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‘ Bump !'!HHF Bunter descended on the floor, and Hurree Singh proceeded to roll him opt of the st?g'y. *Yargoh !
ée

Legdol Leave off | Ob, ¥ bat ! Draggimolf I" yelled Bunter. * Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors. Chapter 8.)
THE FIRST CHAPTER. a very untsual circumstanéd. Mr. Quelch was generally
Not Nice fof the Removel the soul of punctuality,
i EEP your weather eye open!” The juniors had all taken their places, but as the
Bgb Cherry whispered that warning as Mr. Form-master was not there, naturally there was a buzz
Quelch entered the Remove Form-room at  of voices. Harry Wharton lopk gpotber look at a foot-
Greyiriars. ball liet for a certain fixture that wad coming off shortly.

The Remove were there for afterncon lessons, and they  Billy Bunter improved the shining hour by munching a
had had to wait eeveral minutes for their Form-master, huge chunk of toffee. Bull added a few Sfinishing
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touches to & cartoon for the " Greylriars Herald”
Skinner manufactured an ink-ball, destined for the back
of Billy Bunter's neck. Peter Todd made a few improve-
ments in his “copy ” for the “ Herald,” dealing with the
weird - adventures of that wonderful detective, Herlock
Sholmes, Bob Cherry buzzed “Tipperary  through a
comb and paper. While the cat is away, the mice will
play, and the Removites of Greyiriars were no exception
to the rule.

But when My, Quelch strode in, with thunderous brow
and ruetling gown, all those variouws cccupations ceased
suddenly, and Bob whispered his warning as the comb
and paper disappeared under his desk,

All eyes turned on the Remove-master, and the juniors
realised that it would indeed be judicious to keep their
“weather eve " wide open,

Mr, Queleh looked simply thunderous.

Evidently something had occurred to ruffle his serenity,
and to ruffle it very scripusly. The juniors sat as still
ae mice, with the exception of the unfortunate Hunter
who was in diffieulties with the toffee. Unwilling to
relinguish the tnﬂ{ morsel, Bunter had made a
tremendous effort to bite it in twain, so a8 to dispose of
it internally. He had succeeded in getting hiz teeth
fairly into it; but, unluckily, he could not get them
out again, neither did the toffee part in twain. Bunter,
suffering from temporary lockjaw, sat crimson and
grunting, _

Mr. Quelch’s eyes swept over the class grimly.
Apparently, he had heard the busy buzz as bhe came
along the passage.

“Tt is s remarkable thing,” eaid Mr. Quelel, in a
grinding voice, “ that this Form cannot be left to itself
for a few minutes without disorder resulting!”

No reply from the Remove, save a faint grunt from
Billy Bunter,

* Skinner " )

Harold Skinner jumped.

Yepn, sir!”

“What is that in your hapd?”

“ Mum-mum-my hand, siry®

“Yes. Show it to me at once!”

Skinner reluctantly disclosed the ink-ball. Mr. Quelch
purveyed it, and the inky band that held if, with ineffable
diegust,

i?gfut that in the fire at once, Skinmer, and then go

and clean yourself! TYou will take a hundred lines,

Figh !

Fisher T. Fish, the Yankee junior, started.

“Yep!” he gasped, .

“You had your feet on your desk when I came in.

“D-d-did I, air?” : <

“You did! You will take o bundred lines!

“(h, - Jerusalem !’ murmured Fisher T. Fish.

“ What did you say, Fish#"”

* Nun-nun-nothing, sir ! 1

Fisher T. Fish made himself look as small as possible,
though his eyes were gleaming. Fieh had been in hot
water the day before, and his hands were feeling foo
tender for a fresh application of the cane. The previous
day he had had a tremendous licking in the TForm-
master's etudy, which he had, indeed, thorpughly
deserved.  Mr. Quelch had discovered that Fishy had
lent ten ghillings to Snoop at sixpence a week interest
on the loan. Thizs was what Fisher T. Fish called a
Yusiness deal, and he was surprized and pained by the
view his Form-master took of it. Mr. Queleh gave Snoep
two euts for paving the interest, and Fishy six terrific
gwipes for taking it. And the enterprising business-man
of the Remove had groaned and moaned for hours aftec-
wards, and “guessed ¥ that be would pay the old
“ galoot ” out—some ! . . _

Mr. Queleh’s sharp eye lingered on Fisher T. Fish as
'f he were inclined to call him out before the Form; Lut
he refrained. DBesides, a loud and anguished prunt from
RBunter attracted his attention. His eyce glittered at the
Owl of the Femove.

“Bunter I he rapped out,

Grunt !

“Stand up 1’;

Bunter stood up.

Tur Macurt LiBRARY.—No. 420

“Why are you grunting in that ridiculous manner,
Bunter, as if you wish to give the impreesion that there
is a pig in the room:s”

Grunt !

“Answer me, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter made a great effort to answer. But hia
teeth were fairly nailed in the sticky toffee, and Lo
couldn’t. The only sound he could utter was:

* Mum-mum-mmooogh 1"

Y Bunter,” thundered Mr. Queleh, “what is the malter
with you? Why do vou not answer me:?”

“ Mmmmmmmmmmm [

“Have you taken leave of your senses, hoy

* Mmmmmmm 1

“Stand out here, Bunter !*

“Mmmmmmm !

There was a faint giggle from the class, but Mr.
Quelch’s fiery eve quelled it at onee. The Hemove sat ha
guiet and prim as a Quaker meeting. DBilly Dunter
roiled out before the class apprehensively.

“Come here, Bunter!” Mr. Quelch picked up 1lhe
cane from his desk. "“Kow, answer me!”

“%ﬁmgrﬂmm!? ; g

“ » do you not speak:™

£f Mminmm}[rﬂ I}e

“* Thie iz impertinence ! exelaimed Mr. Quelch. * Hold
out your hand, Bunter!”

“Mmmmm *

Harry Wharton rese in his place.

“If you please, sir, may 1 speak®”

“No, Wharton, you may not! Sit dewn!”
Wharton =at down, looking rather red.

AL
H

Then the

angry Form-master bestowed all his attention upon
William George Bunter.
“Hold out your hand at once, Bunter!”
“Mmmmmmm " mumbled  Bunter  desperately,

“Grooogh! Hoooh! Googggh! Mmmmmm ™

Bunter's face was crimeon with the effort to get rid of
the toffee; his little round eyes almost bulged through
hig spectacles, and the perspiration rolled dewn his fat
brow. Mz, Quelch gazed at him in surprise mingled
with alarm,

“Are vou ill, Bunter:” he snapped.

“*Mmmmmmm ! :

“Goodness ’graciﬂuﬂl What is the matier with the
boy? Epeak!™

Mr. Quelch grasped the fat junior by the shoulder and
shook him. Dunter's plasses slid down his fat little noze,
and he blinked over them in anguish. But the shake
helped him, and the toffee parted at last. He found his
voice,

“Ow! Ow! Grocogh! Yow! Wooop!"

“Ak! TYou find you can epeak?”’ said Mr, Quelch
sarcastically, “Now hold ¢out your hand!”

“M-mmmm! Oh, dear! If you pip-pip-please, sir, it

wasn't my fanlt! It was the tul-tut-toffec!” stutiered
Bunter, "It wag st-ststuck, sir!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence!" thundered Mr. Queleh. “Iow dare yonu
lapgh! Dunter, you greedy and disgusting hoy, havae
you heen devouring toffee o the Ferm-room?:”

“* Nunno, sir!"

“Then what were rou doing:"

* Seg-gucking it, sir”

Swish! Swish!

“Yarooph!™

“Ceaze that ridienlons poize at once. Bunter! Ga to
your place? Mr. Queleh breathed hard throurh his
noze¢. I there is any more disorder in thie class, the
Remave will be detained two hours alter leszons”

And that afternoon the Remove were 2e good as gold,
if not a little hetfer.

———

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Mystery of Mr, Quelch!
FTERNOON lesgsons passed off in a thundery
A af mosphere in the Hemove Porm-roam.
(ilad rnough were the juniors when the
weleome ward, © Dismizs " camoe at last,
The “chopper ™ had not come down apain; bt BMr,
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pig in the room? ™ Biily Booter made a great effort to answer, but his teeth were falrly malled in the sticky

% Why ace you grunting in that ridiculous manner, Bunter, as If you wish {o glve the lmpression that thare 13 & |

toffee, and he couldn’t, The only sound be could utter was: * Mum-mum-mmooooh1" (Sec Chapter 1.)

Quelch had been decidedly tartaric, and it was a relief
when lessons were over. 1t was plain enough that some-
thing was worrying Mr. Queleh, apart from the unruliness
of the Remove. Mr. Quelch was a just man, and
certainly did not intend to “ take it out * of his class for
the worry, whatever it was, that was on his mind, But
it had worked out like that.
“What the dickena has been bitin
Cherty, as the Removites stream
room. *There’s something up!”

*“The upfulness is terrific!” Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

Quelehy?” said Bob
out of the Form-

remarked. “The esteemed and ridiculous Quelch is
ratty. Something bas occurred to ruffle his sublime
serenity.”

“ Perhaps it's Fishy,” said Johnny Bull. * Quelchy was
awfully waxy yesterday when he caught him money-
lending.'

'.ﬁ"lﬂifﬁ was an emphatic snort from Fisher T. Fish.

“I guess Quelchy was a jay—a silly jay!” he said,
“ Why shouldn't I }l'eud Sncop two dellars and a half if
I liked?”

“No harm in that,” eaid ITarry Wharten. “DBut
charging interest on it was a dirty trick, and just like
yau.%’iﬁn}'!"

“T reckon it was business.” _

“ Quelehy didn't reckon it was!” chuckled Squiff. “And

Tue Macxer Lispany.—No. 420.

NEXT

MONDAY—

“SKINNER THE SKIPPER|"

now hé knows you, and has his eye on you, you'd better
chuck it for good, Fishy!”

Fisher T. Fieh sniffed.

“I puess Quelchy will be sor
yesterday,” he eaid. *“I calculate
short hairs!” : ‘

“Going to liek him?" prinned Squiff. .

“There's more ways of killing 'a eat than choking it
with cream,” said Fisher T. Fish. “You watch out, and
soe if Quelechy ain’t made to feel sorry for himself. I
cuees he didn’'t look so chippy this afternoon as usual—
just a few!”

The juniors atared at the Yankee schoolboy.

* Have you been japing him?®" demanded Wharton.

Fisher T. Fish looked mysterious,

“I guess that's my bizney,” he replied. “I guess I'm
not letting any cats out of the bag. No, sir. But I
reckon I'm after Quelchy’'s old scalp! I'll shew him
whether he ecan wallop a free American citizen for a
little business deal! You jest watch out!™

And Fisher T. Fish walked away, frowning.

“(Gas!” eaid DBob Cherry sententiously.
wouldn't have the nerve to jape Quelchy!
something up!
before I

“I say,

for that licking
Il get him by the

* Fighy
But thore's
I've never seen Quelchy auch a Tartar

you fellows "—Dilly Bunter's voice was

Qrand, Long, Complatae Story of Harry
A harton & Co. By FRANK BIGHARDS,
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athetie—*"T say, jen't it rotten? I've been licked just
ecause Quelchy had indigestion—I suppose it was
indigestion. I've a joliy good mind to complain to the
Head! Y say! I wonder what there was in that letter
to worry him?”

“Eh? What letter?” )
“Quelchy’s had a letter,” explained Bunter. “1 saw
it when the postman brought it at midday. It was

addressed in typewriting. He loocked as black as thundoer
when he opened it, and bolted into hie study. I
happened to pass his etudy door, and heard him say
* Cheese it!" ™

“No, he didn’t say * Cheese it!)” Tle was alone there,”
gaid Bunter. ‘“He said, ' Good gracious! Bless my soul!
What astounding impertinence!’”

*What on earth did he say that for if there waos
vobody with him?"” exclaimed Rake.

“Tt must have been the letter, of course—a hill, very
likely! Perhaps somebody’s dunning him for money. I
hope so. I hope ha‘]luﬁet a summouns, ¢r a writ, and bo
arrested for debt a sent to penal eervitude,” said
Bunter, rubbing his fat hande. “I hope—I say, you
Ellﬁs;’&ﬂn't walk away while I'm talking to you!

easts !’

But Harry Wharton & Co. did not stay te listen to
Bunter’s charitable bhopes concerning his Form-master.
It was still light enough for footer ﬁractir;&, and they
hurried out ptg the School House. Skinner and Fisher
T. Fish had to write lines, and they wrote them in a
very bad temper. They gave each other sympathetic
looks when they met in the passage an hour later with
“impots " in their hands.

“Hotten, isn't it?"” growled Skinner,

“ Rotten ain't the word !” said Fisher T. Fish savagely.
“Quelchy’s got a down on me. Faney hauling up a

aloot. for lending a chap a couple of dollars and a half!

hen giving me limes for putting my feet on a desk—me,
you k:}*ﬂwl And he's licked me for spitting in the Form-
rcom !

“Berve you jolly well right!” said Skinner. “Ounly a
horrid beast would do such a thing!”

“Waal, T swow! A free American citizen spits where
he likes,” gaid Fish. “In the Yew-nited States expectora-
tion is considered ome of the grealest rights of a free
American—anywhere he chooses, sir, and any time he
chooses! You're behind the times in this old island!
You don’t know what freedom is. But the old paloot
will be sofry for it! You watch gut.” '

And Fish frowned and tock in his lines with Skinner
at his heels. The click of a typewriter somnded from
Mr. Queich’s study.
had recovered his equanimity, and was at work apain
upon that celebrated *“History of Greyfriars,” which
pecupied most of his leisure time.

“Coma in!" rfapped out Mr. Qucleh, as the Yankee
junior knecked at the door,

The two Removites entered.

Mr. Quelch was eeated at the typewriting-table. He
looked round as the two juniors came in with their
!m!mﬂiﬁﬂﬂs in their hands.

" That will do, Skinner,” he said, glancing at Skinner’s
lines. “You may go!”

~ Harold Bkinner had been very careful with his lnes
in consideration of the Form-master's tartaric humour
that day. Fish had not been &o careful. Mr. Quelch
frowned as he glanced over the scratchy, smudgy sheets,

::ﬂFuah, vour imposgition ie disgracefully written!” he
said.

The Yankee junior looked sullen,

“You bave made no fewer thap seven blots and four
smudges,” said Mr. Queleh. “I wonder you are not
ashamed to bring me such a paper! You will take this
away, and brmg me your lines properly written at once !”

“1 guess——" began Fish.

“You may go!”

Mr. Quelch turned to his typewriter again. Fisher T.
Fish, with feelings too deep for words, walked out of
the study. Skinner grinped at him in the passapge.

“You duffer ™ he said. “You ought to have been
specially careful this time! 1 was. You know he wae
ratty to-day ™

THe MacNeT Lierary.—No. 420.

Apparently, the Remove-mester

Fisher T. Fish breathed hard through his long, thin
NOEE.

1 ﬁuess he's got a down on me,” he said. “And I
suess I'll make him sorry for this! You watch out!”

“Gas!” enid Skinner.

“You watch out!” said Fish savagely.
teeth cut in Noo York, I can tell ?‘ﬂ'l.l! I calculate I
know how to handle a jay like that! You watch out!”

And Fisher T. Fish carried away his rejected manu-
seript to his study, and laboured on it afresh with many
grunts and complaints. He was still busy on it when
Squiff and Jobnoy Bull, who shared No. 14 with him,
cane in to tea, ruddy and bungry, after football practies.

Y Etill going it? asked Sampeon Quincy Iffley Field
sympathetically,

“I gucse this is the second edition!” groaned Fish.

“Too many blots and smudges for his lordship on the
firet lot1”

“Why couldn’t you be careful?’ said Johuny Bull
“Buck up! We want that table for tea™

“I guess I'm nearly done!” groaned Fish., “The jay's
got a down on me! But I guess I've got a down on him,
too, and hae'll be made to sit up and take notice! You
watch out!”

Squifi looked at the Yankee junior curiously.

“Do wyou mean to say that you had anything to deo
with upsetting Quelchy this afternoon?” he demanded.

“I puess I'm not giving anything away!”

Y Well, if you did it, don't do it again, that's all!”
said the Australian junior. “We all get mustard when
Quelchy’s ratty !”

“I reckon he'll be rattier to-morrow,” said Fisher T.
Fish mysteriougly. “And I kinder reckon he'll be
rattier etill the next day! You watch out”

And with those mysterious words, Fisher T. Fish
collected up bhis impot, and took it away to Mr. Quelch’s
study once more. Squiff and Johnpy Bull exchanged
glanees.

“ What is the silly duffer driving at?" said Sguiff,

“Gas!" said Johuny Bull laconically.

And Bguiff nodded assent. Most of Fisher T. Fish's
utterances were regarded as “gas” in the Remove, and
the Remove were usnally right. But, as it happened,
this time the Yankee junior was in deadly ea.mes!:: As
he would have expressed it in his native lan , hia
“mad” was up. And—aecording to Fishy, at least—
when his “mad ” was up, he waz a dangerous “galoot.”

“1 got my eye-

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Yery Mysterious!

L ALIO! Hallo! Hallo!®
It was very dusky in the old Close of
Greyfriare, The Famous Five- were

“trotting ” round the Close for exercise be-
fore going to bed. As they came by the school-wall,
still on the trot, the sound of boota scraping on the wall
drew that ejaculation from Bob Cherry.

The chume of the Remove stopped. Bomeone was
climbing out over the echool-wall within a few yards of
them.

“Some silly ass breaking bounds,” said Harry Wharton.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Let’s teach him the giddy error of his ways,” he said.
“TIt might be Loder of the Sixth. Come on!”’

Bob ran towarde the wall,

In the deep dusk, under the shadow of the trees, a
ﬂgure was seen clambering over the school wall with the
aid of a ftree-trunk that prew close to the old stone.
Bob Cherry prompily reached up and grasped the
dangling ankles.

There was a startled ezclamation abovae,

“Ow! Oh, Jerusalem !

“Fishy " ejaculated Bob. :

“Oh, seissors! Is that you, Cherry, you jay? T puess
you startled me !’

“ What are you breaking bounds for, Fishy

“1 puess T'm going out for a little trot.”

“But it’s bed in half an hour.”

“I reckon I shall be back by then.”
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“Don’t be an ass, Fishy " said Harry Wharton. “You
know it means a licking if you're spotted.”

“I suppose you jays ain't poing to sneak:” pgrowled
Fisher. * Leggo my legs, Cherry, you blithering jay!”

“Why can’t you have wyour trot inside the walls®”
demanded Nugent.

“The trotfulness would be safer within bounds, my
esteamed Fishy,” said Hurree Singh. * Descend jump-
fully, and don't play the giddy ox!”

“{nemmn alone, you jays! I'm going out!” ‘

“What the thunder i1s the little game? exclaimed
Johnny Bull. “ You're not going out for a trot; that's
all rot! What are you up to?™

“I gpuess that's m{' buginesz!” growled Fish. “Are you
ioing to let go my legs, you slabsided mugwump! Look

yer! I've got to get down to Friardale to catch the
post. Now let me go!”

“Not calling in at the Cross Eeys?" chuckled Bob.

“Nope, vou galoot!”

“Well, it’s your own business, T suppose,” said Bob,
releasing the %&nkﬂe junier. “ But you're a silly ass
to+ run that risk to post a letter. It would catch
the first morning collection if you put it in the box
here.”

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

“I guess that wouldn’'t fill the hill,” he remarked.
#So-long, and don't say nnithing about this!" )

“We sha'n't sneak, if that's what you mean,” said
Harry Wharton. “But you're an ass, Fishy! Quelch
is down on you already.”

“I guess I'm down on him, too."”

Fisher T. Fish clambered over the wall, and dropped
into the réad. The Famous Five resumed their sprint
round the quadrangle, Fisher T. Fish's action puzzled
them, but, as Bob said, it was no business of theirs, and
Fish knew the risk he was running. _

At half-past nine Wingate of the Sixth looked imnto
the junior common-room, to shepherd the Hemove off to
their dormitery. Fisher T. Fish was not there. The
captain of Greyfriars did not notice his absence till the
juniors were turning in. Then he glanced at Fishy's
empty bed.

“Hallo! Where's Fish?” he exclaimed.

“Well, he isn't here,” said Bolsover major.

Wingate frowned.

“Why hasn't the young ass come up to bed? I'll warn
him, Anybody here know where he ia?"

Harry Wharton & Co. avoided mee%iui Wingate’s
inquiring glance. They knew where Fish had goue, at
all events; but it was not their business to say. There
was a hurried step in the passage, and Fisher T. Fish
came breathlessly into the dormitory. He looked as 1f
he had been running, as indeed he had. .

“Where the dickens have you beem, Fish?' ¢xclaimed
Wingate angrily., : .

“Horry! I guess I've been mending my bike, and T
didn't notice the time,” said Fisher T. Fish. *T'll be
in bed in a jiffy."”

“You'd better 1" snapped Wingate,

Fish turned in, grinning to himself, and the prefect
turncd out the light and left the dormitory. Then Bob
Cherry's voice was heard,

“#ishy, you George Washington !”

Fizher T. Fish chuckled.

“ You hoven’t been monding yvour hike,” said Bulstrode.
“I've been in the bikeshed, and you weren't there.”

“1 puess il’s neeessary to be diplomatic somctimes,”
said Fisher T, Iish, with another chuckle.

“To tell rotten lies, vou mean!” said Iarry Wharkton
disdainfully.

“h, rats! T ealeulate I'm not looking for a licking !

“IWhere have you been, then?’ asked Bolsover major.

Fisher 1. Fish did net scem to hear the guestion.
He bezan to snore emphatically.

“What are youn kecping fatheaded secrets for, Fishy "
called out Hazeldene,

Sonore !

“He's been out of bounds, and he's lisd fo Wingate
about it!” prowled Bob Cherry. “ I suppose that's what
Fishy would call business.  Pishy, you're a worm IV

Snore !

“The wormmfulness of the esteemed Fishy is terrific!
Fle iz like the csteemed George Washington, who counld
not tell anyvthing but a lie”

“Ha, ha, ha!"
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“ What's the little game, Fishy?” bawled Rake.

Snore!

Fisher T. Fish evidently did not intend to enlighten
his Form-fellows as te hiz mysterious expedition. He
did not speak another word, and the Remove soomn
&m];p&d ol to sleep and forgot all about Fisher T. Fish.

The next morning some of the Remove fellows eyed
Mr. Quelch a little nervously when they went in to
breakfast. But the Form-master's brow was placid. It
appeared that the “tantrums ™ of the previcus day had
passed away completely.

There were several lefters at the
elbow on the breakfast-table. Mr. Quelch sometimes
opened hig letters during breakfast, to save time. Harry

harton, who happened to Le sitting pearest the Form-
master, could not help seeing that the top letter of the

ille was addressed to Mr. Quelch in typed letters, and
¢ remembered Bunter's remark of the day before. It
was not unusual for Mr. Queleh to receive typed letters
on business matters, of course. Mr. Quelch picked up
that letter first, and glanced at it, and his brows con-
tracted slightly. He was not looking so much at the
typed address as at the postmark, which was the local
one of Friardale. From the village it was odd enough
that a type-written communication should have come.
Typewriters were certainly not common in the sleepy
little village.

Mr. Quelch slit the envelope, and drew out a letter,
ty'ped, also, on thin paper. He unfolded the letter.

‘Goodness gracious !

Several of the junicrs glanced round as the Form-
master made that sudden, startled remark.

Wharton kept his eye on his macui.

What he had seen he could not help seeing, and he
had no desirs whatever to pry into any of Mr. Quelch’s
private affairs.

The Form-master was staring blankly at the letter,
But he recovered himself in a moment, and thrust the
letter into his ket. Then he proceeded to o the
other letters. ut his brows were knitted, and his lips
were set tight., Evidently the typewritton missive had
had an effect upon him.

Billy Bunter caught Wharton's eye, and winked. The
captain of the Remove frowned at him. Bunter grinned.
The Owl of the Hemove was mot too short-sighted to
note things that did not concern him. He had spotted
the typed letter and its effect on Mr. Quelch. Billy
Bunter was guite convinced that it was a dunning letter,
and, remembering his latest licking, he hﬂ-]::E‘d it was a
very severe one, and that it contained a " writ,” Mr.
Quelch quitted the Remove table before breakfast way
finished, and went directly to his study.

I1f Billy Bunter had mnot been detained with the
important business of finishing his breakfast, he might
have had an opportunity of hearing Mr. Quelch using
the telephone, and speaking into it in agitated tones,
which would have givem him still further food for
thoughts, and furnished him with fresh reasons for mind-
ing anybody’s business but his own'

Remove-master's

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Startling News |

si]: SAY, you fellows .

Morning lessons were over. Mr. Queleh had
been very guiet and subdued in the Form-room.
He had not been irritable, but he had been
plainly worried, and two or three careless juniors had
virned the sharpest edge of his tongue. Fisher T. Fish
had been ameng them. Iishy persisted in counstruing
Latin with hiz usual slovenliness, having indeed a pro-
fannd contempt for dead languages, which, added te the
fact that he was a duffer, made him almost the biggest
dunce in c¢lassics that the Lower Mourth contained, And
when Fishy had to read Latin, he did it with a nasal
twang that would certuinly have made “ Quintilian stare
and zasp,” and which had a bad effect on Mr. Quelch’s
nerves that morning.
Bunter had been ancther fellow to * cateh ™ it.  Bunter
1

Grand, Long, Complete S8tory of Harry
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hadn't dome his prep the evening before, and it was
useless to explain to Mr. Quelch that he had been too
busy making toffee. Even Mark Linley, the best scholar
in the Form, had been snmapped for a slight slip. The
best fellows in the Remove, realising that Mr. Quelch
was out of sorts, were patient and attentive; but the
wlackers grumbled under their Lreath, and felt extremely
injured. As Bob Cherry remarked good-naturedly, after
the ordeal was over, if 8 Form-master couldn’'t rag his
own Form when he was waxy, whose Form could he rag?

Harry Wharton & Co., though they felt no resentment
for the unusual “rattiness * of a master who was gener-
ally kind and just, were glad to get out of the §‘1ﬂ‘l‘m'—
room. They sauntercd out into the Close, Bob remark-
mg that ke needed some fresh air to buck him up after
Quelchy.

The chums were chatting in the quad, when Billy
Bunter came up, breathless, red, excited, his eyes almost
bulging through his glasses. Bunter was simply burst-
ing with news,

‘T say—I say, you fellowa—he's come for him!”
gasped Bunter.

“Has he?” said Bob cheerily. “Who's come for him,
!-tllh-!:ij’? Get your second wind, and tell us all about
it !

“Quelchy! Grimes! He's come! And I'm jolly
giad!” pagped the fat jumior. “J say, do you think he
will handcuff him

“Whoe? Which? What?” roared Bob.

“Him, you know—he's come, and he's gone to his study
~—he has really, and he's there; he was there when he
came, and he was taken in to him at once.”

“What on earth are Jou burbling about?” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “Who's he, and who is him#™

“0Oh, really, Wharten—"

“Make it a bit clearer, old chap!” said Bob encourag-
ingly. *“Now, let’s have it straight. He came for him,
and he was there when he came, and he saw he, and he
saw he, and both saw him, and he and him, and him and
he——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*“0h, really, Cherry! You know what I mecan. Those
typed letters, you know—didn't 1 tell you Quelchy was
being dunned for money?” said Bunter triumphantly.
“I guessed he was in debt; it couldn't be anything else,

ou know. When a man gets a typed letter, and goes
mto tantrums, and licks a chap for nothing, vou can bet
he’s being dunned. I knew it. You fellows will have to
admit that I found it out first of all !

“Nobody's likely to dispute your elaim of being the
firat to shove a fat nose imto what deesn’t concern you,”
said Johnny Bull.
~ “Oh, really, Bull. But he’s come for him 1" shouted
Bunter. "“0ld Grimes, you know—Inspector Grimes of
Courtfield.”

“Has old Grimes come here!” asked Frank Nugent,

“What-ho!” chirruped Bunter, *“He's come for
Quelchy !

‘““Fathead !

"Oh, really, Nugent! I tell you Inspector Grimes
came in a fow minutes Elﬁ;ﬂ, and asked for Mr. Quelch,
and Trotter took him to his study at once,” said Bunter
ﬁﬁirdlf‘ “He was jingling the handcuffs in his pocket.”

m IJ?

“Well, he had his hand in his pocket, anyway; I caw
.it_J:I

“How could you see it if it was in his pocket *”

“Oh, really, you know! I saw that he had his
hand in his pocket. And he was looking as stern as—
ag—as——"

“As the stern of a ship?”

“Oh, don’t be funny, you fathead!
Quelchy, I know that,
see, and he can't pay u

He's come for
Quelchy’'s got into debt, you
. and Grimes has come to arrest
him, and I'mn iiﬂ“;lr glad " chirruped the cheerful Owl.
“I say, you fellows, do vou think he’ll be handeuffed?
After the way he's treated me, I should be glad to see
himm handcuffed. I think he deserves it, don’t you®”

*“You silly ass ! roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry! Look here, why don’t you come
and see him taken away. You don't often zce a Form-
master’ marched off by a copper.”

Tre Magner Lisgary.—No, 420,

And Bunter rushed back to the School House, deter-
mined that, for his part at least, he would not miss that
interesting sight ¢f a Form-master being marched off
by a “copper.

“The fat idiot " growled Bob. *I wonder what Grimey
has come for, theugh? He don’t often call here.”

The Famous Five strolled towards the House. Hazel-
dene and Tom Brown met them, looking somewhat ex-
cited.

“What's this yarn Bunter’s spreading?” asked Hazel.
“There can’t be anything in 1t—about Quelehy being
arrested-—-="

*Ha, ba, ha!™

“Bunter says he saw the warrant,” said Tom Brown.

“Dunter improves as he goes along,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “He didn’t tell us about the war-
rant. We only had the handeuffs.”

“But what does Grimes want, anyway?” said Hazel.
“I saw him come, and he was looking solemn enough, and
he was shown straight to Quelchy’s study.”

“Heard the news?” exclaimed Skinner, dashing up.
“DBunter says——7" .

“Ha, ha! What does he say now?”

“About Quelchy being arrested. Bunter says the in-
specior’'s got a warrant for him, and took out his hand-
cuffs as he went inte hiz study.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I hope there’s sormething in it,” said Skinner.
“We shonld be without a Form-master for a bit, and that
would be ripping. No prep, you know.”

“Jolly ripping for a slacker !” agreed Bob Cherry.

“Well, I'm going to see him taken, if he is taken,” said
Skinner. “Come on, you don’t want to miss a sight like
that. I wonder what old Quelch has been doing?”

A good many fellows ghared Skinmer’s view, and half
the Kemove was wondering what Quelchy had been
“doing.” Dunter’s amazing yarn had spread like wild-
fire,

Bunter’s yarns, it wae true, generally had little or
no foundation, But this time there was evidence. In-
spector Grimes, of the Courtfield Police certainly had
come; he had asked for Mr. Quelch, and had been shown
at once into that gentleman’s study. And the worry
that had lately been on Mr. Quelch's mind, which had
bieen observed by all the Remove, was corroborative
evidence. What could be more probable than that Mr.
(Juelch’s tartmess and troubled looks had hbeen cauced
by the affair, whatever it was, that had led to the police-
officer’s visit?

Then the typed letters—which Bunter knew all about,
and had told everybody about?  Quelchy was being
dunned for money—according to Bunter's theory—and,
indeed, it looked probable. So the Removites, thrilling
with excitement, gathered round as mnear Mr. Quelch’s
door as they dared, waiting for eventualities. 'They
simply thrilled at the idea of seeing their Form-master
led forth, like Eugene Aram, with gyves upon his wrist.
1t was a little excitement that did not often fall to the
lot of schoolhoye.

There was o buzz of excited voices, in the crowd in the
passage. Dilly Bunter being called upon for details, sup-
plied them, with an inventiveness and rmagination that
would have done credit to a war correspondent.

“Handcuffs?  Yes, rather! I distinetly heard them
clinking—in faet, I—I saw them—gleaming like any-
tking. And he had the warrant in his hand., And ke
said to ’Eéuelch'_r,r, when he went into the study—he—he
galfd——

“Well, what did he say?’ demanded Wibley.

e said, " Anything you say may be taken down in
evidence ! © anid Bunter, with a really brilliant Aight
of imagination. Billy Bunter was so cxcited, and so sure
that he was on the track, that he hardly knew he was
lying.

“(ireat Scott!
Tolces.

“You heard him, Bunier?

“Of conrse T did—quite plainly.
deep and stern. Quelchy turne

“My word!”

“1e staggered back, and fcll into his chair,” continued
Bunter, “and he said, in a gasping voice—"

Fle said that I exelaimed half a dozen

ITis volce was awfally
as white as a sheet,™
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The portly form of Mr. Grimes stepped forth, accompanied by Mr. Quelch. Coker made a stride forward, and his
powerlul grasp closed upon ithe Imspector, and the astoonded officer was backed up agalnst the wall in a

twinkling. * No, you don’t 1" sald Coker grimly.

Mr. Quelch stoad transfixed, (See Chapler 6.)

“Rats!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Oh, really, Ogilvy! He said, © It's come at Jast!
go quietly

“By Jove

“Poor old Quelchy!”

“Huard cheese!”

“Well, if it's true, we're not poing to miss this!” said
Snoop. “L'd give a term’s pocket-money to sce it”

“ Rotter 1 said Ogilvy. “If it's true, I'm jolly sorry
for Quelchy !

It isn't true!™ said Vernon-Smith.

“Oh, really, Smithy! I tell you Quelchy was as white
As—ag—ag——""

“As the liver of a consciemtious objector?” echuckled
Rake.

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

“And he said, * Oh, heavens ' ¥ went on Bunter, “He
gaid, © Oh, heavens! Alas?"™

“Draw it mild!" growled FPeter Todd.

“1 heard him ! shouted DBunter. “And he looked guile
blne™

“You said white just now.”

*Ha, ha, ha!"
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““SKINNER THE SKIPPER!”

“Shush ™ said Skinner. *I can hear ‘em moving—
they're coming !”
"7 And the crowd of cxcited juniora “shushed,” watching
Mr. Quelch’s door with all their eyes, breathless,
Q Mr. Quelch was seated in his study, facing the
portly inspector. From Imspector Grimes
manner it would mot have been supposed that he had
come with hostile intentions. Ie was very respectful,
and very interested.

“Thank you very much for answering my telcphone-call
so promptly,” said Mr. Quelch. “I am greatly in need
of your advice, and perhaps assisbance.”

“ A matter of threntening letters, sir, you told me on
the 'phone,” remarked the inspectér. “Depend upon it,
it won't take long to nail the rascal. Let me huve tha

details of the matter.” ; o o
“It is really most extraordinary,” said the Remove-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch's Trouble !

TITE uncemscious of the thrilling excitement
he was cansing in the ranks of the Removites,

arand, Long, Comploto Story of Harry
A hrtan & Co. By FRANK RIOHARDS,
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master, with a harassed look. “I have net, so far as T
am aware, an enemy. Certainly not one in this neigh-
bourhood, where, I believe, I am respected. I am amazed,
and quite perplexed. I received the first letter yester-
day, by the midday post. Apother was delivered to me
this morning, in mu the same tenor. 'Then I resolved
to communicate with the pelice without further deluy,
and I rang you up.” ]

“And do yon know from whom the letters eame*"

“I have nro idea.”

“The handwriting—-"

"']‘hely were typed,” said Mr. Quelch. “ There iz, =o
far aa I can see, no clue to the sender. But possibly you
may detect things that are hidden from my eyes”

" Quite possibly, sir,” emiled the inspector. “ That is
my business. Hawve you consulted anyone else, so far?”

“1 have acquainted Dr. Locke with the matter., He
suggested sending for his relative, Ferrers Locke, the
refebrated detective.  But—but I naturally wished as
little fuss to be made as possible.”

“1 think you may rely on the local police, sir,” =aid
Mr. Grimes, a little stiffiy. I ﬂcarceﬁf think Ferrers
Locke would be likely to have more success in the matler
than myself, for instance. Pray let me sce the letters.”

“They are here.”

Mr. Quelch opened his desk, and teok out tweo
envelopes. They were addressed to himself in type. The
mspector scanned the envelopes,

“T}'E-eﬂ on a machine using a purple ribbon,” he re-
marked. * Of course, there are Pr[ﬂ.l:li.ll}’ gsome thousands
of such machines in the county.’

“ But the postmark is Friardale,” said Mr. Queleh. I
am not aware that anyome in the village uses a type-
writer,”

The inspector smiled.

"True; but there are dozens used in Counrtficid. The
writer of the letter might choose to post it in another
place, in order to cover up his tracks”

“Yes, that is very trme. This is the first letter 1
received,”

The inspector examined the letter,

nrple on ordinary typewriting-paper.
wading. It ran:

“HESNRY QUELCH, BEWARE!
“Tyrant, an enemy iz on your track! When you least

expect it, the blow will fall ! bPTﬂpam to meet your doom !
“NEMO.”

i

It was typed in
There was na

“ Extraordinary " said the inspector,

“And this is the second letter, which I received this
morning.”

The zecond letter van:

“TREMBLE!
“ This is the second warning ! .
" Seven warnings will be given, and then the hlow will

fall! ‘T'yrant, your days are numbered! IYrepare to
perish ! NEMO."

Inspector Grimes examined both the letters very atten-
tively. He was looking somewhat perplexed.

"‘i{'crll, sir, what conclusion do you draw?"” asked Mr.
Quelch at last, “TIs it some incredibly foolish joke, or
docs some danger in reality threaten me®”

“‘That it is scarcely possible to say at this stage,” said
the inspector gravely. “You say that you have mo
personal enemy "

“ Not that I am aware of.”

“There is no one who—exouse me—may consider that
vou have injured him#”

Mr. Quelch shook his head.

“T cannot recall anyone. Of course, I have not passed
through life without some little differences with various
persens. But I can conceive of no reason why anyone
shonld threaten my life. Unless the letters are a foolish
practical juLm, t.he‘{r zeert to me the work of a lunatic”™

“That 1s possible,” =aid the inspector. “A man of
unsound mind might nourish a scnse of injury for a
wholly 1maginary cause.”

Mr. Quelch shuddered. ]

"1t iz not pleasant to suppose that some Iunatic has
marked me down as his vietim !” he exclaimed. *I should
prefer to look upon the letters as a foolish joke.”

*“If that iz the case, it will cost the joker dear, when
he is discovered,” said the imspector. ' The ‘Frl‘it.‘lng‘ of
threatening letters, even for a joke, i&8 punished by im-
prisopment, With your permission, I will take these
lettera with me, and if you receive any more communi-
cations of the sort, please telephone me at once.”

“I will certainly do s0.” i

“T will leave no stone unturned to discover the writer,”
said Mr. Grimes. * Meantime, T should recommend yvou
to remain within the school walls. It iz useless to run
unnecessary risks.'

“ You think there is risk’

“If these lettera are sericusly writtem, there is very
decided risk., And I fail to see why anyone should per-
petrate so crnel a joke upen you, sir. You should be
aware whether you have made enemies in the neighbour-
hood, Someone who dislikes you might play such a prank,
to cause you uneasiness,”

“T can think of no one. Home tramp, perhaps, whom
T have ordered off the premises—thers was one a few
weeks ago——"

“A tramp could not be responsible for these Jetters.
Whoever has written them owns a typewriter, or at least
has access to one. It points to seme man of business
habits.”

“Yes, that is true. Some irresponsible lunatic, with a
fancied grudge against me,” said the Hemove-master,
with a shiver. “It is a terrible thought. I rhall
certainly not go out till you have investigated the matter,
My, Grimes. I was going this evening to play chess with
the vicar——"".

“ I should advise ]yﬂu to cancel that”

“Yes, yes; I will do s0. 1 need not say that I am
very anxious for the matter to be cleared up.”

'I'he inapector rose.

“You may safely leave it in my hands, Mr. Quelch.”
He put the letters in his pocket-book. *1 will take these
letters, with your permission. By consulting an expert,
I =hall soon ascertain nupon what make of machine they
were written, and that will narrow down the field of
search. Rely upon me,”

“Thank you!"” said Mr. Quelch.
anxionsly to hear from you."

And he opened the door for his visitor.

“1 ghall wait very

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Coker to the Rescue!

L HAT are you faps doing here”
Coker of the Fifth asked that question in
a peremptory voice, as he came striding

along the passage.

It was no concern whatever of Coker’s what the Remove
fellows might be doing there. But that wae just like
Coker. Horace Coker was o senior; but he was only in
the Fifth, and not a prefect, thongh he might have been
two or three prefects rolled into one, judging by his
A nneT.
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% Go and eat Coke!” said Bolsover major independently,

But Billy Bunter, too full of the great news to kecp
it dark, blurted out immedintely:

“We're waiting to see Quelehy arrested, Coker."”

Coker jumped.

“Mr, éuelch! Arrested !

* Yes, rather!" chortled Bunter. “ He's in debt, and
he's been dunned for the money, and Iuspector Grimes
has come to arrest him at last. Quelchy’s simply squirm-
ing with terror, begging and praying Grimes. to give lum
@ chance,”

“ Zood heavens!” said Coker.

“He was weeping just now,” said Bunter veraciously,
“We distinetly heard him-—I mean, I distinetly heard
him-~weeping with anguish. Of course, it's a come-down
for a Greyfriars master to be imprisoned for debt. But
the mspeetor is aa hard as nails, He's handeuffed him:”

* Handenffed Quelch !” gasped Coker.

“Yes; I heard the Eundcuﬂs clink,
Skinner?"

Bkinner, the practical joker of the Remove, closed one
eye at Bolsover major, unseen by the startled Coker,

“Yes,” he said solemuly. “ And Quelchy shricked, and
sald, * Give me time—oh, give me time to pay!" "

“I heard him,” said Bolsover major, wondering what
Skinner was driving af, but realising that he was pulling
Coker’s lep for some humorous reason.

Coker of the Fifth was popularly supposed to be every
kind of an ass: but he was mot ass enough to take
Bunter's statements without corroboration. But here was
corroboration encugh. Skinner and Bolsover looked as
solemn as owls, and the other fellows, guite willing to see
© Coker’s leg pulled, assumed an equally owl-like solemniby,
Wibley even eried a little into hiz handkerchief,

“Good heavens ! repeated Coker aghast, “ What an
awful state of things! Quelchy has his faults—he inter-
feres with a senior keeping the fags in order sometimes—
but this is too bad! Are you sure®™

“ You should have heard him sobbing !” said Snoop. “I
don’t liks Quelehy, but it's made me simply ery!”

“It was touching,” said Balsover.
Queleh, I SUpPOse he's had losses through the war, and
can't pay up.

“ And bo said he could }:aay if they pave him time,” said
Skinner mournfully. “If I were a senior I should inter-
fere and prevent Grimes from taking him away. DBut a
junior couldn’s, I wish I were in your place, Coker.”

“{loker might do it,” said Beolsover, ﬁatnhinﬁg on.
“ (Joker’s as brave as a lion, and he's big enough to knock
Grimey into a cocked hat.”

Coker started.

“ A—g chap can’t interfere with the law,” he said
zlowly.

“T wigh I were 4 senior " sighed Skinner. “T wouldn’t
ses & Greyfriars master marched off by the neck by a
blessed copper ! But, of course, if you're afraid to rescuc
Quelchy——"

“ Afraid!” shouted Coker.

“Weall, a conscientious objector, then,” said Skinner.
“ But if I were a big, brave chap like you, Coker, 1 know
what I'd de.”

“wWe'll back you up, Coker 1" said Rake.

“ Veog, rather! We'll all atand by you!”

“1 don't want backing up by fags!” said Coker disdain-
fully. “ But blessed if ].Pilcm’t chip in.  You're sure
Quelchy said he ecould pay if they gave him time?"

“Yeg, rather! His words were: ‘ Two hours will be
enough. Spare me for two hours, and all shall be paid !”

“ Well, if two hours is all he wants, he’s going to have
it!" graid Coker determinedly. “I'll lend him =2 fiver
myself, if it's so bad as that. Grimes izu't geing to lake
him away!”

* Bravo, Coker!”

“(ollar the brute as he comes out,” said Skinner.
“Make him promise to give Quelchy time. A master
naturally n:{{wuta to be backed up by a prominent amd
infuential fellow like you, Coker.”

“0f course,” asscoted Coker, “I'Hl show Grimes
whether he ean come swanking here and arresting a
Greyfriars master! Hather!”

“ Here they come!” murmured Sneop.

Coker strode towards the study door.

The juniors were trembling with excitement now,
Whether or not Mr. Grimes had come to arrest the
Bemove-master was 2 question; but there was no doubt
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at all that there would be a seneation if the great Coker
“went for " Mr. Grimes.

The door opened.

The portly form of Mr. Grimes stepped forth, accom-

anied by Mr. Quelch, Coker made a stride forward, and

is powerful grasp closed upon the inmspector, and the
sstounded officer was backed up against the wall in a
twinkling.

“ No, vou don't!” said Coker grimly,

Mr. Quelch stood transfized.

Inspector Grimes bumped on the wall, in such a state
of surprise that he simply collapsed. He slid down Lhe
wall, and sat at Coker's teet, Coker, still grasping him
in his powerful arms, rolled him over on his back, and set
a heavy knee on his chest.

“ Run for it!" he shouted.

“Coker!” gtuttered Mr. Queleh.

“What—what does this mean?’ roared the inspector,
beginning to struggle viclently. “Is this boy mad?
Release me! Wh}*.glbwill—]: will—"

“Run for it!” yelled Coker. “Cut off while I've pot
him down!”

“Coker! Coker!” .

“Why don't you cut?” shouted Ceker, grappling with
the struggling mspector. * Hook it, sir!”

“Haook it!” gasped Mr. Queleh.
Coker?"”

“ Release me " shrieked the inspector. * I will take you
into custody for thia! Mr. Quelch, command this lunatic
to release me!”

“Do you hear, Coker? How dare you assault Inspector
Grimes! Are you oub of your semses? Helease that
gentleman at once!” roared the Remove-master.

*“[a, ha, ha!” yvelled the Removites.

There was no sign of handeuffs, and it was perfectly
¢lear by this time that Mr. Quelch was not under arrcst.
Evidently the inspector’s call had been of a harmless
nature,

The juniors enjoyed the scene immensely, Even Coker
began to think that there must be a mistake.

He could not have much further doubt of that when
Mr. Queleh rushed at him, grasped him by the shoulders,
and dragged him bodily off the inspector.

Mr. Grimes serambled up, very dusty, very ruffled, and
very furious.

‘““The boy is mad!” gasped Mr. Quelch, * Inspecter
Girimes, how ecan I apologise for this unparallelca out-
rage?f [t is unheard of ! I assure you that Coker shall be
severaly punished !”

* Pip-pip-punished I stammered Coler.

“Flogged, sir!” shouted the Remove-master.
dare you! I repeat, Coker, how dare you?r”

“ B-b-but I was—was helping you, sir!”

“Ielping me! What do you mean?" _

“I—1I thought I ought to interfere, air, if you required
only Lwo hours to pay the money——""

“ The money! What money? Are you insane?”

“*The—the money you owe, sir. What Grimes has come
to arrest you for!” stammered Coker,

© prrest me!"” ghricked Mr. Quelch, “Is it possible,
Cuker, that yon were so utterly stupid as o aupfpn&c for
a moment that Mr. Grimes had come to Greyfriars to
arrest me?”

“ Ihd-did-didn't he, sir®” stuttered Coker.

The inspector burst inte a chuckle; he could not help
it {ﬁr. Quelch did not chuckle, He was crimson with
wratir.

“Mr. (rimes, pray excuse this stupid boy! TYou can
see that he is not in his right senses!” gasped Mr. Quelch,

“No harm done, sir!" said the inspector, chuckling.
“ | suppose the young gentleman thought I had come teo
wmake an arrest—ha, hal—and he waz going to rescue
you, sir. Ha, ha! No harm dowpe, sir, not at all.”

And Mr. Grimes walked away, still chuckling.

(nker stood rooted to the floor.

“ Mow, Coker,” said Mr. Quelch, in a rasping voice,
- {:x}:lain yourself I

“[—1 thought the inspector was arresting you, sir,”
stuttered the unfortunate Coker, “so I—I chipped m "

“Do you mean to say that you would have had the
audacity to interfere with a police-officer in the execution
of his duty, Coker?" thundered Mr, Quelch, i

“Are you insang,

“Haw
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*0h!" said Coker.

“You—you scuseless boy["

“I—I was mﬂg backing you up, sir,” said Coker feebly.
“I—I felt called upon to do it, as—as you only reguired
lwo hours to raise the money.”

“ Has someone told you I am in debt, Coker?”

* Ain't you, sir "

“Coker! This stugidi’t Who told you that
extraordinary falsehood*” t{nundered the Remove-master,
“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Coker. *““The voung villains!

I—1I suppose they were taking me in! I—I thought—"

“ You incredibly stupid boy! I suppose you have been
deceived by some practical joker, l'}jn:r.r shall report
thia conduct to your Férm-master, and request him to
administer a severe punishment |”

“Oh, my hat!” zaid Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ What are you juniors deing here?’ thundered Mr.
Quelch, * What—"

Before he could finish there was not a junior in the
passage,

Mr. Quelch went back into his study and slammed the
door, Horace Coker almost limped away. He went to
look for Skinmer and Bolsover und Bunter. But those
three cheerful youths wers not ito be found. They had
no desire whatever to meet Horace Coker just then.

———r——————an

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch is Alarmed!

K. QUELCH was looking very grim when he
appeared at the dinner-table. The Eemovites
did not dare to smile.

The Lower School had chuckled gleefully
over the Wﬂﬂ the great Coker had put his foot in it.
In spite of Bunter’s fertile imagination, it wag evident
that Imspector Grimes had not come te Greyfriars to
arrest the Remove-master. But the juniors could not help
wondering what he had come for. Some of the fellows,
too, had no doubt that Mr. Quelch was really being
dunned for money; for it was not difficult to deduce a
connection between those typed letters and the tartness
of the Form-master's temper.  Various theories were
started to account for it, Skinner fuwuring a theory that
Mr. Quelch had bLeen backing * gecgees” on the strict
“*Q.T.”  Bkinner would have had short shrift if his
yprecious theory had come te the ears of the Remove-
masgkter,

Fortunately, Mr. Quelch was not aware of the deep
interest his peracnal affairs were exciting in the Form.

His wmutjilhuir would probably have risen on end if he
could have heard the Removites debating how much he
probably owed, and to whom he owed it, and what he
owed it for. It was Bunter who had :'arted the story
of the Form-master’s indebtedness; but, really, the typed
letters and Mr. Queleh’s evident preoccupation and tars
temper eecrmed fo bear it out, In the absence of a more
probable theory, the juniors coneluded that the unfortu-
nate ]gcntlemun wag being dunpoed for money,

Billy Dunter was thinking it over very scriously. His
fat brow wore an expression of unusual gravity during
afternoon lessons. He whiapered to Squiff that it would
be only right to back up old Queleh, though he was a
beast. This laudable sentiment really did Dunter eredit;
but, unhﬂgpllj’, the gimlet eyes of Mr. Quelch were upon
him, and he was given fifty lines for talking in class,

_Fisher T. Fish might have been obzerved to grin several
times during lessons, as if considerably pleased with his
own thoughts, whatever they were. 1le watched the Form-
master very keenly, and appeared to derive comfort fram
his state of worry. After lessons the Yankee junior hiung
about the passages, apparently om the waich. That
evening was one of the regnlar occasions when Mr. Queleh
walked down to the vicarage o play his cveming game
of chess with Mr. Lambe. Dut when the usual time came
Mr. Quelch did not appear,

“By pum!” murmured Fisher T. Tizh, to himself.
“He's not going! By gum !

It was clear that Mr. Quelch was nof going, for the
click of his typewriter could be heard in his study. He
wae putting jn the time at the * History of Greyfriars.”
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Fisher T. Fish indulged in a prolonged chuckle, which
suddenly changed to a gasp as he received a terrible
smack on the back.

“YaroohI"  gasped Fish., “Yow! Tou ailly mug-

wum

* Hallo, hallo, halle!” =said Boh Cherry cheerily.
“ What's the little joke, Fishy? What are you going
off like an alarm-clock for?”"

Fisher T. Fish rubbed his shoulder and snorted.

1 Euess you might do Quelchy a gooed turn,” he
remarked.

“Eh? How?"

“You know he's booked for chess at the vicarage this
evening

“Is he?" said Bob carelessly. *“Yes; now 1 remember.
What about it#”

“Waal, he's forgotten. It's past his tithe for going.”

“What the dickens does it matter?”

“Waal, it would be only a good turn to remind him,"
zaid Fish, “Pop into his study and remind him.,”

“Rats!” said Bob., *He may have changed his mind
abc-ptwgnin; Hallo! What are you gurgling about
again?

“He, he, he!”

“Blessed if I can see the joke!” said Bob, mystified.
“Nothing funny in Quelehy changing his mind about
playing chess, iz there#”

“He, he, he! 1 calenlate I'll give him the tip myself,”
said Fisher T. Fish. *I want to see his face, anyway.”

Figh walked away to the Form-master’s door, leaving
Bob staring. He tapped very respectfully at the door,
and Mr. Quelch’s voice answered somewhat smappishly:

“Come in!”

Fisher T. Fish went in.

. “t‘]‘.‘fell_ what is it, Fish?" asked the Remove-master
arcly.

“ Eixcnse me, sir! T
ment, and I reckone
Fish.

* What ™

“As you usually go down to the vicarage Thursday
evening, sir, I caleulated it might have slipped your
menory.”

“Thank you, Fish! It has not slipped my memory.
You may go!”

“Yep. But—but there's something I think T ought to
tell you, sir,” said Fish respectfully.

"lindly make haste, then! You are wasting my
time !

*“It's about a man, sir, I saw lurking about the school,”
said Fish. “ He looked to me like a dangerous character,
B,

Mr. Quelch started.

“Indeed! Ideseribe the manp, Fish!™ The Form-master
thought of the mysterions letter-writer at once,

“I guess I didn’t see him very clearly, sir, as it's dark.
He was lurking about outside the gates, as if waiting
for somebody, and he hud a8 knife—--"

Mr. ﬂ:mlcil jutaped.

“ A—a knife, Fish?”

“Yep. He had it hidden under his eoat; hut—but I
saw  1t. I thought it wvery stranpe that a man
should be hanging about the school with a  knife
in his hand, sir, so I thought I ought to tell yon.”

" Quite right, Fish,” said Mr. Quelch, in an agitated
voice. *You did quite right to tell me. Is—is the man
still there™

“Nope. He sheered off when he saw me lonking at
him, sir,"”

*What was he like ™™

* A man muflled up in a big coat, sir.
any more,’

“How long ago was this#"

" About a quarter of an hour, sir.”®

“Yory pood, Fish. You may go!?

“Yoes, sir™

Fisher T. Fish quitted the study and closed the door.
The next moment his ear was glued to the kevhale,
He heard Mr, Quelch rise hastily,” and take the reeciver
from the telephone, and call the number of the Courts

uess vou've forgotten an al?ptrin!:»
1 ought to remind you,” said

I couldn't zeo
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You cheeky young rascall ” roared Wingaie. ** How dare you say such things about your Form-masterl” “Oh,

really, you kmow—— Leggo !

Wharre# you af, Wingate? Ok, you beast!”

Spank—spank—spank ! 0wl

Help! Fire! Murder! Yooo!™ roared Bunter, {SeeChapler 9.)

field Police-station.
waa audible:
“Ingpector Grimes! Is that Mr. Grimes speakinge?
Fisher T, Fish had no time to hear any more. A grip
of iron was laid on his collar, and he was wrenched away
from the door. He whirled round, spluttering, and found
Bob Cherry looking at him with blazing eyes.
“ Leggo, you jay!” gasged Fish.
“You spying worm!” said Bob
- Liat&nin% at a keyhole g
“Legpo! Quelchy's on the telephone, and I guess I
want to hear——"
“You can guess till

Then his woice, in apitated tones,

Cherry  angrily.

vou'te black in the face, but
you're not going to hear !” said Bob grimly. * Kim on!”

Fisher T. Fish was marched down the pasdage, with a
firm grip on his -collar. He glared furiously at Bob
Cherry, wrirgling in his grip.

“You silly jay!" he hissed.
hear—-"

“ Rats!”

“] guessg—""

“Shut un !

“1 ealeulate I'll make potato-serapings of you, Bob
Cherry ) -

"T{i}ght—hﬂt Come out into the quad and do it!"
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“I tell you I want to

“SKINNER THE SKIPPER!”

Bob Cherry marched the Tankee junior into the quad.
rangle, and released him there. Then he pushed back

his ouffs.
“{3o ahead with the potato-scrapinga!” he said.
Fisher T. Fish panted with wrath.

“You slabaided jay! I muess you ain’t worth heking !

“Ha, ha, ha! Too proud to ficht—what?" chuckled
Bob Cherry. “Then you'd belter semd me a mnote,
Pishy "

13 Wh&t?"

“That's the usual Yankee game, you know. You send
me a note, telling me what you'll do next time."”

* You mogwump——"

Bob Cherry walked away, chuckling, and Fisher T.
Fish put his collar straight, and scowled.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Hurree Singh Starts the Ball Rolling !
L HOPE you fellows are flush with tin !
I Billy Bunter expressed the hope in No. 1 Study.
The Famous Five were there, chatting over the
foothall match with Higheliffe, and disposing of
baked chestuuts at the same time. Billy Bunter rolled

A Qrand, Long, Complcte Story of Harry
¥YWharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDAS,
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jnto the study, with a little notebook inm his fat hand,
and a pencil behind his fat ear. He blinked at the
chume of the Remove, with an expression of unusual
importance.

*Don't say you're hard up!” he went on. * That won't
do for me!”

“Hallo, bhallo, hallo! Your tal-order want cashing
again?” asked Bob Cherry, " Don't say it's come at last!
Break it pently !

“The news would be astoundfully surprising!” re-
marked Hurree BSingh. “The esteemed postal-order
should be hung framefully in the study.”

“T'm not talking about a postal-order,” said Bunter.
“I'm talking about the Quelch subseription.”

*The what? shouted the juniors.

“The Quelch subscription,” said Bunter imgortantljr.
*As a leading member of the Hemove, I have decided to
take the matter into my hands. I sappose you fellows
agree with me that we ought to back up Quelchy "

“You told me so in the class-room, and got lines,”

grinned Bob,
Bunter coughed.
“Well, I—I forgive Quelehy,” he gaid. “Of courze

he's a beast. All masters are beasts. But, upon the
whole, I forgive him, and I'm going to try and get him
out of his scrape.”

“That's very genercous of you, Bunter,”

“I'm a penerous chap,” said Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bleesed if I can see anything to cackle at! Look
here! Quelchy is in debt, and I'm raiging a subseription
to pet him out. How much are vou fellows going to
eontribute ¢"

“Ha, ha, ha ' reared Bob Cherry. “You won't have
any of my tin to blue in the tuckshop!”

“'Tain't for the tuckshop, you duffer, it's for Quelchy,
to help.him out of his awful scrape. Fancy a Form-
master being dunned for money, and taking it out of his
clasa! The sooner we get it settled, the better it will
be for the Remove. As captain of the Remove, Wharton,
you ought to stand something handsome.”

“ Rate !

“Look here!

T expect you to support this subscrip-
tion. Quelch

ain't so bad, considering—not nearly so
bad as old Hacker, f'rinstance. Well, we ought Lo get
him out of his scrape,” said Bunter persulsively. *

idea iz to raise the money, and—and present it to him,
vou know, with a little speech.”

“I can see Quelchy taking it!”

“I don't see why he shouldn’t.
to get out of debt, wouldn't he#”

“You don’t know that he is in debt yet,” said Harry
Wharton.

“It's as clear as daylight. Those typed letters, you
know, and Quelchy being so ratty, and old Grimes
coming, and all that. He may be getting a summons
next, 1f we don’t rally round and rescue him. In fact,
I think very likely old Grimes came to serve a summons
on him. Faney old Quelchy up at the County Court,
asking the judge for time to pay! It would be a disgrace
to the school

“Ha, ha, ha™

“1 think it's very unfeeling to laugh at poor old
Quelchy being in such a fix, though he is rather a beast
about the prep. But that’s just like you fellows, youn're
unfeeling !" said Bunter indignantly. * As captain of the
Remove, Wharton, I expeet you to head the list. Say a
sovereign.”

“(Oh, my hat! Why not say a fiver?”

“Well, if your uncle has dubbed up to that czfent,
Wharton, it would be only decent to stand the whole
fiver,” said Bunter, his eyes glistening. “ You can rely
upon me to keep strict account of the cash.”

“Mra, Mimble would de that,” remarked Nugent.

“Look here, Nugent, if you mean to malquats: that I
ghould spend this money in the tuckshop——- .

“ Bless you, I don't inginuate it. I say it out plain!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Ahem ! Shall we say a fiver, Wharton, to head the
list ™ : ;

“You can zay what you like, Bunty—say a fenmer, if

on like.”
Tur Macxer Liprary.—No. 420,

inned Johnny Bull.
suppose he wounld like

“Have you got a tenner?"

“0Oh, no!™

“Then what do you mean, you silly aas?”

“I mean you're as likely to get a tenner as a fiver, or
fivepence, for that matter,” =aid Wharton, laughing.
“Run along and try some other study, Bunter. We've
known you too long."”

“If you doubt my personal honour, Wharton, I decline
to discuss the matter with you further.”

" Thanks !”

"“Bob, old chap, you had beiter head the list. Ewvery-
'I:-l:nul:'ij;r knows that yon're a better footballer than Wharton

“It isn't a football list, is it:"

“No, you ass—I mean, as yow could
head off, you ought to Dbe captain o
Therefore—"

“Call another day.” .

“Well, the list will remain open some time,” eaid
Bunter. “What day shall I eall®”

“Bay Februoary 32nd or April 1st, 10807

“{h, really, gh&l"l‘jl’! 1 say, Frank, are you poing to
head the list? You onght really to be captain of the
Remove, if everybody had his rights, T shall vote for
you when we have another cleetion. What shall I put
you down for:"

“Well, you could put me down for a silly ass, if I
:hq}led out any tin,” said Nugent., “But I'm not going
o

“I say, Johnny, old fellow

“Not so0 much of your “ Johuny old fellow 'I" growled
Jobhony Bull. *And don’t ask me for any tin, you

spoofing porpoise ! .

“On second thoughts, T shounld like to have an aristo-
crabic name at the head of the list,” said Bunter. “Can
I put your name there, Inky:"”

“With pleasurefulness, my esteemed fat Bunter™

“Good! It makes a list look well to head it with a
title,” said Bunter. “ Prince Hurree Jampot Ram Singh
—there you are! Of course, a prince is expected to hand
out something handsome.”

“The princefulness iz terrific, hut the handontfulness
]ils nﬂﬂt great,” said Hurree Jumset Ram Singh, shaking his

ead,

“ Now, look here, Tnky, don’t be mean. You've lotas of
money, and you don’t want to leave poor old Quelchy iu
the lurch,” said Bunter, in his most persuasive tones.
“Bomebody must start the ball rolling, you know, Are
vou poing to shell out a quid?”

“The ratfulness is terrvitic!”

“Look here, you nigger——'%

"Ha, ha, ha '

Bunter glared af the Famous Five.

“You're a set of mean rottevs, and I'd jolly well lick
you all round, if—if I had the time!” he snorted, " As
for you, Inky. I don’t Lelieve you're a prince at all, It
a nigger, and my belief is that you're a coolie or some-
thing, or 3 Thug. Yah!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh rose to his feet,

“Does the esteemed Bunter really wish to start the
ball rollfully®’ he asked politely.

Bunter's truculent manner changed at once,

“ Yes, rather! I—T take back what I said about your
being a nigger—I was only joking, you know."”

“The jokefulness was tevrific,” assemted the Nabob of
Bhanipur, **Hard words bhutter no parsmips,’ as your
Eng]iﬁ]il-l proverb says. I shall be delightfully pleased to
gtart the ball rollfully.”

lay Wharten's
Elrrle Remove,

“Inky, vou ass, don’t hand out anything I exclaimed
Nugent, “It's only a dodge to get a raise for the tuck-
shop.”

* You shut up, Nugent! Ton’t you presume to interfers
with a prince !” said Bunter. "“Inky's jolly well the only
decent chap in this study! I say, Inky, could you make
it a quid to start the ball rolling ="

“1 gould, my esteemed fat Bunter; but I preferfully
choose to start the ball rollfnlly in ancther way.”

Y Well, 'hnIf-a-guid wonld do, you know—— HHallo!
Wharrer you at?’ roared Bunter, as two dusky hands

erasped him forcibly.
“T am starting the ball vollfully”™
“ Yaroooh
Bump! Billy Bunter descended on the floor, and
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Hurree Singh proceeded to roll him out of the study.
Thers was a burst of laughter from the Co., as they
realised in what manner Inky intended to start the ball
rolling. Bunter was the ball, and the nabolb was rolling
bim with great energy.

“Yarooh! Leggo! Leave off! Oh, my hat!
gimoff I yvelled Bunter.

The juniors roured.

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

Billy Bunter rolled through the doorway, gasping and
§1-untmg-. Then Hurree Singh’s boot was applied to his
at person, and be rolled along the Remove passage as if
he was rolling for a wager. His roars rang through the
passage, and Peter Todd put his head out of No. 7,

“What the dickens are you doing with my porpeise®”
he demanded.

“The esteemed Bunter requestfully asked me to start
the ball rolling, I am obligefully complying with the
esteemed request.”

A final shove of Inky's boot sent Bunter rolling into
No. 7 Study. Hnorree Jamset Ram Singh returned to
No. 1, his dusky face wreathed in smiles,

“The esteemned ball has been rolled,” he remarked,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Hurree Singh sat down with a smile of satisfaction.
The Owl of the Remove did not return to No, 1 Study for
subscriptions. It was evident that, in that direction,
there was nothing doing.

Drag-

[ e ]

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
No Takers!

PETER TODD stooped, and grasped Billy Bunter

hy the collar, and jerked him breathless to hia
feet. Bunter Elum[}ed into the armchair, and
pasped. Tom Dutton and Alonzo Todd were at
work on their preparation, and they both looked at him
inquiringly.
“ What’s the little game?” asked Dutton,
“Yow-ow-ow-ow "
“ What have you been up tof” demanded Peter Todd.
“Groogh! I—I say, you fellows, you might back me
up, if those rotters won't!” said Bunter, “I'm raising
a subscription to pay Quelchy's debts—"
¥ Spoofing again?” said Peter, with a frown, .
“Oh, really. Toddy, you shouldn't be a auspicious
beast, wyou kmow, How much are you going to
contribute?” .
*“ A thick ear, if you don’t chuck it !”
“I say, Alonzo, you might start the list,” said Bunter
ersuasively.  “Think how mnice it would e to help
5“1‘:1311:.!‘ to get out of debt.™
“I fear that My, Quelch would not accept finaneial help
from the members of his Form, Bunier.”
“Fathead ! said Peter. © Bunter knows that as well as
you do. It's a dodge to Taise the wind."
“Don't mind him, Lenzy. Ile’s a suspicions heasi,”
said Bunter. * How much can you shell ont, old chap®”
“I fear that I could not place sufficient faith in you,
Bunter, to entrust pecuniary contributions in  voeur
hands,” said Alonzo, shaking his head., * Moreover, I
have sent my allowance to the mission at the Goody-Hooliy
Talands, and it is already, I trust, being exponded in
tracts and trousers for the henighted heathen. There-
fore &
“If vou're stony, yvou silly ass, vou needn’t be so jolly
loner-winded about it " snapped Bunter., 1 say, Dutfon
—T1'om, old fellow! Are you going to put your nameo on
the list:
“ Higheliffe,” said the deaf junior.
“Eh! What do vou mean—Iigheliffes”
“That's the next game on the list”
*“Oh, you fathead! Look here, I'm raizing a subscrip-
tion to get old OQuelch out of debt,” roared Dunter,
“Well, stay indoors, then.”
“ Bl
“No need to po ont if it's wet”
“Not wet, you dummy—debt! Foit
kpow.”
“Rot! Tt may be raining, butk there's ecorvialnly no
snow. What are you telling such silly whappers far?”
“ Look here, will you Hﬁf_‘ﬂ out a few bob*" bawled
Bunter desperately.
“No, 1t n't on the hob; il's in the grate, if {t"s the
kettle you're talking abong.” ;
Toe Magwer Linpany.—No, 420,
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_ “I'm mnot talk
I'm talking about a subscription

_ “0Oh, my only hat!” groaned Bunter.
g about a kettle,
far Cuelch.”

Tom Dution looked round the study floor.

“Is it a beetle?"” he asked.

“A beetle! What do vyou mean®”

“Then what do you want me to squelch®™

“Not squelch!” shricked Bunter., “Quelch!”

“Oh, Queleh! Well, if Quelchy's got beetles, he cam
squelch them himself.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Peter, while even the solemn
Alonzo grinned. “Give it up, Bunter. Chuck it till
you gel a megaphone.”

“I don’t believe he's so jolly deaf as he makes out!”
growled Bunter, “Well, 1f you fellows are too mean
to help your Form-master out of a scrape, I'll zo and
see about it somewhere else. And Bunter departed and
slammed the door.

Tom Dutton looked very ger lexed.

“My bLelief is that that dufier’s going off his onion,”
he said.. “Talking about the Higheliffe match, and then
the kettle, and then beetles. There's no conuection in
it that [ can see. What are you cackling at, Toddy?"

Toddy did not explain what he was cackling at. 1le
felt that his lungs were not equal to tha strain.

William George DBunter rolled discontentedly along the
passage. Funds were low with William George, and that
idea of a subscription to rescue the Remove-master from
his supposed scrape had come like a fash of light in the
darkness. The subscription—if it had materialised—
would have come like corn in Egypt in the lean years.
But it did not look like materialising,

The fat junior rolled into Vernon-Smith’s study, and
explained to the Bounder and Skinner. Skinner omnly
ga1d that if Mr. Quelch was in debt, he hoped he would
tret arrested for it. The Bounder added that he hoped
it would be a good long term, and that Bunter would go
with him.

The next study was Rake's; and Rgke and Wibley,
Micky Desmond and Morgan, were all at home. But
the Quelch subscription was only greeted with a howl of
laughter in that study. With falling hopes, Dunter
lanked in at No. 2, where he found Bulstrode and 1iazel-
dene and Tom Drewn. DBut those three youths only
cackled, and DBulstrode helped Dunter out of the study
in the midat of his explanationz. lie used his hoot Lo
help him with, and Bunter departed rather hurriedly.

“Well, of all the beasts!” prowled Dunter. “I—I su
pose I moy az well chuck it—mean rotters!  And I'm
jolly hungry, too. No—there's Squifi and Fishy!”

Liunter toddled along to No. 14, the end study in the
passare,  Sampson Quiney Ifey [Mield was there, at work
on his prep.  Bunter came in with an ingratiating smile,
and without waiting for him to speak, Squiff shook his
head. Tie knew that smile.

“Nothing doing!” he =said.

“Oh, really, Field! Look here, [ want to put it te
you. You know the splendid way the Australians have
bucked up in the war——"

The Australinn junior stared. ;

“Yes, I know,” he said. “What about it?”

“They've done some of the hardest fighting,” said
Bunter.  “They've done everything except send over
wome statesmen to take the place of our duffers. And
p'r'aps they'll do that later ™

“Well, it would be an improvement,” admitted Seuiff.
“Dut what the thunder are you driving at»”

“Then the way they've backed up the funds, you
know,” said Bunter enthusiastically. “It’s top-hole—
simply top-bele. Now, you being an Australian, you're
the very fellow to liead this list. I've come to you first
of all, hecanse—beeause it's propor for an Australian
Lo Iake the Jead, you know.  What Australin thinks
to-day, the British Empire thinks to-morrow, you know."

“I may have an odd tanner about me,” said Seuiff,
”Hut] whnrl,'rslii for="

“Alhem! I'm getting up a subseription to pay ola
Quelchy’s debis i ¥ : o
“1a, ha, ha!” roared Squiff.
“There's nolthing to cackle at,

the st with a sovercig I

“Duzz off "

If you ecare to head
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uiff went on with his work.

“If you like to make it half-a-sovereign, Field—"

“I'll make it & foothall-boot, if you don't buze off,”
said Squiff., “Don’t keep on buzzing at me like a bee.
Buzz out !

“If you're going to be mean, Field, I decline to discunss
the matter with you. Where's Fishy "

“Blesged if I know. Poking hie Yankee nose into
something, I expect. Are you going to stick Fishy for
a subseription?” grinmeft Squiff, greatly tickled with the
idea. Figher T. Fish was never known to part with any
money if he could help it.

“Well, Fishy ocught to hand out something, for old
Quelehy’s sake, vou know."”

“On account of the lickings Quelchy has given him, I
suppose?™

“Well, T don’t see why not. Fishy’'s a Yankee, and
they believe in licking the hands that slap them, and all
that. The harder a Yankee is kicked, the more he talks
about bretherly love and the blessings of peace. Fishy is
the very chap to head this subseription., Where is the

EEQ%;?” i
“Buzz off and find him—and see here! I'll give you a
gpb_ [l;ﬂr every tanner you get out of Fishy!” chuckled
uift,

illy Bunter prunted and rolled away. It was not
probable that he would receive many “hobs ™ from
Squiff on those terms. DBut there was a faint hope—ever
so faint—and Bunter gl‘ﬂﬂ&ﬁﬂﬂ{l to look for Fishy,

But Fisher T. Fish had disappeared.

The Owl of the Bemove sought for him, high and low;
but the American junior was not to be found. It was
not till nearly bed-time that Fisher T. Fish came in,
looking wet and muddy. It was raining. Billy Bunter
spotted him, and bore down on him at once.

“Where have you been all this time?” he said peevishly.

1'1;}11, Just taking a trot round the Close,” snid Fish
airily,

“Gammon 7 growled Bunter.
an honr.
Buppose "

, “You've heen out over
Breaking bounds after locking-up again, I

'THE “GREYFRIARS
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Fisher T. Fish walked away without replying. Bunter
ran after him,

“X say, Fishy, hold on a minute—look here! I'm start-
ing a subseription to clear off Quelchy’s debte—"

“Well, start it, and don’t bother me, you jay!”

“I want you to head the list.”

*0h, come off 1™

“Now, do be reasonable, Fishy. Make it a half-quid.
You being a Yankee, you ought to like Quelehy no end
for thrashing you—— Yarooooh!”

A shove on the chest caused Billy Bunter to sit down
suddenly, and Fisher T. Fish. went upstairs.

Billy Bunter was looking quite disconsolate when he
turned up in the dormitory that night.

“How's the Queleh fund going on?” asked Bob Cherry.

Bunter snorted.

“I haven’t had any subscriptions wyet.
trv among the seniors to-morrow,” he soid.
Coker or Loder will shell out.”

“Try Wingate, when he comes in!” chuckled the
Bounder.

“By gum, so I will!”

Wingate of the Sixth came in to see lights out. Billy
Bunter relled up to the captain of Grevfriars, pencil and
notebook in hand.

“I sny, Wingate, would vou care to subseribe——"

“Wo, T wouldn’t. Tumble in!”

“It'z for Quelnh{, you know.”

“For Mr. Quelch!” ejaculated Wingate,

“Yes. 0Old Grimes came to serve a enmmons on him
to-day for debte——"

“%Wha-a-at 1"

“And we're getting up a subseription to pay his delta.
As captain of the school, you ought to head the list.

I'm poing to
“I dare say

Shall I put you down for a sovereign!”
“You cheeky young rascal!” roared Wingate. “How
dare

13:::".1 say such things about your Form-master
““Oh, really, you know—— Leggo! Wharrer you at,
Wingate? 0Oh, vou beast!”

E%anl-:—ﬁp ank—spank !

“Ow! Heip! Fire! Murder! Yooop!”
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“I'd like you to head the lst, Coker, as—as the head of the Fifth Form,” sald Bunter. “ You see, Quelchy's
heing dunaned right and left. What are you making faces at me for, Beb Cherry? Quelchy’s head over ears In
debt, and old Grimes brought hint a summons yesterday, and——" "BUNTER!™ Blly Bunter jumped. It was
Mr, Quelch's voice. The (Owl of the Remaove ungerg}mﬁ now why Bob Cherry had been making faces at him,
(See Chepter 10.)

L L Ny Pty 8

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Now turn mn,” said Wingate, breathing hasd, “aud if
there’s any more of this rot, Bunber, F'll 1eport it to
Mr. Quneleh ™

Billy Bunter turncd in, with feelings that could netl
have been expressed in mere words,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Grimes on the Track!?

ILE next moerning, Mr. (ueleh’s letters were taken
into hisz study, and did not appear ea the break-
fast-table. In his stwdy fllw Roemove-mastior
looked over them with a puckercd braw, e

slarted, and his lips et tightlv, as he nicked out an
envelope addressed to him in typewriting.

“Another " he murninured.

Tue Macrer Lipeary.—No. 420.

Me ent open the envelape, and drew out the leller,
Like the previous anissives, it was typed on ordinary
1.:.'11i|15.{ paper, 1 oran:

“Tyrant! Trewmble! Thix i< the third warning! Last
night vou escaped me! Yon dared not come forth, Bat
the hour will come! Tremble ! NLEMO.”

The Telier shonk in 3r. Queleh’s aritated hand.

“ Bless my soul)” he murmured.  *Then—then Fish
wirs not mistaken— the man ke saw lurking by the grates
was undenlbtedly a dangorons chiaracter—the knife—oh,
dear '—that dreadful kaife was indended for me! It is
soane  Jumatie— ~ome fearful. irvesponsibie lunatic who
faneies that [ have wronged him-——elze why does he allude
to me o+ a tveant—a veally absurd and melodramatie
expression. The letters, indeed, might be written by
pome foolish person whose mind has been perveried by



™ THE BEST 3" LIBRARY D®~ THE “BOYS’' FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY. “g4e¥

reading newspaper reports of crimes. Dear me! Bless
my soul !

Buzzzezz !

Mr. Queleh hurried to the telephone as the bell rang.
He took up the receiver with am agitated hand,

The deep voice of Inspector Grimes of Courtfield came
over the wires,

“Ie that Greyfriars School®"

" Yes, yes—Mr. Quelch speaking.”

“I am Inspector Grimes I have news for you, sir”

"“Thank goodness!”

" Immediately upop receiving your telephone call last
evening with reference to the information given vou by
the juntor Fish, I lost no time,"” said the inspector. *
Lhink I may say we are on the track. Have you received
anv further communications

“Yes, by this morning’s post.”

“ The same kind as before?”

* Precisely the same. I will read you the letter.”

“Please do so.”

Mr. Quelch read “Nemo's™ letter into Lthe receiver.

“By Jove!” came the inspector’s voice, when he had

finished. “There is noe doubt about it, then. The man
whom Fish saw lurking outside the school gates last
evening was undoubtedly waiting for you.”

“Undoubtedly! And he had a-a-a-a-a knife!"” stam.
mered Mr. Quelch. “The dreadful person must have
intended to inflict serious bodily injury.”

"1t certainly looks like it."

“But you say you are on the track, inspector?”

, I think T may say so. I sent twa of my best men off
‘immediately on receiving information from wyeu last
night, They discovered a man lurking on the Friardale
Boad, within a short distance of the school. Hia manner
was most suspicions. He was lurking in the road, keeping
in the shadows as much as %&Esihle, and at sight of tll}:em
he darted into the wood. They lost track of him there,
iz the dark. DBut his actions speak for themselves. I
have very little doubt that he will be found to-day.”

“ Good—very good "

“He will then be obliged to give an account of himself,
and if he is the writer of the threatening letters, I have
not the slightest doubt that the faect will come to light.
Either upon hi;germn, or in his lodgings, some evidence
will be discovered.”

“I trust so, inspector.
noeasiness.”

Y Rely upon us, sir!”

e, %uelch felt a little rolieved after that talk on the
telephone. The police, with their nasual activity and
P-erspicacit% ware already on the track of the mysterious
‘Nemo.”  Probably he would scon be laid by the heels.
But if they did net eapture him—what then? Mr. Quelch
could not forget the knife! Buppose—suppose the awful
Tufian should lese patience, and, instead of waiting for
him to come forth, should atiempt to penetrate into the
achool under cover of darknessr NMr, Quelch resolved to
lock his bed-room door that night,

He was late to breakfast, and his pale and harassed
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look did not escape the attention of his Form. TFisher
T. Fish watched with a subdued grin. The Yankee junior
seemed to feel that he was getting “his own ™ back.
Harry Wharton war a little concerned. Ile really liked
and reaspected his Form-master, and he was sorry to see
him looking 50 harassed.

Billy Dunter gave the Famous Five a reproachful blink
as Lthey came out after breakfast.

'.::iI say, you fellows, Quelchy looks awfully queer,” he
said.

“He does—he do!” gaid Bob Cherry. “ Looks as if he's
going to be ill. I wonder what's the matter.”

“It's his pressing debts, of course.”

“Fathead " _

“If you fellows like to do the decent thing, the sub-
geription-list is stili open,” said Bunter with dignity,
“1'54;]1:; Quelchy’s sake, I will overleok your conduct of last
nigit.”

The Famous Five grinned and walked away. 'Lney
were a little concerned for their Form-master, but they
were mnot dis te swell Dunter's subseription.list.
That list still presented a beautiful blank.

 Bunter grunted discontentedly. It had scemed such a
ripping idea, and he had revelled in such visions of frea
tuck, that it was hard to give it up., DBut it certainly
looked as if thers was nothing doing.

“I say, Coker!” The Owl of the lgtmuvqr bore down on
Coker of the Fifth in the passage. “Coker, old man!”

“Cut off, you checky fag,” said Coker tersely.

“I say, Coker, as—as a prominent fellow in the school
=-a fellow who ought really to be head prefect—you ought
to help in this,” urged Bunter.

Coker paused, thawing. *“Soft sawder™
3;}.}311&1 in vain to the great Coker.

*What is it? he asked, more graciously.

“It's a subseription for Quelehy. He's head over cara
in debt, and-we're trying to raise a fund to get him out
of the scrape.”

“ Great Scott!”

“I'd like you to head the list, Coker, as—as the head
of the Fifth. Form,;"” said Bunter. * You aee, Quelchy'a
being duwnned right avd left. What are yon making
faces at me for, Bob Cherry? Quelchy’s head over ears in
delét. and old Grimes brought him a summons yesterday,
and—-" '

“BUNTER!"

Billy Bunter jumped. Tt was Mr. Quelch’s voice. The
Owl of the Remove understoed now why Dob had been
making facea at him.

“ Bunter, how dare you?"

“0Oh, my hat!” groaned Bunter,

Yag nDevir

———.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Reward !

R. QUELCH %iumd at the guaking Bunter,
almaost at a loss for speech.

His face was pale with anEf_lr.
) Bunter stood trembline like a jelly.
The fellows near at hand stood as silent as graven

imamres, quite awed by the expression upon the Remove-
master's face.
“Bunter! Yom utterly stupid and impudent young

rascal, how dare you make such statements respecting
your Form-masters™”

“I—1—1 dida’t sir " stammered Dunier.

“What! I have just heard you !

“ I-=I—1 mean, I-—I1—1-—-2"

*You have invented a story that I, your Vorm-masicr,
am in debt, and dunned for money, aud summoned for
the snme”

*Not at all, sir. We're all very sorry indecd to know
that you arc hard up, and we’re raising a subscription for
you,” staminered Bunter.

“lIow dare yon®"

“I—I theught you'd like it, sic !

“* Are you insane, Bunter? If I were in need of monew,
do vou think I could aceept monelory aid from the Leys
of my Form?"

“I—I suppose so, aiv. T would !”

*You have actually been collecting woney, and usin
my name?” ejaculated Mr., Quelch. ¥ Good h{*alk‘{*l]:—-’-,g[
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have never heard of such imsolence!
have you collected?"

“N-n-n-none, s¢ far, sir. The—the fellows were so jolly
sugpicious, and they—they thought I ghould blue it on
grub!”

“I have very little doubt that their suspicions were
well founded, Bunter.™

“Qh, really, sir—"

“You bave dared to use my name, and to represent me
as being in debt.”

“"I'm sure I'm awfully sorry you're in debt, sir,”

How much money

asped Bunter. " When—when my postal-order comes,
‘d be very pleased to lend—"
“BUNTER!™

kL]

"“"Ye-gs, gir. T—T mean——

“1 must gift this matter to the bottom,” szaid Mr.
Quelch. "Eindl;.f tell me who informed you that I am
in debt, Bunter.”

“ Nun-nun-nobody, sjr!”

“Then what gave you the impreesion?”

* Be-becanse 1U's true, sirl”

*“It 18 not true, Bunter.”

“Oh, crumbs 1™

“Now tell me what put such an incredibly absurd and
insolent idea inte vour foolish head!” thundered the
Remove-mastor.

Bunter's knees knocked together.

“I—I—1 Theose dunning letters, sir ! he g&s]])lged

“What lettersy Is it possible that you have n
prying inte my correspondence!” gasped the Forms-
master,

“*Nunno, sir—oh, no! I'd scorn such an actiom, sir,
snd I never had any chance! I mean, T wouldn’t have
done it if I'd had a chance. But those typed letters, sir,
as they were dunning letters——"

“They were not dunning letters, Bunter.”

“0h, I—1 see, sir.”

“And why,” said Mr. Quelch, in a grinding veice—
“why should vou suppose that they were what you eall
dunning letters, Bunter® 1

“Bub-bub-because you were so waxy after pgetting
them, sir ™ stammered Bunter.

There was 3 chuckle, instantly suppressed as Mr,
Quelch glanced round with a freezing eye.

** Bunter, I bardly know how to deal with you,” said
Mr. Quelch, after o pause. ““ 1 must conclude that you
have spread this ridiculous story through the school.”

_** Oh, no, sir; I—I haven’t mentioned it to anybody,
gr.’”’

“ What! Yet you have been attempting to raise eub-
seriptions | Don't prevaricate, Bunter 1"

 Certainly not, sir. I—I couldn’t if I tried.”

“ Boys,” said Mr. Quelch, lnoking round, " I think
I hardly need eay that this utterly foolish lad is com-
pletely mistaken. The letters he alludes to had no con-
nection whatever with monetary matters. I make this
statement to remove the false impression Bunter's stupid
folly may have created. Bunter, you will follow me to
my study "’

** (h, lor’ " groaned Billy Bunter,

He had reason to groan when he entered the Form-
master's: study. Sounds of anguish proceeded from that
apartment, accompanied by the swishing of a cane.

hen Billy Bunter came out he looked as if he were try-
ing to tie ﬁimself into a sailor’s knot,

He blinked at Harry Wharton & Co. in deep anguish.

** Had it hot?" asked Bob Cherry.

*“ Three on each hand ! moaned Bunter., *° Oh, dear!
Did you cver hear of such an ungrateful beast! When
I was trying to rescue him from debt, you know ”

“ Serve you jolly well right, you cheeky fag!” said
Coker.

“ Oh, really, Coker!
make that subszeription, after all——

‘" What?"

“1 forgive Quelchy,” said Bunter, rubbing his hands.
“I forpive him, and I'm willing to raise a subscrip-
tion for him, all the same. If yow'd eare to head the list
with a sovereign, Coker—— Yow-ow—leppo my collar,
you beast! If you shake me like that—- Yow! My
rlasses will fall off ! Yoop! And if they get broken—
yarooh! You’ll have to p-p-pay for them! Yooooop !’

Coker shook Bunter till his teeth rattled, and then sat
him down on the floor with a bump and walked away
grinping. Evidently the great man of the Fifth did not
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intend to head the suhscript.iun list, iz apite of Billy
Bunter's magnanimous fc-r]gwen-ess of Mr. I&ue[ch+r

Bunter blinked wrathfully at the chuckling juniors.

““Yow! You rottera! Why don’t you bump him?”
he gasped. “You beasts! Why don’t you stand by a
chap in your own Form? Yow! Yah, you're afraid of
Coker! Yah!™ ) .

“ We'll bump you instead,” said Bob Cherry cheerily.
“ We're fed up with your subscription list, Collar
him !

* Yarooh! Legg

Bump ! Hum}r) !

“Oh, crumbs! Help! Yoop!" ;

“ You'll %gt that every time we hear you asking for
a giddy subseription,” said Harry Wharton. ** Chuck
it '

Billy Bunter erawled away glowering. But he was not
heard asking for any more subscriptions to the Quelch
fund. He had reluctantly to admit that it was N.G.—N-
decidedly-. ;

In the Form-room that morning the juniors expected
Mr. Quelch to be ** ratty ** again. They were agreeably
disappointed. Mr. Que?ch was very quiet, but he was
quite pood-tempered,

As a matter of fact, he had discovered frora Bunter
that he had been showing the harassed state of his
mind a little too plainly, and that the juniors were corb-
menting upon it. And, being a just man, he was
troubled by the thought that he had, perhaps, been a
little too sharp with his class on account of the worry
that was on his mind. ;

That morning, to the surprigse and delight of the
Remove, he was perfect] ntle. Indeed, Bob Cherry
said he was so tame that he could really have been fed by
the hand. ]

Which was a great relief to his dutiful Form,

a1

——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Inspector Grimes Makes a Capturel

UNDAY was the next day. There-was an early
morning delivery of letters at Greyfriars that
day, and Mr. Quelch received one. He wae not
surprised to see that it was typed. It was a

threatening letter, in much the same strain as the
previous ones, and Mr, Quelch wiped his perspiring brow
as be read it. It proved clearly enough that the letter-
writer had not yet heen captured by the enterprising
inspector. )

The matter was getting on Mr. Quelch’s nerves
eeriously.

A1l the Greyfriars fellows could see that he was worried
and anxious, and could not help wondering what was the
matter with him. ]

Bunter's absurd thcory of debts and dunning letters
having been disposed of, the Removites were left quite in
the dark, but they could not fail to see that there was
something troubling their Form-master seriously.

Most a}% them were sorry to see it, for they liked their
Form-master very well. Three or four fellows, like
Skinner and Snoop, were glad to see it. Fisher T. Iish
positively rejoi in it. He ** guessed  that Queldhy
was being made to sit up at last, as he told the Fambus
Five. Harry Wharton looked at him hard when he made
that accurate ** guess.”

“ Do you mean to sa
with it, Fish?” he asked.

I'isher T. Fish chuckled, )

* I guess I don’t mean {o say anything,’” he answered.
“ We learn to keep our yaup-traps shut in Noo York,
sir.’’

“ T don’t see how you could be the caunse of it.”

I guess there's beaps of things you don't see, you
galoot ! Didn't I tell yom I'd make Quelehy sit up for
being down on me?"”

** Yes. But——"

" And isn’t he sitting up?*

" Well, yes; but—""'

* Then T calculate you ean put two and two together,”
chuckled Fishy., *° Put it down to me, gir. But I'm 11?%

A Qrand, Long, Complota Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RIOHARDS.

that you have nothing to do



8 The BEST 30 LIBRARY D®~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3° LIBRARY, "o

lefting anything out. We cut our eye-teeth early in the
Yew-nited Sttwes, sonny. But I kinder reckon that by
this l;i.me Quelchy is feeling rather sorry for himself—
gomg !

“ 10 I believed that was anything but gpas I'd take you
by the neck and rab your fuce 1n the enal-locker,” said
,'«’E’r' arton guietly. ** But L believe it's only gas !

Fisher 'I'. ]:"iSi; aniffed.

*“*You can believe what vou like, and go and chap
phips!” he said " Buot I guess I'm after his sealp—just a
few !—and I'll worry him till his last hairs turn grey
—some ! I euess [l teach him not to Wallnp a free
L morvican citizen.”’

““If you've been plaving o trick, what is it?"” de-
nanded Nugent.

““I guess that's telling 1"

Aud Fishy sauntered away chortling.

On Monday morning there was another letter for Mr.
bucleh. Tt was typed as before, and it ran ;

“ This is the fifth warning, Prepure for death! In
the dead of pight the blow will fall, Bewave!

: “NEMO.”

“ Good heavens!" murmured Me. Quelch. T1—I
rcally shall be ill if this continues much longer. Really,
I should have expected that Inspector Grimes would have
had some suceess before this!™

Later in the morming be encountered the Head, and
Dr. Locke glanced at him t&ﬂitﬂ anxiously.

“ Yon are not looking well, Quelch,” he said.

Mr. Quelch passed his hand across his brow.

“I1 am not feeling well, sir,” he eaid. I confess
that that mysterious matter iz affecting my nerves.
Every morning regularly I receive a letter containing the
most savopge threats.’

. “If you wished, T would ask Ferrers Locke to come
ere——

“ 1 am gorry I did not accept your offer to do so before,
gir. But now I have placed the matter in Inspector
Grimes' handa I cannot very well withdraw it.”

* No; that would naturally be a slight to the in-
gipactur. I sincerely trust that he will be successful in

nding this unscrupulons wretch.”

After dinner there was s call on the telephone for Mr.
Quelch. It came from Courtfield Police-station.

“ Mr. Quelch??"

* Yea, yes. You have news for me?"

“ Good news, &ir! The man has been arrested.”

“ Thank goodness!™
. " The arrest was made yesterday afterncon. The man
13 a tramp, and caunot give a satisfactory account of
himself. He has been lurking about the neighbour-
hood for a week, and iz evidently a suapicions character.
Unless some proof is fnrthcnmlng to counnect him with
the threatening letters we cannot detain him long; but
I hope to clear up the matter—*'

“ Une moment [ gnsged Mr. Queleh.
thig—this suspicious ¢
afternoon '’

** Yes, on Hayes” Farm, on a charge of frequenting
with felonious intent."

* But—but I received another of the threatening
letters this morning 1"

“ Wha-a-at?"

** The postmark was Friardale; the hour last evening.”

** (treat Scoth !

““ You say that
aracter was arrested yesterday

“* This letter must have been posted while you had the

man in custody.”’

There was a long Pnuse before the inspector replied.
!H:-a tone was guite altered as it came over the wires at
aaf,

“Ahem! Hum! H'm  Under the circumstances, it
pears that—that this suspicious character cannot he
e—the person in question, I—I shall question him-—
nhem ! —before he is released; but—but—it i3 true that
he had denied any knowledge of the letters—ahem |-
ghem ¥

“The letter-writer is evidently still al liberty, Mr.
Grimes,” said the Remove-master drily. “ Would you—
sghem !—have any objection to my déomsulting Ferrers
Locke, the detective, on the subjoct?”

“Ohk, none at all—mone at all!”

“Thank you!”
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Mr. Queleh hung up the receiver, and hurried to tha
Head's study.

“Dr. Locke, will you have the kindness to telephona
for your young relative? If Ferrers Locke could
come 2

“Certainly, Mr. Quelch. But the inspector—-*

“The inspector arrested a tramp vpon suspicion yester.
day afternoon.”

“Then =

“And while the man was in eustody, another letter waa
posted Lo me in Friardale.”

“QOh 1"

“I think, therefore, that I am justified in calling.in
Mr. Locke. At this rate, Mr. Grimes may cause a great
deal of inconvenience to perfectly innocent persous.”

The Head smiled.

“1 will telephone ‘st once,” he said.

And he did; and Ferrers Locke replicd over the wirea
Lthat he would be at Greyfriars by the carly evening train.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
. Light on the Subject!
“ ERRERS LOCKE, by Jove!”
F Bob Cherry spotted ihe famous detective na
he stepped out of a taxi before the School
House in the dusk of the evening.

Mr. Locke nodded kindly to Bob as he came in. 1le
roceeded directly to the Head's study, and a few minutes
ater was seen tapping at Mr. Quelch's door. The door

opened, and closed again behind the detective.

“ He's come for him " said Billy Bunter, in a whisper,

“TFathead ! said Wharton,

“Oh, really, Wharton! What's he come for, if it isn’t
for Quelchy. I dare zay it i=n’t debt after all—somethin
more serious most likely. 1 wonder whether Quelchy wil
be arrested this time?”

“Shut up, you silly ass!” said Bob Cherry.

“0h, really, Bob—"

“I—I say, you galoots "—it was Fisher T. Fish—"1s
thot Ferrers Locke, really? What's he come for?"

“Better ask him ! grioned Johnny Bull, “He's in
Quelchy’s study mnow.’

Fisher T. Fish looked unecasy,

“I gruess I'm going to know what's on,” he muttered,
and he started down the passage. Then he gave a yelp
as Bob Cherry’s finger and thumb clesed on his ear.
“Leggo, you mugwump !”

“I'm holding on,” said Bob coolly. “Keyholes are
Bunter’s province, Fishy—you're not going to poach on
Billy’s preserves.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
~ “Look here!” panted Fisher T. Fish, “I tell you it’s
important. L puess I've simply got to know what's
soing on. That galoot Locke is sharper than a fat-
headed inspector. Why, he might tumble Lop——".
IPish paused abruptly.

“To what!" asked Bolsover major.

" Never mind what, Leggo my ear, Cherry, you jay!"
~ Bob Cherry grinned, and held on; and the Yankee
glunmr. being too proud—or too something else—to fight,

ad no choice about the matter, He stayed with E::ﬁ;:_

In Mr. Queleh’s study, Ferrers Locke was grected
warmly by the Remove-master,

“I cannot say how glad T am to sec you, Mr. Locke,”
said the worried gentleman. "I hope you will be abie to
help me.”

““I sincerely trust so,” said Ferrers Locke, as he saf
down. “It ia a matter of threatening letters, I under.
gtand from Dr. Locke.”

“Exaetly [

“Please give me the details”

M]r. Quelch explained, the detective listening atton-
tively.

“A very remarkable matter,” soid Mr. Tiocke. “You
have some of the letters here?”

“The firat two are in Inspector Grimes' hands, but I
have received three sinee then. They are here ”

“I shall be miad Lo sce them.”

Mr. Quelch laid the letters on the table.

Eerrirs
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Locke glanced over them, and then picked up the latest
arrival, and examined it closely.

The Form-master watched him anxiously. Whether
the detective would discover anything that had been
hidden from Inspector Grimes, he could not guess; but
he had faith in Ferrers Locke, and he hoped. He was
surprised to see a smile flit over the grave face of the
detective,

“This is a very curious letter,” said Mr. Locke.

“A very alarming one,” said the Remove-master.

“I hope not.” '

“You think there is nothing to fearr”

“I trust not. But we shall see. In almost ever
€; these letters, sir, you are alluded to as a tyrant)’

Mr. Quelch flushed.

“A most unjust accusation,” he exclaimed, “and a
most absurd oune, from a person who has never come in
contact with me. How could my conduct have been
tyrannical towards an individual I do not knew:"

“How, indeed®” said the detective. “The inevitable
conclusion is, that you do know him, sir.”

“What ™

“And that you have been at some time or other in a
position of authority over him, and doubtless treated him
—or he su{} ed so—with severity.”

Mr. Quelch drew a deep breath.

“Some dizcharged servant, vou think? That would
gertainly narrow down the field of inquiry.”

The detective shook his head.

“I searcely think, Mr. Quelch, that a discharged ser-
vant would cherish such animesity towards vou. I am
quite sure that your treatment of any dependent would
never merit that., Moreover, does it not strike vou
that there iz a certain youthful air about these very
peculiar epistless”

“Youthful !” repeated Ar. Quelch.

“Decidedly. The wording of them shows a juvenile
imagination, to my mind—the imagination of a youn
person who has fed upon newspaper reports of crimes, an
stories of Anarchists—such rubhish as the cheap and
nasty stories for boys which are published in Awmerica.”

1 crtminl;,r that ocourred to me!” confessed Mr.
Quelch. 1 attributed the absurd expressions in the
letters to the state of the man’s mind. I comsider that
he must be insane.”

“If it iz a man—yes.”

“You do not suppese that a boy would, or could, write
such letters?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“A foolish and revengeful boy might do so, berrowing
the melodramatic expressions from his favourite litera-
turec., But we shall see. Whoever wrote these letlers
had access to a typewriter”

“Yes, and it iz unlikely that a boy would possess such
a machine. True, a lod in s business office might have
aceess to one, but such o lad ecould nol be supposed even
to have heard of me, mueh less to cherish animosity
towards me”

“True. I understand that you possess a typewriter
yourself, Mr, Queleh.”

Y Yes, it is here ! zald the Remove-master, astovished
by the remark.

“What colour ribbon do you user™

“TPurple record.” _

“These letters have been typed with a purple record
rihhon,” sald Ferrers Locke,

“"Yee, I ohserved that.”

“Will you hand me a sheet of the typing paper you
use?”’

“Cortainly.”

The amazed master did so, and Ferrers Locke smiled
slightly again,

“You use exactly the same paper sz your mvsterions
correspondent, Mr. Queleh.  You observe the guality, the
thickness, and the water-mark zre the same.”

“I had not observed it, but it is certainly the case,”
assented Mr, Quelch.,  “Such paper, however, iz used
everywhere "

“Luite 0. May I try your machine?”

“Try my machines”

1-;1'_[-%.“

“ertainty, if you wish, Dut ¥ fuil to sep——"

YPatenee o few moments, my dear sie)”

Mr., OQuelch, in wiler astonishment, romoved the cover
from his typewriter. Ferrers Locke =lid the blank <heet
on the eyvhinder, wud proceeded to tvpe. IHe made o
copy of the latest missive received by the harassed Form-
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master. A ﬂii%-hﬂy impatient expression was appearing
upon Mr. Quelch’s face. Ferrcrs Locke’s action was
ntterly incemprehensible to him.

Ferrers Locke drew the written sheet from the machine,
and compared it carefully with the threatening letler,

“Well? gaid Mr. Quelch, at last.

The detective looked up.

“Tt is exact,” he said.

Y But—but I do not understand-—*

“The explanation is simple, Mr. Quelch, and I do not
think you will bave far to look for your mysterious
correspoudent. The threatening letters were written
here—-"

“Here?" gjaculated Mr. Quelch.

“In this study, om your typewriter,” sald Ferrersa
Locke calmly.

——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Not a Dangerous Character!
R. QUELCH gazed speechlessly at the detective,
For some moments be could not find his
voice.
“Mr. Locke!” he gasped, at last.
this a jest?”
* Nothing of the kind.”
“You—you imagine that
myself-—"
Ferrers Locke laughed. )
“Not at all, T should scarcely suspect you of playmg
guch an absurd trick. The letters were written on your
machine, and it remains to find the person who wrote
them. That is all. And I do net think it will he
difficult.”

* But—but—hut how could this man—or boy—obtain
access to my study, and use my typewriter:” exclaimed
the astounded Form-master.

“I should not suppose it was difficult. You are not
always in the study. But I see that you are doubtful,
and I had hetter point out the eircumstances which have
caused me to come fo this conclusion.”

“[—I should be glad—"

“Look at these two letters—one written by “ Nemo,”
the other a copy taken by fnyself on your machine.”

“J confess that they tell me nothing.”

Ferrers Locke smiled. .

“You have had your typewriter a considerable time,
Mr. Quelch?”

“ Some years, sir” . _

“ Just so. A typewriter in use for a coosiderable time
shows the natural effects of wear and tear, Some letters
fall slightly out of alignment—not sufficiently to make
it mecessary to attend to them, but sufficiently to he
observed on a close eerutiny. Some letters, such ns the
vowels, receive more unsage than the others, and show
a flatter and heavier expression. Every typewriter, like
every other machine, develops an individuality of its own
after a certain peripd of wear.”

U I—I suppose so.”

“Now ohserve this letter from your unknown ‘ Nemo:'
Take the letter * f,” which occurs more than once. The
lettor * £ is slightly inclined to the right. You observe
that?#”

“ Now that youn point it out, certainly.”

“Take the letter ' g." The tail of the * g ' iz slightly
Linken. That letter an your mackine has suffered a little.”

“ Ik is 50

“*Take the eapital " N." in * Neme.”
siroke is slightly chipped.”

*True.” \

“Now lesk at the copy of the letter T have made on
vour imaechine.  Yeo will see that the * §7° is slightly
melined 1o the right; that the * g’ iz broken slightly;
that the capital "N ' is {.'.hi_!.-]m{l on the right-hand line,
There arce o dozxen or more Indications of the same sort,
which § peed not enmumerate,  Now, although every
typewriter in ure varies from the original standard, it
is practically impos-ible for iwe typewriters to vary
from that =tandard in precizely the zame way; the co-
incidence would be too great. From the indications in
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the type there is not the slichtest doubt that these
threatening letters were written on your machine.”

Mr. Queich drew a deep breath.

“It peems clear emough,” he said. "Quite clear, Mr.
Locke But—but how 1n the name of wonder has that
wretch obtained admittance to the school? How did
he know that I possesséidl a typewriter, that he came here
to use 1t? Mr. Locke, it seems incredible that any out-
zider should have been able to obtain access to the House,
and to my study, unseen !”

“It iz incredible,” said TFerrera Locke, with a nod.
“And the explanation is, that these letters were written
by some inmate of Greyfriars!”

Mr, Queleh jumped up.

“ A Greyfriars boy? he shouted.

“ Undoubtedly.”

“Good heavens!”

“The threats contained in the letters are mere non-
sense, and there never was, of course, any intention of
carrying them out,” said Ferrers Locke. “The letters
were designed to worry and harass you, doubtless in
revenge for some punishment inflicted by you in the course
of your duties here.”

“Then—then the unscrupulous raseal must be a boy in
my own Form " the Remove-master exclaimed.

“1 should say that that was quite certain,” said Ferrers
Liocke. “That accounts for the revengeful actiom, and
 for the ridiculous appellation of * tyrant * addressed to

ou.

“ Good heavens!”

Mr. Quelch sat down again, almost gasping.

‘He could not doubt the detective's conclusions, and the
discovery was a great relief to him. That lurking, des-
perate figure of a lunatic with a big knife faded into
the background. Instead of a mysterious and threaten-
ing enemy, it was only a spiteful and wunscrupulous
schoolboy he had to deal with,

He blushed to reflect how his nerves had been worked
utpt:-n by the trick. His whole Form had seen his state
of nerves—the letter-writer among the rest. Doubtless,
ail the time, he had been grinning over the success of
hiz scheme for harassing the Form-master. Mr. Quelch
coloured at the thought.

“You need not blame yourself for having been de-
ceived, sir,” said Ferrers Locke, who eaaii‘;r read the
Remove-master's uncomfortable thoughts. © Naturally,
you could not guess. Inspector Grimes, apparently, took
the letters seriously, even to the extent of arresting a
}rersnn on suspicion. You need not blame yourself: but

should recommend you to find out the young raseal
concerned, and make him understand clearly that this
18 not a safe game to play.”

Mr. Quelch’s eyes gleamed.

“ But—but there are a large number of boys in my
Form, Mr. Locke. AMost of them, I am sure, would be
incapable of such an unfeeling and rascally action. But
how to discover the guilty party—"

“I do mot think that will he difficult. In giving me
the details of the matter, you mentioned that a boy of
your Form informed you that a man, wrapped in a large
eoat, was lurking about the gates one evening——"

"Yes, that was Vish, the American boy. Acting on
his information, I telephoned to Inspector Grimes, who
gonsequently—ahem ——"

" This boy—Fish—described the mysterious lurker as
having had a knife hidden under his coat——"

*Exactly.”

" From that you concluded that he was the writer of
the mysterious letters, amd was lying in wail for vou,
It was natural. But now that you know that the letiers
were writtenln here, by a ﬂreyl’v‘;iars boy, what hecomes
of Fish's statement concerning a mysterions fizure with
a2 knife? It is pretty clear that the individual had no
existence outside the imagination of Master Fish.”

"Then—then he lied?”

“ Apparently.”

“ But why—why should he do 80? For you will under-
stand, of course, that he knew nothing of these letters.
The whole matter was a secret between the Head and
myszelf.”

“His story could only have been told in conucction
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with the letters, however. He could have had no other
motive for telling it. As his story is evidently a false-
hood, it shows a knowledge of the letters on the part of
Master Fish,”
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“May I ask whether you have lately had occasion to
administer severe punishment to this particular boy?"

“That is the case. I discovered him engaged in un-
serupulous trangactions—nothing less than lending money
at nterest among his schoolfellows—and I considered it
my duty to make an example of him. I have often, too,
had occasion to find fault with him for idleness and
slovenliness."

“Hence the appellation of “tyrant,”” said Ferrers Locke,
with a smile. I do not think you need leok wuch
further for the culprit.”

Mr. Quelch started to his feet,

“I will send for him at once——"

“One moment! There is practically no doubt in the
matter, but you cannot eharpe him with so serious an
offence as this without absoclute proof. He has lied to
you, certainly, but the lie cannot be proved absclutely;
for it iz at least within the bounds of possibility that
he saw such a lurking figure outside the gates as he
described to you.”

“Then what would you recommend "

“Let the young rascal convict himself by being caught
in the aet.”

"ﬁhq! You mean, he may be caught in my study the
next time he indites a letter upon the typewriter. By
watching the study at night—for he must certainly have
used the machine at night——"

Ferrers Locke shook his head.

“It iz possible that he might be caught iu that
manner,” he replied. “But it is very probable that he
typed a number of the letters at omee, having found a
favourable opportunity of using your machine without
your knowledge. That course wounld be a safer one for
him to follow.”

“Then, if he is searched, the letters will be found in
his possession !” exclaimed the Remove-master.

# "n‘:rgopmhabl}r. but not certainly; for he may not
have adopted that course,” said Ferrers Locke. ™ But
one thing iz certain, these letters are ted at Friar-
dale, to catch the last collection. To eatch that eollection
Master Fish must leave the school after locking-up.”

“1t is true”

"I shall leave Greyfriars at onee,” said Ferrers Locke,
* Nothing will be said to Fish. He will, therefore, have
no cause for uneasiness, If he iz the guilty party, he will
steal out this evening, as usual, fo post his letter in the
village. It has doubtless been easy enough for him to do
z0 hitherto without discovery. But on fhis occasion the
village post-office will be watched. If a Greyfriars boy,
of the Remove, whether Fish or another, comes there to

ozt a letter, he will be seized before he can place the

ctter in the box. IF it is a typed address, o yonrself, rn
the envelope, T will bring him back to school with the
letter. There will, in that case, Le no possible doubt.”

“Thank you. Mr. Locke! BSuch a plan cannob fail—
unless, indeed, he should mias this evening——"

“"'hat will not be material. I am gunite willing to take
a fow davs of rest in the counbry, if necessary, and devokp
a fow evenings to Master Fish,” said the detective, wilh o
smile,

; And after a few more minules Ferrers Locke took lis
eave.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bowled Out!

ISHER T. FISH glanced at Ferrers Locke az ho
laft the BEchool House and stepped into the faxi.
Harry Wharton & Co. saluted the detective, who
gave them a Kindly nod, The taxi whirled away
in the dusk.

“I puess he's vamoosed,” smid Fisher T. Fish, with
much satisfaction—"1 guess he's no yearthly good, after
all "

“What were you scared about, you ass?" asked Bob
Cherry.

“I guess I wasa't scared!”



“ You've been playing some trick to wu}rrg Quelchy, and
;m: were afrald Ferrers Locke would find it out,” said
{arry Wharton, knitting his brows,

' Waal, I guess he’s slipped up on it, anyway !” grinned

1 ]

Mr. Quelch came out of his study, and passed the

of juniors. Fisher T, Fish drew a quick breath for a

moment. But the Remove-master did not glance at him.

The Yankee junior breathed more freely when he was
gone,

“All O.K., I guess!” he muttered.

And he strolled away whistling,

“Ts he up to some dirty trick, or is it only his Yankeo
gasr” said Bob CherrFi

* Bleszed if I know !” gaid Wharton. " But if it's some-
thing serious enough for Ferrers Locke to be called in
about it, I ghould say Fishy’s number is up.”

“He's been jolly mysterions lately,” said Frank
Nugent. * Breaking bounds in the eveming—what for he
won't say¥. It looks to me as if he's going off his rocker.,”

Fishy’s latest habit, of breaking bounds in the evening,
was considerably sm:lgriaing to 't%e juniors who knew of
it, as no reason could be assigned for it. Fishy was too
“eute ™ to waste his money at the Cross Keys, as some
of the “blades” of Greyfriars did. As for wanting to

post a letter in the village-box, that did not seem reazon-

able, unless he choso the lateness of the hour to conceal
the fact that he was posting letters at all; but why he
ghould wish to keep the circumstance dark was a puzzle.
If the Removites had known about “ Nemo's ¥ threatening
letters, th would not have been so puzeled. Bui,
naturally, Mr. Queleh had not taken his Form inte his
confidence on that point.

Fisher T. Fish was missing again that evening, and
Harry Wharton & Co. could guess easily encough that he
was out of bounds. There was little danger of discovery
in the ordinary course, as Fish went out after calling-
over, and returned in time for bed. Buf events out of the
ordinary course were destined to happen that evening.

The chums of the Bemove were in the common-room
later in the evening, when Billy Bunter burst in, his eves
almost bulging thrﬁugh his spectacles.

*1 zay, you fellows,” he gasped—*T—I say—"

" Hallo, halle, hallo! Grimey come for Quelch again:”

“Ha, ha, ha'” :

“I—1 say—it's Fishy! He's arrested!” shriecked
Bunter.

“Fishy this time, iz it¥"' yawned Bob Cherry. " You'll
make it the Head next, Bunter, I suppose. Why don’t

vou make 1t the Head®"

“Tt'z true!” yelled Bunter. “ Ferrers Locke has come
back, and he’s got Fishy by the collar—-"

" What?

“He rang Gosling up. and had the gates opened, and
thev're coming acress the quad now,” panted Bunter.
“Come onl T tell g{l'll Fishy’'s arrested I .

And Bunter dashed off again, to witness the thrilling
gight of Fisher T. Fish being marched in with Ferrers
Locke's hand on his eollar, A crowd rushed after him
in great astonishment.

tinlike a preat deal of Bunter's news, i1t was true this
time. A crowd of excited juniors reached the Hall, just
as Fisher T. Fish came in, with the grip of Ferrers Locke
on his collar. Mr. Locke was looking guiet and grave, and
Ficher T. Fish was white as a sheet, and looking as seared
as a rablbif,

“What on earth’s the matter exclaimed Ilarry
Wharton, * What has Fishy done, Mr, Locke?"

“ You will know soon,” said Ferrers Locke quietly,
“T—1 ealenlate it was only a joke,” prioned Fisher T.
Fish, utterly down in the mouth. “I—I puess—2"

Mr, Quelch came hurriedly out of his study.

“ Mr. Locke " he exclaimed.

“ I have brought this boy to you, =ir,” said Fervers
Locke., ** He ecame to the village post-box, and I caught
Iim as he was putting the letter in. The lotter is here.”

Mr. Quelch took the letter., Half Greyfriars had
githered round in the Hall, in wonder and amazement.

The Remove-master gave Fisher T. Fish an expressive
glance, and cut open Fhe envelope, which was addressed
to himsell in typewriting,

The Tetter inside ran:

“TYRANT! The hour of doom approaches! Beware of
vengeanee ! In the dark howrs of night the blew will fall?

You are doomoed! NEMO.M
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Mr. Quelch read that precious letter, with a grim brow.

Then his eyes were fixed upon Fisher 1", Fish. Ferrers
Locke had released the unfortunate Yankee junior. Fish
seemed to enrl up under Mr. Quelch’s glittering eye,

“ S0, Fish,” said Mr. Quelch, in a voice like a rumble
of thunder—" 50, rascal, your guilt is proved!”

# I—I—I guess—-" gtammered Fish,

“Mr., Locke, I am extremely obliged to you—more
obliged than I can say. Fish, you know what to expect,
I presume?”

*I—1 reckon it was only a joke, sir,” mutiered Fisher
T. Fish, licking his dry hps. ¥ I—I guess I never meant
any harm, sir. I—I shouldn’t have done anything, of
course ; it—it was only a matter of writing the letters,
gir.

“TMaserupulous young rascal! And what wag your
motive in attempting thus to trouble and harass your
Form-master?”

*I—1 puesg——"

“In vevenge, I presume, for 8 well-deserved
ment, administered on account of other rascal
unscrupulous actions!” said Mr, Quelch sternly,.

Fisher T. Fish mumbled.

“May we know what Fish has done, sir?” asked Harry

Wharton, respectfully.

“You may, Wharton. All Greylfrinra will now, and
will be able to treat thiz wretched and wicked boy with
the contempt he deserves. Fish has written me a series
of abusive and threatening letters—"

“(h, my hat! I—I mean—

“1 do not wonder that you are surprised, Wharton. I
hope every bhoy here is surprised and shocked. Doubtlesa
in order fo secure his own safety by aveiding the uwse of
handwriting, Fish used my own typewriting machine for
the purpose, and through that action he was detected by
Mr. Locke.”

“Good old Sherlock Holmes " murmured Bob Cherry.
“You may read this letter,” continued Mr. Quelch.
“ Having read it, gﬂu will fully understand why Fish ia

unish-
and

going to be punished with unexampled severity.”
“Ow-yow!" mumbled Fisher T. Fish, in dire
apprehension,

There was a murmur of indignation as the letter was
read. (Hlances of contempt were turned on the wretched
Fish from all sides, .

Fisher T. Fish stood limp and guailing. The first-rate,
gilt-edged “astunt,” as he would have called it, for
making his Ferm-master “sit up,” had recoiled on his
own head. That there was anything specially unsera-

nlous and rascalls in writing anonymous snd threaten-
ing letters Fisher T. Fish could not see. But it was
certain that the Head's birch would assist in making 1t
plain to him,

“ Follow me, Fish I said Mr. Quelch sternly. "It resta
with the Head whether you ave flogged or expelled for
this rascality. Follow me !”

Fisher T. Fish limped sway after Mr. Quelch to the
Head's study. - 1

He left the cvowd in a bugz. Fishy's mysterions
conduct of late, his weird and mysterious h:nj:s:, were
explained. And the general opinion was that Fishy was
roing to get a record flogging, and that he deserved it.

* - - " ] *

And he did.

The next morning Fisher T. Fish was called ont hefore
the assembled school, and hoisted upon Gesling’s broad
chonlders, and for some time Dr. Locke wae very bus
with the hirch. The vells of Fisher T. Fish rang tﬁrm:g 1
the Hall, and when the infliction was over, he was quite
limp. The Head told him he trusted that that would be
a lesson to him. Me was not likely to write any maore
anonymous letters.

And he did not receive any sympathy in the Remove.
Even Billy Bunter told him he was dispusted with him,
and all the Remove agreed that it was jolly lueky he had
been * bowled out.”

THE EXD.

(Do rnot miss Y SKINNER THE SKIFPER!' ne=xt
Monday's Grand Story of the Chums of Greyfriars,
by FRANK RICHARDS.) o
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The First Instalment Told How:

DICK DAUNT and DUDLEY DREW, two chura, dis-
cover o letter in a bottle which they have extracied from the
body of a shark.

They are informed by its contents that a certain Matthew
tnell 19 marooned on an unnamed island in the Kevs, and he

offers a aubstantial reward
B ER TN [

. On going to the island, however, they find that Mr. Sncll
19 not there,
“The old boy's vanished

_ " Thiz beata all " amid Dudley.
into thin air ™
{Xow go on with the sfary.)

Hidden Bay.

Tt seemed that Dudley must be right.  Old Snell was gane,
and as Dudley and Diek together walked slowly back to
tha little house by the ercck they discussed his disappearance
in huoshed voices.

“He was ill when he wrote that letter and =of it afloat,”
gaicd Dick, “Te may have died.”
“That's s0," replied Dudley.
where's his body?

wouldn't you?'

Dick nodded frowningly,

YW, [ HHYEUEE ou would. Buot it's nok a sure thing, by
any means. o'd have been watching- tha sea, very likely,
and would have been too bad to get back. Or he might
have fallen aver a eliff or into ono of theso big ravinea whieh
run inland from the sea "

“Yes, I guess that's possible,” Dudley answered. 0 he
might have been bitten by a snake. Bay, Dick, there are
moroe snakes on this island than I've got any wae for.™

“There'll be worse than snakea when Cray and hiz crowd
Iand,” snid Dick grimly. * Which reminds me—we'll have
to keep a watch to-night.”

Dudley groaned.

“1 could sleep o week,” he said ruehully. *But yvou're
right, Dick. It's a =ure thing wo'll have ko wateh.'

“Thero's alwaya the chance that the beggars cnme to grief
in that blow,” Dick suggested hopefully, “Or they may
‘have missed the island altogether, and be messing about out
-in the Gulf miles away.”

. “I'd give a bit to know they had,” smiled Dudley.
i's a case of hopo for the best, and expect tho worst.”

“Well,” he added thonghtfully, * whatever cames along,
that gold’s worth a bit of risk. (iee! bub woe wonldn't need
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be any porsons efecting hia

“But if that's the ruse,
You'd reckon to find it in thoe hut,

“But

;i By % o2

T. C. BRIDGES.

much more than a clear week of digging to put us on the
right side of overything.”

‘I'm with you there,' said Dick heartily. * Whatever
happens, we're going to stick bo the pame until we've gotb
our pocketa full.™ ]

”Er!’mku on that!' replied Dudler. “I'm with you all the
WA,

Dusk was falling as they reached the little house. At their
first visit, earlior 1n the day, they had not wasted much time
exploring, Now they had a good look round. ; :

“&noli must have been a dodey old chap,” said Dicl.
“He's got overything here top-hole.”

“And 1 don't reckon he was very near starving, either,™
replied Dudley, rummaging in a cupboard. “Here's grub
for a month "

He bogan digeing out tinned stuff of all sorts, with various
packets of rice, sugar, coffee, and homing.

““And, zay!” he added. “Ho hasn’t been gone o great
while. Here's o tin of roast beef opencd, and fresh vet.”

SWell, I'm blessed 1™ oxelaimed Dick, sniffing the meat.
“In thia weather that would have gone as high as Haman
inzide forty-eight hours. You're just about right, Dudley.
Sncll’'s been here within the past two days.”

“&nell or somohndy, with a tincoperner,” added Duadley.

“1 wish we could find the old chap,” said Dick serionsly.
“fg's poor lack lis going under just before we turn up to
rescuo him. '’

“ And, ineidentally, to take the little bag of dust,” put in
Dudley. “Well, see here, Diek, there's ﬁtt—a of stull here,
g0 there'll be no need to go back to our eacho for stores.
Tiot's make a good supper, and toss for who takes firss
wateh. ™

Thiz scemed pood to Dick: and Dudley, who waz a top-
hols cook, set to work with his pota and pans, while Dick
wot a roaring Bra in the stove.  In little more than half
an hour all was roady,

Thera waz o gront {bih:- of waflles, or flapjacks. hot from
the frying-pan, a dish of dey hash made of corned-heef,
onions, and potatoes all fried together, and o pot of excel-
lent colfce.

They were both starving hungry after their long tramp,
and made short work of the good things  Then they drew
straws, and it fell to Dhek to tako Grst wateh.

Dudley lay down al once, and had hardly stretehed himself
out before he waz asleep. Dick witehod him.

“Poor old chap! I'm glad he got first nap,” he muttered.
Hao's absolutely dead beat.”

Dick was none too fresh himsell, for the previous day and
night had faken it out of him pretty severely. Hoe hardly

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE * GREYFRIARS HERALD,” £2-



dared sit down for fear of dropping oif, =0 went ount and
atrolled about tha place.

It was a wonderful night, clear and ealm, but rather dark,
as there was no moon. Myriads of fireflies Ritted over the
brook, making sparks of bluish fire in the gloom. The only
socunds were the murmur of the brook and, in the distance,
the slow wash of the surf on the chifs.

Dick kept his rifle handy. He did not know at what
moment Ezra Cray and his pack of rascally moonshiners and
beachecombers might turn up.

Up and down he tramped, now and then resting {or a fow
minutes on a fallen log, but always listening keenly for any
su?amu}us sound. None came; and at last, by the light of
a firefly which ho caught and imprizoned, he zaw thai the
i'{p:;:{]s of s watch were almost together at the top of the
<hal. .

He turned towards the house, and was close to the door,
when he pulled up short, Istening kecenly.

A low, moaning roar had fem_lgunly broken the stillness—
a most strange and eerie sound, coming as it did through
the calm darkness. It was not quite like anything that he
hﬁd mgter heard before, and, for the life of him, he could not
place it.

It rose from a moan to a sort of bellow, then slowly died
BWAY.

He went quickly in, roused Dudley, and told him. The
two came out together. Three or four minutes passed in
?E-E::Irlute. silcnce, then again tho extraordinary neise broke
orki.

“What do you make of it, Dudley ™ Dick asked anxiously.

“TH be blamed i I know! It's the right-down guecrest
thing T ever did hear. Only time I ever remember hearing
anything like it was when I was over in the Yellowstone
Puarl with my {].I'll:'.]_, when I was o kid, A FEyser broke
hmsu..up:} shot & great cloud of hot water and steam up into

e e

A poyser—eh? Bub we've seen nothing like that on this
bit of un island. And if there had been one, we'd surely
have heard it before gow,”

“That's so. It beats me, Jim. Btll, it don't seom to be
anywhere very near, and it 15n't the sort of row that Cray and
Co could make, even if they wanted to.”

While they talked the thing came a third time, sounding
Just as before.

“1 believe it's out at sea,” sald Jim. “It's not unlike a
foghorn.” _
“Foghorn! Great Cesar! It would take six foghorns to

mithe a noise like that! Besides, the night's as clear as a
bell. T guess you'd best go and take your sleep, Dick. Noise
ain't going to hurt us any, and if anything esﬂmwa up—why,
I'll have you out in about half a shake!”

The adviee seemed good to him, and so utterly weary was
ho that, in spite of the weird trumpeting which still con-
tinued at intervals of thres o four minutes, his cyes closed,
and he was very soon as sound asleep as Dudley had been a
few minutes carbier. .

When he awoke, the pink flush of dawn was visible through
the ::&S:m shutter, and he jumped up in a horry.

Dudley was colleeting ir.in ling-wood just outside.

“You rotter!” exclommed Dick. “Why didn't yon wake
mei’

“That's all right,” smiled Dudley.
more than yvour share.”

“What about that noise? demanded Dick.

It stopped along about two. Haven't heard it sinee”

“ Wish I kunew what it was,” said Dick, rather uncasily.
" MNow you streteh out, Dudley. May as well have anothor
short pap while 1 FFT- breakfast.™

Nudley obeyed, b
Diek roused him. They (reshened themselves with a dip in
the pool behind tho dam, then while they ate their food
discissed the businesa for the day.

" Eeems to me we'd better rake in all the gold we can,”
<aid Dhek, "and be sure of something for our treuble. before
Cray and his oullit turn up

Iridley shook his head.

"N, sir. Firet thing we've got to do s to fix up some
pluce wo ean hide in. Pretty sort of idiotz we'd loak if
Crayv's crowd dropped on us when wo were down there in
the middle of the brook! There wouldn't be a dog’s chance
for a petaway.”

Rather reluctanily Dick had to admit that his partyier was
right. They started out, and first of all climbed the hill
ancd had o leck roond. But the sen stretehed cmpty to tho
bl horizon.

“Cray's misseil 101" Dick declared eheerfully.

Y Den't you get too gay,” returned Dudlev,  “He'll make
thiz placo sooner or later if he’a still above water. There
't anvthing would keep that fellaw away where gold's in
the guestion. Fe'll smell it out like & tervier does o orat,

"1 gness we'll go right abead, and Gix ourselves up again«t
& surprise,” he continwed,

They seon reached the rocky cove where they had beached
the boat. Dudley was of the opinien (hat she was not well
ceoncly Tndden, and they searched for o sale place,
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They found it, too. A little to the west was a queer Jitile
inlet, which ran decp into the <hiff, with s mouth =0 narrow
znd shallow it hardly looked as if thero was room to push
any sort of a boat in. They waded up the chonnel, and
found mnside a regular rock-bound harbour. It wos hardly
hifty vards wcross, but the water was deep and clear, and still
as o pond,

“Couldn't have been better if 1t was made for us!™
declared Dick, glanciug up at the tall and almost por-
pendicular cliffs, which rose to a height of o hundred feet
or more oh every eide, and the shaggy, hanging creepers at
the top. “ But we'll have to wait till the tide’s rigen o bit
before we can put her in.”

“Meantime, I guess we'll hunt for something as good for
our own_selves,” answered Dudley. “Some sort of a
eave is what I'm reckoning on.™

OUn both sides of the entrance to the hidden pool the cliffs
were broken in the straneest fashion. Great slabs had fallen
away, and lay in tumbled masses wpon the beach. Dark
crannies yawned in every direction, his was the side of tha
island cxposed to ihe north-westerly gales, which are the worst
in thiz region, and the waves had certainly done terrible
work upon the rock-bound shores of Golden Key.

Starting from different points, the two began to <limb
upwards, and presently met on a ledwe some fifty feot up.

“I've struck a place,™ said Dick.

“Guess 've got one, too,” replicd Dudley.
vours first, then we can have & lﬂﬂlii at mine.”

Dick's was a shallow cave with a wide entrance. Dudley’s
was smaller, and less convenient; but the entrance was
narrower and easier to hold against attack. Dick willingly
agreed that the latter was the better, and they set to work
to carry their stores and ammunition wp, and hide them.
By the time they had finished this job, there was waler
enough to get the boat into the cove

“Good work ! said Dudley, as ha swept the
frem his forehead with the back of his hand. * Now, I feel
kind of happy. Whatever comes along, we've got a right
nice place to hide in. It’ll take Cray's crooks gquite & while
to nose out that hidden bay.”

* Good name for it,"” put in Dick, with a laugh., *“Hidden
Bay, we'll eall our harbour, and Crooked CLff would be abouj
right for this old tangle of rocks.”

T_)uc{iﬂy nadded, an% glaneed up at the sun.

“Dinner-time, Dick. And what price woshing out a bit
of pay-dirt this afternoon i

“Let's aco

erspiration

A Dollar a Mlnute,

Dick stood in the blazing sun, in the middle of the dry
ereck bed, and stared at something which he held in the
palm of his open left hand.

“Talk of httle Jack Horner!” he remarked, in a voice
which had a note almost of awe.

M Never heard of the gentleman,” responded Dudley
H.Fﬁ?nﬂ}l' as he same across. ““ What have you got there i

en, as hiz eyes fell on the chject in Jack's hand, he
gave a sharp start.

“*Holy smoke! Where did you el that

“Just picked it out of the last shovelful of gravel, like
Jack Iorner did out of his Christmas-pie, you ignorani
American ! retorted Dick, with a grin.

It was & dull yellow object, the size and nearly the shape
of a large- hazel-nut, which Dudiey took from the other and
examined carefully,

“Ten dollars” worth of gold in that,” he said, in a voice
that was not quite steady. “Either vou're in big luck,
Dick, or this gravel is as rich as the original Sutter’s Creek
clatm in California,

He stooped swiftly as he spoke, and lifted a second nugget
nexrly as big as the first, which his quick eyes had detected
lying among the disturbed gravel

“Here's another ! Dick, give me a month right here, and
we won't either of us need to grow any more oranges or
;-_u-:n::urmts than we want to eat for the rest of our little
Ives,

. Dick’s eyes shone. Small wonder. In all the world thers
I# N0 exXperience niore exciting thun digging jor gold and
really finding it

U Then, by Jove” he said, “we'll make the most of the
time we have, Dudley ™

Amd, graspmg his shovel, he set to work with furious
T Dudley 1 bing b liteig Wi

wdley lnew sometbimg about washing gold, Dick nothin

at all.  But under Dudley’s tuition, fhg youn Hrit.ishn%

developed a really marvellons aptitude, and within an hour

was whirling his tin pan with a skill quite equal to that of
the American boy.
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A Grand, Long, Co late Story of Harry
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Rich! Rich was no word for it. They had struek a
tegular treasure hole, and besides cccasional nugpets, cvery
Pan ran‘s from three or four shillings up to three times that
worth of dust

Snell, Cray—everything olse was forgotten, and it secmed
no time at all before the quick dusk sweooped down, and
night put an end to their feverish activity.

hay stuck to it till it was too dark to see, then, shiff
and aching, limped back to the hut. Thersa they lit the
lamp, and turned out the contents of the two old meat cans
o which thay had been stowing their treasure.

The size of the pile of heavy yellow stuff made them gasp.
TheE stood and stared, gloating over it

“I reckon we've a pound weight,” said Dudley at last.
Y About three hundred dollars' worth, T'd say."

Dick drew a long breath.

“Sixty quid for five hours” work! Four shillings a
minute ! My only gunt! You're right, Dudley ! . If we can
ﬂlril_v _h?]%‘q’n:n here for a month or two, we'll be able to retire
all ng

Then his hard common-sense came to lus rescue.

*The sconer we hide this the better. We can’t tell what
minute Cray’s gang may hpippen along. And it's up to us
to feed well and sleep well if we're to carry on at this game
again to-morrow.”

Dudley nc:ridsd, ) . )

“That's good goods, Dick. Light the fire while I slow
this, I'll bury it under that old log outside.”

“That's a good notion. Put it down deep, and cover it
up well. Then come and fix up some flap-jacks.”

They made an immense supper, then arranged three-hour
watches, each promising to wa.é‘: the other punctually.

This time Dudley took first watch while Dick slept. The
three hours passed like so many minutes, and he could
hardly believe that he had closed his eyves befora Dudley was
shaking his shoulder. .

“Just on eleven, Dick. And that gqueer noise has just
started up afresh. "Thsn't as lovd as last night, bub it comces
every four or five minutes, just as before.” :

“Tt didn't do us any harm last night,” N_Elie& Dick,
rubbing his eyes. “8Ho I'm nol going Lo worry about it."”

As before, the queer momning went on at intervals for
about an hour, then gradually died away. The night possed

utetly, and next morming when the two visited the top of

ook-out Iill the sea was as bare as it had been twenty-
four hours carlier.

" Another day's work for uws,” said Dudler
“(Come along, Dick! Every minute's worth & dollar

Strenuous was no word for the way in which the pair
worked that morning. The gravel was as rich as ever, and
they picked ount no fewer than five nuggets, one of which
was twice as bizg as that which Dick had got the previous
evening.

It was long past midday befors they broke off for a
hurried meal, and by then they had =znother fourteen or
fifteen ounces of dust to cache under the log.

“My word, but I'm stiff 1" groaned Dudley. as he got up
to put the plates aside. *I'll bet I never worked a0 hard in
all my life before !

“Wor I, cither,” replied Dick, going to the door.

Crack! Dhut!

Dick ducked like a dabehick, and leaped back into the
house. As he did so a second bullet came ping! through
the open door, and buried deep with a heavy thud in the wall
pp'puml'e, i

“The window, Dick 1" cried Dudley, as he spatehed up his
nfle,

Dick slammed the deor, picked up his gun, and followed
Dudley Like n flash throueh the window.

This put the bulk of the shanty between Ehem and their
szzailants, and, stiff as they were, they both hroke records
in crossing the litile patch of epen ground belind, and
gaining the shelter of the trees, _

Dudley was streaking straizht away, but Dick overtook
him, and caught him by the arm.

“The beach!” he panted.  * Crooked CLIT!
o the left !™ ) )

He swung in a half-cirele, which brovght them presontly
infto the very thickest of the serab,  Tn this running was ont
ef the question, and they wore foreed to moderate their pace.
Presently the ground hegan to rise, and here Dick stopped.

“YWait a Jiffy ! he whispered, L want to know if
they're on our track.”

joyiully.

[
H

ITere, eound
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A distant cracking and swishing sound reached thear
cAra,

“You bet they are!” replied Dudley, in an equally low
tone. “It's up to us to scoot for all we're worth. Romember,
the beach iz all open! We want o long lead or they'll drill us
as we orods it on our way to the cave!™

Dick nodded, and- they were off again, making as little
sound as they could. DBut the brush was thick and close,
and tangled in places with long bamboa vines, tough as cord
and covered with sharp, croocked thorns,

The sound of purswit came closer, and—worst of all—came
from more directions than one,

“They're spreading out!” muttered Dick. *There must
be a lot of 'em. Watch out they-don't get & sight of us!"

Tha brush began to thin again. It was lower, and thera
was mora palmetto, By this they knew that they were

etting mear to the sea. But althouzh Dick was aware that
the general direction was right, he was not by any means
certain whether they were going'to hit off the break in tha
cliffs above the beach, and he %:new that if they failed to
do so they were absolutely enclosed. They would be caught
between their enemies and the top of the cliff, and shot down
at leisure.

A glance at Dudley’s face showed it grim and set ns Dick
had never before seen it. Clearly he, too, realised how tight
& %Lma thay were in.

warfed by the strong sea winds, the
lower. It was hardly ﬁigh enough to hide their heads.
Their pursuers seemed to be gaining. They could be plainly
heard, crashing through the harsh fronds of the palmetto,
and cursing as they stumbled over the knotted rootstalks
which seamed the ground in every direction.

“Duek!” whispered Dudley suddenly, and soizing Dick by
tho arm, dragged him down.” “A nigzer!™ he said “1 saw
a nigget's head above the brush, away over to the right.
That ugly beggar Bufe Finn!"

“Qver there?” repeated Diek, in dismay.
between us and the beach. We're done in '™
; "There's only one thing for it,”" said Dudley firmly—

ereep the rest of the way. They don’t know where we are
making, and if they come close we can hear them, and hida
up in thoe thick,”

Dick nodded.

*1 suppose that's the only thing to do. Dut if they do
happen to tumble across us—-"'

Ho did not finish his sentenee, for at that moment the
very catustrophe he had been fearing almost happened. A
paiv of legs, cased in rough high.boots, came crashing irio
view 1o o tiny open space nobt piore than half a dozen verds
away.

[vick and Dudley together dived in right under the nearcst
bush, and lay quict as two rabbits in a gorseclump  For
some moments they hardly dared to broathe.  Then the
crashing, pounding feet passed on, and disappeared.

“That was Bent—Ambrose Bent," whispered Ddley,

* What—the maoonshiner?”

“That's him. Great big brote, and uvgly as sin.™

U Ugly inside and out,” added Dick. *“Strikes me we'ra
right up against it, old zan.™

; III could have drilled him all right," said Dudley regret.
ully.

“dust as well you didn’t shoot.  Vou'd only have brooght
the rest of the bunch on us, There don't scem to be any
very close. Let's push on while we can ™

They rrepb forward.  The heat down here near the o
was almost intolerable, and the air was full of sandflics and
midgea,  Also, there was wore than a little danger of snakes.
Dut o these trials they haclly gave a secomd thought,  Pheir
cnemics—iomo of thrm, at least—woere now belween them
and the sea. Doth knew that they were ie about as tisht a
placn as they well coudd be.

They could not choose their direction: they had {o go
wherever the bush was thickest. And they dored net reaizo
their heads in order to seo where they wore going. Tt was
only by the slight slopr of the groond that ey could tell
that they were slowly approacihing the sea. )

Dindley stopped,

“I seo daylight,” be whisperad,

Pushing the bushea aside, they found a vard or two aof
bure rock; beyond it, sheer oliff, with the waves brcaking
againat 1ta foot.

“* Missed it!" groancd Dick.

“Yres; the cove’s away to the richt,* said Dudley, prering
out,  “Dot, say, Dick, there's ome good thing, Not e of
‘e iz anywhere near us, See there! They are vight down
on the beaeh, ™

“ And right between us and where we want lo go,” added
Diclk.

Lrce!
Drinilley.

palmetto becamo

“Then he's

but  they're 8 tough-looking  crowd!”  remarked
1 ean zee Crpps, plain as plain, just like an old
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Step by step Wildlng decreased the distance s»parating him from the crouching boys, and a'l the time the

black muzzle of hls rifle threatened the first that stirred.

(dee page 286.) I

buzzard hopmng along. And there’'s Ambrose Bent and Rufo
the nigger, and two more—five 1n all."

“And likely one or two more back in the scrub,” growled
Dick, pushing forward a little to got a better view. * Long
odidls any way you look ab it.”™

“ Might have been warse, T reckon,” replied Dudley drily.
“ Zay, Dick, they're looking for our boat!™

“1 expeet they'll look a while before they find it Tide's
hizh, and they can’t get along the foot of the chiff. Just
“'Evrq are we, Dudley?”

“Right above our caves, T guess.” He crept out a little
farther, then came back. “That's it. We're right on top
of Crooked Chff, and there's Hudden Bay over to tho left,
whers the bushes hang over tho odge™ '

*1i thers was only some way down from the top!" said
Lick longingly,  *This iz no sort of a place to lie out
tlﬁm}-’rf b!iabic to find va any time if they beat the scrub

rough.

Durfle:,r turned quickly.

4“1 reckon there is, Dick. Romembeor that deep little cloft
that camne down right on to the ledge?”

Tre MaGHET LiPRARY.—No. 420.

NEXT
MONDAY-

¥

“SKINNER THE SKIPPER!”

“Can't say 1 do.” .

“Well 1 spotted it all right, and T wish T'd only had the
horse sense to climb it and sco if 16 was ANywWaYs possible, ™

“Wea might have 2 shet at it,” sald Dick eaperly. "1t
can’t be very far off, either.™

“No, the head of it can't be a great way off.  But 1
zuess if we'ro geing to try 1t we've got to do it nght now.
Those fellows will be right back HFILil‘L as soon as they sce
there are ne tracks om the beach.’

Dick's jaw =ek

“Right!"” he said briefly. *“Keep low, Dudley  They
wor't spot us unless they happen to look this way.”
“No need to go outeide at all,” replied Dudley. **Not

at first, anyway. Keep right along, inside the palmetto.”
It was good advice, and Dick took i1t.  But the serub wae
thick as & bhedge, and # wae ternbly slow work wriggling
wlong through the tough, saw-edged stems.
At lust Dhck, who was leading, came to a sudden stop.
He turned to Dudley.
“HMere's your cleft,” he eaid.
Dudley came up alengside. Dick’s head was ever the edgo

A Grand, Long, Complote Bltory of Harry
Wharton & Cou By FRANK RIGHARDG.
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of a wall of sheer rock. 1t was the cleft all right, but it
was between twenty and thirty fect deep, and the bottom
one mass of loose boulders, while the cliff-face itself was
smooth, and sheer as the wall of a house. A monkey could
nat have climbed it. Worst of all, it ran inland, as far as
they could sce, until it grew so narrow that the palmettoes
arched over it .
“A nice trap we've run into!” said Dick bitterly.

Up Against It!

“ Guess there's nothing for it but to work inland and try
and malke the end of it," asid Dudley.

Dick nodded, and the heart-breaking crawl through the
palmetto began all over again.

It scemed cndless, and every minute they expected to
hear their pursuers crashing on their track. At last Dieck
ventured to peer out again. Ho gave o sigh of relief.

“Wo can make 1t here, Dudley.”

As ho aspolte hetshipped out, and, catching hold of a
pelmettostem which projected over the cdge of the narrow
ravine, lowered himself slowly. There was a slight rostls
and a grating of loose stones.

*All right ! eamo Dick's voice: and Dudley, looking over,
saw him aafe at the bottom of the oleft, which here was no
more than ten feet deep. Next moment he was beside
hug.

“Now I pucss we've ghipped them,” said Dudley, with a
sigh of rolicl. .

The words were hardly out of his mouth before a rifle
rang out, and his soft felt hnt went whirling off his head.

For the moment he was confused, but Divk dragged him
down behind a-boulder big enongh to shelter them both.

“Tt's Wilding!” heo hissed in Dudley’s ear.

Step by stop Wilding decrcased the distanco separatin
him from the crouching pair, and all the time the bl
muzzle of his rifle promized cdeath to the first that stirred.
Now he was only twenty yards away, and the boys were
farced to almost crush themselves apainst the ground.

Then, without the slightest warning, there burst out a
strange, hooting roar—the sclfzame zound that the boys had
heard last night and tho night before. Only new it sounded
infinitely louder than on either of the previows oecasions.

Badly startled, Wilding's head jerked round, and for an
instant the barrel of his rifle dipped. Tb waos all the chanco
Dick wanted. Quick as o flash wp came hus gun, and he
fired both barrels almost at once, )

The roar of the reports filled the rocky cleft with &
deafening bellow, which echoed and rolled like thunder, and
two charges of heavy duckshot, tearing theough the air,
struck Wilding at point-blank runge. : ]

With a yell, ho jumped straight up ioto the air, to pitch,
with o sickening thud, right down into the ravine, full on
tho masses of broken rock which hittered the bottomn,

For an instant Dick stood staring. His face had gone
suddenly white, and he was shaking all over. :

“Braco up!™ said Dudley sharply. ‘' Brace up, Dick!
Tt was-him or us. You had to do it. Run! There'll be
more of 'em in two twos.”

With an effort Dick pulled himself together, and they
atarted down the vavine. They had to pass closa by the
shattered body of the man Wilding. It was not a pretty
asight, and oven Dudley, in spite of his brave words,
shuddered as he glgncc«fi gt the twisted face of the dead
mamn.

As they struggled frantically forward over the heaped-up
masses {r'}r rocks agein came the goyscrlike boom and hoot.
But this they ha lt;' noticed. They were both too busy in
their wild struggle for life, _

The slope became stesper. The walls on ecither side wera
8o lofty that they out off the sunlight. The two moved in
a shadowy gloom, so deep that they couid hardly see.

Of a sudden they came to & monsirous rock which seemed
to bar further progress, for it lay right across the ravine liko
a huge gate. ) )

“(Get on my shoulders, Dudley.” said Dick, as he braced
himself, with his hands against the rock. .

Dudley clambered swiftly np, and stood on Diclks shoulders.
He reached up.

“I can make it!" he panted. ;

Mext momeont his weight was gong, amd Dick, looking up,
saw him safe on top of the boulder.

Flinging himself on his face, Dudley stretehed down, and
Dick, with a leap, caught his owastretehed hands. A franbie
seramble, and he was beside his friend.

“The scal” gasped Dudley.

And, sure enough, throngh the gap at the bottom of the
gorge, the blue rollers of the gull were visible, gleaming
in the hot afternoon sun. N

The rest of the way, if steep, was comparatively easy, and
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within another two or three minutes they were on their
led and had dashed inte their cave. N ;

Bﬁ’h flung themselvgs down. They were dripping with

arspiration and panting with the fearful strain of the past
Ealf—zt:.n:rur.

Dudley was the first to recover himsealf.

“First trick to us, Dick. We've bagzed one of them, and
got off without a scratch.” ;

_ “Hpeak for yourself I" growled Dick., *1 haven’t a sound
inch of skin on my carcasc.” e

Dudley laughed. It did him good to hear Dick joke. He
had been afraid of the effect of the killing of Wilding, for
fie kpew that Dick had never before fired a shot in anger.
For himself it was different. He had seen rough work in
the Far West before coming to Florida.

He struggled to his feet. ] :

“Idck, we've got to get busy,” he said.  “Cray ain't
ﬁgmg to waste any time over getting square. e and Bent'll

mad as hornets when they find Wilding. From now on,
it's them or us!”

“It's been that from the frst," answercd Dick. *“Tha
swabs ! Plugring at uws without & word of warming! 1 tell
you, Dodley,” he continued, with a grim quietness that was
rather impressive, it will ba shoot on sight from now on!
Wo've got to rid the earth of this crowd, and I'll do it with
as little plt:,r as I'd blow out a nest of rattlesnakes!”

"That's right, old son; I'm with you!” agreed Dudley.
“ But our job new is to make sure they don’t get first chance
of plugging v, Bo 1 guess wo'd better get busy, and make
some sort of a breastwork. ¥You've gob to remember that,
when the tide goes down, they can get along the beach just

like we could, and then there's alwars the chance of their
rushing us.”

Dick nodded.

“You're right, Dudley.
batker.™

There was any amount of loose stuff about, and they scon
had formidable walls piled across the ledge at points which
they conld command from the cave-mouth. Anyone trying to
reach the cave would have to climb one or the other. In tha
daytime they would be in plain sight: at night they would
certainly make themaselves heard the Faﬁ of the small,
Lﬂmq stones which the boys had imped on top of each

arrier.
_ While they were ab work the moaning roar was heard at
its usual regular intervals, but after ,about an hour died
away.

Dick and Dudley, however, had become so accustomed

E the sound that they hardly paid any further attention

The suoner wo start in tha

1t.

The barriera finished, the two returned to thercave. What
with their long morning at gold-digging, the chase, and the
strenucus shifting of rocks, they were both pretty well done.

Dick looked round.

“I think we're all riﬁht for the present, Dudley.”

“¥es, I reckon so. But what about it if they find where
we are, and settlo down $o starve us out?”

“Take them quite a while,” respondad Dick, glancing at
tha comfortable.looking pile of tinoed stuff and biscuit.
“0Old Ladd did us pretty well.”

“I'm not thinking so muoh about grub,” asaid Dudley.
Y Water's the question.”

Dick's face fell.

“You're right, Dudley. T never thought of that. Well,
we've got a keg [ull, anyhow, That'll Tk 2 il e can
think the thing ocut.  After all, we could surely make a
sally by night, and fll up at the creck-mouth?™

Dudley shook his head.

“Cray's no fool, Dick. The water question iz the vory
first that he's poing to think of. Before he's twenty-four
hours alder -haﬁl know, like we do, that the ereek 13 the
only dtin.king water on the izland, and he'll take his measures
accordingiy. ]

“1 must say vou're jolly enccuraging ! growled Dick.
“If it’s that bad, we'd best take our boat while we can, and
zail back to Lemon Bay, and get help”

“I guess that's just exactly what Mr, Ezra Cray's figuring
on,' drawled Dud]].ajr, and pointed as he apake.

Round the tall cape to_the left a large sail-boat with a
crew of halt & dozen men had just come into sight, As the
watched her the sheet was hauled, and she stood in towards
the land.

Dick seized his gun.

“They're making right for the mouth of Hidden Bav,” he
said sharply. " Burely to goodness, they haven't got on
the track of our boat already !

{Another fong fnstafmont of this splendid new
serfal story noxt Monday. To avold disappolntment,
ordar your copy early.)
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UNIQUE FOUR-FOLD HAIR GIFT.

SPLENDID NEW ADDITION TO “HARLENE HAIR-DRILL"

Every Reader to Receive Valuahle Hair Culture Parcel—FREE.

1,000,000 OUTFITS NOW READY.

INCE the first day that Mr. Edwards gave to the
world his wonderful plan of Harlene Hair-Drills
millions of people the world over have accepted

what up to now has been described ag hig Triple Gift
for Hair Beauty.

To-day he announces the astonishing fact that be yet
further adde to the value of hia
Hair-growing Gift, and from hence-
forth everyone who desires fo
cullivate Hair Beauty may, simply
by filling in and posting the Form
helow, secure the Harlene Hair-
Drill Outfit of Four-Feld value.

It i the simplest thing in the
workl to encourage Hair Beauty,
and no metter what the present
gtate may be, whether you are
suffering  from  scurf, dandruoff,
gplitting  hair, hair falling from
the scalp, ete, you may by
necepting  this gift  immediately
eradicate all  these  troubles
end prow hair in magnificent
abundance.

THE NEW HAIR BEAUTY CIFT.

Juzt think for a moment of
the contents of the wonderful
parcel that yon will receive:

(1) A Trial Bottle of “ Harlene," the won-
derful Hair Grower, which has been proved
to grow hair at any age in the rich and
lustrous abundance of health.

(2) A Packet of “Cremex” Shampoo
Powder, the most wonderful hair cleanser
and scalp refresher in the world, which
prepares the head for » Hair-Drill.”

{3) A generous trial bottle of “Uzon"
Brilliantine that gives a wonderful *final™
touch to hair beauty.

(#) A copy of the specially written
“Harlene Hair-Drill” Manuoal, giving full
directions for carrying out this delightful
hair-growing Toilet Exercise.
1f you are one of those who have not vet tested this

marvellous method of growing bealthy hair, you cannot
appreciate what a simple yet perfectly delightful teilet
tazk this is, and in addition it must be remembered that
behind * Harlene ™ and the famous * Hoir-Dirvill ¥ method
there is concentrated the science and a knowledge of a
lifetime given to the study of hair euliure,

WHAT “HARLENE HAIR=-DRILL” REALLY IS.

“Harlene ” itself i3 a wonderful Tonie Stimulant
preparation which, sinking to the hair roots and being
sbeorbed by the hair shafts, at once overcomes those

hundred and one evil conditions that make the hair weale
and eventually fall out.

“ Harlene ™ supplies just that perfect natural food that
the hair needs, and immediately it is applied to the hair
one can eeé how true this is by the fact that where
previously the hair was dull and lifeless, with the
use of “ Harlene™ it takes on
& new brillilancy, a sparkle and
snap that is its true natural
condition,

To secure your Four-Fold Hair
Beauty Parcel and commence
your course of hair rejuvenation,
which will incidentally.  take
years  from your appearance,
simply fill in and post the form
below.

If you have never tried the
Harlene * Hair-Drill ¥ method you
will be delighted with this morning
and evening task, Mot only does it
give Hair Besuty, but it gives
& sense of freedom, elasticity to
the scalp, and it is indeed a
wonderiul pleasnra to0 gee  how
day by day the hair takes on a
new vitality and “spap” which
perhaps it never before possessed,

A PLEASANT DAILY TASK.

When you have tested, by gending for the Four-Fold
Harlene Gift, the wonderful results Harlene * Hair-Drill »
will produce, you can always obtain larger supplies of
Harlene in bottles at 1w, 29, 6d., and 4s. 6d.: * Uzon *
Brilliantine, 14, and 2¢. 6d. ; and * Cremex ” in 1a. boxes
of 7 Shampoos, or single 2d. from any chemist, or
direct post free on remittance from Edwards’ Harlene
Co., 20-26, Lamb’s Conduit Street, London, W.C.
Postage extra on foreign orders,

B2y GREAT FREE Srandsnh
“HARLENE HAIR-DRILL” CIFT.

Fill in and post to Edwards’ Harlene Co., g
v]

§ 90-96, Tamb's Conduit 8t., London, W.C.
i d

Dear Sirg,—Plense forward me free of all charpe
yvour ** Harlene Hair-Drill ¥ Four-Fold Qutfit and
all materials. I enclose 4d. stamps to pay postage to
any addresd in the world. (Fercign stamps accepted.)
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THe Editor is always plexsed to heat [rom his chiiima, at home or abroad,
and is only too willing to give his best advice to th

| difficuity or in trouble. . .. Whom to write to : Editor, The “Ha.&nlt "
' Library, The Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London, E
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For Next .-Hand’s:f :

“SKINNER
THE SKIPPER!"

2y Frank Richards.

“Magnet " readers will be given & rare teeal next Monday,
when ancther magnificent, long, complete story of Greyfriars
will appear, featuring many favourite characters. uite
sensation spreads throwgh the school when Harry Wharton
suddenly and unacrountably resigns from the captainey of the
Remove, and Skinner, the bold, bad blade, takes over the
reins of office,  Naturally enough, strange and starthing
things begin to hoppen —ineidents in which Ponsonby & Co.
of Highelitte, Temple & Co. of the Fourth, and Phyllis Howell
and ber girl chumes of Chif House play a prominent  part.
The story i3 also enlivened by the introduction of Teddy
Baxter & Co., the hernes of Claremont,  Every British boy
atul girl should muke a special point of reading of the amazing

reign of _
#SKINNER THE SKIPPER!"

“THERE'S A GOOD TIME COMING, BOYSI™
Three Cheers for Friday Weelk!

In further refercnce fo my remarks of last week, T have
extreme pleasure in informing all my chums that the new
I'rank Richards threepenny book, entitled

JRIYALS AND CHUMS!™
will appear on Fridoy, March Srd,

I suppose that many of you racked your brains in vain last
work for a solution to the acrostic containing the title of the

storv.,  Here 1t 19:
R o u e N
i rel anbD
‘I"I L':
A s quitH
L. i e U
5 u M
A 5 S

“"RIVALE AND CHUMS ™ is a worthy successor to
CEUITOOL AND SPOLRT.” and even better, if possible, than
that mastorpiees of boys' literature.  Of epurse, the subject-
meticr 15 difforent, hyi. the imterest and oxcibtggnent never flag,
and everyone will voie it a fop-hole story.

Mow for a word of warning. Unlike some of its prede-
cossors, CRIVALS AND CHUMS ' will Le

VERY HARD TO OBTAIN.

In consequence of the shortage of paper for printing pur-
poacs, only a very limited number of copies can be produced,
so it will bo a case of " first come, fitst served.” Order to-
day from your newsagent, and you will F“t yoursell on the
safe _siclﬂél Neglect to order, and you will he gricvously dis-
appointed.

“BCHOOL AND BPORT ™ practically sold out on the day
of issue, but this was o state of affairs easy of remedy by
printing another quarter of a million or so copies.  This time,
however, there can bo no question of reprinting, as the supply
of paper will not run to it.  Those who do nob order at once
will have wvery long faces on March 3rd. The moral i3
obvious.  Go fo your newsagent now, and insist upon having
a copv of

THE “BOYS' FRIEND"” 3d. LIBRARY, No. 328,
iptcially reserved for you!

MORE 4
"HONOURABLE
MENTIONS."

Appended 13 ah  ad-
ditional list of competitors
who have been awarded
consolation prizes in con-
nection with the rocent
“Magnet " Btory Competition :

Joe Franeey, 45, Ballvmagee Streot, Bangor, co. Down.
-.Ilm Irwin, 124, My Lady’s Road, Belfast.
S5, H. James, 113, Bramber Strect, Pitsmoor, Sheffiold.
Mlﬁﬂmﬂﬁg{: Roszi, 19, Penton Grove, Penton Street, Isling-
0, AN, :
Miss Margaret Brooking, 31, Wellington Street Gloucoster.
Gerald Johnston, 35, Purnde Street, Limerick.
W]H;am! Gibbons, 7, Paisley Streot, Manchester Road, Drad-
ord,
. I.. Resmun, 44, Abbotts Park Road, Leyton, Essox,
S L [aglis, 6, Fosse Road South, Leicestor,
‘m"i.:-u'r-zm:n J. Adums, 190, Manchestor Road, Burnley.
Bliss Gladys Onion, 178, Grange Road, Tlford, Essex,
W. Lovert, 19, Flcho Street, Baltersea Park Eoad, 8. W,
Htanley Luke, 2. Evelyn Terrace, Paiznton.
Miss Hub Litley, 35, Grove Road, Wimborne, Dorsnt.
Wilfred H. D. Tilley, 35, Grove Road, Wimborne, Dorset.
Miss Iris Bellingham, 2, Leopold Street, Cowley RLoad,
P Erf%rd.
rbhur . Talbot, 42, Geove Place, Leamington Spa.
L J. M"‘é"ﬁt 21, Clapham Court, E'.ing‘ag Atﬁf‘:z:m, Clap-
Pleasant

ham, 3.
William Btringfellow, YView, Clathurst
Sherrington, near Wigan,
H. .:;1; Ig.tra{llcy. Field Head, Ouchthorpe Lane, near Wailke-
ald.
E. K. J. Fades, 35, West Street, Farnham, Surrev,
N I:L‘ D-_J.‘ﬂmci:, 34, Bt, Mark's Road, North Koni;inqmn, W.
W. T, Lintern, 2, Blyth Street, Abertillery, Mon,

Lane,

—_———

‘ NOTICE ]

Will all readers of the “Magne: " Library and ils come
panion papers whe have received offensive letters and posi-
cands from a peraon signing  himself W. B. (Monmouth
please forward the abusive communientions to me at ance,
I wish to place the matter in the hands of the polica?

——

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

G. 0. and 8. K.—-T do nat know of a Cloucestorshir
ab either St. Jim's or Greyfriars. Leigh is no lmw:girhijt
Liroyfriars, Wingate will play a prominent part in some story
before long.

F. Barlow.—"Hazel" ia a kind of nickname. Mariori
never speaks of her brother as Hazeldene, [t scoms I'H.ﬁ]ml;i
enougzh that she should call him by the name used at
Gi?fﬁnh?ﬁi'ﬂ h B D

. M. (High Barnet).—Deon't bo too suee!  “Tom Merrv's
Weekly ™ is not out yet, and the Terrible Three sa tgat
when it does appear the Greyfriars rapg will bo simply left
standing.

H. ¥, (Sonthall,—Glad you appreciated the Christmas
numbers_so thoroughly. Tn spite of my excessive modesty—
ahem =T quite agree with ﬁu that they were glorious.

W, €. (Plumstead).—"The Groyfriars Gold-Minera™ ig
quite out of print.  Tha *“Magnet™ astarted in 1908, so
H. W. must be considerad to have put in rather more than
seven years ab Girevfriars.

F. M. R. (Ipswich).—Kildare is probably the hest foot
baller at 5t. Jim's. Not sure who is the beat jumper.

{Continued on pane v of Cover.)
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