THE MAN WHO CAME BACK!

(This week’s extra special story of the Chums of Greyfriars.)
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WHO IS THE MYSTERIOUS VISITOR TO THE CRYPT?

(A dramatic situation in this week’'s grand long complete story of Harry Wharton & Co, of Qreyiriars, insides.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Margan's Treachery !

i [ILLALN "
‘ f' “ Te auiet, you fool, or T will kil
you !’

“Yeon bell me to he quiet, while
there is a human figer in omy howuse, plotting
to mnrder every soul in it! Yoo shall never
let your hang-dogs in if [ ean prevent it,
not if you were Morgan the buwecaneer him-

T |

It was might, amd the =cene wa- the
chlrapeg hall of the honse of Ralph Chis-
hodmie, a rich planter, which was situated
about twenty miles from Kingston, on the
shore of Jamaiea. :

An - imtense stillness had hung over the
honse, to sagdest that all wnder its roof
were fast asleep, when a man had come dovwn
the broad staireasze, stealthily and softly,
holding & candle, and with the air of a
villain bent on evil work.

He was a powerfally-bailt man, dressed in
the sHver grey elotles of a pencefal trader:
bt hig face, which was vervy swollen., wore

a dark and cruel expressim, and his eves
were alight wille cuwaning and villainoos
trinmph.

Noisclessly he began to shoot hack the
Lolts in the ponderous front door. Anyoie
seeing him could have no doult that he wag
about to addmit robhers into the himnse.

(o the previon: «day thiz man had arrived
al the plantation. footsore and weary, and
sppareftly starving, and had soid that his
e wis Simon Seolt, and fold how he hadd
beenn vobked aod cruelly mmaltreated hy g
Harry Morgan and bz buecasneers, who had
been hwking on the sen coast.

Morgan was a Welshman, amd one of the
mast darving and ferocions  lesders of  the
bieerpeers-—-the wikd freebooters who warred
ngainst the Donz. Bht Morgan wasz not satis
fied 1o plander the Spampiards, bui preved
on and kilked even his own conntrymen il he
Lhought they had any gold worth stealing.

The so-called Simen Seott had been given
shelter by Ralph Chisholme, who was goue
of the richeszt planters in Jamaica, and wlhose
hotze was well worth plundeéring.

The planter hadd not suspected his guest at
first., but in the dead of night he was awak-
cned by snspicions soimds, and had haatily
vome dewn the stairs, to find the siranger
ct-;u:Tning the door to admit a gang of scoun-
4 LN

“1 helieve yonm are Morgan the buccancer
himseli " repeated the planter, az he theew
Lhimzelf on the treaitor.

The fight waz o despertate one, but was
waged in silence.  The villain had naturally
no wish to awaken the sleepers in the house,
wid he gripped Ralph Chisholme’s throat
<0 figirtly as to prevent him from calling
for help.

The planter had come down the slalrs =o
hastily that he had forgotten to bring a
weaapon with him, while his opponent carried
a kmife and a pistol concealed under his
clofhes, . '

There was a sudden Aash of steel, and
Ralph Chisholme fell hack with a low groan.

“Dead ™ the man wuttercd. Tt i3 well
he is out of ihe world, so that le cannot
beiray me. 1 am Morgan the buecaneer, and
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‘b trieked him finely into taking wme inlo his
homse as a poor stranger!  Now to admit
my jolly boys. Buet wherce is the key of
the door?™ :

Thera was no key in the lock, but Morgan
—far the treacherous villain was, indend,
none other than the erime stained buccancer

was kneeling by the body aof the dead
planter, to sce if he could find the key
in his pocket, when a most sudden aml un-
éxpected atlack was made on him.

While Morgan and Ralph Chisholie were
fighting, a ¥y of between nine and téen
vears had stolen down fthe etairs, This was
Arthur Chisholme, the planter's =on. Too
paralysed with horror to call out, Arthur
was for a moment rooted to the stairs. Then
he dashed down and intrepidly  attacked
Morgan.

But brave though he was=, the hov had
no chanee agaipst the bueeancer. Uripping
him fast with one arm thrown round him,
Morgan crushed the other hand over his
monuth, amd forced back his head.

He would liave strangled Lim, but af this
inocture another pewcomer appeared on ihe
N,

This was a gigantic negro, one of Ralph
Chisholme's slaves, whose name was Zuba,
and who was deveted to Arthur., He slept
in the honse a: g sort of hdman wateh-
dog, amd he had been aronaed by the same
faint zound: which had awakened his Mmaster,
and had come to 2ee what was the matter.

With the rosr of an angry lion, Zuba
tore the hoy froun the buecaneer, 1t would
have been all over with Morgan had he not
heen armed, for, strong man though lie was,
the black slave was <o much stronger that
he eonld bave cruslied him to death Lad the
fight been a fair one. :

“Ieé, you dog!”

With a savage curse the bwecancer drew
Wiz pistal, and, throsting the muozzle close
to the black’s hreazt., pulied the trigger.
Zoba flang vp hiz arms and weut down in
a heap.

With a trinmphant laugh Morgan kicked
the hody brutally; and then seized the key
and opened the door. The hafeangers, who
had been lurking eutside in the darkness,
came pouring in before the dead planter's
servants knew of their peril.

Ere dawn the evil work wasa dene. The
house had been plundered and fired, and its
Immates either killed or driven as bomelezs
fugitives hato the forest. And Morgan and
his batd had dizappeared, loaded with hooty,
and earrying little Arthur Chisholme witl
them a3 a fast prleoncr.

They left Zuba the black behind them,
thinking he was dead. DBut when they were
gone the black szlave crawied out of the
hlazing ruins, He was bleeding and scorcled,
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and his features were distorted with rage
a3 he shook his clenched fist in the air.

“The bad white man has won new!" he
cried. “ But let him beware! He shall not
rscape the Obi man or the doom of the
Orimson Cave '™

Then he erawled into the forest, leaving o
track of blood behind him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Peril in the Forest!

6 EWARE, Bir Warry Morgan, traitor!
I am the Ohi-man, who can foretell
life and death, and I warh von
thalt your crew, whom you robbed

ardd left to die, are on your track. If they

fired you out you are a dead man, and I alone
can tell you Lwow to escape them!™
The ominous words were uttered in "tha

African tongue, and the seene  wWas  the

Famaican forest, some partzs of which were

50 iense and hidden that no white man had

been known to penetrate to its heart and

then ecome back alive. .

Standing against a mahogany-bree, as if to
guard himself agaiost being attaeked in the
rear, was a4 man in the dress of a Quaker,
with long white hair and a white heard,

He wore an expresslon which, regarded aupoer-

Hepably,  looked eck  and  almost  saneti-

monions, buf which, in reality, now scarecly

cobcedled the savage, desperate gature which
lierked bencath it, like a caged tiger behind
iron bars.

This man wag Morgan the buccaneer I djs-
oipiae !

After his  attack on Ralph Chishalme's
plantation, Morgan Dhad hastened with lis
haoly-laden erew to the seashore, and had
embarked on his ship and eseaped to the
Spanish Main; but ere he had done this he
had seld litble Arthur Chisholme as & white
zlave to a villainows planter, whese home
was on the other side of the island, with.
whom he was in league, and who promised
that the boy should never have a chance
to get free and avenge his murdered father.

Bo the buccancer’s greed triumphed at Tast,
and he sold Arthur for a heavy sum in galit,
ag it was easy for him to do io thase days.

After this Morgan zailed on mauy more ex-
citing adventures, wntil hLnally he and Lis
crew had amsssed o great treasure, which
was trusted to the leader to sécire in a
anfe hiding-place until it could be divided,
Instead of doing this, however, Morgan
stole the gold, and fled to Tamalea.

By paying & hea¥y bribe to King Charles,
he not only saved bimself fromi heing
hanged, but had himseld made a knight.
- But he was afraid the crew he had
tricked and robbhed would fAnd Bim ont and
kill him; and =0 he had disguized Wimeelr,
taken a new name, aod bought latge
Lrlnnli-nth-n mear the great forest, where he
hoped to live safely and in luswry ow his
il-gotten gains, b

When walking in the forest om this after-
oo, Dowever, salide seven years after he
lad  committed the: foul ecrime at Ralph
Chisholme's planfation, Moergan was startied
to hear somc otiinou: wofd: in-the African

(Continued oi page 20.) -
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An cx-scholar of Greyfriars, who was expelled from the schoe! a few years back, vefurns to Greyfriars in the capacily
of ciricket coach. From the first it is obvious to Harry Wharton & Co. that the fellow is a wrong ‘wn. That the

Famous Five have hit the vight nail on the head in thus summing him up you will agree when you have finished

reading the shady adveniures of-

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter on the Trail !

{4 ON'T look back!”
D Bob Cherry.
) .FiEh?‘?

gt lﬁrhat?u

“We're being trailed. It's jolly old
Bunter! Let him get on with it.”

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Grey-
friars Bemove chuckled.

Tt was a half-holiday at Greyfriars,
and a glorious summer’s afternoon, The
Famous Five had turned outl of the school
gateway in & cheery party and were fol-
lowing the leafy lane towards Friardale
Wood. In Bob Cherrv’'s hand was a
large bag, and in that bag were packed
the good things required for a piciiie in
the woods. It was absolutely certain that
Billy Bunter of the Hemove would spot
that bag and guess what it contained.
Bunter had a wonderful nose for such
things.

And so Bob Cherry, happenmg to
plance back at a turn in the lane, was
not surpriced to see a fat figure rolling
in pursuit.

Williarn George Bunter was on the
irack of the Famous Five—or, rather,
on the track of the picnic. In the chums
of the Remove he took no intersst what
ever, In the picnic his interest was
deep.

But Billy Bunter was not openly stalk-
ing the five juniors. Tle was following
them with great caution.

Harry Wharton & Co., without look-
ing back, walked on cheerily down the
leafy lane, As soon as they reached the
woods it would be easy to dodge Bunier
if they wanted to do so—equally easy to
let him overtake them and bump him in
the grass. In the meantime, they took
Bob Cherry's advice and let him *get
on with it.” ‘

Prank Nugent stooped to his shoelace,
and thus took a surrepiiticus glance to
the rear,

He chzcerned Buanter.

That ifat. and fatuous yonth was ap-
parently  uwnderstudving the trailing
methods of a Red Indian. He was walk-
ing on the belt of grass beside the road
8o that his footsteps could not be heard,

murmured

—

and he kept his eyes fixed on the backs
of the Famous Five, ready to dodge 1uto
cover if they glanced over their shoulders,
Several times, with great eaution, Bunter
barked into the hedge, or flaitened him-
self behind a tree.

But the Ow!l of the Remove was
rather handicapped for playving the part
of (hinpachrook. Without his In
spectacles he could see little—and wit
them he could not see very much. 5o
he remained blissfully unconscious of the
fact that his ‘fursuit had been spotted.
Cautiously and cunningly he trailed the
Famous Five, never dreaming that they
knew ha was there and were cheerily
leading him on.

“The fat duffer ! said ITarry Whar-
ton, laughing, as the juniors reached
the opening of the footpath in the wood.
“ITe will soon lose us here.”

“No fear!” answered Bob, “‘Let him
keep it up! A walk as far ss the old
Priory will do himﬁ'oali Il whistle."

“0Oh, my hat! Don’t!”

““Ha, ha, hal”

Bob Cherry's whistle was loud and
piercing. DBut it could not be called tune-
ful. And when Bob was whisting a
tune it was alwavs a little difficult to
detect what {une 1t was,

“You see, I've got a wheeze,” zaid
Bob. pausing after a few bars, much to
the relief of his comrades. * What do
you think DBunter is tracking us down
for®”

“The grub, of course,” said Johnny
Bull.

“ Fxactly !
to pinch this bag.
let him pinch 16"

“What "

“It's nob worth much,” said Bob. It
was an old bag when I picked it wp for
sixpence last term.”

“Put the tuck " exclaimed Nugent,

“We'll tak> that out first.”

“0Oh!” ejaculated Wharton.

“That's the idea,” chuckled Dob.
“It's all in paper bags, and we can
stack them in our pockets. We'll fll
the bag again with leaves and things,
and leave it for Bunter to pinch.”

He's looking for a chance
Well, my idea i3 to

| “Ha, ha, ha!”

A Magnificent New Long

" Complete Story of Harry

Wharton & Co. of Grey-
friars, by

FRANK RICHARDS.

TH

*“Hera he comes!"” murmured Frank
Nugent,

The {ootpath, deep in the shade
from the summer sun, wound through old
oaks and beeches, thickly overhung
with foliage, which in places bhad to be
pushed aside to allow a passage thmugh.
An Indian tracker would have found
ample cover there to conceal his pursait,
But Dilly DBunter was not quite a Chin-
gachgook or a Pathfinder, His fat figurs
was in full view as the chums of the
Remove glanced back through the
drooping foliage. He was treading very
cautiously, almost on tiptoe, his {ittle
round eves gleaming through his
spectacies.

Iarry Wharton & Co. stepped from the
path into the wood. They knew almost
every inch of the old wood of Friardale,
and were easily able to pick their way
throngh to the old ruined Priory, with-
out followihg the footpaths, The {rees
and thickets swallowed them up, and
Billy Buunier certainly would have lost
the trail had not Bob Cherry’s unmelodi-
ous whistle burst forth again,

“ They

“Beasts ! murmured Bunter.
are off the path! I hope they'll stop
soon, the rotters! I'm getting tired!
DBeasts !”

A very liitle exertion sufficed to tire
tha Owl of the Remove. IHe had a great
deal of weight to carry, and it was n
warm afternoon. DBut he kept on man-
fuillly. The lure of tuck was before him;
he knew there were good things in the
bag carried by Bob Cherry, and Bunter's
mouth watered at the thought of those
good things. A dozen times at least he
had offered to accompany the Famous
Five on their excursion—even offering to
carry the bag. But the five had declined
the honour. They had, in fact, only
turk enough for five—and with Bunter
added, tuck for at least twelve wouid
have been required. 8o they resisted
the fascinations of DBunter's society—
without an effort. Hence the cautious
and surreptitious pursuit by the Owl of
the Remove,

William CGeorge Bunter left the path
and followed on through the thickness of
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the wood. Pesspiration bedewed his
podegy brow and trickled  down his {at
neck, But the tuck was alicad—he feit
ihat he was sulfering in a good cause.
Through the dusky wood Dol Cherry's
shrill whistle guided him onward.

“Beasls ! pdspod Bunter,
the thump are they going?
they stop? Deasts!”

BBt the Famcus Five still, ke Felix,
voalked on.

They were out of Bunter's sight
almgng the trees; only Bob's shrill whistle
guided him now. And Bunter did not
pucss how they were occupied. Dob
was taking the contents of the bag out,
article by article, and the various articles
were disposed of in the pockets of the
five juntors. As soon as the bag was
empty Beb procceded to refill it—with

“Whera
Why can't

quite  a  difterent  kind  of contents.
Leaves and twigs and lumps of turf,
fragments of broken branches, were

crammed into the old cloth bag till it
was filled to the full,

By that time the chums of the Remove:

weare close on the Priory—an anctent roin
aimost in the heart of the wood, The
summer sun shone down bvightly on the
crnmbling brick walls and old masses of
wmasonyy and dismantled windows., In
the old hreken doorway, of which the
npper part of the arch was gone, the

Famousg Jjve came to a stop, Not a
fragment of roof remained of the
ancient  bulding . the sun  streamed

down into it hot and unshaded, baking
ihe old mossy stones,
“Here we are!™
clincing round.
“Ta Chingacheook still on the track,
I wonder ?" grinned Johnny Bull.

“You bet! Leocok out of the corner
ol vour eye and you'll sce the giddy
lracker,”

Billy Bunicr had stopped on the edge
nf the wood. Keeping in cover—as he
pposed—he was hlin}f:iﬂ[_-; towards ihe
alted Juniors, The sun caught his
cnectacles, and they gleamed like fire
“rom the shade of the trees, and almost
the whole of his fat figure could be de-
tertoul as he peered out of cover.

“The awful chump!” prunted Johnny
Egll. “0f all the gilly asses—"

“The echumpfulpess 13 terrific ! re-
marked MHurree Jamsct Ram  Singh,
with a chuckle,

“Come on!™ said Bob,

'T'he juniors walked on into the ruins,
aid Bob Cherry’s inharmonious whistle
resounded again through those ancient
recesses.  Frank Nugent made a painful
prunace. He had & musical ear; appar-
ently Bob hadn’t.

“Can’t you think of something mare
cheerful to whistle, Bob?* he asked,
“Don't stick to the * Dead March in
Saul ' all the time.” '

Bob Cherry left off whistling to glare.

“You silly ass, T was whistling * Yes,
wo have no bananas,” 7 he answered,

i nh. mF. hﬂ.-tl !:Il

“Chuck it, anyhow, old chap!” urged
Johnny Bull. “Chingachgook can see us
now, and we're suffering for nothing.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!" g

“Br-r-r-r-r!” saild Boh.
 Chingachgook, otherwise  William
GGeorge Bunter, was erceping cautiously
into the ruing after the juniors. He was
still under the impression that he was in
vover, Sometimes his head, sometimes
his broad back, sometimies nearly all of
himm showed among the old masonry as
ite stalked the juniors across the old
Priory. But he was in happy uncon-
- eciousness of it, so it did not worry
Bunter,

. THE MAGNET LiBRrARY.—No, 854,

said DBob Cherry,
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“Here's the place I said Bob Cherry,
stopping at lasi near the old crumbling
stone stair toatb led down {o the dark
vaults under the enins. “This is the
place ¥

He slammed the bag Jdown en the
cracked Nops, ;
~"Welll leave the bag lere, the place
is quite deserted,” went on Rob, in a
loud voice, “It's all vight. Let's get a
ramble in the wood, and get back here at
four-—what 1

“(zood !

"We don’t want to carry this heavy
bag about till teatime, you know,” went
on Bob gravely,

“That's so!"

“I suppose it will be all right there,”
said Nugent solemnly. About half of
Bunter could be seen as the trailer
crouched among the masonry at a little
distance, and he was within easy hearing.
Every word came to his fat ecars,

“0Oh, right as rain!™ said Bob.

“The rightfulness is terrifie ! enid the
nahob of Bhanipur,

“Come along, then ! said Wharton.

And, leaving the bag reposing on the
old flags, the Kamous Five etrolled awav,
buck to the old shattered doorway. They
passed within six feet of DBunter, who
crouched low in cover, Like the ostrich
hiding its head in the sand, the Owl of
the Remove appavently supposed that he
could not be eeen becavze he could not
fee.  Dut as he crouched there was an
extensive view of expansive trousers, and
the chums of the Bemove chuckled as
they quitted the ruins.

Once outside they did not go farther.
With grinning faces they stopped and
looked back through the crannies of the
old wall.  Billy Bunter rose from cover,
and blinked thie way and that way, like
Moses of old. A fat prin overspread his
visage.  He had hoped fervently that he
would get a chance at Bob Cherry's bag,
but he had never anticipated that it
would be so casy as this.

“0Oh, good!” gasped Bunter,

Satisfied that the Famous Five were
safe off the scene, William George

‘Bunter made a rush for the bag. In a

motent more it was in his grasp.
A few more moments, and it would

L have been opencd. But it was not Bob's

idea to let Bunter discover the nature
of his prize so zoon. He gave a sudden
shiout.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
body about, after all.
fellows 1™

There was a trampling of footsieps,
Billy Bunter gasped. !

. The prize was in his clutch, and the
pmenickers were coming back. Tn a few
momente he would be discovered.

He thought of flight, but the bag was
heavy, the sun was hot, and Bunter was
already in a state of perspiring fatigue.
The stone stair to the old crvpt was close
at hand., With the bag in his grasp,
Billy Bunter plinged down the stone
steps.  Loose stones rattled and clattered
along with him as he went. Bunter did
not pause. It was the only safe refuge.
and in less than a minnte Bunter had
passed under the old dark arch, and was
stumbling down the steps into the erypt,
still with his valuable prize in his chrteh,

EVERY MONDAY._ PRICE2°®

There's some-
Conie hack, vou

‘THE SCHOOL AND BETECTIVE WEEKLY!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Mystery of the Vauli! -
“d A, ha, hat”

H The chuns of the Remove

roared. _

o They had a full view of
William George Bunter vanishing down
the old sieps to the ecrypt, though
Bunter was quite unaware of the faci.
They heard the clattering stones that
accompanied him, and they heard a
breathless snort below, as Bunter finally
disappcared under the stone arch at the
bottom of the stair,

““Ha, ha, ha'”

| “Dear old Bunter!” gasped Dob
Cherry.  “He always was a funny mer-
chant, but I think' he's funniest as

Uhingarhﬁpnl-:. I wonder when i will
dawn on himn that we’'ve seen him all the
time ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now for the jolly old pienie!” added
Bob.

The five juniore unpacked the good
things that had been stacked in their
pockets, bulging them very considerably.
They sat down on old mossy fragmenis
of masonry, using a larger mass as =a

table. Ginger-beer was opened, and
lemonade, and cakes and jam-tarts
turnced oui of the paper bags. Near the

ertrance to the erypt a remnant of the
old wall shaded a corner of the ruins
from the hot sun, and in this spot the
Famous Five sat down to their picnie.

Bunter, if he cmerged from below,
would pass within full view of the camp.
But ho scemed in no hurry to emerge.
He knew that they were there: un-
doubtedly he had heard them close at
hand. With the bag in his poesession, he
tid not care to show himself. The
thought of Banter skulking in the dark,
damp old erypt, in happy possession of a
bag containing nothing but leaves and
turf and roots, made the chums of the
Remove chuckle.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !” ejaculated Do
Cherry suddenly, :

The Famous Five fairly jumped, as a
sidden, startling yell came from. the
depths below,

It was . followed
another.

That 1t was Bunter who was velling
they could not doubt, but they could net
recognise his voice, so changed was it
with horror and fright, The juniors
sprang to their feect,

“What on earth
ton.

A wild shrick came from the darkness
of the crypt.

T HEI[}!”

“What " gasped Nugent.

There was a hurried trampling of feet,
A fat figure emerged from the under-
ground arched opening, and panted up
the stens. Tt was Bunter, his face white
as chalk, his eyes wide and glaring with
Fﬁrnght behind hie spectacles, He no
longer carried the bag. That had been
abandoned in his terrified flight from the
vaults, '

“Bunter!” shouted Wharton,

“Oh! Ow! Help! Ow!”

Billy Bunter staggered towards the
startled juruors and dropped on the old
Hags at their feet, almost fainting with
terrar. Harry Wharton & Co. gathered
round him, casting rather uneasy glances
towards the dark opening of the crypt.
What could have happened in those
gloomy depths to have terrified Bunter
like this? ;

“0Oh dear!” mumbled Bunter., “I—T
say, yvou fellows, thank goodness you'rse
here! Keep him off 1

“Him!  Who!” exclaimed Johnny

by another and

" exclaimed Whar-

Bull.
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A wild shriek came from the darkness ol the crypt.
emerged from the underground arched opening.

EE HE]]J 1

(See Chapler 2‘]

There was a hurried irampling ut feet, and a fat figure
“* Bunter ! ** shouted Wharton.
Bunter, staggering towards the stariled juniors.

“Ow! Help! Wow!" shrieked

L

“Hoe—he collared me in the dark!”
moaned Bunter., “He—— Ob dear! ]
Ow, ow, ow!”

Bob Cherry grasped the fat junior by
the shoulder dnd shook him.

S

“ Pull yourself together, fatty ! he ex-
claimed. “ Do you mean to sy there
was somebody in the vauwlts, and he

friechtened you?”

Biily Dunter sat up and blinked vound
him. E\*i{iﬂm]}' he had been [rightened
almozt out of his fat wits. But in the
open ailr and sunshine, and with the five
juniors round him, he recovered this
t‘mn‘amﬁ though he blinked very une
I:-L\'ain “towards the crypt.

1 wasn't frightened !
“What " roared Bob.
“Not frigchtened. Siartled a

admitted DBunter. ™' Any fellow might
have been startled, 1 dare =av  vou
fellows wounld have been [Irightiened.
Not me !’

“You cheaky owl!
at the

he za-ped.

bt

You were yelling

top of your vowee with sheer
fright!” exclaimed Johnny Bull 1in-
dignantly. ““What do vou fancy you

saw down {here,

“Oh, really,

“ Where's
Cherry.

“I dropped it there—I mean I never
had a bag! I don't kuow u.n_'l.'-thing
about your bag, Bob Cherry !’

- *“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Blossed if I see anylhine to cackle
at! I say, vou fellows, there's some-
hody in the vault—an awinl riffian-—"

“Rats! You were Inghtened in thp
dark, and thonght there was somebody,’
sald Jﬂhnﬂ}' Bull contemptunusly,

“1 wasn't!" roared Bunter, I tell
vou he's there! 1—1 thought it was a
ghost al first 2

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Y Liook here, you beasts—-""

- “There wasn't anyvbody, of course,”
said Frank Nugenl. *“*Just Bunter's
gilly funk. in the dark!”

“The funkfulpess
agread Hurree Singh.

“I tell you he collared me!
Bunter,

i R&tﬂ'l?

Fou fLml-Lj HEEN a
Bull—

the bag?" grinned Beb

tereife ™

" yelled

Mods

“Ilold omn, you chaps!” said Harry | said Bob,

Wharlon quietly. “ I fancy there's some-
thing in il. Look there.”

IHe pomnted to DBunter’'s collar,
Dunter’s collar was not exactly clean.
Il was seldom that William Uecrge was
seen in anything that was quite clean.
But there were marks on Bunterls collar

now that exceeded the limit even of
Bunter’s slovenliness, The collar was
crumploed at the back, and thick, divty

marks were on the linen, as if the collar
had been taghtly gripped in a dirly hand.
The chums of the Remoave looked, and
were convinced,

“My hat! It looks Like it.” said Bob.
“ But what on earth s anvbody scutuing

aboud the vanlts for, and why the thunip
shiould be collur Bunter?”
“I'eople often  explore these old

ruins,” sald Wharton, “We've done
20 ourselves. Bome tourist, very likely—
and perhaps Buunier startled him.”

“He hadn’t a light,” said Bunter.
“He was there in the dark.”

“Chap couldn't i}lp]uh- the vaults m
the dark,” said Bob. * Jolly likely
break hla neck, I should 1hmk llm}
place is full of old crumbling steps and
holes and pitfalls.”

“Well, he's there!” said Dunter,

The chums of the Remove were guite
puzzled.,  Somebody, it appeared, was
in the old crypt—a dangerous place to
venture in without a light. What s
business there could be was a mystery.

“'l'_ell us  exactly what Thappened,
Bunder,"” said ihe caplain of the Re-
move, at last.

“I—XI went down the mir-ph- and under
the arch,” said Bunter. “I wasn't going
farther than that without a light, of
course. I was only going to keep ount
of sight till you beasts cleared offi—I—I
—1 mean——"

“That's all night—get on!”

“Well, 1 kLpL under the arch,” said
Bunter, “and all of a sudden ‘that awiul
beast clutched at me from behind in
the dark!™  Bunter shuddered at the
recollection, “I—I hadn't
idea that anybody was there, of course,
I—1I fell awful when he suddealy mught
me by the neck——""

“Fnough to make any chap _J,uml'_u
* And what nexi, fatéy?”

the faintest

|

“I—1I yelled—""

“We heard wyou,” grinned DBob.
“You could have been heard nearly as
far as Greyfriars, I think, IDid he let
you go?”

Bunler papused a moment,

“I--1 turned on him, and—and felled
him to the ground with one fearful blow
straizht fron: the shoulder 4

“Chuck L' roared Bob, “Tell us
whal happened, you fat duffer!”

“ (h, really, Cherry i

“Bump him!" s=aid Johnoy Bull
"Bump the troth out of him—if any!”

I—1 sav. vou fellows—keep off, youo
brasts—— [ mean he le ooy MY collar
when I wvelled, and I bolted up the
steps )7 gasped Bunter, * Thai's what I
really meant to say !

“Not much difference!™
Nugent.

Harry Wharton walked over to the
entrance io lhe crypt.  His chums fol-
Iowed him.  They were porplexed and
nrystified. Billy Bunter sal and gasped

erinne:d

for breath,

“1 say, you fellows, you go down and
root him crurt ~he exclaimed. ¥ He
ought 40 be jolly well ragged for
startling me like that!"™

“L'uum alﬁng and lead us down,

Bunter.”
“I—I'm rather tired
“ Not afraid?"” chuckled Johnny Bull

“Not in the least. I lmgn I've g
more oourage than you chaps!” aaul

Bunter, “ But I'm a bit tired, Tl stay
here.” :
llart:, Wharton looked down  the

crumbling stair that led to the under-
ground arch, In ancient days the spot
had been covered by the massy buildings
of the old Priory; but the buildings had
vanished centuries since, and the once
sublerranean arch was open to the view,
But beyond it all was hidden 1n 'I'.II';H...P
darkness. It was difficult to. believe
that any man in his right scnses could
be lurking in those gloomy dt,Pt.lis, yel
plainly someone was there. There was
not a glimmer of light, and no sound
came from the silent vaults.
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hiallo 1™

clit,

Beb

you

romred

whosyer

* Ilallo, halle,
Cherry. " Cene
are!” .
Bob's voice rang and echoed ithrough
tie ruing,  But there was no answer Lo
his hail. .

“Let's go down and peol him out,”
said Bob. ‘
right to play tricks on a chap hke that.
Efig-ht have irightened that duffer
Bunter into a Ot

Harry Wharton nodded,

“Ldt's1” he assented.

The thought crossed the minds of the
juniors that they might have some stray
tunatic to deal with.  Bul ithere were
five of'then, all sturdy fellows, and
ashey were not afraid. Most of them
had matches in their pockete, Harry
Wharton led the way, and as he reached
the sunkea arch he struck a litile bunch
of matches and held them up. With
ihat wavering light to show the way,
the Famous Five entered the crypt.
Tob Cherry rolled together several of
ihe paper bags that had contained the
pastry, and lighted the roll with & match
lo use as a torch. Keeping close to-
pether with their eves well ahout them,

the «¢humse of 1he Remove boldly
entered the Jdusky recesses under the old
Priory.

In their keenness to discover the

mystery of the vanlt, they had for the
moment forgotten their interrupted
picnie.  Dut there was one who had
not forgotten,

-Billy Bunter had recovered from his
fright now., And as the Famous Five
disappeared  helow, Bonter turned his
attention to the good things spread out
in his view. He minned cheernily, and
stavted.  © Chingacheook ™ had 1railed
down the picuic after all |

-|'||

i —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Unknown !

d ALLO, hallo, halle!” roared
Baol Cherry.
[l:is powerful veice rang

and echoed through the sub-

{ereanean recesscs with a sound like
thender,

From somewhere in the darkness came
a sound of a falling stong, In the deep
gloom, someone unknown and unseen
was retreating before the juniors.

The unknown, whoever he was, was
trying to keep cut of their wav., The
chums of the Remove followed on.

Vault after vault cpened before them,
dark and gloomy, heavy with damp.
In other davs, as the juniors knew, a
socret passage had extended from the
Priory vaults to Greyfrniars—a  dark,
damp passage thut ran under Friardale
Waood and under the old school quad,
Tir those far-off days Greyfriars had been
a t of the sanie old monastic estab-
H-;Ilj'lﬁl‘:-u-nt. Bul that pagsage was now
bricked up. Venturesome fellows had
ricked life and limb in exploring it, and
the Head had ordered the passage 1o be
closed, 1L was no longer possible for
any bold explorer to follow the windings
uf the old tunnel from the Priory in the
wosl to the wvaults under the schooll
The juniors, of course, were aware of it,
and they knew that they had only to fol-
low the nnseen man to the last vanlt of
the series in order to corner him,
Siriking match after match to lighs their
way, the Famous IFive pressed on,
watchful and wary., From the darkness
whead, vague sounds came as the unseen
man retveated farither and farther.

“Muost be off his dot, T should think,”
gaid Bob Cherry, in wonder, “Tf not,
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“Wheever he 1s, he's no

what (he thomp is he doing here, and
what 15" he skulking awav for?”

“Show  vourself, wyou  =illy
shouted Johuny Duall.

No answer came from the darknes:s,

Whiz !

“Ow " roared Dob.

A whizzing fragment of =tone struck
him, and his match dropped and went
out. Bob ciapped ks hand to s face,
and velled. '

Whiz! Whiz!

With the inatchies flaring, the juniors
affered a good mark to the unspen man
in the darkness farther on.  Jageed
fragments of stone whizzed at thoem.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“ Ooooop '™

“Put out the
Wharton. :

The matches went out.

In the darkness the juniors stood to-
gether, wondering uneasily whether it
was n madman they had te deal with,
and whether there was to Le a sudden
rush at them i the shadow=<. 1Tt there
came no ound from the nnknown,

“ Hetter gpot out of this ! breathed
Nugent. “We ean't find the rotler in
the dark.”

“Come on ! mutterad Wharton,

The - junmiora picked their  waxy
cautiouszly back to the arch. It wasz not
an easy task in the dark, and they did
not care to burn move matehes to guide
the mussiles of the unkovown enepiv.
They reached the arch at last, and
clamibered up the old steps into the sun-
shine again.

There they looked at one another,
There was a ent on Bob Cherry's check
where the stone had struck himn, and
both Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh had bruises. DBob Cherry dubbed
the cut with his handkerchief, which was
spotted with red,

“The rvotter!” he muttered T

oty well make hin sit up for this, whae-
ever he 150 Woe'll wait here till he comes
out. Ile’'s bound to show up zooner or
later.” .

Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh rubbed his
shoulder. Ile had a rather painful
briise there,

“The esteemed and execralle rascal s
azking for a terrific thrashinines<" he
said.

“ And he'll get a1t when he comes out ™
erowlad Bob., ' Let’s get on with the
giddy picnie, and wait for him.”

“Good eop !

“Tlallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter ”

There was a shout of wrath from the
Famous Five. They had hecen about a
quarter of hour in the vaults under the
Priory. 1In that quarter of an hour Billy
Bunter had been very busy, His fat
jaws had never slacked down for a
moment.  Never had fifteen minutes
been put to better use. Searcely a
crumb remained of the pienie, and Billy
Bunter, with a fat grin of =atisfaction
on his face, was breathing rather hard
after his exertions,

“I say, vou fellows—— Bunter
jumped up as the wrathful juniors came
foward him, “I—I say !

“You've scoffed our picmwe!” roared
Jobnnv Ball.

“IT—I've had a—a snack!”
Bunter. “But it's all right!
the bag, you know.”

“ The bag ¥ gasped Bob Cherry.

“Yes, 1 dropped it at the hotiom of
the steps.  It's still there. It's crammed
full,” said Dunter. '

Bob Cherry stared at the Owl of ihe
Remove speechlessly. The bap which
Bunter bad captured was, nndoubtedly,
cramimed [ull; and Bunter still supposed
that it was ecrammed with tuck. But
Bob Cherry, who had crammmed the bag

ass

light ! exclaimed

b1

gasped

There's.

roots, for Bunter's benefit, certainly was
not inclined to pienic on the contents of
the bag,

*TTaven't. you brought the bag up,
vou fellows " inauired Dunter, * You'd
better get it.  That rotter down tifere
may eollar it, you know, and scoff what’s
m it”

“The scoff fulness is not likely to be
terrifie,” grinned Hurree Singh.

“You—vou—vou—->=>" gasped Beb
Cherry. It really looked as if Bob's
little joke with the bag was coming
home to roost, as it werao,

“TIt’s all right,” said Bunter. “I sup-
pose vou're not going to make a fuss
about these few things I've had, when
vou've got a bagful of tuck yoursclves.
I'll pay for these things if you like,” he
added, with lofty scorn,

“Will you? -Bhell out, then !”

" Remind me to-morrow,” said Dunter.
“I'm expecting a postal-ocrde *

“What 7"

“ A postalorder—from  one ol my
titled relations,”  explaimed  Bunter.
“Remind me, and T'll square.  Better

remind me, as a trifle hike this might
slip my memory. A wealthy fellow
can't be expected to remember paltry
trifles like von chaps do.”

“Serag him 1”7 gasped Bob.

“Tleve, 1 s=a¥v, varcooooh!”
Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove turned to flee.
As he fled, Bob Cherry lot ont a heavy
boot, it ecame with a terrific mmpact
upon Bunter's ticht trousers, and fairly
lifted him on his way.

"*Whaooop "

Bunter fied for his life. After him
went Bob Cherrey, letting out right and
left alternately, and the Owl of the
Remove, wvelling frantically, was fairly
dribbled out of the I’riory.

He vanizhed into the woaod, still yell-
ing, and Dok returned in & rather
breathless state to his comrades.

“DBunter’s gone, anvhow [ he grunted.
; *I‘IE{:- is the picnic!” said Nugent rue-
ully,

+ “The gonefulness is terrific.”

“There’s still some ginger-beer left,”
said Harry Wharton. “ Let’s be thank-
ful for =mall mereies. 1t's all the fauit
of that rotter in the vaults, whoever he
te, and we'll take it out of his <kin when
he shows up.” '

“Yes, rather ™

The chums of the Remove were quite
determined to square accounts with the
unknown lurker of the vaults., They
finished the ginger-beer, and then sat -
down to wait near the entrance to the
crvpt, keeping silent, and keeping in
cover among the old mossy fragments of
masonry, Sooner or later, they felt cer-
tain, the unknown would show up, and
then they were ready to eollar him and
make hitn give an account of himself.

But it was an hour or more befora
they heard a sound from the crypt.

A loose stone rattled on the steps,
and the juniors exchanged glances; they
knew now that the man was coming.

Wharton peered from behind his
cover, amnd watched the opening of the
stone stair. A man rose into view there,
dusty and dirty from the vaunlts. Heo
was a man of about thirty, with a hard,.
clear-cut, clean-shaven face, and keen,
watchful eves. Ilis  watchful eyes
glanced to right and left, with foxy
wariness, as he emerged into the sun-
light. Bot the juniors were not to be
seen, and the man stepped out, and
started off for the old =hattered door-
wayv. As he did =o, the five juniors
leaped up as if touched by the same
spiirmg, and rushed at him from all
s1des.

roared

with leaves, and turf, and moss, andl *“Collar him!” bawled Dob Cherry,
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The man uttered a startled gasp, and
hroke into a run.  But the chums of the
Remove were upon him in a moment,
and he was collared, and came dowr
on the old fagstones with a cia-h and a
wild yell,

-
S i —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,  {!'

Nothing to Say !

ki pT hvims T
' “Fair cateh I
“Ha, ha, ha 1"

The Greyfriars
laughed breathlessly, The man of ihe
vaults had fairly fallen into their hands;
ihe capture had been swHt and casy. He
struggled angrily, savagely, as they held
him, but he had simply no chance with
live pairs of hands on hin, The Famouos
Five held him with perfect case, '

[Te ceased to struggle, and panted, an
nitered a string of fierce words—words

that were by no means switable for
vouthiul earz te hear.  DBob Cherry,
without ceremony, knocked hiz head on
the hard flags, and the man vyelled
furionsly.

Y Shut v, you roiten blackguacd, ™ said
Iob.,  “If vou want another knock,
vou've only golb to swear again, you
rotter !V

A loud malediction was the answer,
and Bob, with a grip on the man’s

cars, promptly repeated the knock,

“Ow! Oooop!” roared the prisoner..
“Tert me go, you young scoundrels!]
ITow dare yvou touch me? Reloose me
at onee, vou rascals!”™

“That's all right,” said Bob cheerily,
“You can slang us as much as yon like,-
old bean. DBut vou musin't swear., It's
naughty '™

P it Tl T ™

“Take it calmly,” said Harry Whar
ton.,  *We're not going ta hurt you,
thongh vou jolly well hort some of us
with those stones in the vaults.”

“The hurtfulness of my esteemed and
vonerable self was great and consider-
abile,” declared Ilurree Singh.

The man stared at him.

The nabob of Bhanipur had a flow of
langnage that often had a surprising
citect on strangoers.

“Let me go! What have you collared
me for?” growled the man. *TI'm doing
no harm here, I suppose.  Like your
confounded cheek to lay hands on me, .
I think.”

* Like your ditto check to bung stones
at wus mm the vaults,” retorted DBob
Cherry., “ You cut my cheek with one.”™

“"You shouldn’t have followed me.”

“Then wou shouldn’t have collared
Bunter and frightened him oat of his
~wits. What did you do it for?”

“Mimnd your own business!
go!l”

“Any hurry ?” smiled Bob.

The juniors were not in the least dis-
posed to be kind and gentle with the
fallow. His outhurst of brutal language
vhen thev had collared him, and durin
the struggle, showed that he was a goo
deal of a “bhad hat.” They were quite
determined to make him explain himself
Lefore they let him go. What his game
could have been, hiding in the vaulis,
was a mystery, Lut his actions had
been, to say the least, suspicious. They
would not have been surprised to dis-
cover that he was a law-breaker of some
sorf, '

The man stared at them with knitted
brows and ghnting eyes. It was plain
that his savage temper was still upper-

1

Let me

juniors | 3

most, though he did not venture to speak
as he wonld have liked to speak.
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them.
matches went out.

Whiz ! whiz ! With the matches flaring the juniors offered a good mark to the

unseen man in the darkness furiber on.
““Oh, my hat !” exclaimed Wharton.
** Better get out of this ! '’ breathed Nugent,
find the rotter in the dark !’

Jagged fragments of stone whizzed at
““Put out the light !’ The
“* We can’t
(See Chapler 3.)

“ Look here, I'm in rather a burry,”
he zaid at last.

“Is that why
least in the
lau‘ghing,

“That's no business of yours, hang
you !”

“¥You're going to explain what you!ve
beenr up to there, and what it all mneans,
ahyhow,” said Wharton.

“I shall tell you nothing !

- “Then we'll sit on you till you do!”
grinned Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The. man made a sudden effort, and
wrenched himself loose. Hae sprang to
his feet, and ran awav. But he was
not given time to escape,  Bob Cherry
caught his ankle as he leaped away, and
the man came down again with a crash
and a yell of pain,

“Bag him!”

“Got him!" grinned Johnny Bull,
grasping the fallen man by the collar.

vou skulked an hour at
vault=?"  asked Nugent,

“Oh!  Ow!  Oh!”  pgasped the
prisoner. “*Oh, vou young villains! I'll
have wou locked up for this! Ohw !

Oh 1™
“I'm not so jolly sure that you're not
the kind of fellow to be locked up,”
said Harry Wharton coolly. “ You're
up to no good here, that's certain.
Are you going to explain vourself?”
“I've got nothing to explain,” panted

. Twa | the man,
knocks of his head on the hard flags had 1
taught him ‘a reeded lesson, ' i

“What were you doing in the vaulis 1"
“Find out.”

“Why did
scare hium **

No reply.

“Why did vou wait till vou thought
the coast was clear before coming up
out of the vaults ¥

“Find ont.”

“Ile’s a shady rard of some sort,”
gald Nugent. “DBut I'm blessed if [
can guess what his game is.”

“ Bump him,” suggested Bob Cherry.
“A bump or two will shake the iruth
out of him.”

" You young rufhans—

“The bumpfulpess iz the praper
caper,” declared Hurree Jamsct ilam
singh, “Give the esteemed and «is-
gusting rotter the kvbosh.”

“ILet me go!”  roared
struggling savagely. ;

“Are you going to explain yourself "
demanded Wharton.

“No!”

“Bump lum ! said the captain of the
Remove.

The man struggled wildly as he was
crasped in five pairs of hands,  and
bumped om- the flags. A ternilic yell
rang throngh the ruined Priory.

“ive lnm another!”™ said Bob,

Bump !

“Yoooooooop !

vou clutch at Buntér and

L3

the man,

“And one for luck,” said Johnny
Bull. : -

““ Ha, ha, hal”

Dump !
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The man roared like a bull. But i
was evident that he intended to give
no explanation of his strange conduct.
Tiis face was convulsed with fury and
malice, and only the fear of further
ponishment kept back the torrent of
curses thaterose to his lips. :

“That's enongh,” said Harry Whar-
“T'm pretty suve that he's a bad

TidEla f
lot, and up to semecthing shady. But I
suppose that's not our business, 1 dare

cay he'y sorry by this time for chucking
stomes ab us,  Let the rotter hop.”
The man was released. He scrambled
to his feet, and his hard, strongly
varked face was turned on the jumors,
inflamed with rage and hatred. He
Tenched his fists, as if disposed to rush

e them;  buof, f::rrtunﬂtql;-; fm;ﬁimaeif,
he resirained that desire. They re-
carded him coolly, not in the least

disturhed by the anger and evil in the
hard fade. g "

He muttered something indistinctly,
jammed his hat on his head, and
reampoed  away.  The Famous  Five
watched him as he disappeared inio the
";"n'ﬂl']ll,

“That's a jolly quec
marked Bob Cherry.
conld he have been up to

“ Goodness knows 17 ; .

“ITe had a lantern in hiz pocket,
enid Nuogent. Ile must have heen
aaploring the place. I suppose he shut
ot the light when Bunter went down,
- as not to he scen. Bot why the
thump shouldn’t he want io be zeen?”

Harry Wharton shook his head. He
was completely mystified, Dob Cherry
raubbed his eut cheek., _

“ Anvhow, he will think twice h}:!'m‘ﬂ
Lt bungs stones at fellows agam, b
caid. *Wheever he is, and whatever
e was up to. he's a rofter, P:-HtI he
was up to no good. Bother him T

And the Famons Five walked out of
the ruins, and tonk the voad 1o Grey:
fiiars, ‘The piemic was ol 7 —very
much off, owing to William George
Tunter, and it was necessary to get Liome
ic tea. As they walked back to the
ool the chums of the Remove thought
a good deal about the mysterions affair
of the Priory valuis=—without being able
to guess @ solution.  They tlismizsed
ihe matter feown their minds at last—
not supposing that they would ever see
the man agan, They little dreamed,
just then, how soon they wotld see him
again, and where,

roeustomer,” re-
“YWhat on EELIl"I;l
in the vaults®’

P

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Bob Cherry !

f LAGDEN "
B Dr. Locke, the Head of Grey-

friars, repeated the name, with

a slight stavl, and pursed his
li13e. He starcd over his glasses at
"T'rotter, the page, who stood walting.

“¥azair 1 said Trotter, )

“¥Vou mav show him in, Trotter,
eatdd the Head, after g long pause,

“ Yessir.”

Dr. Locke f{rowned thoughtfully as
Trotter retived.  The name of the caller
«rem to have awakened assocrations m
the old gentleman’s mind, and not of a
p-easant sort,

He glanced up and rose to hiz fect as
the wvisitor enteved.

“Mr. Blagden ™

“Yez, Dr. Locke,™

The headmaster of Greviviars =cruti-
niscd him. He saw before im o young
man of about thirty, with a hard, elear-
cut face, and keen eves that secemed
sirangely wary and watchful,
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i “1 would gladly help you,”

“T do not gnite recognize vou.” s=and
Dy, Locke quietlv, “but 1 presume that
vou are PPhilip Blagden, onee of the
Sixth Form of Greyfriars?”

[ '3:""3&'.” i

“ Expelled from this =choal long ago ¥
sald the Icad. -

“Yes, and with reason, az T must con-
fess,” zaid Blagden. * No doubt vou
are surprised to see me again, Dr.
Locke 77

“1 ami more than surprised,” said the
Head coldly, "1 certainly never ex-
pecied to see yon or hear of you again,
It 15 cortanly no nleasure to moe”

“You are not micresied in the career
of an Old Boy of Greyfriars?” said
Blagden,

“1 do not regard you as an Old Boy
of Grewvfriars, You were expelled from
the school, at a time when I had not
been long here as headmaster. Y o
richly deserved it. You were guilty of
wild and reckless conduct voursclf, and
of leading others inta the same covvses,”

“1 addut ef, siv. et that 15 many
vears ago, and surely there is abways
room  for  repentance,” sald Blagden

humbly,

“No doubit, no Janht,” zaid the Head,
his stere manner relaxing., I you have
repented of yvour follies and faults '

“1 can assure vou on that pomt.”

“1 am glad to hear it,” said the Head,
“8it down, Mr. Blagden, and tell me
why vou have called,”

The Head's manner was not cordial,
but there was a trace of kindness in it
now, He s=at down, kis eyes,; over his
glasses, fixed on his wvisuor., Blagden
was I'E_"h!li_‘l."fﬂhh', hirt somewhat shab i]}’_-
dreszed ;. ithe howler hat he held in his
hand had seen serviee. e did not look
as if he had prospered since leaving
Greyfriars School so long ago.  The
Head could sympathize with a man who
was down on his luck, and he realised
that the faults—even the sins—of the
boy should nou be visited on the man,
It was ouite passible that Mr, Philip
Blagden was quite a different person
from the one-time Blagden of the Sixth
of Greyfriars,

“1 have been unfortunate, Dr. Lacke,”
said Blagden, with the same humility of
manner, ‘1 frankly confess that alior
lecaving tha school in disgrace T went
from bad to worse, I was dependent on
my uncle, who practically wast me off.
He dicd a few years later. and I was left
on mv own resources, When the War
came I joined up as a private. Since
the War——" lle hesitated.

13 "l""FE.]I ?."J‘

“Since the War T have done little
good, but I have kept straight, There
is little room for zsieh as 1 in the Iabour
market. What I learned at Greviriars
ig of little eommercial value, and I have
forgotten maost of it, You may remember
that I was a good ericketer—-7"

“1 remember you were captain of the
cricket eleven,”
“That 15 =0,
I am here,” saud PBlagden,
that you might help me, =ir.”

“Tn what way ?"

“Possibly by an appointment as games
master at my old school——"

“Quite impossible ! satd the Head de-
cidedlv, “'The post i3 already tilled, for
one thing.”

“ At least T am qualilied to act as
cricket coach to the bove, 1 ask little —
next to nothing—in the way of payvment.
Give me a chance of carning my bread
honestly, and I ask no more than that.
(zive me a chance of proving how 1 have
changed since the old days when you
knew me as a foolish and reckless hoy,”
zaid Blagden earnestly. '

There was a long pause,

Tt iz for that veason that
“1 hoped
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said the i

Head, at Iast, “bhut ne man can be
admitted 1o this school whese character
15 not above suspicion. T am willing 1o
helieve the best of vou, but your past
does not mspire confidence.”

“1I know 1t! Buk if 1 can prove to
vou that, although luck was against me,
I have carned my bread honestly since
the War——"

i ﬁ-ﬂ” I'!,-'”l{ (]IJ Eﬁ?‘?

“1 cat,. T have heen to sca as a
commion seaman before the mast, 1
have my discharge papers, and can refer
you to my late skpper and his owners. ™

Dr. Locke pursed his lins thoughtfullv.

“It was a fall in the world, for a
trreyiriars man,” said Blagden bitterly.
“Bul I know that I threw myv chances
a'.-.wu,“)", and at least I have done honest
work and earned my bread.. I sailed
under an assumed name—that of Brown,
No one here need ever know that an old
Civeviriars man werked hefare the mast.
From voi of conrse, 1 should not think
of concealing atytling. ™

There waz another long pause.

Blagden waited patiently, respectfuliv,
humhbly, His eves were on the floar,
but they were as watchful as ever, and
he did not lose a single shade of expres-
stion m the Head's kind eld farce.

"I will conzider this matter,” said Dr.
l.ocke, at last. “Fur be it from nme to
be havd upon one who has sinned and
vepented,  But I have my boys to con-
stder, and I can leave nothing to chance
i such a matter. [ shall consult with
Mr. Quieleh and take counsel with him.
aral af investigation should prove your
statements to bo correct, you may rely
upon my assistance,”

“That 13 all T can azk, sir.,” =aid
Blagden., “T am sure vou will under-
stand, sir, what it will mean to me io
be back at myv old schoel, In any
capacity, [ have kpnocked about the
world for years. I have no home, and
no relative that carves to be troubled wiih
me. The thought of Greyfriares has
always taken ihe place of the thought
of home with me.”

“T nnderstand that,” said the Head,
and his look was very kind. “But in
such a matter as this, Mpe. Blagden, I

carnot posaibly aet inoa hurrv., Where
CiLh L communicate with veu "
At the Courtfield Avms, T have a

-raom there,”

¥

“Very good.” The Head reflected for
a few minutes, Blagden watching him
intently, though he did not appear to be
looking at him. “Will you call here to-
mofrow at the same hour, and 1 will ask
Mr, Quelch to be present—I rely very
much upon his judgment—and we will
go maore deeply into the matier.™

“Thank you, #ir.”

Blagden rose, The ITead touched a
hell, and Trotter appeared at the door.

Dy, Locke hesitated a second, and then
held out his hand 1o the young man,
Blagden took it with great humility, and
then followed Tratier [rom the study.
Dr, Locke resumied his =eat with a deep
frown of thought upon his brow, as the
study door closed.

Blagden followed Troticr down the
passage. A junior of the TNomove was
coming along from the onposite dirertion
with a sheal of impot paper in his hand.
It was Bob Cherry, who had a hundred
lines to hand in to the Head —the
penalty for descending the big staircaso
by way of the baiizters instead of the
stalrs.

Blagden started as his oyes fell on Bob.
At the same moment Dob Cherry noticed
him, and nttered an ejaculation,

“Mv hat! You here?” |

Blagden hurried on. Bob Cherry
turned in the passage and stared afier
him blankly. \

“Great Beott!” he exclaimed,
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In a mystified =tate Bob weni on to
the Head's study and handed in his
lines. Then he sought Trotier, who had
cshown the visitor out. IPhilip Blagden
was striding away towards the gates,

“Trotter, old duck!” cxclaimed Bob.
“Who was that rmerchaont?”

“Name of Blagden, sir,” =aid Trotter.

“He's been to see the Head ¥V

“Yes, Master Cheiry.”

“Well, my bat ! zaid Bolb,

Bob Gherry returned to f

he Remove

passage in a very bperplexed frame of

mivul, Ile looked 1 at Study No, 1,
- i

where ITarry Wharten and Irank

Nugent wpre at tea,
“Iallo, hallo, hallo!

think I've seen?”

“You'd never guess.”

“Well, if we'd never guess, no good
trving,” remarked the captain of the
LRemove, " Who was it /7

*That rotter "

“What rotter ¥ Lots of them about.”

“The chap we handied the
Priory last Wednesday.”

“0Oh, you've scen him 7" exclaime:d
Nugent. *“You've been out of gates?”

“No; I've just been to the beak with
my lines,”

“Then how

“His name’s Blagden, and he's just
called on the Head !” anid Dol “ e’
only just gone. T think you'd see him
from the window.™

Wharton and Nuogeni, in great sur-
prise, jumped upoand rae to the window
of Study No. 1. They were in time to

Whom do you
exclaimed Bob.

at

LFPLE e e i

old

sop Blagden disappenr 1o the divection ol
the pates, :

“That's the man®” a:ked Nugent,

“That's the werchant !
thump could he want at Greyfriars?”
=aid Bob., " What was he doine in the
ring the other dav?  And what's he
dloing heret?  The ITead can’t know
him.”

“looks as if he doeos. as
called,” said Harry Wharton, "It's a
bit of a puzeie. 1'm pretly certain that
the man's a bad hat "

“Jolly sure of it!” said Bob cmphatic.
allv. “A fellow who'd swear as he dud
can't be much class, ITe's a bad lot.
Liooks to me - 1f the llead’s making nn-

the rman

desirable acquainiances—a thing he's
often warned fellows agamst.”

“11a, ha, ha "

“What about dropping in on the |

Ilead and warning hun thal evil com-
munications  corropt  good  manners ¥
grinned Bol.

“ Ha, bhua, hal"

The chums of the Bemove chuckled;
but they were puzzled. Thoy had never
expected to see again the mvsterious man
of the Priory ; and to find him calling on
the Head of Greviriars was distinetly
perplexipg. 'That he was some sort of a
bad character they felt assured—but the
ITead could not be supposed to number
bad characters on his list of acguaint-
AnNCes,

“It's a giddy puzele [ said Dob,

And his chums agreed that it was.

[ S PE ST SRR S

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Stariling News !

ué SAY, vou fellows—"
I “Pan’t !t |
I say, there's news, vou know,”
, sald Dunter, unhecding, “ You
fellows never hear anything until T tell
you, you know.”
Bob Cherry grinned.

—

Mow what the

“You'll always know the news first,
s0 long as they make keyholes to doors,
Bunter,”- he remarked,

*0Oh, really, Cherry—""

1 The five were uin%
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** Collar him ! ** bawled Bob Cherry. The man uttered a startled gasp and broke
into a run, But the ¢chums of the Remove were upon him in a moment, and he
and came down on the old flagstones with a crash and a wild yell.
“Got bim! " exclaimed Wharton grimly.

was colla

S L ———

- -

—— e

{(8ee Chapler 3.)

-

“What's the giddy vwews now 7 Coupgh
it up and get it over. L con see weve
yot to have it.”

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at the
Famous Five. This reception was not
really grateful or comforting to the Owl
of the Remove., DBut Billy Bunler did
not depart in dignity with his news un-
told.  Iis inqguisitiveness in gathering
information was only equalled by his
eagerness to npart it when gathered.

“It really concerns you fellows more
than me,” he said. “You nced more
coaching at cricket than I do.”

“Oh, my hat! Do wel”
Johnny Bull,

“Of course! I don't suppose 1 shall
want anything from the man—not a
fintshed cricketer like me,” said Dunter.
*But vou fellows don’t amount to much
—frankly, ¥ou know. Look at your
batting, {'rinstance, Bob Cherry.”

“What’s the matter with my batting *”
breathed Bob.

“Life's too short to tell you all that,
old fellow,” answered Bunter cheerily,

Bob Cherry glared at the fat junior,
but his glare gave place to a grin. It
was nol worth while being angry with
Dunter—and the Owl's cMcket criticisms
really did not matier very much,

It was over a woek since the affair of
the Priory, which the chums of the Re-
move had almost forgotten by this time.
The summer weather waa glorious, the
cricket season was in full swing, and the
Greyiriars fellaws, for the time, were
living, breathing, and dreaming cricket.
down to Little Side
unter rolled up with

gasped

after classes, when

-

‘a civil chap, you know,”

news to impart—and little as Bunter's
newsz interested them as a rule, his men-

tion of cricket excited zowne faint iteresi.

Apparently his news had zomething to
do with the preat summer game—which
to the Famous Five was, at present, the
cluef thing going on in the universe,

“What's that about coaching? And
who's the nman you're talking about?”
demanded Harry Wharton. * You dou't
mean to say you've heard we're getting a
new games master 7" .

0Oh, no; only a coach;” said Bunter.
i . : i

A special ericket coach -for the Lower

Forms.” o R

“0Oh,” said Bob, with interest. “I
don't kuow that we want one.; but sonie
of the fellows do. Skinner could do with
some tips on cricket—and somebody (o
make hig play., So could you, Bunter.,
I hope the new coach will be empowered
by the Head to boot fal slackers.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“He's not likely {o know more abouf
the game than T do,” said Bunter, with a
sniff.  *“I say, he’s coming to-morrow.”

“Is it on the board 7" asked Nugent.

“Not likely; I always get the news
first,” =aid the Owl of the Remove com-
placently. “I heard Mr. Quelch speaking
to old IHacker about it—and Wingate
knows, too. I heard Wingate mention if
to Gwynne of the Sixth.”

“Well, let the jolly old couch come,”
said Bob. “I'll ask him what he thinka
of my late cut.” '

“I don’t suppose he'd tell

you, if he's
said Buunter
brightly. Fes

Tur Mac¥ET Lisrary.—No. 854,
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“Wha-a-at ¥'* roared Bob.

“Jla, ha, ha ! -

“ Rut that isn’t all,” went on ihe fat
junior. “The coach chap is an old Grey-
friavs man,” . _

““Oh, that’s interesting, anyhow,” said
Johuny Buall, “Sure cf that, Bunter”

* Yes, rather! Quelchy mentioned it
te Hacker, and Hacker said he remem-
bered the man, He was hére at the
time, ™ .

“ Andawhat's his name ?” asked Bob.

© Blagden !”

The Famous Five came to a sudden
halt. They stared at Billy Dunter 1n
hlank surprise. That name fairly tock
their breath away.

* Blagden ! repeated Bob. :

“Yps, that's the name! THe was
Blagden of the Sixth when he left Grey-
Iriars, 'ever so many years ago.”

“ 1mpossible I

Punter blinked at five astonished faces.

“ T say, you fellows, do you know any-
thing about him ¥ he asked., * You can

tell me, of course !
had no
but Ins

Cricket and ericket coaches
interest whatéver for DBunter;
thirst for information was insatiahble.
sure of the name?”

“Are you £X-
claimed Wharton. —
“Yes, of course—Philip Blagden. lle

was captain of ericket in his time—not
captain of the school, though. They were
{wo jobs at that time; he wasn't both,
itke old Wingate now.” :

“ It can’t he the same man !” said Bob
at last, looking at his chums., ** After all,
| «irppose there are lots of Blagdens.”

“1t's not a commou name,”  said
Nugenit,

*No, but there st be lots. Tt simply
cain't be thas merchant who's coming
heve as ericket coach.™

* Impossible 1" said Johnny Bull,

“The likeliness i1s not terrific,” said
Hurree Singh. “The Head would not
be such an esteemed and venerale ass.”

“T say, you fellows, what are you
talking about?” howled Dunter, boiling
with curlosity by this time. *“ Do you
knew anything about an old Greylriars
man named Blagden?"

“Oh, lots!” said Bob.

“Well, what do you know, then?”

Beb Cherry grinned, Without discuss-
ing the matter, the Famous Five realised
that it would not do fo tell the tattler
of Greyfriars what they knew. 1If the
new cricket coach was in fact the
mysterious man of the Priory, it was
unnecgssary to make the maticr the talk
ol the school,

“What do you know, I say?"” howled
Bunter eagerly,

“3hall I tell you what I know " asked
Bob seriounsly.

“Yes, ves! Go It, old chap!”

“We know that a still tongue shows a
wise head,” said Bob.

--Ehﬂj‘l:l

“ Aud that silence 1= golden,” went on
Fob Cherry.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows—

" inod-bye, Bunter!”

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on te
Pattle Side, leaving Billy Bunter blinking
after them 1n a siate of burning curiosity
and annoyance.

The chums of the Remove were per-
plexad and rather troubled. At first it
had seemed impossible that the Head
canld have engaged, as cricket coach for
the junlors, a man whom they could not
Lelp looking upon as a suspicious charae-
ter. But on further thought they realised
that it was practically certain that the
man was the man of the Priory.

It was not a common name, PBesides,
the man of the Priory had called on the
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Head a weck before, evidently having
gome business with him. It seemed that

-this was the bhusiness,

Thinking it over, the juniors could not
help coming to the conclusion that the
man was the man they had handled at
the Priory, and 1t was surprising to
them, and rather disturbing.
ever the man's mysterious business had
been in the ruins, they were certain it
was something shady, though they eould
not guess what it was. The laiguage he

had used on that oceasion was sufficient §

to show them the kind of man he was,
of which “it was quite certain that Dr.
Locke must be unaware.

Neecdless to say, the Famous Five were
keen to see the new coach on the follow-
ing dav., In the meantime they sagely
decided to say nothing of what they
knew. Whatever they thought of the
man, they had nothing definite to allege
against him, and it was obvigusly a case
where silence was golden,

On the following day Bunter's news
was  conbivmed,  The coricket coach
arrived at Greyiriars School.

Aflter classcs, as the Remove came out
of their Form-room, the Famous Five
sighted him, standing m  talk with
Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth.

The juniors glanced at him in passing,
and they heard Wingate address him as
Mr, Blagden. They knew the hard,

sharp face at once, aml the restless,

wary cyes. The man did not glance
at them, but they had an impression that
his watchful eves took them in all the
same. The chums of the Remove walked
out into the quad in thoughtful mood,

“It's the man ! said Bob.

“ Blessed 1f 1 catch on,” said Harry.
*“I'd never have taken that blackguard—
for he is a blackguard—for an old Grey-
friars man. I suppose it's no bizey of
ours, but 1 doun't like the fellow being
here.”

“1 say, vou fellows——"

“(Oh, buzz off, Bunter!” :

“Thet's Blagden!” said DBunier. "I
say, I've got some news—"

“Oh, bother your news!” =aid Bob
croszly.

“All right, T won't tell yvou now,” said
Bunter loftily. *“ All the same, 1t's
quecr thoe Head giving him a job here,
after sacking lum from the school years
ugn‘.-!

“ Hacking him ! ejaculated Wharton.

Bunter grinned.

“I've been talking to old Gesling,” he
said. “You see, he's been here for
abont a hundred years, more or less, so
I thought he nught remember Blagden.
R0 T asked him, and he told me a chap
of that name was sacked from Grey-
friars yvears ago—cxpelled by Dr. Locke,
vou know, for blagging.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Boly

“ He seems to have been a regular goer
in his dav,” grinned Bunter. "It came
out, when was sacked, that he had been
in the habit of breaking bounds at night,
and he used to have smoking and card-
playing parties in the school. He and
his friends used to sneak down into the
vaults at night and have a high cold
time. It was Gosling found them out,
They bagged the key to the vaults from
Uosling, and Blagden got another made
like it, you see, so that he could get
into the school vaults whenever he liked,
He wasz expelled for being a—a—a corru-
eated influence.”

“A what?”

“1 think that was what Gosling said
the Head called him, He led a fot of
fellows into blagging.”

“ A corrupting influence, I suppose,”
said Harry, langhing,

Whatso- |

“I believe (Gosling said corrupated,
but I dare say it’s the same thing."

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

“Blessed if I see anvthing to cackle
at, Ie was a corrugated character, and
was bunked for it,” said Bunter. *Not
that I'd be down on hini. 1I'm a bit of
a dog myself when I get going.™

“Do you mean a bit of a hog?”’ asked
Jahnny Buall,

“No, I don't!”’ roared Bunter.

**Ha, ha, ha!” .

“ Anyhow, he was bunked,” gaid the
Owl of the Remove. *Queer that the

-Head should give huu a job after thar.

I suppose he's down on his luck, and
he’s pulled the old beak’'s leg. Anybody
could pull Dy, Locke’s leg, you know.
He's an awful ass! If he took my
advigg——"

- Oh, bow-wow 1"

The chums of the Remove walked on,
leaving Billy Bunter to impart bhis
startling information to others. With
such a topic Bunter was not likely to
lack listeners,

“It can't be right,” =zaid Boh
“Bunter’'s got it wrong. Let's go and
ask Gosling,” '

“Eet's 1" assented Wharton, @

William Goshing, the school perter,
had a crusty loock when he was run
down 1 his lodge by the Famous Five.
Gosling generally was crusty: now he
scemed crustier than ever. He grunted
when the name of Blagden was men-
tioned to him,

“Don't you ask me no questions, and 1
won't tell you no lies,” was his answer.

“But you know whether you re-
member the chap,” said Bab.

“1 remembers him ! growled Gosling.

*Was he bunked from Greyfriars?”

“ Better ask the ‘Ead if you want io
know."

“Did you tell Bunter——"

“ Bother Bunter !”

Gosling  retired into his lodge and
slammed the door, meore crusty than
ever., The subject seemed an unpalat-
able one to him. Why, the juniors ecould
not guess, But the nabob of Bhanipur
thought it out after a few minutes,

“The ecsteemed and disgusting Bunter
has got it right,” he zaid. *“The worthy
rotter Blagden was sackfully bunked
from the school, and Gosling knows it.
But he has been tipped 2

“Tipped?” said Dob,

“"Ha has been given the esteemed tip
not to say so. Probably the venerable
Head does not wish it to be talked of,
and has conveyed his august wishes to
Gosling.”

““But he told Bunter—""

“That was before he was warned that
he was not to talk about Mr, Blagden,”
said Hurree Bingh shrewdly. * Now he
i5 annoyfully cross because he has zaid
too much,”

And the juniors, on reflection, agreed
with Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, The
discovery that, long hefore their time,
Blagden had been expelled from Grey-
friars for bad conduet, confirmed their
mplzj.ninn of the man. He had been a
“bad hat” then, and he was a bad hat
now. But it was clear that he must
have imposed on the Head somehow,
Dr. Locke certainly must believe that
he had changed since his blackguardiy
early days. But, as Bunter had said, it
was not difficalt to impose on the Head.
The kind and unsuspicious old gentleman
was not likely to be the match of Philip
Blagden in cunning.

“1 suppose it's no business of ours,”
said Harry Wharton at last. * The Head
knows beszt, I suppose. Anvhow, the

! less we say about it the better]?

And his comrades agreed,.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Missing Key !

HILIT? BLAGDEN—whatever he
P was, atid whatever he wanted at
Greyiriars—soon showed that he
was  fully equal to  his new
duties,  As a cricket coach {or Lower
boys he certainly was excellent, Fellows
were keen encugh to be coached by a
man who had been cricket captain of
avevividrs in his tine, and Blagden
beeame rather popular with the juniors
in a very few days,

Bunter, of course, had iold evervane
vwho would listen that Blagden had left
tigeylriars under a sentence of expulsion,
Hut that story was generally regarded
#: one of Bunter's “yarns "—for there
was no confirmation of it The Head
and  Mr, Hacker could not be asked
questions, on the subject—but Gosling
vould--and was. And Gosling declined
to say 0 word. Had Blagden made him-
self unpopular, the storv probably would
have been believed and kept as a copie
dut most of the fellows: who eame in
contact with him Lked him more or
e,

The Famous Five found that he knew
the great game of cricket inside out,
and they picked up valuable tips from
iziin.  Fellows who wanted to play hard
found him a good coach. [Fellows like
Buater and Bkinner and Snoop, whao
wanted to slack, found him very easy in
iz dealings. {Ie  never reported
slackers; and this, though mnot very
dutiful, enabled him to avoid being dis-
liked by anvbody.

Harry Wharten & Co. had been rather
eurious to know how Blagden would act
at their first meeting, As it happened,
he did not scem to recognise them, and
treated themn as strangers, exactly like
the other fellows in the Pemove,

That this was prelence on his part they
were quite assured. He eould not =o
soon have forgotien the fellows who had
handled him—especially Hurrece Jamset
Ram Swegh, whose dusky complexion
was not so easily forgotten. DBut if Blag-
den wished the ineident of the Priory
to be obhiterated, o= it were, the Famone
Five had no objectionz to mnke, He did
not refer to it, and so thev did not.

They could not like the man, and
somehow they could not trust him: but
after a day or two they gave him little
wed.  And they had some respect for
a man who, whatever his faults, was a
good cricketer, and played a good game,

Within a week of his arrival at ihe
school, the TFiust Eleven played  the
Lautham Cricket Club, and Blagden
played for Greyfriars in Wingate's teain.
Lanthiam, who had played the eounty,
were . a much more powerful crowd than
the Lreyfriars First; but the school re-
mained the victors, owing to Blagden's
help.  That victory made the cricket
coach many friends in the upper Forns,

If no new incident had drawn the
nitention of the Famous Five to Blag-
den, they would have grown accustomed
to his presence in the scéhool, and would
have ceaszed Lo heed him, except when
they came in contact with him at games
practice,  Excepting on thosc oceasions
they had mothing to Jdo with him, and
seldom saw him, But =oon alter the
Lantham match there was a new in-
cident,  One morning Gosling, the
porter, entered the School House, with
n more than wsually erusty face, and
saw the Head, Billy Bunter declared
that somcthineg was “up ”: and as soon
as they were assembled in their Form-
room the Removites learned what was
“up.” Before beginning the usual busi-
ness of the day, Mr. Quelch,

e —

““ Bump him ! '’ said the captain of the Remove. The
he was grasped in five pairs of hands
rang through the Priory,
** And one for luek ! " grinned Nugent.
reared like a bull,

and bumped on the flags. A terrific yell
** zive him anot

But it was evident that he intended to zive no explanation of
bis strange cordust, (See Chupter 4.

man strugeled wildly as

her !’ said Bob. Bump ! *‘ Yooooop ! *’
““Ha, ha, ha !> Bump! The man

Remove master, addressed his Form, | Skinner; and the fellows near Skinner

with a severe brow,

“Has any bovy here taken a hey from
Gosling's lodze ™ he inguiced, lcoking
over the Form,

There was ro answer,

It was o surprising question to the
REemove,  This was the fivst they had
heard of a key being missing from
Gosling’s lodge,

Mr, Queleh paused, like Brutus, far a
reply. As no reply was [orthcoming,
he went on;

“You are evare that the key to the
Greyfriars vaults is in Gosling's charge.
He keeps it, with other keves, on a rack
in his lodge. It has been abstracted at
soine time when (Gosling was out of his
lodge. e discovered the fact this
morning. The Head has directed that
the whole school be que:tioned on the
subject.”

Mr. Quelch paused again.  But the
Lower Fourth had noihing to say. They
only stared at their Form waster,

“This s not the first time,” resumed
Me. Quelch, “that the key has been
taken by some foolish boy desiring to
explove the vanlts—a thing strietly for-
bidden by the Head. If any boy m my
Form hasz taken the kev, T command
him to produce it at once,”

No answer,

“If the key is produced immediately.

the delinquent wiil be punished with an

[ impostiton of a hundred lines!”
the |

“What an inducement!” murmured

grinned.

“ I the key is not produced,” went on
Mr.*Quelch in a deeper voiee, *investi-
gation will be made, and the boy who
has abstracted it will be flogged by the
Head. If the delinquent is present, I
wairn him, for his own -ake, to prodice
the key bt once.”

Had the purloiner of the kev been
present, undoubtedly he would have pro-
duced the missing article at that point.
As Bkinner huamorously remarked, a
hundred lines in hand wers worth niore
than a fogzging in the bush,

But no one spoke or stirred. Tt was
pretty clear that the key to the vaults
had not been abstracted by a Remove
fellow.

The subject was dropped, and Jessons
started. After lessons there was a goad
deal of talk about the missing key. *

All the ¥Forms had been questioned,
and with the same rvesult. The key
remained missing, and nothing was
learned on the subject. T'he matter
wns not of great conscquence, as the
Head bad another kev to the waults
locked 1n his desk: but i was ohvioys
that whoever had taken the kev had
dore =0 with the intention of exploring
the old vavits under the school. And
that was a serious matter, for the
ancient vaults were full of dangers for
the unwary,

For the rest of that day Sixth Form
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refects were inguiring and investigating
right and left, hunting for the purloiner
of the key. They did not tind him—or
the key, Fellows asked one another, but
nobody admitted having ihe key in his
pos=e:sion., It was generally expected
that, with so much fuss being made on
the subject, the "'key would be quietly
returned to its place on the rack in
Gosling's  lodge. Bui it was not
returngd. In the Commion-room the
next. evening Dilly Bunter anncunced
that he knew all about it.

“T say, yvou fellows, it'= plain enough,”
said DBunter. “That key won't furn
up, you know. I shouldn’t wonder if
Foder of the Sixth has got it He
bagged it from Geosling's lodge yester-
day, I fancy.”

“Joder™ exclaimed Bob Cherry,

immter winked,

Loder's a bit of a giddy goat,” hn
said. YT know jolly well that hie smokes
and plays cards in his study.”

“What the thump has that got to do
with 1t%" demanded Vernon-sSmich,

“Lots!” grinned Bunter. “You
remember what 1 told yeu about that
inan Blagdon- —"

“0h, rot!”

“RBlarden, when he was a Grovinars
chap. got a key to the vaualts to do his
blagging in a safe place,” persistod
Bunter, “Well, that’s what’s happencd
now, of course. 1t's Loder, or sowme
chap like Loder, on the same tack, f
course, vou fellows wonldn't think of it
I'm rather keen, vou know'”

“Rot!” repeatid the Bounder,

“0Oh, really, Smithy-——"

“That key isn't used ance in a blue
moon !” said Vernon-Smith, “Jt wauld
make no end of o row tiening an that
old ruslv lock, I know, becanse 1
bagged it onece o get into the wanlts
If Loder started uniocking that door
at night he would wake the Houze."

“PBut somebody’s  got 1! howled
Bunter. *“Ii went yesterday, dide’t a2 2"

“Some ass who's thinking of using 1t
on a hall-holiday,” said Smithv. “Some
ass like vou, Bunter!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had been
listening  euietly, and he now strolled
out of the junior Common room, Thore
wis a peculiae gleam n the dark eves
of the nabob. Harry Wharion, eateh-
ing a sign from him, {ollowed him into
the corridor,

“What's up, Tnky*” he asked.

“ Follow your esteemed leader,
scout 1™ answered Hurrvee Singh,

Wharton, in surprize, followed Tl
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh led the way
to the old, iron-studded oaken door that
gave admittance to the svaults.  That
door was at the end of an old vaulted
passage betwoen the Sclionl House and
the ancient chapel of Greyfriars, It was
lighted in the daytime by little deep
windows hke loophales, The stone-
arched doorway and the solid cak. door
closed the end of the passage, and as
there was no egress that :ecluded
quarter was seldom visited by anyone.
Even the housemaids were not very care-
ful to keep up regular visitations, and
dust and cobwebs had accumulated.
There was no burner in the passage, and
at night it was bluck as piteh.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

ald

drew a

little clectric-torch from his pocket and .

turned on the light. The two juniors
reached the old deer in the arch, and
the nabob turned the light upon it. The
lock was an ancient and massive oune.
The key belonging to it—the missing key
—was a heavy iron article at least nine
inches 1 length. There was no doubt
that, as ‘the Bounder had said, anyone
Xue MaeNer Lisrary.—No. 854,
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turning the key.in the old stiff lock
woulill have made a considerable noi-e.

Hurree Bingh concentrated the light
onn the old huge keyhole. Then he
uitered a low exclamation.

“Look, my estecmed chum!™ Lie mur-
mured.

His dusky finger pointed out the plain

traces of o1l on the old lock. Wharton
started.

“Tt’s been oiled!™

“Exactfully, and quite latefully,”

murmurediths nabob. :

Wharton examined the lock curiously.
It was easy to see that somecne bad
squirted o1l inio it, probably with a
bicyele oaler. The oil had been squirted
in verv liberally. It had been wiped off
afterwards where it had run down the
donr, but the tfraces were quite plain.
Theee or four drops of ol had oozed out
afresh, and hung clotted there in the
dust. :

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh put the
cleckric-toreh back in his pocket, and the
juniors walked away.

“Yooks az if TPuonter’s right, alter
all,” said Harry Wharton.,  “ Sonie chap
has oiled that lock so0 as in open the

daoor quietly. Some dashed oualsider like
Loder, following Blagden's example, 1
suppose. Mav have had the idea put
into hiz head by Dunilevd’s chatter abont
what Blagden did in bis tirne here”

“Tt iz poszible. Bul——"

“Yau don’t think so, Inky®”

“The answer is in the cstcemed nega

1 tive™

“Took hers, Inky, you've pot some

thing in vour noddle !" said Harry Whar-

ton abruptly, etopping and looking at the
nabob as they came back into the lighted
corridors.  “ What are yvou ithinking of?
' vou know who's goi the key?”

“1 do not 1~:ﬂmvfnﬁ3,= [eel certain, my
cateomed choum, bt T have the terrific
sispishfulness ™

“Aned who Jdo von think——

[Turree Jamset Ram  Singh's
made Wharton jump.

“The esteemed Blagden.™

LR

reply

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Hurree Singh’s Suspicion !

URREE JAMSET RAM SINCH
H gat in the armchair in Study
No. 1 in the Remove and
stiiled a dusky =mile.  Four
other juniors regarded him with mmguir-
ing and cuvious looks. Downstairs in the
Clonumnon-ragont the talk was gﬂing G on
the subject of the kevw, missing now for
two days, and apparently likely to
remain rmissing. But the Famous Five
had repaired to Wharton's study, to hear
what IHuarree Janiset Ram Singh had te
say, unheard by other ears. Quiet and
unassuming fellow as the nabob was, his
comrades knew that he was remarkably
keon, and they wondered a good deal
what he had to say. The afiair of the
missing key did not, so far as they could
see, concern them or any fellow in the
Remove.  But the nahob seemed to
think that it did,
“Well, pive 1t a name, old scout,”
gald Dlob Cherry. “ Wharton says you've

got something to cough up, old black

bean.”

“About that dashed old key®”
Jehnny Bull

The nabob nadded,

“ Blest if T see how it maiters to us!"
said Johnny., “We've not pot it, and it
doesn't matter who has, does 1597

“Inky thinks that man DBlagden has
bagged 1t,” said Harry.

“Blest if 1 know why he should !

acked

But,

even if he has, what does it matter tni[}mling?"-

ug?” asked Johnny Bull, mystified. ~
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“Lots ™ said Hurree Singh.- ™ In fact,
my esteemed and thiek-headed Johinny,
the lotfulness is terrific. If there & fou,
play going on in Greyfriars, it i up to us
to chip in and see that it is a boot on the
other lep.”

The juniors chiuckled.

“Well, get on with it 1" said Bob.

The nabob proceeded to get on with if,

“You rememberfully recall rooting
ihat estecnied rotter out of the ruins at
the Pricry,” he said. “He was up to
something, which was something no

cgood. Why was he exploring the vaults

under ithe venerable Priory 1™
" Lioodness knows |7 _
“Exactfully!  But he was deing ik
When the esteemed Bunter went down
he shut off the light. He did not want
to be discoverfully caught. Az Bunter
remained there he celutchfully caunght the
[at and excellent duffor by the back of
the nock and frightened him out of his
wits, such as they are” :
“He did,” said Bob., ‘" Bulb what
“He had a rtedson,” =aid Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “ Whatever he was
m the vaolts for it was a =ecret reason.
He frightened Bunter to scare hirm away.
Ilad we not been there the fat: ‘and
funky Buntef would have fled at topfull
apeed, and nobody would have seen the

i

cexecrable Blagden about the Priory
vaulls gt all.™

Huairry Wharton nodded.

“Yea, it's fairly clear why he

frightened Bunter,” he zaid, * Whatever
liis game was there he wanted to keep it
dark., Bui I can’t imagine what he was
uwn to. Clan you, Inky?

“Then, no; now, ves,” gald the nabob.
“Now that T know he is an old Grey-
friars man. You [ellows know that there
wimd to bo a secret passage leading from
the Priory crypt to the vaults under this
esteemen] school, It was blocked up in
city time, Dat that was many years since’
Blagden’s time, Suppose he had wanted
{o dgn.‘-t ij:;ntu the vaults under the echool
1)

“Why should he?”

*Buppose he did?”* persisted the nabob
sently, “He {5 a man of not good
chavacter, e was once expelled fromn
Greyiriars, It was not casy, I fancy, for
him to get a footing herea But i that
underground passage had not  been
blocked up he could have got into the
schaol vaults by following 1t [rom the
old Priory. My esteemed opinon is that
that was why he was there, and he found
that the passage had been bricked up and
gave np the esteemed scheme,”

Wharton reflected some moments,

““That’s likely enough,” he said. “ But
what makes you think that he has any
object in getting into the school vaults!”

The nabob smiled. :

“My esteemed chum, he s now at
Greyfriars, and shortly after he comes
the iey of the school vaults is taken.”

“Any fellow may have taken it,” said
Nugent. “ Bmithy took i1t once. Why,
we did ourselves last term ™

“True, my esteemed and fatheaded
Franky! But a fellow would not keep
the key two days with a flogging hang-
fully impending over his head, 1t is a

| terrific coincidence that the key is miss-

ing soon after the execrable Blagden
arrived, here, Putting two and fwo ic-
retherfully, it appears to me that, having
failed to get into the Greyfriars vaulis by
way of the Priory passage, he came here
and has honourably abstracted the key.
It was easy for him, as he has a way of
dropping into Gesling's lodge to chat
with him, and who could pussibly want
to chat with the excellent and crusty

(Continued on page 11.)



LORD MAULEVERER:

I can see the day when some pariicu-
larly clever johnny will invent a machine
that wakes you in the morning, washes
and dresses vou, and gives you your
breakfaszt, It would not be too much to
cxpect that this same machine would be
able to perform the work of the day for
its lucky owner. 1 only wish these
bratny inventors would get a move on
and bring such a machine into existence
in my time, Life at present 1s too mmch
fag—yaw-aw-awn ! (The kind of
machine vou require, Mauly, is an ener-
gising one—one that keeps vou on the
move from morning till night. Some-
thing with a charge of dynamite attached
to it would be the very thing. —Eb,)

HAROLD SKINNER:

I shouldn't be surprised to find that
in a few years a machine will be invented
which will absorb a roomful of smoke in
less than two seconds. Such an inven-
tion would be very useful to me at the
present moment, I am smoking a choice
tlavana-de-cabbaga as 1 write. Should
one of the beaks chance to drop into
thiz studv there would be trouble for
vours truly. With a machine such as I
have described stationed behind the
bookcase, for instance, I could go on
smoking until further orders without fear
of detection. [You will never live to see
such an  invention on the market,
Skinner., Cheap fags and rotten cigars
will have done their fell work long be-
fore the machine you describe comes
along.—En,)

TOM REDWING :

I have visions of the time when an
ordinary fishing-smack will be navigated
by wireless. I understand that at present
engine-driven craft have been experi-
mented with, and that the results have
heen fairly successful.  With sailing-
boats, however, the task is rendered
more dificult,. When science reaches
this stage of perfection my old dad—if
he's alive—will simply have to sit at
home in his cottage and direet his fishing-
boat by means of wireless control. Much
safer than braving the fury of the
elements night after night,

Supplement 1.]
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Week Ending June 21si, 1824.

: C]re-:,rfrlﬂrs
Consull® their "Oracles !

GOSLING :

What I says 12 this 'ere. I don’t "old
with these "ere preveutions, as ever was.
But if some brainy merchant put his
think-box to the task of prevﬂnting a
machine wot did a porter's work for 'im,
I'd rejoice and be exceedin' glad,

BILLY BUNTER:

The day iz not far distant, and 1
shudder to think of it, when we shall all
take our food in tabloyd form. I under-
stand that a crack-brained sientifick idiot
15 at present devoting his labers to the
diseuvvery of a process whereby all foods
and likkers can be turned into tablovd
form. IManey eating a wafer about one
mmch square and being told that 1t was
the equivalent to a cut off the joint and
two veg, My stomach revolts at the
bare thought. This sientifick diot says
that such a process would elliminhate the
ills to which flesh is hair. {A case 1n
which invention is not better than cure.

—ED,)

MR. QUELCLH :

I should not be the least surprised if,
at zome future date, an automatic type-
writer was invented. The present day
dnfortunate man who has innumerable
words to write would simply have to
speak into a microphone and the words
would automatically appear in typescript.
Such an invention attached to a tvpe-
writer would be of great service to me.
My Ilistory of Greviriars i3 a long
way short of completion, whereas, with
siich a machine I could finish my labours
in less than a week. 'Fhe dictaphone
heralds the approach of the automatic
typewriter, and I, for one, shall be
pleased to see such an invention come
to pass, (So would we. Impots could be
rartled off at a great rate, without any
discotnfort.— D, )

TOM BROWXN:

I am dreading the titne when the auto-
matic cane springs into existence. All
old Quelchy will have to do 1s to order
his victim to touch hiz toes, and then
switch on the power of his automatic
caning-machine.  The trouble is that
cach stroke of the cane would be as
severe a3 its predecessor, whereas at
present there is always a sporting chance
of Quelchy’s arm tiring.

EDITORIAL!

By Harry Wharton.

e

ANY letters have reached me
M during this last two months in
which the writers clamour ior
a special number of the
“jlerald ” dealing with inventions. 1
have handed this subject to my con-
tributors and the result of their labours
vou have before you.

One might say that the whole world
is built up on inventions. When we
read of the difficulties under which
people lived, moved, and had their L}Emg,
so to speak, in the “ good old days,” we
begin to wonder ¥ those days were s0
“pood " after all. Fancy jolting about
in a s'age coach for days if "one wanted
to travel from London to Manchester!
No trains, no electrie trams, no motor-
cars, no wireless concerts, no bicycles,
no telephones, no—— 1 could go on
quoting for a month,

Take, for instance, the ordinary steel
win, and its blood brother, the safety.
%'un vou imagine any household without
such simple articles” And yet our fore-
Lbears managed to do without them. In
a hundred years’ time people will zay the
zgame of us., Faney taking twe hours to
travel a hundred miles, they will remark.
Two hundred miles to them will be
nothing—a distance traversed in the
space of a few minutes. Already aero-
planes are travelling at two hundred
miles an hour. If scientific progress
goes on at that rate the world would be
better deseribed as “ whirled.”

Some of our contributors have original
ideas in the matter of inventions, and
those ideas will doubtless cause you some
amusement. But behind the amusement
ono can see the serious side. We have
reached n stage to-day when nothing
really is hnpossible of accomplishment.
There are already conquerors of the air,
the land, and the sea. And as compati-
tion goes on present results looked upon
to be marvellous will rank as “merely
experimental stages " in scientific history
of the future,

For myself, I am quite happy with the
present day. Inventions are all very
well, but they tend to make the peoples
of the world move faster. Everywhere
the cry is “Labour Saving.” If that
continues to be the war-ery I can see
Lord Mauleverer's invention of the
future—which vou will read of elsewhero
—coming true !

Next week we soar to dizey heighis,
for the supplement deals with “Climb-
ing.” Apart from the funny side of the
subject, there are a lot of tips to be
picked up, chums, Look out for it!

Tae Macyer Library.—No, 854,



(¥4 HUNDRED guid!l”
Juck Jolly, the kaptin ok the
Fourth at Sft. =am’s, bellowed
the words in s whisper, and
playfully dotted his chum Merry on the

probosphorous by way of emfazis,

“ A hundred guid!l”

The ehums of the Fourth were -tanding
hi a large poster, about Lfty yards long
hy two rods or a capple of ladders wide.
Un it in big tipe

:1 ite fullowing :
@ ETUPENDS INVENTIONS'

COMPETI=UUN,
TTundred Pounds (L1007 will he
awarded to the inventor of a  patent
vacubum  carpet  sweeper that fuelfils  the
rules  layved down  in thiz  competizhun
alotilf power must be eserplied by hand,
etc.”

ne

Jack Jolly shut his eves and Tooked
at the mnotizz, with his ears flapping in-
1elligently—a habit whith he usuoally in-
dulged in when lost in deep thouwght. His
pal Merry almost looked like his name.
There was a miserable expresshun on his

fare that Jolly, even with his eyes shut,
liad mnever seen there b4,
A hundred guid!"” repeeteid Jolly for

the first sime. 1 could jnst Jdo with that
Little lot. 1've heen wanting to hyve a
pear of bed-reomn slippere for a long fime”

Which just showed bow ambishous was
the hero of the Fourth at St. Bam's, When
e get hiz mind on a thing he alwa¥3 had
it. His mind was on the poster now, and
several people who had congregated obn
the spot told him to fsh somewhere else,
a5 he was destructing the view of the
ardienee,

“1m going to win that hundred quid,”

gnid Jolly. “1 fancy myself as an in-
ventor.”

Merry nodded., THTe had great heleel in
Hiis echum’s inventive [akulties. He hnad

already invented several tall storics which

Mr. Lickham, the master of the Fourth,
had swallowed., And if Jolly was capable
of inventing stories that masters swal-

lowed, surely be was capable of inventing
a muacheene that swallowed duost. Thatb
was how Merry looked at the matter.

For the pext two days Merry and Jolly
were very busy in the school workshop.
only Bright was let into the secret—and
Bright was the fifth member of the jolly
quartet that shared the famous apartment
in the Fourth Form passage.

At last Jack Jolly announced that his
invention was completed. There remained
row only to try it out. It was a minute
detail that the macheene was so large that
it wouldn't pass through the door of the
waorkshop, and that Jolly bad to take it to
peaces  and
the vard.
thoroughly.

The three juniors ereated quite a  stir
amongst their schoolfellows  when  they
marched into the dining-ball with
patent wvacubum carpet swecper between
them. It was a weerd and gvonderful
affair, If vou closed your eyes quickiy and
took a sguint at it the first depression
your received was that of a hippopotomusus’
irtonih. There was a liuge eanvas sack
miade of linen attached to the square
cilinder. This silinder was like the gentie-
inan's sock—opened at both ends. Inside
the huge mouthpicce were a mnumber of
gtextric  fans, that were driven by an |
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Jully  alwayvs did his work

dissemble it again outside in§

their |.

._ ; ﬂ

ordinary currant of air. That currant of
air, serprising as it may seem, deer reeders,
was dispensed by Jack Jolly’s waving a
fan—an ordinary Chinese Japaliese paper
fan from Wapping,

Mr., Lickbam, the master of the Fourth,
jnmped to Lis feet in amazement as the
wiend  precesshon bearing the  lovention
appeared in sight.

“Jolly ! the thundered—and a lightning
hush fell upon the whole assembly. * How
dare you sterm into the dining-room in
this manner! What iz that xtrorndinary
object you are ecarrying?!”

“ An invention,” said Jolly meckly.

And he dropped his eves to the floor.
i Nobody attempted to pick them up, how-
ever.)

“ A whatter? almost sercemed Mr, Lick
ham.

Jack Jolly repested his st8ment for the
first time,

“How dare you waste Jour substanhce in
idle inventions?" barked Mr, Lickham, bar-
ing his teeth, and his right arm. * You are
sent here to be eddicated. What <o you
think vou are going to do with that abserd
contrapshun?”

“Win a dundred guid!” replyed  Jolly.
“This patent vacubum carpet sweeper will
carry off the Lrit prize in the competishun

or my name’'s not Muggins.”

“ Hindeed!" said Mr. Lickham dryly, lick-
ing his moist lips. " A hundred pounds!™

The master's eyes glinted evilly. What
wouldn't he do to possess a huodred quid at
that moment! Te had heen dodging the
serving of a summons for non-payment of
his lawndry Lill for threc years now,

““ Yes, sit, a hundred pounds,” said Jolly.
“T shall be able to buy my pear ol bed-
room slippers, after all.”

“You will do nothing of the such!™ re-
plyed Mr. Lickham sternly, with a cheery

grin, “T could not countenhanee such
xtravagence. 1 shall take it upon mysclf
tn confiskate that contrapshun, Hand 1t

over thiz moment!”

But b4 Jack Jolly ceuld obay hiz Form
magster's summons, a man, whose blue-pink-
white whiskers danced breezily on his clean-
shaven [ace, appeared in the dining-hall,
holding a blue paper that looked like a
summons in his mouth. .

Mr. Lickham darted back, with a cry of
fear, as his gaze fell on the newcummer.

¢ must not be seen,” Le roared quietiy.
“That man must not see me, Save Ing,
Jolly, and I'll be your jolly pal for hifel”

¢ Whom do you want?” asked Jack Jolly,
retreeting forwards across the neweummer's
line of root,

ii] want a Mr. Lickbam,” said the new-
cummer, towering below his dimipootive
queschuner. ‘Is he herel”

o e B T

THE GREYFRIARS CONCERT PARTY

This. tronpe is merely asking for trouble
if jt sticks to its touring programine. Music
has charms, but Bunter on the big bassoon
iz mot an entertainment for evervbody.
dare say you have noticed that some 1}1&&;}1&
iAo not understand high art. It is their mis-
fortune. You cannobt help them. If the
musicians of Greyfriars do get going this
seagon it Is to be hoped that full considera-
tion will be shown that section of the public
whichh has mot yet risem to the highest
flights of minstrelsy.

- knees knocked together.

l own.—Ed.)

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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gwaaptlng, _‘R:;:li‘i‘ﬁng Naratiff
of Skool Life, |
By Dicxky NugenT

“No, I'm not here,” gzaid Mr.
laving for safety. .
“Ugowl! Then 1 shall have to find Tim,"™
said the other. “ I want to meet Mr. Lick-
ham badly. He's worth a few fquid to me.”

At the menshun of muney Mr, Lickham's
_ He had been evad-
ing thizs summons from the County Court
for the last three yeers, and had wever been
court. Ile eyed Jack Jolly appealingly, and
jeatikulated wildly, with his ears in the
direckshun ¢of the patent vaculbium carpet
E“’El;fl.‘rﬂ['. -

“Rubhish ! he sald, in shorthand.

And Jack Jolly, who had been a * pit-
man " in his old age (couldn't resist at
joak), grasped his Chinese Japanese fan
and directed the hippopotamusus’ mouth of
the carpet sweeper right at the newcunmmer.
Himediately the fan began to create a
suction in the square silinder, and, to the
horror of the juniors, the man found him-
self drawn into the huge canvas sack that
was attached to the patemt vaculfom car-
pet sweeper, Nobt only that, but all the
school crockery was drawn into the sack.

Mr. Lickham almost danced a foxtrot
when he saw the man he had grown to hate
and to dodge for three years disappear
into the sack. At last he would be free.

“Put him in the rubbish leap in the
back yard at the fromt!* cryed the Form
master,

The Fﬂurtﬁa-Fnrmﬂﬂ nhu:';'tc].
They ecollected up the huge zack, which
Joliy thoughtfully tyed round the neck apd

I.i'.,'.!ihﬂﬂ]!r

dtached fromm the main apperbatus and
carted it away to the rubbizsh heap., The
dustmen were just collecting the rubhbizh,

and they scon bundled the sack ipto their
cart. :

Amd thaot was the last Mr. Lickham saw
of the man who had been trying to serve
him with a summaons. He disappeared from
the earth like the school dinner service.
But to his horror he red in the newspapers
the next morning that hizs uncle, General
de Lickham Lickham, bad passed away the
day before, leaving him his ntire fortune.
The papers stated that s speeial lawyer had
gone down fo St. Sam's with the Iast
will and testiment of the old general, in
whichh he left all his muney—four penny-
stamps and a threepenny bit, with a hole
in it—to hiz nephew, Mr. Hecan Lickham, of
St. Sam’s.

And it afterwards transpired that the
lawver's remains were discuvvered Iin an
inzinerator—I beleve that's where they burn
all the rubhbish in—and in his Band was a
pile of ashes, which defectives from BScot-

land Yard claimed to be the missing will. -

it was inelegible then, and

But, of ecourse
kham 15 as poore as he was

to-day Mr. Lic
to-morrow,

Had it not been for Jack Jolly's gener-
osity, for Jolly won threepence-haypeny as
a consolation prize in the grand vacuhum
carpet sweeper competizhun, Mr. Lickham
would have served a life sentence in goal
for non-payment of his laundry bill,

And, needless to say, the yeuthful in-
ventor of St. Sam’s had to 4go his bed-

room slippers,
23 THE END.

-

(And Tt you send me any more etories
as ‘¢ tall " as this one, Dicky, my lad, t,heg 1
share the same fate as the lawyer gemtle-
man who had a “will” that wasao't big

[Supplement iia
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g TS the limiv !
I Iich C hE] ry made the remark
as he turned a wrathful face from
the cupboard in Study No. 1,
which, like Mother Hubbard’s celebrated
cupboard, was bare.

“ Absolutely the outside edge 17
Frank Nugent.,

The Famons Five had just come in from
a hard afternoon’s practice at the nets,
Their appetites had been sharpened to an
unuzsal extent.  But they had conseled
themselves with the refllection that there
was a gowd “feed 7 {0 come,

Harry Wharton had received an un-
expected remittance that morning, and
he had improved the shining hour by
laving in a goodly %upph of tuck.
When the Co. had journeyed down to the
nets Wharton had taken the precantion
of locking the study eupboard, The cup-
board had been locked when they re-
turned to Study No. 1, but the " feed ™
had mysteriously disappeared.  There
certainly was no zign of the jam-tarts,
cream-pulls, and the extra- npemui Genoa
cake Wharton had purchaszed. The only
art l[ ]_l_. flf fﬂm] POITERLITRIIRES AT '[.l'l'q._'f 1]
board was a tin of "-..Fl,'tl;_l]H{ = That tin of
sardines had been purchased more than
six_months ago, and the Famous Five
had ceazed to take an interest in it. IEwvi-
dently the mysterions phinderer who had
“lifted ® their grub had considercd the
tin of sardines as beneath his notice,

“Bunter!” suddenly exclaimed Whar-
ton. “Look at those fat finger-marks
on the paintwork of the door !

“My hat!” breathed Bob
wrathiully, “I'll zealp him ™

“Bunter all right,” said Johnny Bull
grimly, after examining the finger-marks
on the door.

“The pigfulness of the ecsteemed and
hudicrous  Bunter s terrilic,”  purred
Inky. “He neecds a needficl losson.”

“"You leave 1t to me,” growled
Johnny Bull, “T've got an jdea. If i
works 1 practice as-well as it does in
theory Bunter will give this siudy eup-
board a wide berth in the [viure.”

“What's the idea?” asked Wharton,

agrreed

Cherry

“Lend me vour ears,” said Johnny
Bull,
The Famous Five =at down at the

study table and listened to Johnny Bull's
brain-wave., At the conclusion of the
scheme Harry Wharton chueckled,

“The very thing ! he exclaimed.

“Top-hole 1™ agrosd Bob  Cherry,
Whilst ITurree Singh agreed that the
“top-helefulness wa= terrifie.”

For the next two days Johnny Bull
was busy with springs, padding, ham-
mers and serewdrivers, and sounds of
labour proceeded from the interior of
Study No. 1, At last everything was in
readiness,
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“We've got to prime the fat rotter
with a yarn about a feed,” grinned Dob

Cherry. .
* Oh, tlmt will be easy enough!” said
Wharton. “Bunter would swallow any

story concerning grub.”

“He'll got more than he bargains for
thie time,” s=aid Johnny Dull “T've
fxed the stunt in the cupboard, and it
waor ks like a clock!”

“Lood egg U7
The Famous Five were so deeply en-
grozsed in the discuszion of thewr

“stunt 7 that they failed to observe that
the study door was shightly open. Had
they been able to see through the thick
ouken door they would hdve ohserved
the fat. crouching form of William
(George Bunter—ityving his bootlace., Tt
was a 1*L111mL.1hln thing, but Bunter’s
shoelaces had a happy knack of caoming
undone just when ]pﬂ most wanted them
to—usually outside an open door.

The fat junior’s ears tingled as he
heard his name used freely in the dis-
cussion, and in equal measure rose his
indignation. Bunter was a very virtuous
arul  guileless  youth—in  hiz  own
unagination. And to hear the disparag-
ing  terms uttered by the Famous Five
against a Bunter was enough to send all
the lighting blood of the Bunter de
Bunters curging through the fat junior’s
frame,

“ Beazt=1" he muitered wrathiully, as
he moved away from Study No. 1.
" Rotters! Just as if I should be inter-
ested mmoa beastly feed, But they won't
catch me with their stunt, Ie, he, he!
I'll turn the tables on them.”

Bunter sat down in Study No. 7 im-
mersed in deep thought. It wasn't often
that the Owl was given to thinking;
Nature had not given him sufficient of
the wherewithal to indulge in such a
praciice,  But this occasion found
Bunter's mentality at its beat. He had
noti the faintest idea what lay behind the
cuphboard door in Study No. 1, but he
knew mstinctively that it was something
decidedly  unpleasant.  Whereat  the
Owl's fat bramm pictured a list of names
of his schoolfellows whom he bore a

ARE YOU FOND
of
CLIMBING ?

' See what Harry Wharton
& Co. have to say on the

subject in their

|NEX1 SUPPLEMENT !|

grudge—imaginary or otherwise. Thetr
names were legion, but at last Bunter
decided upon one pﬂltlculﬂl person whom
he detested more than the eothers. And
that unfortunate person was Gerald
Loder, the prefect. Here was a chance
to gﬂt even.

“*He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter. “¥
shall be I-ufhn two birds with one stone.
I'll teach W hau ton todock his study cup-
board and lay traps for me. Anyone
would think that I wanted his measly
grub. The last fecd was a rotten one,
anyway. Not that I opened the study
cupboard with one of Fishy's keys; I
should hope such a practice was beneath
the dignity of a Bunter. I—"

=0 engmssed had the fat junior been
in his own thoughts that he failed {o
notice that Pet-er Todd had entered the
study, and that Peter was accompanied
by Harry Wharton, The captain of the
Hemove carried a large parcel in his
hand,

“So it was wyou, old fat top, who
wolfed our last lot of grub, was it1%
asked Harry Wharton, in a tone more
suggestive of reproof than anger.

“Not at all,” said Bunter hastily, “JX
know nothing about your grub, Whar-
ton. I didn’t borrow a cupboard key
from Fishy—you ask him, Desides, the
cake was rotten. Not that I went any-
where near your study on Wednesday.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Peter Todd,

“All right, Bunter,” said Wharton
good-naturedly. “I'll forgive you. But
vou keep your fat hands ﬂiI this parcel.
This i3 going to my young cousin at
Belmont.,  It’s his birthday to-morrow,
ﬂnfl I'm sending him a parcel of tuck.

I'll run it down to the post-office fo-
night.”

Bunter sniffed.

“1 wouldn't touch that parcel with a
barge-pole,” he said.

And for once in a way Bunter was

[ telling the truth.

Wharton walked out of the study talk-
ing with Peter Todd. Bunter heard the
captain of. the Remove remark to Peter
that he was going to lock the parcel in
his cupboard. That, no doubt, was

| really intended for Bunter's ears.

rl'll

“He, he, he!” chuckled the Owl,
“Wharton thinks I've bitten the bait.
He, he, he! T'll bet Loder does!™

The fat junior, still chucking to him-
self, hung about the passages until
Wharton and his chums went down to
the cricket. Then he seuttled away to
Loder’s study. The unpopular prefect
was at home. ‘

“I say,
breathlessly.

“Outzide !I” roared Loder,

“But I believe they are going in for
smoking I’ gasped Bunter,

(Continued on next page.)
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INVENTIONS

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

occazion to visit Tom Merry at Si. Jim's
in connection with a cricket-match.
Bernard Glyn was iz the laboratory try-

. ing to invent a new powder. It 'ivlnsi

“Lh" exclaimed L::rdu-r, interested at :):[E]; p&rt'lj.-' sucrcc. however. ‘he
once. * Who's smoking " i CHAI ] ER! powder nearly blew the roof off the
L-OEIEI‘ hﬂ.d I'iﬁEI'l t'D ihﬂ bﬂit Iike 1'] ﬁﬁh A l&hgl‘,ﬂt{}r:"t l'.‘l“ll [_:]__n,. 1 1|1|'Ent ahﬂut E_t.

ta a2 wormn, ;
*Wharton and his crowd !” exclaimed
Bunter virtuously. “I heard them say
that the smokes were safe enough in the
~tudy cupboard. They've just gone out.
1F¥

fLoder rose to his feet, a malignant
gleam in his eve.  This looked like a
gilt-edgod opportunity of taking a rise
ot of the Famous Five, Ile picked up
an .ashplant and followed DBunter into
the Hetnove passage. o

Study No. 1 was deserted when
Bunter and Loder pushed open the door.
‘The prefect’s oyes gleamed as they
vested on the cupboard behind which,
according  to  DBunter's story, were
* afnokes,” '

Loder pulled into view a bunch of
keys, and after some difficulty found one
that fitted the lock. He turned the key,
and a_grunt of satisfaction escaped his
lips. But the satisfaction only half lived,
as it were, for no sooner had the key re-

By Bob Cherry.

HEAR that Billy Bunter is invent-
ing a new story for the especial
benefit of My, Queleh. It transpires
that Bunter hasn’t done his prep.
If I know anything of Quelehy, it will

have to be something entirely new—for
Quelchy wasn’t born vesterday.

e * -

Skinner has invented a mixture which
he claims will alleviate the effects of a
caning if rubbed on the palms of the
bands before castigation. Skinner is
putting this new process up for =uje, and
at time of writing hLe is doing a roaring
trade. Methinks the buyers will be roar.
ing, too, when the preparation s put to

the test,
¥ k. *

Jun’s for the next few months practically
bald, At the time of the explosion I was
talking to Tom Merry. When
rampus had died down, I looked for
Tom, but I had to walk down two corri-
dors before I found him.

* +* &

Wun Lung is busy inventing another
new kite. He told me the original
model would fly for hours without need-
ing any eontrol from the ground. It did.
Wun Lung launched the kite three days
ago. It sailed up in the air to a dizay
height, and has never been seen since.

W . *

Bunter bought a pair of water-wings
yesterday. They were really remarkable
things to look at. The inventor claimed
that they would support any weight up
to a ton. But he's either a first-class
fibber, or DBunter is putting on more
weight than we give him credit for,
They supported our tame porpoise in the

leasod the levers of the lock when the | Mr. Prout Las invented a new golf| Gark for cxactly half a second, after
cupboard door He% open, and a huge | club. He is playing 8ir Hilton Popper | which both disappeared. We salvaged
abject shaped after a giant’s fist leaped | on the links next week, and he hopes to | Bunter all right, but the water-wings.
out, beat him. If Prouty’s golfing is any- like the lady in the song, are “ gone and

Crash !
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T'he *fist ” caught Loder full on his

long nose and sent him sprawling.
Bunter, who had remained directly be-
hind Loder in his anxiety to sea what
the cupboard econtained, got the full
benefit of Loder's fall. The fat junior,
howling piteously, was lifted off his foet
and finally landed in the fender,
. *"Yow-ow-yarcoh !” groaned Loder,
dabbing a bandkerchief to a stream of
crimson that was issuing from his nasal
organ.

“Uroooough! Yowp!" wailed Bunter,
feeling himself over tenderly. He cer-
tainly had not bargained for this treat-
ment. Fis gaze rested resentfully on the’
huge “fist ™ held in readiness by a many-
colled spring that was fastoned to the
rear of the cupboard. And even Bunter
understood its simple mechanism. While
the ﬂmr of the r-uph{mrﬁ winz loelioed the
“Hist ¥ was held in check., Once the door
was  opened the spring was  released,
And the person opening the door got the
full benefit of the fist.

But Billy Bunter had litile time to
appreciate fully Johnny Bull’s invention,
ror Loder was feeling for his ashplant.
The prefect realized that he had walked
intd a trap—a painful trap at that. And
Loder was prepared to make his decoy
smart for his cheek. But Billv Bunter
showed great preszence of mind for onece
in a way. He jumped to his feet and
bolted from the study, whilst Loder,
hot on his trail, ran full tilt into the
Famous Five,

' Tt would be & mereiful thing to draw 2
veil over the remainder of that eventful
atternoon.  Toder was alwavs looking
For trouble, and on this oerasion he rot

thmg like his shooting, I have no doubt
that he will “beat " Sir Iilton Popper
—if he stands within striking distance
of this new club. We would adyise Sir
Hilton to “pad " himself before entering
the lists. It might be said of Mz, Prout’s
golfing that *“the first time he hit the
ball he missed it—the second time he hit
it in the same place.”

* = *®

Coker has been talking about jnvent-
ing a safety device which he intends to
fix to his motor-bike,
benefit of careless pedestrians. It would
be more to his eredit if he scrapped the
bike and had dene with it. There's not
much zafety for anvone when Coker's
running amok on his stink-bike.

* # +

[ understand thal T.oder of the Sixih
has invented a special card-table with a
reversible top, which answers ta the
prossure of a lever. No doubt he hopes
that this doviee will save him from dis.
grace should a master happen to look
into his study when the “game is fast
and furious,” It would serve him right
if the “reversible top * refused to work
at the required moment. There's no
raom for card-tablea or Loders at Grey-
friars,

* * *

Mauly has just confided in me that he
once knew a fellow—a heavy sleeper—
who used to tie a lighted candle to his
big toe when he wenf to bed. There was
sufficient fat in the candle to keep the
wiek alight for eight hours, at the expira.-
tion of which time the burning wick
would drop on the flesh of the heavy
sleeper, causing him to leap from his bed.

for the specials

lost for ever.™
E 3 » .3

I would warn any petty pilferers that
Study No. 1 has a special way of dealing
with grub raiders, There's a nice sur-
prise packet behind the cupboard deor
for any chap nosing after our grub. It's
a rare knock-out.

ODE TO A PIN!

By Alonzo Todd.

S I passed by a draper’s shop,
I chanced its windows to look in.
What struck my eye and bade

nmie stop,
Was just an ordinary pin.

My Unele Ben has often said
The pin’s a really good invention.
Such thoughts from uncle's worthy head
I always view with close attention.

I really think you will admit

The pin it wants a lot of beating.
Simplicity ¥ It's simply it!

Hail, inventor, herewith greeting!

I must confess I've seen the point,
And felt it, too, on some occasions,

(Juite near an unprotected joint,
When I've been lost in meditations.

Soch wse, of ecourse, is misapplied
By fellows in the Form-room who
Sit next to me on either side,
And make me utter “Ow! Yaroooh!”

The pin is found—wall, everywhere :

tho .

:f;ﬁg& considerably more than he I shouldn’t advise Mauly to adopt such a| 'Tis indeed a boon—a blessing.

I'But tll ;e £ Jol - Bull's drastic measure. It would be a “burn- | Its usefnlness 1 here |rLl|f:!=-2lE|\1'~Enr

o TAEE SHLGeIne O NOHy UL S Jn ing ' shame if the bedelothes caught { - Extraordinary when dressing,

vention was that Dunter never tampered fiahit: Todiinitnsige

with the cupboard in Study No. 1 for | 2''E0h ) Fealows » without dissensjon

many days to come, In dragging Loder * " * E&tﬁ“; t?} ‘;1 ;Elh”fiﬁ :;35.- .

to the slaughter, as-it were, Bunter had Ihicky Nuogent is starting a new society R kﬂ a i?nﬁ % rnai; invnnt.iﬂnl*

fully intended to kill two birds with one under the guisejﬂf *“The In'."fntimx of Hi%hl:lt i rh{r Ecur e .'a.a:,:'f :

arone, Croolty to Fags.” T presume he means| % : t
But cven William George DBunter's prevention. ; - ‘ S

powerful intellect had failed to forsee * * * 1 1"‘1;?}';"1‘1 p};i‘g Eem;ﬁhéh: ﬁﬂﬁme thiis B

mgtn];;;rfﬂ_lﬂﬁm_f would constitute one of St, Jim's boasts an Tin?mtﬂr of no|gjate his hand and. call him bonny.
| | TI(E END HIE“EH;;]F“.E ri]"‘g]'f‘[fnl?:‘f. ]‘]3;‘;‘ hiztéﬂaﬂl“’ But that’s a treat I'm doomed to miss. -

: g ¢ s T Inventions mve been wash- : - R St

FHE MaaNer Liprary.—No. 854 outs, I remember the time wien ¥ had Fupplement ivs 1‘
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(Continued, from page 12.)

The juniors grinned,

“But why on earth should the man
want to biff into the vaultse under Grey-
friars?" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Nothing shere, excepting dawp and
dust and epiders and cobwebs and [rogs
and things.” N

“1 do not know his esteemed motive ;
but he has one, and it i= a bad one”
answered the nabob gquicily.  * You may
as well ask why was {19 trying to keep :t
spcret that he was exploring the Priory
vaults? Flix motive 1= an esteened
raystery, but he has a mniotive, My
psteemed suspicion iz that he was then
- seeking the subterranean passage to the
school, and, having failed, he has sposied
the worthy and Ilndicvews Head 1nto
taking him on here az a cricket coach,
and. has tuken Gosling’s key. Somcone
last might oiled the lock of the vaulis
door, and nsed the key. My excellend
opinion 18 thai it was the execrable
Blagden.™ _

The chums of the Remove looked ai
Inky, and looked at one ancther.  The

sugrestion was probable enough, if oniy

a molive conld have been found for ithe
man's secrot  explorations.  Such  a
maotive 1t was hard to guess, L
tainly the mian must have had a motive
for rooting aboui in the Priory vaulls,
and seeking to keep his presence there a
seeret; and for the same motive he
might be sceking to gain the free run
of the school vaults,

“1 know " eiaculated Bob suddenly.

"ot "

“He u2ed to go blageing in 1he vanlis
in the old days. Perhaps he drvoppad o
cigarctte-holder or something, and now
he's comne back to find it

“YVou silly az=!” roared Jehnny Dull

Bob chuckled.

“Well, that’s the only thing 1 can
think of,” he =aid.

" Anyhow, somecbody has the kew, and
goes rooting into the vaults at night,”
said Harrv., “It wouldn’t be Loder, as
that ass Bunter thinks; there’s too much
fuss been made about the missing key
for Loder to think of following Blagden’s
old example., And I shouldn’t think any
of the fellows would want to explore the
vaults at night—they're rather creepy.
‘A fellow would do it on a half-holiday,
same as we did Iast term. DBut it looks
as if somebody went down last night.”

“1 thinkfully suppose that it was the
esteemed Blagden,” said Hurree Singh,
“It was Bunter mentioning his name
that put it into my head. 1t is not cer-
tain, but it s very likely., And if it was
this excellent rotter, it iz clear that he
came to Greyfriars specially far the pur-
pose ; g0 he must have a strong motive,
He is a bad hat, and he iz after no good.”

“That's pretty certain,” said Wharton.

“Therefore, my esteemied chums, 1
suggestively propose that we keep an
open eyc on the vaulls tonight o

““After lights out?” exclaimed Bob.

“Yes: and we shall zee who uses the
key to the vaults. If it is a Greyfriars
fellow, we can let him rip. If it is the
excellent and disgusting B?agden, we can
make him explain himself.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“That's not a bad idea,” he said,

Yet cer-

ey |
know the man’s a-bad hat, and if he’s up !

N ]
to gome shady trick, he ought fo be

shown up. It's known ihat there are
secret doors and passages down below,
amd Blagden may have found some of
them out in the old days when he was
here, If he's bad enough he might let
thieves Into the school by way of the
vaults, now he's got the key., 1i sounds
rather thick, but if he’s got the key he's
rot to explain hunself and give it up.”

There was general assent to that.

“1 zay, you fellows——"

Tha discussion ceased all gt once as
$udly DBunter buiied into Study No. 1
The fat  junior eyed the Tfive in-
guisitively through his big spectacles.

“What  were you fellows talking
about?™ he asked.

“About ten said Bob
hunorously.

“Oh, really, Cherry

“Take a little rin, old fat hean,” sug-
gosted Nugent.

I say, you fellows, do wou think it's
old Quelchy who bagged that key!”

“uelchy ! velled the juniors.

The Owl of the Remove nodded sagely,

“Looks like 1t to me”™ he said
“What do yvou think? 1 =aw him going
down that passage fo-day, and watched
him—I mean, I didn’t wateh i, be-
cause I'm incapable of such a thing, but
I happened to nolbiea that he was nosing
aover the vaulls door, :
goes there—zo what do you think

“1 think youre a bom 1diet!” said
Bob,

“(Uh, really, Cherry

“And I think you're a burbling
chump [ said the captain of the Remove.

“Oh, reaily, Wharton—-"

“And 1 think I'm going to bung this
cushion at wyou, DBunter,” said Johnny
Ball, taking ann.

hIl’.-F‘..l].j-i.'i_. I.”

Billy Bunier vanishoed.

minutes,”

M
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In (the Dead of Nizhi!

(& VIET!"  murmured Harry
Wharton.
It was close on midnight,

After lights-out that night
there were five fellows in the Remove
dormitory  who did not sleep. The
Famaous Five were quite determined to
test Hurree Singh's suspicion, and aseer-
tain whether Blagden, onee of the Grey-
friars Sixth, was playing some seeret and
shady game in the old school. But by
ten o'clock Nugent was fast asleep, and
by half-past ten Johnny Bull was deep
in the land of dreams. When, at half-
past eleven, Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh
turned out of bed, and shook his com-
raddes in turn, Nugent and Johnny Bull
answered i}nff by 1narticulate grunts,
and the nabob grinned and passed them
by. Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry,
however, turned out,

" By that time they were not quite so
keen on  testing Inky’s theory: the
matter seemed rather different at mid-
night, But the nabob was resolved; and
his chums turned out to back himn up,
Three fellows were quite cnough, so
Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent were
leit to repose. The trio dressed guietly

in the darkness, put on rubber shoes, and

left the Remove dormitory.

The IHouse was very still -and silent.
The last light had been extinguished;
the last deor had closed,

But the juniors knew their way over

every foot of Greyfriars, and they were

spon downstairs and in the vaulted
passage that led to the oaken door in
the arch. Wharton and Beb manfully
sappressed their yawns, The nabob did
not yawn, however; he was wide-awake

Naow, he never:

Ty, U ——

amd very keen and watchful. His chums:
had noticed, too, that he had slipped a
heavy ebony ruler into his pocket, evi-
dently to be used as a weapon in case of
need, '

In a recess near the entrance of the
vaulted passage the three  juniors
waited, and heard midnight toll out from
the clock-tower, After that the minutcs
dragged by on leaden wings.

But suddenly the nabob gave a starf,
and his hand pressed Wharton's arm in
tho darkness, '

There was a sound from the silence of
the great building—a sound ihat was
not the creaking of an old wainscot, or
the seuttling of a rat behind the ancient
walla, '

It was a soff, stealthy footfall,

I'he thiee juniors thrilled at the sound,
someone, treading sofily and stealthily,
was approaching in the decp darknesi,
Kvidentl y—for 1t could not be doubted—
it was the unknown purloiner of the
“-'[élllif:i ker.  The passage led nowhere
elze,

It might be soms adveninravs junior,
though that was oxtremely nnhikely, 1&
might be some “blagging ” senior, like
Loder or Carne; but that was not really
probable.  Inexplicable as the man's
conduct seemed, it was most likely that
Inky was right, and that it was Philip
Blagden. At all events, the question
waz soon to Le put to the proof,

The stealthy footsteps passed within
a few feet of the hidden juniors, and
they almost held their breath.

The footstops went straight on to the
arch of the door at the end of the
pazsagoe, ) - '

Then a light gleamed suddenly.

It was the gleam of a pocket-torch,

Silent, almost breathless, the juniors
watehod that flicker of light playing on
the old lock of the door. The man who
held the torch was a mere shadow; but
they could discern that it was a man,
not a boy. There was a faint sound as
the key was inserted in the lock—a faint
click a= it turned. But for the well-oiled
state of lock and kew, there would have
been a lLeavy prinding, erating noise,
But the oil had done its work and there
was only a slight sound.

The old iron hinges must have been
oiled, too, for the heavy oak door opened
almost silently, A cold breath of air
came like a gust along the passage.
_ Listening intently in the stillness, the
Juniors heard the key withdrawn from
the lock, and then the door closed, The
man—whoever he was—had passed
through, and shut the door behind him. .

Bob - Cherry whispered :

“We can follow him, if we like. The
door doesn't lock on the other side,
you remember," :

“Hush!” breathed Wharton,

With utter amazement, the juniors
heard footsteps in the gloom. Someone
else was up and stirring that night.

They kept close in the dark rvecess,
and held their breath as the footsteps -
came along the passage.

The unseen man passed them, and
stepped on along the vaulted passage to
the oaken door, as the first man had
done. =, -

-Again a light gleamed out.

But this time it was a match; and n
the flicker of the mateh the juniors,
staring along the dark passage, recog-
nised the man who had struck the light.

It was Mr. Quelch, their Form-master.

He had his back to them, but they
knew him at once., Ha was examining
the keyhole of the oaken door.

The juniors remembered what Bunter
had told them, Undoubtedly Mr.
Quelch had discovered that the lock had
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heen oiled, and so knew that the missing
key had been used the night before. lle
was now out of bed for precriely the
=LY P iksOTE i t]llf L']'I:l-l'llﬁ ﬂ? '.-]H'." ..I.?.L"”rﬂ‘l'ﬂ
-—to discover who was the mysterions
explorer of the Grevirviars vaulis,

“Wiy hat!” muormured Bob Cherry, §

“This = petting thick.”

“Huash!”

“As I thought!” In the deep still-
nesz they heard Mr. Quelch mutter the
words., **The door is unlocked now ! We
shall see.”

The match was applied o a candle
in a candlestick the Remove master
carried in one hand. The door was
pushed open, and the Remove master
passed through. Ile left the caken door
wide open behind him. ‘The ilickering
licht of the candle faded away down the
stone stairs of the vaults bevond the
oaken door,

“Well, my hat!”" said Harry Whar-
ton, “So Quelehy s after him !
No need for us to worry,”

“We are followlully going on, my
estearped chiums™ . :

“No need for us, with Quelchy afier
the merchant,” said Bob. :

But the naboeb, without rveplyine, lod
the way along the vawlted passage, and
his comrades followed him,  Cold and
almost noisome air came irom the stair-
case bevond the doorwav, and all was
dark. With the nabob in the lead, the
three juniors crept down the stairs,

At the foot of the stone staircase the
vanlts opened, and there they caught the
light of Mr, Quelch’s candle agamn. The
Remove master had crossed the hrst
vault, and paused in the gloomy arch
that gave admittance to the second.
As the three juniors reached the bottomn
of the steps they heavd his voice,

“ Philip Blagden! What are you doing
Lhere®"

There was a =tartled From  the
serond vanult, The gleam of an olectrie
j!!tll]l WiaE- .-.HI.LI'.'I!JI:"'.-' shnt off,

Mr., Quelch placed his candiestick on
a stone ledge, and stood hile a grim
iragn,

“I have seen you, Philip Blagden!”
is voice was cold and cutting, 1
know now who purloined the kes feom
Coshng's lodge, I did not expect 10 lLindd
that it was vou, Dut I have secn vou,
and vou mayv as well show vourzelf.”

There was a muttercd curse ' the
darkness, and then Blapden came into
the radius of the fickering candlelight.

L B 3

Harry Wharten, Ileb  Cherry, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, rewained
silent, motionless, on the stone stair,

Lreathlessly watching the strange scenc.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Desperate Measures !

HILIP BLAGDEN stopped a few

P pares from the Remove master,

and [fixed his restless, gleaming

cves upon him, Mr. Queldy's,

H1ANTEer was cold, confelpiuous,
S LSPICIOuS.

““3o you have been watching e, Mr,
Cuelel 1

Y Not ot all,” sald fhe Remove masiex
coldiv., I cbeerved to-day that the lock
had been ofled, and guessed that the
key had Lesn used. [ decided to invesh-
vate the matter—oot o the leaso expect-
g o Dindd you bhere. What cxplanation
Fave vou o give?"” '

DBlagden dul not reply.

“You have some inotive for this con-
duet, which you will be requiced to
explain fully,” =aid the Rewmiovo master,
“I have not forgotten your old reputa-
tion in thisz school, Blagden,
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very  rmuach to concur in the Head's
opinion  that vou should be given a
chapee here, but [ would not be hard on
# man who was unfortunate. Dut I have
observed you wvery carefully, and have
come to the conciuston that if you have
changed since you left Greyfriars, you
have not changed for the better. Now 1
il vou sureeptitiously lurking in the
school vaults—entered by a stolen key.
What does it mean ¥V

“MWothing with any harm in it——"

“Epare your falsehcods,”  sail the
Remove master wily. * You can explain
to me or to the Iead tomorrow, as you
chooue. ™

“hasten to me,” said Dlagden, eveing
the Retnove master evilly, “I swear
that what 1 am doing means no harm
to anvone. I cannot explain, but that is
true.” '

Y] Ly . a 1

If there is no harm in it, vou can

explain,” said Mr. Quelih,  “1In fact,
vou will have to expiain luily or leave
the school to-moreows’!

Blagiden pnawed his lip,

"I cannot lesve the school,” he said.

“You will leave tomorrow morning
unless you fully satisfy both the Head
and myseif—and in anv csse sou will
ot 1 Lo roter L

e allowed o these vaults
TSN

_ : barnedd,  The junicrs,
watelnng s face from the darkness of
i : 1 2 a
tine staar, were startled by the evil in
1E.

I amast explan, then,” zaid Dlagden,
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“This was my only chance of finding
what I seck. T cannot leave Grreviriars,
fnd I cannot be barred from entering
the vaults. Had the old passage from
the Priory leen still open, you would
never have seen me here.” He came a
step neaver the Remove master, 1 will
tell yvou all, Mr. Quelch, and you will
pledge vour word not to betray me. In
retnin, vou shall share all that T find.”

“You speak iu riddles.  What do you
mean !

“You know that when T was at Grey-'

friars I had a key to the vaults. I nsed

to descend here with my friends—you
know why——~
“To smoke and gamble, And you

were found here, and expelled for your
vascality, I know.” r
“Trie. DBut that was not all,” said
Blagden in a low wvoice. “I learned
my way about the vaults—every inch of
thems, T had to., More than once I had
a narrow escape from detection, And
I learncd more than vou would guess.
You bhave heard the legend of the
treasure of Greyfriars, Mr. Quelch,”

_ The Remwove mastor started. Three
juniors, hidden in the darkness of the
statr, started, too. It was like a gleam
of light where all had been ‘dark.

A mere legend,” said Mr, Quelcly,

“ Not a mere lowend by any means,”
saird Blagden, “There were manv stories
of the trensure—one that the monks had
buried their gold when Henry . the
Eighth dissolved the monastery here:
another that smugglers had accumulated
a_treasure; a third that a gang of
Mrates i the old days had used these
vaults as a treasure-house, reaching them.
by a secret pnssage from the caves by
the sea. It was related that the sea-
robbers vsed to hold their revels in a

secret vauited chammber under the old
Rnhia=lery,

“Absard !V exclaiued the Remove
nmastor,
“Not absund,” said Blagden, “for

when 1 was a Greyfriars boy. and passed
a great deal of time in these vaults, 1
discovered clues that were an undoubted
guide to the <lost treasure, "

“AWhat >"

“Neep inowirth
seavch, wod T owwiil
.”I-Z—l.i_?,’lit*!l, e (R
Remove wmaster., *“We shall share and
shave alike. Xlad T vemained at Grev-
friars in the old days, 1 think I should
have made the discovery Delore 1 left
school,  As you know. I had to leave

e,
ell vou all,™
wlearmming  at

said

swddenly—and in such disgrace that I

could not appear at Creyfriars again.

join me in this

the

never forgot what T lLad learned, hows -

ever, and offen and often, while 1 was

living by my wits, I thought of the

that T
Then

Gireyfriars trcasure, and swore
would vet find it and handle it.

came the war—and for vears I could take -

no measures. And after the war—"
e paused.

“Well 7 said Mr, Queleh.

"1 will tell you everything, for

must join me,” said Blagden.

ou

of —never mind what.

The papers 1 have
belong to a scaman named DBrown

“Jou stole another man’s papers?”

i Foxactly.
said  Blagden, with a
slroulders,  “*'The
admitted me here to search
treasure on my own account.”

Lk ]

shrug  of the

for

“1 think you must be out of 'your
cxclaimed the Heinove master::

“The treasure if it exists, and if it ba
Half -
would go, by law, to the Government— =

y e [ R
EOTIE0E

rULil"Iii, llf}{_".'ﬁ not I,H_"iﬂ]']ﬁ' 10 _}'f.'l'll.

“ After: -
the war [ was in prison—I was suspected.

Anvhow, 1 was '
in a conviet prison till a very recent date.
shown the Henad -

I had to tell SGHIE---EtDi‘?,”:

:{'

lead would not have
the

Wi
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'Blagden started énnmlslvaly as the three juniors rushed him down.
he reeled, and his savage grasp on the Remove master relaxed. The Form-master lay gasping on the stene flags,

to help, (Yee Chapter 10.)

Before he could stir Wharton's fist smote him, and

unabie

the vemainder would belong to
¥oundation of Greviriars. No doubt
vou would be allowed a proportion as the
dizeoverer,™

Blagden laughed harshly.

“ [ know that ! That would not satisfy
me.”

“If. your story is true, you have only

to tell it to the Head, and he would
grant every facility for the search,” said
Mr. Qm:]i:]{.

The man laughed again.

“1 am not secking a fortune for
others,” he said. "1 am secking wealth
for myself, This is my last chance, and
I am not losiug it. I have told you
everything frankly. Go in with me, and
I will tell you the clue [ have discovered
—which I am assured will lead to the
discovery of the treasure.”

Mr. Quelch eyed him with ineredulous
disgust,

“ Ave you asking me to join you in a
eriminal eplerprise?” he asked scorn-
fully. *“ Are you out of your senses?

“T am a desperate man, Mr. Quelch.”

“Pgh! You are a rascal, and the
sooner the gates of Greyfriars close
behind you the better,” said Mr. Quelch
sternly,

“Van will not join with me?”

“You must be mad to ask such a
thing. Certainly not.”

“Will you swear not to betray me, or
to interfere with my search in any
way ?"

“ Nothing of the kind. I shall ac-
quaint the Head with the whole matter
to-morrow mormng.”’

“Then—"" breathed Blagden.

“Then what?" spapped the Remove
master,

“Then there is only one way.”

And with that the rufhan sprang at
the Remnove master like a tiger. There
was a crash as Mr, Quelch went down
on the stone flags, with the ruffian’s
fingers gripping his throat.

The Remove master struggled.

But he was no match for the ruffian,
wd he struggled in vain. His starting
oves looked up at Blagden, gleaming
wildly in the candle-light. There was no
mercy in the ruffian’s face—his eyes
burned down at his victim, and the cruel

ihe |

grip of his fingers grew tighier and
tighter on the Form-naster's throat.
For some moments the three juniors
on the stair had stood spellbound, utterly
taken by surprise and dazed by the ter-
rible scene. But they realised what was
passing—that the Remove master’s life
was at stake; that the rufhian had be-
coma utterly desperate at the thought

of bofpz baulked, and for ever, in his
<A h; the hidden treasure of Grey-
friars, Harry Wharton leaped from the
stair, and rushed forward to the rescue
of the Remove mwaster.  Bob Cherry and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were only a
second behind b,

Blagden started convulsively as the
three rushed him down—Dbefore he could
stir Wharton's fist smote him, and he
reeled, and his savage grasp on the
Remove master relaxed., e lcaped up
and sprang at Wharton, and the captain
of the Remove almost crumpled up in his
erip. Bob Cherry grasped at the ruffian
and held on. Mr., Quelch, gasping ex-
haustedly on the stone flags, was unable
to help. There was a sudden gleam of

steel in the candle-light—the ruffian had |

a knife in lis hand!

Crash |

A heavy fall followed.

“Tt is luckfully fortunate that 1
hrought this esteemed ruler,” murmured
ITurrco Jamset Ram  Singh.

“Oh, my hat |’ gasped Whartou.

The  heavy raler, descending with all
the strength of the nabob’s sturdy arm,
had struck, Blagden fairly on the head,
and stunned him. Philip Blagden, once
of the Greyfriars Sixth, lay senseless on
the fags.

Bab benl over the gasping Remove

master.

“All serene now, Mr. Quelch(™ he
panied, '

Bui for some minutes Mr, Quelch could
only gasp and gasp., He staggered to
hiz fect at last,

“Watch that ruffian ¥ he panted,

“The esteemed and ludicrous villain is
quife safe, sahib,” said Murree Singh.
“1f he should move, I shall.crackfully
smite  him again on his ridiculous

| happer.”
Ingp,

ut Philip Blagden did not move, Ie

=

was still unconscious when the alavm had
heen given, and half a dozen of the
Greyfriars Sixth came down into the
vaults, in amazement and wonder. Whan
Philip Blagden came to his scnszes he
was safe under lock and key,

Greyiriars heard the story the next day
with amazement.

It was a nine davs’ wonder; and iheo
old school buzzed with the strange story.

Many and various were the stories told
of the supposed Greyfriars treasure—
=ome fellows believed in it more or less
New bovs were often =et looking for that
treasure, by way of pulling their leg-.
But now it =ecuwd certain that the oll
legend had some foundation in fact— ard
ﬂlgnl*suhuul was agog with the excitement
of 1t.

Whether the treasure had a real exist-
ence or not, Philip Blagden had no fur-
ther chancé of seeking it. From the
school he went {o Courtfield gaol, 1o
stand his trial for the murderous attack
on Mr. Quelch; and from Courthicld he
went to penal servitude for five years -
as he richly deserved.

He went—and was almost forgotten.
But the treasure was. not forgotien.
What *““clues ¥ Blagden might have dis-
covered he never told, and no one could
puess. But more than half the fellows
in the school resolved to hunt for those
clues. Tt was almost impossible to keep
the fellows out of the vaults for days and
weeks afterwards—and lines and lickings
fell as thick as leave in Vallombrosa.

“We're on in thiz!” Bob Cherry de-
clared, in Study No. 1. “If anybody =
going to find that giddy treasure it's
little ws.” .

“What-ho |”* agreed the Co.

The Famous Five were very keen on
it. So were nearly all the Greyfriars
fellows. DBut the search for the my--
terious treasure, and what came of 1t, 13
ancther story.

THE END.

(And @ jolly good story it is, tag,
chums! You'll be sorry if you wiss
next ‘Hmuiu_yfﬂ lanig eomplefe j_',."t[.I‘r uf
@reyfriavs— Treasure Trove!”  Male
sure of your MagsET by ordering
NOW /)
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AN No. 6. —THE MYSTERY OF
. THE CRIMSGN CAVE!
{Continued from pege 2.

He
shantly bis haml went into bis coat-pocket
oto prasp a lowded plstol which was lying

never weith about unarmed,

thiere, while at the same time he looked
in every direction at the densze [oliage and
undergrowth which surrounded him.

Onee maore the ominous voice sonnded in
the cars of the buceancer, to whom it
echined with a strangely haunting note.

“Fire, if wyou dare, Sir Harry DMorgan,
traitor! But T am the only man who can
save you from those who seek yoor life,
and if T am deasd yon. are goomod !

And now, at last, the buccaneer saw who
was gpeaking to him.

Cronching among the choking undergrowth
which grew between two pimento treez was

4 skeleton-like, ®Black  shape, partially
vovered with skins, and with eirclets of
rattling bones, dried serpents’ heads, and
other horrible objects danegling round his
neck, wrists, and ankles,

And the face!

It was painted like a death-mazk, sl
wits dlistorted with hate, which also  glit.

tered in the sanken eyes,

Morgan knew thot this was an Obi man
—an escaped slave, who Lind fAed to the
forezt, nand then hecome o bluck wizgard
or medicine man. The Obl were men priesta
of the dark, mysterions religion of the black

slaves., and claimed the power fo =et o
spell of  deatlt on any white man  they
Iated,

“How dn ron know mef™ Rir Iarry
AMaorgan oried hoarzely “Yon shall never
five to threaten me a i vou hlack dog!™

But, fhouzh |his s touched  his
pratol, thev refosed to 7] or oand draw
it from his pocket. The clittering eyes
of the Obhi man seemed 1o Tascinate and
paralyse Lim.

“I know you, =ir Harry Morean!” pame
the mochme, threatening responsze. =Y au
cannot lire arainst me,  Your crew are ol
vour track to kil you., [ will denounce
vorit to them, and help them to capture
o, unless ¥you meet e at the Devil's

TMne o the forest b midoeight, and follow
whithor 1 lcad, and do nz I bhid vou! Fuail
to come, 1 3ay, and 1 will denounce vou,
and you will be doomed!”

and in-.

With a cshriek of mirtldess laughter, {he
Obi man vanished. - Az he did so, the =spell
which had held Morgan seemed to fall from
him, and he eould have fired, but at that
time it was too late.

It wasz in vain that he tried fo track the
mysterious Obi man throueh the impene-
truble depths.

Bafiled, he pamnsed As he did
20, there camie to his deep, start-
ling sound,

“The baving of bloodhounds'" he
tered. ¢ Bome escaped slave s
hunted through the forest!™

Scarcely had the words dropped from his
lips when there bunst through the bruszsh-
wood near him a white youth of about
seventeen, who was brave and handzsome,
despite that he was hall naked, and that
lils Aesh was branded by crnel floggings,
and by the livid cinctures left by the
fetters with which he had been loaded,

He was Arthur Chisheline, whom Morgan
bimszelf had sold into slavery.

The buccaneer knew him instantly, but
the boy did not recognise his epemy; and,
staggering towards Morgan, fell at his feet,

“Bave me, if yon know whuat pity
he gasped, *“The bloodhounds are hunting
me for my life, and I can do pothing more
for mysell,”

As he was speaking, the foremost hlood-
hound crashed through the undergrowth
and leaped towards him, with gleaming,
white fangs and rolling, bloodshot eyes,
The powerful bloodhound was within a few
feet of the crouching yonth when Sir Harry
%\llﬂrgan ;lr&w his pistol and shot it through

e head,

at last,
eary i

k-
belng

ey B
1%,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Avenged !

= the bloodhound rolled over in its
death-agony,  the dizsguised  bue-
caneer raised Arthur from iz
crouching position and dragged him

away through the forest. :

“Cotme with me, poor youll,” he said,
I tooes which seemed very compassionate,
“T will give yom food aod shelter, and
help yon to eseape those who are bunting
rou =0 cruelly.”

Arihinr waz completely deceived. and
littl: goes<ed thoet bhe wuz trusting himself
to the guidance of a black-learted, ruthless
foarl

They eluded the other bloodhonmwds, and
Morgan led the youth to his own planta-
tion, where he concealed him in a secret

chamber, and gave him food and drink.

:: Save me, If you know what pity is,’” gasped the lad, falling at the feet of Morgan,
The bloodhounds are hunting me for my life ! > Even as he spoke the {oremost
bloodhound crashed out of the undergrowth, On the instant, Morgan drew his
pistol and shot the animal through the head.

(See Chapter 2.)
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And Arthur told Morgan how Lis tyrant
planter master had treated him with such
{iqmlﬂa.hle cruelty that he had fled from

11nl

“I was guarded so closely that this was
the first chance I had of getting away
during the seven years I have been a slave,”
Arthur said. <1 felt that I would rather
he torn to pieces by the bloodbounds than
live such a Jife any longer, and* I would
sopmer die than be dragged back to the
plantation.”

“Do not Tear, poor youth!” said Morgan.
“1 will be your friend. I was n friend of
your murdered father, and an enemy of
that wretch, Morgan the buccaneer, who
sold you into slavery. Trust in me, and I
will help vyou to ecscape”

He spoke in such a soft, Iving tone, that
Arthur was further than ever from suspect.
ing that he was not the good-hiearted old
Qnaker he appeared to be.

But Morgan, the buccaneer, intended to
betray Arthur to his doom,.

The vilain was sure of two things—that

his betrayed crew were on hiz track, and
would kill him if he did not flee from the
plantation: and that the Obi man, for
gome réason  or  other, hated him, and
wished to lure him to his doom.

Now, _Murgan Ihad heard—as bhad many
others in Jamaica—rumours of the exist-

ence of a mysterions Crimspn Cave, hidden

in the buried heart of the forest.

“30 I can kill two birds with one stone'”
chuckled the villain, I will triek Arthuor
Chisholme into meeling the Obi man in
my place, and then, if the black lead: him
to the Crimson Cave. T can steal after
them. and thus learn where the black slaves
keep their hidden treasure.”

It wazs a ecunning plot, and the villair
never doubted of itz success,

It waz close on midnight when Morzan
aroused Arthur from a weary sleep. A pro-
found stillness hung over the  plantation,
oput the villain whispered:

YQuick!
ont, Arfhur. Put on theze things that 1
have hrought, =0 that you may not he
recognized, amd then come with me, and T

will guide voun to safety.”

Your enemies have found you

Morgan had hrovght with him a com-
plefe facsimile of hiz own disguise—even ;
to false heard and white hair. When

Arthur had donned these, he presented a
falr likeness to the
especially in a dim lght.

Then Morgan led Arthur to the forest,
At Iazt ther came near to the Devil'a

Pine—a gnarled tree, which had been struck”

by lightning.

“I must stop Lere, to see that yowr
enemics do not follow vou, Arthur,” Morgan
whispered. “But I hiave found a new gnide
for you. Go on, and follow the man vou
will find waiting for you. Do not be
alarmed by his hideous appearanco. 'Tia
but a disguise to frighten fools away,”

Morgan, erouching among the under-
growth, saw Arthur meet the Obi man nmlet
the Devil's Pipe, and then followed them
as they went tlwouph the forest.

All that night, all the next day,
during a great part of the following night,
they proceeded on their way.

At last- they came to the mouth of the
Crimeon Cave. .

Btealthily Morgan followed them, uniil

he found himself in the heart of the cave,

which was illuminated by a mysterious,
phosphorescent, crimson glow.

Then he ptepped on a hidden trap-door
set in the floor of the cave. It erashed
down before him, and he pitched headlong
into a black, fathomless abyss,

The Obi man was Zuba, who had fled to

the forest to seek revenge on Morgan, and =

to find and rescue hiiz young master.
Zuba made Arthur rich with the treasures
of the cave, and then helped him to make
his way to Kingston, where he proved how
e had been unjustly sold by Morgan, and

iisgnised bucecancer,.

and*

] and the
world never saw him again, ‘alive or dead.

TR

gained his liberty from his tyrant master. .

THE END.

{Now look out for the next thrilling
Ruccanecr story —°° Marooned on the

Carib’s Isle!’ — which appears in

next Monday’'s bumper issue of gour

| favourite paper.) E:
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No. 9.—THE SECRET OF THE SACRED RIVER!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Rescue !

TUMBLING blue ocean ard a
zail like the white feather of a

gull protruding from the water

ot the distant horizon—that was
the vizion before 1the eves of a san-
bronzed man in tattered sailor’s garb,
stending on the high poop of a derelict
vindjamnier somewhere among the i=les
af the East Indies,

The man had deeended from the
mainma=t, which was one of the onl
fwo standing on the battered vessel, and
for some minutes had renained motion-
less, gazing across the wide expanse of
tropic sed.

The man was: Ferrers Locke, the great
Fnglish detective.  The cironnstances
which had been responsible for his pre-
senee 1n that u-'atm'-]iigggm] derclict were
pmong the most amazing in the annals
uf his carcer.

Petween two amd three months pre-
viously, Ferrers Locke and his young
assistanf, Jack Drake, had solved the
mystery of an amazing crime commiited
in Dulwich, near London. Professor
Arnold Erskine, a noted aecieniizt, had
heen foully asssssinated in his home
Locke had proved definitely that the
crime had been eommmtied by a well-

known Harlevy SBiveet  specialisi in
tropical diseases, named Dr. ITavvey
Kin=e. nfortunotely, through no faalt

on the part of either Locke or Drake,
this main., who proved himself to be one
of the most amazing crooks in histore,
recaped from the counlry. '

At first. Ferrers Locke had been unahle
to dizeover the motive for the erime,
but a midnight sumimons to Whitehall,
where he had an interview with no less
a perzonage than the Brivsh Houne
Secretary  himself, threw o storthng
Light on the myvstery,

It appeared that the professor had di=-
coverad the formula for converting hase
metal into gold. Even the Home
Hecretary himself was not aware of the
seeret process, but he knew that there
was & paper in existence on which the

formula was sct out.  The only other
person who knew of the existence of this
paper was Dr. Kruse,

The commission given to the detective
was to hod the secret formula  and
destroy it. At lirst s only clue was the
last words spoken by the professor alter
the assazsin’s bullet had entered his
breast—" Dlon’t open the sandals——"

The ouest of the sandals had taken
Locke and Drake across the Atlantic and
through the Dominion of Canada to
Vaneonver,  There thev had olitained a
clue that a Hindu named DBhana Singh
had ecome into possessien of the purple
sandals, and had taken passage 1 a
steamship ecalled the Sunderbund oy
Calentia.

While waiting for a ship in which to
follow, Locke and Drake had tried to
capture Dr. Kruse, who, in disguiae,
had reached Vancouver., And this hunt
had resulted 1n their being trapped
aboard a four-masted bargue, the
Siwash Queen, on which Kruse, disguised
as a Scandinavian sailor, known as the
“Duichy,” was serving beiove the mast,

Kruse, with the object of raising
money by the sale of some machinery
among the eargo of the shap, indueed {he
crew  to mulimy.  Bul Ferrers Locke
had laid his plans well, and the attempt
resilied in the capture of the super-
crock,

Then Nature had taken a hand in the
came, A violent storm had arizen, and
the skip was zo badly damaged that it
was feared she would sink. At the
eleventh hour Locke gave bis coptive a
chance of life by releasing him from his
shipboard prizon. But instead of get-
ting away 1n one of the two boats, Kruse
had fallen and =trock hiz benod,

With room for but one tmore in the
second boat, Locke had ansisted on the
men taking the imjored skipper of the
windjammer, while he himzelf had re-
mained on the wreck, Instead of sink-
ing, the Siwash Queen had become water-

logged, ]
Locke had recapiured his arch-enemy

by an astute ruse, and once more hed |
him in a cage-like structure on a lower |

deck. And the sight of that sail grow-
ing more distinet with the pas2ing
nunutes set his heart beating high with
hope that not only would he himself be
sived, but that before many davs <noald
Fass he would =ce the

]-Ji']IHHJ.

nojgrious D,
T Lt == (a vl 1k
English gaol in Singapore.

Krusn safely
Unable to find a telescope i 1he <liop

Ferrers Locke remained oo deck unnl
the strange  spdd o was witlun a0 few
cables” longth of the deceliet, Tiv this

tinne he cowld make out that the craf
was a native dhow with the towering
stern which has been a featurve of tins
tvpe of sea-goifig vessel for a thouzand
viars,  The dhow had a crew of over
a dozen half-naked bhrown men, whom
Locke recognised to be Malays.

Ie had hoisted some bunting to the
peak of the mainmazt, and now, talking
ofl hia singlet, he waved b frapntically
in the air above hiz head. A response,
in the form of a shout from one of the
mien, caine to his ears faintly arross the
heaving blue water. _

Hastily donning his singlet, Ferrers
Locke made his way below. where his
prisoner  =at scowling behind  beavy
waoden bars, . i

“You will be interested io hear, Dr,
Kruse,” he said, “that there 15 every
probability of our being tranzferred to a
Malay dhow within "the next fifteen
minutez. From miy point’ of view it is
unfortunate that the redewng veszel is
not a British steminer. Matters would
have been =0 minch more =implilicd in
dealing with yvou then. Howaver, T
want vou to bear in omind that T am
armed.  Hhonld von attenpt any more
of vour tricks T <hall shoof ta Kill !

Dr. ruse. .bearded, and with a
conntenance as bronzed s ihat of the
lenth, gave a sneoving laugh.

“Te attempt to outwit the great
Fervers Locke wonld be impossible,” hie
said. “I trust wvou have ro objection

to my being released from this cattle pen

before our rescuers come on hoard 17
“1 -have overy objection,” replied
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I'errers Locke. My inftention is to ex-
plain the situation to these men before
we tranafer to the dhow. That 15, he
added, as an afterthought, “if any of
the beggars: can speak English.”

Leaving the captive, he went on deck
and stood by the starboard rail on the
forward wall-deck as the dhow came
alongzide., ]

No sooner had the great iriangular
~ail come down with a run than Locke
heaved a line over the side for the men
to make fast. As soon as this had been
done, excited jabbering broke ont among
the crew of the dhow, :

“mav, do any of you fellows speak
Jinglish ¥ erted Locke. : :

Thi only response was a jabbering 1n
the jargon of the Malay Peninsula.

Hali a dozen of the little brown men
swarmed over the side of the wind-
jammer and clustered round the detec-
tive, plving him with questions, Rack-
ing his brains, Ferrers lLocke strove to
remember some of the Indian vernacular
vhich he had known in the past days.
3ut his attempts to convey the situafion
in a mixture of English and Indian
Frought no light of understanding to
the faces of the native erew of the dhow.

i was f:]nﬂ P that the Hitle hrown men
vore friendly disposed toward him, and
conld willing!y take him aboard their
cratt, which he gathered was proceeding
too Singapore. It was equally clear,
from the way that the eves of some of
hem began to rove towards the hateh:
vavs, that they intended to take a bit of
loat ont of the derelick vessel as well,

As the Malavs showed their intention
of going below, Ferrers Locke saw that
the matter of his prisoner must be dealt
Cwith, witheut his having been able to
v!ler an explanation.

Beckoning to his rescuers, Locke him-
~olf Jed the way below, and pointed out
the prisoner in the cage-like strueture.

" Prisoner 7 said the slenth. © Prisoner

vou savvy ?  Mnst keep prisoner (il
dhow makes Singapore !

Biut the little brown men were staring
st the prisoner with saueer-like eves and.
open mouths, clearly at a total loss to
understand this exiraordinary sitnation.

[y, Kruse, standing upright in his
pei-on, glared from the hittle men to
Foerrers Locke, lu< brow  black  as
thnmider.

“T think, Mr. Locke,” he raid. “von
tiight have thoe decency to take oftf that
‘padlock, It is—er—hardly the thing for
a creow of dirty natives to see a white
man in this undignified position ¥

Locke shot the criminal a glance of
vnutterable contempt,

A white man ! Le echoed.  “TTeaven.
Yioaip the white race if there were many
Liie wou, vou fiend ! As T cannot convey.
vour (o the dhow in that cage T amn forced
o turn you loose, Bot T repeat my warn-
pie—any tricks, and you will get half an
ounee of lead to digest !”

And he apmificantly tapped the hip-
pocker of  lis tattered duck trovsers.
V' row the other hip-pocket he drew out
o pair of handendts,

“ Now, Dr. Kruse,” he =awd, *‘place
o wrists together and hold out your
ARSI G

i 51|
Toruse, ,

“Yon'll be hanged whether you do or,
¢l 't answered Locke, " Anyvay, you
remain where vou arve until vou
reree toomy condition,  If vou prefer it,
v il tet these Mulavs depart in their
ithow without us, and wuit for another
eipe Possihly we shall be more lucky.
b omay be a British vessel next time,”

A Jook of cunning crept over the evil
conntenance  of the master-crook, anid

b

be hanged i I do!” snarled

"
" ']
il

avail,

Apains|
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with & sudden movement he thrust out
his gnarled hands, There was a metallic
chick, and the “darbies " snapped on his
wisls, :

Directly this had been accomplished
Ferrers Locke unfastened the padlock
and allowed hiz captive to come forth,

Plainly the Malays were puzzled in the
extreme. They gesticulated and jabbered
like apes. Locke again tried his hotch-
potch of Keglish and Indian, but without
A Then a sudden thought struck
LKLy,

“Perhaps, Dr. Kruse,” he said, * you
could explain that we are now ready to
leave the ship?"”

The astute doctor regarded Ins captor
through half-closed eyes which held a
gleam of malicious humour,

“ My dear Mr. Locke,” he said sarcasiic-
ally, *'1 am not a walking encyclopedia
of knowledge. Malay, I am afraid, is
not one of my accomplishments,”

By signs a stocky litile Malay with a
face hike seamed leather revealed his
desire that the white mwen should go on
deck, In frieadly fashion Locke and
Krusa were escorted by tvwo or three of
the ¢crew of the dhow, and assisied from
the derelict into the little craft that
Lobbed like a cork on the water along-
side,

IFor over half an hour the dhow re-
mained there elose to the disabled wind-
patmer,  During  ihis fime the little

rowil men removed from the bargue a
number of articles and fiitings which
took their fancy,

When the transfer had beon completed
the great triangvlar sail was hoisted, and
the dhow sheered off, _

Ferrers Locke and Kruse were given
seats on some dirty matting under the

poop of the vessel, and some rice, dried {

tish, and acrid water were handed to
then for a meal.

Attermnpts were made to converse with
them, bLut Locke could neither under-
stutid nor  make hamself understood,
despite repeated efforts.  Kruse, too,
shook his head to questions that were put
to him, his face as blank as that of his
fellow-couniryvman.

As the day wore on the furrows sctiled
deeper 1 che's brow,

Fortunatel™ the Malayvs had accepted
the =situanon of his keeping Kruse in
handeufts, which he had feared th(!:.r
might have raised strong objections to.
But he foresaw many problems ahead
of him should the dhow be. any great
distance from port. Naturally, gﬂ Iilim-
sell had not the faintest idea of his posi-
tion, save that they were somewhere
among the Iast Indin islands.

As luck would have it, the dhow her-
self brought a measure of relief to his
anxiety. The little craft rose and fell
tremendously to the Wig swells of the
ocean that had succeeded the typhoon,
Liocke himself was an excellent sailor,
but within a few hours Kruse was com-
pletely © under the weather.” :

That the doctor was feeling the effects
of the gquick, dancing motion of the dhow
after the more regular wovements of the
water-logged derelict, was evidenced by
the sickly greenish huo that gradually
crept over his face,

YA jolly good job for me,” thoughi
Locke. “There's nol so much likelihood
of his petting up to any tricks.”

All that dayv and through the long night
Ferrers Locke remained awake, hoping
hope that the voyage of the
dhow would not be a long one. On the
following morning the sea subsided, and
the dhow glided through smooth water
at a reduced speed, : :

Sleep, the one

thing that Locke.

dreaded, would have to come to him ati that you were an English detective,

E WEEKLY!

| N
brief nap occurred on the following after-
nocon, when most of the crew of the
dhow were taking a siesta, Presently
Kruse himself, who had recovered from
hig sickness, stretched out upon the deck
and began snoring heavily,

 Afraid to omit any precaution in deal-
ing wli& -thf astute crook, Locke quietly -
abtained a light rope of fibre, slipped it
round the body of his captive, and
secured the doctor to one of the thick
hatnboo supports of the poop. Then he
himself settled a few feet away for the
brief sleep his whole being craved so
urgently, :

It seemed to him as though he had slept
but ten minutes when the sound of gruff
voices speaking 1n Malay awakened iim.
Somewhat to his astonishment he saw
half a dozen of the crew of the dhow
gathered about him. Ie made a move-
ment as-though to rise to his feet, when,
without a second’s warning, the little
brown men piled themselves on top of
him 1 A gasp left the detective’s lips, and
his hand went back to secure his shooting
iran.  DBut hands that gripped him hke
steel vices Qeld his arms, and others
]r:-i_ﬂ:-c{h::] about hiz throat, almost choking
TLETL.

Held on the deck by sheer weighi of
numbers, he was bound hand and foot by
cords of the very type as that with which
he had secured Krusze !

Suddenly the weight of men was re-
moved from his body. Red, perspiring,
and furious, he gazed upwards from his
proue position on the dirty deck of the
dhow, And there, standing among the
Malays, his white tecth bared in a wolfish
simile, he saw his avch-enemy, Dr. Harvey:
Kruse |- And a voice fell with crushing
sarcasm on his ear: . :

“How strange are the workings of =
Fate, my dear Mr. Locke. Amazing as
i may seem, the tables ave turned '™

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Escape Irom the Dhow !

T took some moments before the mind -~
of Ferrers Locke could grasp the =
full meaning of this extraordinary - -
change of sitvation. o

ITow had Kruse managed to get the

Malays to take his part?
The problem was solved speedily
enough, Kruse turmed to the stocky .
brown man who was in command of the =
dhow, and fired off a stream of sentences
in _the Malay language, which the
natives, of course, understood perfectly. =

The skipper of the dhow stooped, and, -

fumbling in Locke's pockets, took out .
a revolver and a small key. Tlhﬂ revolver =
he stuck in his belt. With the key he
unlocked the handcufis on Kruse's wrists,
Freed from his manacles, Kruse stretched =
his cramped limbs with intense satis- - -
faction, R
“I1 am sure, Mr, Locke,” he said,
addressing the trussed - detective, “that
you will pardon my little deceit in pre- -
tending that T was jgnorant of the Malay =
tongue. It served my purpose, you see, .
to wait for a more favourable oppor. -
tunity than that on the derelict to explain -2
the situation to these honest little sea- = .4
farers,” ER: ﬂ
“ Explain " spluttered Locke, squirm- ° 5
ing at his own impofence. “You megn— =
vou mean, you've told them a thundering. :’#
pack of lies [ : IR
Dr. Kruse laughed, and accepted & o
white Durmese cheroot which the native. =
captain of the dhow handed to him. 7 .5

“Tut, tut, Mr. Tocke!” he said. “Fi
may have mentioned a fow things which
were not strictly aecording to fact.  Buk-
vou could hardly expect me to explain:

R P
-*'. s

=

AT

last. The opportunity for snatching a'l whilst I am a man wanted for a fen~ = =
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I Turning under water Ferrers Locke
struck out strongly towards the shore.
Suddenly there came a swishing sound
through ihe air. and something splashed
into the wailer within a foot of the
sleuth's head. It was a knife I (&ee

A BID FOR
LIBERTY !
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"wum—breaches of the—er—rather exact-
ing laws of our civilisation.”

“You scoundrel I blurted onl Tocke.
“In giving you vour life i the Blaash
Queen T acted oo farrly with yews, ]

suppose in return yveu will take the
earliest opportunity of quietly doing
away wilh me?”

With  the ntmoest calmness Kruse

seated himself cross-legged on the dirty
rice-inatting, and lighted his cheroot
from a amonbdering fragment of teak-
wood supplicd him by ope of the dhow’s
CrOW,

The little brown Malays, including the
skipper of the dhow, stood round in a
grinning  cirele, interested  spectators,
although upable to understand a word
of the conversation of the twe strange
. white men.

“Of course, Mr. T.ocke,” =aid Kruse,
in the tone of a man having a quet
conversation at hiz c¢lub, “iv will be
necessary, as you can see, for me to—er—
take an opportunity of removing vyou
from may path before the dhow puts n
at Singapore. You have been a regalar
thorn mn my flesh, My, Locke, and I zhall
not feel really comfortable, I confess,
until you are removed, Unfortunately,”
he went on in a meditative voice, “ these
tittle brown men would not, I am sure,
bhe parties to your—ah—removal on this
dhow. 1 had heped to be alle to per-
sundde them to do this work themselves,
but they would only agree to your heing
a capitve oy stead.”

Despite the terrifie peril of the situa-
tion i which he found himself Forrers
Locke was consumed with curviosity as
to what Kruse might have said to the
Malays fo cavse them to act as they had
done. He bit his lip, however, and
asked no questionz. But Kruse himcelf
supplied the answer to his unspoken
query,

F

The doctor watched a curling wreath
of acrid smoke go swirling from his
cheroot under the dhow’s poop, and re-
suined the one-sided conversation,

“Doubtle:» vou are wonderviug licw I
wanaged to torn the tables, ay dear
unfertupate Mr, Locke, It was ridooa
lously easy. 1 pretended to sleep, | and
wailted until you yoursell were in repose,
Then when the skipper of the dhow hap-
pened to pass along I astonished the littLa
fellow by addressing him in his-own
language. I told him that you and 1
had been left by accident aboard the
disabled sailing ship, and that you had
partially lost your reason. In vour mad-
ness you had seized me and padlocked
me  below  decks, where  you  had
attempted to starve me, =0 that you your-
zelf might have more food.”

“You're a wonderful liar, Kruse,” =aid
Locke, gritting his teeth. .

“Thank you, Mr. Locke I said Kruse,
with a gratiied smile. “It is no small
achievement to earn the praise of so
illustrious a person as vourself, Yes [
Hatter myself I did tell the tale rather
well. Certamnly it aroused the symipathy
of the skipper of the dhow and those
memhbers of the crew whom he beckoned
about him., To-morrow; barring bad
weather, we shall reach Bingapore—that
te—er—the cvew and I, You, T hope,
Mr., Locke-—greatly though it grieves me
ta express such a wish—will among
the very strange finny denizens that in-
habit the strats, Even if vou are ever
secn again by hiinan eyes, Mr, Locke, 1
doubt whether you will be recognised as
the well-known detective of Baker Streat,
London, when the charks have finished
with you.” And rising to his feet, the
seoundirel nselently  sauntered forward
along the deck of the dhow,

The

he few that Kruse had voiced his true
intention with regard to himself,

The san went down and the stars
peeped from a skv of velvet, but there
wis ho sieep for the heavy eves of the
cap nred ~lenth, With snuffing
footsten on the deck be fearved that ar last
his  arch-cneimny  was  approaching 1o
accomplish his foul purpose.

Shaortly after midnight Kruse actoally
tiade an attempt. He erept within

MUY

| arni’'s lengrh of the prostrate detective

and struek savagely downward with a
short pilece of timber. In the nick of
timie Tocke swung his head aside to
avoid the blow by a fraction of an inch,

Biefore Kruse could repeat his mur-
derous attack, one of the Malays leaped
upan the crook’s back., The captain of
the dhow and others rapidly swarmed to
the spot, aroused by the eries of the
Malay who had witnessed the assaunlt.
For a tine there was & babel of vaices.
It was evident to Locke that Kruse had
aroused the anger of the lhittle brown
men, who apparently had the idea in
their minds of taking both him and
Kruse alive to Singapore.

The incident proved a most fortunate
one for the sleuth. Alter that Kruse
himiself was kept, if not a prisoner, at
leaat vnder elose watch.

So after darkness had fallen on the
following day the dhow drew in towards
the light of Singapore. Az the stout
little vessel made its way among ihe
ships in the harbour, Fervers Locke,
lying on the deck, and now wearing the
handeuffs which had been on Kruse the
dav hefore, raised his voice in the hope
of aifracting attention. The only vesult
was that the Malavs tied & gag of coarse
sacking, smothered in molasses, about his

houras that followed were sheer ! mouth.
mental agony for Ferrers Locke. Welll
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Afier what seemed hoars, he heard the
splash as the great ancher of the dhow
was dropped over the side. Raising hime
self, he could clearly sce the port and
the riding lights of the steamers, and the
veliow  1Hamination of the  buildings
bardering the harbour,

While Locke was strotched on the dirty
deck, fuming in his impotency, he saw
Kruse approach.

It grieves me thuns to leave you &
prigoner, my dear AMr. Locke,” mur-
murcd the vrook suavely. “1 had hoped
vou would be fathomis deep ere this.
Unfortunately, my good friends, the
Malays, did not see eye to eye with me
in the little matter of disposing of vou.
They arve well known here at Singapore,
and their intention is to band you over
to the police. 1 have just volunteered
to go ashore and find a police officer to
take charge of you.” Dr. Kruse gave a
chuckle as thongh seeing a joke in his
words, " Needless to say, 1 shall not
return.” )

Ferrers Locke positively writhed on
the deck as,  with staring = eyes, he
watched his arch enemy calmly walk to
one side of the dhow and assist in the

lowering 6f the queer little single-ocared
boat the eraft carried. He =aw Kruse
gtep over the side on to a bamboo ladder,
and a few scconds later the creak of an
oar came to his ears.

Dr. Harvey Kruse had gone!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
- - The Man with the Withered Handg !

N O closely had TFerrers Locke bLeen
watched aboard the dhow hitherto
that attempts to free himself from
hiz bonds had been impracticable.

NWow that the anchor tvaz down, twe or
three catomarans (small natiee craft)
gathered about the dhow, hawking fresh
frnit and rice.

It was to their fellow countrymen in
these bimats that the dhow’s crew turned
their atiention, bargaining and arguing
Isudly.

- Baquirming & couple of yards along the
deck, Ferrers Locke quictly began to rub
the bonds of rope fibre that held his
wrisls against a piece of split bamboo
which formed one of the rungs of the
ladder leading to the poop.

~ Lauck  was with him.  The minutes
passad, and he remained unobserved, At

tthe side with a panther-like bound,

last he snapped his bonds. To take the
ropes from his knees and ankles and
remove the gag was the work of a few
minules more.

Suddenly the eaptain of the dhow
turned his coarse brown face in the diree-
tion of the captive. A pguttural cry left
the man’s lLips.

Locke reached his feet and leaped for
A
Malay whipped out a kris and tried to
knife the sleath; but Locke zent him
crashing headlong to the deck with a
terrific right to the jaw. Next instant
he had hurled himself over the bulwark
of the dhow and had plunged with a
msuu&ing aplash into the dark waters
of Bingapore Harbour.

Turning under water, he swam com-
pletely under the vesse! and came up
on the other side, striking out strongly
toward the shore. A dozen angry brown
faces lined the dhow's rail. - There was
a swishing sound through the air, and
something splashed into the water within
a foot of his head. It was a knife!

Locke dived and swam under water,
coming to the surface again ten yards
farther away from the dhow.

Now he turned on his side and swam
with a sweeéping overarm stroke, feeling
himsell reasonably safe, for be knew
that the dhow had but one boat, and that
had gone away to the shore with Kruse,

Then ahead of him loomed the giant
bulk of an ocean liner, moving slowly
oit to sea, The detective raised his voice
in a series of shouts to attract the atten-
tion of those on board.

The steamer altered course slightly; and
hor propellers ceased {o revolve. No
longer fearful of being drawn vnder by
the sucition of the screws if he approached
ihe ship too closely, Ferrers Locke awam
towards her. A rope was hove over the
side, and the sleuth, wringing wet,
climbed aboard.

Hardly was he in the ship when the
ielegraph-bell rang down in the engine-
room, and the propellers began to
revolve again, Onee more the liner held
her course towards the open sea.

A number of the passengers and crew
of the steamship gathered around the
rescued man, firing a volley of questions
at him. :

Locke held hiz peace and demanded

to #ee the captain. ]
“Ho's on the bridge,” said the fourth
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officer. “You won't be able to see him
tiill wo get elear of the harlbour.”

And then the throng surrourding the
sleuth  parted suddenly a  young
athletic figure broke throusl.

* Chief 1" ;

An exclamation of delight left the
sleuth’s lips, and a moment later he was
wringing the bhand of hLis  young
nssistant, .

In quick, whispered sentences the two
exchanged newa. Drake informed his
clief that he was aboard the Coraba, of
tha Indo-Burma Line, bound for Cal-
cutta. It was pood mews to Locke to
learn that all the others who had left
the Siwash Queen in the two boats had
been picked up by a tramp steamer,
which had landed them in Singapore,

]
il =

The detective, on his part, told the

boy of his own adventures, and how once
more the super-crook had eluded justice.
“My avont!” muttered the youngster.
“It’s going to be the dickens of a jab
to ret ashore now and on his track !
“I have no intention of going ashore,

even il 1t were possible,” answered
Locke., A wireless message from this
ship to the Singapore police will put
them hot-scent on the track of Kruse.
~Our job, my boy, is to find the purple
sandals. Bhana Singh proceeded. to Cal-
cuita from Vancouver, We, too, are on
our way to Caleutta. And, by Jove, even
if Kruse 13 still at large, we've got a
clear. start of him !’

S0 Ferrers Locke remained on hoard
the Coraba. He left to Drake the task
of despatching the wire, He himselt

obtained a change of clother from one of -

the passengers of the ship. A visit to
the barber’s shop on board restored him
once more to some semblance of tha
keen-looking, handsome investigator so
well known in Baker Strect.

A quick run up the Bay of Bengal
found the liner entering the Hoogh
River three days later. No sooner was

the anchor down in the great port of

Calcutta than Ferrvers Locke and Jack
Drake went ashore. They took a gharry
direct to the office of the steamship com-
pany which owned the Bunderbund, the
hip on which Bhana SBingh had booked
a passage from Vancouver., Both agreed
that the tracking of Bhana Singh held the
most prospect {:-F.mmverin g the sandals.
At the steamship office they learned

ihat the Hindu actually had arrived in -
' Caleutta, but where he had gone no one =

knew,

searchin )
The difficulties in their path were im-

Service in their search.
Then, when hope’ of tracking the

was destined to prove invalunable.

native bazaar at  the

of Clalcutta.

Locke and Drake leaped in a %hurry'md
drove direct to the bazaar with-a police-
interpreter,  From
they discovered that his nephew,

Aana

feet of the slenth, moaning
ously for alms.

i :.l 4

Directly’ this news was given them,

the- old frait-zseller

Singh, had taken the train to Benares.
As they talked, one of the native beg- =
gars, who swarmed about the sahibsdike -
Hiies round a honey-pot, grovelled at the
monoton-

. The man, who wore but a dhoti, or
! lain-cloth, prominently exposed his gzg'lit;'.:'-
d hand, which hung feebly from His wrisé, =

-

There followed many weary days of -
on the part of the investigators, =

mense, and they did not hesitate to take =
advantage of the very fine Indian Police

elusive Hindu had almost deserted them, -
a smart Sikh policeman put them in pos- =
session of a piece of information which =~
This ©
was that an old fruit-seller. who was the
uncle of Bhana SBingh, resided in the big -
back of the =
('howinghee, the principal thoroughfare

el L
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as though in the hope that the two white
men would take pity on him.

“FPoor beggar I murmured Prake, as
hie gave the man some money ; “he's got
i withered hand 7

Locke was not so sure; he well knew
how elever the beggars of the East mee
in apeing  deformities Tor the sake of
exeitimg pity in the beholders. Dot he,
‘rl}ﬂ, HH"‘.‘_'! ifll'!- Ihiedll it EULIEP.I.‘.!' E-J"E IJ'-J}:-L‘IJE,
and bade him depart. -

After extracting all the information he
could from the fruit-zeller, he rewarded
handsomely  the gratified old Hiudu,
Then he, Drake, and the interpreter
entered the gharry and drove back to the
hotel, .

Ilal{ an hour later Locke and Drake
boarded a Great Indian DPeninsula train
at Howra Station, with tickeis for the
sacred city of Benaves on the Ganges. Tt
was a long and hot journey, for the mon-
soon had not vet burst over India.

It was nearly ten o'clock on a wonder-
ful Indian night when at last the train
slowly steamed along the bank of the
Ganges with the lights of Benares a few
miles ahead.

Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake were
enllecting the small amount of luggage,
which they had procured in Caleutta. in
the first-class compartment which they
alone ocecupted, when suddenly they
heard a scraping noise outside the door,

Locke swung round sharplv, and theve
at the window he glimpsed the dusky
face of the beggar with the withered
hand, whom he had seen in the bazaar
at Calcuita. Then therd was a crash of
chattering glass, and a small eylinder
descended with a thud on the floor of the
compartment.

“Christopher! A bomb !V

It was Drake who gave vent to that
excited exclamation, and before Locke
himself could stoop to grasp the eylinder,
the plucky lad snatched 1t up and hurled
it through the opposite window toward
the murky waters of the Ganges.

ITe was not a moment too soon. There
was an car-shattoring report as the
missile burst in the ae amd several win
dows of the train fell into Nragments.

ashing to the side of the carriage
where he had seen the native, Locke
ghimpsed the fellow rolling down the
embankment. The slenth whipped out a
revolver and fired low at the man, with
ihe intention of winging him; but the
native grasped a picee of protruding
bamboo fencing with both hands, and
leaped lLightly over it, disappearing into
the night.

To make the dangerous leap from the
traim and go in pursuit of the fellow
seemed a hopeless prospect. Besndes,
Locke’s great object was to get into
Benares and find the sandals,

From other compartments he and
Drake could hear excited shouting, and
several Kuropeans and a native guard
dashed along the corridor to discaver the
cause of the commotion. The excitement
was even grealer when the detective de-
scribed- the attempt which had been
made on the life of himself and his
young assistant,

His story had to be repeated to officials
at Benares Station, when he and Dhrake
disembarked from the train, Then, after
copious notes had been made by officious
natives, they were allowed to depart.
They entered a gharry and ordered the
gharry-walla to drive direct to police
Lieadguarters. Locke had taken the pre-
cantion of wiring Instrucsons to the
police of Benares to get on the track of
the man, Bhana Singl. o

As they drove through the humid,
odoriferous streets of the sacred eily,
Locke turned to Jack Drake with a wou-
ried air,

[

=

o

A rustling sound in the dirty reed matting which foried the roof of the building

caused Locke to look up sharply. Peering through a hole was the brown face

of the man who had thrown the bomb into the train near Benares, *“ Dr. Kruse !
: exclaimed the sleuth in amazement. (See page 28.)

oy

“My boy,” he said, “there is little
doubt that the man who attempted our
lives was no Hindu beggar at all. 1 dis-
tinctly saw him grasp some bamboo fene-
ing by the line with both hands. That
very action proved that he had no more
a withered right hand than either you or
I. There was something in the move-
ment: of the fellow that was strangely
reminiscent of one we know well 17

“Tir. Kruse §™

IIE‘ﬂﬂ_J}

Onee again at the police headguarters
Locke swiftly told the story of the
attempt which had been .made on their
lives in the train. But he found, to his
disappointment, that the police had not
succeeded in discovering the whereabouts
of Bhana Bingh, though the man was
suspected of being in the neighbourhood.

They were just sbout to take their
leave when a native policeman execitedly
entered headquarters.

For a few moments he and the police-
superintendent conversed swiftly in the
vernacular, and then the superintendent
turned to Locke with excitement in every
line of his sallow face and spoke in
English,

*“*A remarkable thing has happened,
Mr. Locke. A native has just been taken
aout of the Ganges. He is dead, and
there is evidence of foul play. Froam
cvidence found on him there is little
doubt that it 1s the very man you are
seeking—Bhana Singh M

“Great  Beoti!”  ejaculated  Locke.
“Where is the unfortunate man now *”

My subordinate will take you to
him.” He addressed the native police-
man, who indicated the door.

“Come, sahibs!”

Ferrers Locke and Jack Iake followed
the man from the police bungalow, and,
entering the gharry, were rapidly driven
to the burning ghats by the sacred
stream, where the body of the man had
been left. The ghats are compounds on

r

P

the river-bank where the bodies of

Ihndu dead arve cremated before the

ashes are thrown into the saecred river,
A native polieeman, and an attendant

of the ghats was by the side of -the

deceased. £E

By the aid of lanterns Ferrers Locke
cxamined the man. A red caste mark on

his  forehead proclaimed him to be a
Hlm_lll. He was drgaaed mr a white,
Howing costume, with a waistcoat

buttoned over his body. The fingers of
his right hand still clutched a fragment
of green cloth of some light material.
Deop fingermarks on his dusky throat
suggested that the unfortunate man had
been strangled before being cast into the
river, A grubby, fblded envelope in the
walsteoat-pocket of the man was ad-
dressed to Bhana Singh, Benares,

“Bomebody killed him; sabhib,” said
the fx-lice guide,” who could speak socine
English, . '

“Obviously, my man,” said Locke,
“Thrs is Bhana Singh, without a doubt.
His description tallies with that 1 re-
ceived of him in Vancouver. This waist-
coat 13 of American ent—it probably was -
purchased in the Canadian West, and I
should deduce that he met his death at
the hands of o Mohammedan,

“ A Mohammedan, sahib "

“Yes; this piece of green eloth doubt-
less was torn from the turban of o Hadii,
who, as you know, is a man entitled t.
wear the green turban on aceount of his
having made a pilgrimage to Mecca,
The nail on the right forefinger of the
slayver was at least a quarter of an inch
lenger than any of the others on his
hands, asz the marks on lius unfortaonusie
victim's throat clearly show.”

From another pocket of the waistcoms
of the dead man Ferrers Locke drew
forth a large, cheap-looking watch. 12
had stopped, and tﬁﬁ hands pointed ta
the hour of seven-fifteen.

THE MAGNET LaBRARY.—No, £54,
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“ At what timo was this poor fellow
{aken out of the river here?” inquired

Locke of the native policeman.
“ Ten forty-five, sahib. 1 took him -':-ut

iny=cll.” 1

The cleath  turned to his  young
a~=1stant,

“Dieake, my boy,” he saul, “hind a

boat to take you out to that steam- vacht
Iving in the stream. Without doubt
ahoard her vou will be abl{r to learn from
Lier master the exact speed of the stream.,
Pt 1= most important that we should know
this.™
Accompanied by one of the policemen
the boy =et off, It was twenty minuies
orm he mi_urneﬂ but he had securced the
information chuwed
“T was in luck, sir,” he said to Locke.
“Thr' captain of the vacht was an
nglishman, and he tested the stream
W Lt a patent log. The current runs at
four miles an hour,”

With a notebook held in the light of
thie lanterns by the bank of the Ganges,
TPorrvers Lunie made  some  swilt
mathemalical ecalculations,

“Good!” he said, looking up. * The
watch was stopped at seven-lifteen, and it
1: safe {o presume that it ceased to func-
tion when Bhana Singh was thrown into
the viver. The body was found at ten-
forty-five. Therefore, it was three and a
Lalf hours in the water. Granting that
it was not held up by anything in the
river, it would hau} travelled fourteen
_miles in that time.”

With this in mind, Ferrers Locke re-
turned to the police bungalow with Jack
Dirake and the native official. There he
obtained a map and looked at the places
portraying the Ganges to the west of
Benares.  And, by a simple calculation
on the scale map, he discovered that a
small place called Paka was exactly fnur
teen miles away.
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Having ne better clue to work on. e
decided to journey to this town at once
with Drake, in the hope of dizrovering
the slayer of Bhana Singh.

The Benares police, proud to be of
assistance to the great Linglish private
detective, willingly put a fast moinr-car
and native chautfeur at Locke's dizposal

After an exhilarating ride along the
main aka road beneath the low-hanging
Indian moon, the sleuth and his voung
assistant reached the other Ganges town,
The tfact that they had not zlepr during
the previous day did not trouble ithem.
Immediately they began their inguiries,
having mtroduced themselves at police
headguarters.

Now fortune swung round completely

in their favour. A booking-clerk, who
had becn on duty between six p.n, and
midnight on the previous night, was able
to remember a Hadji, who resembled in
a respect the man whom Locke sought.
The babu, or clerk, remembered the man
because he had been one of a mere hand-
ful of natives who had heoked first-cla=s
on a train leaving Paka for the Punjaub
at eight-twenty-three. When the man
had tended his fare the clérk had noted
with curiosity the length of his nail on
the right forefinger, compared with the
others on the same hand.

The intelligent babu was able to give
stich a good description of the man that
Locke rewarded him most handsomely,

Then he purchased tickets for himeself |

and Drake to Agra, the city to which the
Hadji had booked.

The gratified babu left his office and
salaamed the two sahibs all the way
down the platform to the train that was
waiting, leaving half a dozen natives
fuming in their impatience to buy tickets,

Many weary hours were spent in the
train journeying through the hot, dusty
1 plains of the Punjaub. At 1Pngth
wearied in mind and body, Ferrers
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Locke and Jack Drake came to Agra,
that great city of the ancient Moghuls,
!:m{:aus as the site of the most supremely
beautiful shrine, the Taj Mahal. one of
the Seven W onders of the vorld. But
the two investizators had no tine to gaze
npon the p:}a:h whiteness of the wonder-
ful monument erected by Shah Jehan,

It was in the evening  when  they
reached Agra, and, hiring a gharey, they
drove through the bazaars to visit the
palice bungalow,

The teeming mnative life fascinated
them az it had done at Benares.  And
then suddenly Drake gripped the arm of
his chief and pave a startled ery,

“ My middy aunt!”

“What is 1t, my boy "

“ Do you remember, sir, that when we
started the aquest for the sandals in
London what the chaulfeur of Kruse told
us ! IHe zaid that he and the doctor were
present when the professor bought the
sandals at a shop in Agra, behind which
you c¢ould see the blue dome of a
mosaque,  I'll eat wy sup-helmet if we
haven't just passed the place ™

“Surely noti"

Mevertheless, Ferrers Locke sharply
ordered the gharrv-walla to turn round
and drive slowly back through the
bazaars,

Jack Drake pointed out the sandal-
maker's shop he had noticed. The two
dismounted from the gharry, and, eross-
mg the road, zazed directly at the ram-
shackle building. Truly it was in the
shadow of the blue dome of a Moham-
medan mosque,

Ferrers Locke led the way across the
street and peerced inside the recesses of
the curioue ramsed native shop. An old,
white-hatred native was sitting there
driving a bargain with a customer, who
seemed to be trying to sell him some-
thing.

The detective’s nostrils  expanded.
Then he bounded forward into the shop
and snatched the articles from the h:tnd
of the native,

“The purple sandals!”

Drake, who had been swift to follow
his chief, flung himself on the vustomer
of the old sandal-maker. It was the
Hndljl in the green turban, and whose
single, elongated finger-nail proved him
to be the slayer of Bhana Singh:

Thrusting the precious sandals into his
pocket, Locke whipped out a pair of
handcuffs, and, ignoring the feeble pro-
tests of the astounded sandal-maker,
snapped them on the wrists of the wanted
nan,

Swiftly a crowd collected, through
which a ﬁfal*ﬁ art Indian pﬂhﬂemau burst
his way,

Explanations followed, and Tocke
handed over the discomfited Hadji into
the bhands of the law, to meet the
punishment which he so richly deserved.

When this had been done locke and
Drake went with the old sandal-maker,
who could speak English a little, into the
room at the back of the premises.

The sleuth speedily put the old man in
a satishied franme of mind by a handsos
tip. Then he took a knife from h
pocket and ripped open ecach sandal in
order to fGnd the professor’s formula,
which he and Drake had been com-
missioned by the British Home Secretary
to discover and destroy. Bit by bit he
cut the layers of cloth and reed out of
the footwear. At last he had two little
piles of debris on the floor before him,
and a deep groan escaped his lips.

. The sandals contained nothing !

Kecenly he guestioned the old sandals®

(Continued on page EB}
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“TREASURE TROVE!™
By Frank Richards.

TS 1= dhe title of the next gravd, long complete story
of Tlarey Wharton & e, of Geeyfriars. The slate-
weat ada by Philip Blagden, prior to his inglorious
exit from Greyfriavs, as told in this issue, that

the ciyvpt i the roined FPriory holds o secret tveasarn seis
Greyfriars alive with excitement. Junwors, and even lovdly
seniors are gnxiwons to lay their hands on the treasure. But
before they can start their prospecting, as it were, they must
first Sevnie the key of the door of the ervpt. A damper is
thrown oo their enthusiasm at the outset, for Dv. Locke,
who imigines the whole story of the treasure ta he a myth,
18511005 i'r‘i-nt. wetions to l‘.‘:nh”t]g that wo ono i3 o he allovwed
aceess to the key, Ho, in addilion 1o being *"keeper of the
thie worthy Gossy becomes

“THE KEEPER OF THE KEY!”

Many and various arve the ruses emploved by the treasure-
inters to seeure the coveted key, hut ii is lefi to the wily,
tranzatlantic mind of Fizher 1. Fizh to score where athers
tail.  True, he is awled and abetted by the Famouns Five,
with whom he promises to shave ‘the treasure—when it is
found.  DBut, like most of Fishy's schemes, something goes
wrong.,  In this case Fishy has himself 10 thank, for in his
cagerness to hancdle the treazouve all on Ins “lonesome ' he
gets left—left on the wrong =ide of the door of the crypt.
Feeling sore that his “pardners  have douhle-crossed him,
and secking a suitable vevenge, Fishy allows Mr., Quelch to
lock the door of the crypt, theveby imprisoning the Famous
Five, Mr. Qnelch, of course, heing entively ignorant of ithat
Tact, Meanwhile, the Famous Five aro busy exploring.
What they find, besides a locked door havring themnr exit,
tnakes oxcellent roading in

“ TREASURE TROVE !"

gate]”

Ferrers Locke, the world-famous detective, has connected
his chain of clues at last, and in the next grand, complete
story of the Purple SBandals we sce the wind-up of this
brilliant sevie= which has been so popular. But even in its
last rmowments this final story has a big kick, Full well does

if it 1]|t_‘ til!ﬂ ﬂE

“THE TRIUMPH OF FERRERS LOCKE!"

Make suve
vour MagreT

for his trivmph 13 as campleie as it is deserved,
and Le in ar the deaih, chums, Ly otdesing
1Y,

“ CLIMBING ! ™
A grddy subject, some of you will he saying, and rightly,
too.  But the cheevy comleibutars of the “ Herald ! have
handlea this subject in o fnscinniing fashion all their owr.
Climbing has its pleasures as woll as its perils, DPeople lose
their heads—yes, and their foot., Buot the “Herald ? stoff
never loses sight of fts goal, and ihat is te make the world
langh. I think H. W, & Co. have succeeded very well in

thi= coming supplement., '

o

“ MAROONED ON THE CARIBS’ ISLE!"

Another magnificent, complete story of ihe good old davs,
boys, completes the list of pood things in store for you next
Monday. Goerald Leigh, the cenlral figure in the story, will
make a great appeal, Mind you make his acquaintance,

—— il

“SHERWOQOOD GOLD!”

Don’t forget the title, boys, of the stupendous serial story
booked 10 siart the week after next in your favourite paper.
Without hesitation T pronounce this stirring story of the
good old days of our forefathers as tha finest story 1 have
ever had the pleasure of putting before you, When vou have
read the opening chapters of

“SHERWOOD GOLD!"

vou will say that vour Editor has given you the gnods, has
done you a real good turn. Knowing that, T feel ceriain
that you will do your hest to spread the news, therehy domg
your Fditor a good turn.  Tell all your pals abont this
magnibcent yvarn—they'll thank you for it, sure as “heggs
15 heggs,” as Gossy would say—and ‘see that they give a
standing ovder at their newsagents' for the Magxgr—the
fimest schoolboys™ paper in the world ! -

GROW BEAUTIFUL.

“ Like a Rare and Stimulating

Wine to the Hair Roots.”

Every reader to enjoy Free “ Harlene-Hair-Drill,"
including Gratis Harlene-for-the-Hair, “ Uzon "
Brilliantine,"and “ Cremex " Shampoo.

The foreinost Halr Specialist of the age wants everybody to realisa
tliik thew can =ave their hair ¥ow and commence to grow it in the
loveliest Inxory and profesion free of charge, by means of a wonder: ol
liquid tonie that acta alinost like magle. '

No one who wishies to get on by perzonality and charm ean afford
to neglect their hair and to look old or ill-groomed. Beautiful liair
ia almost everything in a woman’s appeéarance. Man, ton, ean ook
years younger by possessing
crizp,  healthy  hair, Morz-
over, with a clean and healthy
:ealp yon FEEL more encrgetic,
more condfldent,  mmorg  foe-
pressive,  That is why it haa

heen decided to pre-
zent absolutely fres
a Tull Week’s Toilet
Ouvtlit for thiz pur-
ggm including =

ttla of * Harlenc"
—the wonderful hair-grower abous
which everybody Is talking—as wcll
as o supply of olher toilet ragnizites

to every reader who sends the Conpon
publizhed below,

WHAT THE POSTMAN _WILL BRING YOU.

Rusolve to have beawtifnl, enviahle hnir—hair that cloatera capaes-
mely in adovable waves and earls—the DISTINCTIVS bhair that onaly
" Harlene " can endure and mwaintain in Its natural glory., Sit dow:,
then—now—and write out your name and address on a slieet or slip
of paper. Cut out sl pin to the Coupon below with 4d. in gta s
for postage and packing, and then post to Edwards' Warlens, 1td.,
at the addres=a printed on the coupon, By return post you will reesive
1. A BOTTLE OF *“ HARLENE," the true liquid food for the Hair,

which sthmulates It 0 new growth., It iz Tonle, Food, and
Iressing in one,

2. A& PACEET OF ""CREMEX " SHAMPOO, Thiz is an antisepiie
purifier, which thoroughly eleanses the Hair and sealp of 2l
asenrf, ete,, aml é‘ure red ke hair for the Halr-drill treatment,

3. A BOTTLE OF ‘* UZON* BRILI.ANTINE, which gives a final
touch of beanty to the hair and is especially beneficial to thy-e
whose sealp Is inelined to he “dry.” ’

4. A COPY OF THE NEW. EDITION OF THE *“ HAIR-DRILL ™
MANUAL, fiving complete instructions for this two-minutes-a
day hair-growing exercise,

“HARLENE " FOR MEN ALSO.

rl'-

Men, too, lind that ** Harlene ™ prevents Scalp Irritation, Dryness,
and a tendency to Baldness, 1t is no exaggeration to say that milicon-
of men and women in all walks of life practise the ref ng and boo-
ficial ** Hair<Drill ** daily and so preserve thelr heaith and beanty:.

After a freo trial you will ba able to obtain further gupplics of
“{Harlene * at 1s. 11111*, 23, 9d., and 4s. 9d. per bottle. * Uzon -
Brilliantine at 1s. 1}d. and 2s, 0d. per botile, “ Cremex™ Shampoo
Powders, 1. 6d. per box of seven shampoos (single packets 3d, each),
wnd * Astol V' for Girey Hair at 3. and Hs, per bottle, from Chemnists
and storcs all over the world,

« HARLENE” FREE GIFT FORM.

Detach and post to EDWARDS’ HARLENE, LTD,, 20, 22, 24,
26, Lamb's Conduit Street, London, W.C.1.
Dear Sirs,—I"Meass send me your irec * Harlene ” Fonr-Fold
Halbr-(Itowing Outft, ns described above, I encloze 1d. in
alamps for postage and packing of parcel. |
MaGseyr, 21.6,24, |

| NOTE 70 READER.

! Wiile yoor full same and addrees clearly on n plain piece of
paper, pin this coupon lo it and post as directed above. Mark
envelopg ‘‘ Bample Depi.”

N Hh}% r halr i3 GRIY enclose extra 24, tamp—04, {n all—
and o N1 ﬁfﬁﬂmﬂaf";tﬂu#" Jor Cirey Hatr will alzo be sent you.

==
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' THE QUEST OF THE

PURPLE - SANDALS!

9. The Secrst of the Saocred
H:war. "

: i of jr.r.-w e 2000

(3 | =

| H'D..

LR S el

imaker abeot the purchnze of the foot-
wear, which the old native hinself -had
aoid the professor.  The okl man clunned
it remeinber Lliﬂir.i_ﬂ}' the -zale  to the
kahibe many  months “hefore. - for” the
Rt Aals Wad beew-thie fJIt]} cnies of ther
e he had ever nlﬂ,m- '

By his keen questionmg, Locke dis-

wered a fact which suddeniy illamina.
.f‘h,..’l the whole case of the professor’s
Jeceret to hin,  For thesandalaimaker re-
T "I]:titu_[ thut when Profes:or Erskine
Hid |IEI11]1._I11  his sandals, the white
trezan had with Tum g nillul!l"'ﬂ.ﬂﬁd box of
: 'lnuq v worknans hrp

e hy Jowe !V said LUI'HE*, fll?Jlirtﬁ to

Ihalke.

Cbreak open the sandals———
this sentence must bave been ent short,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRIG> :
. TWOPENGCE. XY

“Can it be that ve have travelled
threc-quarters of the way ronnd  the
globe  on an utterly  froitless quost?
Hemember the last words :poken by
Profesor Kreskine after he had received
thie pszassin’s bullet ot Dulwich: * Don't
Of conrse,

[t was not the sandal:, he meant, but
the sandalwood box, which had alzo been
sold ont aof s colleetion. We mmt get
Liaeds to Flwnur’i just os fast as we can
travel !

A vnsthng sound in the JHH Tisend
]'11"1‘[‘51u;_-: which formed the voof of the
building causzed him to look up sharply,
with the thought ihat a snake might
Liave made 1ts way into the cover m"'

Peoring thluugh a hole was the brown
face of - the man who hawd theovwn the
bomly into the train near Renares,

“Pr) Kruie 1™ '

Doth the detective and Thake rushed

cnd of the sandal-maker’s shop and. rmmﬂ-

the I.nulﬂmg, but their quarry had gﬂne.

Fvidently he had made a hasty descent
from the low roof of the building, and
had mtn;‘;!u_l in the ]{.‘-‘:-’IIIH;;' throng of
natives in 2 narrow side turning.

For an hour they hunted high and 1131"-
for the elusive doetor, but withoit
suceess, Then, after a vizit to the police,
to whom -they described their CHeILY,
thoy hti-t'rr_uwd to the ‘ﬂ':lflﬂu to (ah]l tha
Hnmb:q}' eX}Iress.,

Kruse ]md m'c-lh{mul the f_umllrauimu
in the sandal-maker’s shop. Could he
find the means or the money to get back
to England? 1f so, it would be a -wild
race home for the POSROSSI0N0 ﬂf the
sehidalwood box !

THE ENI).

3
]

(Fou stmply must nol misy the ﬂ:m‘r'

stury in this brdliond detective 3eries,
which rings down the eurtain . on the
mast amnzing yuest of Ferrers Locke'a
edreer. Imok owt for the title—"" The
Triwvnph of Fervers Fﬂf‘*lh" —and be tn
at tﬁ: tiﬂlﬂ eﬁmﬂ‘ﬂ o +=~ a5

4110
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455 55

Q"

i plated :

oW &

2%
We ekly

la!lyonpaylorourNo, 4004 lm:l
or gentleman’s Mead % Marvel 12
the fineat cyele ;
. aun.hexcnptiumﬂlfemrterma.ﬂtﬂlt
to stand hard wear,
rich
qulﬂitefv line
Hent packed free, carriage pald on

156 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.

! Fullywarranted. Pmmptdclh €Ty,
YWoney refunded If
Big bargains in slightiy factory §
goiled mounta.
Acceasories 331 % below shop
rices. Buy direel from the
E:m:m and save pounda.

seren -year-old MEAD

which bhad traversed 76000 miles,
heas 650 np-to-date machines and
brake the world's record by covering
34 26 milesin2sdayalnexplained in
pur artcatalogoe. Write TO-DAY

for free copy —brimfal of in ! Doubla
formation abont bicycles and ! Pocket-to-
eontains gigantia  photo i Pocket

| grapheofonr latest models :  Albert i

{ MEADCYCLECO.(in0.) i
(Dept. BT97) i wateh, ©

aver offered on
Erilllantly

enamelled, ex-
in two colours,

dissatizfled.

Tvrea and

Handsome 3 ..

Birmingham O

E_I' ‘f.a!‘-l!t]: to

MD. BRINGS YOU Tl-us

JEWELLED

DAY 1"EVER
" WATCH

“ The Magnet™ Reagéers.on
our Unbeatable Bargain .Te EJEEI
R-'.E.H.D OUOR BRIEF DESCR O
tdent ‘s Tull size Heyless G-day Levéd Watch,
Lheavy  alekel-silver-finished case. -Jawellnd
interchangeable lover movemmnt wilth
vizible cecapoement of highest Warkman-
ehip (3 prize medals), Al l@test im-
provements inginding safetw catch to
preventoverwinding., Each waieh oare-
Tully adjusted t keep acouriio tims,
Only wantrR winding onee a weck. A
high-olaga, serviceable 'ﬁaluh Fully
guiranteed 10 yoara.
OUR UNEQUALLED '!".EEIE
We send ihis handsome- watch post
paid upon reccipt of 6d. enly.  After
receiving watol, if satisfied,"yon send
3 /- more and tho halanes by instalorents
of 4/- o manth until only 30/ 18 paid.
Price, full cagh {or witlm “.’ davs of
receipt), 27./6 only. Cazh retarned
willingly if not absolntely sntiafed and
watch iz retnroed withith T days.
Bend P.O. or BLANIDS NOW 10 “—
SIMPEON’S (BERIGHTON) LTD.
{Dept. 388), §1, Quesh’s Road,
BEIGHT!JH BUSSEX.

‘4#&

BRITISH
MADE

with Optically

000

Complete HBroond Convex

Quality Plato, Developingand Fixing Chemicala,
Bensitized Paper and Printing Frame., Com-
plete Camera and Ouotfit.
roit free —THE LEEDS BARGAIN CO.
31, Hendal Lane, Leads.

GAMERAS

Lens, assuring clearly defined photos (size 2;  Bale Price
by i3 ina.), Shatter and Brilliant ¥View Finder, 1 ,13
Also complete accessories, vir.: Best f

Fost 3d.,

CFalalopue 1,000 Big Bargaius
(T .},

HEIGHT COUNTS

I winnin
your height.

ticulars and our g100 gudrantee to Enguiry Deptr.
AMP. 17 Stroud 4 '

atem increase
P.C. for par-

guccess. Let the Girvan
Wonderful resulta, Sen

reen Rﬂnd London, N. 4.

Bmncer.

hest pal. PRICES :

Straet,

The_“llEllFANT" Games Ball

{ Pruvlnlu nally Patented)

: The finest air ball ever invented.
Lhan any leather footbhall.
Pure rubber outer casing.

Euilt to stand rough use. A Loy's

1/6, 2/6, 4/9,
free, from Sole Makers —~THE HLAHKP%JUL

HUBBEH NOYELTIES CO., 27,

BLACKPOOL.

Stronger
Hangd-finished.
Fasily the hest

Clifton

HEIGHT IHEHEAEED
IN 30 DAYS.

¥o Appliancea. No Drugs.

NEYER FAILS.
Melvin Strong, Ltd.

9/

(Dept. 8.}, 10, Ludgate Hill,

Complete

Course.

No Dieting. Tha Melvin Stron atem ;
Fuli particulars End Tastimonials, ulta.sg: E

London,

our
diagatdafied
METROPOLIFA

N MACHINISTS: l.‘-l. Lid.
168 & 248, Bishopsgate, I.nnd.nn h %5

?’

A WEEK
~ OR CASH ,

£4-15/-

Gat a4 *“ JONO "'—the British-made EIJ"{}IE thul-.
will pever *let yon down."
%m D{ Fitti d b
rampeon oga and Hube, Bowd
Hrakes, HarnnlﬁE Tu i b and.
l‘*%ui:;t:!ﬂdfa dnr Ay
& randaorae lined.
p.'mi‘.&rff.

“IUND ' orycles
tha fincat - construction thmuuhﬁmtﬁ
#, Durlop Rims, Dunlop
ed Tyres. Beautllull
Bent f-m*rm:a paid,

ree, Bmal] deposit only. HU.&ELHTEI‘.—
46 FanruF rl;'clmtati_bnn Monmay mturn&lg ir
Actory ricea BAave you poinds.
WRITE NOW—(Dept. I'2),

Stud

C.2.

IIE-

1 auglo! -lgg ﬂiut l:‘-ntautr

Lar

mﬂ

huill: nrdiu rmm

Il 14 ?ﬂ' LI‘PEU{’AL IP %‘Eﬁnni
FREBR AR% RRIAGE PAID, con receipt [
nf m-ll It. erhu for FEEE BARGAIN

tisfaotion or MoneyRefunded,

The World's :
2t Cyols Dealar,
eph. 88, COVENTRY.

LADS - WANTED

Aged 14 fo 19, good health and characlar.
to : u?_urlrhntﬂfp r:u'un'f,rﬂ?alﬂl?]t_li‘._l?} fro

or particulars of opportunities awaiting you—CHURCH ARMY,
§, Cookspur Strest, S5.W.1.

NOW_ FOR

Asgigted pnaaw-'-.i.
CHTRCH ABMY.

Advice how
Write or -

.
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When Answering Advertisements
Please Mention This Paper.
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