzome voung
man, of about twenty, entered the smok-
inz-room and raised his bhand in greet-
ing.

“Good-evering, Frskine ™

“Good-evening, Mr, Locke !
in a deink¥"

“No, thanks, old man._ Just going in
to dinner., Dining with anyone ¥

“No. T'll join you two fellows if you
don’t mind. I feel as though I need
company to-night.”

“Jomn ns, by all means,” said Locke
heartily. “You know Jack Drake, don't
vou ! Drake, this 15 Mye. Derrvick
Brskine”

“I think I've seen Dralie here before,™
said Krskine, nodding to the boy., ** You
don't mind my having a drink, do you?
I need a tonie.”™

He moitioned _to the smoking-rcom
waiter and gave his ovder, the other two
refusing his repeated invitation to join
him m a * pick-me-up.”

“PDless me,” said Locke, “you look as
depressed and run down as an old gent
who's pot in the way of a bus. What's
the matter with vou, old chap ?”

Derrick Brvskine thrust his hands deeply
into his trouscrs-pockets and seovled,

“There's nothing wreng with me,” he
;_r,'|'-r|1.~.'h.-1|_ *“1 conld bo E]l!’.‘l’:l‘}‘ E*I‘.{r!_i_;"ll if
it wasn't for that wretched wunele of
mipe,”

“Never mind about him now,” =aid
Locke., “Here's vowr drink., Iinish it
and comre along. You can pour ool
volty woes over the dinner-table, if its
moing to relieve vou,”

The young wuan teol the deivnk wloch
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the waiter tended him, and disposed of
it with one gulp. Having signed the
chit for it, he accompanied Locke and
Diake into the spacious dining-room of
the elub.

Charles, the headswaiter, speedily saw
that another place was laid at the detec-

tive's corner table, and the hors-
d'eocuvres were served.
“I'm afraid I'm mnot very cheerful

company these davs,” remarked Mrskine,
as he toyed with an anchovy, “A
laughing jackass would forget how to
langh if it had to live with my uncle,
You don't know him, perhaps?”

“Not personally,” replied Ferrers
Locke. “OF course, I've heard of him
—who hasn’t? Ivervone has some

knowledge of DProfessor Arnold Krskine,
the famous scientist.”

The thin hps of
curled contemptuously,

“They know of him as the hrilliant old
chappie wha first maenetised brass to the
umpteenth power or something equally
potty. Dut they don’t know anything ol
the personal side of the miserable old
fossil,”

Through haif-closed eyes the sleuth
regarded the pallid voung man on the
opposite side of the table with mild dis-
approval,

“It sounds unbecoming {or you fo
speak so of your learned uncle, Frskine,”
he remavked., ** You seern to have some
deep-rooted  gricvance against the old
gentleman,”™

“Crievance! You bet I've a pgriev-
ance ! said Erskine bitterly. “So would
vouu have if moneyvs belonging to you
were being nuisappropriated. It's a bit
too——

“Thick or clear, sir?"”

Devrick Trskine

“(Oh, elear soup—anyihing ! Frskine
paused until the waider had left the
table, and resomed his firade.  “You

see, 1f'¢ lihe this, Mr. Locke., My uncle
is al=o my guardian. 1 live with him at
[.ogsan  Lodge, Dulbwich,  When my
father diedd T was in Capnada, and [ re-
turncd home to find I could not touch a
bean of the lortone left to o we unil I
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veach the ape of twenty-one., Only my
pnele has the power to let me have any
of it before T comae of age, and he's the
meanecst ol skinfling that ever dabbled
with teed fuhes.™

“Well, well, cheer up, old chap!™ eaid
Locke heightly, “You'll soon be twenty-
one, and getting the jolly old key of the

door. Then you won't have to worry
about azking for every penny you
need,

“And a goad job, tao! I'm about fed-
v with thas Tife. My unele’s got a big
Bead bot a- paghly small heart! I'in
owing hills all round town, and he
Iankly refuses to pive me the money—
my aown money, mind you—to pay them !
As I told the old bay a dozen times this
wieerk, I insist on haymg come !

“Figh, sir?”

With that quictly-spoken hint for
Lr=kine to cease from leaning over the
tabli:, the swaiter placed an  attractive
portion of turbot au gratin before him.
Locke aud Jack Dirake exchanged smil-
e plances; and Eeskine, after con-
~uwming a monthful of the fish course,
looked up defianily.

“Tt's a bit of,” ha began.

I1e stopped short in astonishment as
the walter leaned over towards the
turbaot,

“Impossible, «ir ! vemarked the man,
"1t was  fresh from Billingsgate this
marning.”

Diake, in the act of putting a picee of
bread in his mouth, almost choked.

“Confound  1t,  fellow ™  snapped
Frskine. I was talking about my
nneie, ot the fish ¥’

1 beg yvour pardon, =ir "

Diuwving the fish course voung Trskine
kept up his harangue agamst his uncle,
the protessor. He doseribed the latfer’s
wuardianshop of himszelf as a “bit off,” as
ihe *Dbeastly hmie,” and the “outside
cdge.”  Asg the waiter deposited some
delicious-looking breast of chicken before
hite, Lie lowdly informed Locke and
Drake he was going to stand “the old
bulfer's nonsense ™ no longer.

“J won't have 1t!” he concluded
fioreely,

And he Grought the palm of his hand
down on the table with a thump that set
the wine-glasses ringing.

With an cxpression of annoyance on
his face, the waiter whisked away the
plate e had zet on the table 2 moment
hefore.  Erskine picked up his knife and
fork, dropped his eyes, gave a little

i L

pasp. and looked round the table in
anpzement.
“Well, I'm blessed ! he muttered.

“Whoere's that chicken ¥

“Taken wings, old bean!” answered
Jack Drake, with a langh. *“You told
the waitter vou wonldn't have 1t, you
kiow. ™

Alvthough, after  some  difficuliy.
Frskine vecovered his portion of fowl
the mmeident diud not improve his temnper,
He continued his gronze against his noele
antil Ferrera Locke heartily wished he
had not asked the young man to join
Drake and himself at the meal. At last
Ershine overstepped the mark.

“Tin not so dense as my uncle thinks.™
he averred., “'1 know what game the old
boy iz up to. He's misappropriating my
moitey to finance some of his beastly
seientilie  experlinents, 1f he doesn’t
congh up what’s due to me, I'll kill the
old skinfiing 1™

“8h'sh 1 hissed Locke, for he saw the
licad-waiter hovering near. “Don't be
a fool, Erskine; you know you don't
mean ihat! Now, forget about wvour
mnele, and let’s hear what you think
abouv the prospects of tho South African
crichet tean. i

So Eoche steercd the couversation into

pleasanter channels. Nevertheless, Ers-
kine retained a moroseness that made him
but a cheerless companton.

After the meal the.detective suggested
a wame of billiards, but Erskine refused.

“Then come and see me play Drake,™
smiled Locke. “T’ll give him twenty-
five in the hundred and lick him, too—
if T don’t get an attack of vertigo.”

Jesting Lightly, the sleuth led the way
to the bilhard-room, bui Erskine drew
back,

1 don’t feel it for anything to-night,”™
he said. “I think I'll get along home.
My uncle will get a surprise seeing me
back early for once in a way.”

He hade Locke and Drake good-night,
and, obtaining his hat and coat, sauntered
out of the c¢lub, The other two were not
sorry to see him go; Derrick Erskine had
proved bat boring and depressing com-
pany.,

After a hundred up, the sleuth and
Drake took their departure, briskly walk-
ing back to Baker Street, where they had
their residence. Sing-Sing, Locke’s faith-
ful Chinese servant, let them in, and
they went upstairs with the intention of
retiring early. . Hardly, however, had
they reached the head of the stairs when
the telephone bell in the consulting-room
rang loudly and insistently,

Ferrers Locke thrust open the daor,
and, moving across to hus desk, lifted the
receiver from its hook. Drake, stepping

over the threshold, switched on the
electric wght.
The boy heard Locke's inguiring

“Hallo?" and then saw the colour slowly
drain from the detective's face. With a
curt, “Yes, at once!” Locke hung up the
rfafuiwar and - turned towards his as
sistant.

“Good heavens! What iz 1t, chief ?”
asked Drake.

And Ferrers Locke replied :

“We are wanted in Dulwich at oneco.
Professor Arnold Erskine has been shot
dead !*

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Merely a Matfer of Mofive,
that

ITHIN ten minutes of

W dramatic telephone summeons,

the fast grey motor-ear, known

as the Hawk, owned by the
famous sleuth, was bowling swiftly
through the London streets, Ferrers
Locke himself was at the wheel: Jack
Drake was at his side

Despite the lateness of the hour there
wis a good deal of trafhe about, and
Locke was kept too busy driving to en-
wage in much conversation. Indeed, all
that Drake learnt from him was that the
telephone message had been sent by Jen
nings, the nrofeszor’s butler. Put out of
the tumult of thourhts which raced
through the lad’s brain one was terrific-
allv prominent—that Derrick Erskine had
fulfilled his wildly-spoken threat and had
s'ain his uncle,

(‘rossing the Thames by Waterloo
Bridee, ocke raced on ta Dulwich,
Logan Lodge, the Trskine residence,
proved to be a large mansion set back
from the road. Two policemen were
stationed outside, and & =small crowd of
curiosity-mongers, attracted by the sensa-
tional rumonr of a murder m the pro-
fessor's hovse, were gaping through the

laurel shrubbery.

Cne of the policermen immediately re-
cognised the famous private slenth as the
car drove up, and motioned towards the
house. Locke drove the car up to the
front entrance of the large, old-fashioned
house. A big enclesed car was halted
just past the porch, and a chauffeur in

Locke glanced keenly at the closed car
and the driver as he dismounted from the
Hawk.

“Naturally, o doctor’s here as well as
the paolice,” he remarked to Drake,

Runming up to the massive door he
knocked sharply. Almost at once it was
opened by a {fat, fabby-luced butler,
whose appearance was not improved by
the deadly funk he was in.

“Mr., Locke, how glad I am you've
come, sir!”  And he added in a sepul-
chral tone: *“ The body’s in ihe library,
511'..”

The sleuth tossed hiz hat on io the hall-
stand, and, with Drake, followed the
butler through the austere, oaken Lall.

“At whose suggestion did you tele-
phone for me, my man?” inquired Locke.

“At Mr. Derrick's, sir—aflor he had
done mm the poor professor.”

“You saw the shootinzg?” demanded
the sleuth sharply.

*“N-no, sir.”

“Then how do you know My, Derrick
F]r:}}:ma killed his unecle? Did he tell you
sol’

“N-ne, sir. Dut I've heard him say
many a time he’d hike to throtile the old
chap.”
~ There was no time for further ouestion-
ing just then. The butler gingerly
knocked and opened the libravy door, and
stood aside for the two visitors to enter,

A scene not unlike that of a theatrical
crook drama met the gaze of Locke and
Drake.

Spread-eagled before the hearth, with
one arm resting on the red marble man-
telpiece, was the burly, blue-clad figure of
Inspector Pyecroft, of Scotland Vard.
['wo police constables stood by a leathern
settee, on which sat a young man in
evemne-dress, his head resting in his
manacled hands. Dy a small revolving
bookease stood a man of medium height
m evenmne-dress, whom Locke immedi-
ately decided was a doctor, and the
awner of the large closed-in car he had
seen in the drive. And in the centre of
the reom lay the rigid forin of a human
being, covered by a tartan iravelling-rug,
beside which the carpet was stained a
terribly eminous erimson,

Almost directly the detective and Jack
Drake set foot inside that tragio room the
young man on the settee leaped to his

eet,

“Mr. Locke!” he cried. * Thank
heaven you've comel You—you don't
think I did—this?”

The keen grey eyes of the famous
private sleuth looked Derrick Erskine full
in_the face. The young man appeared
fully ten years older than he had done in
‘he Metro Club three hours previously,
but he did not flinch under Locke’s pene-
trating gare,

“What induced you to ask the butler
to telephone for me, Erskine?” he asked
quietly.

“Pecause the doctor telephoned to
Qeotland YVard,” replied the arrested man
in a feverish tone. “1I puessed the view
the police would take of this affair. I've
been a fool, Mr. Locke, bnrt, by gad, I'm
ngt a murderer! T sent for wou, sir, to
look after my interests and to f{ind the
=man who shot my uncle !

Ferrers Locke inclined his head
solemnly, without making comment, and
turned to Inspector Pyecroft, who had
nermitted himself the satisfaction of a
decided smiff.

“Well, Pyecroft,” he said briskly, “I
suppose I am indebted to you that this
unfortunate young man has been kept
here pending my arrivel ?” '

“That is so, Mr. Locke,” replied the
Scotland Yard man. ' As you are aware,
we members of the regular force only

neat blue livery was leaning apgainst it | wish to see justico done, and don't be-

puffing at a cigarette.
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rudee o prisoner the slightest chance of
gmvig -]Hﬁ innocence.” He took a
couple of steps forward, and, gripping
the private detective by the arm, in-
clined his head to the latter’s ear. * But
ow've walked into a blind alley this time,

. Locke,” he whispered. *'Lhis case
ia' ag plain as the butler's face. Young
Derrick Erskine was savage ‘cause his
guardian wouldn't dub up with some
money that he considered due to him.
It’s merely a matter of motive, and the
motive for the crime sticks out a mile.
That voung blood was always threatening
the old boy, and toenight he ended a
series o' bitter quarrels by deliberately
shooting the professor dead.”

“ Who were present in the house at the
time of the shooting ?” asked Locke.

4 Young FErskine, the butler, .and the
doctor.”

“The doctor ?"

“Yes: Dr. Harvey Kruse, the famous
Harley Street specialist in  tropical
diseases, was actuslly in the room at the
time. But let me introduce you to him.”

He led Ferrers Locke ansd Jack Drake
to the man standing motionless by the
revolving bookease and effected the in-
troduction. As the famous medico shook
hands Locke obtained a swift mental

icture of him from the crown of his
iron-grey head to his immaculate patent
shoes.

Dr. Harvey Kruse was of medium
height, with slightly sloping shoulders
and a massive chest that suggesfed im-
mense latent power. ITis ‘arms were un-
usually long, and his hands nwnusually g
for a professional man, "These features,
together with a broad, negroid type of
nose, a deep upper lip and swarthy
colour, gave him a fain! resemblance to
a pgreat gorilla,

*1 understand, Dr. Kruse,” said
Ferrers Locke, * that you were here in
the room with Professor Lrskine when
the murder was commitied.”

The Harley Street specialist adjusted
his pince-nez and nodded.

“1 was, Mr, Locke,” he replied in a
voice filled with emotion. “It was
terrible. The professor and T have been
close friends for years, and we have
travelled the world together. Often 1
vigit him or he calls upon me. To-night
he invited me here to advise him on
some rare drugs he is using in one of
bhis scientific experiments,”

“But the erime, Dr. Kruse—what did
you see of that?”

“T was about to come to that, Mr.
Locke. 1 was standing over there just
to the right of the manteipiece. The

rofessor was in the middle of the room
with his back to the window, which was
open slightly as the weather was warm.
Suddenly there was a spurt of flame like
a yellow lightning fash from the open
window, the professor gave a choking
ery, and spinning round, dropped in a
1eap on the carpet.”

“What did you do, doctor 7" prompted
Locke, as the other hesitatecd,

“For a second I was too amazed to do
anything. Then, naturally, T rushed to
the =ida of wy old friend, He was
moving slightly and moaning, but I
saw 1n an instant there was no hope for
him, for he had been shol through the
back in a vital spot.”

“8Bo vou did not see the villain who
committed this dastardiy deed?"”

“1 did not see his face—only his foot,
But T have no doubt whatever as to
his identity.”  ITe glared with intense
hatred at the handeuffed prisoner across
the rcom.

““Please explain yourself, doector,” said
Ferrers Locke,

“Having seen there was no hope for

Tur Macwer Liprarv.—No. B46.
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my poor old friend, T flew to the window
through which the shot was fired. Look-
ing straight out across the darkened
garden I could see nothing. Then 1
heard a sound which seemed to come
from overhead. Gazing upwards I dis-
covered to my amazement that a rope
was dangling from the window above the
library, and I saw the leg of a man dis-
appear in the window.”

As Dr, Kruse madse _ thi s statement
there was a dramatic interruption,
Derrick Irskine raised his manacled

hands and took a swift step forward, but
was immediately gripped by the stalwart
constables,

“That's a lie!” shricked the young
man., “That's a deliberate lie !”

“ Silence,” thundered Pyecroft, “or 1
will have you removed from the house
immediately,”  Turning to Ferrers
Locke, the burly inspector offered a word
of explanation of lus own, ™ “It should
be clear to you, Mr. Locke,” he re-
marked ‘‘that the window above this
library. is that of the bed-room of the
accused.”

A nervous knock sounded on the door,
and .the butder entered.

“The taxi vou ordered has arrived,
sir,” he said to Pyecrofit.

“Then my men nust be leaving with
the prisoner,” saul the Scotland Yard
man. ‘““Are there any guestions you de-
sire to put to the accused first, Mr.
Locke ?”

“1 should like to hear his account of
his own actions sinece his return from
the Metro Club.”

Accordingly, Derrick Frskine repeated
a statement alreatdy made to the police.
He had reached home shortly aften ten,
and had noticed that Dr., Kruse's car
was outside the house, He hed been
admitted by Jenumings, the butler, and
had gone straight up to his room with-
out seeing either his uncle or the visitor.
To his surprizse he had dizscovered a
length of rope attached to his washsiand
and dangling thrhugh the open window of
his room. He had hauvled it in to examine
it, and had heard shouts by Dr. Krose
which had attracted the butler and him-
selfl to the library., IHe knew nothing
whatever about the chooting.

“ Pretty thin varn—what?"” wlispered
Pyecroft to Ferrers Locke, as Hrskine
concluded., Aloud the inspector =aid:
“He's eonveniently forgotten to mention
that his own revolver with one cartridge
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expended was found on the ground below
the library window,”

Erskine drew lus breath sharply.

“Oh, I know things are as biack as
they can be against me. But I implore
you, Mr, Locke, to make a few investiga-
tions of your own before you leave me to
my faie!”

“Time's up!"” ﬁnappml
““Take the prisoner ount.’

Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake stood
silently together as the stalwart police-
men ushered the handeuffed man towards
the door. Erskine avoided their gaze, as
he did that of the butler, who stood pale
and shifty-eyed on the same side of the
room. He started and looked up, though,
as Dr. Kruse took a step towards him,
The doctor’s face was distorted with'
rage ond hatred, and, as he addressed
Erskine, his words were emitted like the
hiss of a snake.

“You diabolical young fiend! You
have killed my best friend! You will

|:l:l

swing for this!

Pyecroft.

—_—

THE THI!RD CHAPTER.
Missing—a Pair of Purple Sandals !

HIEN Derrick Erskine had been
W taken from tha room Ferrers
Locke dropped to his knees, and
reverciily he moved the tartan
travelling-rug from the body of the slain
man. llis brief exammination, however,
revealed nothing to him beyond the fact
that the professor had been shot in the
back as stated by the Harley Street
phivsieian,

As he re-covered the body and rose to
his feet, lie heard Dr. Kruse cough im-
patiently,

“It 13 late,” remarked the physician.
“I will be going, 1 can be of no further
serviee,”

“1 request that you will remain for
a short time, doctor,” returned Ferrers
Locke sauvely. " You may be of very
great assistance. T wish you to remain
pere, and the buotler, too. Uwecroft,
where is the weapon with which the
murder was conumited?”

The inspector produced a small Smith-
anil-Wesson  revolver, four live enrt-
ridges and one cartridee shell, on which
were traces of mud.

“The butler will swear that this
weapon belongs to Mr. Dervick Krskine,"
he said, “Indeed, this 15 not dented,
The vevolver was kept in a drawer in
Mre. Derriek's bed-room. 1 found it on
the  grovnd beneath  this window.
Obviously 1t fell out of the scoundrel's
hand after the shooting™

YOF course, doctor, vou don't recog-
nise this as the pistol that was used when
the shot was lived throngh the window ¥
satd Locke to the Harley Street man,

“No: I ouly canght the Hash of it
As yon see, it 1z [itted with a patent
stleneer, and the report was muflled,™

“Quite 50, murmured Locke. " Then
vou didn't hear the revolver fired,
Jennings ¢

The butler, lo whom the quezfion was
addressed, shook his head.

“T was in my room, sir, T only came
down when T heard the doctor shouting
that somethin' dreadful had happened.”

Ferrers Locke walked to the open
window and gazed npward., Coming inlo
the room again he =aid to the doctor:

“You stated that you saw a leg with-
drawn into the room above. Will you
deseribe exactly what it looked like ®"

“1 saw that 1t was clad in black with
a piece of braid running down the side,
and that 1t was shod in a patent shoe.”

“You are quite certain of that¥”

“ Absolutely.”

“Was there a light
above 7

”Nﬂ,“

in the room
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Dr. Kruse gave a grunt like a startled pig as Locke pointed the revolver at him.

He stepped back hastily, his legs striking against the stooping back of Jack Drake;

and next instant the doctor’s new patent shoes were waving wildly in the air,
(See page 206.)

“Yan saw the rope hauled up?”

(X Nﬂ-f? .

Ferrers Locke pauscd and rubbed lus
chin thoughtfully.

“0Oh, by the way, doctor,” he re
marked, ** was the professor able to make
any statement or fo speak before e
died ™

“1 did not hear him.”’

“Phank you. Now, will you just shuw
me the exact position you were occopy-
ing in the room when the shot was
fived %~

The dovtor pomted to o spot to the
right of the mantelpicce near to a finely-
wrought brass coal-scuttle.

“That is all, doctor, for ihe time being.

I should just like to hear the butler's
account of the tragedy, Pyecroft, ana
then sce gver the honse.”
" The butler's statement was soon made,
1t threw no further lipht on the affair—
an affair which scemed but too painfully
obvious,

“Was your master dead when vou
reached his side, Jennings 77 queried the
famous private sleuth saddenly.

“No gir, but he lived enly ’alf a
minute or so from the time I got to the
library.”

“Did he speak to you?”

The thick lips of the butler trembled,
and he swallowed uncomfortably,

“ Answer my  gquestion, man!”  said
Locke sharply., * Did he speak to you ™"

“Y-yes, sird’

“What did he say?”’ _

“He only said five words, sir, an’
] couldn’t make head noyp tail o' them.
He gazed round wild-like, and smd
hoarsely, * Don't break open the sandals.’
Then he choked and fell back.”

* A strange remark for a dying man
make !”? murmured Ferrers Locke.
“Are you

(o
eyeing the butler keenly.
surs he said those words?”

“That's what I made "em out to be,
gir.  Ha said, 'Don’t break open the
sandals,”  Or it may have Been *sandal’
—not that 1t makes any difference.”

“To whal was your masier referring,
do you think, Jennings$"

Tha butler appeared strangely re-
luctant to answer. He moistened his
lips, sl shifted uncomfortably [rom one

foot to th- olher hefore vouchsafing a
reply.

“I—I don't know, sir—unless il was
lo a pair o purple sandals which he
brought back from India last year with
some other eurips.”™

““ Are they in the house now "

The butler became more confused and
nervous than ever. There was a guilty
air aboui him as he tried lo avoid the
detective’s plercing gaze that was not
st on anyone present.

“J—I haven't seen them among his
curios for some time, sir, They—they're
not in the house, I'm sure, ’cause only
the other day the professor was lockin’
for ‘em.’

Ignoring the butler after this reply,
Ferrers Locke took a magnifying-glass
from his pocket and carefully examinel
the floor of the hbrary and the window.
Raising his hand, Dr. Kruse stifled a

yawn. Inspector Pyecroft tapped im-
patiently wilh his foot.
Soon Ferrers Locke rose, and ex-

pressed a desire to visit the room occu-

piedl by Derrick Frskine.  The whaole
party  proceeded wupstaira, under the
cuidance of the butler. In the bed-

room, which was plainly furnished, the
sleuth paid chief attention to the rope
which was coiled on the washstand.

“One-inch  Manilla,” he murmured.
“This end has been cut with an axe.
You noticed that, of course, Pyecroft?”

“ Fr—yes, yes, Mr. Locke!" hastily
rephed the inspector.

“The rope.” resumed Locke, who ap-
peared not to be hslening, 15 of the
type which i1s used for the pantry Lift n
some households, Do you recogmise 1,

Jennings "

** Never seen such a thing in this home
Lhelore, sir.™

“You can bet young Frskine smug-
oled 1t into the hous=e for the purpose
he had in view.” put in Inspecior Pye-
croft, “There's nothing  mysterioua
aboul the case, Mr., Locke.”

“Tnless yon eonsider the last words
of the murdered professor—the vemark
about the sandals.”

“ Pheaw 1" snoried Pyecrofi. W o

know as well as 1 do, Alr. Locke, that

!

l

a dying man is apt lo say anything. Tf
the butler heard aright—which I doubd
—you may be sure the stricken professor
wWas ﬂul:l,.r amilbon with a sudden worry
for some cherished curio, IHe had been
worried about the fact that a pair of
lastern sandals were missing, and the
thought of "em happened to come upper-
runst 10 his mind.

“Terhaps vou are right, Pyecroft,”
murmured Locke—'and perhaps you
are not. It might be worth while find-
ing those sandals. Now let us go down-
slairs again,”

As the others ambled out of the room
Locke put his lips close to the ear of his
voung assistant.

“Siay up here by that window, wy
boy,” he whispered. " When you hear
me whistle, extend your leg over the
sill and keep it there for a few seconds.
When you rejoin us in the library your
shoelace will be undone, BStoop down
behind Kruse and do it up.”

“ Right-ho, chief!”

Before returning to the library Locka
questioned the butler about the other
rooms 1n the house, and looked into a
few of them. He took particular
interest in the very fine laboratory of the
professor, a roomn filled with glass retoris,
chemicals, and electrical appliances.

Arriving back in the library, he leaned
out of the window and gave a low
whirtle, After wailing and looking up-
wards for a few moments, he climbed
out of the window and shone his torch
on the outer wall of the house,

“0Oh, DPyecroft!” he called out.
“There doesn’t seem to be any marks
or scratches on this wall.¥

Inzpeclor Pyecroft peered out of the
window Just as Jack Drake returned to
the library.

“Why should there be®” he de-
manded. I tiell you, Mr. Locke,
yon're wasling vour time. 1've made

a thorough mvestigation of the wholo
affair. Stay where you are, and I'll give
you a demonstration of the way in which
the erime was commitied.”

He went upstairs, and lowered the
rope, which was still attached to the
washaland, Next he gingerly lowered

Limself [rom the bed-room window,
“Note that neither my hawds nor
foet touch the wall,” he remarked to
Locke, slanding in the darkened garden,
Tur MacNET Lipnary.--XNo, B4D
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Finally, Pyecroft drew the fatal re-
volver from his pocket, and, maintain-
ing his hold with one hand, pointed the
weapon through the library window.

“] won't climb up again!” puffed the
stout inspector. ‘It was no difficult
task for young Brskine to do so,
though.” ’

He dropped to the ground by Locke’s
side, and both clambered in the library
window, _

“ An  excellent demonstralion, my
dear Pyecroft,” remarked Ferrers Locke.
“ Aa you have shown, il would be guite
possible for the murder to have been
committed in that manner. Er—lend
me that revolver a minute!”

Locke's quick eye had noticed young
Drake: calmly doing up his bootlace just
behind the bulky form of the Harley
Street specialist. Taking the revolver
from Pyecroft, the private deleclive
sudflenly swung round and pointed the
muzzle straight at the white waistcoal
of the doctor, .

Dr. Harvey Kruse gave o grunt like
a startled pig, and hasiily stepped back.
His legs struck against the stooping
back of-Jack Drake, and the next instant
his head struck the carpel with a thud.
His neat new patent shoes wayed wildly
in the air. _

A moment laler he got up, fuming
with rage.

“How dive you subject me to such

indignity !" he began fiercely, *1 shall
immediately ” _
“Pray calm yourself, sir!” murmured

Ferrers Locke.  “* Allow me to apologise
on behalf of my clumsy voung assistant,

I only wished to ask yvou whether you’

had ever seen young Erskine in pos-
gession of this pistol?”

The doctor was mollified by Locke's
apology and explanation. In a relieved
tone he replied that he had been un-
aware that the youlh possessed fire-
RIS

“Now, if vou are quite satisfed, Mr.
Locke,” he added, with emphasis, “1
will take my departure. ISven medicos
need a hittle sleep.”

“Porhaps vou will be good enough to
give me a lift to town with you?" sug-
gested Ferrers Locke, *“ 1 wish my
aesistant to remain here for a while,
and he can keep my car by him.”

An expression of gloaling cunning
flashed across the face of Lhe doctor
momentavilv. And it was not lost upon
Locke, even though the man was
gmiling, and expressing his acquicscence
en instant later.

Inspector Pyvecroft, too, decided that
it would be as well if he wenk Lo London
in the doctor’s car. Dut first he had to
arrange for one ol the sentry policemen
outside to mount guavd in the library,
pending the removal of the body.

While the Scotland Yard man was
slitending to this, and Dr. Kruse was
being assisted 1nto his expensive fur
coat by the butler, Ferreis Lipcke took
hiis voung assistant aside,

“ PDrake, my boy,"” he =aid quielly,
“1 want you to remain in this house for
half an Lour.  You can occupy your
time by endeavouring to discover the
whereasbouts of the pair of purple
sandals about which Jennings spoke.
At the expiration of thirty minules T
want vou to drive the Hawlk to IHarley
Street and inquire for me at the home
of Dr. Kruse. Is that clear?”

“Perfectly, chief."

“Very well, then. We need rome
more light on this case, despile the fact
that Pyecroft thinka it as clear as day-

light.,
put of the library windew after the out-
rage there was no licht in the room
above. Yet he was able to describe 1n
detail the kind of trousers and shoes on
the lez he saw withdrawn into Erskine's
window. I have sharp eyes myszelf, but
when vou put your leg over the sill to-
nicht I satisfied myself that it was im-
possible to distinguish whether you were
wearing evening-dress and patent shoes
or otherwise.”

“Then Kruse speke an untruth?”

“So I believe. He certainly did in
regard to the position which he said he
was occupying in the room when the
shot was fired. Just to the righl of the
mantelpiece, at the spot where he said
he was standing, there is some coal dust
on the oaken border of the room. It
had not been trodden in. DBesides, the
arit of coal dust easily reveals itself on
the soles of new shoes, Yet when
Kruse ‘accidentally’ fell over your
back T could dizcern not the slightest
trace of coal dust on his footwear.

Jack Drake raised his eyebrows and
whistled slightly, and Ferrers Locke
added ;

“ Whatever else Dr. Harvey Kruse
may be, he ie a most outrageous liar!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Doctor’'s Ruse !

I and a policeman at Logan Lodge,
the rest of the party set out for
l.ondon in the doctor’s car.
During the journey to town, the Scot-
land Yard man kept up a running com-
ment on the case. As a matter of fact,
ithe excellent inspector reckoned he was
on one of the simplest jobs of his carcer.
Even Ferrers Locke had been unable to
unearth any evidence to demolish his—
Pyecroft’s—theory that Derrick Erskine
had shot his uncle. Only young Erekine
had any motive for encompassing fthe
death of the professor. Yes, Inspector
Pyvecroft sucked at an unlighted cigar
|]msr::nts_-:l to him by the doctor with the
air of "a man extremely satisfied with
himself.

At his own request the burly inspector
was set down at the northern end of
Westminster Bridee.  Waving a  loftv
cood-night to Tocke, he set off to walk
tn New Scotland Yard, just along the

Thames Fmbankment.
“Tt iz late, Dr. Kruse,” murmure
Ferrers Locke, as the car resumed 1ts

journey. * Perhaps, though, you would
not mind my accompanying you home.
There are one or two other guestions 1
should like to put to you.”

“Very well, Mr. Locke,” replied
Kruse, and his tone was smooth as oil.

The car proceeded swiftly to Harley
Sireet, and the two men stepped out
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Kruse stated that when he looked,

MAVING Jack Drake, the butler, -

before a large house at the upper end of
the well-known thoroughfare,

“My housekeeper will be in bed,” re-
marked Dr. Kruse. * 1 will ask Forgan,
my chauffeur, to come round-after he
has put the car in the garage and make
us some coffee. He i1s one of the few
Englishmen, my dear Mr, Locke, who
can make gond coffés.”

“Pray don't trouble, doctor,” said
Ferrers Locke. It i1s not myv intention
to remain with you for long.”

In spite of the protest, Kruse gave the
order to the chauffeur, and then led the
way into the house. The smoking-room,
to which the two men adjourned, was a
comfortable apartment, where a fire still
burned in the grate. Talking light-
heattedly for a man who had just lost
his best friend, the doclor proudly ex-
hibited one or two quaint objects of.
silver and brass, which he had picked up
during his travels in other lands.

After a few minutes he drew a couple
of chairs before the hearth, and placed a
small mahogany tea-table between them,
No sooner had they settled themselves
than Ferrers l.ocke quietly sought to
gain the information he was seeking.

“1 suppcee, doctor,” he remarked
easnally, * that you were with Professor
Frskine on most of his recent travels in
foreign lands?” '

“We were in Japan and China to-
gether three vears ago, and paid a visit
to India last year.”

“Do you remember his purchasing a
pair of purple sandals?”

The doctor shook his head.

“T1 have no knowledge of them what-
ever,” he answered. * The first T ever
heard of sueh things was when Jennings
mentioned them to-night. Poor Erskine

was for ever acguiring curios and
objets d’art. I never saw half the rub-
bish that was foisted on to hin by
avariclous natives.”

“You did mnot Tlear Professor
Erskine's dying  reference o  the
sandals?""

“1 did not,” veplhied De. Kinse em-
phatically.  *1 thought T had made 1t
clear before that I did not hear Frskine
speak from the time the bullet  was
fired."” He rose to his feeot, “ Tixcuse
me, Mr. Locke, T will zo and see whether
Forgan has made that coffee.”

Directly Kruse had left the apartment
Ferrers Locke glided noiselessly across
ihe room and gazed into the lift shaft,
which communicated from the pantry to
the dining-room. The rope he saw was
brand new, That was all he could
learn, and, returning to his armechair, he
razed meditatively into the fire until,
five minutes later, the doctor returned,
himself bearing a tray containing two
cups of colfee. He placed this tray on
the little table, and settled himmself again
in his chair. Taking up one of the cups,
he drank some of the beverage.

“YVou will find this excellent coffee,
'ji'.l!'t'. IJ‘D{']{{?,”

The sleuth half-raised his eup to las
hips, and hesitated.

“1 wonder if T might have one of
those attractive apples from your side-
board, doctor?’ He set down his cup,
and the doctor, with a smile, rose and
walked across to the sideboard. Tuarning
to bring back the silver dish containing
the apples, Dr. Kruse saw the detective
drinking deeply of the coffee,

There was a curious gleam in the eyes
~f the medico as he offered the apples
to Locke.

“ Exeellent
fellow 7™

coffee—eh, my  dear
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Locke zat bolt upright in his chair, an
expression of horror on his face. The
lips of the other twisted into a cruel
emile, )

“What is it, my dear Lecke?’ he
Ppurred.
“Oh, I trust wyou’ll forgivé me,

doctor!” said Locke, in a concerned tone
of voice. **Dut I fear I picked up the
wrong cup. I have dronk vdur coffee in
mistake. - However, mine is untouched,
s0 yon will be able to have that.”

Whatever emotion may have torn the |

“heart of the doctor he revealed nothing
iunm ‘than a shght trembling of the
v,

“The other cup will do for me equally

as well, Mr. Locke,” he remmrked
ca.mly.
" But as he reached out his hand far ik
his knee clumeily struek the fragile
table. Next instant the cup of eoffee
went hurtling into the tiled hearth.

“How  extremely fortunate,
Kruse!” drawled the sleuth,.
~ Kruse shat a dagger glance at the man
i the opposite chair.,

“What the blazes do you mean, sir?”
e ecried. '

Dr.

“Merely, my dear doctor,” retorted-

Locke, with aggravating calmness, * that
the coffee instead of descending into the
hearth might have spoiled your very ex-
cellent Indian earpet.” .

A rumbling laugh left the lips of Dr.
Kruse, and he rose again and walked
across to the sidebeard. Locke reached
out for an illustrated magazine lying on
a shell near the fireplace. Then, like
lightning, he whipped a highly-polished
strip of steel from his breast-pocket and
shpped it in the open book,

Keeping his back to his host, he was
able to  wateh every movement of
Kruse in the polished. steel niirror. He
saw the doctor open the sideboard cup:
board and extract a citrved, pointed knife
from it. Then he saw Lhe gorilla-like
medico creep stealthily across the carpet
;qwlurds himy, the knife raised shoulder-
vierh,

When Kruse was almest directly
behind him, Locke jerked the heavy,
leathern chair in which he himself was
seglted sharply backwards,
the chair caught the doctor full in the
yielding expanse covered by his white
waisteoat, and, with a gasp of pain, the
medico  donbled uwp hke a  penknife.
There was a muflled, metallic ring as
the knife fell on 1tz pomt on the carpet.

“Your pardon, doctor!” eried FLocke,
swiftly replacing his steel mirror in his
pocket and leaping up.. “ How clumsy
of me! You dropped something, I

believe,™

The dark scowl on the leavy features
of Dr. Kruse was quickly replaced by a
di=arming. snmle,
“It was nothing,” he said. Stooping,

[

P —

Vhe back of |

—=r

When Kruse was almost direeily behind him Ferrers Locke jerked the heavy chalr
in which he himself was seated sharply backwards. The hack of the chair caught
the medieo full in the yielding expanse eovered by his waistcoat, and with a gasp
of pain he doubled up like a penknife. There was a muffled ring of steel as the knile
fell on its point in the earpet. *: Your pardom, doctor !’ cried Locke sharply. |.
. (See this page)

he picked up the knife and extended it
with its pear]l handle towards the detec?®
tive, A froit-knife for your apple, Mur.
Locke,” he remarked smeoothly,

Admiring though he did the cool
effrentery of the man, Ferre¥s TLocke
saw that he weuld gain no ebject by
remaining in Harley Street any longer.

“Thanks, Pr. Kruse!” he eaid. “I
have just remembered that apples at
this time of the vear are apt te spoil my
digestion. Should any rermembrance
cceur to your mind about the purple
sandals which belonged to your unfortu-
nate friend, the professor, you might
communicate with me.”

The doctor *himszelf showed the sleuth |

te the front door.

Y Really, My. Locke,” he saud jocularly,
in parting, ‘' after the crozs-examination
t which you have subjected me to-night,
it would almost appear as if yon guess
that T myself am the muovdever 8f Pro-
fFessor Erskine.™ ]

Htepping . oul of the house, Ferrere
Locke replied slowly and sericusly:

“T never guess, doctor. Au revoiri”

¥ery slowly he walked along Harley
2treef, momentarily expecting Drake to
put nr-an appearance. 'Then, suddenly,
the lean, grey body of the Hawk, with
Fits gleaming eyes of light, camé swinging
‘round the eorner.,' Tocke waved, and
Drake drew up smartly alongside the
pavement. .

H5ir, " exclaimed the lad, “a telephone

' message came through to Logan Lodge

far you. It is requested that you pro-
cecd forthwith to Whitehall.”
“Whitehall " echoed locke, “Whe
in Whitehall wants me at this hour of
the nmight?" _
And, imared to surorise though he was,
even the great sleuth -could not repress.
a murmur of astonishinent as the boy

replied :

“Tha Home Secretayy !

(What daes this wrgent  summons
meani Malke sure wouw vemd the seecond

brillinnt serviez: “ TPhe
fhefer ficat week's

story in this
Miszing Formiule

Maguer Naw, hoys!)
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They were experts in wmany things, but

chiefly in the art”of bragging.
momant they were diseussing their own

wonderful tr uunp]'p as-vocalists,
“Why,” said the Awncrican, looking at

his lrmumnmn through  theo smoke- TINES |

from his cigar, *‘the first time 1 sang in
puhlie the audies we literally showerdd e
'hl[ll huuqu.lih—-ﬂmwl*ﬂ af uﬂ:i*;.fu sof,
cize, and description. Bless yow, there
wore Lnuugll of themn to fill-a fAower-
!'-h":l'[]

# Faith, and I ean-beat that! ecvied
Ahe Ifishman” * The first timo [ sang
uu.-g. at- an open-air concert, and, begorra,
the audience were that {lﬂ]mghtul they
presented me with a house I

“What ! exclabped  the | Ameriean.
s l"lt*a:,np.,c! yvou with a house¥ You
gnust be off your head, man !"

*’Not a bit of it,"” rnpl:{.d Pat. U1 tell
ve, « they gml_‘ ;m‘i:-' a house. True,” he
puhh:l in a.whisper, *thty gave it to
me ‘a briek .Lt a toime !

The Right Kind Of Oil.

e —

Hh‘m-n Wils Very unp alient t!ml morn-
ing, ’tm; he was late for business ; mtd the
constamt  stoppages of the motor-bus
illmost drove him crazy.

ITe stamped his feet upon the redf of

At that {

the vehicle, thumped on the sides with
his fist, and whenever he saw a way-
farer at the top of the street raising an
i.mhrellu to..stop the car,

iterally fmntu.

“Can’t you make the thing go faster?
he ingwired, peering down at the duu,r

“No.:sir,” was the reply, “1'm getting
on as fast as 1 can.”

Brown fumed and growled for a few
minutes longer, and t.lmq implored the

driver to put forth superhwman efforts to
increase the speed.

“There's nnl;, one Hung, snid ﬂnt
worthy, “that 'ud:make 'er go faster.

“Whit's that ¥ asked Brown.

“0il,"” was the answer; "hut it’s a
special Kind: of oif, and I ain’'t got any.

“What kind of oil is it " was the
impatient Brown's next question.

“Palm oil,” replied “the driver, with
significance. *“ Hand us down a little !

Forbidden Hnowledge.

Little Jaek, aged. five,- had accom-.
panied his m::-ther on a trip to the City.
They mide the journey by tramecar..

I"rezently the conductor came round o
collect the fares, and, on approaching;
little Jack, of course, asked the usual
question :

“How old is the boy ?"

The mother informed him;
passed on to the next passenger. - But]
the lad who was the subject of - the
lm}u:r‘r sat quite still, apparently- pender-
ng Soyer qumﬂthmg, until at -list, con-;
L eluding  that full 1nformatien’ Bad “not

lie¢ became:-

then he |

boen given, hie called loudly to the con-
duetor, now at the other end of the car:
“And mother’s thisty-five !

What More Could He Expect?

Jock MecFizzlo rather {ancied -himseli
as a dog-breeder, and on ‘the ocedsioni’of
a local "':hl:l‘l-'ir liv folt: firmly convineed-thut
8 young dog he was entering would carry
off tho first prize,

So assured was Jock on this score that
he invited a select number of his speoial
cronies to be his guests at the show, pro-
mising to stand as universal banker

during the day.

But, alas! human plans, even the best
of I.hEm are never very stable.

Not merely did Jock’s dog fail to run
off with the first prize, but, to the
owner's great grief and annoyance, he
failed to secure so much as a second,
third, or even an honourable mention,

It was too much, especially after cur-
rent expenses.. S0 thﬁt, seeing one of the
judging officials, Jock rushed at him, and
exclaimed :

4 Mon, for why did my bit doggic not
i.vm the prize? Wha's - wrang’ -~ with
wn ¥

“Wrong ¥ replied the judge of dog-

{ flesh, as the’surveyed the dejected quad.

ruped in questmm “Well, to begin with;
he's about’a yard.too short in the legs! I

-slock” eyed his “bit doggie” in sheer
astonishment for a couple of seconds.
Then he turned :

“Th; mon,” he said. “ You're a fule!
{"The ‘dogy ia's Jlegs -are  touching the
dground ! .Wha' more d'ye want?”
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