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YOUR EDITOR’S IN THE CHAIR AS USUAL, 50—

MUST commence my chat this weok
by thenking all those readers who
have written to me and sent aslong
interesting paragraphs for me to

The firgt lotter

I

paaa on to othor readsera.
comes from a Coeylon reader, . Atukorala,
of Wellawatta, Celombo, and deals with

TEHE LEAST VALUABLE CGOIN IN THE
WORLD.

I’o vou know which coin that is, chums ?
1t ia the Chineso copper cash or i.  The
standard unit of Chiness currency is the
tael. But hera is the curious thing:
The tael 18 not & coin, but a weight/
The co cagh, which is a coin, should
weigh exactly one.sixtsenth of a tael.
The value of the tasl, however, has varied
considerably. In 1902 there were 1,680
cash to a teel, and the actual value of &
copper cash at that time was one.-fortieth
of & pemny | In 1803, however, the value
of o teel was less than 28, 8d., and thero
were 1,240 cash in a tael. It wouldn't
take much money to be a * cash million-
sire ' in China, would it t

While we are talking about China,

here are some curious facts regarding this |

LAND OF TOPSY-TURVY.

A Chinese book begins at the top of the last
gﬂg&k and ends at the bottom of the
rat g:gﬂ! A Chinaman shakes handa
with himself, end not with you! He
reads the same language as the Japanese,
but speaks a difforent one! He wears
dregses, while his womenfolk wear trousersi
He laughs when he i told bad news,
snd scratches hia footk when he 18 puzzled !

And do you know why Chinese bridges
AD GIOO ! Ik i to throw evi apirits
off the track. Ferhaps the most curious
thing about the Chinarmnan is the fact that
he paints eyes on the bows of his junks.
A friend of mine once asked & Chinaman
why thiz was done. Thia ia the answer
he got: " Buppose him no have eyes,
how ¢can "am eee 1" Yot the Chinesa
sre credited with the discovery of the
mariner's coropass ! Heore again, howevoer,
i2 8 thing in which they differ from white
oG, s Chinoss compase points to
South and not to North !

ROM one of my roaders, living in
F France, comes another interesting
paragraph concerning

THE SHORTEST PLACE-NAMES
IN THE WORLD.

Frouce, as those of you who read my
recent paragraph concerning street names
in Paris now koow, 18 famed for the
curions names which are bestowed on
various places, A fow weekde age an
Australian reader sent me a list of curious
place-names in Now South Wales, But
pven thosa ecan't beat the French record.

Would you believe that there is a place [ P

called “0OY in France? There
Tre MacRer LisRary.—No. 1.437.
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Your Editer is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“Mognet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,
Fleetwny House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.

It is & chateau on the Biver Orne. But
that's not all. On the River Somme is &
village named " Y 1"

Why was it given such a curious name ?
Echo answers * ¥ | "

Here's & seléction of
THINGE YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE,

which have besn pent in to me from
readers in various parta of the world :

The Lon Horned Cow in the World 1
The record is claimed by a farm near
Johannesburg, South Africa. THe cow's
horme measured 6 fr. 6 in. from tip to
tip ! 4

The Island of Rats! There i an
wland in the South Pacific which ia
inhabited only by rats. They live on
dead fish which are washed ashore and
on the eggs of sea turtles which have been
left to hatch on the beach. The island
is Mary Jaland, situated botween Honolalu
and the Fiji Islands.

Cobra Poison Can Be Drunk Without
Harm ! It ia only fatal when injected
into the blood, as it is when a snake bites.
Twenty thousand ple die in India
oach wear @3 a result of being bitten by
cobrag—yet the venom is harmless when
drunk §

Platinum Is Considerably Heavier Than
Lead I A cubic foot of platinum weighs
1,218 b, Thoe weight of a cubic {foot
of lead is just over T0B 1b. Gold and
mercury are also heavier than lead.

A “Ton™ Is nmot a Weight ! YWhen
uzed in E.higping a ton is & measure of
cepoeity. Une ton means a carrying
eapacity of forty cuble feot.

Here's an amazing thing, concerning

THE BIRD THAT * FLIES" UNDER
WATER |

Just as a flying fish tekes to the air, so
the cormorant takes to the water. It
uses its wi sa & means of propulsion,
snd thus * fliea " as swiltly under water
as it does in the air. It can ocutswim
certain flsh, and capture them. Cute
Chinese and Japencse fishermen have'
made use of the cormorant to help them
get big catches. They put a metel ring
Aro the bird's neck ao that it cannot
swallow the fish it cetches, and then
tie their fishing-line to it. The cormorant
dives efter the fish, catchos them—and
i3 then hauled back to the boat. ]
Cormoranta are very rarcly scen in
thia country. Not so wvery long sgo,
however, a, cormorant was spotted
rching on the top of 8t. Paul's Cathedral,
i I..mll clldn. It-hbr?mﬁin%d_in LEEdﬂE for
BOVETR i} ore i L 10
arud hundingnfur pﬁat-urenynﬂ%n =

OHE ot my Dradford readers hos

COMS BCIOSS & CUTIOUS BXpProBaion,

anil asks me what it meana.
Hers it ia:

“A BLEUTH OF BEARS ! ™

11t looks like a sort of animal detoctive,

doesn't it T  But that isn’t whet it moona,
It is merely tho grnug name used to
designato a pumber of boars—just as we
eay ‘* & pack of wolvee.” Some of thoso
group-names are very unueusl., Here
are some of them -

A cete of badgers; a down of hares;
a kindls of Littens; a I:Fe of leopards ;
:fpue of asens ; & pride of lions ; & slkulk

foxes ; & sounder of hogs ;- & cest of
hawks ; a fall of woodeock ; & gaggle of
goese ; a mide of pheasants; & aiege
of herons ; a wisp of snipe; & school of
whalea—and dozens of others too numerous
to mention !

HERE ARE S0ME CURIOUS RECORDS

which may interest—end perhaps amuse—
you :

_The Hiccuppicg Recerd. An Americen

hiccupped continuously for Afty-
eight days |

The I.un{gsl Nose Hecord. Thizs was

held by & Yorkshiremen pamed Thomas

Wedders, who lived im the eighteenth
contury, His nose measured seven and a
half inches in lemgth )

The Old-Ags Fighting Record. Two
ald mon of Garford, in Berkshire, held this,
They fought to a finish when one was
#1 years of age and the other 85. The
Ialdar man won—but died a few dava
ater.

The Long-Distance Under-Water Record.
An American diver established this. He
walked for two hours and forty-oneminutea
across Hampton Roads, a channel at the
lowar end of the Jameos River, Virginia,
1U.8.A., in total darkness, and covercil
five milos |

The Hiking Record. Thiz is elaimned by
& Canadinn Indian, who says that he has
aslready hiked 100,000 miles!

The Longest Wil Record. Fuew peopla
aro likely to best the record vstavhmhed
by a London man. When he mude his
will, he wrote four volumes, which (ot alled
nearly o hundred thousand words 1

The Tip-Toe Record. TFew people woul ]
like to stand on their tip-toes for fnwrteen
and a quarter hours, but a Vennes: Jdanvor
did, and claime this record.

Bpaco is running very shotrt now, so [
must consult my I:igmr:,r. and il you what
I have in store for you next week. I'irst
of all thero is

“THE MAN IN THE MASK!™
By Frank Richards.

This is the fifth story in the gran
holiday serios our popular anthor hiw
given us, and by jingo, boys, it's a tip-
topper ! Thrills and unexpocted  situn-
tions you'll find in plonty. The issuo ol
the * Greyfriara Herald ™ is waoll up te
standard, too, amd yeou'll enjoy every
line of it., Tho sameo can be snid of noxd
weok's chaptors of * The Flying Sub.
marine.” You will agreo, after reading
the oponing chaptora of this grand new
atory, that Mr. Rocheator is o mastor-haswl
at writing stories of the sir—he took part
in many thrilling duels during the Greut
War, There's a biz surprise for you in
next weok's stirring chaptors. Llon't miss
'am ! Of courso, wo can't leavo out the
Greyfriats Rhymestor's contribution and
wmy little pow-wow.

YOUR EDITOR



ANOTHER BRILLIANT STORY OF EXCITING SCHOOLBOY HOLIDAY ADVENTURR--
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—Introducing HARRY WHARTON & CO., the [‘-imms ut Greyfnars, and BILLY BUNTER,
the Fattest and Funniest Schoolboy in the World.

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.,
Mysterious !

SAY, old chap—~"
W Seat 17
“TBut I say——2"

ﬁH
“Bhut up "

“ Look Emr::. Wibloy—

LT

* Dr-p-r-r-r "
Lilly Lunter glared st Wibley of the
Itemovd through his big  speetacles,

Wib's anzwers wern not perhaps polite.
But Wib had neither time nor inclina-

tion for  conversation  with  Bally
Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. had gone
down  to Margate to bmihe,  that

glovious Avgust mnrnmj: (L tEw parky
of Greyiviars juniors at Partereliffe

Hall only lwoe remaswmed Dehind—
W ilibew aml Dunter,

Wildley had llrmlrri:t ot o deecl:s
chinir, set it up in e shade of  the
mighly oak on the edge of the lawn,
amd  seated  himeself m it—with  a
stinnp of pencil in his hamd, amd an

open writing-pud on lus koee,

Thos Biliy  Benter found hin when
he redled out of the houose

Wibley was seribbhling.

Tle was ot work onoa play which the
Greviriars follows were poing la ey -
form at Porvterclife Jlall doring  the
holidayvs, Nidureally, he did nof want
Lo be nlereupbed,

'E:Jl.l.,"ll'l"l':ﬂk:'.'l W Llﬂ'i‘l 'hl'! illﬂ‘-'l“'ll'l- I]]'Etrl'l.-“.‘
bist of Greviriges was ihaes cngaggeld,
follows did not ivderrapt bim, Wililey
gl ot eross, which was bad—or e
nlu_;'hl' veadd gt his play, whicly was
worse !

Herdless of  baoll T4l
Bimder inlerrupled him.

Wilidlew snapped ab L,

tlamoers,

iCopyright in the TUnited States of Amerlca.

He was in u tnnllm part of the
play. . Lord FPerey itrﬁ was jusk
rescuing the Lady Glnxmrm from the
crucl grip of the Bad Baronmet! At
such & moment Billy Bunter wos
superfluons.

I'he fat Owl of the Hemove blinloed
angrily ot Willinm Wibley.,  Wibley
waved hum away and  resumed
scribbling. DBui Dunter was not fe be

waved away like a fat bluchoitle.
“Look lere, you awss—" recom-
menced Bunter.
“Hook 1t1"

Why a cute American gentle-
man like Hiram K. Fish should
take over Porterclifie Hall as
a *‘ business deal,”” in the hope
of making & million dollars,
utterly mystifies Billy Bunter—
until, bya luckychance, he comes
upon the secret of the old oak !

“Well, vou hook D7 zand
“What do you want to coe
here for wader thos free
sottiew here clse Y

“You o can sif here, (oo,
up, fatbead ! Roomw for

“1 don't want o st lere!
heve, why don’t you ga and
withh  the  oller fellows:™
Banter. " It's o lavely woruine for a

- 1
it it
L [ ] BITRL
'm writing my plav,
“Well, it's rallwer Tatheaded v owasle

Bunter.
sl stick
Clal’t vou oo

if von shut
est e B

T.onlk

:m‘llu"

-

A
alwn

urged-

a lovely morning like this on rot like
l:"mt”' nrgur.,d Bunter. “The fact is,
Wharton's ﬂxpm:t ing you to join hlm,
1le said just beforo he started, “'L'ell

Wib mt to bo latel' Those very
words. '

*1 tul:.l Wharton I wasn't mlmng

“Oh?! I—I mean, he sasid, 'Tell
Wil hc:"d better change his rnim] andl
come,” awcnded  Bunter. o
very worids 2

"“You sillv ass ! roared Wib.

“Oh, really, Wibley 1"

“ Duzz off I )

Billy Bupfer did not bLuzz off. He

remained whero he was, lJIinl-:ing at
Wib through his big spectacles, s fat
face pink with annoyance.

For some mysterious reason, known
only to himself, Dilly Dunter was dis-
concerted to find  Wibley staving
ehind, =eated wnder the bogp oak-tree,
while the other fellows were pgowe
down to the beach.

e wanled to pet rid of Wibley |
Why, was rather o myslery—a mystery
which Wil was not interested to
elucidute.

“I sav, old r,!:::p. Chandos wants in
sprak to vou!” spid Dunler, afler »
panse, ' Lle—he n-.],cd me if I knew
whiere vou wore,

“1f the jolly oll buller wanls fo

lnow whera I am, vou can o ared 1ol
li: m ' answered YW Iilll" !
fl;ull:t vou betler go  in mud
‘I. Il'Il—_
"No v N
“1---1 mean, it's ""»Tr. T'ishe  that

wants to =-.|‘-It~4h te vou! You ought {0
g in and see whal ]1{*- watils, Wb, as
m' ri- his guests herve
“Ehut up !
Toe Macser Lisrany.—No. 1,437,
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Anoiher long Ip.ause.

‘Wibley scribbled; DBunter cudgelled
his fat brains for anoiher reason why
Wibley should depart from the spotl

“1 say, Wib——"

“Will you leave off
shrieked Wibley.

“You're wanted on the phong—- ¥

" What ¥

“That's what I came out
you!” said Bunter, * Bomebody's
rung you up on the telephone, old
chap! You'd better go in and take
the call.”

Wibley ceased to scribble, raised his
eyes from his writing-pad, and stared

Jawing 7

to  tell

at tho fat Owl of Greyfriars. These
mmterruptions irritated him; but he
was really more surprised than
irritated.

There wmas absolutely no reason, =0
far as he could sco, why Billy Bunter
shonld desire him to depart from that
shady spot. But it was clear that
Bunter did.

"“You blithering bloater ™
Wibley. “ What's your gamei”

“Olh, really, Wibley—"

“What do you want me to shift
for 1™ demanded Wibley. *“¥You've
told me half a dozen idiotic whop-
}mrs. ona after another, to get me away
rom herel Why??

“Oh, nothing of the kind!” said
Bunter hastily. “I wasn't thinking

climbing into that oak, Wibley,
Besides, why should T care whether
you saw me climbing it or mnot?
There's nothing to elimb it for, I
got into it this morning when that
beast Bmithy was after me, but it isn't
hollow, and I never fell into it, and I
didn’t find anything there, either.
I'm not going to look for anything in
that tree, you know.”

Wibley stared at him blankly.

That Bunter was prevaricating, as
usual, was, of course, quite plain.  But
wh;f was far from plain.

1 eaw Bmithy after you when vou
bagged his hat,” said Wibley., "1
know the osk’s hollow, and that you
tumbled into it. If wyou want to
tumble into it sgain I'm not stopping
you. Get on with it.”

“Nothing of the kind.
fully dirty and dusty, and had io go
n and brush it off 1" said DBunter.
“"Now I eomo out and find you here—
and I really think youn might go aml
sit gomewhore else, Wihley. I sav,
ithat old lodge in the park iz & nice
guiet spok if you want to seribble”

“You howling azst”

“Beast 1 ¥

Billy Bunter rolled awav at Iast.
Wiblaoy stared after him, quile amaeed,
and almest wondering whether ithe fat
thvl was wandering in hiz mind—znch
as it was|

ITewever, ho soon forgot Dunter, as
ho  started seribbling again. Lord
Perey da Vere, Lady Gloxiana, aml
the Bad Daronet were much more
interesting than the  myslerious
Lbabblings of DBunfer.

But tho fat Owl was not gone for
oo |

Five minutes later he came back at
& Iun.

sard

I got {car-

"1 sav, Wibleg!”® e  gaspod.
"There'ts heon an. accident—-"*

“What 7"

“Eome of the fellows have lwen
firerwned, bathing ——"*

*Whaot 1" yelled Wikdey,

“Wharton's  just  telephoned  that
ha's drowned——"

"Wharton's  telaphoned  that  Lie's

drowned I* gasped Wibley,

“I—=I mean, ho's  teleplomad  that
wugent’s drowned ! And DBob Cherry,
too! And Jobony DBulll  Awd—and

TEE MacxeET LIERARY.—No. 1,437
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Inky and—and Eipps! And Bmiihy!
They're all drmwu:.dp—SWhart:}n and all
—I mecan, all exeept Whartan! IHoe—
he wants Jou to go down to the beach
at onee!’

Wibley jumped uwp from the deck-
chair.

Dunter eyed that proceeding with
sgetisfaction. He fancied that Wib
was poing at last!

Cortairtly, Wib would have forgotien
even his play and the thrilling seene
between Lord Percy, Lady Gloxiana,
and the Bad aronet, had  he
believed in the wholesale slavghter of
the Greyiriars bathing-party.

But he didn't!

He was not going for a trip down to

the beach ! ¢ was going for Billy
Bunter! HMe went for him at once!
“Ow!”  roared Bunter, as the

incensed Wibley suddenly grasped him

l{; the collar. “Leggol! 1 say—
aroooh 1

“You fat  scoundrel 1™ roared
Wibley. “I'll give you drowned!

I'll giva you beans! T'll give you jip!
Take that—and that—and that!™

Bang, bang, bang!

Thrice EBilly Bunter’s bullet head
smote the mighty trunk of the Porter-
cliffa Qak. Threo fearful yells awoke
the echoes of the lawn, the terraces, the
tennis courts, end the park. They rang
andd echoed in Portercliffe Hall.

Bang |

“Waroooh |*

Bang |

“Yoo-hooop ™

Chandes, the butler, looked out at the
door. Hiram K. Fish and his secretary,
Bosanney, stared from the library
windaow.

“What the Johm James
cjaculated Mr. Fish,

Bang |

“ Whoaop 1"

“Thera I’ gasped Wikley, pitching tha
fat Owl into the grass. “Is that enough,
or da you want some more 1"

"“Yarooop IV

“Hook it, you fat spoofer ™

“ Yow-ow-ow |7
) ‘: I'm going to kick you till you hook
i L .Il

“"Ow! DBeast! Wow I

Hi]Ii,r Bunter squirmed away, pichkod
himself up, amd fled.  Wibley glared
after lam.

“Come hack when
marae [ he roarved.

“ihw! Deoast!™

Billy Bunter did nob come back, Tivi-
dently he had had encugh, and did net
"u'..'-i'l.”t. ﬂ.T'I:r' (ER L] 5

Wibley sal dewn in his deck-chair
again, and was leflt in peace Lo contioe
hiz dramatioc masterpiece,  Ie waz =ill
faing strong when Harry Wharton &
Co. canie back from the beach.

Brown 1"

you  watt  Eonio

—_—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

More Mysterious !

28 SAY, you fellows "
H “aay oen ™ said Bob Cherry

I'_']If"'l"l"lt”}'-

Afler  Joneh  the Greyinars
party had gatherod on the lawn under
the shade of the mighty brapches of
the farnons PortoeveliiTe Ok,

Billy DBanter, eanlvary to iz uwsod
enstown, did nob roll away 1o e romn
for a nap after lueh.  Probably he
necded o rest, as wsual, alter his gos-
tronomie exertions; hnl on this occasian
he wasz exercising self-denial. 1le rolled
out of the housze and frowned—in fact,
seowled—at the cheery pavliy gl heeod
in tho shade of v great ook,

That gpot scamnnd to exercise a fascina-
tion on the fat Owl, and for & rea=an

Enewn ounly te his own fat brain, he
wanted that spot to himself. In tho
morning Wibley had been there in hias
deck-chair, writing his play. Now =zll
the fellows wors there,

“I say . you're not going to slack
about all the alternoon, [ suppose,” =aid
Bunter. "I know 1t’s holiday-time, but,
daszh it all, there’s a limab ! This slack-
m% 15 pretly rotten.”

Vhereat the Greyfriars party stared
at Dunier. A lecture from the fab and
lazy Owl on the subject of slacking was
rather liko Satan rebuking sin !

“You cheeky assi” growled Johnny
- “Who's sla-:king%“

“Well, you are, for onel”
Bunter.

“The slackfulness is not terrific, my
esteerned  idiotic Dunter,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ilam Sh‘ng:h+ “"We had
o long and preposterous swim this
morning.”

*That's no reason for frowsting about
in the afternoon! Why not go and
play tennis?" asked Bunter.

“Just what some of us are going to
do!” szaid Kipps. “If you want a
game, Bunter——"

“0h, no!™ zaid Bunter hastily. "I've
gob something on,™

“NYou've gob my necktie on!” re-
marked Frank Nugent, looking at Lim.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh, rvewily, Nugent—"

“And my socks!” remarked Ilarry
Whartan,

“(th, really, Wharton——"

“Whose waistcoat iz that?"”
Veornon-8mith sarcastically.

“It's not yours, Smithy, anyhow 1"
vapped Bunter. “I wouldn’t be found
dead in one of your waistcoats |”

“You'd be found jolly nearly dead in
it 1f you bagged it !” said the Bounder,
“That's & tip 1"

“Beast! 1 egay, how many of vou are
going to play tennia ™ asked Dunter.

“You're frightfully interested n
what we'ra goimg to do,” said DBob
Cherry. “Why don't you roll off and
stiora as usual I

Y1 don’t snere. you beast! Youn
fullows make out that I snore at Grey-
friers, and [ jolly well don’tl 1 stayed
awake one nmight to histen, and I didn't
snore at all——

*“(dh, my hat1*

"Ha, ha, hal*”

“Blessed if I seo anything {o cackle
abk! Look, who's poing to play tennis ¥
asked Bander, " IUs sickening lo see a
erowd of fellows slacking aboutk, For
pondness’ suke gpot 8 nove on 1™

“Lome on, Wil 1" said Kipps.

“Playing singles 77 ashed Bunter.

“ Yy ™

“Why don’t Lwe of yon fellows join
np amd  make it doublez ¥ azked
Bumler. " I1's a pood game—betier than
slacking about, snyvhow.™

“What ‘s that fat idiot driving at ¥
asked the Bowmwler, i wonder.

“0Oh, really, Swnthy o

“Loco, I puess ™ sand Fisher T. Fish,
staring at the [at Uwl of the Hemove.
“I'd sure say he’was plowh loco, i Lo
had any briuo: to go loco with.”

“Oih, really, Yishy——7

“Alight as well wmake it donbdes
sail Frank Noageot, jretling out of Lis
dele-clutie. Y Wha's on ¥

*lattle mee T osand Jodimny Thall.

Al Jedinny and Newgoent walked awny
with Kipps aml Wildey 1o e Lonns
courls, Banler Blinking  after  them
thranch his bip spectacles with evident
salisfaction,  Four of the parly wers
H'Hi.l'l Theavy,

“ T say, Aloneo——"" zaid Bunier.

“ Yo, miy dear Willinm ¥ said Alonza
Toded, 10 his gentle voice, looking up
[rem the entrancing pages of "'Lhe

said

asked

r]‘b



Story of the Potsto—IPrem the Seed to
the Bauwcepan [

* Aren't you going botanising 7" ashked
Bunter. *There’s some wonderful speci-
mens of—of thinguminies in the park,
and T eaw & lot of what-do-you-call-
'emns there this morning.”

“Better get a few thingummies for

E;.‘Ill r collection, Alonzo,” :said Bob
herry gravely, “and a sct  of
what-do-you-call-'erus would be rather

interesting.”

“Ha, ha, ha t*

“Get & move on, Alonzo, old chap
sald Bunter.

Alonzo rosze, and put his book under
his arm and wandered away., Ile was
deeply interested in the story of a
potato fromr the seed to the saucepan;

LA

’

)

bt £ F7 4 f'?ff" Fivs

Bang, bang, bang, bang !
figure. The American’s eyes

must have been riddled with lead !

but, on tha other hand, the eall of
hotany was irresistible,

Billy Bunter grinned as another mem-
ber of the party disappeared.

The remaining members were regard-
ing Billy Bunter very curiously. For
what reason he wanted to clear them all
off from that spot was puzzling.

“1 say, Fishy—" Bunter started
again,

“Spill it! grioned Fishy.

1 fancy yvour father wantz you,” said
Bunter. T believe he's going explor-
ing the secret passages with Bosanney,
thiz afternoon. Aren’'t you going with
him ™

IFHE E‘!IJ‘

“1 say, vou fellows, did one of you
drop a pound note in the broakfast-
room this morning ¥ Chandos picked
one up " said Bunrer.

Four fellows exhanged a grin, but
Fisher T. Fish rose from his seat and

EVERY SATURDAY

went off to the house with his jerky
Ebons.

Four remained on the spol now—
Wharton, Bob Cherry, Hurree Jamset
Bam Singh and the Dounder. None of
them showed any inelination to move.

“What obout badminton?” asked
Bunter. .
“You play such a rotten game ! said

Yernon-Smith.

“1 don’'t mean me: you four fellows
could play,” said Bunter. “I'll go and
f?i':ﬂi-'” the rackets and shuttles, 1f syon
ike.

This was so aztounding that the
}nnim‘s could only stare at Billy Bunter.
t was a hundred yards 4t least from the
old cak to the house. The sun was hot
on the lawn. It was a blazing August

5

knows what! I'll stick in the tree and
see what his game is—see "

“"Ha, ha, ha 1"

BRob Cherry moved round the massive
trunk of the ancient Portercliffe Oak,
and clambered up, out of sight from
tha house.

The other fellows remained whera
they were, with grinning faces.

Unless Billy Bunter had gone off his
fat rocker, it was difficult to account
for his mysterious antics, and they were
quita curious by this time,

In a few minutes Bunter came back
with the rackets and a box of shuttles.
Ie was pufling and perspiring after his
trip in the hot sunshine.

“Thére you are!” he gasped. *1 say,
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Yet, unhurt, it still advanced.

day. Vet Billy Bunter, who made both
a scienco and an art of laziness, offered
to walk off and fetch rackets and
shuttles for the other fellows to play
badminton |

Obviously he had some very powerful
motive for wanting to clear them off.

“CGo it, then,” said Wharton. *We'll
play if you'll feteh the things."

“Done 1* said Bunter. ]

And he rolled off to the house, leaving
the four juniors staring.

“Ts he potty " asked the Bounder.

“The pottifalness seems to be
toerrifio ! remarked Hurree Jamsct Hom
BSingh.

“What the dickens dces he want to
clear us all away from here for " asked
Harry Wharton, in sheer wonder.

FE

“What on carth 15 he up to?
Bob Cherry chuckled.

“He's up to something, goodness

- i"
1UE .

Four reports rang out in swift succession as Mr. Fish aimed at poini-blank range at the advancing
almost popped from his head. Not one of the shots could have missed—the speciral Agure
** Search me ! ** panted Mr. Fish,

where's Cherry? Is he gone? Well,
you fellows get after him1”

“Coming to watch the game?” asked
Harry, with a smile.

“0Oh! Yes! No—I mean, ves! TI'll
come along in a few minutes! Don't
vou fellows wait for me!” said Bunter
anxipusly. :

“We won't,” grinned the Bounder,

And Wharton, Hurree Singh, and the
Bounder walked away to the badminton
court, which was at some little distance.
Bunter no doubt supposed that Bob had
preceded them there, and they did not
undeceive him.

He blinked after them, as they went,
through his big spectacles, and grinned.
He was happily unaware that Bob
Cherry was watching him, also grin-
ning, from the thick foliage above.

“Oh, good 7 %&sped Bunter. “ Thenk
goodness the beasts are gonel I'd

Tuz Macwer Lisrary.—No. 1437,
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hetter ot poing befors that ead Fishy
comes back | )

Tho fat junior started clambering up
th?-: rugged, gnarled trunk of the ancient
oak.

Bob, in the foliage, watched him in
utter astomishment, s

That the fat Owl] had somo mysterions
reason for trying to clear everybody
away from that spot was as clear as
noonday. But that his object was to
climb the tree, when they were all gone,
nobody would have guessed. :

But that, it seemed, was hiz object.
Why he wanted to perform that gym-
nastic performance in strict secrocy was
an absolute mystery. "

Bunter was not good at ¢limbing. He
loathed eclimbing. He panted and
pufied and blew as he clambered. He
gained inch by inch. '

Early that morning DBunter had
climbed that old ocak gquite rapidly; but
then the Bounder had been after him,
wrathy on the subject of a borrowed
hat. Now the fat Owl took his time.

Ilis feet wera about a vard from the
grouad when he suddenly became aware
of a ruddy, cheery face grinning at hun
from the [oliage of the oak above.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” roared DBob
Cherry.

“(Oh lor’ 1" gasped Bunler,

He blinked up, startied, lost his hold,
and slithered down. He landed on tha
grass under the branches of the oak
with a bump that seemed to shake the
extensive estate of Portercliffe Hall.

“Ow1” gasped Bunter,  “ Breast!
Wow! Chl Ow! Beast!”
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Caught !
o A, ha, ha!” roared Bob.
H “Qeoongh ! Beast I” gasped
Bunter,
T'he fat junior staggered to
his feet. He glared up at the grinning

face in the foliage of the cak with a
plare that almost cracked his spec-
tacles. He shook a fat fist at Bob
Cherry.

“Come down, yvou beast 1 he roared.

Boh, sitting astride of & branch closo
by the great trunk, a dozen feet over
Bunter’'s head, chuckled.

“Try again, old fat man ™ he said.
“TH reach you and lend vou a hand, if
you like, if) you want ta get into the
tree. You need a steam derrick, really,
but I'Yl do nry best ¥

“Beast 1" roarced Bunter.  “Come
down, you rotter] I den't want your
help, you brast! Come down ¥

Bob stared down at himy, more and
morve surprised.,  Ib was clear that
Bunter intended to climb that old cak-
tree. An offer of help ought to have
been weleomie fo him, considering the
amount of weight he-had to lift.

“1 mean it, fathead!™ satd ah.
"“Get within reach and give me your
paw, and 1'll pull you up 1

Y Beast 1

I3 that how von thank a follow for
affering to help ™ inguired Bob.

“¥ah! Beast! Come down [* howled
Bunter. “I'll jolly well shy something
at vou if you don't come dewn 1

“Well, my hat ' zand Boh blankly.

Really, it was mystifying. DBunter, 1t
seotmed, waniod the Porterclifle Oak all
fo himself.

he

Evidenily was m carnest.  He
blinked reund throurh hiz  spectacles.
and picked up a cuzshion from one of
the chairs on tha lawn,

Cushion in hand, he took &im at the
junior in the tree.

Tur Macxer Lismany.—No. 1,137,
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“ Now, are Fou coming down?”
hooted Bunter.

* Bow-wow

Whiz |

The cushion few. It missed DBob

Cherry by about a vard, and crashed
among the ocak-leaves. Then, having
ne visibla means of support, 1t natur-
ally ocbeyed the wellknown law of
gravitation and fell back towards the
earth.

No doubt it weuld have landed on
the earth had not Billy Bunter been 1n
the way. As it was, it landed on
Banter's head.

“Yaroooh [ roared DBunter, as it
erashed ; and he sat down suddenly in
the grass, the cushion falling by his
side.

“Ha, ha, ha 1* yalled Boh.

“Ow! Beast!” gasped Bunter.

“Try again ¥ echuckled Bob Cherry.

Bunter scrambled up, and tried
again, s hittle, round eyes pglittering
through his big, round spectacles.

Thizs time he had belter luck. The
cushion crashed on Bob Cherry's chest,
and he gave & roar as he was knocked
backwards.

Behind Bob was the summit of the
thick oak-trunk, where half a dozen
huge branches jutted in varicus diree-
tiona.

In the thick dusk of the foliage he

not observed that there was a
hollow in that central spot.

Ha made that discovery =23 he
sprawled backwards into it. ]

In great surprize, Bob felt himself
falling into space in the interior of the
ancient cak.

Rump ! o

He landed, in deep darknoess, inside
the hollow tree with a bump that shook
every bone in his body, and rased s
cloud of mouldy dust that almost suffo-
cated him.

“{h 1 gasped Bob., 0w ! .

He lay, for a few moments, quile
dazed and dizey from the unexpected
fall. Then he scrambled up.

The fall was not deep; the hollow
extended only about six feet down into
the great trunk. He was not damaged
save for & severe shaking. But that
shaking was rather painful, and he had
a large number of aches distributed
over his person. And he was half-
choked by the thick dust of mouldy
wood stirred up by his falll He
breathed dust and wrath.

“Will vou eome down, you beast?”
came Bunter's howl

“Youn Just wait a tick, wou [fat

“T'll come down

fast enough, and you'll be sorry when
dao ¥

He reached up, grabbed hold, and
clambered out of the hollow trunk into
the branches again. Billy Bunter,
blinking up, sighted a red and wrathful
face, and he deecided not to wailt till
Bob ecame down.

He realised that somcthing would
happen to him if he was within reach
when Bob did. :

Bunter turned and soudded away hike
a fat rabbit.

“Haold on ! roarved Bob.

Bunter few.

Bob serambled on a branch, swung hy
hiz handz, and dropped. Billy Bunter,
alveady ot a distance, was streaking
acrasz the lawnzs. Bob Cherry, dusty
and wrathy, streaked after him.

Bunter waz: neading for the bad-
niinton  courf. Wharton and the
Bounder had started a single game
while they woited for Bob., Hurreo
Bingh, looking on, stood by the side of
the court.

“1 say, you fellows” gazped DBunter.

“ Stop him i reared Bob.

"1 say M

“ Stop ¥

“Ieep off the court, you mad por-
paize 17 howled Vernon-8mith, who was
sending the shuttle back to Wharton
ovor the net.

Bunter gave & blink over a fat
shoulder. Bob Cherry was close behind,
gainmﬁ- fast. DBunter rushed on,

He did not even see the net till he
barged into it. There was a rending
wnd a tearing as Bunter's welght tore
the net away from the posts.

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Wharton.
“¥You mad ass—"

“ Yarooh 1"

“¥You terrific fathead!™ gasped the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Owl Leggo! Ow!” roared Bunter,
as he rolled over, tangled in the bad-
minton net. It wrapped itself round
him ss he rolled, tangled up his fat
arms and legs, and Bunter struggled in
its midst like & netted fish.

“Ha, ha ! roared Bob Cherry,
as he came to & halt.

“Varooh! Leggo! CGemma out of
this {* howled Bunter, rolling over in
the net. “I say, you fellows—
Yurroogh 1"

Billy Bunter rolled and struggied
frantically. But the more he struggled
the more he tied himself up in the net.

“You fat dummy!” yelled the
Bounder. )

He rushed at the rolling and
wriggling fat Owl, and started opera-
tions with the racket in his hand.

Whacle! Whack! Whack]!

“Owl Oh! Owl”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Whack! Crack! Whack! Bang!

Fortunately for Bunter, it was onl¥
a badminton racket, A tennia racket
would have dons more damage. Still,
the badminton racket seemed to do
enju:iugh, to judge by Bunter's frantic
vells.

“Ow! DBoast! Leave off ! T1sey, you
fellows—varoooh ! Help! Oh, erikey 1"

“ Chuck it, Smithy !” Hiid Bob, and
he grabbed hoeld of Herbert Yernon-
Slﬂiﬁl and drag%ed him back. ]

“Let go, you lool!” howled Bmithy.

“ Basy does it!" said Bob soothingly.
“ Bunter’'s had eoough, haven't you,
Bunteri**

“Ow! DBeast!
yelled Bunter.

“I'll lend you a foot!™ said Harry
Wharton.

Lond me & hand!

“Yurrrooop 1"
“Ha, ha, ha!"
With the help of Wharton's foof,

applied with vigour, Billy Dunter some-
how scrambled out of the net. He left
it torn and rent behind him as he fled
off the badminton court. There was
little more than the white tape, with
fragments of straggling mesh hanging
to 1t, when the juniors put 1t up again,

“T've damaged my racket |” growled
Smithy.

“Not so much as you've damaged

Bunter | grinned Bob.
“ Varoooh V'’ floated back from the
distance.

Bunter was gone! .

The four juniors dismisced him from
mind and played badminton, Billy
Bunter, at a sale distance, sat down in
the shrubberies to recover hiz breath.

It was & quarter of a hour belfore he
stirred again,  He would not Mkave
stirred then, but for his mysterions
designs on the Portercliffe oak, Dut
all the Greyfriars party had been got
off the zcone now, and DBunter, at last,
yolled back aeross the lawns towards the
great oak-wee.

“Oh lor® " he pasped, 2s he drew near
the hollow tree. ]

Under the oak-tree, in  the degl-
chairs, sat Mr. Hiram K. Fish and s



gocretary, Jonas Posanney. Chandes.
the butler, was bringing them a tray of
conl drinks.

Billy DBunter blinked &t them with
feelings too deep for words., Then he
gave it up and rolled away.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
More and More Mysterious !

L UrPOSE—"
' El[p{]m_u

“Well ¥
“ Buppose—"" said Billy Bunter, for
the third time, and again ﬂtﬂpf@d.

Bunter, 1t scemed, had something to
That was nothing new; DBunter
generally had something to say; in fact,
too much. But he seccmed fo find somo
difficulty in getting it out. That was

uite new, for, as a rule, the stream of

unter’s conversation flowed on, like
Tennyson's little brook, for ever.

“The supposcfulness is  terrifia [”
remarked Hurrce Jomset Ram Singh
gravely, and the Greyiriars juniors
grinned,

“Well, suppose——"" said Bunter.

“lo it!” =aid Bob Cherry en-
couragingly. * Suppose what?"

“Oh! Nothing ! said Bunter hastily.

Wibley tapped his forehead signili-
cantly. .

Dinner was over at Portercliffe Hall
That evening, the Greyiriars parcky
were going down to s concerd at the
Winter Gardens in Margate, in the big
Portercliffe car. Now they were teking
colfee in the hall while they waited for
the time to start.

Llly Bunfer had 8 very thoughtiul
expression on his fat face. He had been
silent for some time—which was rather
unusual. He had been thinking—whach
was still more unususl. Now, before he
storted speaking, he Ublinked round
very carefully through lis lng spectacles
g5 if to ascertain that nobody but the
Giresfriers party was within hearning,
UChandos, who had served coffee with
the azsistance of Thomas and Peler and
Adolphus, had retived with his mimons.
Fisher T Fish had gone into the library
to spealk to his ® popper ™ there,  Amd
it was when the hibrary deor closed on
Fishy's bouv figure, that the Owl of
the Hemeove started.

Harry Wharten & Uo. regarded
Bunter rather caviously, There was
something altogether wwisual about the
fat Ohwl that day.

Nobody, as a rule, took a very deep
intercst in William George DBunter or
bis anties, but the fellows could not help
observing that there was something very
mivstevious and peculiar about the fat
Owl tn-duf’. Indecd, some of them
coterfained 2 suspicion that he was
poing “off his rocker.” It was well
Euown that he bad not got far to go.

"R ¥ gand Bunter,

“Four I =aid the Dounder,

“Eh! What do vou mean, four?”
asloedd Bunler, blinking at him.

“That’s the fourth suppose!
Four supposer want aflipg ™

b, really, Bmitly——"

Hifa, ha, hal?!

“*I sav, vou fellows, don't cackle!”
eall Dunder. *This 1s rather serions!
I want to spealt te you while the ser-
vants aren’t about, and that rotler
Fi-hy isu't here, see?”

PWell, nolwdye’s stopping you 1" said
Franle Nugent.

P Better got gpoing 1 sugrestod ITarry
Wharinn, " We start for the Winter

BAY.

Docs

Craicbens in ten minles, ™

“MWell,  suppose-—"  recommenced
| 111 I

ozl ot up ! sand Dob.

i E‘l-]lj_iﬂ:."ﬂ_”
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“Pat his back, and he may gef it
out ' suggested Johnny Bull,

” ;:Zilm::d“mea!” said Dob, getting up.
HBeast! Keep off |7 howled Buntern
feHa, ha, hal? o
“Oh, all right!" said Bob, sitting

down again. “If yowve finished, we

n’;la.:.'* as well have the radio on till we
start,”

“Don't turn that beastly wireless on
when I want to ask vou fellows vour
advice I spapped Dunter. ™ Lok here,
zupqqaﬂm" .

“We've had that "' remathed Eipps.

" Suppose—"

“Put on a new record!™ suggested
Nugent,

“I wish you wouldn't Lkeep on inter-
ruaptin 8 chap!”™ sgid DBunier
peevishly, “It's rather an important
matier, Mind, I'm only puiting a case,
of course,” the fat Owl added
fgﬁu:mua]m “Just suppose, vou know,

a Fd

“What sre we to supposci” asked
Harry Wharton., Attention was con-
centrated on the mE’steriuus Owl now.

“PBuppese a fellow discovered &
trepsnre—""

“What ™

The juniors had not known what to
expect, but that was about the last thing

7

murmured

Al

“My dear William—
Alonzo Todd.

“Tha silly ass thought they were real
quids'!” went on Bunter. “And so did
somcbody else who was watching, Some-
body collared Alonze, thinking he was
stuffed with gquids, and wanicd him to
tell where he had found them., You
fellows haven't forgotten that?™

Billy Bunter blinked round at stanng,
astonished faces. i

The juniors woere not likely to have
forgotten the *“*mystery man * of For-
terchiffe Hall.

Ameng the almost  innumerable
occupants of that stately mansion there
was  one  man—unknown—who  had
bagged Alonzo in a sack, and sought to
learn from him where he had found
those non-existent sovereignas.

MNo doubt the mystery man had
learned sinee, from the talk among the
juniors, that it hed only been a con-
juring trick: for nothing had happened
to Alonzo sinece, and it seemed that the
{uy.'atm*y man took no further interest in
AN

The juniors had no doubt that it was
the same man who played ghost at
Porterelilfe Hall ressod  up  in
Elizabethan garb, and posed as ths
spectre of the Red Larl!

((Tentinued on neéxt page)

they would have
expected, They
fairly jumped.

“A tut-tut - tut-

treasuro [M stut
tered Bob Cherry,

Y oes, s u p-
18
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“Ias your postal
order come ' asked
the DPoundoer.

"ThtY No!“
“0Oht! That isn't

the treasure?”
“Ha, ha, hal"
“You silly ass!”
howled Bunter,
“Can't you be
serions ] Buppose a

fellow found o lot
of gold—-"
*#Mhat  wantz &

lot of supposing1”

chuckled TDob

1. - a big heap of the
Cherry , while  tho best Eirawc?ks in the
other follows starcd wirld when the
at Bunter in blank Fifth comes round

“Well, 1t might
happen " said Bun-
ter. “I'm only sup-
Ensing_ of course ]

ut suppose & fel-
low found a lot of
gold=—say, o heap of
sovereierns—here, at
Portereliffe 1Iall?
It would be find-
ings kecopings,
wourldn't it?”

My onlyg hatl”

odd LT TH:

baltpennizs.

ejneitlated IHlarey
Wharton, “If
vou've found any-

thinz of the kind,
you fat duffop——>"

Mol Nothing
of the sort!” s=aid
Buntor hastily.
“I'm only putting
A case. You know
what happencd  to
Alonzo  ihoe  other
dav., That nss
ILipps played a
conjuring trick on
him with some
gilded ha’-peniies,
and the =silly ass
thought—"" |

I‘h'uglc of it—tohavs

hecause You joined
Ehe Club which helps
you to save thosa
and
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Here is How you can Join

BROCKS
FIREWORK CLUB

Simply go fo the shop displaying the BROCK'S
FIREWORK CLUB Nolice in the window, go
insicde and ask for a Club Card.
to spend, pive it to the shopman and he'll enter the
payment ‘on yvour card.
saved a lot of pennies, father will add a shilling or
two—then what glorious fun you'll have spendin
the lot, and what fireworks you'll be choosing

Get your Card, and start NOWI

CRYSTAL
PALACE’

[f you've a4 penny

And maybe when you've
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What hiz game was they could not
begin to guess, neither had they the
remotest 1den of his identity.

But from what had happened to
Alonzo, it certainly looked as if the
“mystery man ” believed that there was
a hosrd of gold to be discovered some-
where within  the precincta of Lord
Portercliffe’s estate.

“Well,” went on_ Bunter, *suppose
somebody found a Jot of quids—what
about €7  They'd be his, wouldn’t
they " ‘ E

“Ng,” zaid Harey Wharton; *“they
jolly well wouldn't! Treasure frove has
to reported to the authorities. The
Goavernment takes Fart. and the res
goes to the fOnder, if there’s no owner.

“There'd be an owner in this case,
geid Nugent. “NMr. Fish has bought
Portercliffe Hall, and anything Ffound
here 13 Lisg 2 -

“Well, look here, T'll jolly well tell
you fellows something1” szaid Bunter,
with another eautions blink in the direc-
tion of the library door. "“Old Fish
hasn't hought this place, as Fishy makes
out. Heo's only taken it on a tenancy,
with an option to purchese.”

“Rot 1™ said Bob. :

“I saw a letter from the old Obadiah
to the young Obadiah at Greyfriars
before we broke up for the helidavs,™
said DBunter. “Of course, I wouldn’s
read a fellow’'s letter, as you know.
heppened to see it, owing to—to circum-
stances—""

“You fat, prying rotter!”™

“Beast] You needn’t tell Fishy I've
let it out; he likea to swank about his
popper buying the place!” zaid Bunter.
"Igutihﬂ ;s:rll;.r well haen't bought it, so
anything here doesn't belong to him.”

“Then it would belong to Lord Por-
tereliffe |” said Harry. “Lock here,
Bunter, if you've found anything——"

“I haven't!” said Bunter promptly.

“Then what are you driving ati”

“Oh, nothing I

“You blithering diot—>"

“0Oh. really, Wharton!”

Chandes ceme into the hall.

“"Tha car 13 ready, peontlemen ! gaid
Chandes.

Thera was a general mova. Fals and
roats were brought., TFisher T. Tish
cama out of the library to join the

{nprty. But Billy Bunter remained in
1% armechair.

HAren't you coming, Bunter 7" asked
Harry.

Bunter shook hia head.

“No. I've got some—some Iettera to
write. I've been rather neglecting my
titled relations——"

“Fathead 1

"BE"E-Et-ID

“Beotter come, fatty,” said Do
“There'as s jolly good show at the

Wintor Gardena. I'll roll you ont to the
car if rou'ro too lazy to move®

L1 ?-ﬂ.}l il?

Billy Bunter declined to stir. The
losg of his company was not a blow tn
thoe Greyfriare party. Thoy went off
nuita cheerily, and Bunter grinned with
satisfoction when the big car rolled
away with them. Bunter had impor-
tant business on hand while they were
pone, thoupgh it ecorfainly was not writ-
ing leiters to his titled relations—if
any.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tha Specire of Porterelifie !
HIR&M K. FISH unlocked the

roll-top desk, opened a drawer

within, and sorted out loose

cartridges. From his hip-

pocket the American tleman took a

emall revolver. Standing at the desk,
Toeg Macrer menf.ig!{:-. 1,437.
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he proceeded to load the weapon with
%reat care, and his secretary, Mr.

osanney, stood watching him with a
very uneasy loock on his face.

In his own country, the great Yew-
nited States, DMr. 1zh  generslly
“packed a gun ™ in his hip-pocket but
in the law-abiding island in which he
now sojourned it was his custom to
keep that “gun® unloaded. Now he
loaded it as carefully as if ho was in
MNew York or Chiecago and expecting a
visit from the gangsters of those happy
cities,

“1 guess,” romarked Mr. Fish sen-
tentiously, “that if that mystery guy
horns in on this journey, he will get it
whera he lives”

Mr., Bosanney eyed the revolver very
mncasily. Miram K. Fish had heaps of
nerve, but his secretary was rather
lacking in that useful quality. Ho was
rather afraid of the ghost of Porter-
chiffe Hall, but he scemed still more
afraid of i{rnnrms—w}li{:h, indecd, were
more dangerous than ghosts,

“¥You—vyou desire me to accompany
you, Mr. Fish?" he acked,

Hiram K, stared at him.

“Bure!” he answercdd 1 guess 1
am't poing rooting through them secret
passages on my pecky lonesome | You're
i this game with me, Bosanney, 1
guess you got to stand the racket if
vou want to take your share in the old
lord's hoard when weo raise it.”

“I am ready, of course,” stammored
the secretary. “But—"

“Aw, keep vour pecker up!” gprunted
Mr. IMish.
skeered of. I'H say 3t gava me a turn
when we hit on Lthat pesky ghost in the
vault; but it was sure a fake, and if
I'd had a loaded pun on me at the
time I guess that fake ghost would have
turned into o real one, pronto !V

“You would--wonld—"

Mr. Fisl's lantern jaw sob glﬁmlf.

“Bank on it!™ he said. “If I epot
that guy playing ghost agin, I'll sure
draw a head on him and let him havn it
where he lives! I'Ml say he nin't peing
fo get away with na such gum-game
on this child ! Ne, sir! Not so's you'd
notice 1! If ho asks for it, he'll suro
et it. Follow me

Mr. Fish went down the library to the
drne an the pictura gallery, his sceretary
fellowing him with evident reluctance,

In the picture gallm;,r they stonlped
hefore the portrait of the Rod Earl in
the alcova.

“1 puezs it was lock that that fat ank
Bunter joined Son’s party hyer” re-
marke.d 3r. Fizh. “Wea'd =ure rooted
agver L wholo shebang time and again
wilhont hHnding out a thing, and that
peek rob on to it by sheer chanea.  Ho
sen ain't gat more braing than the law
allows, hut Tl say he's a useful booh™

Mr. Fizli pressed the spring in the
frama of tha pleture, amd the socret
daar ehicked apen.

Thn lean Anierican passed through,
and Besanney fullowed him, moro slowly
than ever. Mr. Fishi began to descend
the spiral stuireaso williin the thick-
ness of the ancient wall, but the scere-
tary halted at ithe top.

iram K. slanced back at hnn.

“Ain't you coming? ho demanded.
“"You got the wind up opin, you pesky
gooh i

Resanney breathod hard.

“The—the fact is, s?n{'ﬂ he stam-
mersd,  “I=—I think it 13 uvzeless fo
cxplore the sceret passages. Wo know

now that there is pome man in the house-
hold staff hera who knows that old
Lord Portercliffe hoarded gold and con-
cealed it somewhers in tha bueilding.
What happened to the boy Tadd is proof
of that. The fact that this man plays

“There ain't nolthing to be

ghost, to frighten others ewey, shows
that he has not found what he i3 in
search of yebt, If is years since the old
lord died, and his secret died with him.
If i that time the mystery man has dis-
covered nothing, what is the nse—~"

Heo broke off, under the grim glare
of Mr. Fish.

“Meaning that you're afraid of a

esky guy playing ghost?” snorted
t{!lﬂam K. “Thuet's what it boils down

“Dhid—did you hear a sound ¥’ mut-
tered Bosanney, listening wuneasily.

: “Only your dog-goned knees knock-
ing together,” answered Mr. Fish sar-
castically. “Now, you get this, Bosan-
ney! You was secretary to the old lord,
and spotted him hoarding gold, and you
ot me on in the deal to raise that
card, which never turned up when he
kicked the bueket. I got an option o
this hyer properiy, and if we raise the
hoard, 1 guess I'm going to buy the
place from the young lord, and then
everything that’'s in it will belong to
me fair and square. You take your per-
centage. But that option has only a few
weeks to run, end I guess I amm't re-
newing 1t. Dollars i3 dollars. If we
don't raize the gold before that aprion
expires, the game's up! That means
that we got to got thmu'gh,,"

“Oh, quite] But—! ]

“But you never counted on findin
that another puy was on the same trail,
and you gob the wind up!™ jeered Mr.
Fish. *“Waal, vou back out if you
went| But if yvou do, you don't coms
mn on the share-out! Why, you pesky
goob, from them papers of the old E:erd's
that you showed me, the dnfafuned old
miser parked a hundred an ifty thou-
sand golden sovercigns in  this hyer
shebang I

“That 1z true; but—"

“He knowed a thing or two, that old
lord did!" zaid Hiram K. Fish. " Hc
knowed that gold would rise in vaelue
when a country went on paper; and I

uess he made a good Investment
ivery one of them szovereigns is worth
aver thirly shillings these days—the
whole caboodle will stand for o million

dollars 1™

Hiram: K.'s eyes ghstened a5 he
spoke.

“1 poess young Lord Porterchiffo

would be glad to hear of it,” ho said.
“Hea has to let this plaen, with furnitues
and servants, to keep it going; but if
he was wizse Lo tho old lord's hoard, T
reckon he would be after it so fast voy
wonldn't sce his heels for dust.  Tlank
ke'd be seared by a ghost story 1

Miram K. Fish laughed.

" Berew up your nerve, you boob!" he
satdd, “Ain't I got a gun rveady for
that mystery guy if he horns int Fols
low onl”

“J=I am ecoming

“Quit chewing the rag znd [ollep!™
snapped I‘-]r._i"i:i‘t.

And he descended the spiral stair, iho
secretary following him down,  Dul
even tho lure of hidden gold did not
seerl to brace Bosanney's nerve.

In the subtorrnncan passage, ab tha
foot of tho statr, Mr. FFish drow tlie re-
volver from his hip-pocket. Ho held
it in hiz right hand, wliale he beld up
an electric lamp in his left,

IIe tramped along the stone-flagged
yassage, Itis uneasy companion behind
iim. }le stopped at the arched epen-
ingr of a large, glooimy veult.

“T pguess this was where we spolfod
the ghost,”” he esld, with 8 grin. "I
sura would like to spot him agin, now
that Pve got a loaded gun in my grip.
1'd make that gink sorry he aimed to
scara [E. K. Fish, Y'll tell o man™

“Ilark ™ multcred the sceretary.



** Beast ! * roared Bunter, as he clung to the bedpost. *‘I'm not getting up ! Leggo ! Fisher T. Fish
A fat leg shot out, and a foot landed on the American junior’s WEISIE{IHE h 3

LEven the irpn-nerved Fliram started
as tho sound of 8 low pgrean came
throngh the silence,

He sct his lean jaws, and his eyes
glittercd. His finger was on the trigger
of the revolver,

“By the great bhorned toad ! he mut-
tered, between his teeth, “That guy's
been watchiug us, and knows we're here,
and he's at his game agin. Let me get
a sight of him with this gat In my

L

ri

bMr. Fish Lroke off suddenly.

Across the dark vault o glimmer of
greenish phosphorescent  light came
from the blackness,

Dosanncy gave a choked ery.

*It 15—13 there ! he breathed.

“Ieep cool, you goob!” snarled Mr.
Fish., “I'm telling you, I'll riddle him
with lead. and then some—"

The pale flicker of light showed =a
strange ghostly form—the spoctral Azure
of the Red Larl, fo rufl and trunk hose,
glimmering from the blacknoess of the
vault,

Hirara Ik, Fish raized the revolver.
He aimed at the legs of the ghostly
figure, and pulled trigger.

Bang !

Tl veport of the revolver rang like
thunder thvough the vaulis and the
underground passages. It rolled away
in a thousand ecchoes.

Convipced that the ghost of Porter.
ciiffe Hall was a "fake,”” Hiram K.
Fisl: fully expected to see the spectral
figure fall with a bullet in the leg.

It did not fall.

Fvidently amburt by the shot, it stood
pnmoved, the gaostly hand raised, and
pointing at the intruders, the while,
deathly face glimmering in the pale
phosphorescent  Light,

Bosanney gave a whimper of terror.

“Ennkes ! hissed Hiiram K, Fish,

He knew tbat he could not have
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backwards.

missed at so short a range. He set his
tecth, and toolk point-blank aim at tho
figure. It's broad breast was only a
dozen feet from the muszle of the re-
volver as Hiram K. Fish pulled trigger
a second time.

Bang |

“I guess that gets him,” breathed
Mr. Tish.

The next moment the smoking re-
valver sagged in Jus hand, and he stared
nt the ghostly figure with starting eyes.
Unhurt, to all seeming, by o bullet pass-
ing through it the =pectre advaneced
with a gliding motion. DBosanney gave
a howl of terror and fled along the
passago.

“Bearch me!” panted Blr, Fish.

An uncanny fecling of horror and
fear was creeping over even the iron-
nerved American business man. Despor-
ately he aimed again, and emptied the
revolver at point-blank range at the
advancing figure.

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

Tour reports rang out 1n swift sue-
cossion, filling the vanlts with thynder-
ing souwnd,

Mr. TFish's cwves almost popped from
his head. Not one of the zhots could
have missed—the speetral figure must
have been riddied with lead. Yet, un-
hurt, it was still advancing on lium with
outstretched hand.

It was too much for even Hiram K.
Tish., With o vell of fear he turned
end bolted out of the vault

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Treasure Trove !

ILLY DBUNTER stopped onder

B the anecient oal on the edge of

the lawn, and blinked round

him cautiouzly through lus big
spectacles,

The summer evening was light: the

at him,

“* Yurrrggh !’ splultered Fisher T., staggering

sun sinking in & blaze of
rold behind the turrets of

Iall.

From any of the innumerabls win-
dows in the long facade of the great
building, the fat yuntor might have been -
ECEN,

Bunter circled round the preat oals,
to place the trunk between him and
the mansion.

Then he began to climb,

The fat Owl of the Remove had a
free field at last. Harry Wharton &
Co. were at the show at the Winter
Gardens, and not likely fo return till
late in the evening. All through the
long suwmmer day Bunter had been
baffled; but he was able to get going
at last.

He clambered into the ancient oal,
and =scrambled cautiously inte  the
hollow in the interior of the mighty
rrunk,

‘There, under the thick masses of foli-
age, 1t was almost as dark azs the insida
of a hat.

But the fat junior had come provided
for that. Ile had borrowed an electrie
torch from Harry Wharton’s room,

He turned on the light in the interiar
of tlie hollow oak., Hiz eves gleamed
throngh his spectacles as he fashed it
round him,

The space within the oak was roomy.
At the bottern it was thickly covered
with the mouldy dust of rotted wood.

That Billy Dunter had seme mrsteri-
ous intercst in that old oak, all the
Cireviriars  party  knew.  DBub  they
woltld have been astonished te learn
what it was, They did not know that
the fat junior, when he hod fallen into
the hollow tree carly that morming, had
picked up a coin there which, at the
time, he had supf)r:rsml to boe o shilling
that bad fallen from his pocket. The
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«iscovery, when he examined it, that
the supposed shilling was & golden
sovereign had flled the fat Owl with
cxciternent.

He was on the track of the treasure
of Porterclifc Hall!

That was Bunter's secret!

Bunter had koowa all along that Mr.
Fish had not bought Porterclifie Hall,
but had only hired the place, with an
“aption " to purchase. Iio had learned
tnat frem the letter, from popper to
=an, which he had read at Greyiriars,

IFrom that letter he had learned, also,
that Mr. Fish had taken the place as
a *fhusiness deal,” from which he hoped
to make a million dollars.

That had utterly mystified Bunter—
1ill now,

Now he understood.

Alonzo Todd’s strange adventure had
chown that thero was some " mystery
man * at the hall, who believed that a
hidden treasure of golden sovereigns
oxisted in the place, And Mr. Fish
had been extremely keen to discover
secret  passages im Portercliffe  Fall
Puiting two and two together, 1t was
nat difficalt for Bunter to reach the con-
clusion that both Hiram K. Fish and
the mystery man werc on the sgmo
irack.

MNeither had had any Jock. Bunter
had had the luck. The discovery of a
single golden sovereign in thes hollow
tree was an unmistakable clue.

If it was true, as evidently both the
mystery man and Mr, Fish believed,
that there was a hoard of gold to he
found, that sovereign in the lollow tree
was a clug to 1t

Bunter's fat mind was dazzlod by the
mental picture of stacks and stacks of
golden coing, hidden in the tree.

Evidently the hoard, if it existed, was
hidden in a safe place—and the hollow

THE MAGNET

pak was a safo place. Nobody knew
that it was bollow till Bunter had made
the discovery by aceident, tumbling into

it.

0ld Lord Portercliffe, the miser, had
died with his secret untold and unsus-

aeted. 13 nephew, young Lord

ortercliffe, evidently Lknew nothing of
it, for he was living cheaply sbroad,
and letting the family seat, merely to
raise sullicient funds fo keep 1t In
repair.

HBunter knew now why Hiram K. had
taken an “option’ on the place. Ha
could not sfford to buy it. But if he
discovered the hoard he was going to
buy the hall from the young lord, with
the young lord’s own money !

Which was exceedingly shacp practice,

But Mr. Fish was not going to dis-
cover the hoard. Neither was the
mystery man.  Bunter was going to
diseover it.

With Wharton's electric toreh in his
fat hand the Ow! of Greyfriars eagerly
rooted over the dark, dusty interior of
the hollow oak.

He hoped to catch the gleam of gold
in the light. But no such gleam met
his eyes. The single sovereign which
he had picked up that morning was the
only one left visible. :

But Bunter could puess that that comn
had not been visible before he tumbled
into the hollow oak. His fall had dis-
turbed the accumulation of mouldy rub-
bish in the hallow, and disinterred it.

With that idea in his fat mind Bunter
began to grope in the thick dust and
moniid.

He gave a sudden squesk of excite-
frretih,

Something hard met his fab Gngers as
he groped,

He jerked up his hand, and his eyes
almost bulged through his spectacles as
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Somewhere in the limitless wastes of the mighty Sahara lies Ali ben Yusef,
a prisoner in the merciless hands of an ambitious kinsman, But help is
at hand : although it is a far cry from Greyiriars to the Sahara, Harry
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he saw three sovereigns in his grubby
fingers,

“h eriker ¥ gasped Bunter.

His hesrt thumped with excitement.

There was no doubt now that he was
on tho track ! Untold wealth was con-
cealed in the hollow oak |

Mr. Fish, 1o lus letter to his son at
Groyfriare, had montioned s million
dollara! That would be about =&
hundred and Gty thousand pounds at
tha present price of gold !

The mere thought of such a sum of
money dazzled Bunter! It made him
gosp !

For the moment he forgot that the
money, even if found, would not belong
to him! His fat mind concentrated on
finding it

He groped and groped!

Mare and more zovereigus turncd up
mr the thick dust and mould.

Bunter began to stack themy in his

eta.

Ewidently the old miser, hiding his
gold, had stacked the sovereigna there
in the hollow oak, covering them with
the dust and mould, in the belief that
they would never be unearthed in such
& place. Only, indeed, by the sheerest
chance had the discovery been maae.

But Bunter had made 1t | Thoers was,
clearly, snch a thing as fool's luck |

With his oyes blazing with greedy
excitement behind his spectacles, Dilly
Bunter groped and groped, hali-choked
by the gusb ho stirred up, but hecdless
of it. He gasped an
spluttered, unheeding. . .

Hia pockets grew heavy with his
plunder.

Never before had Dunter’s pockels
heen heavy even with coppers]  Now
they sagged wunder the weight of
IOVereigna.

More and more and morel He did
tiot stop te eount them—ha stacked
them away with cager, grubby fingers.

His jacket pockets, his  frouscrs

ockets, even hix walsteoat pockets,
were full of dusty sovereigns. They
were 50 full that golden coins dropped
out as ho moved.

“Oh crikey 1 gasped Bunter.

It was like a gmmn! But it was nuo
dream—it was rcall The sovercigns
that wm;__;:hcd him down were real
enough! 'They were, in {act, quite un-
comiortable to carry.

And there were etill more sovercigng
te be disinterred! DRunter El‘ir?‘ d
handfuls of them inside his shirt, ' 1e§
slipped all over lhim., He clinke
musically as he moved.

But he seemed to have come to the
end at last. IE there wero more
sovereigns buried deeper, he was too
tired and choked by dust to think of
delving down in search of them. They
could wait, anyhow | ‘

He turped off the electric torch, and
left it lying in the tree. le could not
carry it away. He had a more precious
ca“r‘,gﬁ to carry. )

Teiphed down with gold, the fat Owl
found it diflicult to clamber out of the
hollow trunk.

But he got into the branches of the
ocalk at last, and gasped with relief in
the cool, clean air,

It was dark now, or nearly dark,
Lights wera f}!eaming from sonie of the
windows of Portercliffio Hall.

Bunter sat and rested for & good ten
minutes before he descended from the
oak to the ground.

Clink, clink, chnk !

“Oh lor' 1 gasped Bunter,

Sovercigns  were falling  from  |is
overloaded pockets as ho clambered
down tha trunk.

When he landed on the ground he
stooped to pick them up. But it was

gurgled and



v:ij* dark under the branches of the big
Cak. .
And as he groped in the grass for the
fallen coins, more soversigns droppe
from his crammed pockets.

Bunter gave it up! After all, he
would not miss a few out of so many.
In hiz eagernezs to bag the treasure,
Bunter h:r,ﬁ‘3 forgotien that he was lazy.
But he realised now that he was tired
to the bone.

Hia chief desire was to get back to
his room, and to get hiz plunder into &
safa placo.

Gasping for breath, he started for the
house.

Clink, olink! ]

Bovercigna exuded from his crammed
ﬁ-ockgts and dropped in the grass. But

o did not stoop to pick them up; he
wad afraid of dropping more.

He had left the house by a french
window, leaving it open for his return,
He got in the same way.

It was the window of the music-room.
No one was there, all the Porterclifie
pacty being still at the Winter Gardens
in Margato.

Bunter groped across the room.

Clink, cﬁnk] ]

A couple of sovereigns fell and rolled.
Tho fat Owl was leaving & trail of gold
as he moved. But it could not be
helped.

When he reached the stairs he went
‘l;? very slowly and cautiously, afraid

dropping sovereigna as he went.
Bovereigns clinking down the stairs
would certainly have drawn a lot of
attention to Bunter—attention which he
did not want at that moment. For-
tunately he reached his room without
dropping any more of the golden coina.

Oneo gafe inside hiz room, ha turned
the kay in the lock. Then, exhauated
and breathiess, the fat Owl of the
Remove sank down on his bed, and
gasped.

#“Ohb erikey IV

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Dark!

4 AY, vpop, what's got youi®

S ﬂxﬂlal:mnd Fisher T, Fish.

Fla stared at his gﬂppﬂr.

Chandos admitted the Grey-
friars party when they came back from
the W?ntar_{‘iardana at a rather late
hour that night.

Tha Juniors came
crowd.

Chandos, plump and stately, looked
the sama as usual. But Mr. Hiram K.
Fish looked far from his usual keen and
. alert eelf.

Ho was seated, or, rather, he mgFed,
in a deep armchair in the hall, his long
lega stretched out, his hands in_ hia
pockets, and his face pale and wrinkled
and worried. IHiram K. looked as if
he had had a hard knock—as indeed ho
had.

Chandos gave him a rather curious

glance.
Beipro Ie::urinﬁ' the hall, the butler
stopped to speak to Mr. Fish.

“Can I pet you anything, sir¥”

“Napa ¥ answered Hiram K. with-
out looking up. 3

“1 trust you do not feel unwell, sict”
said Chandos.

“Nope!l DBeat it !

Chandos “beat” 1t

All the juniors lecked very curicusly
at Mr. Fish. Fisher T. was quite
alarmed. They had never seen the
cute business.man from Mew York look-
ing liko this before.

“\What's got you, pop?” repeated
Fisher T., as his parent dipd not answer.
“You sure do look as if you'd
dollar and found a dime.”

in in & cheery

lost »
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#] trust vou are not feeling the heat
unduly, Mr. Fish!"* said Alonzo Todd
ently. “If g0, I ecan recommend a
ogs  of Dr. Potter's Terra-cotta
Tabloids for Sad Sufforevs.”
*“Aw, can it grunted Mr. Fish.
““ Nothing wrong, zir, I hope?!” said
Harry Wharton. .
“Yep! INope!” said BAr. TFish
vaguely.
Spill it, pop 1™ said Fisher T. “You
sure have got me guessing.” )
Hiram K. Fish gat up in the chair.
He blinked at the estonizshed juniors
with a worried and troubled face.
Obvieusly theras was something very
much winiss with the Transatlantic
gentleman, and the Greyfriars party
wondered what eould have happenced
during their absence. )
“Not the jolly old ghost again?”
asked the Bounder, with a grin. .
Mr. Fish gave quite a convulsive
start and looked round him uneasily.
“Don’t chew the rag about that so
promiscuous " he said. “ I'll say there's
morp o it than I reckoned. And then

somme, )
“Weall, my only bat!” =aid Bob
Chorry,
Apparently it was the spectre of Por-
tarcﬁ['fu Hall that had caused this

strange and startling change in Hiram
K. 1%sh. Which was really smazing.
For the Greyfriars fellows, of course,
hed not the shghtest doubt that the
spectre was a trick and & cheat. They
were nol likely to believe that the phan-
tom of the Red Earl actually did revisit
the ﬁlimpr-.m of the moon |

“But the esteemed ghost 15 a prepos-
terons spoof, my absurd sirl" gaid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Is it?” grunted Mr. Fish. “I
reckoned it was; but now I ain't so
peskv sure. I guess if it was alive, it
wouldn't stand up to o dose of six
leaden pills, sll going right through !
Nope 1

“You've seen it
Nugent.

L1 IE

“ And fired at it7" exclaimed Vernon-
Smith.

“ Bore 1

“ And it wasn't hurt?

“ Not so's you'd motice it.™

“Sure you hit 1677 grinned the
Bounder.

Hiram K. Fish gave a snort.

“You figure d miss, six shols
running, at a dozen feet ¥ he demanded.
#Don't yvou falk guaff!™

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at Mr.
Fich and looked at one another, startled.
If Hiram X, had fired shots at the ghost
at elose range, the ghost must have been
riddled by bulle#s, That was certain.
No living trickster could have come
through such a test alive.

“Y guess I fired ai it's laigs first
muttered Mr, Fish, “1 puessed it was
a spoof, and I figured I'd bring it down
with a ball in the laig. Then I let it
have the rest, fair and square! And—
it wasn’t hurt none "

The Bounder whistled. .

“Where did wvou see it, Br, Fish?
he aszked.

“In the vault below, where it was seen
afore !” grunted Mr. Fish., “I-I lit
out pesky quick! I been trying to think
it out since, but I can’'t get on to it
If it ain’t a genooine ghost, it’s got me
beat.™

#8yre your gun was loaded, pop?”
asked Fisher T,

“1 guess it made mnoize enough
banging off !" grunted Lis popper. * And
1 sure loaded it special aiore T started,
and Bosanney saw me da it."

“Well, my hat!” said Bob,

IHiram K. jammed one of his Iﬂnﬁ'
thin ecigars into his long, thin mouth

thent™ exclaimed
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and lighted it. But he let the ecigar
go out again in a few moments.

It was evident that ho was &ecplir
worricd and  troubled. Hiram K.
guessed, reckoned, and caleulated that
a gL:jy who believed in ghosts was the
world's prizo boob, DBut what had
happened had shaken him, He had
loaded hiz revolver carefully, with his
own hands; he had pumped six cart-
rid‘f:}s ab the spectre, one after another;
and the ghostiy wvisitant had been none
thoe worso for it! What was oven &
keen, eute, and spry business-man to
think 7 .

Tha juniors bade him good-night st
last, and went up to bed. Still with
deep worry in his lean brow, Mr, Fish
followed themn up, turning off the lights.

A deep snore as they passed Billy
Bunter's doar apprised them that the
Ow! of the Remove had already gone
to bed. They little guessed what the
fat junior had been doing during their

absenee. .
Herbert Vernon-Smith followed
Wharton inte his room. Thera was

rather a curious expression on the
Bounder's face

“Turning in%" he asked.

“Well, ves,” answered Harry.
pretiy late” Ry

“What do you think of old Fish's
ghost story ' asked Bmithy ahruptly.

“Blasse if ¥ know!” answered
Wharton. “¥e can't have imagined it,
I suppose: but if there's a ghost here
that's bullet-proof, it looks as if it must
be the genuine article. And that is—"

“Rot ! said the Bounder.

“ Wxactly I nssented Wharton.

‘tFopl like coming down to the vault,
and giving it the once-over, as Fishy
wnul!f call it?" asked ithy. X

“Not specinlly !  Anyhow, Mr. Fish
objccts to our going into the sub-
terrancan passages, for some reason O
other, and we ean’t very well go against
hiz wish.” ;

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“T'm going,” he said, *“If you're
funky, I'll ask one of the other nlInw:g
to ro with me—I'd rather not go nlone.

\%{I’mrtﬂn flushed angrily, ,

“Don't be a silly ass, Smithy! T'm
not funking it—but this houss belongs
to Mr. Fish, and he has a right to give
orders here.” .

“ Aocording to Bunter's latest, 1t
docsn’t belong to him,” said Smithy
coolly, Az a matter of fact, T never
believed that he had bought it." i

% He's master here, anyhow,” said
Wharton shortly.

“Oh, guite! DBub I faney he would
be glad if we found out how the
ghost played that trick on him,” said
the Bounder. “I'm not going roolin
about the place—only into the wvault
where old Fish saw the giddy spectre.
MNo harm in that, cven 1f you'ro 20
jelly particular.”

. “Well, no—but—="

“Will you come?”
Bounder impatiently. .,

“Ves, if it's only that, I'll come!
ancwered Harry., *° Wait till T get hold
of my electric torch.” :

He looked round for the clectric torch
—without finding it. As a matter of
fact it was Jving at {hat moment inside
the hollow oak on the lawn, where Billy
Bunter had left it. _ =

“Rother #he thing—I left it here,
said Harry, puzzled. “SBome ass must
have borrowed it—"' o

“I've got one; come on!

Wharton followed the Bounder, The
rest of the party were in bed, and the
two juniors trod lightly down the long
corridor to the staircase.

Tho great hall below was a well of
darknoss.
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They descended the breoad stairs in
the dark to the hall. As they reached
it & [aint sound came through the decp
gloom, It was the sound of an opening
and elosing door.

Wharton started.

“Did you hear?” he whispered.

“Quict ! breathed thoe Dounder. e
gripped Wharton's arm in the da.[kness,
and whispered, * Somebody clse 13 up.”

“RBut who—in the dark?”

“The jolly old mystery man, perhaps!
Listen [™

They stood i the darkness of the
groat  hall, listenthg  intently, their
hearts beating fast.  But several long
minutes passed, and they heard no
sound.

“Come on !
at lask,

And thev erossed the great hall, and
entored the picture-gallery.

mittbered the Pounder

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Unseen Foel
DARI{ and gloomy  stretched the

great gallery, with its long lincs

af  porteaits of dead-and-gone

FPorterchiffes hidden in shadow.
Only a pale glimmer of summer star-
light came in at the windows.

The Bounder turned on his torch for
the two juniors to pick their way along
to tho alcove whero the portrait of the
Red Earl eoncealed the seeret door,

It was only a spot of light in the
great space, and they cast rather guick
and uneasy plances into the shadows as
they trod softly along. DBoth of them
wereg mindful .of the sound they had
heavd, and the possibility that someonc
olse wes ap ab that late hour. I so,
it was difhicult to imagine who 6 was,
nnless it was the “mystery man"” of
Porterchiffe Hall, XNo one else was
likely to be moving about in the dark.

They reached the aleove, and Smithy
flazhed the lighr on the fall, heavy-
framed picture of the Red Earl,

By gad Y he breathed.

“What H

(KL

“1t's open !

0k 7 breathed Wharton.

The great picture, which formed the
seeret door, jntted a foot from the wall
on the left side. The two juniors stared
at it

“Alr. Fizh may have left it open!”
said Harry at last. in a low voiee, “Ilc
was here during the evening, you know,
angd—"

“0r someboily else mav be ahend of
ng P mnttorad the Bonnder, “Gad?l I
wizsh I'd brovght a golf club with me.™

“The ghost?™ said Harry, with a
fzint smile.

Vernon-Hmath shook his head

“Mat the ghost ! That tricky blighter
has nothing to play ghost for now—he
keeps that stunt for searing people in
the wnderground passages.  Of course,
e knew that old Fish was poing down
—yatcliing him  peiting  ready, most
likely. He doesn't know we're going—
or T dare sav lw'd be fixed up as a
ziddv spectro for our Lenelit.  OF course,
old Fish may have left the door open
when he eame ouk. Anvhow, we're
gome on™

“Yoes, rather !

Vernon-Bmith pulled the secret door a
little wider open, and flazhed his light
through the aperture into the blacknoss
Levamd.

Then  he  stepped
Wharton fulluur:c{ him.

The next moment there was a startled
evy from the Pounder, as the lamp was
struck suddenly from s hamld,

It crazshed on the stone floar, and was
instant!y cxtinguished.

Tae Macxer LisRany.—Na. 1,437,
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_ Black darkness rushed on the ftwo
juniors.

“ Bmithy ! exclaimed Wharton,
:;:ﬂ.']mb— id you drop the light—what
1 gl

“Look outl” welled the Bounnder.
“He's here !”

# He—who—what "

“The lamp was knocked from my
hand—look out——"

H0h Y panted Wharton. g

An unsecn Bgure brushed him in the
blagkness, He caught a hurried, panting
breathing.

Instinctively, he grasped st it. He
knew that it was not Smithy—and he
knew that it must be the “mysicry

man.
Evidently, that wunknown and mys-
and about,

Lerious personage was u
whon all Portercliffa Haﬁ was buried
in_darkness and slumber,

The sound they had heard in the hall
was the sound of the door opening into
the picturc-galtery, and they realised
now that the unscoen and unknown man
had been only a few minutes ahead of
them. ,

He had been in the dark rocess he-
hind the secret door when they entered;
and only by his swift aclion m sirilon
ithe light irom the Bounder’s hand ha
he avoided being seen, and perhaps
identified.

Indeod, if the juniors had seen him
in the light they must have identificd
him, for 1t was certaiir that he was ono
of the members of the houscheld of
Portercliffe Hall

In the bhlackness they conld sea
nothing, but they could heay the pant-
g breathing ; and Whartan's grasp
had closed on a massive form—the form
of o large and powerful man,

He pave a panling ery of excilement
he grasped it )
“8mithy, back up! T've got him "
110 heard the Dounder trampling and
roping in the darkness, A prasp was
aid on Wharten in turn, and e alinmost
ernmpled up in it.
wrton was strong and stundy, hut
he had no chance in that powerful
rrusp. The mon he hod sgized in the
h.’.‘LF]-L was twice his size, and strong and
heavy.

Two fierce hands were on YWhavton,
and he was wrenched loose, and flung
violently to the Hoor,

He gave & cvy as he sprawled blindly
on the stone flags.

The Bounder, groping fiereely in the
dark, stumbled over him. Thoen his
outstrotched hands touched the mnassive
figure that was pushing through the
seeret door to ezeape inlo the ploture
callery.

Smithy elutehied hold of it

“ Back vp, Wharton!” he shriefed.

Wherton struggled blindly to his feet,
IMe could see nothing, but he could
hear the sound of a struggle,

The Bounder had grasped the unzeen
man asz he was puzhing through the
doorway behind ihe picture of the Red
Farl, and he hicld on tenacionsly.

“T've pot him ! Back up " e yelled.

Thoe uwnseen frure turned, and a
crazhing blow was strick. It was
gnided by the sound of Bmithv's voice,
for in tho darkness the mystery man
could see no more than the juniors.

Vernon-Smith  velled again as  the
Ilow crashed 1 his face. Quick as
thought he released the grazp of his
right hand, clenched s Bty and strock
haelk

He heard a sharp ery. e [elb Tos
eclenched knuckles erazh on a face, [and-
Ingoin the eve,

The next moment ho was zirock again,
and he fell, Btaggering Lack, he fell
across Wharten, who was scrambling
to his feet.

a5

Snap ! Click!
The secret door was shut,
man was gone. The moment tha
Bounder's grasp was released he had
whipped out into the ﬁictum gallery,
and spapped the door shut after him,

“Oh crumbs ! gasped
“SBmithy—"

“Wharton, whera—"

“Here! That you?! Is ho gonel™

The Bounder gritted his tegtg.

“Yes; get after himl We may run
kim down in the gallery! If we find
:u:? man out of bed itn the House, it
will ba the man we want]"

In the darkness YVernon-Smith groped
over the secret door.  There was a
handle on the inner side which, as he
krnew, worked the spring. He turned
it to reopen the door.

But the secret door did not reopen.

Smithy turncd and shoved and
gﬁped, but the deor remained immov-
LR L

Wharion.

“Quick ' panted Wharton, “Get it
open, Enuﬂi}r "

T ecan’t 1’ snarled the Bounder,

”W.]]E-t—”

“It's jammed, or else he's fastened

it somehow on the other side! It won't
cofme open !

“(h, my hat 1*

“Wait a tick! I'va pot some

makehes,

Vernon-Smith groped in his pockets
for a match-box. Ha struck a mateh,
and the two juniors examined the door,

It was as firm as the stones of the
wall round it. But as both tho juniors
Fut tlhieir shoulders to it, and ehoved

with all their strength, it stirred a
tiifle,

“It's movipz !
" Bhove 1

The match went out. Yn the darkness
they braced themselves against the
secret deor, and shoved harder and
harder. Again it seemed to stir a
trifte,  But it remained zhot,

The Bounder desisted at last, panting
for breati.

“Chuoelk it, Wharton ! he  said.
“That blighter's on the other zide of
it with his hoot "

“{h ¥ pasped Wharton.

"He guessed we should get after him.
and he's jolly well smppes us I* panted
Vernon-Smith.  “ He's holding the door
on that side. We ean’t shift it till he
chooses,™

Wharton ceased to puszh at the door.
It was evident Lhat & foot was jammed
to it on the side of the pictura gallery,
and so long as that remained there,
there was no possibility of getting tho
door EFEH.

Bmithy

breathed Wharton.

striek  another mateh, and

looked for the fallen toreh. He picked
it up and examincd i,
* 0k, ** he =zaid, as hea

good e

switehed 16 on. 'g']m fall on the stonoe
flags had jarred it, and put it out;
but 1t was not damaged. The bright
cleciric beam gleamed again in the
dark recess behind the picture of the
Red Earl

Wharton bBlinked in the light.

“If we could get & glimpse of him
now I he said breathlessly,

“He's oot likely to let uws,”™ The
DBounder grinned, snd rubbed his face,
where there was a bruise from the blow
he had received in the dark. “Bus I'll
tell you somiething. I landed him one
11 the eye, and if we s]I)I:I-t a jolmny to-
morrow  about Portercliffe Hall with
a3 gammy eye, we can gucss who the
mystery man iz, Now try the door
again, He can't hold it for ever.”

He set down the toreh, and the two
juniors zhoved at the secret door once
more, This time 1% flew ocpen o sud-
denly that they almast pitched out into
the picture gallery,
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With a princely air, Bunter ordered the most expensive lces all round, and threw down a sovereign to pay for them. The ice

merchant blinked at the golden coln and then bit it, to make sure that it was a good one.

Bunter.

Evidently the myzstery man was gone.
Probably he had run for it immediately
the [ilressurr.- censed from the inner side
of the door, scizing the opportumity
swiftly to make his escape,

The Bounder caught up the torch and
flashed the light out into the gallery,
But the mystery man had ?auishﬂs.
Mothing wos to be seen but ancient
Porterelilfes, staving down from their
gilded frames,

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,

“He's gone " he said, *Come onl”

“Where "

“We came here to look into the giddy
ghost's vault,.  We're going, all the
tame, That sportsman won't be com-
ing back—you can bet on it!”

“Oh, all right !’

And the Bounder, holling the light,
descended the spiral stair in the wall,
Enr.l Harry Wharton followed him
O IL.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Hiram K.

ERBERT VERNON-SAMITII led
H the way along the flageed
;;jm]:lte passage, holding up tho

1izhit,

The DBounder was breathing hard:
but he was gqute cool. That struggle
with an unscen foe in the dark had not
shaken Lis nerve.

Harry Wharton followed bhim
silence.

They reached the opening of the
vault, where the spectre of Portercliffe
had been seen by Mr, IFish and
Biosanney. ‘Lhey passed under  the
nrehed opening inte its gloomv depthe,
(n the heavy air there was still a faint
odour of gunpowder.

Wharton felt his heart throb as he

lnoked round in the gleam of tho
Bounder's torch,

in

This was where Hiram K. Fish had
fired six shots in succession at the grisly
gpectro without harming it

He knew that it could not have been
a phantem from another world; his
common-scense told him so. Yet if it
was not, how had it cscaped the bullets
fired at close range? Hiram K, Fish
was convinced that overy shot had
assed through the phantom figure.

iram K. was & good shot with a re-
volver, and it was diflicult to sce how
evén & bad shot could have missed an
object so close at hand.

There was a lurking grin on  the
Bounder's face,. ‘Wharton was aware
that Smithy had zome theory in his
mind to account for the mysterious
offair, and that that was why he had
come down to tho vault. DBut he eould
not gucss of what it was that Smithy
was thinking.

TMashing the light before him, Iler-
bert Vernon-8mith made a round of the
vault, scanning the dagpp stone walls
with a keen eye. Wharton stood watch-
ing him in wonder.

“I thought s0,” said the Bounder at
last, t:mn':r:f‘huqk to the spot where
Harry stood in silence.

“¥ou've found out something ¥ asked

arry.
The Bounder laughed.

“1've found out, for certain, what I
suspected when I come down lLiere,” hio
answered,

“Blessed if I can guessz what it is !
said liarry, puzzled.

“OlId Ttish empticd his pun at the
giddy phast at point-blank range,” said
Vernow-Smith, with a grin. " e ean't
have miz=ecd—not with the whole lot,
al any rvale, Yot the jolly old spock
never turned a bair. Bat if the hullet=

assod through hkim, or if they micad
v, {lesd spatler on Ll walls of the
vault—what i’

H

The Greyfriars fellows stared at

*‘ Where did you pinch that quid ? ** asked Bob Cherry.

“Of course!™

“Well,” said Vernon-Bmith, “there's
not a sign on any of tho walls of a
Lullet having hit the stone., That's
what 1 camae down to find out. I've

one over overy stone in the walls, as
tar as tho light will reach, and thero
isnt 8 sEn.

Wharton stared blankly.

Obviously, a bullet strikin
at short range must have
mistakable mark.  According to Mr.
Fish, he had fired six shots. The
linggring otour of gunpowder told that
a hrearm  had certainly been  dis-
charged recently in the vault.

Wharfon could only starc.

“Don't you sec?’ prinned
Bounder.

“Blessed if T do!™ answered IHarry:
“Do vou suppose that Mr. Fish only
fancied that he loosed off his gun, or
what #*

“No, you assl He emptied the
gun at the spoof—six cartridges, one
after another—all blank !

_ “Blank 1" repeated Wharton, with a
jump.

“Blank " said the DBounder eccolly.
“Dlank cartridges, old bean! Cute u=
hwe 15, lliram never cought on to that!™

“But why should he lead with
blank cartridges?” exclaimed Whar-
ton, in bewilderment. * And if he did
hie would know thoy were blank. ™

“*TFathead 1" answered the Bounder.
“Ia didn't know they were blank!l 1T
don’t know where ald Fish keeps his

the stone
eft"an un-

the

carirideges, but I bet you ibat  the
mysfery man does !
“Oh 1 exclaimed Wharion.

Tt dawned on him now.

Tl Bounder ehuckled.

00 Fish loaded up his gun espoci-
ally for this trip,” ho said. "But [
Let tlmt sporisman had been at the

{Contdinwed on page 16.)

Tie Maower Lisnanry,=No, 1,437,



F 3 (R "

(Continued from gmgc 13.)

carfridges befors Fish loaded up and
changed them for blank ones of the
same  calibre, and old Fish  npever
n::riéi.'{*d the difference when he loaded

“OL1" repeated Harrw,

“See it now P grinned the Bounder.
“II  bollets had been firpd in  this
vault, the walls would have beer hit
and chipped, whether the giddy
chost was or not! Neot a sigpn anyv-
where of a bulletl When aﬁl Tish
fancicd that ho was pumping the
ghust full of lead, he was locsing off

lank cartridge at him. No wonder
the ghost wasn't damaged!”

Harry Wharton laughed.

He had no doubt that the Bounder
was right! Indeed, 1t was the only

ossible explanation of the mystery.

mithy, with his cool-headed sagacity,
had put his finger on the solution that
had cseaped the keen wits of the cute
business man from Wew York!

‘Fumny, isn’t it1” prinned the
Bounder. “That mysterious sportsman
has the run of the place, of course.
Lot's got out of this—we're done
here.”

They left the wault and returned to
the spiral stair. Thev emerged into
the dim picture gallery and closed the
secret door.

Bilently  they trod through the
sleeping house.  The Bounder lefs
Harry Wharton at the door of his
TOOMM,

Wharton was glad enough to turn in.
He wasz asleep almost as soon as his
head touched the pillow. )

Bui Smithy di{f not go immediately
fo hiz own room. He went along io
the reom of Mr., Hiram K. Fish.

There was a glimmer of light under
the door of that room, and the
Bounder grinned as he noted it. Hiram
K. had not turned in vel.
d"‘fcrncrn-ﬂmith tapped lightly at the

0oL,

There was a startled exclamation
within, and Mr. Fish opened the
daor, He stared out at the Bounder.

*»

“What the John James Brown—
he cjaculated. “Bay, vou young gImIc.

why ain't you fast asleep in bed long
ago?"” .
“I've looked into the wvault. Mr,

Fish—"" said the Bounder coollx.

“The great horned toad vou have!™
exelaimed BMr. Fish.

“And I've got something
qan 1

“Epill i1

“You loozed off blank ecartrideges nt
that jolly old pghost! That's why he
wasn't hurt! Good-night!™

The Bounder walkeﬁ awav. leaving
Hiramm K. Fish staring after him,

to tell

speechless, e was still staring when
mithy's door closed along the
corridor.

“Great John James Brown !™ pjacu-
lated Mr. Fish at last. “Carry me
home to die! I'll tell 2 man ™

He picked up an electria lamp and
deseended the stairs to the lLibrary.
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He uniocked the rolidop desk and
opened  the drawer containing  the
revolver cartridges from which he had
Ioadded his “gun ™ that evening. He
procecded to examine those cartridges
with care.

“Lriee-whrze ! ejaculated Bre. Fish,

Ele Lreathed hard through his long
T,

There was quite an extraordinary
expression on Hiram K.'s face, as he
stood starving at & collection of blank

cartridres. e koew now  why  that
fusillade  in the wault had not
il{lultiugml the spectre of Porterclifie
Lty ]

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Trail of Gold !

b OMETHING'S up!™” remarked

@ Boly Cherry.

“The upiulness is terrific!”
it declared MHurree Jamset Lam
gl

It was clear that something was!

Harry Wharton & Co. were at
breakfast in the sunny morning. BDilly
Bunter was not down vet—he was no
early rizec in holiday-time. But the
rest of the Greyviriars party were at
the breakiast table, with the exception
of Fisher T. Fish.

John and Peter and Adolphus were
waiting on the breakfasters; Chandos
had nobt appeared as usual. Another
footman came in with o message for
Mr. Fish, which caused him to speak
hurriedly to Mr. Bosanney, upen which
they leit the breakiast-room together.
After ihem shot Fisher T.

They did not return. They seemed
io have forgotten that their breakfasts
were unﬁnisﬁcd.

Obviously, something was "up.”

Harry Wharton & Co. were not, of
course, curious about Mr. Fish's busi-
ness. DBut there had been so ma
strange occurrences sinee  they ha
arrived at Portercliffe Hall for the
sumtner holidays that they could not
help wondering what was “up® this

timie,

Having  finished  brekker, they
strolled out on the terrace—where they
sighted Hiram K. Fisher T. and

Jonas Bosanney,

All threc of them were bent double,
and scemed to be searching the ground
for something |

Which _was interesting and sur-
prising. Outside the french windows
of the mustc-room, Hiram K. Fish's
Ieni;l Iy form was cuwrved in an are. A
little farther on, the slight fpure of
Jonas Bosanney was hent over—and
near him Fisher T. Fish was scanning
the carth with a&n earnest, penetratin
gaze. The Portercliffe ,im—:sts regard
that peculiar scene with surprise and
inferest for some minutes.

“I wonder what's the name of that
game 1” remarked the Bounder,

“ Probably Mr. Fish has lost some-
thing, my dear Herbert,” remarked
Alonzo Todd. “If that 13 the case, it
would be but courteous and obliging
!.'tuJ :uffnr our assistance in searching for
1L,

“Let's ™ said Bob. :

And the juniors went along to offer
their assistance. Mr. Fish jerked
upright and regarded them rather
dounbifully,

He did not seem wholly pleased to
see them arrive on the spot.

“Lost somecthing, Mr. Fish " asked
ITarrv.

“YWazl, vep—nope!"” said Mr. Fish
nneertainly. *1— uess I'm looking
for suthin’. But don't you guvs worry
any! You run awsy and play!”

“Yep, beat it!" remarked Fisher T.

Harry Wharton & Co.,
prised than ever, *“beat 1t

Apparently they were not wanted to

help, or to see what it was thot MM
Fish was looking for. MNeither were
any of the servants joining in the
quest.
. Menservantz: and maidservants were
mmnumerable at Portercliffe Ilall; buot
nfr. Fish did not seem to want any
help. Indecd, he secemed anxiocus not
to have any help. Yet it wss clear
that he was making a very anxious
gearch over quite a wide extent of
f.erriiﬂrf'.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly.

Ho pounced on s yellow, glistening
object as the juniors went across tho
lawn.

He held it up, and the other fellows
stared at 1t It was a pgolden
sovercign, plistening in the bright sun-
shing of the August morning.

A guid!™  exclaimed
blankly.

“The quidfulness is preposterous!’’

“Not one of your comjuring quids,
Kippers?” asked Johnny Bull.

Kipps, staring at the coin, shook his
head. :

“No fcar! That's a real quid!™ he
gaid. “"How tha dickens d:d it get
there #

“Homebody must have dropped it!"™
said Wibley.,

“Is that what old Fish
for 7" asked Dob.
in the wron

“ Bottor ask him,” said Harry.

The juniors walked back to the
terrace, where the threo searchers wero
still hopping about, bent double.

Hiram Fish glanced up quite
irritably, It was plain that he did
m::tt want the Greyviriars guecsts on the
Spo
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morg  sir-

Nugent

15 looking
:: If so, he's locking
spot.

‘a;nr-——"‘ he began sharply, and then
broke off with & jump at the sight of
the golden coin, held up between Bob's

thumb and forefinger. “Great John
James Brownl Where did you ecinch
that #"

“Is that what yvou're looking for?”
asked Bob with a grin.

“T'll say vep ! gasped Mre, Fish.

“Tt was 1n the grass on the lawn.
Here you are 1" sai b, and he tossed
the sovereign to Mr. Fish, who eaught
it with an eager hand.

“Show me the spot ! he barked.

“"This way 1™

Bob led 3Mr. Fizh to the spot where he
had picked up the *quid.’ Bosanney
and Fisher T. Fish trailed eagerly after
him.

“Right 1” zaid Hiram K. *Now vou

young 'uns beat it a few.”
“Oh, ell right!” ssid Bob.
Harry Wharton & Co. sauntered

across the green, level lawns. They
were more and more surprised—in fact,
astonished,

Bomebody, it seemed, had been drop-
ping golden sovereigns around Porter-
cliffe Hall. Golden sovereigns were very
rare articles, seldom seen in these days
of Eac[i‘:er money, and still more seldom
picked up in the grass! It was rather
an extraordinary occurrence.

The Bounder had gone into the house.
Ha came back and joined the school-
hoys on the lawn with a sarcastic grin
on his face. )

“Jolly old treasure-hunt gmn%‘ on,”
he remarked. “None of you fellows
been spilling quids about, 1 suppose?”

" Hardly ™ grinned Bob.

" Bomebody has ! said Vernon-Smith.
“I went in to speak to Chandos, but
he's not down vet. But I saw the foot-
man who brooght that message in to
old Fish at brekker. I've ]%ﬂt 1t out of
him. A maidservant picked up two
soverelgns in the music-room, and the



man came to tell old Fish ! That's what
took the three of them off without
finizhing their breakfast.”

“Oh1" sgaid Ilarry. “But
how—-"

“They're looking for more,” grinned
tha Bounder. “They've searched the
music-room; now they're searching out-
side. James told mo he saw old Fish
sick up a =overcign just oulside the
rench windows. ou found one on the

lawn, Boeb. Looks as if somebody

whg—

walked into the house last might, drop-

ping quids as he went.”

“But who? gasped Baob.

“And how " ejaculated Nugent,

“The whofuluess and howfulness are
terrific.”
M It's weird,” said the Dounder. “ But
it's pretty clear what the jolly old
Fizshes are here for. That mystery man
who bagged Alonzo was alter quids, and
fancied that Alonzo knew where to find
them. One thing’s absolutely eclear—
there are quids about the place some-
where. Somebody's found them and
dropped & few about.”

arry Wharten nodded.
“Looks hke il" he =ald slowly.
“ But—but—but how on earth can

sovereigns be hidden about the place?
Some  miser-—"

“0ld Lord Porterclifie was saicl to be
& bit of a miser,” remarked the
Bounder. “One thing's jolly clear—
there's guids somewhere here.  That
mystery sportsman is alier them, and
it's pretty certain that old Fizh knows
something, and 13 after them, too.
That’s why he was so keem on dis-
covering secret passagoes n the plm:*u,
and why he explores ihose jolly old
passages on his own, and keeps us all
off the grass. Hao doesn’t want uz to
spot the loot™

“Well, my hat 1" said Baob.

The juniors stared at one ancther, It
wis  strauge enough—amazing—but
there could be little doubt about that.

Tho mystery man was no lunatie,
dmm“mi{ of a treasure that did nos
exizt. The seattered sovercigns were
real enough, "There was, beyvond doubt.
hidden gold at Portercliffe Hall, And
the fact that sovercigns had been spalled
about the place hinted that the hidden
gold  had  been  uwnearthed—by somoe
Porson or polsorns unknowi,

*But who—"" gpasped Bob.

"roodness knows 1" said the Dounder.
“Somebody in the house has spotted the
loot—guite & lot, I should think, as he
secins to have dropped guids all over the
shop.  Whoever it was found the stuff
out of doors and went in by the french
windows of the music-room, leaving o
trail of giddy quids after him. I‘nfqﬂ
have been loaded up to the chin, I
siwould think.”

“Well, this beats the band '™ said Bob
Cherry.

T lrclﬂk 1!1
denly.

A gleam of gold caught his eve, in the
grass, near the biz cak. He jumped at
1k, and held up three zoversigns in his
palm.

{zreat pip

e came this way, then !? exelaimed
Wharton. " Must have gone right across
the lawn, dropping quids as he went.”

“Let's look for some more ¥ grinned
Lol

The juniors, excited and eager.
searched the grass. There were lowd
viclamations as several mare soveroigns
wore found.

Three or four were found under the
Lranchies of the great Portercliffa Ook !
Across the lawn came Hiram K. Fish,
hiz long legs racing.  After him few
Ficher T. and Bazanney.

F_"}En.:,r, what you cinched £ barked Mr.
ieh,

yelled the Bounder sud-

{3p
L
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“Quids 1" chuckled Bob.

BSeven sovereigns had been found, and
they were handed over to Mr. Ficgh, who
gazed at them with gleaming eyes,

“Gee-whiz ¥ he ejaculated,

It was plain that Hiram K. was not
pleased by the gold having met the eves
of the schoolboys. At the same time, he
was intensely glad that the sovereigns
had been found—glad, and greatly
excited. his feelings were rather
mixed and mingled,

“Waal, I guass you're wise to it now,
ik .H:’

you 'uns, remarked. "I guess 1
sure didn’t waot all this hyer publicity,
but it can't be helped none. You look

gruu’nd and see if there's any more of
em."

The Greyfriars fellows searched the
grass of the wide lawns. Two or three
more sovereigns were picked up, close
to the big oank.
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Farther afield, however, nome wera
found.

It was clear that ths mysterious
person who had drop old about had
one direct from the old osk to the
rench windows of tha mugic-room. Tha
trail of gold was proof of that.

Hiram K. stood regarding the old oak
with a searching, suspicious eya. He
scanned the earth around it, evidently
with the idea that the :gc!d had been
dug up under the tree. But there were
no signs of excavation; the ground
round about the Portercliffe Oak had
nat been disturbed.

Besanney nudged his arm,

“Tho tree !” he whispered. “It may
bo hollow—that would account——"

“You said it 1™ interrupted Mr. Fish.

Bob Cherry caught the secretary's
whisper, and grmm:sc:l

(CFontinued on next pagel)

Greyf{riars

more commonly known as * Squiff,”

(1)

Here's Squif from far Ausiralia,

A very decent sort,
He gan't bo called 2 Tallia

Irn any form of sport:
He wilelds a bat with fortifuds,

The ball goés in the stands !
His off-drive I—if you cortitude

Want ointment on your bands !
{Take a thousand lines for that one.—Ed.)

{3}

In goal he's very capable,

He ties himsell in knots,
His clutch is inescapable,

Except for goal-=line shots,
And even those necessities

Are sometimes served the same,
Yeos, let us now confessifies

A master a8t the game |

{4}
I ealled on him last Saturday
Concerning interviews,
He said : ** Now isn’t thaturday
For any man {o chiews?
I'm off upon my motor-boat
To sall the angry &ark.””
“*You eannot even Hotor-hoat,"
I venfured to remark,

(8)

I iherefore followed warily

My vwietim fo the Sark,
And boarded, rather charlly;

The good ship, °* Noah’s Ark,"
I said, to show my bravery :

* ¥You can’t get rid of me ! **
Te that, with greal disfavery,

Ha replied : ** Well, we shall sea I "
{Who let him ouf of his padded c&]IE?:-i—}

Then asked me
at all?*

1 vanished with
The water—a

naotlee —Ed.)

This week our clever Greyfriars Rhymester supplies a snappy poem written around

SAMSON QUINCEY IFFLEY FIELD,

NOTE : The Editor has been complaining of our RFymesier's idea of rhymes, 1o ke
has taken special care this lime to make the rhymes exact.

I couldn't badger him at all.
Heo simply said : ** No go ! **

I guickly answered @ “ No 1™

Eut as we passed the
wright Inn,**

The vessel seemed to skid,

{That tears It !

Interviews.

the Australian junior of the Remove.

Perhaps [

(2)
His bowling's rather eurlous,
Ii’s fast, but short and fow !
His balls are oot Injuriouns,
No *f body-line,** you koow 1
For though his Euwllng’s vigorons,

He isn’t one of those
Who Injure and disfigorpus
By bowling al our nosd.
This is making me Hl!—Ed.)

{Grooh !

{B)
He answered with acidliy §
“0h, go and holl your head ! ™
Then walked with some rapldity
Towards the boating shed.
His tons was unmistakable,
But my deelsion, too,

Was squally unshakable,
I'd have that interview ]

(7)

He started to accelerate,

We shook from side to sida,
As swiltly the propellerate

The knols up in its siride.
And while he sat up perkily

And siesred his bounding eoralt,
I fried to ask him Jerkily

Some guéeslions—he just lalt !

{8)
: ““Can you swim
“ Wheel-

a squeelwright-inn
nd I did |
Take a week's
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“It's hollow, all right, Mr, Fish!”

lic said.

Hirem K. gave bhim & quick glance.

“How d'vou know?” he rapped.

“DBecause I fell into the trunk yester-
day,” explained Bob., “I was in the
tree, and that ass Bunter buzzed a
¢ushion at me and——" .

“Bay, did you find anything in that
pesky treo?” asked Mr., Fish.

“ Wever thought of looking. I'll climb
up npw——"

“You surc won't!” said Mr. Fish
deeizively. " Bay, you voung gecks, you
don’t want to worry anv about this. I
guess you want to go down to Margate
and bathe. Son, sce your friends off
to Margate I

“Bure!” answered Fisher T,

Herry Wharton & Co. chuckled. They
know that Hiram K. would have
kept tho existence of the geld from
their knowledge, had it been
Now he was anxious to get them off
the spot. They did not need telling
that as soon as they were gone, Hiram
K. was going to ecxplore the interlor
of the hcﬁlﬂw oak.

The juniors would have been wvery
glad to continue to take part in the
treasure-hunt.  However, ther could
scarecly gainsay their host !

They walked away to tho house, leav-
ing Hiram K, Fisher I'., and Bosanney

athcred round the Porterclifie Oak.

isher T'., at & word from his popper,
nnwillingly left the spot, to follow
tha Greyfriars fellows—evidently to
gee them safely started for DMar-
gate. Fisher T. Fish had been very
E’lnﬂ.sed to soc their cheery faces at

orterclifa Hall for the helidays, but
at the moment he was chiefly anxious
to see thelr backs |

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
No Early Rising for Bunter !

L1} UNTER-—"
B Snore |
"Wake up, you gink [*

Bnore | _
“1'm zaving wake up 1" roared I'isher
T. Fish.
Snore |

Billy Bunter was fast asleep.

It was only half-past nine—much too
carly for William George Bunter to turn
out of bed in holiday time. The chiel
attraction of the holidays, for Billy
Bunter, was the happy circumstance
that there was no rising-bell.

Bunter was not geing to sit up for
breakfast in bed till ten o'clock. After
that. he would probably go to sleep
again ! .

On this occasion, however, Dunter
had to wake. A bony hand geasped bis
fat ecar, and pulled and shoolk.

He opened his eyes, with a howl.

“Ow! Beast! Owl”

“Turn out, you fat slacker!” grunted
Fisher T. Fish. “I'll say the guys are
all ready to start for Margate, and
yvou're going with them, scef?”

 Beast 1

“You turning out?” wapped IPizsher
T. Fish., Al the party were pgelling
veady to start, and Fisher T, Fish did
not want the fat and inquisitive Ow] left
on the premiscs when the olher fellows
Ware gone.

The less Dunter knew about the Por-
tercliffe treasure, the better! The less
anybody know about it, in  faect, the
Lbetter. It did not ocour fo Fichy's cnte
mind that Bunter knew all about it
already—more than anvene elso !

The fat Owl of the Remove sat up in

bed, groped for his spectacles, jammed
them on hiz fat little nose. and plarcd
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at Fisher T. Fish with & withering
glare.

“Lemme alone " he roared. “I'm not
getting up yet,"

“The guys are starting——"

“Let them start!”

“You're sure going with them—"

“I'm not!”

“(ruess again!” said Fisher T. Fish,
and he grabbed the bedelothes with both
bony hands and stripped them from the

bed. “MNow, then, hop 1£!*
“Deast!” roared Bunter. “I'm not
getting up yet! I'm tired. You can gall

me in an hour.”

“I guess I'm calling you now !™ said
Fisher T. IFish.

He grabbed Bunter by his fat neck
and rolled him out of bed.

“Legeo!"™ yelled Bunter,

Heoe clung to the bedpost. Tisher T.
Fish dragged at him. A fat leg shot
out, and a foot landed on Fisher T.
Fish's waistcoat. It landed hard |

“Yurrrggh!” spluttered Fisher T.,
a3 he folded up like a pocket-knife and
sat down on the floor.

“Deast 1 gasped Bunter.

“Urrrrggh ! Fisher T. Fish winded,
¢lasped both hands to his waisteoat, and
gurgled hgrribly. "Wurrggh [®

A erowd of l:{IEEI'f faces Jooked in at
the door.

“ Ready,
Wharton,

“I'm not coming [ roared Bunter.

“Fishy zaid—"

“Blow Fishy [

Bunter?” asked Harry

“Crarrrggh!”  gurgled  Fishy.
“Wurrggh! Ooogh! Tl sy I'm
winded ! Wurrggh! I've sure got n

patn where I live! Burrergh!™
“I-zay, you fellows, take that beast
eway !” yvapped Bunter., “I'm not get-

g up yvet. I'm fearfully tired, after
last mght.”
“Eh? What were vou up to last

night?” asked Bob Cherry. “You'd
turned in when we came back from the
Winter Gardens.™

*h, nothing! I mean, I'm fearfully
tired in thiz hot weather! I'm not
getting up yet. Tl come down later
and stand vou fellows lunch in the bost
Mace in Margate, if vou like"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ¥You had a re-
mittance, Alonza?"

“No, my dear Robert—"

“Then how is Bunter going to stand
luneh 1

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“%ou cheeky ass 1" roared Bunter, 1
say, you fellows, take that cheeky beast
Fishy sway! I want ‘o go to sleep.”

Yizsher 1. Fish staggered to his fect.
He was ztill gasping painfully. He
glared ferociously at %unmr-

“You pgeltting off that bed?' he
roarcd.
“No, you beast! Gerrout!”

“I gupss——"

“Dh, let’s pet off 17 said Johnny Buall.
“No need for Bunter to come, if Le
doesn’t want to.”

And the juniors disappeared fram the
doorway. Their cheery voices dicd away
down the staircase.

DBut it was not a caze of what Banter
wanted. but of what Fizshy wanted,
from Fisher T.'s point of view, His
bony hands grasped Dilly Bunter and
dragged him off the bad.

“Will you leggo., you beast” howled
Bunter., *Is thas what vou eall monners
to a guest, you rotterf™

“T'll say you can beat it out of yere
jest #s soon as you want!” snapped

isher T. Fish. " And you're sure going
down to Margate with the other puys;:
and if you don’t horn in vere agin, I
gure shan't miss vou a whole heap.”

“ Beast 1"

“You fat clam [V

Bumpl

Billy Bunter landed on the floor with
n loud concussion and a louder yell. He
sat and glared at Fisher Tarleton Fish.

“Now git a move on!” yapped Fishy,
“1 guess the other guys will be start-

ing. Get to 1t, you fat mugwump [
* Ow ¥ %‘_Mp Bunter, “Wow!"”
I'm telling vou fo get to it[”

“I—I—1I szay, tell the other fellows to
wait for me!” gasped Bunter., " Call
out to them to wait, Fishy 1"

“Sure!” assented Fisher T. Fish, and
he stepped out into the corridor to shout
to_the juniors, geing down the stairs

Billy Bunter rolled swiftly to the door
nfter hint,

Slam !

Click !

“He, he, he!”

“Wake snakes!” gasped Fisher T.
Fizsh. He jumped back to the door.

But it was too late |

The door was locked on the inside, and
Billy Bunter was chuckling on the safe
side of it.

“8Bay, you pesky pilecan!”™ yelled
Fisher T. Fish, greatly enraged at hav-
ing had his bony leg so easily palled
by the astute Owl. “Bay, you hop out,
seef"

“He, he, he ¥

“TI'll sure make potato=scrapings of
vou iM

* Beast 1™

“You coming out?" yelled Fisher T.
T'ish.

“Yah!"”

Bunter rolled back into bed.

Fisher T. Iish, breathing wrath,
banged on the door with a bony fist.

“Bay, you pesky fat elam—" he
yolled.

snore |

“Bunter,
wump—-""

Snorel

I | gUEE-E——"

Snore |

Fisher T. Eish had to give it up. He
went to rejoin the freasnve-hunters at
the Partercliffe Oak—what time Harry
Wharton & Co, walked chieerily down
to Margate and Billry Bunter snored in
happy contentment.

Tou ple-faced mung-

— T—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Who was the Guy ?

it FABRCH me ™ murmured Hiram
K. IMish,

“Gold!™ braathed Jonas
Bozanney.

“I puess we're on the spof, popper!™
said Fisher T.

The three of them
hollow oak.

There was room for three 1o the space
within the immensa trunk, but it was
rather close quarters. And it was very
hot, very stuffy, and very dusty, But
the treasure-seckers did not heed those
trifling circumstances.

Bosanney held an eleciric toveh in his
hand. Mr. Fish, with a trowel, jabhed
at the accumulation of mouldy dust.
Fisher T. Fish grabbed a golden
sovereizn that was turned up by the
trowel. Z

Three pairs of eves were dgleamm ;

“We'va sure hit it!"” said Mr. Fish.
"1 gucss we nin't the first to hit it,
but we've hit it for sure.”

“ There is no doubt about it,” breathed
PBosanney. 1 remember that the old
Lord Portereliffe often used to sit under
the branches of tlis tree. No doubt he
had found out that it was hollow, and
considered it a safe place to conceal the
gold. But—"

“] guess you can wash out the buts!
We've sure hit ip!12

were within the
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As Mr. Fish brandished his knuckles under Bunter’s nose, the fat junior jerked his head back, rather forgetful of the faet
that he was backing against the wall. Crack ! **Yarcoop!" *' You got the spondulies parked somewheres,” said the
American, ** and I'll sure lam you I you don’t spill the beans quick 1 **

“1 doubt wheiher ail the gold is here,”
said the secretary. “From the old lord’s
papers, I ascertained that he had
secured the sum of a hundred and hOfty
thousand pounds in gold. Such a sum
would be of enormounz weight and size--
soveral hundredweight, at least | It
cannot all ba here!™

“ No-g-ope 1” said Mr. Fish slowly. *1
gucss not] Nope|”

“I puess tha old guy would perk it
in different spots, popper!” remarked
Fishoer T, Fish. ;

“¥ou said it, son 1" agreed Hiram E.
“Ma sure would!  But I'll zay that
we've hit one of the spots.”

“That is certain!” said DBosanney.
“PBut whoever has been before us has
taken away—"

“Aw, get on to it, and we'll sure ses
what's left 1" said Mr. Fish.

He delved with the trowel.

Choking dust was turped up in great
quantities. Fisher T. Fish, coughing,
retreated from the hollow cak to breatha

the fresh air outside.
But the two men continued the search

indefntipiahly. Here and there, among
the mould and dust, golden coins glim-
mered.

The secretary collected them eagerly
as Hiram K. turned them up. He kept
count of them as he stacked them in his
pockets.

Twenty-five was the total.

By the time that number had beon
sopured both the treasureseekers were
nearly suffocated, and bad come to tha
conclusion that there were no more to
bo found.

They clambered out of the hollow oal,
and gasped for breath under the shady
Lranches.

Hiram
brow,

“1 guess the guy who was in front of
us has cinched most of what was there I
he gasped.

K. mopped & perspiring, bony

“He sure went away with

his rags full, to judge by the way he
spilled sovereigns all over the place!
Wao got to spot that guy [

Ha set his thin lips.

"It sure I8 the same guy what's been
playing ghost I he went on. *“And I'll
say that the next time I get a head on
him, thers won't be blank cartridges in
the gun! But who—"

“I cannot guess ! sawd the sceretary,
shaking his head. “ Almost all the men-
servants were here in the old lord's
time, and 1t may be any one of them.”

“Whoover it is, he's got hiz pockets
full, and I"m sure going to spot him and
make him cough it up!” growled Mr.
Fish. “I pguess I'l speak to Chandos;
e may have noticed whether one of his
guys was out of the house last might.”

Afr. Fish walked back to the Hall,
with a corrugated brow.

The discovery of the sovereigns was
encouraging; it was proof positive of

sanney’s stary of the old lord's hiddoen
hoard, though Mr. Tish certainly
wished that there had not been so
much publicity about it.

But it looked now as if the gold was
hidden in more than one spot—perhaps
half & dozen—instead of being cached
in ono place, as Hiram K. had ealcu-
lated—whieh, in turn, locked as if
Hiram Il's task of locating 15 was
going to be mueh more prolonged and
vxtenzive than he had anticipated.

One of the spots had been discoverad
—by whom ?

Alr, TMish wanted te know, and he
wanted to know bad !

The discoverer, whoever he was, had
very nearly cleared out that spot, and
the trail of gold showed that he had
;:uﬂrie back to Portereliffe Hall with the

Hiram K. had no doubt that it was
the mystery man. Certainly the thought
of William George Dunter had never
crossed his cute mind for a moment.

_ In the hall he rang for Chandos; but
it was James who answered the bell.

“Bend Chandes here " rapped Mr.
Fish.

s Mr: Glquun bega you to excuse
him, sir,” said James. “He has had a
slight aceident, and is keeping his room
this meorning, sir, with your permnis-
son

Mr. Fish gave a snort.

“Aw, dog-gone the guy 1™ he grunted.
“What's the matter with him "

“He stumbled over something, sir,
last night, and knocked his head on the
bedpost,” said James, “His face is
bandaged, sir.™

“I guess I'll
grunted Mr. Fish,
roorn '

“Very good, sir !

James puided the American pentle-
man to the butler's room. He knocked
very respectfully on the deer before
opening 1t. Chandos was a great man
in  the Tortercliffie household, and
treated with immense respect by the
staff.

“Mr. Fish, sir, to see woul® said
James, announcing the visitor,

Mr. Fish grunted, and stalked in.
The busipess man from New York
guessed and caloulated that he had no
EE?IEEE all thiz pomp of the servants*

all.

Chandos was uwp and dressed; but he
sat 1t an armchatr by his window, with
a bandage on his plump face, com-
pletely conecaling his left eve,

With his right he regarded Mr. Fish,
ard rose slowly to his fcet.

“I regret, sir,” said Chandos i his
mest  stalely manner, “that a shght
accident keops me from my dulies this
morning—"

“1 guess the zhkics won't fall on
account of that,” said Mze. Tizh, “and
you can surge squatl”
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Chandos sat down azain. _

“1'1 say 1 want to chew ihe rag with
vou a picce " said Mr. Fish, ® Mebbe
vou'll he able to put me wise. You was
around last evening, I guess?”

“I was attending to my dufies as
nsual, sir,” said Chandos. *This slight
aceident oceurred a3 1 was going to
bed—"

“0h, yvep! Blacked your cxye ! asked
Mr. I"ish, looking at himn.

“The optic, sir, 15 slightly discoloured
Le striking the bedpost——-"

“1 guess it'll mend ! Now, look here,
Chandos, one of the guys here climbed
into that big cak—you know the one I
mean—and cinched suthin' that was
cached there

“The servants, sir, have told me about
a number of golden coins being picked

r

u —_—
“Yep! They was cached in the oak.
They sure belong to me, secing that
the whole caboodle does. You wise to
that guy **

“I—1 do not quite follow your mean-
g, str.” )
“Aw, don't butlers learn  plain
English in this goldarned country?”
snapped Mr. Fish. “Look hyer, that
uy is one of your staff! You got a
ﬁeap of the galoofs, but I pguess you
know cvery John and Henry in the
shebang—what I

“Maturally, sir, I =m perfectly
acquainted with every member of Lord
Portereliffe’a staff.”

“Sure! Waal, one of them guys
cinched thein durocks in the hollow oak,
and dropped some of them coming back
into the house arter. 1 guess it was
somo tine last evening—afore the house
was locked up for the might, or the
french windows wouldn't have been
open for him. You know who it was?"”

“1 have not the Faintesf—" .

“Aw, think, man!” yapped Mr. Fish.
“Chew it over! Didn't vou mnotice
whether any hombre was massing from
his vsual job?"

“With so very many servants under
my contrel, sip—"

gxﬂﬂ-rt! from Mr. Fish

“Meaning that you can't give me a
line on the guy I™ he growled.

THE MAGNET

“I regret to say, sir, that T cannot
cnlighten vou. But T assure you, sir,
from my knowledge of Lord TDorter-
clilie’s staif, that they are all above
=uspicion,” gawd Chandos, with digmt}?.
"1 am guite incapable, sir, of believing
that any member of oy stall can pos-
sibly-—"

* Pack it up ! snorted Mre. Fish.

e stallked out of the butler's room.

There was no information toe be de-
rived from Chandos, that was clear.
Some guy in the caboodle, as Mr. Fish
expressed it, had cinched a hatiul of
durocks. But whe was the guy? That
remained a mystory |

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Wealthy Bunter !

1 H crikey ! murmured Billy

0 Bunter.

Bunter's eyes and his very
. spoctacles gleameoed with satis-
faction.

It was rather a date hour
morning.

Bunter had not opened his deor till
eleven o'clock, when he had rung for
breakfast, Having breakfasted in bed,
the fat Owl had turned out at last.

Now, at twelve, he was ready to sally
forth.

Hiz door was locked again—against
prying eves. Nobody, so far, suspected
that Billy Bunter had become a rich
man overnight, and Billy Bunter sagely
detormined that nobody should.

He was sorting over his wealth.

The previous night he had stacked
the sovereigns in his suitcase and locked
it. Now the suilease was open, and
Bunter counted up his “quids.”

He made them mto little piles of ten
cach, and he counted thirty-five piles.
The total was £350!

Three hundred and fifty pounds was a
dazzling sum to the fat junior.

Only the day before his total wealth
had been limited to threepence. There
waz a fremendous difference beftween
threepence and £350. It was guite a
dazzling difference.
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It was true that the threepenee be-
longed to DBunter, and that the £350
didn't. That was rather an advantage
in favour of the threepence !

But posscssion i3 nine points of the
law, and Bunier decided not to worry at
present about the tenth peint.

Hiram K. Fish, he was quite certain,
had no title to that wealth. He had not
bought Portercliffe Hall, and his
tenancy gave him no right whatever to
treasure discovered on the property.

The gold had belonged to old Lord
Portercliffe, and by right of inheritance
it shonld have gone, with the estate, to
hiz nephew, the present lord.

Bunter, at the back of his fat mind,
was aware of that, and did not feel
wholly casy about if, as his “suppos-
mgs ” of the previous evening showed.

Still, it was certsin that young Lord
Portercliffe, much as he needed tha
money, had no knowledge of its exist-
ence, and wounld never have found if.

_ Findings keepings, seemed a good
idea to Bunter,

Indeed, he believed that he was
legally entitled to & “whack * i 1t for
having found it; &nd, perhaps, had
young Lord Porterclife heen on the
spot, the fat Owl would have done the
right thing.

But his lordship was abroad. DBunter
had never seen him, and did not even
know his address. And Bndings were
l-:iEépmgs"na. dangerous maxim, which
had more than once landed Bunter into
troulle.

‘He gloated over his treasure, his
little round eyes shining through his big
round spectacles.

Not that there was anvthing miserly
sbout Bunter. Me cared nothing for
money in itself=—only for what it would
buy, and the swank of chucking it about
under envious eves,

0ld Lord Portercliffe had hoarded
those sovereigns, knowing that the
value of gold must rise in an age of
paper money, and that every paszing
year added to the value of the hoard.

Buf that was not the kind of thing
that a man, especially a nobleman,
would care to Lhave known, and it was
not surprizsing that his lordship had
kept his own eounsel about it.

unter, at all events, was not going
to_hoard !

ot Bunter T
- E;uuml' was geing fo male the money

“Having counted it and ploated aver
it, the far Owl trausf&rmdga sulficient
sutn to his pocketz for the day’s ex-
penses. Bunter was poing to “swank ™
that day oz o wealthy fellow !

He put twentv-five poundz inte his
pocketz ! That, Bunter considered, was
enough for & day out!

Wo doubt it was, ezpecially for a
fellow who seldomn hnd more than five
shillings, and noet often so much as
that !

The rewaindsr Ee locked up in the
suttease, pushing the suifease under the
bod for additional seeurity.

The gold was safe cnough there, as
nobody knew that Dunter had it arnc
nobody was ﬁning to kunow!l Bunter
was golng to 'm:-i) the secret—though it
was true that he had hiz own inimitable
way of keeping sccrets!

He went down ab last,

He was dressed quite nicely for a dav
out. iz frouzers were, perhaps, a
little dingy—being his own. No other
trousers o the Greyiriars party were
ample enough for Billy Bunter, so he
had to keep to his own.

A jacket of Wharton's fhtted him
rather tightly; but a waistcoat of
Nugent's wos & fnirly good fit—slit up
the back. Bolb Cherrv's collar and $1e
looked very nice; so did Wibley's tan



shoes and Kipps' socks. Johnny Bull's
straw hat was a decent one.

Altogether, the Owl of the Remove
was quite well-dressed when he rolled
down tho grand staircase to the hall.

Best of all, he was well provided with
cash, ;

That was & new and happy experi-
ence to Bunter, ;

The fat Owl was aware that in these
latter days a golden sovereipn was
worth thirty shillings or more; but he
was not thinking of that. He was going
to use his “quids ¥ simply as cash,
having neither time nor inclination to
hunt out & merchant to buy them from
him ss metal. After all, he had lots!

Ha jiminlﬂd money in his trousers
pocket as he went down |

That, perhaps, was not tho best way
of keeping his seeret! But the clink of
the golden coins was musio to Bunter's
fat cars.

Also, it let people know that he was
not, as was generslly supposed, hard
up. He found James in the hall; and
James started and stared at the sound
of that musical jingle from Bunter's
pockets. : :

The discovery of sovercigna 1:,*1115
ahbout the house had, of course, eause
great excitemnent and comment below
stairs as well as above ! It was the one
topic of the servants' hall.

James wondered, sarcastically,
whether Master Bunter had found any,
as he heard that jingle! Joames had not
forgotten  how Master Bunter had
attempted to land him with a taxi fare
to pay a few days ago. Chandos had
paid that taxi, but he had not yet been
reimbursed by Bunter—though he had
mentioned the matter to Master Bunter
zeveral timmes !

Bunter blinked st the footman.

“VWhere's Chandos, James?”
n=ied.

“Alr, Chandos i3 keeping his room
this morning, sir, owing to a slight
aecident,” said Jarnes,

“Tell him I want to see him,” said
Dunter loftily.

“Very good, sir!”

Jauwes  departed  on his  errand.
Bunter grinned complacently.

Fhat cheery mental, Chandos, had
ma:le quite & fuss about that taxt faro
—almost hinting that DBunfer was a
*hilk.” Bunter could pay the fellow
mwow ! Chandes  was  going  to  sce
wiheihier ho was hard-up or not!

tUhandos came into the hall. With a
bandage aver his left eye, tha Dutler
of Portercliffe Hall prescoted a rather
unusual aspeet.

Pechaps James had fold him of
tanler’s jingling weahth, and e was
curions. Dunter had been fast asleep in
bed during the exciting avents of the
merning, and was quile unaware that
soverciens, and the fuding thereof, now
irlfrctlip:ind all thoughls at Portercliffe

all.

“You desired to sce me, sir!” said
Chandos, seanming the ol junior vety
keenly with hig available eyo.

“iih, yos 1" snid Bunier earelessly, 1
believe you pirid o taxi for me the other
uny, Chandoes™

I did,

“*1  believe
Clhinnedos.

“T'mm afraid I forpot to setile tho
trifling amount 1" remarked Bunter,

“I had the honour o remind you
onee or twiee, sir!” =zaid Chandos.

Bunler gave him a haughty blink !
This, of course, was cheek—tho dashoed
manservant was daring Lo bo sarcasticd

“Well, let's see—lhow much was "
enid Bunder scornfully.

“ ive shiblings, sic"

Bunter's fat h]l:l.lh] camp out of his
trousers pocket—iull of sovercigns |

Chandos' one visible cye gleamed,

heo
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Bunter might have picked up =2
csovereign or two sbout the house. Dut
he ecould hardly have picked up a
handful, )

Chandos, if he was interested in the
matter, knew now who had found the
loot in the hollow oak !

But he made no remark. Except for
the sudden glitter in his eye, hiz faco
WAS IMPAassive.,

Buntar tossed him & soveraign with a
careless air,

“You ean Lkeep the change,
Chandos ™ he said magnificently.

And he jingled the rest of the
sovercigns back into hiz pocket, and
walked au:ay-:I: ling? ..

Chandos, with the coin in his glump
hand, stood staring after him. Bunter
would have been startled had he known
the thoughts in the mind of the butler
of Iortercliffa Hall. Dut the fat juntor
did not waste another thought on tho
butlert Jingling his money, Bunter
walked down to Margate, to look for
the Greyfriars party on Cliftonville
sands.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Guilly Gold !

b ALT(), halle, halla!?
H “0Oh, hera you are!l” zaid

Bunteor,

“"Hera we are, hersa we are,
here we are again!™ zang Bob Cherry
eheerily. .

Hatrry Wharton & Co. were coming
up the heach after their bathe. They
looked very nierry and bright. 8o did
Dunter |

Bunter, in fact, was beamingl

His faf face shone with perspiration
and satislaction.

All the party noticed it, and won-
dered what had happened to  buck
Bunter. Certainly  he logked vory
bucked.

“I zay, you fellows, come and have
sota ices ! said Bunter,

“Not a bad idea,” said Nugent.
“Anyhody got any change?”

“Aly treat 1" said DBunter.

“Your treat!” repeated  TFrank.
“Right-ho !  But somebody will have
to find some change, all the same |V

“Uhe samefulness is  terrific !V
chuckled IHurven Jamset Ram Singh,

““HHa, ha, Lal”

“Oh, really, Nugent! If that’s tho
way you thank a fellow for offering to
sirnd dees all round " ]

“Nunter's going to pay this time ™
sald the DBounder =sarcastically.
“ Alonzo must have had a romittanee ¥

“ My dear Ilerbest—"" murinured
Alonizo Todd. !
“idiy, really, Smithy! Iook here,

will you fellows come and have some
s 1 demanded Bunter. " I've said
that it's oy treatl Thia way 17

Bupter lod the way, and the Grey-
friars fcllows {ollowed, with smiling
faces.

They know DBunter’s treats of old, Ile
was tho fellow to order thinf{s right aml
left, and when the painful moment
citine to pay, to remembeor that he had
left hiz pote-case at home, with all Ins
varrency notes and bankpoles i it.

Ilovever, all the fellows wanted ices,
and were prepared to pay for the same,
s they followed Bunter cheerfully.

But it was a now and surprisimg
Dunter this morning ! With a princely
air, ho prdered the most expensive ices
all ronnd, and threw down a sovercign
to pay for them.

The ico merchant blinked at the
sovercign, and then bit it, to make sure
that it was a good one! The Grey-
friars fellows storcd at DBunter.

“You howling asal” breathed DBob

al
Ehr::]rr . "Where did you pinch that

uid 7
1 “Oh, really, Chorry———"

“Whose was it ?” asked Smithy.

“Aine ! hooted Bunter. “The—the
fact is, I—I had my postal order thia
morning, you fellowst I believe I
mentioned that I was expecting &
postal order.”

“1 belicve you did!” asscnted Bob

herry.

“The believefulness iz preposterous 1
“You blithering bloater!” said
Johnny Bull. “That quid wasn't yours,
and couldn’t have been ™
“Oh, really, Bull—"
“ Whera (i'i’d rou get ik, Buntse?”

asked Harry Wharton quietly.

*My postal order——"'

“Lord Bunter deo Grunter sent a
postal order in gold I'* said the Bounder.
“Ho likely, you know1”

“I—I changed 1t at the post office,
of—of ecourse,” satd Bunter hastily.
“Thoy—they gave me the chenge in
qutds, as it happens,” .

That statement was so  aslonishing
that the juniors fairly blinked at
Bunter.  Alonzo Todd regarded him
with a very puzzled expression.

“Aro you sure that you aro not
malking a mistake, my dear William 1*7
Alanzo inquired. “It is so very oxtra-
ordinary that they should pay out gold
at & post oflice—" :

“Too jolly extraordinary " said Bob
Cherry. “1 =suppose Bunter found that
quid Ij;im:: about the house.”

“Oh, really, Cherry 1™

“You ought to have handed it to A,
Fish if you found it, Dunter,” said
Kipps. .

sepain't old  Fish's,” said Bunter,
“The place duesn’t belong to him ml{
maore than it does to me! Besides,
never fownd 16! The fact i5, I had
sutne ensh from my pater this morning
in a registered letter, Te happened to
send it in zovercigns ! That's ali 1

“You fat asa——" -
“If you fellows con't toke my
word—" zanl Dunter, with dignity,

“(h, my hat!"

“Ilave somn morae  lecs?”  asked
Nunter hospitably. “Well, look liore,
what about a spot of lunch? There's a
jolly good place in Cliftonville, called
the Aagnifique. YWe needn’t go back to
Portereliffe [Iall; I'll stand the lunch.”™

Bunler jingled his wealth in Ius
irousers pocket. )

It was quite & sonorous jingle.

80 many sovercigna Jingling  and
clinking together had rather tho clfect
of a clume of bells,

“Aly only hat!” said Vernon-Smith,
starving at the fat Owl. *That docsu’s
sontticd Tike coppers 17 )

*Coppers 17 said Dunter disdaidfully.
“I'm nnot likely to earry coppers, [
faney ] D've we use for eoppers !

“ A copper might have a v2o for you
if e found vou stacked with somebody
elen’a quids,” remarked the DBounder.

“11a, ha, ha!”

* Bunter, you
Wharton,

“ (M, shut ap ! =aid Bunter irritably,
“You fellows arn always making out
ihat I don't stawd my whack., Now 1
olffer to stand a jolly good lunch all
routd, and all yoon can do 13 to maka
out that my own money isn't mine.
Ungrateful, I eall it! Look here, [et's
got along to the Magnifique, and we'll
have & ripping, tip-top lunch, with
wina and eigars—"

“{h, my bat 1"

“Champagne—-what1®  eanl  Bunter
breezily,  * After oll, i#t's holiday-tinwe,
Why not let ourselves go a hiltle?
Champogne all round end o Ilavauna
cigar cach e
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“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled tho juniors.
They could not quite picture themselves
mopping up champagne and smoking

AVANA CLEATSE.

“Blessed if I see anithing to cackle
at 1" grunted Bunter. “1 mean 1t
I've got lols of money—--"

“"Whose 1" asked the Dounder.

_'" Beast] Think you're the only chap
with any money 1" .vapped Bunter.
“You can po and eat coke, Smithy )
You made a rotten fuss about my
taking your hat by mistake yesterdar.
Well, I shan’t ack vou to this spread !
You can clear off—and be blowed to
you 1"

“Looks to me as if vou've made
another mistake about hats to-day,”
said Johnny Bull, staring st the straw
boater on Bunter's bullet head, ™ Whose
hat is that "

“If you're going to make a robben
fuzs about & rotten straw hat, Bull, I'll
buy vou a new onc if vou like,” said
Bunter eonteraptuously. *I've  pot
some shopping fo do after lunch. Look

here, are you fellows coming ¥
“Look  here, Punter—"" began
Wharton.

“Rats!" said Bunter.

“You blithering ass—-"

“Go and eat coke!” Dunter turned
away. "“And be blowed to you!™ he
added over a fat shioulder., * Ungrate-
ful lot! ¥ah!"

And Billy Bunter rolled off along the
beach, his wealth jingling as he rolled.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared after
him, and then looked at one another.
The Bounder grinned sarvdonically,

“If old Fizsh heard Bunter's musical
effects he wouldn't want to look eny
farther for the man who found the
loot,” he remarked.

¥ Bunter, of course '™ said Bob,

“The stuff must have been in that
hollow oak, and that fat idiot spotted
it when he tumbled in,” said Smithy.
“Just like him to leave a trail of quids;
he must have been loaded with themn.
And he thinks they're hiz becauze fin
found them. I suppose he will be liable
to go to chokey if he spends them.™

“Oh crumbz ™ gasped Bob.

“Fancy Buntor at Borstal when we're
at Creviriars next term!™ said ihe
Bounder, with a eluckle. “Well, I
shan't miss him, for one!”

But the other fellows did not elieekle,
The matter scemed to them rather oo
serious for chuckling.

Obvicusly Bunter had discoverad e
hidden heoard ot Porterelif%e all: ol
it was Banter who Lol Ieft the frail of
%ﬂ]d behind him the peesions night.

ho juniors eould puiss now how he
had been occupicd  while
gone to the Winter Goarerlens,

It was a little diflieult 1o decide fo
whom the money belonged. Bt ane
thing was quite ecertoiu- it did not
belong 10 Bunier.

“Findings kecpanss " viaz a maxim
that had landed unthinkiog prrsons o
scrrous trouble waih il police. The
den of the falnons Owl being taken up
!J']:':’ a f.'u-'rr*-l'l.lrlﬁ WiLs e IITIIHI-"i]IJ.'.' (o 1l
chums: of the Remeove: 10 was raller
alartoine and dizmasing.

"YWoelve ot (o look aiter Ahat howl.

ther  were

ing a=3"" said Bob, “lle will gel indo
:E{lri'l:r[ trouble at tlas rwe. After
rirr 1

Ard b juniars followed an the feack
ef the fut Owl, I Billv Banter Jid not
understand  that  findings  were 1ot
keepings, that faect Lad (o be made
clear unto hitn, for his own  sake—
before b pot as fur as Dorstal | So
Muvder, as he jingled alone the beach,
was overtuken by a rosh of the Remove
feilows and surrounded.
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Riches Take Unto Themselves Wings !

66 EABTE ! roared Bunter.

B Hon wrlgegIEd, as one fat arm
was pinned by Harry Whar-
ton and the other by DBob

Cherry. He pglared at the juniors
through his big spectacles,

" Lag'ﬁt} " he howled.

" Look here, Bunter——"

“Wah!"

“My dear Willlam,"” said Alonzo

Todd mildly, “in the peculiar cireumn-
stancos—

*Shut up!*

"¥You fat ass!” growled Jehnny Bull.
“You're asking to be sent to chokey !
Can't you get that into your fat
head ¥

““ Beast '

“Have a little sense, Bunter!™ said
Harry, “You can't spend the money
you found at Portercliffe Hall—"

“I mever found it! It was a postal
order—I mcan & registered letter from
my paterl I suppose my unele—I mean
my pator can send me quids if he
likes ! spluttered Bunter, “1 got the
registered post office—I mean the letter
order—that 13, the—the money while
vou were oub last night. Besides, 1
haven't any—"

“Wha-at 7"

“NWot a bean ! zaid Bunter. *Now,
Ieggo! T've got absolutely nothing! I
didn't put twenly-five quids into my
pockets, and I haven't left the rest in
the suitease under my bedl Now
lemme alone [

Tho juniors pazed at Bunier. The
fot Ow]l realised., rather late, that he
was not keeping his secret quite so care-
fully and cauvtiously as a scerct shonld
have been kept. He was poing to keep
it moro carefully now—if ho could !

“I haven't auy guids in my pocket,™
went on Bunter., * As for finding them
1 that hollow free, that's all rot!
Besides, findinga aro keepingz!  Not
that I've found anything, yveu know—
holiong ot all '™

“Isi't he a Toupludrop ¥ said Bob.
“And what luive yon beeon jinghng in

ay ki

vour poekel, vou bhithering Lloaler?

“ih, nothing! I snean a hunch of
Kevs ™ saud Bunter. *Juzt a buneh of
keva ! Nollung: olbe t™

“Lel's see the keys ™

2 j.:h-l:,ll

*Ha, ha: hal"

“If you fellows doubt my word,” said
Bunter, with digoity, "1 prefer to lot
the waller drop here and now. T de-
cline o enter inlo any discussion with
fellows who doubt my word., It's un-
pentlemanlv-<low, 1 fack! I've asked
vor to lonch. 1T you like to come, I'll
i v—""

“With o banch of keys 1" asked DBob.

“Th? Yes—uo!"

“Ha, ha, ho !l

“Brand hime on hig hiead and seo the
guiil: roll,” sugrested the Boutder,

M Ao P masped Dunter,

“Laood gt

“Look here, legro ! Beasts ! Legeo
velled Bunter.

e wrenched suddenly and jerked his
fut arms loose.  The moment Lo was
free he holled across the beach,

“Bunter, you axs!” pasped Wharton.

“Stop ! roarcd Bob Cherry.

“Aafter hin ™

“ P higm t*

Thendler flew |
nmnviles,

{in the crowded beach hundeeds of
peps were turned on the chase. Really,
there was not much room for o foot-race
on Margate beach in August, Loud ox-
{rt}nllllh lory velces procied Bunter, az he
sarwind and charged among sunbathers,

tﬁ-

Alter Liim {lew the 1lo-

trippers, family partics, and small
people building sand-castles,

Bunter, panting and puffing, flew on
unheeding. But he did not get very far.
Ha stumhbled over a sand pail, then over
a small boy—who lilted up o voice out
of oll proportion to his size—and rolled
down a slope of sand, roaring.

And asg ho rolled, sovercigns fiew from
his pockets.

They zeatterad on the sand,

“0Oh, erumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Look 1™

There was a roar of excitement on the
crowded beach. Trippers of all sorts
and sizes swarmed round as the sover-
cigns flew, gleaming in the sunshine.

Bunter reached the foot of the sandy
slope and rolled there, roaring. Sover-
cigns streamed round him.

*“Yarooh

“Ha, ha, ha

“Ow! Wow! Yoooop!”

“Collar him " roared Johnny Bull.

Bunter scrambled to his feet. Ho was
circled by staring faces. Some of the
irippers were picking up_ sovercigns,
Alsrming voices rang in Bunter's fat
ears,

“He's beon robbing a bank "

“Lall a policeman !

“Hold him!*

“Htop him

“Dank robbor 1™

“Stop thief!™

“0Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. 7 say,
vou fellows—— Yarooh! Let go——
Yoop! Ch lor'!l I say, legro!™

A plump gentleman in a bathing-suit
Eraspcd Bunter by the collar; he had no

oubt that ha had got hold of a bank-
robber. Dunter, certainly, looked rather
voung for such a profession. But what
was anvone to think, when he scaltered
golden sovereigns right and left on Mar-
gato sands?

“Hold him—""

“{all & copper!”

* Police 1

" Arrest him "

“Bank-robber——

“I say, you fellows, rescue ! shricked
Bunter,

There were many ativeetions at Merry
Margute. But Billy Buuter was ecasily
the grealest attraction just then. The
whole swarming beach gathered round
Bunter.

Innumerable voiees shouted ; innuiner-
able cyes were fixed on him; innwner-
able hands siretched out to clutch him.
Luckily for DBunter, there was no con-
stallle at hand. Xilad there been, it was
indubitable that the fat Owl would have
been “run 1 ? on suspicion.

“Rescue ! welled Bunter.  “1 say,
you fellows, help ! Oh crikey ! T say——
Yarooh! Legga! Whoop!”

Harry Wharton & Co. shoved Cheough
the crowd. Bmithy hooked the leg of
the plump pentleman in the bathing-
suit, and he sut down suddenly, releas
g Bunter.

“Get hiw away " masped Wharton,

“Ow! I say, you fellows Wow 1"

The Greyiviaes follows gatlured round
Bunter like a phalanx.  They pushed
back excited trippers ond  marched
Bunter off,

T'hera was no chance of colleeting o

scattered sovercigns—imdecd, a  pood
many of them had been  eolloctod
already. It was not casy to gol Banter

awany without his guilty gold,

But ther had got him away. A crowd
followed them up the beach. When they
got away from the beach {1l younugoer
portion of the erowd still sluck 1o their
trail, for quite a dislanee,

It wns pot il they were outside Mor.
gate that tie Grovieiars parly ceuscd lo
excite the public interesi.
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Fisher*T, Fish opened the Iid of the suitcase and {urned the contents out on the floor. But not a single coin came to light.

“* Oh, crikey ! ** gasped Bunter.

“*Gone I I-—-Isay, I—I left three hundred and twenty-five guids in that suitcase L

** Great John James Brown ! ™ gasped Hiram K. Fish. **I'll say this gets my goat ! Who's cinched them spondulics ? **

“YWhat a day!” gasped Bob Cherry,
fanning himself with his hat.

“That blithering idiot—"

“Beast!" gasped Bunter. He ran his
hands through his pockets. “I say, you
fellows, I've lost miy money! I—I've
i:m!_}' got two or three pounds left! Oh
Dr? I.:IJ

He {anned
straw hat.

“All your fault, you beasts! I jolly
well shan't stand you lunch at the
Marnifique now! You ecan’t expect it!
Look here, one of you fellows get me a
taxi. You can go home to lunch and be
blowed to yvou! I'm done with voul”

"“¥ou're not coming back to Porter-
cliffe Halt with us?”’ asked Bob,

Mo !™ roared Dunter.

“1 think you're mistaken, old {at
bean! I'm going to kick wou all the
way back 1"

“Beast "

“Take it in turns!” said Bob,
kick to me !

“ 30 it 1"

Bunter did not wait for the first kick,
He started up the road for Portercliffe
Hall, and Harry Wharton & Co. fol-
lowed him. The fat Owl blinked round
ab them moroszely, from time to time;
but there was no escapo for him, It was
4 sidden and unexpected ending to Billy
Bunter's day out,

himself with Johnny's

“First

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gone !
cob 1"

“ AY, wou pesky 3
% Mr. Hiram K. Fish was in the

hall when the juniors arrived.

He zceined to be waiting for
them—or, ak least, for Bunter! As the
Owl of the Remove rolled in, Mr., Fish
made a jump at him and grabbed him
Ly a fat shoulder with a bony hand.

“Ohw 1" sgqueaked Donter.

F'“HYEU young piecans | hooted 3Alr.
1sh,

“Wow! Legpo, you beast!”

"What's the row, Mr., Fish?" asked
Harry Wharton, surprised by the angry
exeitement of the lean gentleman from
New York.

Hiram K. panted.

“I puess beenn walting for that
young boob te meosey in!”’ he hooted.
“1'll say I been rubbering ever since I
heard from Chandos——r"

' But what——"

" Hand it over!” roared Mr. Fish.

iy I#gf{}. |.JJ :

“Smll i, I'm telling you!”

“ Beask 1™

“Cough it up! roared Mr, Fish,

shaking Bunter with lis bony hand.
“You pesky young plecan, you figure

vou're putting it across me? hell
ouk 1™

€ LR

Oooopn 1"  gasped DBunter az he

sagged in the lean pgentleman’s grip.
“éﬂgh! Leggo! D-d-don’t shake me
like that, you b-b-heast——"

“I gucss—-~"

“1f you make my specs fall off, you'll
have to pip-pip——"

* L calenlate——"
“Pip-pip-pay for them!” gasped
Bunter. “Leggo! I say, yvou fellows,
tnike him lepgo! Yoooph!™

“What on carith——" oxelaimed Bob
Cherry,

“My dear Mr. Fizh,” urged Alonzo.
“Pray allow me to sugpgest that vou
should restraim this unzecmly ebullition
of exacerbated 1rritation——-"

“Pack it ap, you ! snorted My, Fish,

L]

Bay, vou fat guy, vou spilling them
durocks! Yon  hamnding  over  thoem
spondulies!  Say 1™

“0Oh!1” exclaimed  Wharton, He

grasped it now.,
Evidently Mr. Fish had “ got wize ¥ 1o

the fact that Bunter was in possession of
the sovereigns, Somehow, Ie  had
learned that it was the fat Owl of Grey-
friars who had unearthed the hidden
hoard.

So far as the juniors could zee Mr.
Fish was the proper persen to take
charge of the discovered golidl. Whether
e was as Fishy had told them the
owner of Portereliffe Hall, or only the
tenant of that spacious mansion, ho was
responsilile o the matter. So they had
intended to vrge Bunler to acquaint Mr.
Fish with his dizscovery.

But it was clear now that Hiram K.
was already acquainted with it, e
had been waiting for Bunter {o come in,
in a siate of simmering fury.

“I—I say, you fellows, make Lim
legeo ™ wailed Bunter. “1 haven’t got
any soverctgns—— Ow! I've lost them!
Wow! And I never had any—
Grpogh i

Mr. Fish hacked the fat junior againzt
the wall.  Then he released him, and
shoolk a bony list under his little fat
noee,

“Now, vou pesky guy, spill it he
hissed. “DIve got put wise. I know it
waz you raised the dust! You get met?”

HI—I—1 never !™ gasped Banier.

“¥ou handed Chandos a sovercign
before you went out!” rearcd Mr., Fish,
“I've heard from Chandos, and from
James, too, that you was Jingling all
over with eash, You got ! Chados
handed me the sovercign. Scet e
sure knew it never belonged fo yon oA

“The cheeoky beast 1" gasped Bonter

“How much did you Ift 3 roared the
exeited Mr. Fizh, " Where Jid you park
it? Get it out!™

“Ow! Beast! T nover

AMe, Fish  brandished  lisa Roeekies
mkder Bunter’s nose again, =0 closae 1hat
thiey nearly tonched. DBunter jerked Lis
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head back, rather forgetful of the fact
that he was backing against the wall.

g!if.ck! i"

ArQoon :

Thera wga 8 fiendish well from
Bunter as the back of his bullet head
banged on tha wall. Tha old cak
pancls rang. Bo did Bunter's hesd |

“Ow ! roared Bunter. My napper!
Wow ¥ ; y

“&mll it1" yelled Mr. Fizh. “I'm
telling you to spill itle You got the
spondulics parked somewheres; I'm ask-
ing you where. What you got to say !

“VYoooop!” That was all Bunter had
to say at the moment.

“Ha, ha hal"

“PBy the great horned toad," gasped
Mr, Fish, “F'll sure lam you a fow ,{f
vou den’i spill it, and spill it quick !

“Bunter, you fat chump,” exclaimed
Wharton, “hand it over to Mr. Fish!™

“Alv dear William,” urged Alonzo,
“Mr. Tish is the proper person to take
charge of the Eﬁ?ﬂl‘ﬂ!?“&i. gm[], of course,
you may rely upon Mr. Fish seeing that
they reach t-im right owner.”

“1 don't' think!” murmured
Bounder. . ]

Billy Bunter groped in his pockets.
Throe sovercigns came to light—all that
wore loft of the twenty-five ho had taken
out witle Lim that morning! The rest
were seattered on Margate beach, and
a pood many of them, probably, had
found new owners by that time. ”

“Is that the lot*" snorted Mr. Tish.
“VYou fgure you can string me along?
What 7
VT hat's all 1” gaspodd Bunter. %I
dropped the others when those beasts
were after me on the beach—"

] guess vou never took the whola

[

caboodle out with vou, n your ragst

the

anorted  Hiram . "You got ‘em
parked somewhercs. Sax

" Beast ™

“You spalling 14"

'Y Yah &

“Oreat John James Brownl I guess
I'm getting through (o the police!”
saild gln Fish. “I'll sure ring up for a
constabile and——-" ;

“ Bunter, vou as= " gasped Nugent.

“Bunter. you fathead !

“T—1 sav, hold on!” gasped Bunter,
in terrified alarm.

It was doubtful whether Hiram K.
would have carried out his threat; but
the threat was cnough for Dilly Bunter.

“I—I sar, I—1 rcmember now that
I—I had some more, tiwg.-‘r-:—ihta;"m in
my roomi—in the suitcase. Oh lor’ [”

“I guess youw'll moscy along with ma
and point ‘em out !” said Mr. Fish, and
he grasped the fat Owl by the shoulder

BEELTE.
illy Bunter was marched e the
stairs in Mr. Fish's bony grip. Harry

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Wharton & Co. followed., Fisher T.
Fich snd Mr. Bosanney joined the

arty on the way to Bunter’s room.
g}ﬁ;&r?ﬂna was keen to beheld the hidden
hoard that had been unearthed by the
Owl of the Remove.

Mr. Fish twirled DBunter
oI,

“Now, you fat piecan ! he snapped.

“Get to it, you pesky clam I'' growled
Fisher T.

Billy Bunter gasped. Except for the
ices on Cliftonvilla %eae‘h, he had so far
spent none of his new and dazzling
wealth, MNow he was going to lose his
wealth at one fell swoop !

It was an wwiul blow, but ﬂmrp was
no help for it. “Findings kecpings ”
was a maxim that might satisfy Bunter,
but it was quite certain that it would
not satisfv oilicera of the law. Bunter
had to dizsgorge.

“!_:s'l.-'huma thal sootease?” hooted Alr.
Fizh.

“Under the bed, vou beast ! groaned
Bunter.

“¥ank it out, sonl”

“Bure ¥ said son.

Fisher T. Fish stooped by the bed and
dragged Bunter’s shabby old suitcase
cut info the middle of the room. Tha
Cireyiriars fellows rather expected to
hear the chink of gold sz it moved, but
there was no such sound from it

*5héll out the key, you. goob
growled Mr. Fish. *“ Pronio!™

Bunter fumbled in his pockets for the

Loy,

“[—I've lost it!" he gE.EFEd.

“{Fuess again | snarled Hiram Is.

“T've really lost it1” kowled Bunter.
“It mmst have dropped from my
pocket on the beach, along with the
sovereigns, when those beasts——"

*0.K., Ec:: 1 said I'isher 1. *It's
surce unlecked.”

Billy Bunter jumped.

“TUnlocked ! he gasped.

EL YL‘.‘F [JI

“0Oh crikey, I left it locked !” gasped
Bunter, “If you've been to my sut-
case, ishy, ypu beast o

“Aw, ean it!” growled Fisher T.
Fish. “If you left 1t locked when you
wentk out, guess some guy has been
here sinee.”

Hiram K. Fish breathed hard through
his long, thin nose.

“{Get it open, son, prontol I pguess
there's a FH:L in this hyer shebang what
can open locks if he wants. He sure got
at my cartridges, locked up in my roll-
top! By the great horned toad-—"

Fisher T. Fish opencd tho lid of tha
suitcase and turned the contents out on
the fleor. They were not verY valuable.

Not a single coin eame to light!

Billy Bunter gazed info the suitcasze,

into the

I.FJ'

DO YOU LIKE SCHOOL STORIES ?—

—0f course you dol
Wednesday in the GEM.

Then you ought to read the stunning yarns of
Tom Merry & Co., the cheery chums of 5t. Jim's, which

APPEAT EVery

“CHUMS ON PATROL!”

is the title of this week's long complete yarn of schoolboy fun and Scouting

adventure, See that you read it, for it is written in Martin

Clifford’s very

best and liveliest style. In addition, this special number of the GEM contains

THREE GRAND FREE GIFT PICTURE CARDS!

Don't forget, ask your newsagent for the

GEM

Our Companion School Story Paper.

Nowr on Sale.

Price Twopence.

his eyes almost popping through his
spectacles.

He had had no doubt that the =ove-
reigns  wera safe thers during his
absence. Evidently they had been far
from safe!

From Bunter’a inimitabla way of
keeping & seoret, no doubt the whole
household had known, soon after his de-
parture, that he had %'lnne ount jingling
with sovereigns. And the “mystery
man * of Portercliffe had not lost the
ﬂp‘purtunit:r.

*Oh erikey I” gasped Bunter. " Gonel
I—1 say, wvou fellows, I—I1 left three
hundrad and twenty-five quids in that
suitease—"

“Gone 1Y gasped Mr. Fish.

“The ponefulness is terrifie!”

“Gone from our gaze like a beautiful
dream !” murmured the Bounder.

“Great John James Brown !” gasped
Hiram K. Fish. “I'll say this gats my
goat & few !l I'll tell the world! Whe's
cinched them spondulies 7*

“It surc is the bee’s knee, pop!”

roaned Fisher T. *I'll tell a man this
15 the elephant’s side-whiskers, and then
sorme |

“But who?” gasped Wharton.

“The jolly old mvstery man!”
?ri{mﬂd the Bounder. *The sportsman

bunged in the eyoe last night. I
wonder—="

“I guesa I'll get that guy, if I Lave
to go over the deggoned r.fmlmng with
a small comb ! roared Mr. Fish. “I'll
sure malke Chandos parade his pesky
guys, and pick him out somchow ! I'Il
surp——"

Hiram K. Fish strode out ihe room,
red with wrath.

Harry Wharton & Co, fglowed lum
down to the hall.

Billy Bunter sat down on the bed, and
groaned! Wealthy Bunter was once
more in the impecunious state to which
he was sorrowliully aceustomed, Tha
vision of wealth had dazzled him only
to fade away again. The fat Owl, Like
Bachel of old, mourned for that which
was lost, and could not be comicrted—
at least, till the gong sounded for lunch !

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Spofs His Man !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
H gpave a violent start.
He caught his breath as his
oves fixed in amazement on a
FIuﬂ‘lp face with a bandage over the
eft eye.

The Portercliffie party were gathered
in the hall; Mr. Fish had rung for the
butler, Hiram K. was in & state of
towering wrath. Unexpectedly, he had
discovered who had looted the hidden
hoard in the Porterclife Oak, and, still
more unexpectedly, he had discovered
that the loot had been lifted by the
“mystory man’’ of Portercliffe! iram
K. guessed, reckoned, and caleulated
that he was gi;:-ing to trail down that
guy, and einch him.

Chandos came in, calm and stately, by
the sorvice door. With the exception
of Bunter, the Greyfriars party had not
seen him vet that morning. They
glanced rather curiously &b the bandage
over his eye. . ;

But Verncn-8mith did more than
glanee at it. He fixed his eyes on 1,
catching his breath. .

What was the matter with Chandos’
evo?

:rLast night he had landed his fist in the
eve of the “mystery man.” He had told
Wharton that if they spotted a man
in Portereliffe Hall with a damaged cye,
they would have to look no farther for

(Continued on page 28.)
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the enemy organisation realise the fough proposition they are up against In Captain Lawless,
inventor of a mysterious monster flylng submarine, and Carson and Cribh, two of the pluckiest
schoolboys who ever walked in two shoes!

The Monster of the Loch !

I' anyone had 3¢ much as hinted
E at a quarter of what lay in
store for Carson and Cribh, when,
: towards dusk of that fateful cven-
ing, thn::i,r ;}:'nrl-:w] their bikes outside the
Iittle. Highland inn between Menoch
and Kirkmuir, those two checry youths
would have greeted the warnmg with
lowd and inercdulous mirth,

Az it was, even when he was crack-
ing s second epg in the msf little
parlour and listening to the old man
m  the tam-o'-shanter, pleading with
him and his chum not to take the
road witieh led by Loch Clure, all that
Uarzon said was:

* Rot 1™

“Ah, weel," said the old man, rising
and making slowly towards the door,
“yo ken best, nac doot.  DBut I've
warned ye; thera's a monster boastie
in yomder loch what only comes oot at
mights, and what'll devour ye like a
dragon i it sees ye. Guidemight to
it

ITe departed, hobbling awaw past the
Inehted  window  into  the deepening
WETTI

"Taor old buffee ! sadd Carson.
“Tt's rather patbetic the way  these
comnitry folk heliove in all these stupid
Bezraiels ol troditions™

nt e dragon of Loch Clure wasn't
a  Nogendary inonster, explained  the
minkerper when hie cane 1o elear away
thee tep, It was aqmie o new arvival,
aal el Amdea of fhe tanme-o'-shanler
vas the only person who, up to il
peesonet, had seen it

Al Amdra’z not o a fameiful o man,
e ot irclinead to cpeeer Tnarinmges,”
sl amrre host, " 1Mve kuown hitg oow.,
neary amd boy, these forly years, and
what Andra savs he lias seen he has
T !!J-

“Yes, bul Toole bere espastuliated
Carsom, e savs he saw this brute, or
whatever it is, eomie wp out of the
depihis of thoe loch, skim  across the

water, spread its wings, and then 1
away into the uiqht. You don't
believe that, surely T

"1 do believe it!” assented the inn-
keeper  firmly.,  *“There isn't & more
abstemious man than Andra, and he's
never been known to speal o lying
word,

“Iy was threo nights ago that he saw
that strange bLeastic, and if ve'd seen
liizg faee when e come in here after-
wards, you wouldn't have needed tell-
g rhat he'd seon summat 1™

‘TIpset, waz he?? asked Cribb.,

“I've never known him  more so¥
replied mino host.  “No, young gontle-
men, you can take it from ma that
soime queer monster’s made his home
in the waters of Lech Clure, and if
vou're wise you'll give the place a wide
berth after nightfall.”

Carson atd Cribb exchangod glanees,
and settled for the (ra.

“"What do you think of %" asked
Cavson, when they were mounting their
breveles owtsule tlio inn.

“ I dunno,™” sand Cribb  dubiousls
“it =ounds an extraondinary yarn 1o

me 1!

“Is a Jot of rol!™  exclaimed
Carson. I don't doubt the poor old
chap did think he saw  something.

But 1o zay that it was an chnorinous

monster which came up out of the
WL mnl  flew AWAY 15 D Lit  ton
Phiel.,  Anyway, there's a deeent moon,

oo I ovote wo po on to Kirkmuir by the
vored whitelr slirts the loch, amd see if
wee €L spink this micht-yings
plermlacisy], ar whalever it 3=

“Hight-ho ! agreed Crilib.

With  their light shoullerpacks on
their Tacks, the two boyz cveled on
.‘l]'l‘n:{ 1|I1'. rllﬂ-:-:llli,t n',l.'ui.

Baolth {areenm and Cribh were juniors

at Abtai=court, bal the school bad
Faisengy [--n”:u]'.:l;ﬂTy.’ o lowed OWINE in
wrensles, arl, their  parents lwing

abil, fiey liaed dectilin] to spemd e
wilooked-for holiday in a eyeling tour
af 1he Beatiish Ilighlands,

They had pot aboot & wile between

themselves and iho inn, when they
heard the approaching roar of power-
ful outomobile engines behind  them
and almost belore tﬁny had time to puii
inte the side of the narrow road, two
large touring-cars, crowded with men,
flashed past,  Neither ear carried lights,

" Llessed  road  hogs!”  snapped
Carson, glowering  after the swiftly
dizappearing cars. " Going  at  that
speerd]  withont  any  lights!? They

LELE]
.

nearly had me off

“Bomae blighters returning from 2
shaot, T suppose, amd late for dinner,”
obgerved Cribb. “Come on; let’s get
on !’

Resuming their journey, the two hoys
pedalled  steadily  along  until  the
reachod the fork-roads, one of whic
bed downhill  towards  the  distant
walers of Loech Clure, lying still and

placid in the golden glory of the
monn. )
Coasting down tha road, with the

bracken-covered slopes of Ben Monoch
visinge steeply on their vight, Carson
]l Cribb dismounied by the edze of
the loch, and stond learing o their
Ineyeles, staring out acrosz the =smooth
aml shimmering expanse of waler.

*Well, there’s uothing  bero,” faid
Carson, nller a whilee "1 don’t Luow
what vl Uk ahout g, U'rmibh,  old
citap, but persoually I'mi beginning 1o
fer]l ralher an o<, coming oul of ouf
way hike this, Let’s push on !

Abropdly he bwoke olf, as, eraliling
lim by the arm, Cribb gasped @

* Louk 7

Carron looked, anid. as lie 114 a0, ho
eamrht lis breaith and was conseions of
i ostrange stircing ai hiz scalp. e

For away ncross the loch the wateva
worn beginninge o socthe and babide,

lashing  dbhemesclves  de a hoilinge
wieltop of Tomee, Troame which there 2ud-
dindy emerged a0 Jone and  monser

shipey, s winprs spreaed, wineh [ove

aeross the waler with o low, hummiinge

not=r,  atud then soaved wp to the
Tue Alwxer Lisrany,-—No, 1,437,
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night sky to vanish away towards the
weatl,

“M-my hat!” etammered Cribb,
whito of faco. * What was it, Carson F"

"I don't know,” answered Carson
unsteadily. “But we're going to stay
hera until it comes back, Frank!™

Behind them a man rese cautious]
to his feet from the brocken in which
he had been crouched, and silently
gestured fo a dozen other mea whe
were also crouching there. )

Next instant thero came a swift rush
of fect, and- strong arms were fung
round Carson and Cribb, and the two
{‘uninrs were borne backwards into the

racken.

—

Strom !

ITH such astounding sudden-
ness bad come the attack,

and so  hopelessly  oul-
numbered were they, that
Careon and Cribb could put up little

or no resistonce,

Almost before they realised what was
happening, they were securely trusscd
and gagged.

By the light of the moon, the
writllging and spluttering Carson saw
that the attackers were swarihy-faced,
fureign-lnukinﬁ- fellows, wearing reefor-
jackets and blue serge trousers tucked
into kneec-high sca-boots.

Their leader, attired the same as
themselves, with the exception of &
white silk muffer knotted round his
neck beneath the upturncd collar of his
jucket, was 2 man of medium height,
coarse of feature and guttural of specch,

“I am afraid struggling will avail you
nothing,” he said in good English, *If
vou persist, ib will be necessary to rap
wou over the head with a gun-butt I

Therc was no mistaking that he meant
what he said, and he had plenty of guns
at his disposal, for every man was wear-
ing & belt with loaded EE“H holster.

ealising the futility of struggling, and
being unable te express themselves
because of their gags, Carson and Cribb
lay glaring mutely at their captors,
wondering what it all meant.

Who were thoso fellows, and why were
they hiding here in the Lracken? Was
there any connection between them and
the strange monster of the loch?

Apparently there was, for, turming to
his men, the leader said:

“It will be back within the hour.
We can do nothing but wait.”

The ensuing hour was one of the
ptrangest and  most  uncomfortable
which, up till then, ecither Carson or
Cribb hatd ever expericnecd. _

Cronched in the bracken, and ex-
changing an oceasional muttered word,
the men waited whilst slowly the
minutes dragged by. ;

Suddenly there come a stir, and the
leader rapped out o low-voiced com-
mend az from away to the west, high n
the moonlit sky, sounded o swiftly
approaching hum.

t was the monster of the loch return-
ing, and from the sitting posture to
which they had struggled, the two
schoolboyvs could see the dark bulk of it
silhovetted sgainst tho sky. :

The fAviog monster was com mg
toweards the loch at a terrific speed, an
as captives and euplors watched, 1ls
hum died away, amd it come gliding
down towards the still and placid waters
un”which it landed os smoothly as a

ull.

H It «id not submerge, but, with wings
folded back, came sliding across 1tho
loch in the dircction of the bank,
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making towards where the men, tenss
snd motionless, were crouched in cover.

As it approached, Carson and Cribb
saw, to their astonishment, that it was
a reat torpedo-shaped submarine,
lilaﬁﬁ and glistening of hull, and with &
squat conning-tower set amidships,

Losing way, it came rippling in to-
wards where the bank dropped sheor
intesthe water, forming a natural jeity
of flat and trampled turf.

_ A moment later, and two men, wear-
ing mnautical caps and short Teather
jeckets, appearcd 1o the conning-tower,

“Ready !" breathed the leader of the
men in cover, and every gun slid silently
from its holster,

Next instant, as the siranpe eraft
came smoothly alenpgside the bank, he
rapped out & harsh order.

With one accord, and with swilt and
relentless purpose, the men rose from
out of the bracken, swept across tho
road, and leaping aboard the glistening
hull, swarmed wup inle the conning-

tower.

So quickly and efficiently had the
attack been launched, that the two men
i the tower, taken completely un-
awares, had no chance at all of defend-
ing themselves.

Carson and Cribb heard one of them
give @ startled shout, and saw his revol-
ver stab lurid flame, then e was borne
down by sheer weight of numbers.

The submarine was in the hands of the
mysterions attackers.

An interval of comparative guickt
followed, until the leader, who had dis-
apnoared down inte the bowels of the
submarine with the majority of his mon,
suddenly reappeared and came ashore,
accompanied by three of hiz men.

“DBring the boys along to the house Y
he ordered, and set off alone along the
road.

Crossing to where Carson and Cribb
were  lying, the men  jerked them
roughly to their feet, severed the bonds
ahout their ankles, and marched themn
off in the wake of the leader.

Less than five minuies brought them
to an old house standing off the voad
and facing the loch, “The front door was
open, and the two schoolboys were
hustled inte & wide and spacious hall-
wav, along 2 narrower corrider, and
then inte o well-liphted kitchen where
the leader was standing 1dly scanning an
old newspaper which he had obviously
just picked wp.

“Bring Loewless here 1 he said curtly,
when Cerson and Cribb had cach been
Tashied to & chair and their gaps
removed.

Obediently the men departed, and his
jows having recoveved somewhat from
the first paralyvsing stiffness ocessioned
by the gag, Carson burst out angrily :

" What tho dickens is the mewng of
all this?"

The man smiled,

“TI'm afraid,” Le said suavely, *that
any discomifiture you have suffered hus
been entively syour own fault, Who
exactly are you, and what brought you
to the loch to-mght ¥

“Never mind that ! snapped Carson.
“What we want to know s, who aro
vou, and what's your gubdy gome?”

“My name,” szmiled the ofher, pro-
dueing a gold cigareite-caze from the
pocket of Lis recfer jacket and seleeting
one of 1l contenls, g Captain Strom.
As Lo my—er—pguldy pamwe, as you term
ik, 1 atn working i the servieg of my
conntey,”

Carson stared at liim,

O T oot follow voul™ Lie said eoldly.

Strom shrugmed his shoulders,

s e s 1 WL EE.
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*“No?" he sald, applying a light to
the cigarette. “That 18 scarcely sur-
prising. What do you know of that fy-
ing submarine ¥ )

‘Nothing 1" replied Carson. “We
heard that there was s queer sort of
monster living in the waters of the Joch,
and we came to sea if we could see it.™

Strom laughed in genuine amusement.

“Ho that was the way of it, was it?"”

said. “And you wore so interosted
in what you saw that wo heard you
express  your Intention of remaimng
where you were until the craft returned,
That was why it was necessary for us
to take you prisoncrs. You see——"

Strom broke off, as along the cor-
ridor leading to the kitchen came the
tramp of heavily booted feet.

“Ah!" he exclaimed, * Here comes
Lawless I

In the Kifchen !

SCORTED by three seamen, a
E leather-jacketed and sea-booted

tall, and bronzed of
stepped tho

Hiz hands were handenffed behind
his baclk, one side of his face was
oozing red from an uply wound, end
g gun in the hand of one of his cscort
was jammed in his ribs,

" B0, said Strom, smiling, “we meek
again, Captain Lawless [*

“ Unfortunately,” returned Lawless
evenly.

“¥es; unfortunately for you,” agreed
Gtrom, “Dut you would not listen
when I, on behalf of my country, offered
to buy from you the plans of the flying
submarine you have invented., So, as
vou see, we have had to resort to olher
moethods.

“* Methods, I'm afraid, which will land
vou in an English prisen for the rest
of your life,” observed Lawless.

Strom shook his head. :

“You are wrong there,” he said, " for,
by morning, I will be away in your
fiying submarine. Dut I will not be
fur away. Do you know where 1 shall
e, Lawless?"

With s flick of his fingers he flung his
cigarctle away, ond hiz veice becano
harsh and grating.

“I shall be lying off the Firth of
Forth, lurking beneath the sca 1n waik
for the lthE's-:::ruisu.rs of the DBritish
Fleet steaming out on manmuvres. You
have claimed s lot for this flying sub-
marine of yours, Lawless, At dawn
we will see iliﬁt how far those cloims
are justified.

“Am I to understand,” said Lawless
sleadily, "that it is your infenlion to

TIax,
featuro,
Litachen.

into

earry out an attack on the DBritish
Floet 17 ) ) .
“¥eog, that i3 my intention !” rasped

Strom, ‘“I'hen home to the Naltic
where, uging vour flving submarine as
a model, wo will build a monster fleet
of such craft that will smash Britain
and her Empire within o week of de-
elaring war on hee!” )

Iliz swarthy face flushed with passion,
while Lawless merely smiled.

“Yeg, smile, curse woul™ shonted
Strom. “You Lhink all this is idle
talk. You and your Government think
that war is not coming. Why, you fool,
our deckyards, our mireraft werks, our
munition factorics ore working night
and day turning out ships, machines,
guns, and shells in readiness for tho
day1®

With an offort the speaker controlled
his voiee, but there was deadly mennco
in it as Lie went on:

Australiz and New Healund: Biizsra,
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*Already we can throw nine million
trained troops into the field within
twenty-four hours. In a guarter of that
time overy commerciel aeroplane we
have built can be converted into a fast
fighter, bomber, or troop-carrier. And
oun think war is not cﬂminF, Lawless,

swear to you that within three months
from now London, and the great in-
dustrial towns of England, will be lyin
in smuuldﬂrinf ruins; your flag wil
have been hauled down, and your great
Empire will have passed into our
possession '

“Dreams—just dreams, Strom ! said
Lawless unmoved. “MNations have
iried te smash us before, but none has
ever succeeded., Returning from that
for the moment to ourselves. What do
you think my Government is going fo
say about this night's work of yours?®”

“Your Government will never know
anything. about it,"”" responded Sirom.
“ My raid has been carefully planned.
“¥ou, vour flying submarine, and your
crew of five will simply disappear, and
it will he thought that vyou have sub-
merged somewhere, and failled to come
up again™

“¥Yet vou say wyou intend to attack
the Aeet at dawn with the submarine ¥’
said Lawless,

“I do,” replied Strem. “And if the
attack is associated with your fiying sub-
marine, then, my Iriend?. I am afraid
you will find yourself in the unhappy
position of being looked upon as one
who has suddenly turned either maniac
or traitor.”

The face of Lawless was very grim
noaw,

“Apnd what of my crew?”
manded.

“They are now on their way to the
coast in two fast cars,” answered Btrom.
“A szhip—a harmless cargo vessel—lies
offshore.” It will take them to the
Baltic, where they will be offered work
in our dockyards. If they refuse to
work for us they will be shot!”

Lawless glanced at the two school-
boys, Cerson and Cribb.

“And these boys?' he demanded.
“How do they happen to be here?™

“They would have witnessed my
attack on you had I not taken them
risoners,” answered BStrom. “I could
nock them on the head, and throw
them into the loch, but I do not com-
mit murder of that sort. They will
come to the Baltie with me, where
their fate will be decided by some mili-
tary tribumal.”

“Look here, you fool!" Lurst out
Carson angrily. “ You can't——""

“RBilenee !”  blazed Strom. Then,
turning again to Captain Lawless, he
satd harshily: “As for wyou, you also
are coming with me. You will be
offered handsome terms to work for us.
If vou refuse, you will die—but not in
front of a firing-party] You will die
& more horrible death 1™

Ho rapped out an order to his thres
men who were standing silently by, In
response, a rope was whipped round
the ankles of Lawless, and he was thrust
tnto a chair, lashed to it and papped.
Then the gags were replaced in the
mouths of Carson and Cribb.

“Just a hittle precaution lo keep the
three of wvou  guiet,” smiled Strom.
“¥Yeou thonght yeu were elover, law-
less, hringinf vour Aying submarie up
to this lonely loch for its trials. Yet
vou have played right into my hands
w choosing such a spot. I will see you
later.”

With that hoe nodded,
from the kitchen.

he de-

and strolled

EVERY SATURDAY

boys, Carson and Cribb, could scarcely

i J e - : ‘:“ s
Prisoners together with Captain Lawless in the flying submarine, the two school-

L] r 8 )

credlt that they were hurtling through

space at the mercy of a villainous loreigner whoss mad object was an attack
on the British Fleet |

The Attack !

oy, UITTING the house, Strom

H made his way back to the
fAying submarine, and, going
agemﬂ. descended  into the
main contrel-room, where two of his
men, ¢xpert naval engineers, were por-
ing over chartz and blue prints,

“ot the hang of bher yet, Boburvg?”
ho inguired, gazing about lim at the
gleaming tangle of oil and pressure
pipes, and the bewildering avvay of
ghitering gauges and dials.

*¥os sir,” answerod one of the men.
“Bhe is really very simple, The sub-
merging and surfacing of her is E_rm:ti-
cally identieal with that of an ordinar
submarine, her ballast Ltanks being {ille
and empticd by elecirically controlled
valves,”

“And her take-off for Aying ¥ asked
Stran. :

“[s the samo as that of a flying boat,
sit,” answered Roburg,  *“The whole
secret of her lies in the power of her
dynamos and the lightoess of the metal
with which she 15 constructed.  Bhe
must bo capable of a terribie speed
under water, for the propellers which
drive hoer thveugh the air, alse drive her
through the water.”

From then andil an hour lLefore the
dawn, he, Blromn, and the thivd man,
Vorzart, worked on the conirols of the
Aying subinarine, making  themselves
I'umﬁ'mr with every detail of their fune-
Lhon .

wonde el

“xhe's IRoburg "
oxclaimed Stvom enthusinstically, ™A
eraft such as this will revelutionise
naval and aerinl warfare. A floct of

theso flving submarvines will be able o
appreach the shores of Britnin nnseen,
taka to ihe air, bowl her towns, then
return swiltly to the cover of the sea.
Ller warships, also, will be powerless

againat us, for they will never see uas
approach until it is too late 1"

Roburg and Vorsart nodded. They
did not need to bo told the terrible
havoc and devastation which could be
wrought by such an amazing weapon of
war as this flying submarine,

Vorsart was then dispatched to the
houso to order the three scamen to
bring the prisoners aboard.

Holpless in their bonds, TLawless,
Carson, and Cribbk were carried aboard,
lowered inte the control-room, and
deposited on the floar.

Strom  and Hoburg spent the next
twenty minules i explaiming fully and
in detail the working of the controls to
the three seamen. The lattor, obviously
intelligent and specially  picked men,
quickly understood, and Strom gave the
order to close the conning-tower-hateh.

This was doue, the electric motors
ware started up, ond, coming slowly
about, thoe {flying submarine moved
away from 1ho bank of the loch.

With tho whale expanse of darkencd
water 1n front, the drone of the power-
ful motors rose to o pulsating hum, and
as the long and (izlim cuing hull tore for-
ward, leaving bebind it a secthing, boil-
g wake, Hirom pressed the switch
which unfolded the short, black wings.

Himultancously, Roburg pulled back
on the geaved control enhunm, and, with
ihe grace of a bird, 1he flying submarine
sovreel up into ihe davkoess from the
wafers of the loch.

Rawinging  soudh-easbwards, it drove
swifily througly the mght fowards the
irth af IMorth, where the Froat bkt
eruizers of Bridain werve Iymg in rendi-
wess Tor the maneuvves, which were (o
TN N ﬂ!'- I{]L‘L“’”-

Truzard and gagged, and with Law
lesa Iving helpless Ly their side, Carson
and Cribb oeonild :h{'nn;‘l:'hlj credit 1hat

Tne Macxer Linnany.—-No. 1,437.
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they were burtling through space at the
mercy of a villainous foreigner whose
inad object was an attack on the British
Fleat.

It was only too true, however, for,
shortly before the grey light of dawn
Caino cren:ping from out. the east, th
flying submarine passed over the Scot-
tish coast. and, gliding seawards,
vanished beneath the water near the
entrance to the Fivth of Forth.

J You thought I was joking, Lawless,”

rated Btrom, when the tiny periscope
wiad been run'oul and the big, reflect-
g mirrer in..the control-room  was
uncovered. “ Well you will see !”

Slowly the minutes passed, and from
whoere they weve lying the three captives
could seo in the poriscope micror the
coming of dawn across the restless and
BUrRInG so4,

Suaddenly Lawless stiffenced in his
bonds, and the eves of Carson and Cribhb
dilated with hovror, for into the peri-
scope field had stid a ponster grey hull,
ploughingrils way proudly through the
washE of walers.

It was the first of the line of DBritish
battle-eruisers  steaming  to take up
position.

With & trinmphant snarl, Strom leapt
to the contiol wheel.

“Btand by the forward torpedo
tube!” Lo grated, as the flying sub-
marine began to slide swiftly through
the water towards ils prey. )

There was not a sound in the sub-
maritie zave the low hum of theé clectric

molors, Every man was standing tense
and rigid.
Larger and larger  loomed  the

monster hull of the battle-eruiser in the
Iniirror.

“Prepare to fire!”

Btrom's comunand  raung  barshly
through the hushed control-room.

“Fire [

Roburg's thuml pressed on the fliving-

ush, and from its tube* leapt one -of the
atest and most deadly of torpedoes,
streaking  with  terfifying  swiftness
towards its prey.

Tt struck with decadiul [orce!

A great spout of water momentarily
ghrouded the reeling monster of the
gcas, while down in the conirol-roomn of
the flying submaring sounded a muffled
boom.

“We've

got her ! sercamcd Btrowm,

whoeling from the peviscope mivror, his

face convulsed with hate and trivmph.
*“&he's sinking by the head—gding
dewn guickly ¥

“And we'd better go down, loo
rapped  Roburg.  “Thirty  fathoms
won't be safe enough for us if they start
dropping their depth charges!”

(A reitling good ‘opening (o & Lip-top
slory—what? - Néxt = weel’s  chaplers
contatn many theills, qnd the develtp-
aents are certuinly surprisiig, - Donw't
mizs Tem, chums?) -

g
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THE GREYFRIARS GOLD HUNTER !

(Continued from page 24.)

the mystery man! And here
Chandos—with & bandaged cye!

The Bounder fairly gasped | His eyes
seemed almost to start from his head
a5 _he stared at Chandos!

Was it a comncidenee ?

That was possible, of course. DBut
Smithy did not belicve so! It was al-
together too remarkable "a coincidence
tor ham.

Chandos did not observe the Bounder

Wis

in the crowd of fellows., Ie came
across te DMr. Fish with his stately
gliding molion.

“You vang for me, sic?"  said
Chandos.

“"You said it!7 yapped Mr., Iish.
“Look here, Chandps, there's been a
robbery in that young gink Bunter's
Relaliah 1

“ Impossible, sir 1"

“Can 151 snapped Mr, Fish, “I'm
giving you the geods! Now, losk here,
Chandps, -you put me wise about that
voung gtk cinching the spondulics.
Whio else did you blow it to?”

thantlos drew himself up.

“I  smm aot acoustomned, sir, fto
indulging in  idle talk among fhe
sorvants,” ho answered stiffly.

“Park that!? barked Mr. IFish. 1

guess 20fie guy was wise 1o it—and that
guy 15 the one I want! You sure let
an—-

“James, no doubt, may have talked
aman the other foobmen,”
Chandos.  “It 15 o fact that the matter
has been very widely discussed in the

servants’ hall, sirl’ But—"
“Meaning that every galoot in the
shebang was .wise to 141" yapped

Hiram K. “Waal, one of them guys
cinched the spondulies from DBunter’s
s itense,

““1 'repeat, sir, impossible P said
Chandos firmly. " Every man in _his
lordship's serviee is above suspicion, and
Lord Porterclifie would certainly never
doubt=—>

“Cut 1t out!” zaid Mr. Fish., “1 got
to put salt on the tail of that guy.
I'm telling you! Some galoot sure went
to Bunter'z. room thiz morning, and
lifted the spondulies! We got lg-nose
him out! I'm telling you, 'm going to
cinch that hembrel I'm sure going to
gek him ! T guess you're going to call
up ovoery galoot .in this shebang, and

I'll give them the once-over, and ask

them questions! Get to if !

% But, sip—"

"Clamp it down ! said M. Fish,

"-.Eut"__'"

1 guess 1 said get to 1k !V _

“I shall, of course, carry out your
intructions, sir, a&-Lord Portercliffe has
placed his staff at your orders!” gaid
Chandos with digntty,  “But I am
bound to say that this-is an-undeserved
slur upon his lordship’s staft!" I eannot
beligve—"

“Throttle it down '™ said Mr. Fish.

-and  they

said-

“I don't kinder remember asking you
to chew the rag, Chandos! Get to it!"

“ Very good, sir!" said the Portercliffe
butler with undiminished dignity. And
he procceded to summon his numerous
stalf for Mr. Fish's cross-examination.

Mr. Fish glanced at the schoolboys
left the hall. Only son
remained with pop, _

“Well, we're getting a rather excitin
time these hols 1™ Bob Cherry remarked,
a3 the juniors went out on the sunny
terrace. “Who'd have thought therae
was a giddy "byried treasure at this
jolly old plnce ##

“I fancy Hiram K. thought so when
ha took it!" said the Bounder dryly.
“1 rather fancy that's why he's here.”

Ol !" gjaculated Bob, “Think sof”

“It's as plain as your feee, old bean
—which is saying a lot 1™

“Fathead |"

The Bounder drew Harry Wharton

asidde. His eyves were gleaming with
excitement.  Wharton locked at him
curiously.

“Did wyou spot him??! asked the

Bounder, in a low volce.

Wharton stared.

“"Him! Whom "

“The jolly ald mystery man ' grinned
the Bounder.

“What the dickens—" ecjaculated
Wharten blankly, }

“Then you didn't! Tt knocked me
rather in & heap ! admibted Smathy.
“Chandes was about the -last man I
should have thought o 5

‘Harry Whaiton gave a jump.

“ Chandos!™ he gasped.

"“The jelly. old butler 1 .

% o' re mad, Smithy—or dreanung!
Chandos—" .

“Last night,” said Vernon-Smith
quietly, “ 1 bunged the sportsman_in the
eve | This morning, one of the Porter-
cliffe staff has a damaged cye! And
that one is the butler""

“ But—but——"
: “Itﬁwas tho left eye I bunged him
]_n-l-l—

“ Smithy ¥

“And it's the left gye that Chandos
has got bandaged—"

4 %;:: my hat] It—it's impossible I”

“Impossible or not, it’s frue!” said
the Bounder, coolly.  “Don’t shout it
ont—no good warning the blighter that:
we've spotted him U It 1sh’t proof so far
—though it's good enough for me! But
—I tel%' you, I've got my finger on the
mvstery man of Portercliffe Hall—and
his, jolly old name is Chandos! And
that's that ™

An‘r]] iie Bounder wallied away

whistling, leaving Harrv Wharton

rooted to the terrace, staring blankly.
THE END.

(Fou'll feel lke Eicking youwrself if
you fail to read: "THE MAN IN THE
MASE V"—the next yarn tn this grand
haliday seriez by Frank Riclhords.
You'll find & 1w next Saturday's
Magxer, Be sure and order your copy
FEARLY )
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'LL NEVER SAY
“DROP IN” AGAIN

Vows LORD MAULEVERER

Iaving a cheory old vae., dear men, rushing sbout
and uwsing up lots of energy ¥ Good | Herve's hoping
that before we get back to our {fearscme labours at the
dear old school, you'll have heaps mmore fun and
excitement !

Talking abont excitement, old pals, I had the most
exeiling snoose of my life in a hammock the other day.
It was my sfter-dinner forty winks and, the day
being fair cnd myself being a strong believer in
ocensional draughts of [rosh air, I adjourncd to a
hammotk in the zroungds.

It must have beon o prezentiment of trouble in the
offing, for no sooner had 1 seitled down to & good
snogre thaen 1 begon to dream about bombs and
thunderbolts. A more uncomify dream I've never had,
my dear sportsmen, I give you my folemn word.

Suddonly 1 owoke. Houvens! What was this §
I was nware of an acroplane, zooming away merrily
up above ; but what I was more acutely aware of was
= black Thing rushing down from the sky towards me !
I tried to move—but my limha, ag occasionally happens
with me, rofused to budgs!

Then the Thing come erashing down on me. The
hammoek collapsed. I found myself lying on the
ground with cords and things tangled all round me,
and somclhing sprawling over me.

And, helieve it or not, desr men, that something was
none other than our old pal Vernon-Smith.

You sce, on Breakinz-up Day I asked Smithy to
drop in and sce me during the hels. And hie'd token
me 8t my word | He'd got his father's pilot to take
him for & spin in the family plane and descended on me
in & merry patachute |

Next time I ask & chappie to drop in and 2ee me, I
shall make quite certain belorchand that his peter
docsn’t own sn aeroplone !

WILL COKER BECOME
FILM GENIUS?

Asks WILLIAM GREENE

I never thought of Coker as a film geniug till this
woek.  Hub now it'a different. You see, o great film
producer —Makerav Tripn, in fuct—has actunily gono
to the length of encouraging Coker's amateur offorts |

I know Golker would teckle hiin a8 soon as he heard
ho was steying ot our hoiel st Splushvillo.on-Sea.
Coker had been taking odd bits of film from tho stort
of tho holidays and he was just itching 1o show the
reaults to someone in the tilin business.

In due course, ho tackled Aakorov Tripe, and the
preat maen consented to seo Coker™s {ibn projeeted in
hig vwn privato sibting.roon.

I must wdmit T felt some qualing aboul the verdict.
Potter and [ had already seen the lilm, and woe eouldn't
mako lweawl or tadl of it. All you could sse was a
mwnber of shadowy blobs jerking across thoe scroen,
vuril by oecensional fleshes of licht and sccompanied
by what looked bke rom ! Considering that the scones
wern meant to represent swimming, booting, ridimg,
anid g0 on, this didn’t seemn very sutisfactory to Totler
ol made.

But when Makerow Tripe saw it, ho leancd forward
a1 though he found it awiully interesting.
When the lights woent up, ho was sunply
beaming.
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It waas tho
Firat Day of
the New Term
at Bt. Sam's.
Owver Muoggle-
ton Station
completo
silonece rainod —
despito the lakt
that thore
wasn't a cloud
in the sky !

Suddenly the
silonce was
broken. A

rute eggapress
Em.in gtflupndumd into  the
station ond stopped with o
deffoning erash against the
old buffors. Several old buf-
fers then got out of the train,
for tho Bt. Bam's wmasters
wers returning as well as (he
boya. And & moment later
the station waes simply tecmn-
ing with yewmanity 1

It was a jolly reunion soen.
Tho masters looked very fis.
Ingtod of tanning the boys,
they had been getting tonned
themselvos ! As for 1he bowvs,
they had come baek with

bronze  complexions  and
lonty of tin, so thoy woero
well on their metal! Their
morry  larfier  and  cheery

chatter soon filled Muggloton
Slation.

There swes a new hoy, how-
avor, who didn’t join in the
merth  and merviment. He
lovked a piktuwro of misoery,
although he was eertainly
no oil pminting. 1fia nose
was like n rashorry, his cyes
were like blackeurrants, and
his cars woro like eollyflowors,
In fukt, taking it all round,
vou could easily have taken
him for a walking green-
grocer's shop !

This nasty-locking spesai-
mon stood leaning agzainat an
ortomattick machine, woaring
a sncoring, skornful cuogspres.
gion on hia dial. Tho con-
tras® bolween his mucering,
leoring fizz and the happy

De. Bircu
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dials of tho crowd was simply
startling.

All cE a sudden he lounged
over to Jack Jolly & Co.,
of the Fourth, and bust
radely into their littls circle.

“Hi, wou!'™ he yolled,
giving Jolly a savvidge dig in
the ribas. * Sconmyunkle 1"

“Ow " gasped the kaptin
of the Fourth. * Not 8o
handy with your nuckles,
old sport. What's your unlkle
lika, anyway "'

“ ¥ou should know botter
than L," ra?liu{l the now boy,
scowling, " If you belong
to 5t. Bam's, vou'vo mot him
before, whereas I haven't.
I thooght he'd bo here to
meoct me.”

“Well, I can't say I blame
him for staying awasy,”
egrinned Jack Jolly, eyeing
the now bhoy with grate dia-

faver. " 1f he's t any
sonao, he'll run o mile to miss
youl"

“Ha, ha, ha !

Bangt

“ Oh, crums 1"

It was the new boy's fiat,
landing Jaclk Jolly o blow on
the jow that simply nocked
him = inning! The crowd
stoppod larting and farely
blinlced.

Jolly was on hiz fect again
before you could say ** Nifo 1 "
His [nco was dark and the
light of battle was in his oyes.
But ere he could nock the
yungster into the middle of

P!

—

next week,
Burlcigh, of
the Sixth, had
butted m.

“Now then,
no skrapping
on the Iirst
Ilay of the
Term!"  he
cride. " Are

Gu 3 new
.'d T 1k
& The n ulw

oy'sreply
mado the
crowd [asp.

“Find out!"™ ha leerod.
“ What's that to do with you,
m ny 'E 313

And then, to add iwsulb to
injury, he G%gamncﬂl his
fingers from hia now and

oked out his tung at the

istonished Burleighl

Durleigh’s oyes almost

oppod out of their sockits,
E[ﬂ mado o swipe at_he new
boy with his open palm.
But it miased its hillst com-
pletely. The boy ducked,
and, instead of hitting him,
Durleigh’s hand  emote  Mr.
I. Jolhiwell Liclihom, who was
bending over eggsamining iy
lu %g;idgﬁ J
an !

“ Yarooogo ! M

Mr. Lickhan pitelod for.
warc, yelling fmxdis]lljir, and
in the uprosr that {ilowed.
the prinning now b.y dis.
krectly made a peleway !

Jack Jolly & Co. eit tho
platfvrm to hiro o tax | fecling
that o decidedly un foszant
new hoy had errivec at St
Sam's. It wosn't lon; beforo
their  tirst  jmpression  was
amply confirmed.

No sponcer hod tley got
outside the station ard hired
a taxi for themselns than
the uew hoy osrvivedon tho
BOen ngain, : 4

* I think Il bavo thaas tax
for mysell,”” ho said, sushing
Jaske Jully hacle. ™ My unkle
will bo copspecting me sl 5t.
Sanie. Uet on, dover!™

"Turning to Coker, ho shook him woarmly by
tha haned.

* My boy,"” heo said, ** for an amatour vou'vo
certainly pot ideas, At this mte you ought
to becorne one of the world’s great producers
i tina

"You ke my film 1" ashed 1he delipghted
Colier.

“Like 1t 7 Why, T think it's o work of
geniug.,  Nover i all my hio have I sevn seeh

WOULD YOU BELIEVE [IT?

an  lwpressive picture of a  thunderstonin
ut sen 1™

'_]3"0 You L;ck S-tamina?

If so, write to Bunter for adviee on acquiring
it. Iis " staying ¥ powers (a8 an uniovited
puecsl} are swandy wondeoriyl |

harrel,

Billy Bunter,
gembles nothing so0 much as a

that be has an athletic Iorm.
When be colled Frank Nugent a
Hogkinny
roered with laughter, and said
that he didn't haye to torn side-
ways to get into his stody 1

whose fzure re- Ge
friars,

cherizhes the delusion

bounder,* Nugent
word |

could

George Wingate, caplain of Grey-
and bis
Gwynne, epjoyed a hiking tour
duriog the wvac,
they covered 250 miles—and
thers iz no reason fo donbl his

ensily
with the hikirg championship |

chum. Palrick

Wingaie says

Wingate and Owynne

‘twalk ' away

Tha richest junior in fhe Hemove
is Lord Mauleyerer —but ** Mauly™
alzo qualifies az the lazieat, foo |
Though be once knocked Bolsove,,
major down lor bullyviog a fag
“ Mauly ' rerards Bob Cherry's
suggestion that he shonld box
every morning Ior fitness oz jos

And beforo Jack Jolly &
Co. could recover from their
serprize, the taxi was away
with the new kkid 1m it!

* After him " yelled Merry,
and the Co. broke into a ran.
Before the new boy knew
egpzactly what was happening
Jolly and Merry and [l):%orighb
wore jumping ntoe the taxi
and awarming all over him.

* Let's make the cadd run
behingd us on the end of o

rope, like they do in the Wild

West | " gujjested  DBright,
hrlghtlkr. “Here's somo
rope | .

‘Ha, ha! CGood cggi™
The idea was soon put 1nto
egpsecution. In a braco of
ghalies, the wyelling new boy
was being bundled out of
the taxi on tho cnd of a

length of rope. After that,
he. had ne option but to run
ke the dickens all the way
back to 5t. Sam’s.  Aund Jack
Jally, from tho insido of the
taxi, larfed liko anything and
felt thit honner was sattizfied.

But o shotk was i store

X =

them. His face was livvid
with rage. A grole notiid
vain stood out on his forrid.

“ Jolly | Merry ! Bright! ™
he hooted. * How dare you
commit this outroge on the
sacrod person of your head-
master's noffew ¥ Let  moe
tell you that you have as.
sawlted a briliant ung
jeenius who will stand ﬁnnd
and shoulders above everyvone
elso in the Skool! Take a
million lhines!™

* Oh, erums 1™

Bert Birchemall, who was
now gotting back his breth,
tuppnd the Henad on the ann.

* Egescuse me, dear unkle,
but iz that quito enuil 17
he asked, in & wheedling,
wining wvowoe. ' Daon't you
think vou'd botier give them
s wacking, too 1"

for ithe horers-ol (e Fourth, ¥ ;

When  they areived ol 3t Ky
Sam's, the familint figver of

Tw. Birchemall wis wuiting wh
tha rates.

“ Bless my solo ! What ave £

you doine off 1" he erude,
“ Buarely it'a o new hoy !
it is——

Ho broke off. Then the

new boy found lis tung-- @

and what ho said furely nuwlo
Jucek Jolly & Cos hair =tancd
up on ond.

Ui — pool ! — Bect —
huh 1 ~—— Birchemall - paool!
—the headmastor's neflew 'Y
he guspod.

WEHIAT T Y
Jully & Co.

“Tiert Bieeheoudl ¥ raared
the Tlewl. " Then yonr aro
my elliowe—the neffew 1 havo
nevor soen !

O, peate pio ! brectlned
Jark Jully & Co.

veiled  Juek

Y. Birehwennll fureal on

v ls 22
ib—gan it bo possibul that -G5S

Thao
nod:deal  vigpevonslv,
A egusellent sujjestion ! flpstones o lewrful Wlow with

10wl sbarted, then

leer geeted, werlly no Loned gmilo ot f
L ke yml'llf

hig neffow.
b e jeoaiie, my dew nelfew,
awinl thes proves il L bave a
botler wlen efll., You give
them  the wieking  yvoursell
a yo wore U injured parcty!
Hers i3 the buael U7
*Uhanle you, dear unkde !
asmivked  Bert Bivehenuedl,

| bovn

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Sk A Hher

Then he turned to tho dis-
mayoed Co. and snaried :
“Touch your toes!™

“ But, look here
jeoted Juck Jolly.

“ Touch your toos. as my
dear neffew ordered ! " ronred
the Head, * Understand this,
my boys: although Boadl
Birchomall is only & Fourth-
Former and o new boy at that,
his word will have to bo luw
at 5t. Sam's|"

Oh, erikey t ™

Thero wns nothing for it
but to <o 28 the Hewd com-
manded, and in & very short
timo the Ilcoad’s neffew was
getting hiz own back on the
Co. with a vengenz, while the
Head stood by, openly ap-
plawding !

The erowd, pouring in from
ihe =station, storod ot tho
weerd Been I AmMAZement.
When Durleigh arrived, ho at
onee  raased his voies  in
proteat.

“ Half o minnit, sir! ' ha
eride, ** This new yungstor
insulied me and -

* Bey no more, Burlegh '™
inferrupted tho Hemd.,  * This
lad will always have my
orthority to insult anyvone he

" ob-

¢ liliex. You see, he 18 my dewr

neffew !

“Then I've notling more
to sy, eir'’ oanid  1aeleigh,
with n shreog.

Hut it ho had nothing meee

Lo =y, B had soethings moeve

Lo oo As hie stepped Linek,
bis Toot neally coarled rouwrud
Bt Birehemells ankles aoed
jerked  upwands—mad Sl
Jolly & Colw waeking ended
wille the now has hitting 1ho

his qeresa !
i “’nu:}:mnp f

tloan 1M’

il
el

e, h}'
wallel Bere Birch.

Birchemall  hauln't
bt SL. Sam’s  livo
rninnils—=but Bh. Bnm's w.oiy
feudl  up  already  with  the
Hemid's Prottegy !

("Tu by continued.)
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GEORGE BLUNDELL explains—

WHY DONKEYS
DASH FOR DICKY

: Running into young Dicky Nugent on the sands ot

)1?, & South Conat mﬂ-}mgl : £
i v
|

treated him to a few donkev

| ricdes, I eouldn’t help being struck by the sminount oi
¢ pep the mekes disployed, Theay gall
wiasd o pleasure and privilege

oped as though it
to have Dicky riding

1t was particularly noticeable becauso they didn't
= scem o bit pleased when anyone vlse rode them

Other ridera got just a jolling ride,
grudgingly given.  But Dicky seeincd
to act like o tonio on them. [ was
quite puzelad about it.

On the following day, and tho day
after that, Dicky was still hanging
about the donkeys—in fact, he scemod
Lo si:-crn.l modt of the day there. I
stood Sam  for further rides. Tho
same  thing hn{:&p&ﬂﬂd every  thne.
I'e mmokes turned  into rogulur young
thoroughbreds  ev time young
Dicky got into the saddle !

L might have somo away from the
resort with the improssion that Dicky
Nugent posscased moke magie in oo
high degreo. But on the fourth day I
found ont the truth.
~ Inszing some stables in tho town
m the evening, what should I seo but
young Dicky fooding thoze meles with
penerous bunches of carrots, I strolled
In aned asked the kid a few pointed
iuestions. And what «do you think
he had the oheeck to tell mo 2

Nothing losa than that he wwas
making himsell extra holiday pocket
money {romn tho owner of the mokes
by helping to pat the animals to bed in
tho evening, and colleating custoniers
From tha sunds during tho day ! Ho
Wiks panl :Il-‘:l'-unl.irlg to the mmnber of
Vibes =old, 50 the voung vaseal had
acbiolly been deawing comnission on
the rides he'd had  himscll ot any
AP

Now your know whv the Jdonkevs
disshed for Dicky.  Yon alzo know
why it will bo n fong time betopes T
pivy o doukey rides for steay Gy I
et bt the easideo jo fuloee !

=i E il R ——

Are You Too Fat?

IE you are, try Skinner’s Slimming
Course. The fea ia high, ot when
you look at your fipurs alterwards yon
certninly won't ba whle to <av “IUs
n It thick ! U1 BIKINNER. Slim.
mine Specinhist, Box No.o 949, ¢ Lireys
tricas Hoerakd”

_— R EITE
e —

Doctor’s Dilemma

Ahanly’s  doctor has tald Lim he
should (aln up some hobby such s
fretwork.  The drswbeels is that Manly
B to ™ fret ™ ot the mere mention
il worl: !

loo * rich " |

Removites visiting the Counrifietd
Fair bad great fun in the Topsy-
Turvy Boal, in which nobody
could remain seated.
djected
Bunter ** polled ** on tha scene !
Bunter's weight put the boat out
of action—whereat the owner
felt ** topay-turvy " |

Iis rolling
averybody—until Billy
mark

The proudest moment of tha
gummer for Mr. Prout was when
he actuslly did a hole in oune in
a seaside goll tournament.
Prout says he pever missed his
when grmzzily-huoating in
the ** Rockies *’—bnut on the goll
course hiz ** mizzes '’ ** poif ¥’
his ** hita ' in, the shada'!

=

Mr.

114

Richard
homsa on =20t or
courts —and big servics ** gmash "

iz wory nearly
relorn |
Fourth, thooght he could do It —
but Ilgﬂl hiz racket knocked ont

turned ** crastlallen !

Denial By Coker
IToress Jogpes (% ker wishey 1o ttl"ﬂ_v

: I'"T'lll'lh-iL"il.'i.i-"I'-." Elesgd Ty s Dweery siem hegging
Ll ot the eeasile,
ke ol of tho Teel (it swhenever Lo pord
Lot i yober-bnke vido along thoe Front, hoe JUEE
COPIMLERY bowhng alter him |

Thoe rumear secimns to hava

- el - & - A .
el

Hijary i3 equsally at
hard tennig

to
nper

impossibla
Temple. of the U

hand ! Templa *'re-

- ey

Obvious

3ol Cherpy wonts to koow why it is Lo iq
:tnnrthl-ul-li.' teartng  his  trouvsers.
n'nl:,,' theiels it"
wwiul ™ tear M 1

Wo can
A becauso he's always in such un



