


Your Editor is n!wnyldprnmd to hear from his chumna. Write 10 him when you
A stomped and addresssd snvelops will ensure a
Lettera should be addressed- * The Editor,'* THE MAGNET

ara In troubla or nas
raply.

adwvign.

apeed
LtEHiH‘H‘, ha Amalgamated Press (18922), Ltd., The Fleotway House, Farringdon
8trest, London, E.0.4.

#“SPORTS WEEK AT GREYFRIARS! "™
By Frank Richards.

EXT Monday's magnificent story
of the Greyfmays chums is
bound to make a big hit with
my thousands of readers, for it

deals with sport—and Magnetites, sport-
ing fellows themsclves, are cortsin to be
interested in the deoings of Harry Whar-
ton & Co. in this direction. The central
figure in this coming treat is a certain
young lady who is energy personified.
That sounds steange, doesn't it, when
the story deals with Greyiriars sport?
But .it's a fact. The young lady in
guestion is a

COUSIN OF LORD MAULEVERER !

The possibilities are already apened up
to you, 1'll wager. Mauly and laziness,
his counzin with her unlimited energy,
make a splendid conteast, and friction 1s
mevitable. Mpouly i1z made to realise
thet there are olher things in life than
camfortable sofas. It takes & lot of
knmkini( home, buot Miss “Jinmy "
cheerfully undevtakes the fask, Don't
run away with the idea that the Grey-
friars sports sink into the background
when cousin Jimuny comes along. Not a
bit of it: they come out particularly
strong. What 13 mwore, Mauly shows to
gdvantage on the rununing-track. Sur.
prising, fan's it? You maturally would
say “Yes.” DBub I say "Nea” For, vou
see, Mlauly runs for his life, knowing
that the moment he slacks a dogwhip is
going to whistle round his shoulders,
¥Yes, cousin Jimmy 15 certainly deter-
mined. You'll be just as sorey as Manly
“:I_as glad when you have come to the end
o

““SPORTS WEEK AT GREYFRIARS!”»

The next item gn the programme s
the second instalmient of cur brilliant
new defective serial. That it iz full of
“meat " gpoes witheut saying; youn have
sampled enough of Mr., Scoit's work to
know that he never allows his interest
in the story to flap—which means, too,
that the reader docs not get boved. - By
this time vou have met, or are abont
to mest, Monty Manners, the Society
sweoil, the detective, the cricketer. With
Monty, Dr. Fourstanton, ond Ferrers
Locke filling the principal roles, a baf-
fling . mystery is vnravelled.  Into the
picture comes, of course, Pyecroft, of
the C.I.ID) at Scotland Yard, and young
Jack Tirake. No “Ferrers Locke”
serial would be complete without these
two fascinating charactevs, I'm not
gaing to tcll the anthor’s story 1n fromt
of him by giving you tit-bits from next
week's instalment, bub you can take it
from meo it's simply grea*, Mind you
read

“ THE SPORTING DETECTIVE!"
Tur Macner Lisrary.—No. 9302,

“SWIMMING ** SUPPLEMENT !

The supplement for ibis week deals
with “SBwimming "—a seasonable topic,
vou will adinit, all the year round, but
more 50 than ever now that summer—
unless the ¢lerk of the weather lets us
down—is playing up trumps. Some wag
wrote to me Jast vear from sbroad, say-
g that he was coming to England for
the summer. Me went an to say that he
arrived on the Thursday, and az summer
fell on the Wednesday he found his
wardrobe entively unsuitable. He was
evidently a cynic, and as such must not
be taken too seriously. But to the point
—swimming is one of the most popular
sports at Greéylriars, and the coming
suppleinent is absolutely a labour of
love, That wou'll enjoy it 1 have not
the shightest doubt. Look out, then, for
ouy grand

I would like to remind my readers
that Nos. 3 and 4 of the “Schoolboys
Own Library " are now on sale. 1 have
moved heaven and earth to get this
handy volume on the market, as so0 many
thousands of my loyal chums have asked
continually for "4d. beook length school
varns,” Now, it’s up to you to do your
Irttla bit, boys. You must give this new
venture your full support, by ordering
these two volumes every month, And if
vou.want to-help still- further, get vour
non-reader pals to sample the “Schoal
boys' Own Library.” They will mot
regret it—YO0U KNOW THAT!

RESULT OF *“ PUZZLE-PARS
COMPETITION No, 3.

In thiz competition ‘IT'HE ~FIRZT
PRIZE OF £5 has been divided between
the following two pompetitors, whose
solutions, each contgpiming fvwo crrors.
came nearest to correct:

JOHN G1LIL.
186, Earlsfield Road,
London, 2.3V, 18,

MISS WILDSMITH,

12, Brunswick Street,
' Lieamington.
THE TWELVE CONSOLATION

PRIZES OF POCKET-KNIVES for the
next in order of merit have been
awarded to the following :

Dan Cecker, Neormanton, Rayleigh,
Essex : Caroline Edwards, 8, Hawthorne
Terrace, Leak, Staffs: Thomas Egan, €5,
St. Mary Street, Port Talbot; A. H.
Howland, 16, Prines John Road,
Eltham, Leondon, S.E.:; Sidney Huke,
43, Balisbury Road, Lowestolt; Gorden
Jopling, 36, Boswall Drive, Edinburgh;
(2. L. Mirchell, 37, Gothic Street, Rock
Ferry, Cheshire; J. Parker, 41, Milward
Road, Hastings, - Sussex; William Sin-
clair, 18, Vine Street, Hunslet, Leeds;
H. P. Smith, 202, Clarendon FPlace,
Pover, Kent; L. Wallis, 14, Egerton
Road, Bishopeton, Bristol; N, Wild-
smith, 12, Bruuswick Strect, Leaming-
tom.

The correet solution was as follows @

“One a penny, two a penny hot cross
buns,” How many boys will hear the
cry this year? Neob many will do so lor
the old rhyme has slmost disappeared.
Yeb the practice of eating buns is as
popular as ever, and in most homes a
plate of hot buns will he on the table.
Tlo nat eat too many on Good Friday,
pals, or you will not enjoy your Easter

CgEs.

your €ditor.
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WEEN FRIENDS FALL OUT ! "Tis soid that the very best of friends quarvel al some lime or anofher, but surely no
quarrel produces such bitterness v thal which morks —

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Licked to the Wide !

b VLY in here, Bnoopey ! \
Harold Skinner of the Re-

move was the speaker.
A boat, a:cmtm'nir-[g skinner,
Snoop, and Stott, eame ghding along
ong of the pretty reaches of the Sark.
Snoop was rowing, and the other two
were taking things easy.

It was Wednesday, a hali-holiday at
(ireviriars; the weather waz lovely and
the river plorious. Most of the Re-
move had been attracted to the river
that afternoon, and there hed been a
greab demand for boats at the Grey-
friars boathouse,

The {resh green of summer was on
the woods that olothed the banks of the
Sark, and tho gently-rippling waters
glistened in the afternoon sunlight.
Skinner & Co. had no thought for the
rural beauties of the river, however.
The dingy young “blades” of the Re-
move had rowed a good way upstream,
far from the maddiog crowd, 1n order
to find a guiet spot where they could
partake of certain little pleasures, which
were poeculiarly their own, without risk
of being zeen.

Skinner & Co. preferred smoking, and
plaving nap, and “spotting * winners in

ink, sporting papers, to the more
walthy pastimes favoured by Harry
Wharton & Co. and the other boys, and
were wont to spend their half-holidays
in the surreptitious indulgence of their
nnwholesome pleasures.  Smoking and
gambling were strictly taboo at Grey-
friars, and Skinner & Co. would have
been visited with instant expulsion had
Dir, Locke been aware of their * sporty
liktle ways.

Bnoop leaned on hiz oars as the boat
drew in gently to the rush-covered bank,
Stott attached the painter fo a stump
of tree that jutted out, and the bont
recmained gently swaying on the rip-
pling water.

Skinner produced a highly-colonred
{aﬂ-ﬂ'lﬂ}t of chieap cigarettes. These were
iznded round, and the young blades lit

up.
Snoop made a wry face,

“These are
Where did you

“HBought ‘em in Friardale said
Skinner airily, “They're a bit slrong,
but wou have to be a scasoncd smoker
to appreciale 'em.  Anyway, what do
you cxpeet for threepence for ten®™

The three young rascals puffed away
in the full conviction that they were en-
joving themselves, and the air*in that
region soon became hazy with tobaceo-
smoke.

“How about a round of nap?” said
Skinoer. *We'll make it penny points
to start with, as none of us are flush.”

“Right-ho ™

Out came a pack of cards, and Skin-
ner sheflled and dealt them. The centre-
soat of the bont was used as a table, and
Elllnkil'lg ﬂ“d E{Lfl'lhtiltg 'l.".'l:,"]'ﬁt- O E.LET{I.{:{'-

The game had not progressed fac
when the splash of oars sounded on the
river, and SBkinner & Co. locked round
in alarm.

A boat was coming towards them, con-
taining three givls. They were Mar-
jorie Hazeldene and her chums, Clara
Prevlyn and Phyllis Howell, of Cliff
Houge, 1he vivacious Miss Clara was
rowing, whilst Blarjorie steered.

Skinner, who had momentarily paled,
heav®d a deep sigh of relick.

“Oh! It's only the CHfE ¥onse girls!™
he gasped. *“No need to throw vour
fags away, you chaps.”

“Oh, good !

Marjorie & Co. looked verr prefty
and charming in their river attire, They
gave Bkinner & Co. glances of disfavour
as their hoat drew clozer. The cads of
the Remove were well koown to the
Clilf Honse girls, and were by noe means
popular with them. Miss Alarjorie had
special reason to dislike Skinner, for
it was maiuly owing to SBkinner's influ-
ence that her brother, Hazeldene of the
Remove, had been led into bad ways,

Skinner knew the contompt and dis-
like that Marjorie & Co. had for him,
and in hiz vengeful =02l he bore a decp,
unreasoning  animosity  towards  the
girls, Knowing that he was disliked, he

“Grooorh ! he sald.

rotten fags, Skinner.

dig 'em up?”’ o

did nob seruple to make himself fur-|bounder, so

ther obnoxious to theom.

mm

A Magnificent, New, Long
Complete Story of Harry
Wharten & Co., introducing
Marjoric Hazeldene & Co.,
of Cliff House.
By
FRANK RICHARDS.

He stood up in the boat and, raizing
hiz cap, bowed low with mock gravity.

Marjorie & Co. tried not to nolice
him.

“Good afternoon, Miss Marjorie
sard Skinner londly, his thin, narrow
face wreathed in an unpleasant grin.
“Would vou and your [riends care to
join us? We have some ripping smokes.
I'm sure we should be greatly honoured
by vour company—wouldn't we, chaps?”

“He, he, he! Rather!™

Marjoric Hareldene went red, and
Phyllis Howell tossed her golden head
contemptuous!y.

Miss Clara gave a sniffi—a very em-
phatic smiff,

“Cheek ! she said.

that horrible Skinner

“0Oh. Clara!” said Marjorie, mildly
shocked ab the slangy expressions which
her chum had picked up from the Grey-
friars bovs,

“I mean it !" said Mies Clara. *' Skin-
ner's face alwayvs gives me a pain !
Harold Skinner blew out a cloud of

tobacco-smoke in the direction of the
Chiff IHouse boat.

“Would you care for a few lessons in
rowing, MMiss Clara?” he inguired foce-
tiously. I should be delighted Lo show
vou how te handle your oars”

Miss  Clara fushed angrily, and
gripped her right oar in & manner that
inplied a burning desire to handle that
par—on Skinner.

Miss Marjorie darted her 2 quick
ook,

“Tow on, Clara,” she =aid hastily.
“Thosc insolent seamps are not worth
bandving words with.”

Aliss Clara’s blue eyes gleamed, and
her pretty face took on a very grim
look.

“Aastor Skinner wants o give me a
few lessons in rowing, docs he? ghe
saic. Il give him a chance, thew,
the cheeky yvoung bounder!™

“0h, Clarva!™

“PDion't say *Oh, Clara!?’, or I shall
zay *rotter’ mnext!™ said Mizs (lara,
with & toss of her thick curls. "He 13 a
there! And I'm going to
THE MacxEr LiBaary.—INo. 902,
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“1'd like to dot
on the bokoi™
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TOPPING STORY OF THE GREYFRIARS SPORTS — NEXT WEEK!

-

teach him a lesson. Steer me over to
their bhoat, Marjorie, there’'s a dear.”
She pulled manfully at her ocars, and

Marjorie, greatly wondering, steered
the-f boat towards Skinner & Co.'s
cratt.

The cads of the Remove opencd their
eves wide in wonder as the girls drew
close to them.

“Here, what's the game?” exclaimed

Skinner. *If you fry any larks, we’ll
bump you over——"

“Here, oheese 141" szaid Stoit in
alarm,

“If we bump their boat, we'll
have Wharton and Eis rarg after us
later on. 1—*

Bump !

The girls’ boat drew alengside and
bumped against Bkinner's crait,

skinner was standing wp, and he
glared at the girls.

Mizs Clara shipped
stood up.

Before Bkinner realised gquite what
was happening, Misz Clara reached out
and snatched ﬁls cap fram his head, She
handed the ecap quickly to Phyllis
Howell, and then, sitting down and tak-
ing up the oars again, she rowed away
to the centre of the river,

Bkinner glared afler the gixls and

roared :
Come back!

her oars and

”-H-i ]
you cheeky little cat!”

“Rats!” was Miss Clara’s smphatic
rejoinder.  Come and fetch it, Skinner !
This is where you get a lesson in rowing,
you herrid bounder. Try and cateh us
f you ean! If you beat us, you ean
have your cap!”

Marjorie and Miss Phyllis laughed
heartily at Bkinner's flabbergasted ox-
pression.

Stolt gave a growl,

“Hurry up and cateh 'em, you ass!”
ha exclaimed. “If they got away with
yvour ¢ap they'll erow no end over it, and
we shall be the laughing-stock of Grey-
friara when they tell Wharton, After
‘em, Skinner!”

Harold Bkinner ground his teeth with
vage. Encop hastily undid the painter,
cards and money were scooped off the
centre seat, and Bkinner sat down and
commenced to row,

The boat shot away from the bank at
top speed. Miss Clara, who had ceased
rowing for the purpose of allowing
Bkinner & Co. to draw up, waved the
cap which she took from Phyllis.

“Come on, Skinner!” she cried,
“Now's your chance to give me a few
- S E
lessons in rowing !

Skinner pulled desperately at his oars,
and as the boat drew up te the Chif
House boat, Miss Clara tossed the cap to
Phyllis and began to row,

The vivacious Miss Clara propelled the
hoat through the water at a fine rate,
tinung nq,r;ﬁ stroke nicely, her shapely
arms pulling at the oars with surprising
strength.

Skineer rowed bard and desperately,
but he found that he could not gain on
Miss Clava. In fact, before they had
gone very far, ho realised, to his chagrin,
that the girls’ beat was gaining on lgﬂm!
~ The race developed into a very cxeit-
ing affair. Miss Clara oaintained her
lead easily, rowing with powerful, steady
strokes. The boals soon reached the
more crowded part of the river,

The Famous Five's boat was the first
to appear. Harry Wharton & Co., in
fact, were on the look-out for the CLfY
House girls. They pgasped when they
saw Marjorie & Co. coming along at full
SﬁEEd. with Bkinner & Co. in desperate

Clhise,
17

Cimme my cap,

se
Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. e What's the piddy pame ¥ Are

THE Macu=r LigrAny.—No. 902, ;

those rotters up to any of their larks,
Clara 7™

“It's 4 race! cried Mi== Marjorie, as
the boat went past. Her pretty face was
red with excitement. “ Clara tcok Bkin-
ner's ¢ap because he was Jmpertinent,
and now .Ehinm:-ﬁ:a trying to get it back "

Ha, ha, ha!
“Bravo, Clara!"

Harry Wharlon & Co. took in the
situation at onece, and they roared. Shin-
per, looking hot and [urtors, rowed past

them, his eyes glistening and perspira-

tion standing on his brow.

The Famous Five's beat turied and
followed up the race. '

“{ap it, Skinner !” roared Bob Cherry,
“Dip 'em, you bounder! My word, he's
cetbing grogey! Ha, ha, ha!™

Loud roarz of laughter and cheecrs
came from the other fellows on the river
when they saw that exciting boat race
between Hkinnor & Co, and Miss Mar-
jorie & Co, The cheers were for Miss
Clara, who showed no signs of distress,
and the derisive laughter was hurled ak
Skinner, who was rapidly losing.

“Row, Bkinner, row!” sang out Peter
Todd, who was in a boat with Tom
Brown, Russell, and Vernon-S8mith.
“Put a spurt on, man!”

“What are the odds on Bkinner,
Smithy " ronved Bolsover major from
another baat.

“Hundred to one against!” shouted
back the Bounder promptly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner's strokes became fewer and
weaker. Ile was leaning (orward, gasp-
ing for breath. Smoking and lack of
exercise had ruined his wind and robbed
him of stamina, and the vielent exer-
tions of the race were telling on him,

At last he gave it up. The oars
dangled limply from the rowlocks and
Skinner sank forward, his face almost
green and his breath coming in short,
stabbing gasps.

“Bkinney's done!" cxclaimed Frank
Nugent.

“Whacked to the wide!” snid Johnny
Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner's boat was soon surrounded by
other craft, all containing Greyfriars
fellows. Withering remarks and derisive
laughter were hurled at him, and he sat
there scowling and panting, tenderly
clagping his blistered hands.

Misz Clara had turned her boat, and
the other boats made way. Cheers rang
out for her splendid display of oarsman-
ship and her pretky face flushed with
pleasure,

“Here's your cap, Skinner ! she gaid,
tossing tho rascally Removite's headpear
into the bhoat. “Next time you wish to
give me o few lessons in rowing, just let

me know, will you, and I shall be most
pleased 1

“Ha, ha, ha?”

“Ripping, Miss Clara "

Skinner put on his cap in a very
shamefaced manner, and erawled to tho
stern of the boat. Stott, lookiug as red
and humiliated, almost, as his leader,
took up tho ocars and rowed away as
quickly as he could in the dircction of
Lireylriars,

The return journey waz by no moans a
pleazant one for Harold Bkinncr & Co,

They were treated to secathing ro-
marks and facetious inquiries all the way
down the rviver, and were glad when at
tast the boathouse was reached and they
were able to put the boat away and slink
off to hide their diminished heads,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Polly's Escapade !
0" H_GW do vou feel, Miss Clara "

asked Bob Cherry anxiously.
The Famous Five and tha
CIHF House girls had rowed
to the island together, following Skin-
ner's departure, and the boats were now
tethered at the bank. A tuck hamper
had been taken out of Harry Wharion
& Co.'s boat and preparations were well
i progress for a tip-top picnic an the
green sward.

“Oh, I'm az right a3 a trivet!”
langhed Mise Clara brightly. “I'm very
keen on rowing, vou know, and iny
hends aren't even sore. CIif House isn't
eastly beaten, old sports—-not even by
Greyfriars boys ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, yvou taught Skimner a lesson,
and no mistake, Miss Clara,” said Iarmy
Wharton admiringly. “Your rowing
was wonderful

“Oh! ¥ hope you don't think ii's
extraordinary for a girl to be able to do
something ¥ seid Miss Clara, with somoe
warmth,

“Clara’s owr champion athlete, you
know,” said Phylhs Howell, with & smule.

“And i there any reason why a girl
shouldn’t be as good at sports as ony
bey ¥ demanded Miss Clara, with a
chailenging look at Bob Cherry.

“Ahem! Tygere 13 no reason at ell
of course,” said Boh., “We think you're
a veal brick, Miss Clara, anyway.”

" Hear, hear!™

“The brickfulness of the esteemed and
charming Miss Clara is truly terrifie,”
said Inky,

The picnic was & great success, and
laughter and merrymaking became the
order of the day. It was quite a festive
scene under the shady trees, and by the
time itea was fnished the sun was sink-
ing and the river rolled erimson in the
sunset. It was time to return.

“Well, that was ripping !” aaid biss
Clara brightly. *“You chaps know how
to make n spread, and no error. We'll
show you what we can do to-morrow,”

“My hat! Tomerrow!” exzclaimed
Harry Wharton, i : .
“Rather ¥ said Miss Clara, " To-

morrow is Phyllis’ birthday, and Miss
Primrose bhas given us permission to
have & big tea-party in the class-room at
Clff House. What's more, she says wo
may nvite Hazel and his fricnds, so all
yvou chaps will be coming, of course "

“What-ho I :

“PThanks awfully, Miss Clara I

Marjorie Hazeldeno laughed.

“We shall be ever so glad to sce yon
to-morraw,” she said. "%t’s gaing to bo
g nice party, and I'm sure you'll have a
good time !

“We always do when we come to CLIff
House,” said Harry Wharton gallantly.

“Yes, rather! Our joyiulness to
attend the csteemed tea-party is great,
ceteemed miss,” said the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Marry Wharton & Co. repacked the
hamper in great spirits.

The prospect of tea at CLIf Hlouse
with Marjorte & Co. was always a
joyous one.  Miss Penelope Primrose,
the prineipal of Chff House Sehonl,
made them welecome in her sweet, old-
fashioned way and encouraged the frmn
friendship ithat oxisted between her
pupils and tha ehums of Greyfriars.

The Famonz Five rowed Lo the Cliff
Houze landing-stage with Marjoric &
Co., and. having put in the girls' hoat,
prepared to return along the SBark o
Friardale.

All of a sadden Phyllizs Howell gave
1 littla shriek.
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“0Oh, Marjorie, look! There's Polly
up tn that tree!”

Harry Wharton & Co. and the girls
looked up into the tree that Miss Phyllis
indicated. Staring down at them with
its big round eyes was a large, brightly-
coloured parrot. Al recognised the
bird at once as Polly, Miss Perimrose’s
pet and the pet of all her pupils,

“oodness gracions ' exclaimed Miss
Marjorie, * How ever dad Polly manage
to get here ?"

“He must have oscaped from his
cage!” oxclaimed Miss Clara,  “You
know what an artful bied Poliy 180 1
always did say that one day e would
cscape from that erazy old ecage. Ee's
cvidently broken out and flown here !

“Oh dear!" said Marjorie in distress,
“What ever will Aliss Primrose sav?
We must take Polly back.”

“Polly wants sugar!™
parrot. “ Poor Poliy !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co. felt that per
haps they ought not to laugh, as the
girls looked =20 distressed at DPolly's
ecscape; but the solemnt lock on the
Lird's face was really too funny for
words.

Polly was not a preat tnlker, but to
Miss Primrose Polly was a wonderiu!
croature, and, to her idea, no nohler
bird ever existed. Ife was supposed to
ba very old—older, indeed, than the
vaven at the Three Fishers, at Pegg.
and some even wenk so far as to hazared
that Dolly was nearly as old as Miss
Primrose herself. Rumour had it that
Polly had been a gift from somecone
connected with a romantic opisode of
Aliss DPrimrose’s vouth. Whether that

croaked the

was true or not, the fact remained that

Miss 'rimrose “ doted ¥ on the bird.

“Jia, ha, ha! IDoor old Polly I IKiss
—kizs 1" zard Polly.

At that moment Miss Primrose her-
self came inte sight, her old-world
hounet sct awry on her head, and o loock
of deep diztress and concern on her face,
Harry Wharton & Co. ratsed therr caps

roapectiully,
“0h ¢ear ! What am I fo do®" cried
Aliss Primrose, wringing e hands

“I"olly has escaped from his cage and
hiaz Aawn away! | Lhink T saw him go
Ehiiz “':L:i.", Oh dear! Whors iz f’fﬂ]_ﬁ'?”
“Jle’s here, ma'am,” sawd Harey
Whorton, “Took--up this tree !
YGracions me ! Miss Primrose's eyes
onenetl wile as she looked npward into
the tree where her runaway pet was

ensconeed.  “Polly ! So there vou are,
you navghty bird! Come down at
onee M

Polly pave a deliant whistle and

fluttered 1tz winge.

“Tolly ' =aid NMiss T'riunmrose in
anguished tones. * Come down, there's
a nice Polly ! Buegar, PPolly 1™

The bird, however, would not he be-
guiled into descending. Mizs Primrose
and Marjorie & Co. called to him and
did their best to coax him from the
tree.  Flaery Wharton & Co. made
valiant attempts to teap Pally, but they
failed hopelessiy and received nomerous
sharp pecks [rom Polly for their trouble,
Finally the parrot gave & shrill whisile
of defiance and flew away high aver the
troc-tops.

Aliss Primrose gave a ey of dezpair.

“{3h., how shall T get Polly back
again®” she wailed, “He will get lost,
or perbaps be killed by wicked boys with
p.a,tn;'-rpull‘.ﬂ.' It iz gotiing ark, and the
poor bird will be homeless! Oh, good-
ness gracious me Y

“We'll keep a look out for him.
ma'am, on our way down the river”
said Ifarry Wharton.
the direction of Friardale,

i

PRICE

TWOPENCE.

| Bump !

The Clif House girls” boat bumped against Skinner’s crait,
of the Remove was standing up, and he glared at the girls. ** What's the game #
Before Skinner knew what was happening, Miss Clara reached out and snafched
his eap iTum his head.

The cad

(See Chapter 1.}

bound to keep to the river. Perhaps we
shall be able to catch him.”

“Pleaze do try '™ zaid Miss Primrose,
greatly distressed, "1 really don’t know
what 1 shall do without olly!"

“Hely on us, ma'am.”

]1'“ We'll heep a careful look-out for
11t

“The look-outfulness shall be terrific,
ezteemad ma'am.”

Harry Wharton & Co. fook their fure.
well of Marjoric & Co. and hurried back
to the boat, leaving Miss Primrose with
the girls, who did their best to comiort
her.

Davlight was drawing in raptdly now,
and the shadows of evening were gather-
ing on  the murmuring river,  The
juniors watched the trees and the banks
very closely for signs of Polly as they
rowed back towards Friardale. Fhe
Grevfriars’ boathouse was in sight when
Jobnoy Dull gave o sudden shout.

“Look, chaps! There's Polly—sitting
on the fence !™

The jumiors looked, and thers, sure
enough, was 3Miss D'nimrote’s parrof,
perched on a fence by the towing-path,
blinking at the darkening heavens with
a wondering and disconsolate air,

Harry Wharton discovered some
chocolate in one of his pockets, and he
tald Johnny and Dob to row to the bank,
The boat was secured to 8 post, and the

“Polly flew in§ Famous Five juwoaped out oo to the
and he's | towing-path.

Tolly blinked solemnly al them as
they approached.

Harry Wharten walked up to the bird
with the choeolate held ont temptingly,
whilst Tleb Cherry, Johnny Iinll,
Nli:g-:nt, and Inky crept up Irom either
SO,

“(Gooud old Polly ! said Harry per-

suastvely, “Ilave some chocolate,
Polly ¥
Polly ocroaked with pleasure and

reached out its beak for the chocolate.

At the same instant Inky made a
guick grab, and Polly was his prisoner.

“Thai's nabfully got yon, estcemed
and ladierous bird ! he said,

“I1a, ha, ha?'

“Good old Inky ™ )

Polly struggled and tried to flutter his
wings, but the chocolate soon appeased
him, and he suffered himsclf to be
earried into the boat, .

It was guite dark by the time the
boats had been put away and the
juniors commenced to walk boek fo
Crreviviara, i

“Weo shall have to huorrey,” =aid
Nugent. “It's elose on locking up time,
We can't take I'olly back to CLT House
now,”

“Np,” said Harry Wharton thought-
fully, “We'd best take him on to Grey.
friave and tell Mr. Quelch.  DMiss Prim-
rose could be rung up and told that
Polly is safe, and we'll veturn him to-
morrow.”
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“(Zood egg ! said Bob. " 'We'll keep
Poily at Greyfriars. What fun !

The Removites hurried back to Grey-
friars, but the gates wers locked when
they arrived. Gosling gramblingly
opened them in response to Bob Cherry's
terrific tugging at the bell,

“Nice goings hon ' prowled the
school porter. “ Which you're ten
minutes late, and Hi've reported yer!
Wot I says is this "ere—— , Iy fieye !
A—a parrog!”

Harry Wharton & Co. left the
astounded porter to velock the gates, and
they took Polly straight up to Mr.
Queleh’s room. Fellows they met on
the way stared in surprise and amuse-
ment at the bird, ;

The Remove master was clicking away
at s tvpewriter, hard at work on his
famaous * History of Greyfriars,” when
the five juniors came in. He peered at
them grimly over the rims of his eye-
plasses, and he gave quite a jump when
his astonished eyes beheld the parrot.

“ Bless my soul ! Boy:, you—you have
the audacity to bring a parvot into the
school 1" he exclaimed. P

*This i1s the Cliff House parrot, sir,
said Harry Wharton, " Miss Frimrose 2
parrot, you know. He escaped this
afternoon, and we happened to caleh him
a lictte while age. ‘That accounts for
our being late, siv, Miss Primrose was
very up=et at the loss of the parrot, and
we—we spent some time in chasing the
bied.™

AMr. Queleh’s stern features relaxed,

“Dear me!™ he said. ‘It i certainly
very fortunate that vou succeeded in re-
capturing the bird, Wharlon, It would
probably have pob lost during the night,
or caught cold and—ahem !—perished,
The parrot will have to—ahem l—remain
at this school for to-night, 1 suppose, 1
will ring up Miss Primrose immediately,
and assure her that her bivd is 1 sale
keeping.

Polly winked guiemnl’;;' at Mr. Quelch.

“Poor old DPolly! ke crozked.
“ Beratch Polly's poll I

““Bless my soul!” smd Mr. Quelch.
“1 shall do no such thing—I mean—
ahem! Doys, there is no occasion for
laughler. Take the hird away and de-
liver 3t into the matron's charge.”

“Yery well, sir,” said Harry.

“And-—er—Wharton, as I am very
buay, you may use the telephone in the
prefects’ room and ring up Miss Prim-
rose for me,” szaul Mr. Quelch. *“ Tell
her that her pet shall have every care,
and will be returned to her to-morrow.™

“ Yes, =ir.”’

The juniord left tha study, Polly gaily
whistling *The March of the Men of
Harlech ™ as he went. Harry hurried
away to the prefecls’ room to telephone
Aizs Primrose, whilst the others bore
IMolly trinmphantly downstairs, gathering
a throng of excited followers as they
wWont.

When Harry Wharton went down to
Mrs. Kobble's kitchen later on, he found
the rogm crowded with juniors. Some
were endeavouring to teach Polly to
Lalk, and perbaps 1t was as well that
Polly lacked the propensily to pick up
things quickly, otherwise the bird might
have learnt a few sayingz that would
have startled  Miss Primrose’s ears.
Polly was offered all manner of sweoets
and otiier delicacies, atl of which he ae-
cepted with preat willingness, erooaking
and whistling between tinmes,

“AWell, what did Miszs Primrose say,
Harev " inguired Nugent.

“0h, she was awfally bucked when T
told ber that we had recaptured Polly !
laughed Wharton., *I aszsured her that
he wonld ke as safo as houses here, and
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that we'd look after him well, Miss Prim-
rose satd we need noi trouble to make a
special journey lo Cliff House to-morrow,
but may iake back Polly when we go
over to the tea-party in the afternoon,”

“UGood egg "

“That's first-rate!™ sald Dob Cherry
breezily, “It'a rather fum to have a
giddy parvot in the school—whati"”

“Ha, ha! Rather !

Polly, comiortably installed in a large
birdeage in the mation's Kitchen, was
the centre of attraction at Greyfriars,
He wasz fed with nutz and knobs of sugar
and sweets in large quantities by the
enthusiastic juniors, and, aliogether, he
had the time of his life!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter the Dandy !

IRFCTLY lessons were over the
D next day, Harry Wharion & Co.
made haste to prepare themselves
for the tea-party at Chif Haouse,
Sunday loppers were brushed  and
polished wilh loving care; Trotler, the
page, made a small forlune in emolu-
menls paid him by the Removites for
pressing  their trousers and polishing
their =zhoes to  burnished brililance;
brilliantime was much m demand in the
Roemove dormitory, and gleaming while
collars amd the “stunningest ” of nock.
ties were put on in honour of the great
evoni,

The Famous Five and Hazeldeoe,
“arrayed in their best bibz and tuckers,”
as Bob Cherry put it, sallied forth into
the quadrangle at a quarvter o five,
looking dazzlingly resplendent,

Frank Nugent carried the birdeage in
which Polly wasz incarcerated. The hivd
whistled and ecrcaked in 2 Blithezome
manner, and it way evident that his siay
at Greviriars had had no damping effect
on his g;:n:d spirits.

Temple & Co. were on the steps as
the Removites passed. Cecil Reginaid
was quite a dandy, in his way, but f’larry
Wharton & Co. out-dandied him on this
geeazion,  The Upper Fourth-Formers
blinked, and shaded their eves.

S Help ™ said Temple faintly, grasping
Frv for support. " Hold me np, or I
shall drop! Arve they real, or is this a
dream

The Removites glared, and Daly Cherry
showed Temple his brawny right fist.

“See that, Temple!" he said. “That's
real enongh! And I'll dot you on the
boko with it if you don't mind yourself!
Wea stand no check from more Upper

Fourlth fatheads ™
“Why, you silly set of lailors’
dummigge—""

“You chuckle-headed Upper Fourth
COH G’

“1 say, chaps. look what's coming '™
bawled Johnny Bull, interrupling at a
very opportune moment.

All eyes turned, and all eves opened
wide when they beheld what was coming.

It was William George Dunter. Dut
what a Bunter!

The spectacle of Dilly Bunter was
verily a sight for zeds and men and
little fishes!

If Harry Wharion & Co. were re-
splendent, they paled inlo insignificance
besida Billy Bunter!

Az a rale, the Owl of the Remove was
the most siovenly junior at Greylriars,
with the ible excoption of his minor
Sammy. Hisz hands were seldom .elean,
hig collar wasz never free from smudpes,
his hair was always unlidy, and his
clothes always needed brushing, Tt was
anly by dint of painsiaking and pains-
siving efforts on the part of Pefer Todd

and Bob Cherry that DBunter was ever
peravaded to wash his neck, and he
seemed to have a perfect genius for
picking up iokstains and for getting
shiny elbows aud hnggj kunees,

But Billy Dumec’s slovenhness lad
vanished now; it was gone from the gaze
like an unlovely dream,

He was a revelation of neatness and
cleanliness. His coat had been thoroughly
brushed, likewise his trousers, which gar-
ments had been pressed carefully and
the innumerable grease and ink =pots
cleaned off. He wore a handsome fancy
waisteoat, which, though fitting very
tight on his plump F%rm, Wiy very
striking and glovious to behold.  Hia
collar=-wonder of wonders—was spot-
lessiy clean, and his necktie was new, of
o nice pattern, and was neatly tied.
His bootz glistened in the sanbight, and
hiz =eintillating topper vied with them
i sparkling brilliance,

Billy Bunter, in fact, was a vision of
watdrons splendour, Verily, Selomon in
ail his glory waz: not arrayed like
William George DBunier that afiernoon.

Bunter’s sumpivous gel-up was com-
plete with the beauntifv] carnation lhe
wore an his  buttonhole, the canarvy-
coloured gloves that adorned his fat
Bands, and the gold-knobbed cane which
was tucked in the approved Burlinglon
Berlie fazhion under }?Es. arm.

Havry Wharton & Co, and Cecil Templa
& Co. and all the others in the quadmngla
who saw him blinked at him dazedly,
and marvelled at the sight. )

“Mum-m-my hat!' ejaculated Whar-
ton.  *Is thal—that Bunter?”

“Oh, help!™ gurgled Bob Cherry, in
g faint wvoice. “Do T sleep? Do I
dream? Do I wonder or doubt? Aro
things as they seem, or is visions about

“Ha, ha, ha!"

*“Oh, really, you fellows——"

“Dunter!” roaved Peter Todd,
“What's the game? Arve vou going out
to mash somebody? Whae's the giel®”

Eilly Bunter elevated his snub nose
with an air of loity scorn.

“Really, Toddy, I regard that remark
as most objectionable,” he said.

“Ye gods!™

“But what's the idea, Bunter?” de-
manded Harry Wharton, in wonder,
“Are you going to tea with the Hopd 7

“Blow the Head!™ snorted Billy
Bunter.

“Where did you dig up that waist-
coat, Bunly " yelled Trevor,

“It's Mauly's!” roared Bob Cherry.
“"Oh, my giddy aunt, that's Mauly's new
faney waistcont. T saw him trying it on

vesterday, You've bened it, you fat
thief I
- “0Oh, really, wou know, I—I've

barrowed it,” stammered Dunter. “ You
needn’t—ahem !'—mention it to Mauly.
I—1 believe he was asleen when I took
it, and he might be waxy.”

“Ha, ha, ha??

“How on carth did you manage fo
gel into 1f, Bunpfer?” grinned Frank
Magent. “ Don't bend down, for good-
ness' sake! The buttons will burst!”

“Why, be's got my best boots on!”
roared Dick Rake suddenly. *'Take ‘om
off, you little burglar!™

“Ahem! I—I szay, Rake, I really
meant 1o have asked you. Yow! Keen
off ! Mine are awlully shabby, you know,
and-—"

“Where did he get his purple socks?”
velled Ogilvy, “I've seen "o on

einpla 1

Temple's face was a study as he looked
down at 13illv Dunter's feet.

“Oh, crumbs! My zocks!” lin ejarn-
lated. ™ Bunter, you fat roticr—--7

“{h, really Temple—"

CIles ot my Lie on—toy new tie !
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Lowled Polwover major. “Lemme get
gt hip: !

Bul Bily Buuler Lad already made
tracks for the gatez, with Temple and
take in Iull chase.

Fortune waz in his favour, for just
a2 he pounded threongh the gates the
village carrier’s cart drew in, thus block-
ing  the avengers' path [for several
ranates,

By the time Temnle, Rake, Bolsover,
& o, rearhod the road the w i!}' Ol was
prowhere to be seen.

He had disappeared, wearing Rake's
boots, and Temple's socks, and DBol-
sover's tie, and Mauleverer's faney
watsteoat, and, as it afterwards became
krown, taking with him  Russell's
gloves, and Dul:strode’s gpold cuff-links,
ancd Floskin:' cane, and v..'l;'-.:lr'l‘hg norar-
nation  raibded {romr the Head's con-
srviaiory,

Harey Wharten & Co., chuckling with
mirvtl al Bunicr's borrowed plumes, 1eft
Groeylviars and horried on to Cliff ITousce.

MNearly twendy minutes later, as they
were passing along the Redelyfe Lane,
almost within sight of CLE Touse, they
hcard a pattering of heavy footsteps
Lebind, and a gasping  voice kailed
them:

"I say, vou fellows—— Grooooorh

“It's Bunter!” selled Bob Cherry.

The Removites halted in sheer agton-

ishment, and the breathless Owl came
puffing up.
_ s plerty face was red and perspir-
g, and he mopped at bis brow with a
lwnikerchiel bearing Micky Deamond’s
initisls—a beautiful handkerchief made
of real Irish linen.

“regoogh! Yah! Waik for me, vou
fellows ! he gasped. "I've—weoozh-—-
run &ll the way from Friardale—ger-
rugh ! It's jolly hot! DMy hair’s untidy,
teo, Can any of you [ellows—groogh—
lewd me 8 comb®™

“Where the dickens are von going,
Bunter " demanded Harry Whareton,

“Lh? Where am I going? To CLff
House, of course!" said Bunter,

‘The Removites nearly dropped.

“"To CHE Houze!" gurgled Dob
Clierey,

“Yes, ' going 1o the CLE House
tew-party, you know,” said Billy Bunter.
“Mizs Phyilis will be frichtfully dis-
appointed if T don’t turn wp, and so—
gerroogl-=will Miss Marjoric.™

My het 1 exclaimed Whacton, “ You
haven't beon invited, yvou fat clam [

“0h, really, Wharton———"

“You're not poing!” roarcd Dok
Cherry  ferociousiy, “ Marjorie  and
Phyilis don't want » greedy cormocant
at their tea-party!”

“Really, Cherry, T can only altribute
vour words to petty jealousy,” said Billy
Dunter loftily. ™ You know what o hit
I am with the gicls-——"

“Why, you—you—you

“Olhy, let’s slaughter him ! said Bob
in_cxasperation. “He'll hang on like
grim desth wunless we slanghter him,
and we can't have him barging into the
girls" party, scoffing all the grub he can
Iny hands on, the greedy litele pig! If
the corpse is found, and we get hanled
over the coals for the murder, we shall
e able to plead justifinble homicide.”

*Yarooogh! ielp!
howled Billy Bunter, 82 Harry Wharton
& Co. closed rownd with grim looks on

[ 3
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their  faces, " Lepoo, you  Deasisg!?
Uoooogh ! I won't be murdered! Ow-
wow-wow !  Stoppit! Help! TFire!

Muvcder! Poliwee! ¥Yah! Qoocoop!™

Goerraway ™

Turmp !

Billy Buntes smote the dust of the
road with o mighty smite, and asz he
siruggled in the Bemovites' grip there
wis & rending sound from under his
jacker,

Fip! Hip!

“There  poe:  Mauly's
grinned Frank Nugent,
mivst have been jolly slrong,
up the back!™

“¥in, ha, ha'™

“Yavogooogl !
Tegeal  Help!
tho fuckless Owl,

Harry Wharten & Co. gave Lim no
fuarter.

They were prirmly defermined fhat,
O what may, Billy Bunter should
nob insinuate himself  into  the Cliff
House tea-party. The mvstery of his
wondrous “getup ™ waz now explained,
and they made un their minds to nip
the Owl's wheere in the bud, so to speals.

They bumped him on the hard, un-
sympatheiic road, and rolled him in the
dirt, and finally shot him through a
hedge into a turnip field bevond., There
Billy Bunter lay among the turnips,
raising the balmy cchoes with hiz loud
lamentations,

“Ohy-wow! TYow!™

Harry Wharton & Co., laughing heart-
lessly at Billy Dunter's plizght, went on
their way, leaving the luckless Owl in
the turnip Geld, shaking his fat {iste and
alternately moaning and gasping  and
bawailing his lot

waisleoat '
“The bultons
It's vipped

Vah! Yow! Wow!
Y arcoocoogh I wailed

navghty bird,

RRIZE 7
TWUPEHNOE.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Eilly Bunier’s Ruse !
EA was almost ready af Chift

I House when the chums of Grey-
- frinrs entered the wide, green,

old garden. Marjoric & Co.
came out to greet them, looking very
pretty and charming.

“Huorrvah ! exeluimed Miss  Clara
when she saw the bird-cage which
Nugent carried. " So vou've got Polly?
That's ripping! Waon't Miss Prmrose
be pleased!™

Ehate a crowd of giels had gathered
in the gavden, and they all gave Harry
Wharton & Co. Dbright smiles. A
moment later Miss Primrose came ont
of the ivy-covered porch, and her sweek
old face beamed as she saw Polly and
heard his welcome whistle,

“Wyv dear boys! So you have brought
Polly back to me!™ she eried, * Darling
Polly ! You might have got lost, you

IF—;Y{:;-.' can I thank vou,
sweet boys, for saving Polly 1™

“Oh, den't mention it, ma’am ! saud
Harey Wharton, bushing a little. “Weo
are only too pleased that wo were able
to—ahem —roturn Polly.”

“The pleasurefulness is great, esteemed
pn aees [
“Poor old Poll
" Poliy wants suga
“Ha, ha, ha!"
Miss Primrose took the cage and bore
her pet awny, her face wreathed in
kappy smiles.

“We're having tea in the school-
room,” =aid Migs Marjorie brightly.
“Clave and I bhave made a cake, and

" zaid the parrot.
1'.!

¥
r

“Yaroooogh ! Yah! Yow! Legg

a hedge.
Bob Cherry.

0!
cendo, Harry Wharton & C« bumped him in the dirt, and finally shot him through
** Yarcooop ! " howled Bunter.
**You're not wanted at CHIf House,”

Bunter’s roars rang oui cres-

* Now keep off the prass !’ said
{See Chapter 3.)
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SPECIAL *' SWIMMING " SUPPLEMENT NEXT MONDAY, BOYS!

Wilhelmina iced it. I think it's twmned
cut o lovely cake™

“It's o corker!” said Mize Clara.

“0Oh, Clara !™ :

“A real corker!” said Clora entlinsi-
astieally. "I recken we shall do you
chaps really well this afternoon. Fhyllis
had a whacking chegue {rom her aunt in
London, and we've heaps of tuckl”

“Good egg!” :

Miss Wilbelmina Limburger and Bessic
Bunter were preparing the good things
for the birthday party, and the Re-
movites' eves glistened with appreciation
when thoy looked in through the class-
room window and saw the festive board.

The large bay windows were open, and
tle pretty curtains pulled aside to admit
the warm afternoon breeze, and the in-
{erior of the room could be seen from the
yarden.

The table was heavily laden with all
manner of luscious ediglea-ij and 1t had
been laid deintily by Marjorie & Co. In
the centre was the huge birthday ecake
which had been made in henour of
Phyllis Howell, It really looked, as
Miss Clara had put it, a “corker,”™ with
it %Ieamiug white icing, and preity,
tasteful ornaments. .

Marjorie & Co. led the way into the
school-room, and when they arrived they
saw Miszs Primrose and Polly, Polly was
in s old cage, which the gardener had
repaired, and Miss Primrose hung the
cage on a hook in the window,

“Thore ! zshe said. " Polly can enjoy
ihe lovely fresh air from the sea, 1
don't think he will escape again, the
naunghty bird 1 .

The girls asked Miss Primrose to join
ihe party, but the good lady shook her
head and smiled i her quaint, old-
fashioned way.

“No, dear. I have some work to do,
and you must enjoy yourselves with
vour friends," she said. I will lock in
later and play the piano for you. Don't
nver-feed Polly, whatever you do. Ile is
getling so greedy for sugar.™

It was a great teaag»nrti. Marjorie &
(Co. made much of the chums of Grey-
itfars, and those youths readily complied
1.-.-F1.:!1 Miss Clara’'s invitation to them to
Ln !.ri a :IH'].“

Shortly after the festivities began, &
forlorn figure rolled up to the CIff
louse garden gate, and a pair of round
speciacles glimmered from behind the
siubbery.

Billy Bunter gazed into the school-
ronm window at the happy scene within,
1le blinked and blinked again, and his
rhunp form trembled.

“Beasts ! he pgrowled. “ They've
swindled me out of that feed! Rotten
jealousy, that's all itiz! My word, what
o coke! Two tiers, and covered with
wing I Oh, my word [¥

The Owl of the Remove, ¢concenled be-
hind the shrubbery, leaned on the fence
il giazml at the tea-party, wiaeh, al-
though zo near, was yet so far from him.
At first he gazed longingly, and thea his
longing turned to wrath and indignation.

In the midst of the light ripple of talk
that rveached lis cars tirmtgh the open
window there came a cackling voice from
e parrot’s eage,

Y !-"D“JF wants sugar! TPoor Polly !

Billy Bunier blinked at the parral, and
gradually the wrathiul look on his face
zave place to 2 grin, The Owl of the
Femove, struek with a sadden  idea,
ehneklod softly.

" Ay word, that's o geod wheeze P he

nftered to himself,  “I'll muck up
their  rotten  tea-party. Il pay the
bensts out for their petty jealousy, My
venirilngnism is i;us.t tho Haiiug! “He, he,.

el Ull make the parrob talk and Ehm"r‘]
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‘ern up ! That will put the damper on
things, I reckon! He, he, hel” :

The more Billy Bunter thought of his
great idea, the more he chuekled. Ie
managed to scramble over the garden:
fence and hide himself in the midst of the
thick shrubbery, sub of sight from either
the school-room or the road. :

He chuckled again and again at his
idea, and awaited a favourable oppor-
lumity to put 1t into prachice, _

The tea-party was procesding merrly,
and Polly, having been appeased with
several offerings of sugar and cake, was
resting ‘on its  perch and blinking
solemnly. at the sparrows hopping in the
trees i the parden,

Suddenly, through the merry laughicr
of Marjorie & Co., and their Hemovite
guests, there camoe Polly's rasping voice :

“Ha, ha, ha! Silly giggly girls!
What & lot! Ha, ha, ha!™

The CHif House girls ceased their
laughter and gay chatter, and looked at
one another, astonished, Harry Whar-
ton & Co, stared blankly at the parrot.
They could scarcely believe that it was
the bird that had spoken.

“Ho, ho, ho! My hat! Clara thinks
she's clever! Cheeky cat! You're right,
Bob! Ha, ha! ¥ou're right, Bob!
Cheeky eat ™

Bob Cherry gave a jump, and Miss
Clara’s pretty face went crimson.

A dreadful hush immediately settled
on the tea-party. Marjorie & Co. looked
i amazement ot the perrot, whilst Pally
continued to blink zolemnly at the spar-
rows. The Greyfriars juniors could only
sit ancd stare at the parrot, wondering
vagualy whether they had heard aright.
Theo vaice certanly scemed to have pro-
ceeded from the cage, and there was no
mistaking Polly's cankling tones.

"Ho, ho!"™ szaid Polly’s voice shrilly.
“Poor old Pally! Bird's a fathoned !
Wring ils ne Harry! Ho, ho!
Wring its neck! Giggly girls! Silly lot!
Ha, ha, ha

Harry Wharton
Frank Nugent.

“Wh-what the dickens——" ha began.

locked dazedly at

“Ha, ba! ¥ah! Who wants their
rotten teal! CLff House iz & rotten
show! HRotten show! Ha, ha, ha!

Marjorie can and eat coke IV

The Removites sat there frozem with
horror. ‘That it was Polly actually
speaking they had no donbi., As for
Marjoria & Co., they were astonished at
the bird's new and wonderful gilt of
speech, and their pretty faces took on
looks of anger. They, too, believed that
Pally was the speaker.

“I1—1 say, Miss Clara—" began Bob,
on calching a grim look from that young
lady, but the parrot’s voice agoin
interrupted :

“We'll go to please Hazel! Ha, ha!
Be on your best hehaviour, boys! Silly
cats! Ha, ha! My hat! Clara thinks
she's clever ! Whew-ew-ewww! Ha, ha,
Ba! The catiulness 1s tervifie !

Hurree Bmgh's dusky lTace took on
a laok of utter stupefaction. He could
not, for the life of him, remember ever
having uttered such an expression.

“Paolly wanks sugar! Rate on CUfF
Mouse!  Yuah!  Rate, and many of
‘em !V croaked Polly's voice, “ Blow the
Birthday party ! Ia. ha! Might as well

o, Harewy ! Ii's a-freeo Eﬂ{'[f anyway !

{n, Ito, ho! Rats oen ChHF House!
Botten =how! Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co. and the CLff
Iouwse pirls had risen to their feet now.
Tho girls were angry, and the juniors
utterly dumbflounded. At that juncture
the classreom door opened, and Miss
Primrose looked in, smiling benigniv.

" Hallo, hallo! What an old cat !”

Miss Primrose gave quite a jump.

e g

“My goodness gracious! What ja
that 1 she exclaimed,

“Yah! Raiz! Go and eat coke! Rats,
and many of 'em !

“Bless my soul!” eried the startled
Mizs Primyase. It 1z Polly speaking®
Croodness gracious! I have never heard
FPolly speak like that before !”

Miss FPrimrose looked round be-
wildered at her red-faced and anpry-
loolong pupils, and at the Aabbergasted
Greyirmrs juniors,

“ What ever 13 the matter with Polly I
sho asked,

“I'm sure I don® know, Aliss Prim-
rose,” said Marjorie Hazedene in
distress,

“Poor Polly ! said Miss Primrose,
ooking  distressfully at her pet.  "Ia
there anything the matter, Pelly *™

“Ratz! Go and fry vour face!”

“Polly 1" said Miss Primrose faintly.

“¥ah! Awful old frump! Have yon
teen her bonnet? It keeps her front
hair on! Iia, ha, ha!”

Miss Primrose sank helplessly into a
chair,

There was an awful silence in the
class-room. Polly only waz unconscious
of any excitoment.

“ B-b-b-bless my soul ! murmured the
principal of CH House. * Polly must

be afl I

“Polly isn't ill, Miss Primrose!”
exclaimed Clara Trevlyn, her shapely
lips quivering with anger., “ He has been

taught t¢ say these awful things—or,
rather, L should say, he has picked them
up at Greyiriars !

"Dear me ™

“ Ho, ho!” croaked the parret’s voice.
“Blow their tea-party! Ring off,
Harry; the bird can hear. Ha, ha!
| Rats! The rotten bird can't speak!
Silly asa of & bird! Qught to have ita
neck wrung! Rata on Cliff House!
Cheap girls’ seminary! Ha, ha, ha 17

Miss Primrose's face was a study.

“Thisg—this is amazing !” she said, in
a [aint voice. "I have never heard
enything like it! Poliy—"

" Beraggy old bird! Can’t talk for
toffea! Ho, ho! Tea with g gang of
girlal What rot! Rats! ‘g%hquw-
weww [

Mizs Primrose arnse from her chair,
her usually kind old face stern and set
with anger. Bhe swooped round on
Harry Wharton & Co.

“¥ou wicked bovs!
teaching Polly to say
things I she cried.

“XNo, we haven't, maTam ! exclaimed
Ilarry Wharton. “I assure you we
know nothing—"

“The bird has picked up theose say-
ings at Greyfriars, and that’s certain!™
exeloimed Clara Trevlyn, her eyes flash-
ing angrily. " You boys may noet have
intended Polly to r-:]?]eat them. T sup-
pose you thought lhim incapable of
learning to repeat what you sawd !

“Ha, ha, ha!"” croaked Polly’z voice
from the cage. “Can’t talk for tofles!
| BRing off, Harry; the bird can hear!

Rats! Go and cat coke! DPoor Polly!
Yah!"

Harry Wharten & Co.
one to the other helplessiy.

Horrified, condemming looks were cast
ab them by the girls

“Ha, ha! Miss Primrose wants her
bird! Have you seen her bonnet?
Awful old frump! NWinety if she's a
day! Rats! Yah'! Ia, ha, ha!”

Mies Primrose beckoned to a maid
whom she saw  listening  outside the
door.

“Take Polly away to the kitchen,”
she said. “Take him at once ™

“Yes, ma'am!” "

i The cage was lifted down from the
* hook in the window. Polly, scemed to

You have been
thoze terrible

looked from
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object, for he rusiled his wings and
cackled—genuninely this time.

“Take him away at oneal” com-
manded Miss Primrose, on whose kind
old face thunderclonds had now
gathered. ;

Polly was taken right away, and he
could be heard whistling and cackling
below from the kitchen,

Miss Primrose turned angrily to the
Greyfriars juniors, o

2o this 13 the result of my allowing
Pollv to remain at UGreyfriars over-
night !” sha exclaimed, in a volce that
tremblod  with anger.  “ Yon wicked
bovs have been talking about my pupils
and myself behind our backs, and now
you have been shown up 1n your true
eoloers

“Bur, ma'am, it

1an't true!Y  eried

Wharton. “There's a trick behind this
gsomewheres ! T —

Miss Primrose raised ber mitlened
hands,

“ Do not seck to excuse yourselves by
falschood and deceit ! she zaid. “You
have deceived us all very wickedly as
it i3, Untii now 1 have held you boys
in great ¢steem, and regarded you as
oxemplary yr:runf; pentlemen. It seems,

however, that was mistaken. Polly
woitld not lie. He is a very clever
Lbird, and you did not think him

capable of learning the wicked things
vou have been saying. did not dream
that boys of Creyfriars could be so
vulgar and wicked as to use such ox-
pressions,  You have ingratiated your-
selves here with the young ladies who
are my pupils and have posed as young
rentlemen, when all the time you have
%-en'n acting like serpents in the grass!
I om shocked and disgusted at this
terrible revelation, but am glad to have
found you out for what you are! You
will leave Chff Ilouse at once, and don't
any of vou dare let me see you heve
ngaln !

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at cach
other 1n h{-i];r]a'ss. dismay.

“DBut, ma'am, we've done nothing
wrong " cried the Bemove caplain, in
an urgent, ringing voice, "1 assure you
your parrot has learned nothing from
us | Bomeons else most have taught it
to say those things. It's a trick—"

“The trickiulness iz terrifie, csteomod
ma'am,” sald Hurree Singh., "“Our
mspmt’lulnem to your sublime self and
the charming misses 1s truly great, and
the ludicrous parret  has  learnfully
picked up the vnworthy sayings from
gome otherful source.™

Miss Primrose elevated her head, and
pointed majestically to the door.

“Go!” she said. "1 shall consider
whether to place the mattor before Dr.
Locke., I have never felt more insulted
or shocked in all my life! I will not
tolerate you wicked boys here any
longer. Go at onee ™

The Removites turned fo the girls.

Marjorie and Phyllis avoided their
glances, but the others locked at them
angrily and scorofully, their lips enrl-
ing with contempl. Clara Trevlyn's
Llue eves fashed at them as the junicrs
hezitated near the door.

“You horeible, contemptible, low-
down cads ™ she ¢xclaimed., “ 8o wyou
have deceived uws all this time”™

“Clara ' rapped Miss Primrose, in
horror., “ Goodness gracious, you forger
vourself ] You muost not make use of
those unseemly cxpressions! Girls, you
will kindly retire. I forbid you to
associate  with any of the Greyiriars
boys in future 1™

Marjorie & Co, filed from the rcom.
without another word to Harry Wharton
e Co. Their looks, however, spoko
volumes for their feclings of anger and
contempk

| Bob Cherry saw the ball coming, and, unable to resist the temptation of & cateh,

iha drove hard at the

pedals, judging his distance to a nlesty.
landed fair in the centre of his palm.

Smack ! The ball

{See Chapter 1.}

Miss Primrose turned magisterially to
the juniors and pointed to the door.

“Onee  again, will you leave Cliff
House i she said. " Your presence here
is obnoxions !

There was nothing for 1t but te go.
Harry Wharton & Co. realised thai
numbly.

They lelt Chiff House, dismayed and
downeast.

That happy birthday-party had been
gquite ruined. The ecake and most of
the other good things on the table lay
untonched.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Bunter's Alibi!
EANWHILE, Billy Bunter had
M feft the goarden, unszeen and
unzuspectod,

Hiz wily rnse had worked
betier than oven he had anticipated.
The Owl of the Remove was a remark-
ably clever ventriloguist. It was the
only accomplishment he had, with the
exception of eating and the telling of
falschocds, and he had made full use of
that gift in order to avengoe himself on
Harry Wharton & Co.

He chuckled to himsell as he scuttled
through o short cut between the fAelds,
en route for Friardale Weod and Grey-
Eriacs.

“He, he, he! That's done the rotkers
in the eye! That's messed up the tea-
party properly ! My word, I reckon they
must be fechng emall ! Serves "o jolly
well right, the jealous beasts!  The
girls won't have anything to do with 'em
now ! e, he, he! 1'm a cute card, 1
arn ! hopoe they den't suspect me,
though, They might do. They're such
suspicious beasts, the artful votters ™

——

—

This thought eaused the grin to [ade
somowhat from Dunter's face.

He plunged on through the helds, and
took the path that led through a larF.'
spinney near the wood., Through the
foliage & voice came suddenly to his
BILrsS )

“Orl right, young gents!. You shall
*avo tho tip straight from the noschag.”

“My word " murmured Billy Bunter
“Thiz isn't such a lonely spot as [
thought. I wonder what's on¥”

The Owl’s inborn curiosity overcame
his desire for complele scercey. He
peeped through the ﬂus.hea, and he drew
a decp breath.

Standing in the ecentre of the spinncy
were Loder, Carne, and Walker, the
three rascally prelects of the Sixth.
Facing them was a man dressed in some-
what “loud * attire, with a coarse faco
and a decidedly “horsey " appearance.
Billy Bunter recognised him atb once as
Mr. Jeremiah Hawke, one of the shady
frequenters of the Cross Keys public-
house at Friardale, and a tout for Mr.
Cobb, the landlord there.

Mr. Hawke had a grey bowler hat on
the back of his woall-otled head, and a fat
cigar was held between his discoloured
teeth.

“You'll let us have advice fiest ihing
in the moreing, then,” said Loder.

“ Rely on your ‘nmble, Baster Wnox”
said Mr. Hawke with a grin.  “I'm
goin' right off to ILpsom now, and
dircetly I get the information from myx
old pal at the stables T’ write off 10
vou, Nobt a word to Cobl, mind.”

“No fear! said Walker.

My, Hawke pushed his grey havler o
little farther bacle on his head, Llew om
a clouwd of blue smoke, gave loder &
Co. an affable nod and disappraved.
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The razcalz of the Sixth reparded each
other with pleased grins.

Their sporting prochivities were well
known at Greyfriars, though not to the
wasters, and the backing of “gee-gees ™
with My, Cobb of the Cross Keys was
onc of the branches of “sport ™ which
Loder & Co. perticulaely favoured.

“Well, that's first-rate!” chuckled
Carne. “Hawke is off to Epsom now,
and he'll pet fivst-hand information at
the stables. He'll writa and tell us what
horses to back to-morrow, and we shall
get our revenge on Cobl.”

“Rather!™ said Loder with relish.
“Hawke's bound to keep his word, as
there's money in it for hum. We'll look
ci;lt- for his letter in the morning, and
thepp=—"

“Hark ™ exclaimed Walker suddenly.

The crunching of a twig behind the
hushes close by had sounded, and the
s=oniors wera on the alert at onee. Billy
Bunter had inadvertently trodden on &
loosa branch and thus revealed his
presence.

He heard Loder & Co. coming, and
started to run, but the seniois pounded
on him in a trice,

“So you've been spiin on U5, you
little rotter ! snarled er, clapping a
heavy hand on Bunter’s shoulder and
whivhing hirmn round,

“Yaroogh! Leggo! I wasn't!” vellad
the  Owl, wrigﬁﬁm} “1 never saw
Hawke—really I 'didn’t! Yarooooop!
Don't sh-sh-shake me like that, Loder—
my g-gegig-glosses will  ff-fall off!

ow-wow ! haven't heard a word! 1

don’t know that you're expecting a letter
from E:psﬂm in the morning ! Yow - wow-

wow |

Loder & Co. looked at each ollier in
dismay and rape,

“Oh crumbs! Thet's done 1! mut-
tered Walker, sinfting uneasily. “The
fat rotier will blab the varn all over the
scheol. IE it geta to the Head's cars
he'll look out for the letter in the morn-
mﬁ. and then the game will be all up.™

serald Loder panted with fury.

He knew that what Walker zaid was
froe.

Billy Dunter was the scandalmonger of
Crevirinrs, and could no more keep
seciels than he could money, Loder
turned fiercely to him.

“If you dare say & word about what
%'m: have heard, vou spying little toad,

11 flay you alive!” he hissed. “ You've
got to keep your mouth shut, do you
hear "

“Oh, really, Loder! expostulated
Billy Bunter, who had ceased to well
and whose little round eyez were now
gleatning artfully behind his spectacles.
“I'm not 50 sure that I ought to keep
yvour rotten secrets, you know. As a
strictly honourable chap, my duty is fo
F::- straight to the Head and lay the

acts before him."

" You—you—you—=="

“Howoever, T might ba able to keop
mum o oblige you, Loder,” went on the
0wl “Mind, Iyﬂilﬂ.u want yon {o ablige
me, oo, Hark! There's lmH'-Fast five
striking from the church clock.’

“What's that got to do with it, vou
little swoep 7" said Loder, between his
teeth,

“TI may have a reason for wanting
be hore at thig time, and I may not”
saidd Billy Bunter with a knowing look.
“I say, you chaps, if Wharton or any
of the others ask you, vou might say
that you saw me at—at the old mill on
the river, at a quarter-past five, or five
o' rlock.”

Loder & Co. stared hard at ihe fat
Hemovite,

“My bhat!” said Loder. ™ Whal's the
irlea I
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“Ob, nothipng!” said DBilly Dunter
airily. “I may have a reason, and I
may not. Anyway, I shall expect you

chaps to bear me out that you spoke to
me by the old mill hetween five and a
quarter past. I should like you to say
that you spoke to me about my eon-
dition. ¥You can see that somebody has
been knocking me about.™

“Yes, 1 can see that,” growled Loder.
“But what "

“Please doo’t ask any questions,
Loder ! said Billy Bunter, “ And kindly
release ma! Yoo can voly on mo to keep
ey about what T know, so long ns you
do as I say, you know.™ .

Loder & Co. looked at each other, and
finally Loder released the Owl.

Bunter promptly scuttled to a place of
safety.

“Mind, if anvbedy asks you, vou
chaps spoke to me by the river soon alter
five! he sawd, seiting his eveglasses
straight on his nose. “ Don't let there
be any mistake about the time, Loder,
or I shall consider it my duty to tell
the Head of vour dealings with that
rotter Hawke. Mind that!™

Billy Bunter dizappeared info  the
spinney, and Loder & Co. regarded each
ofther in amazement,

“What’s * the little cad's game, 1
wonder? zaid Carne nervously. “Do
you think he's pulling our legs, Loder?
He may go sfrnlg}@ back and spread the
news about ws—"

“Runter’s too artful for that,” sand
Loder in & low wvoice. “The rimun
rotter has some axe to grind, and he'l
keep to his bargain if we tell lies for
hint, Apyway, wo'll do as he says, and
if he goe: back on us we'll break every
hone in hizs body. After to-morrow he
can say what he likes; once we've had
Hewke's lotter and destroyed 1t, we can
deny everything. Bunter's as crafty as
a wapon-load of monkeys, and I think
wa're safe enough.”

And, feeling relieved on that seore,
Gerald Laoder & Co. tramped on to Friar-
dale discussing racehorses, betting odds,
and form, and other matters relative to
the Bport of Kinga.

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Most Mysterious !

i ELL, it licks me properly !"
W Bolb Cherry spoke in ex-
asperated tones.

BYL Wharton & Co.
wera making their way back to (Grey-
friarz, looking a most unhappy and dis-
consolata group.  They could scarcely
realise what a horrible thing had hap-
nened, The tea-party had been progress-
ing so merrily, and everyone had been
s gay and happy; and now they had
been sent away from Chff House in dis-
grace, and Marjoric & Co. had turned
their backs on them. )

It seemed impossible that anything
could sever their long and zkaunch
friendship with the Chff House girls, yot
now there was o decided rift in the lute.
The Removites felt dismayed and
humilialed,

“Who the dickens could have taught
the parrot to say thoso things?' said
Frank Nugent savagely. “It was evi-
dently a put-up job. The blithering bird
didn’t pick up that talk fromy us.”

" Nao fear!"

“T'm blessed 1f I can understand it,”
said  Ilarry Wharten, wrinkling lis
brows in perplexity. “We've been at
Chiff House often enough, and that was
the first Lime Polly has ever spoken more
ihaty half a dozen words. T never knew
the bind could speak like that, Why,

only last evening a lot of the fellows¥

el .
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were trying to teach it to 53{ different
things; but Polly wouldn't talk.”

Johnny Bull gave a growl,

“ Bomebody must have found out how
te make the bird talk, and that some-
body set out deliberately ta muck up
the tea-party, and couse Em;] feeling be-
tweon the girls and us!™ he said.

“Tt was a rotten, cowardly trick, and
I'd like to find the chap who did it!"
saidd Bob Cherry, clenching his fists.
"The girls believe that what the parrot
said came from us, and that means they
won't have any more to do with us.”

His chums nodded a lugubrious assent.

Wharlon's eves gleamed.,

“It scems very remarkable that the
bird should choose that particular time
and place to repegt what he had picked
up, supposing that it was Polly who was
talking,"” he =said, i

Nugem shot him a quick look.

“"Yhat do you mean, Harey 7 It must
have been the parrot tallung—"

"1 don't believe the pairot said a
word. We all know that bird, and we
know that all it can say, or ever will
say, 15 * Poor old Polly," ' Polly wants
sugar,’ and & fow things like that. The
voice certainly sounded like the parrot's,
and it seemed to come from the cage;
but that doesn't prove that it was the

arrot actually speaking. You chaps
gnve forgotten Dunter.™

“ Punter " shouted Bob  Cherry.
“Why, Bunter, of course! He worked
that trick with his rotten ventrilo.
quigm——="

“Great Seott! I hadn't thoupht of
Bunter!" exclaimed Johnny Bull,

Bob Cherry's usnally sunny face tock
on a grim leok, and he set a faster pace,

“Come on! he said. “We'll find
Bunter, and have it out with him. We'll
drag him back to Marjorie & Co. by his
ears, and make hun confess ™

“ Rather "

The Chums of the Remove hurried on,
and reached Greyiriars 1n record time.

They inquired of Gesling whether
Dunter had come in, and on being in-
formed that the Owl had just gone in-

doora, they made a rugh across the quad,

Billy DBunter was discovered in the
bath-room, where he was making at-
tempts, with a frugal guantity of water,
to remove the traces of his recent rough
handling.

“Here's the fab fraud!” roared Dob
Cherry, charging into the room, and
clapping 2 heavy hand on Billy Bunter,

Bunter’s head at that moment was in
the basin, and a wild gurgle arase,

“Yerrooooch ! Ygah ! Gug-gug !
Leggo! Ooooogh! T—I nearl% swallowed
the soap!  Groooogh! W owWow !
I've got water in my eyes! Gerrrugh!
Lemme go!”

“MNow, you rotter, confess!” bawled
Bob, shaking the Owl until the water
flew from his face in all directiona.

“ Coooooogh ! I'm ch-ch-choking !
Stoppit! Wow-wow-wow!"” wailed Billy
Bunter,

Harry Wharton & Co. allowed him to
dry himself, and wipe the soapsuds out
of his eyes, and then they surrounded
him,

Billy Bunter groped for hiz eyeglasses,
stuck thend on ’iis little snub nose, and
blinked round nervously,

“I—I say, you fellows—'

“Confess ! roarad Dob,

“{c-confess to wh-what ®"

“You followed us to Cliff House and
worked vour rotten ventriloquism on
Miss Primrose’s parrot, to get your own
Lback on us!™ exclaimed Harry Wharton
angrily. “You've landed us into the
1Ii-ﬁmus of a fix, Bunter, and you've got
to own up.”

Billy Dunter wriggled.

“Yow! Leggo my collar, you beasgl

¥
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I deny doing any such thimg!™ he said.
“ You must be suffering from a delusion,
Wharton! Orough! I haven't been to
Chif House !

A0k, let's bump the truth out of the
litile rotter?” exclaimed Frank Nugent
iln[lal'iuhlr_r,‘. “What's the use .of ex.
pecling Dunter to tell the truth ofher
wise? You know what an awful litile
liar he 151"

“Yarooogh! Legpo! Hands off, you
beasta ! velled Billy Buntep, as the Re-
movites closed in on him. “I'm telling
the truth, I tell you! [ can prove it
loo!™

Wharton looked hard al Lim. .

“What! You say yon can prove i,
Bunter ! he said incredulously,

“Yez ¥ gasped the Owl "I went
back through the wood and down hy
the river, and never touched Clill House
at all. E can prove it, beeause smne
fellows saw me by the river.”

“ My hat!” exclaimed Wharton. * Whe
were the fellowsd” 3

“Loder, and Carne, and Walker

“ (ircat pip!™

TTarry Wharton & Co, were somewhat
talen aback at that. )

“Yon say Loder, Carne, and Walker
saw you by the river, Banter ¥ said the
Remove captain,

U¥es ¥ said Rilly Bunter capgerly.
“just by the old mill, vou know, 1 went
that way s¢ as to avold being seen by
anyone—] looked such a sight after you
beasts had ragged me—and when T loast
expected it, I ran inta Loder and the
others. They saw me, too, and started
chipping me obout  my appearance.
There, vou suspicions rotters! 1 hope
vou are sabished now 1"

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

“We shall speak to Loder, Carne, and
Walker, and ask them if you are speak-
e the truth,” he said. *"You may
have seen them by the mill, but you
would have had time to work that rolten
trick at ClLff House, and then go down
to the river.”

“That's 1! said Bguiff. “You'll
have the gquestion of time fto prove,
DBunter. It was five o'clock when we
started tea at CLE House, and it's past
51X ‘now. You've got to give a sabis-
factory secount of yonr whereabouts be-
tween five and s guarter past, before
we'll be convineed that it wasn't vou
who made the parrot talk. Let’s find
Loder.™

Billy Dunter was e]n_d.?gﬁd away from
the balh-room, just as he was. and the
Removites took him along with them in
their  search  for Loder, Carne and
Walker.

Those fellows were seen to be just
comning In at the gates, and Hatry
Wharton & Co. ran out into the guad to
moeet then,

Lodger, Carne and Walker halted and
stared in astonishment when they saw
that =wmall crowd of Removites, with
Billy Bunwer yelling and struggling in
their midst,

“Here, what the dickens-—" began
Locder. * Lot us pass, you little sweeps [

Loder & Co. had no kindness in their
hearts for Iarry Wharton & Co.—quite
the opposite, in fact.

“T'm sorry to bother vou, Toder, but
I should just like to ask you something,”
sald the Hemove ecaptain rpspeﬂfulﬁy,
“1id you see Bunter dewn by the viver
this nfternoont™

Loder did not reply at onece. He gave
a look of surprise, and glaneed guickly
ficst at his companions, and then at
Eilly Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove had coased
to struggle, and Lie gave Loder o &»igll.'li['b
cant biml,

1%
v

as fve o'clock that you saw Bunler by
the river®

“It was just g quarter-past five when
[ stood by the mill talking to Loder™
said Billy Bunter lowdly. I remember

“Yes, didn't you see me this alier-
voon, Loder?” he piped. * You've gol
ter adinit that you did, you know,™

Loder gave a shrug.

*Well, what if I did see him?" he

sad, . A | distinetly Loder saying to Carnc as the
“Then you did see him?” said|church clock Etmﬂki “ There goes a

Wharton. quarter-past five. We'd better be geiting
“¥es,” said Loder, going a little red. § along to tea.” Isn't that so, Loder?”
“Wherat" “Yes," gulped Lodoer.

Harry Wharton & .Co. locked at earch
other. They were Aoored.

Loder & Co. walked on, and Billy
Bunter gave a triumphant whoop,

“On the towing-path, near the old
mikl, T think,” said the rascally prefeet,

“"There you are' said Billy Bunter
trivmphantly. “Carne and Walker saw
nwe, too—didn't you Y

The two seniors thus addressed, | | What did 1 tell you, you beasts?” he
nodded, eried. “I'm jolly glad I happened to
“IHow long ago was this?’ asked | run into those chaps. If you touch me
Wharton. now I shall place the whole matter

before the Head I

The others looked to Ilarry Wharion.
The yvoung Remove captain’s face was
Mlushed, and his brows were koiited in
perplexity.

“Let the fat bounder go,” e said at
length. “¥e seems to have eleared him-

Loder & Co. looked at one another.

“ About—about five o'clock,” said
Lodler, with a gulp.

It was a new experience for him—and
by no means a joyous one—to be telling
falsehoods for Billy Dunter.

The Removites alt started.

“Five o'clock!”  ejaculated Ilarey | solf but—but—  Anyhow, we shall

W:i:ugil:un, i = od . | have to make inquiries.”
Eh&rrxvﬂ an hour agol” gasp Bob Billy Bunter wanes released, and ha
i sentbled away., When he had reached a

Y Between five and a quarter-past,”
said Loder in a low voice, catching
anpother warning blick from  Bunter.
Y What's the fuss about, anvway?

*Wa believe that Dunter was in the
neighbourhoed of Clf House between

safe distanes he stopped and  glared
round at Harey Wharton & Co.

“%nh! Beasts! o and cat cole,
yvou suspicious rotters! Beasts! YWah!™

Bob Cherry made & movement as if to

five and a quarter-past,” said Harry | go after him, and the Owl turned with
Wharton, between his teeth. “ Are you | alacrity and bounded indoors as fast as
cerlain, Loder, that it was as long ago % his fat little legs would carry him,
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Harry Wharton & Co., morae mystificd
#han ever, went round to mske scarch-
ing inguiries. leg called on the
matron, and asked her whether Polly
had been taken from the kitchen durning
his brief stay at Greglriars, hut the gaod
dame assored them that the cage had
gemained in the kitchen all the tune.
She also said that, to the bost of her
knowledge, nobody had had secrob acecess
ta the kitchen. The Hemovites explored
every avenue of possible evidence that
might give & clue to the mystery of how
the parrot learnt to talk, but no clue,
nothing of a suzpicious nature was found.

Skinner & Co. were closely questioned,
as being possible plotters, Lut Harry
Wharton & Co. scon saw that neither of
the Llack sheep knew anything of the
mitier.,

That evening the Famous Five
gathered in Study No. 1 to hold a dis-
cussion.  They were theroughly baffled
and, uas Bob Cherry expressed it
“knocked into a cocked hat”

“Wa ean't have Marjorie and her
friends thinking us a sct of cads and
votters,” said Wharlon desperately, ™
shall have to write and ask T;ﬂr to
believe that it was all a trick, and that
we know nothing of what the rrot
said, That's the best thing to do in the
cil;r;:l.lmai;antes, don't you chaps thimk

“"Rather 1"

“Tha writefulness i3 the esteemed
proper caper, my worthy chum,” said
Inky.

2o Harry Wharkton sab down and wrote
te Marjorie, his chums more or less ably
assisting him in the task, The letter was
duly posted, and the chums of the
Remove expressed fervent hopes {hat
their ap[l‘-ea]s to Marjorie & Co. to
believe them would not be made in
Yain.

S m——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Clara & Co. Mean Business !

L L] ETTEER for Wharton!”

Tam Brown made that an-

nouneement o Hall  after

lessons next day, and Harry

Wharton & Co., who happencd to walk

in just then and hear him, made a
simultaneons dash to the letter-rack,

“Who's it from, Harry? said Frank
Mugent eagerly, as Wharton took the
neat blue envelope from DBrown.

“It's from OCliff House, kids,” =said
Bob Cherry. “1 know the notepaper.
AMe hatt That's diss Clara’s fist 1*

The envelope was addressed to Harry
Wharton in Clara Treviyn's clear, bold
handwriting, The Remove caplain
opened it with an air of perplexity.

His frown deeponed as ha read the
missive the eavelope contained. He gave
a gasp of dismay.

“0Oh erumbs! Read that, you chaps
1&3 huxi.'luhuud, and handed the letter to

i,

The others gathered round, and this
13 what they read:

“Aaster H. Wharton,—~Your lefter
addressed to Marjorie Hazeldene has
been received, and Marjorie wishez me
to zav, on behalf of herself and all the
girls 1 Chff House School, that sour
excutes are vory paltry and lame, and
the letter, which appears to be a concoe-
tion of falsehood and would-be deceit,
has been treated with the contempt it
deserves. If, as you say, you arve the
vietims of a plot, it should be an casy
matter to dizscover the perpetrotor. Yon
do not substantiate vour plea of inno-
cence with the slightest atom of proof,
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and, frankly, we do not believe you. Mise
Primroze is still very upset aver the
affair, o much so that she has sent her
purrot away to 2 friend's. As for our-
E'BI";ES. we can see now how we have
boaen deceived into thinking you to be
bays of honour and gentlemanly instinets,
¥ou do not have the decency even to
apelogise for the disgraceful way you
have insulted ™ ug  You Greyfriare
bounders secm to have a very exalted
opinton of yourselves. How you must
look down on our °rotten shew ' of a
‘cheap girls’ seminary.” Perhaps it
would inferest you to know what a
‘pang of giggly girls " can do. We mean
to make you modify your opinion of

Cliff Housge, so look out! When wou
read this you will pr&b&h’l;,‘ langh and
say, ‘Rats an CLF IHouse! again, but

it won't be long before you will Iaugh_ml
the other side of your faces. Meanwhile,
vou can 2o and cat coke, you bounders!

“ (Bigned) Crana TrEvLYN."
The Removites razed at this letter in
dismay,
“Oh, m

only hat!” ﬁmanﬂf] Db
Cherry. “Then the girls have properly
got. their backs up! They won't believe
us M

Wharton thrust the letter inte his
pocket and made a weary gesture.

*“1 suppose they can’t be blamed, in &
way, for thinking as they do of us," he
said. *““The things the parrot said wore
absoluic insults, and—and we have no
proof that we didn't say thoem. h,
I wizsh I knew whoe worked that trick
with the parrot!”

“The rotter ought to be bmled in
ol ! said Frank Nugent. *We must
do something, Harry. Marjorie & Co.
think us a precious set of cads,”

Wharton zet his teeth grimly.

“We'll go over to Chff House after
tea and sce the girls,”™ ho said. “They
are very sensitive, of course, but perhaps
we can taltk them into believing us"

M That's the worst of dealing with
pirls,” groaned Bob Cherry. " Onee
they get an iden into their heads, wild
horses won't make them believe othor-
Wiso. Clara meats business, too. 1
suppose she reckons on making us look
pretty small potatoes,™

“"We couldn’t look mnch smaller than
we look now,” said Johnny Bull lugu-
briously. * It's rotten to be at logger-
heads with the C1Iff TTousze girls. Tot's
do az Harry says, and run over to see
them.”

“The rottenfulness iz terrific,” said
Hurree Stngh with & sad shake of the
head. “The esteemed misses have what
you call a bee in the ludicrous honnet,
but a stiteh in time saves ninepence, as
vour English proverb pots it, and if we
popiully run over we may pour the oil-
fulness on the btroubled waters,™

“That's the ticket!™

The Famous Iive hurried over their
ten and then sof out on their hicycles
with Hazeldene for CLf House.

ITezel had bad a xery curt letier from
his sister, and he, too, wanted to talk to
the girls with the ohject of re-estaldizh-
ing friendly relations,

Tt seamed o unnatural and aat of all
reason for the choms of the Remove to
he on bad terms with Marjorie & Co.
All the Greyiriars Juniors were deeply
eoncerned in the matter with the excop-
tion of Harald Skinner, and Snoop, and
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Stott, and a few of a like Lidonex.
These fellows looked upon the afair
as a huge joke, although they were as
myskified as Harry Wharten & Co as
io the origin of the parrot’s defamatory
words.

The six Removites eycled swilily to
CIif House. As they passed up the leafy
lane at the side of the girls’ school
thoy saw Marjorie & Co. m the play-
ing-field adjoining CHE Houwse, A single-
wicket pame of cricket was in progroess.
Mizs Clara was standing at the wicket,
her bat held in a businesslike mauner,
and Molly Smith was bowling,

ITarry Wharton & Co. pedalled slowly
alongside the railings that bordered the
Chiff House playing-ficld. So far Mar-
jorie X Co had not zeen them ; the girls!
attention being whelly occupied by the
rame,

Molly Smith took o run and sent down
g swife ball, Miss Clara ran ont at it,
and there was a merry sound of willow
meeting leather.

Click !

It waz a fine hit, and eager, girlish
eries arose from Clara's side as she com-
meneed to yun.  Meanwhile, the ball
sailed high in the air, speeding towards
the railings where MHarvry Wharton &
Co. were watching.

Lowermg in its speedy flight, the ball
came spinning right over the railings.
Bol Cherry saw it coming, and, unable
to resist Ehe temiptation of a cateh, ha
drove his machine forward, and then,
indging the disiance to & nicely, he
reached out with one hand and caught
the hall deftly.

Smack !

“Well caught,
Frank Nugent.

* Oo-pooogh

‘That astonished ¢ry roze from a score
of girls' throats from the playing feld.

Miss Clara, who had been faking
anather run, halted abruptly in the
centre of the pitch and stered at the
Itemavites, Marjorie Hazeldene and
the other girls stared, too.

Harry Wharton & Co. dismounted by
the open gate,  and, leaning their
machines against the rathngs raised
thoir caps respocifully.

Marjorie IHazeldene, who was stand-
ing neargst tho gate, caught Wharton's
glance and gave him a stony stare,

“Miss Marjorie—"  began  the
Remove captain, advancing through the
ale,
¢ But he broke off as he saw Clara
Trevlyn running towards him, an angry
look on her procty face,

“Koeep out, you bounder!” cried Miss
Cllara. “Don't you dare come into this
field! We bar all Greviriars cads!”

Wharton halted, and the others, who
werg following close on his heels, came
to a standstill, too. They looked in dis-
may at the pirls, their faces flushing.

The girla of Clif Honse met their
looks with hostile glances.

| s, Miss Clara,” stammered
Bob, breaking an awhward silence.
“Here's your ball, you know.”

“Ugh! I don’t want to touch it!”
exclaimed Miss Clara, shrinking away
as Dob extended the ball. “You can
throw it down, Cherry, I suppose yom
feel awfully bucked at having cenght
me out "’

“Look here, Misz Clarg——"

“Get out of here, you  horrid
croaturez!  We wish to have nothing
{op do with you!” said one of the Cliff
Honge girls. ,

Harry Wharton turned appealingly
to Marjorie Hazeldene,

Bob " chirruped
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“Aiss DMarjorie, won't you lizten to
vwhat we have to say? he eried. “'We
are very sorry indeed for what hap-
pencd vesterday, but I assure you that
none of us tanght the parrot to say those
thinzs. "There has been a terrible mis-
tﬂ-kﬂ'——”‘

“Then how did Polly get to know all
that he repeated®” retorted Marjorie
Hazeldone, * Burely, if some other boys
taught Ielly to repeat those insulting
words you could have found out whoe
they were !

“We have tried, Miss Marjorie, but
wo cannet discover anything,” =aid the
voung Homove caplain  despairingly.
“Wa have done our absolute best, so
far, to solve the mystery, and I'm sure
wir shall elear ourselves soon, but——"

“0Oh, bosh!™ broke in Miss Clara.
“Fou're trying to play on Marjorie's
soft heart, I keow, Polly was only at
Greviviars a day, snd you clever chaps
could easily bowl out the so-called eul-
prit—if there happened to be onc. But
vou can't take ws in with your weak
cxenzes, The fact of the matter iz you
pggrined that Polly couldn't pick up
anything he heard, and you had rather
n shock when he unexpectedly repeated
snatches of whet you had been zaving
about us.

“1 don't believe for a moment that
ecinebody  taught him te  say  those
things, If they had been dinned into
him Delly would have repeated them
again and again, long before ha was
Lrought back to CLff House, and vou
would bave heard him. As it was, Polly

ruat lmpﬁunml to recollect & few things
we had heard, and they came out sud-
denly.  We're not exactly green, you

konow, even thousgh we moy be mere
silly, pigegly girls '

Harry Wharton was silent.  Clara's
aveument was sound, and how could he
dizpel 1657

Yo you've mthing to.savy ! said Miss
Clara  scornfully. "It's no use you
horrid bounders coming here with your
exenses: we have our opinions, and we
shall stick to them, And, what is more,
we mean o teach yon a lesson !

“You are mistaken !” burst out IHarry
VWharton desperately. * Miss Marjorie,
do vou really belisve we eould zav such
things about vou behind your backs ¥

“I agree with what Clara says”
replicd Marjorie Hazeldene, * You have
doceived us wickedly, and I don’t wish
to spesk to you apgain.”

Wharton's brain scemed to reel,

“Marjorie! Do you really mean
that 7" he cried.

“¥es, Please go!"

“PBut I can't! I can’t, Mlarjorie!
You must believe me! I will.get at the
truth and prove it to you—m"

“That's enough!™  interposed  Miss
Clara.  “You bounders deserve  a
racging, and now you'll get ik! This
is where the silly, giggly girls (hrow
you out, Duck up, giels, and deive them
from our field !

Mizs Clara commenced operations by
jabbing energetically at Johnny DBuwll
with her cricket bat. Johnny stagpered
back with a yell. The other girls, fired
Ly the spritely Miss Clara's enthusziasm,
Erasp-ed cricket bats and stumps and

or¢ down firmly en the Removiles,
using their weapons with preat effect.
The blows were not hard, and not many
hit home, but the determined as=sault
wrought dismni and consternation
among Harry Wharton & (o,

Whack! Whack! Whael ! went the
hatzs and stumps, and the luckless juniors
had to dodge hither and thithee.” ‘Lhey
did not dream of hitling back, of course,

and the capers they cub were neither
graceful noc dignified,

Clara” & Co. atlacked warmly.

“Oh, scissors!  Stoppit!  Yow.ow !
roared DBob Cherry, who found himself
hounded round the field by a trio of
lusty girls, Gerraway! Don't play
the giddy ox, you know—yah! I'm
going=—really 1"

Dob went, and so did the others!
They Lolted fromn the field with great
precipitation, with Clara & Co. in
chase,

They just had time to scramble on
thetr machines and pedal out of the
danger zone for all they were worth.
Their fecet fairly flew round, and the
girls of Cliff House szent up peals of
merry laughter after them.

The Removite slowed down when the
Redolsife Lane was reached, and they
gazed ruefully at cach other.

“Ow!  That was awful!" gasped
Frank Nugent, “T pot a nasty biff on
the nose from Miss Limburger, Faney
the Ciiff IHouse girls setting about us!

It's time for the skies to fall—
Yow "
“They won't listen {0 reason!™

groaned Johony Bull. *They're up in
arma against us now., Isn't it the
limit 2"

“What did I say?” said Dob Cherry.
“Yon can’t argue with girls—they beat
you every bHime, Ch dear! Clara's got
the laugh of ws now, and no gicfd}'
eritor! T-T'd rather row with lions
than with girls.™

Harry Wharton gritted his tecth,

“YWe can't remain on fighting terms
with ClIiT House—it's impossible ! he
satdh.  “Marjoric and Clara will have
to listen and believe what wo say.
Cace we can convinee them that we're
not the rotters they think vz, the ather
wls will fall in line. They all follow
MMarjorie and Clara.™

“Clara especially, il seems M
growled Nugent, tenderly ecaressing his
nose wiere a cricket-stump, wielded by
the exvberant Mizsa Wilkelming Lim-
bueger, had struck him.

Harvy Wharton & Co. pedalled on,
and returned to Groyfriars feeling-—and
looking=—very ruffled indecd.

S AR

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Kidnapping of Clara !

IIRTEYE days passed, and relations
Ternain vary much  strained
between ITarry Wharton & Co.
and CHA Ilouse.

Marjorie & (To. simply wounld not have
anything to do with the Romovitos.
Several times Wharton and Hazeldene
attempted to plead with the girls, but
they refused to listen.  They were

piqued and angry, and they remained | o o deion ™ o ocided (lara returns by

firm in their determination to make the
Removites “sit up,” ns Miss Clara so
boyishly put it

Still no elne to the mystery of the
parrot was forthcoming, and it seemed
that the estrangement between the two
school: woull comtinue indefinitely.

Harry Wharton & Co. missed thoir
girl chums badly, and felt mizerable and
cxasperatedt, . They could think of no
way out, antil Bob Cherry hit on a des-
perate ruse one evening when the Co.
wore atb prep in Study No. 1,

He brought his fist down an the table
with such sudden force that the inkpot
gave a jumep, and a fleood of blue-black
Oaid surged all over Nugent's exercise.
hook.

f¥ou fathead, Bob!™ roared Nugent,
Jjumping up  in wrath, “Look what
yoit've done to my book!  You—yvou
unatic! You—you-—-="

“Oh, bother your exercise-book |
Quelchy won't see it!"” said Bob care-
lessly. here, chaps, I've got a
wlmez&bi;n bring the CLff Iouso zirls to
reason,

Frank subsided at that, and all looked
with great interest at Bob,

“Well, get 1t off your chest, Bob,™
said Johnny Bull

“My wheeze i3 to kidoap Clara——>"

{3 Eh?i}

“We'll kidnap Clara—treating her
awfully gently, of course, and letting
her wallop into us as mueh as she likes.
She's bound to reise & bit of a shindy
over being Lkidpapped !™

“Ha, ha! I should think she wonld ™
laughed Wharton, “But what's the
idea of kidnapping Clara?”

“To give her a good talking {0 1" said
Bob. * 5o far, we haven't been able Lo
talk over things thoroughly with the
girls,  They're so jolly wild with us;
the silly chumps—sahem !—won't give
us a chance to talk, They think they're
in the right——"

“We can't blame them for that,” in-

terposed Harry Wharton quietly. ™ Wa
should be just as huffy if that sort of
thing had happepcd to us.”
“Yoes, but we've got sense enough ta
listen to reason, 1 hope,” said Bob.
“The fl rlz simply won't give us a hear-
INE. reckon, if we got hold of Miss
Clara_on her own, and talked to her
like Dutch wneles, and pointed out to
her how impossible it was for us to
have taught the parrot to say those
things, we might change her point of
view. We'd bring up the giddy past
before Lier and remind her of the happy
days of old. We'd make her goe that
we aren't the rotters she thinks wus.
decent girl—in fact, I'm
rather fond of Clara—ahem—""

“We've noticed that belore, Dob,”
grinned Frank Nugent,

Bob coloured deeply.

“Hum! Never mind that, anywas ™
he said gruffly. *The point is, we've
got to kidnap Clara and male her be-
lieve what we say. Kidnapping's the
thing !’

“Oh, scissors !™

Horry Wharion & Co. did not seem
greatly struck by the notion of kidnep-
pming Miss Clara. _

“How the dickens can we kidnap Miss
Clara, anyway ?"” growled Johnny Bull.
“We'd have the rest of the girls round
us like hornets——"

“Oh, T've thought it out!” said Bob.
“I heard a little bit of information
from Billy Bunter that put the wheeze
into my head.  Bunter still sees his
sisler, Boessie, of course, and it appears
that Bessic told him that Miss Clara

Clara’s o joll

is going over to Latcham this afternoon

to see an aunt of hers who is staying

: there, Miss Primrose gave her special

the train that arrives at Friardale at
five-ten. The arrangement is that Clara
renches Friardale Station at five-ten, and
takes the cab straight for Chff House.
Now, do you sce how we can kidnay
Mizs Clara 1"

“I'm hanged i I do!” said Nugent.
“If vou snggezt holding up the giddy
rab and abductin§ Clara, you must bo
off your rocker. It's a buay coad, and
Clara’s bound to scream, and—well, the
whole wheeze would fizzle out '™

“HKeep your wool on, Franky!™
grinned Bob. * That's not my wheeze,
I know we don't stand a chance of kid-
napping Clara on the main road. DBul
supposing we get the cabby out of the
way, and substitute another Eiddj‘ caly
to meet the fivesten train, with myself
as cabby? I'd drive Clara off the main
road, to ﬂﬁuiet side turning, where wo
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could surround her and {falk te her
gently. Now do you see the wheeze?”

“(rreal pip ™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Right-ho! We'll try your wheeze,
Bobh ! he said. I can’t zay that I
fancy playing that trick on Clara, but
she's a sport and won't mind afier-
wards, Wa shall have to take care to
treat her pently, of course, when she
struggles, . It would certainly help mat-
ters f we could get Clara on her oxn
and reason with har. I'm surce that if
she'd give us a chance to sprak wo could
contvince her that we've told the truth
about that horrible parrot affair. Once
we pet Clara on our side, she will soon
influence  the other girls in  ouwr
favour.™

“Then we'll do it!" said Dob. “It
will cost a few bob, but we happen to
be rolling in Glthy lucre, so that's
0.K. You chaps can engage the station
eab and keep it out of the way, and 1711
see old Trotman at the village stables
and arrange for the hire of a horse and
cab.  We've got the necessary traps
among our Amateur Dramatic Soctety
things for my disguise. Ulara doesn’t
often come to Friardale Station, so she
won't have any suspicion. When you
fellows havo ‘gol the cab out of the
way, hide down Briar Lane, and I'l
bring Clara down there. That's a nico
tonely hittle spol, and we shall have
Clara all to ounrselves to give her a
good jawing to."

“Good epg!™

The Famous Five cagerly grasped at
this desperate ruse as a p-cw?.sﬁ}ln INeANS
of clearing up the misunderstanding
that existed between  themselves and
Marjovie & Co.

They took the necessary grease-paints,
wig, whishers, and other materials of
mmasquerade from the Dramsatic Society
box, and set out for Friardale,

Johnny Bull, Inky, and Nugent
charvtered old George's ancient hack and
drove away in the direetion of Court-
held. IHarery Wharton and - Bob hied
themselves into the village jobmaster's,
whera  cabs, and all  manner of
vehicles, ancient and modern, could be
hived.

Certain coin of the realm passed
between Dob Cherry and Mr. Timothy
Trotman in the stable,-and from that
moment all was plain sailing. Whilst
the stable-bovs  harnessed a  horse
between the shalts of a decrepit eals,
Harcy Wharton assisted Bob in the task
of “making-up” as & cabby. For this
purqasa an aged seb of lLivery was un-
carthed by the obliging Mr. Trotinan,
and within a very short space of time
Bab Cherry was transformed imto a

luinp, red-faced, and somewhat whis-
ery-leoking cabman.

“You look ripping, Bob ! chuckled
Harry Wharton, smrveving his chum
with great satisiaction. “ Now I'll pop
off to join the others at Briar Lane, and
yon can feteh Clara along. Mind how
you gol”

“Trust Httle me! grinned Bob, clam-
l}tﬁi:tg up into the driver's box of the
cat.

Wharton hurvied off, and Bob drove
his gothic steed out inte the High
Strect. 1% was nearly ten minutes past
five when he took his stand in the
station vard, The appearance of the new
cab amd ezbby was noiiced by not & few
of the townsfolk, to whom Old George,
the traditional TFriavdale cabby, had
become a landmark. Dut nohody guos-
tioncd Dol and he settled himself on
the box te await the coming of the
live-ten train—and Aiss Clara,

The train, as usual, was late: but it
greived  eventually, and Bob's heart

TEE Macser Lipgary.—No, 902,

ST

gave a bound when he zaw ihe charm-
ing form of Miss Clara come tripping
oub of the station.

Clara looked round, and, catehing her |

eye, Bob touched his old tarred topper
in the approved cabman manner,

“ab, miss?" he croaked. “I've gob
a rood hoss, miss”

*Yez: drive me to CLif House School,
plesse,” . said Miss Clara.

Bob bustled down aml apened the door
for her. He shut it with a2 bang, and
clhuckled to hinself as Le clambered
back into the driving-seat.

“{iood egeg! That's got Clara sale
and sound so far. Now for the giddy
abduction! Gee up, Dobbin!”

He whipped up the horse genily, and
the cab creaked away, OUnce ocut of the
High Street Bob urged his steed to a
faster pace, and the old vehicle rattled
and bumped along the RedelyTe Road.

At length Briar Lane hove in sight,
and Bob thrilled with expectalion. He
[elt another soré of thrill, however,
when he bebeld four clegant schoolboy
ligures strolling down Lhe Redelyffe Toad
towards him,

The four were Cecil onsonby, the
knut of Flighcliffe, and hiz satelliles,
Monson, Gadshy, and Vavasour.

The sporty dandies of Mighaliffe
grinned when thiey saw the eab rattling
along the road with itz red-faced ond
bewhiskered driver urging the horse to
tlecds of valour.

"Looks like n Marathon-—-what?”
said Ponsanby. “Queer-looking cove,
that cabby!”

“0h, absolutely 1 said Vavasour.

Pon glanced down, and, seéing in the

utter a turnip that had prebably fallen
rom some. passing farm-cart, he picked
it up, and grinned at his merry com-
panions.

“Watch me pot the cabby's topper
he said. " Look out !

Fon took atm with the turnip as the
cab came up. Bob Cherry saw what
was jmninent, and he ducked hiz head.
But too late!

Bifft

The turnip struck his apged topper
amidships and sent it Aving.

t]‘l

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the High-
el iffinns,

“Right on  the wicket, begad!”
chuckled Ponsonby., “I—— Oh, great
Scott! Wh-what the dickens—-"

He broke off, and gased at the
“eabby ¥ n amazcment. 1is  com-

panions, too, had ceased their mirih,
and were gazing at Pon's vietim like
hoys in a dream.

The topper in coming off had dragged
Bob's wig down one side of his head,
and his whiskers, which wore attached
to the wig, went right out of position.

Dob's curly head and wellknown
features were revealed unto the world!
“0Oh, jeminy ! gasped Bob, " You—
von boundera! J——"

“Why, it's Cherry of Creviuars!®
shouted  Ponsonby., “Dreszed a5 a
cabby, by Jovel And he's got Clara
Treviyn in the cab! My word?! There's
something behind this, and we'll jelly
well find it out! Stop that caly!™

“What-ho 1

The four Higheliffe juniors yan out
and grabbed the reins. The aged horse
was only too willing to stop!

“Buzz off, vou rotters!” ronred Bob
Cherry, glaring down in dismay from
-'r!m] box. “This 13 no business of yours
EI.I{ ke e el

He broke off as he saw Miss Clare
loaking oub of the eab window,

Clara’s pireily face took on a look of
%ma{r. astonishnient when she recognised

ob, bereft of his disguise.

“My goodness!  Chervy !” she crfed,

—_

and she harried out of the cab immo-
:']int-&!:." ”?-l}u-—‘_','ml horvid bounder!
S50 you dressed u]ir a3 2 cabman, and
waited for me at Frardale! Oh dear!
Ta think that vou deceived me hike that.

You thought you hed me in your
elutehes, vou boundex !

“I—1—I—" gasped Bob.

Ponsonby snuled serenely. He had

heard of the rift in the lute between
Harry Wharton & Co. and the Cliff
House girls.

“Bo, Miss Clera, we saved vou [rom
falling into the hands of those Grey-
friars cads,” To said, “Had we not
intervened, you would have been in for
a ragging. Ywhat a votten trick to play
on a voung lady|®

“0h, absclutely!™
e Th]
 Miss Clara’s checlis weni crimson with
indignation,

“¥Yes, I can see the plot now!" sha
exclaimed. " Wharton amd the othess
arc probably waiting] soimewhere for me,
and Cherry would have run me right
into their hands! Thank you, Pon-
sonby, for bowling out this horribloe
bounder I

“Don't mention it, Miss Clara,” said
FPon., " Now we've got him, we'll give
him somethin' of a raggin'—what?”

His cronies grinned with glee.

o ]urggﬂd, up whip in hand.

“Clear off, you Highelilfo rotters ! ho
exclaimed. “This was only o harmless
ape on Miss Clara, and we intended to
do her no harm. If you dare coine up
here I'll give you a taste of {his whip—
like z0!”

“Yaroocoocop ! roared Ponsonby, as
the stinging leather curled round  his
shoulders,

The Highcliffians {ell back, whilst Daob
brandished the whip threateningly.

“Ow! Grab iy, wyou fatheads!”
moanaed Pon. “We can’t let him go
anpd—"*

“Hold on!” eried Miss Clara, ttepping
forward. “"Let me deal with Master
Cherry. This is my affair, and T mean
to pive him a jolly pood licking!™

Y Great pap ™

Miss Clara, her bright eyes gleaming
determinedly, looked up at Bob.

sniggered  Vava-

“Cherry,” she rapped, “drop thet
whip immediately, and come down
here |

“TLook here, Miss Clara——"

“Will you come down, vou rotter, or
shall I come uwp and fetch you?™ eried
Miss Clara.

“0Oh erumbs ! moaned Dob. " I--I°ll
come down, Miss Clara; bat—"

“"Hurry wup, then! I want to harve
this out with you, Master Cherry1”

Bob laid down the whip and <lam-
bered down.

The nuts eyed eaeh other significantly,

'They were very much “up against ¥
the Famous Five of the Remove, and an
opportunity to rag their enemies did not
often eome the way of Pon & Co. Tlsually
the boot was on the other foost—Harry
Wharton & Co. vagged the Higheliffians
—and Ponsonby saw hera a chance io
git‘g Bob Cherry a thorough ragging

by means of retaliation.

They did not care a jot for Miss Clarvas
At the best of times they were not held
much in favour by the givis of CLiff
House, and Pon did not intend that Miss
Clara should have Bob all te herself,

Az soon as DBob reached the ground
the Higheliffe juniors swooped [orward
on him, and Miss Clara was throst
rudely aside.

“Hold him!”? panted Ponsonby, as
Bob commeneced to hit out. “We'll give
the cad a tousing and——  Yoooooop 1™

The Higheliffe kout let out that dismal
howl a3 Bob's hefty fist struck him on
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the nose with the force of a battering-
ram. The champion Aghting man of
the Remove lashed out to right and left,
and fought Lis way to [recdom.

Then Bob made tracks for Briar Lane.
He left the cab to look after itzelf. He
Lknaw that f he could decoy Pon & Co.
to where YWharton and the others were
waiting, the tables would be tiirned with
a vengeance. 5o, shedding his wig and
whisgkers, he dached down the Narrow,
lpafy lane, and Ponsonby & Co., little
dreaming whak was in stove for them,
pounded after him.

Pursuer and porsued having  dis-
appearcd down Briar Lane, Mizs Clarn

turned away and walked on to Chiff
Houze.
Meanwhile, ithe wily Dob kept on

down Briar Lane,

Hisz penderous clothing did not allow
him the full use of his limbs, and Pon &
Co. gained on him., DBut Dob did mot
care. He lot the Highelifhans pounce on
him, and then ha let up a lusty, deep-
throated shout :

" Rescue, Removel”

awift to  the summons, Harry
Wharton, Frank Nugent, Johnny Buil
and Inky came dashing to the scene,
Fonsonby & Co. were taken completely
by surprise. They had not expected
these  remforcements. Before  they
realised quite what was happening, they
found thomszelves being whirled over on
the green sward at the side of the leafv
lane, and sat on,

They rvoared, and kicked,
struggled wildly, but all in vain. The
weedy knots were no matceh [or Harry
Wharton & Co.

" Got you, my beauties !” gasped Bob,
standing up and mopping his nose, which
had recoived an acoidental clump from
Monsgon’s boot. "I was the spider, and
you wero the piddy flies, you kpow !

“Geroocoooch ¥ said Pon. “Gerroff
my chest!”

Huarry Wharton, whe was sitting on
Pon's chest, looked in amazcmont at

Bob.
“What dees thizs mean, Beb?” he de-

manded. “Where's Clara 7"
“These rotters spoiled the whole
show !" said Bob rucfully. “Clara’s well

on her way to Cliff Hounse by now. Wa

shall never catch her!™

Bob explained what had happencd, and
his ehums gave snorts of wrath and dis-
appointment.

“Never mind,” said Bob., " We've
got these blighters, and that's a consola-
tion. Ye'll give 'em a high old time
now—what "

“Hear, hear !

“"Rag the Iudicrous rotters
headedly, my worthy chums 1%

_FPon & Co, had a decidedly " high old
time ¥ during the quarter of an houor

bald-

that ensued. They were bumped, and

their caps were stuffed down their bacls,
and they were rolled in the road, and
the Removites finished up by hurling
the luckless knuts anc by one into the

ditch that ran along the side of the
lane.

There they left Pon & Co. squelching
and gurgling in £wo feet of muddy water
and slime, and went back to the Red-
clyffe Road to retrieve the horse and
cab and return to Friardale. Bob re-
sumed his seat on the box, and the
others crowded into the interior of the
::alh, and in this manner the Famous
Five rcturned to Friardale, baffled in
their scheme of Lidnapping Miss Clara.

ﬁ'l'h']-

|

| I'm walting,’* said Miss Clara fn];]gﬁ
Miss Clara’s fist landed on Bob’s 'nusa and he staggered hack,
“Goil, Bob! ™

play the goat, Miss Clara ! ™
Tap !
ha ! ** roared the juniors.

** Come on, Bob Cher
“1I'm not going fo

i ¥ Wk Dunrl
ht you—*"

““Ha, ha
(See Chapler 9.) !

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Bob Cherry is * Knocked Out!"

o HERRY ! He, he, hel Where's
Dob Cherry 1
EBilly Bunter dached through
the Hall door of Greyiriars
next morning, fairly bubbling ever with
excitement and mirth.

The BRemovites who were standing 1n
the Hall starcd in astonishment at the

Owl.

“What's on, DBunter?” demanded
Dolsover major.

“He, he, he! Oh, this 1z rich!
Where's Cherry? Has anyone seen
Cherry ™

“Halle, hallo, halloi™ said DBob's

cheery voiee from the direction of the

stairs. " Do you want me, Bunter "
“MWNo! Ile, he he! T don’t want you,

Cherry, but—he, he, he !—zomeone else
does! He, he, he !I”

Bob walked i with Harry Wharton
and the rest of the Co., and behind them
came Squiff, Tom Drown, and the
Bounder.

All Iooked at Billy Bunter in surprise,

“What's the fat oyster * he-he-he-ing '’
about ¥ .asked DBob. “Is there a joke
on

“T'm blessed f T know," =said Bul-
strode,  “ What's the idea, Bunter ¥

“lHe, he, he! Oh, it's o good joke!
Miss Clara’s eome to fight Bob Cherry 1™
roared Billy Bunter,

“Wha-a-a-gt 1™

Dob almaost fell down,

“Miss Clara’s come to Bght me!"™ ho
satd dazedly.

“Gammon gatd Alicky Desmond.
" Faith, an’ it's afther pullin® our legs
ye ave, entolrely |V

“I'm not!" gasped Billy Bunter,
“There's Miss Clara, out in the guad.
She's looking for Cherry—to fight him ™

“(h, I%'e:miny pi

The Removites loocked out of ithe Ha!l
door, aud there, sure enough, was Clars
Trevlyn standing in the quadrangle,
surrounnded by a grinning group of boys.

Harry Wharton frowned, and Dob's
look of stupefaction deepened.

“"Come on, Bob!"” zaid the TRemove
captain. “We'll zco what Miss Clara
wants, "

“My word! Bhe looks proporly wenud
up, doesn’t she*” exelaimed Dick Rake.

ITarry Wharton & Co. and the others
went out {o Mizs Clara.

She met them with flashing eyes, and
when she saw Bob Cherry she took a
step forward.

“5Ho there vou are, you bounder ! she
exclaimed. " 1've ¢ome to challenge you
to a fight 1™

“(h, lor' " pasped Bob., * Look heve,
Mizz Clara——"

“You must be joking!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“"I'm mnot!” relorted Miss Clara,
“I've come lo avenge ithe honour of
ChiE House and to pay him out for that
horrid trick he played on me vesterday !
We may be only girls at Chif House, but
we can stick up for ourselves as well as
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any bova, Bob Cherry deserves a jolly
xaod licking, and I'm going to give him
one if I cant"

“Ha. ha, ha " roared the crowd.

“I—I—1 say, Miss Clara !
tered Bob.

“Will rou have the gloves on—or
off ?I"hdcmanded Miss Clara.

(13 |'f ooy

“Wil you have the gloves on—or
eff 7 Don't ztand there like a dummy,
#Iob Cherry! I'm going to lick vou [

*Wh-wh-what !

1 do believe the boy's stupid "' said
Miss Clars.  “I've come to challenge
vou to a fight, Bob Cherry. This is an
affair of honour, and U'm going to lick
vou, ar else you're going to lick tne,
Lateh on?v

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Taook here——" gasped Bob be-
wilderedly.

Miss Clara gave him a tap that would
net have hurt a Hy.

“That’s the coward’s blow {” she said,
“Ii vou won't fight me, Bob Cherry, vou
ale a coward [V

The crowd, and even Bob's chums,
were highly amused. This was a de-
cidedly novel situation, and the look on
HBob's [ace, a5 Bulstrode was heard fo
reniark o Bussell, was “ worth & guinea
B o

arTy an stepped forward.

"1 say, Miss Clara, you can't fight
with Beb, you know.” he said. *It's
impossible—unbeard of ! Of course, we
admire your pluck, but—-"

“Oh, ring off 1" said Miss Clara, with
n tess of her dead. “I'm dealing with
Uherry now.  Are you ready, Cherry ¥

Miss Clara assumed an attitude of
defence that almest tmade the juniors
=hvick, Bob fell back, hiz fare erimaon.
=hinmer sent wp & howl of derision.

“"He's ruoning away !

“Yah! Funk!  screeched  Billy
Lanfer.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You fatheadz ¥ roared Bob, whirline
round. “You know I can't fight a girl;
hut I'm willing to smash anyone here!”

“You've alwaya fancied yourseli as a
ladv-killer, Cherry, so0 now's  vour
chance " grinned Bolsover major, and
there was & fresh outburst of mirth.

“I am waiting " said Miss Clara im-
patiently. “ Come on, Bob Cherry!”

“Don’t play the giddy goat, Miss
Clara! I'm not going to——"'

Tap!

Miss Clara's fist landed on Roli's nose,
and he staggered back, Dlinking. The
crowd roared, and Miss Clava assumed a
zcientific pose of attack,

¥ Now put up vour fists, vou bounder ™
sl said.

“Go at, Miss Clara!™ came the shout.

“Wipe up the floor with Lim !

“Go in and win i

Dob raized hiz arms to plead with the
aggressive  Miss  Clara; but  Clara
thought that he had started at last, and
zhe ran round Bob and tapped him on
irio ¢chest, and then on the shoulder, and
then on the chin.

Boh zearcely felt the blows, but stag-
eeved aboub in bewilderment, and sfiss
Clara  warmed to bher work, The
jniors,  highly tickled, gave her en-
conrgging shouts and words of advice.

“ Use your left, Miss Clara ™

“imo for his boko with vour right!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Bolb wanted to turn and flee, but he
hoew what a ridieulous figure he wonld

stuk-

ti5f, 50 he dodged abhout as Alisa Clara |

attacked, and put vp his arms to ward
ult her determined blows.

Bit :
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Mliss Clara struck Bob smartly on the
nose, and, stagpering back, he lost his
balance and [ell down with a crash.

Choking with lavghter, Trank Nugent
bent owver the prostrate PBob and
counted swiftly.

" Wine—ten—oul ™ he said, “ Drave,
Misz Clara! You've won!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Cherrv’s counted out!?

“ Miss Clara’s licked him !

The ecrowd simply shrieked. Miss
Clara stood over DBob, her fists still
clenched and her eyes flashing with the

have

light of batile.

“Wall, Cherry, had
encugh i ghe demanded.

“¥ow!"” gasped Bob, who had hurt
his funny-bone in falling. “Ye-es, I'm
done! 1 give you best, Mizs lara!
Grooooogh I

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Miss Clara looked round grimly.

“There! she said. “I've licked Bob
Cherry, and I'm ready to fight any chap
who cares to stand up to me!”

There was a fresh roar of laughtor at
this challenge.

Miszs Clara was in deadly earnecat, bnt
the boya of Greyfriars conld not help
being amuzed. They simply could not
take Miss Clara seriously.

The champion of Cliff Honse looked
round with a sniff.

“¥es, you ean laugh, you bounders!”
she gaid disdainfully. “I thought T
should be made fun of. That's really all
1 should expect from Greyiriars hoys!”

“Oh, T sav, draw it mild, Miss Clara "
exclaimed Frank Nugent. * We—we're

you

not making fun of you, really! Ha, ha,
ha! T mean—"
“TUgh!” said Misz Clara. “You

horrid, sniggering litle bBlighters! T
have licked Foh Cherey., so 1 have
nothing further to stay herc for! I'm
going, but before T po T warn you
fellows to watch your step in future!
We mean busines: at ClLf House, and
we're not going to be made fun of by a
silly parcel of brainless and mannerless
boys!”

Wharton ran forward as Biss Clara
walked away to the gates,

“Don't po, Miss Clara! We want to
speak to you—io explain—"

“Let me pass, Wharton!”" exclaimed
Mizs (Mara., “I refuse to discuss any-
t.hinjfr with yom! VYou are a horrible,
two-faced, conceited bounder!™

“Oh erumbs, vou must listen to us!
You'vre labouring under an awful mis-
understanding, and—->"

“Boys! YWhat is the meaning of this
commotion ¥

It was the stern voica of Dr. Locke,
and next minule the Head himself came
striding on the scene. He looked in
surprise frgm the excited juniors to the
warlike Miss Clara.

“BWMiss Trevlyn, iz there anvthing the
matter ¥ he asked.

“No, I'r. Tiocke, only that T wish to
go.” replied Miss Clara. “I have to
return to Clif House immediately.”

“Wharton, you must not detain Miss
Trevlyn, as she desires to go ! said the
Head sternly. Tt is not polite to a
guest to contravert expressed wishes”

“0h, my hat!™ gasped Nugent,

Harry Wharton stenped aszide, and
Miss Clara walked on, bidding Dr.
Lacke a respectful “ Good-morniug "

The Head turned 1o Wharton with a
glight frown.

“Wharton, there is a strangeness in
Miss Treviyn's manner,” he said. I
hope you have nobt Leen—er —quarrel-
fing *"

“No, sir, we have not quarrelled with
Miss Clara,” replied Harry Wharton, in

n low voice. " We—we had a differ
ence of apinion.™

The Head regarded him pravely over
the rims of his eveglasaes.

“You should always give in tn a lady.
Wiharton,"” he said, T trust vou will
speedily and amicably settle this dil-
ference.”

"Wao shall do 80 25 soon ns we can,
sir,”’ replied Wharton quietly.

The Head walked nwav, and Bob
Cherry was guickly surrounded by &
langhing crowd. Foor Bob took his
“deleat " very much to heart. Ile dis-
pelled the ecrowd by threatening fo
punch the head of the first fellow who
cheeked him, and he strode indoors with
hi!lt chums, looking very red and wrath-
ful.

skinner, Bnoop, and Stott walked into
the cloisters together, chuckling at the
events that had just passed.

When they were alone in the old
ruined chapel Skinner passed cigarettes
round, and the voung blades lit up.

“1 suppose that cheeky cat will go to
Cliff House and make out she licked Bob
Cheorry.” grirmed Snoop. “Won't the
girla crow over b1

Skinner's eves gleamed,

“I'd like to make tha littla minxes sit
upt?  he said, between his puflz of
smoke. I haven't foregoiten the way
they showed me up on the river!”

“What can we do to make "em sit
up *' osaid Stott., “Tf we start ragging
them, Wharton and his crowd will rag
T ET

Skinner snarled.

“What Lusiness iz 1t of Master ITigh-
and-Mighty Wharton's, anvway?™ he
zanl. " He's too jolly mterfering ! I'in
Llessed if I ean understand him sticking
up for the pirla after the way they've
been going for him lately. Hoe can go
and ecat eoke! T rmean to pet my own
hack on Marjorie Hazeldene and Clever
Trevlyn, ™

“ Better keep off the prass, Skinner,"”
sid Stott, * Ii's too risky !

The thres young rascals smoked in
gileneos for some muinutes, until, all of a
sudden, Skinner gave an exclamation :

“My hat! I've got it!"

_ Bnoop and Stott regarded their leader
in surprise,

“ ot what 7" asked Stott.

“An adea!”  Bkinner's sullow face
taok on a erafty look., “We can make
the Cilf House girls sit up, and get
Wharion and his gang inte more hot
water abt the same bime™

“ How ' said his eronies cagerly.

Y To-night,” sald Skinner, with a
chuckle, *““wa’ll break bounds, ent over
to ClifT House, and play ghost ™

" areat Scoft!”

“ A rhost, prowling about the grounds
af CHE House at dead of night and
ghricking would creafe a bit of o sen-
satien, I reckon!” went on the cad of
the Remove. “The pgirls would he
seared stiff, and it would be a fine
joke"

“Rather 1™ said Stott. " But it's a bt
risky, Skinner. If we were caught, we'd
cateh it hot———*

“We needo’t get eaught!’ grinned
Skinner, * All the girls and Miss Prin:.
rose would be too frightened fo chase
us, and we'd be able to get away. e
sicez, I've thought of the risk. We ean
zafeguard ourselves by shoving  suspi-
clon on YWharton and his pals. I sug-

est that you and I work the trick,

tott, and we'll wear Wharton's and
Choerey’s boots,  It's been ratning, and
the ground iz muddy, and we'll got
plenty of rmud on the boots and leave
footprints in the grounds of Clif¥ Houze,
That will make it a cinch for Wharton
and Cherry.  IDveryone knows ihos
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Cherry wears the biggest boots in the
Form, and it will be thought that he
and Wharton playved ghost at Clff
House ta get their own bhack on the
girls. Snoop can keep cave in the dor-
mitory. We've broken bounds many 3
time before, and I think the trick can
be warked. What do you chaps say!”

T game,” said Stotl, “but you'll
have fo be the ghost, Bkiuner”

AU right!”  chuckled Skinner.
“Then it's settled. To-might the Chll
Housze girls will pet the feight of their
Livgs,  We'll make it midnight at Chil
Houze—that's the bour when ghosts
wsaally walk.”

“He, he, he!” | ]

Skinver & Co. proeceded with the
smoking - of their cigarettes, and dis
cussed the details of their projected
“joke” on Chiff House that night.

S0 cngrossed were they with this tepic
that they did not hear the soft chuckle
that sounded now and again from be-
hind one of the large stone butiresses
in the chapel.

Their cigarettes finished, the three
voung scamps departed, and the secret
chueckler came out of his hiding-place,

It was William George Dunter,

“He, be, hel” chuckled Billy Bunter,
rubbing his fat hands with delight, * 5o
that's their wheeze, iz it! My word,
izn't Skinner deepl But I'm deeper, I
reckon!  He, he, he! How locky I
happened to follow those rotters in here
to get a cigarette! 1 know the whole
scheme, now, and Skinver can ahead,
But he had better look out, that's ail.
It won't pay him to kick me or pull my
ear next time I ask hin to advance soie-
thing on a postalorder, I know! Tl
make Skinner sorry for the way be has
treated me, the beast! He'll have to
show me some respect now. He, he, he [™

And, thus chuckhng te hims-:li?, the
Owl of the Remove rolled out of the
ruined chapel and passed unnoticed
intp the gquadrangle from the cloisters.”

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
A Cowardly Jape!
1 SI-!UE‘-H&H-BH e i

hoarsely.
He had just clambered down
from the lower box-room win-
dow, and Stoit was following.

Half-past eleven had boomed from the
old clock-tower but a few nioments ago.
All was still and dark, and silent as the
grave. Nob a light gleamed in the
whole of Greviriars, and pot a sound
disturbed the darkness, except the occa-
sional soughing of the wind in the old
elm-trecs 1n the guad.

Skinner carried a rolledup sheet
under his arm, and both he and Sneap
had a pair of boots slung round their
necks, tied together by the laces, The
boots did not belong to them, Bkinner
had Bob Cherry's, and Stott had Whar-
Lo s,

They stopped to put on the boots,
and then they scurried away i the
darkness.  Keeping well within  the
shadows, they reached the school wall,
Long use had made them adept in get.
ting over the wall from the old oak-
tree that grew near it.

{(nee in the I'riardale Lane, Skinner
and Biott felt safe,

Keeping a sharp look-out for T.-e,
Tozer, they made their way swiftly to-
wards Cliff House.

It was a dark night, the moon bein
obzeured by large maszses of black c-]mug
that came up from the sea., The two
maranding juniars did not meet a single
-oitl during the whole course of their
tourney to Chff House,

Skinner

“Here we are!” chuckled Skinner, as

they camme up to the prelty garden
gate. "“Everyone's asleep, 1 zuppose.

MNow, Sitoit, your job 1s to keep a sharp
leak-out while T'mi working the trick.
For goodness’ zake don’t ler anvone see
yotr.

AN right,” mumbled Stoti,
up. Skinner; it's e-c-cold”

Skinper vaulted over vhe fence, and,
sereened hy a Jarge bush, he draped
himszelf in the white sheet he carried.

There was just sufficient moon show-
ing to relieve the intense blackness of
the night,  Bkinner, as he moved about
the garden of Cliff House, presenicd a
truly eerie and tervifying figure. Mven
Stott could not help shuddering as he
laoked at him.

Skinner walked on the prass, wavod
hiz arms, and utiered a blood-curdling
shriek.

‘The ery rang out horribly in the stil.-
ness of the night, re-echoing from the

“Hurry

school wallz, and then dying out gradu-
allv, until deadly  silence  again
reigned.

The white-clad figure in the garden
moved slaowly, armn: waving and head

drooped forward. Again Skinner uitered
a piereing yell that seemed to be a
hundred times louder for the darkncss
and the silence it disturbed.

There were sounds of l'u.stling blinds
and creaking windows, and girls’ voices,
raised 1n startled tones, proceeding trom
ingside Cliff Houze.

To and fro Skinner walked, utterine
shriek after shrick.

Girlish sereams rang out from Chit
House, Lights danced in the windows,
and the shadows of swiltly-moving
figures were cast on the blinds.

Stott, watching the windows, saw
facea appear—girlish faces stricken with
terror as they gazed at the white-clad
figure in the school garden,

“Bkinner 1™ ho eried, az loud as he
dared. “Walk behind this bush, and
thenn we'll po! I can hear doors being
opened already!”

The ghostly figure paszed from the
girls' view behind the bush, and was
s N0 more, Skinner  hurriedly
dragged off the sheet, threw it dowun,
and %uumtnd over the fence. Xe and
Stott lost no time in making their
escape.  Lhe sound: they heard from
Cliff House told them that their cow-
ardly trick had been successfnl in cast-
ing terror amonpg Miss  DPrimrose’s
pupilz, They ran as hard as they counld,
and did not slow up until they had put
a considerable distance between them-
selves and Chiff Heuse, and they were
panting for want of breath.

“Whew! There’s no need to burey
now,” gasped Bkinner.  “We're safe
enough, I reckon, 1 hope the coast is
clear at CGreyiriars” .

The grand old pile of Greyirviars
loomed up at last out of the darkness,
Skinner and Stott climbed over the wall
and huarried round to the back of the
bueilding, to the lower box-room
window.

Snoop was ab the window, and he pro-
pounced that all was clear.

The two maranders clambered up the
water-spout, and Spoop assisted them

in.

“Well 7 he whispered cagerly. * How
did it work 7

“A treat!” replied Skinner, with o
grin. “ You should have heard the girls
sereaming! I don't reckon they'l get
march steep to-ndght 1

“He, he, he '™

Skinner & Co. returned to the Hemove
dormitory, and bastily commensed 1o
wndress. They almost swooned with
dismay when a soft voice broke throngh
the darkmness:

“T say, vou fellows!™

Siﬂilmer clutched his bedpost for sup-
port.

“Bunter ! he cjaculated hoarsely,

“ Shush-she-sh ! said Billy Bunter.
“Don't make that row, Bkinner, or
vou'll give the game away, you know.”

Skinner licl-:mf his dry hips.

“What do vou mean, Bunter?” he

mukiered. “What game do  you
mean ¥
“He, he, he! Your little game ak

L House, of course. I knew all abous
i, Skinnev——in fact, I've koown all
along., Mind you put Cherry’s boois
back where vou found "em.™

Skinper's face was livid in the dim
light of the moon that shone in through
the dormitory window,

“ Bunter, you--you spying cad! I
vou dare breathe a word anbont whas
you know, I--1'1] himb you!™ he hissed,

* Oh, really, Skinner, if you rthink you
can frighten me with your threats, I
shall wake Wharton and ask for his
protection,” said Billy Bunter,

“h, crumbz!  Look here, Dunier,
why don't you go to sleep " muticred
Shinner t-lhicI-ETPf'. “I—=Tll talk to you in
the mornimg !

“All  right,” zaid  Billy Bunter,
““AMlind, I shall expect you to treat me as
a pal, Skinner. You can rely on me 1g
keep a pal's seerets,”™

“Hold your row!” pasped Skinner.
“Can’t yvou wait till the morning? We
can’t talk now.”

“Well, don't forget what I =ayt”
grunted Billy Dunter.

A few minutes luter
cordant snore burst forth,

Skinner, Bnoop, and Stolt regavded
each other miserably in the gloom.

*8o Bunter's spied on us. He knows
the truth!” moaned Bnoop. *“We're
done for, Skinner, and—"

“J sgid it was risky, Skinner!” mut-
tered Stott, whoze hands trembled as he
untied the laces of Wharton's boota.
“Bunter will make the most of this, if
he keeps the secret at all. You know
what ho is. Oh dear, =1 wish I hada’t

gone . ]
“It was your idea, Skinner,” said
Snoop. ' I'm going to deny having had
anvthing to do with " .
“Oh, hold your row, you fools!”
snarled Skinner. “Can’t you leave the
jaw $ill morning? We shall lhave io
arrange things with Bunter, that's all
It's bad Juck, but it can’t be helped.”
The three young rascals finiched their
undressing and crawled into bad, feelin
far from happy. The funny side of their
rreat joko on the CLE House givls had
vanished from their vision now. and they
saw the serions side instead, The know-
ledge that Billy Dunter shared their
seeret filled their munds with apprehen-
sion. Skinner fervently wished that he
had never conceived that  brilliang
scheme, and Suoop and Stott just as fer-
vently wished that they had never given
him their backing, ‘They looked for-
ward to the morning with fﬁreb{rdlﬂf.
and dawn had cast its first grey streaks
in through ihe Remove dormitory
window befare sleep eame to Skinner &

Co.

Bunter's dfe-

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Shadow on the Form I

1 HAT'S upt™?
W That gquestion was on
nearly everybody's lips aé

Greyiriars next morning.
There was something certainly *up.”
Aiss Primrose had arrived in her
carviage almost before the juniors wers
dreszed, looking very prave and agitated,
THE MAGRET LIBRARY.—NO,
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and Trotter had escorted her to” the
Fitad's study and gone off to find the
Head.

Lir. Locke, also looking very grave,
had horried to his study to sea Ins
vizitor, and after that the Form masters
were called to the Head's study.  Thera
they remained for some time, ontil all
came out, with the exception of Mr.
Quelch, He remained with the Head
aud Miss Primroso, engaged in disouss-
ing—what?

That was the burning question. Why
bad Miss Primrosa driven over so carly
from Chif House, what was the reason
for her asiiation, why had the masters
been summoned to the Head, and whai
was the sipnificance of the fact that only
Mr. Quelch, the Remove master, re-
mained i the Head's study now?

The Removites were all concerned, of
eourse.  They felt instinctively that Miss
Primrose’s carly. morning visit to Grey-
friars meant trouble for someone in the
Form. That it had some bearing on the
recent trouble between Hoarry Wharton

Clo. and the girls of Cliif House they
had no doubt. But why had Miss Prim-
rose come o early, and iir such a stafe
of agitation? Was anything serious the
malicrt

The juniorz eonjured up all manncr of
theories, both possible and wildly im-
probable, but it was not until the school
assamhiled in Mall for morning call-over
that the mysiery came cut.

Dr. Locke, hiz winally kind old face
very grave and set, stood up on the dais
and faced the Schaal,

“Boys, [ have naws of meost zerions
import to ennounce,” he said, Illuring
the night a boy, apparently from this
school, entered the grounds of Clf
Howuse, and, wrapped in a sheet, posed as
B ghoet with the intention of intimi-
dating the young ladies in Miss Prim-
rose's charge.”

A bowmbshell, bursting in their midst,
could not have amazed the bovs of Groy-
friars more. A buzz of astounded, in-
eredulous vaices arose,

The Head motioned for zilence.

*I need hardly say that the news came
a5 a preat shock to me when I heard it,

and that T iake the gravest view of the

matter,” he went on.  “There is no
doubt that a boy from this school was
responsible for the oufrage: in fact, it is
belivved that there were two, the ather
an accomplice, who watted ouiside CLIF
House to keep watch, IFootprints have
Teen found, da.ni:] dtahr: ::iilea:} which the
Foung scounore r o 1N esraplng 1%
one taken from the ﬁﬁgﬁ {-u_nlmurdp irlﬁthd.‘:
mave dormitory.”

Again there was & busz 1n Fall. Al
eyes wire turned towards tha Remove
ranks.

“The motive for the outrage is
upparcnt,” continued the Head, in a low,

wtet voice, It seems that some fric-
tion has srsen between certain boys of
the Remove and the CLA House pupils,
owing to those boys teaching Miss Prim-
rose's parrot to repeal wncomplimentary
remarks concerning herself and her girls.
I myself had evidence yesterday that
something in the nature of & qguarrnl
existed between the bove of the Remove
gnd one of the soung ladies from CULT
House. but T did not attach any im-
portance to it. It seems, howover, that
one or two boys of the Remove hear
towards the pupils of CLF House g
vicious malice, which led them to per-
petrate  this abhorrent cutrage lust
night.
. o doubt they locked npon it as a
joke, and did not realise the seriousness
of what they did. I hope.J am correct in
that conjecture.  The resnlts of the
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affaiv: might have been very sernous Van the girls, and the cads vwho are ve-

tndeed, perbaps reaching to tragedy.
am happy to hear from Miss Frimrosce,
bowever, that her pupils  received

nothing worze than a severe fright when |

first being awakenced by the inteuder.
tiost of the voung ladie: being too en-
Lightened and level-headed to ﬁe]jm'e i
ghosts,

“That, havever, docs not lessen the
geriousness of the affair. It 15 o dis-
%'rane and a blet on the good pame of
ireyfriars, which has always stood for
manliness and chivaley, that such an
cutrage should have emanated from
here. I ecall upon the culpril, or cul-
prits, to come forward immediately and
own up.”

The ERemovites all looked at one
another, but nobody spoke or made any
movernent.

“It is certain that the offenders will
be found in the Remove,” snid Dr. Locke
grimly. “Tuarther proof has heen ra-
vealed to me by Trotrer, who etates that

when che took the Remove boots down

this, morning to be cleanad he noticed
that two paiwrs had fresh mud on them,
tilﬁ if their owners had recently been out.
E

vpnable to ;mnem'l.nér whicly boots bore
the mudstains.™

“Oh, my only aunt!” greaned Peler
Todd. “Who are the rotters? Why
dan't they own up?”

Dr. Loecke's grave eves swept along
the ranks of the Remove.

“Once mora 1 eall upon the culprits to
confess!” he savd. “I neced therdly
remind you that the longer it takes fo
elucudate this matier the more zevere
shall be the culprits’ punishment.”

Theve was a tense eilence in Hall.

Would the culprita eonfess?

Skinner & Co. put on an elaborate air
of carglessness when Harry Wharton
looked at them. Billy Bunter's plump
vieage was wroathed in 8 knowing grin,
but this vanished when he zaw Vernon.
Smith’s keen eves fixed on him,

There was not & sbir from the Remove
ranks.

It was evident that ihe offenders did
not intend owning up.

The Iead's look became graver,

“Very well.” he =zaid at length.  The
culprits will be uninasked eventually, and
then their punishment echall be most
sovere.  Meanwhile, the whole of the
Remove Form shall ba kept within gates
until the mﬁ-zstery iz solved, ar the perpe-
frators of the outrage confess their guilt.
I trust the young rascals, whoever they
are, will eonsider their folly. No
Remove hoy will be allowed to leave
the school premises until this affair is
settled. School will now dismise

The REemovites trooped from the Hall
in a fornent of excitement.

Words of wrath and dizsmay sounded
from all sides.

“Gated ! ejaculated Russell. “The
whole Form gated until the eulpritz own
up! Oh crumbs! That's a bit thick 1™

Harry Wharton and his ¢huins went to
the Common-reom, where o crowd of
Removites had alroady gathered,

All eves turned to the Remove captain
when he enteved the room.

Y Now, then, Wharton, it's up to you 1
exclaimed  DBulstrode. “The whole
Form's gated. and the rotters who plaved
that trick at Clif Houvss last night have
got to be found out.  VYou've Form
cuptain, and it's your job to clear the
matter up.*

“Hear, hear!” chorused the other Re-
movitos.

Wharton'z face was clouded.

A1 wish I could elear it up,” he said.
“It was a votien, cowardly trick to play

is most unfortunate that the boots |
hava now been eleaned, and Trotter is .

sponsible ought to to kicked oot of Grey.

friars. ﬁmdnuﬁh kiows what the CLit
:HDI.I:EE girls mups=r Lo thinking of wus
now 17

Bolsover major strede forward, a grim
look on his rugeed face.

“1 suppose vou don't happen to know
who the cuolprits were, Wharton?” he
asked meaningly.

Wharton Hushed.

“IE 1 knew, Bolsover, T should go to
the Head at omwee.” he retorted.  * What
are you driving at, anvway

“Oh, nothing ! said Bolsover deyls.
“Only I happened to spot a couple of
patrs of muddy boots in the dorm early
this morning when Trotter was doing hiz
rounds, One pair came from vour bed.
Wharton, and the other pair from
Cherry's,™

“¥ou lie!" ghouted Boly fiercely, My
boots weren’t muddy! I never went ant
at all last night——"

“Don't von thick T know yvour boots,
: Cherry ¥ said Bolzover, with & pgrin
laugh, “Why, thev're the biggest in the
Form. I say that your hoots and Whar-
ton's were muddy.,  Now, how do yon
. aceount for thatt™
j . Wharton's breath came shavply, ond
i he elenched his Aste,

Hiz aves blazed at Bolsover.

“You cad! If vou dare accnse Lob or
me of having anything to do with that
affair at CLlf House—"

“1 wasn't acousing vou,”’ zaid Bolsover
gvenly, "I just wanted to know how
vour boots became nuwldy, that’s all”

“But they weren't!” exclnimed Whar.
ton passionately, * Neither Pob ner T
left the dormitory last night after we had
gone to bed—that I'll sweay !

Bolsover's words, hewever, made a
deep impression on the Bemovites,

Dark, suspicionz lonks were east ab
Harry Wharton and Bob, and low
muttermgs went on,

Was it possible, the juniors azked them-
selves, that the Bemove captain and his
chum had perpetrated that grave outrage
at Chilf House during the night, ns o
cowardly means of retaliation on Blar-
jorie & Co. ¥

Such conduet was so wnlibe Wherion
atgd Cherty, Many of the Removites,
indeed, seouted the suspicion at onee,
Yet Bolsover maintained that the muddy
boots he had noticed in the dormitory
that m&rnini( belonged to Wharton and
Cherry. Boleover was not on partieu-
farly friendly terms with the Fomons
Five, and there were traits in his ¢harac-
ter which left much to be desirad, vot it
was noft prabable that Bolzover would go
to the length of telling deliberate lics to
ineriminate Whartont and Cherry in such
4 serious matter.

Soon the whole Lower Bchool was talk-
ing about DBolzover's revelation, and the
cloud of suspicion hung over Whorten
and . Bob Cherey.

Skinner, Snoop. and Stott breathed
more freely when thev saw how suspicion
had been detvacted from themselves.

The threa voung raseals were scated in
Btudy No. 11 that morning when a tap
sounded at the door, and Billy Bunter in.
sinnated his fat fprm into the room.

Skinner & Co. gave him most twewel-
come glares.

“YWhat do you
erowwled Skinner.

“Dh, reallv, Skinner, that isn't the
way to greet a pal, vou know ™ zaid the
Owl. *1 just popped in to ser whether
you could- edvance me something on a
poztal.order I'm expecting from one of
my titled relations. Ten bob would o
tor now, old chnp”

Bkinner scowled.

want, DBunfor?”
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“Yon—you rotten toad, Bunter!
You've come to serew money out of ve,
yvou mean 1

Billy Bunter blinked
througl bis round speetacles

“Really, Bkinner, if that's the way you
ook at it, I shall refuse to acecpt the
loan I'* he said, with considerable digmiy,
“Of course, my pal Wharton would
oblige me,
to Wharton, Skinner——"

“Stop! Come bock, you fat cad!™
erted Harveld Skinner. jumping up as the
Owl turned to go. “Don't go to Whar
ton! I—I think we can manage 1t for
vou B

mdignantly

" Billy Dunter turnemd back into tie

study, and Skinner interposed himself be-
tween him and the door.

“Now, Bunter,” he panted, “let us
have an understanding ! Yon spied om
»5 vesterday, and I suppose we shall have
to pay you hush-money. We'll pay you
what we can to keep vour fab mouth
shuat, but you won't have things all your
oWl way.”

“Wh—what do von mean, Skinner?”
spid the Owl nervously, {for there was a
threatening note in Skinner's voice,

“1 mean, that vou aren't entirely in
safe wager yoursell, you fnt rotter!”
hizzed Skinner. “It was vou whe
worked that trick with the parrot at CLif
House, and starcted all the trouble. It
was your rotten ventriloguism, Bunter,
and you can't deny it 1™

Billy Bunter went guite pale.

" I=1 say, Skinner, you've got no proof
of that, wyou know,” he stammered.
“I've got proof that it wesn't me. Loder
and Carne and Walker saw me ai the
"”311 it }Ehe time the parrot was talking
Al —

“Bosh ¥  snapped  Skinner. " That
won't wash witﬁ me, Bunter, I koow
Loder as well as you
watching you these past few daya. I had

suspicions from the frst that Loder
was telling lies for you, and I kept my
eyes open. I'm pretty pally with Loder,
vou know, and I often ron down to
Friardale to et fags for him, I've seen
voh shulhing round him, trying to borrow
money, and I guessed that something
was i the wind. What’s more, I hap.
pened to run into Jerry Hawke yester-
day, and he told me of certain dealings he
had with Loder that afternoon when
Locar was supposed to be down by the
viver., Loder, Carne, and Walker never
went near the river, and neither did you,
Bunter. Yon have been telling lies for
each other.”

‘Eilly Bunter blinked at Skinner in
Qismay.

“0Oh erumbe ! Look here, Skinner, if
you tell Wharton that—"

Skinner interrupted with o sneering
laugh.

“1 shouldn’'t have told on  wvou,
Bunter,” he zaid. "In faet, I rather
f*i]k}ﬂ}‘ﬂd seeing Master High and Mighty
Wharton cut by the Chff House girle
But I've got the hold over you, and vou'd
better nnnd how wou go. Mark my
words, Hf you breathe a word about lnst
night I'!ll put Wharten on the track of
the truth about the parrot |

“Oh dear!” gasped the Owl of the
Bemove, " You—you've got no proof,
Skinney—"

* Wharton wouldn't have much trouble
in  petting  proof, though ! retarted
Skinner. “ 8o that's nipped your little
pameo in the bud, Bunter. Yau'll have
to be content with hali-a-crown for now,
and let me warn yon not to come spong-
g on us or claiming friendship in front
af the athers, Onee Wharton gets sus-
preious, the game’s ap?

“All pght!” growled Billy Bunter.
Fuimme the  halfcrown, Skinoer.

If vou would rather I went.

do, and I've been

| The white-clad figure In the garden moved slowly, arms waving and head drooped
forward. Again Skinner uitered a piercing shriek thai seemed to be magnified a

hundred times,

There were sounds of rustling blinds, and ereaking windows, and
glrls® startled voices from Inside Cliff House,

{(See Chapler 10.)

You're a low-down, mean rotter, but half-
a.crown will do,”

Skinner tossed him the half-crewwn, and
the Owl rolled from the study, growling.

He thrust the coin into hiz trousers-
pocket as he went down the passage.
And Vernon-Smith, happenng to glance
aut of his own study and seeinpg Bunter
emerge from Skioner's room. nodded
significant!y to himseld and smiled,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Thinks It Out !

ATED!
The Remove, to o man, weee
furious over the Iead's ecict,

Gosling had ovders to prevent
all Removites fvom leaving the schoel,
and the prefects were told to keep a sirict
wateh for breakers of bounds,

To the high-spirited bovs of the Ee-
move, their confinement within school
walls was almost like beimg in prison,
They chafed at the restriction on their
liberty, and Horry Wharton found his
position in the Foan becoming inereas-
ingly difficult,

A day passed, and the mystery of the
midnight outrage at Clilf House re-
wained as deep as ever.

The Funous Five weve hib partienlarly
havd by the affairn

‘They went about the school with miser-
ablo, wwheﬁmm expressions, Half the
Renove, belheving them to have some

knowledge  of shunned
them. i

The Co. were discussing mattera in
Study No. 1 the following evening when
a tep sounded at the door.  Vernon-
Smith cama in,

“You fellows look Llue, I must say,™
he remarked.

“Can you wonder at it 1" snapped Bob
rry erossty.  “The whele of CLR
Housze and half Greyvinare look down on

the mystory,

nz, The worst of it is, we're quite inno-
cent of anything, You're a cute cord,
Smithy.

Can’t i,'mt fdo something to
clear op this horoble business ™

“That's yust what I have been doing,™
said the Bounder quietly.  “1'va been
watching points, and I'm convinced thab
Bunter knows more about the affair than
he chooses to tell”

“You don't mean fthat wvou suspect
Bunter of playing ghost at Cliff House
at midnight ¥’ execlaimed Harry Whar-
tor.  “You're offside there, Bwmithy.
Dunter wonldn't have the nerve!”

don't think Bunter had anything
to do with that, but T do helieve ha
knows who the culprits sre,” satd the
Bounder. “He and Skinner have been
as thick as thieves just recently. Yester-
day morning, when the Head told us in
Hall what had happened, I spotted
Bunter grinning, as though he knew
something.  His  expression  changed
when he saw me watehing him. Soon
after that I saw Bunter leave Skinner's
study putting some money in his pocket,
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1 followed Bunter, and he went straight

io the tuckshop and blued half-a-crown

in tarts and ginger-pop. Now,
minutes previous to his visit to Skinner
Bunter was broke. The question, then,
avises—why did S8kinner give DBunter
money? It's not usual for Skinner to
be liberal with eash—especially to Bun-
ter, There's something underhanded
going on in thoso quarters.”

c;l:['ln:- Famous Five locked eagerly at
the Bounder.

“My hat! Then vou think, Smithy,
that it was Skinner who went to Chff
1louse {o play ghost, and Bunter knows
all about jt, and Bkinner is paying him
lo keep it dark?”

Vernon-Smith dodded,

“That's about the size of it I
reckon,” he said.  “Bunter's in tho
kngw, and he's working hand in glove
with Bkinnep.™
rBf:!:tGherry jumped up, clenching his
e hists,

“Let's. find  Bunter? he  roared,
FWe'll larrap the fat rotter till he con-
fosses! We—u>

“That won't do, Boh,” interposed the |

Bounder, in & quict voice. * You'll have

a jolr to lay hands on him, and T den't

ihink thrashing him will do much eood
vet. What we want 13 proof—something
to justify us in thrashing him. Now
U've gobt an idea that may work a con-
fession out of Bunter.”

“What 13 it, SBmithy ¥ asked the Co.
cagerly.

“We'll send Bunter a lotter from onae
of his supposed rvich relations” said
Vernon Smith, with a chuekla, “The
letter will contain an invitation to Bun-
ter to meet the imaginary relation at
Courtheld, to have a feed ard receive
some tin. That will do the trick! Bun-
fter will pearly burst with ecreitement
when he gets that letter. But before he
has time to show it to anvhodr. T'H
aneak it from him and destrovy it. Bun-
ter will apply to the Head for leave to
go to Courtfield to mest a rich relation
who is going to give him some money.
Fle won't have the letter to show, and
the Head will think he's romancing as
usual, and, of courze, he weon't allow
Bunter to break the galing. Bunter
will get desporate then, He'll do any-
thing to get over to Courtfeld to meet
this rkch relation he has never heard
of. And then T'll put it to him that tf
only  the eulprit would confess, the
waling wounld be cancelled. and he would
be free to go to Courtfield and rake in
the shekels. I reckon that will make
Bunter blow the gaff on Skinner—
what ?*

“IIa, ha, ha!™ roarcd Harry Wharton
& Co,

They were greatly smillen by the
Bounder's deep scheme,

They set to work at enee, and com-
posed a leiter to Billv Bunter. Vernon.
Senith wrote it in 2 dhisguised hand, and
afterwards gave Dicky Nugent half-a-
crown to eycle over to Courtfield amd
post 1k,

Thuz it eame about that the following
moerging Billy Bunter received the sur-
prise of his life,

Vernon-8mith saw him under the elm-
irces, and hurried up, bolding the lettor
which e had taken carc to abstract
from the rack asz soon as the postman
Jusek arrivedd,

“Tetter fov yon, Bunter!” he said.
COb, good I said the Owl “T expeet
tnat’s  iny  postal-order.  Gimme it
Srthy 1

The Owl ripped the letior open, and
Llinked at at.  Vernon-8mith, walching
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his face, saw it undergo & variety of
ecxpressiona as he read the following:

“Dear Billy,~Perhaps you have never
heard of yvour Unecle Theodore, the third
Earl of Bunter. The earldom is not a
well-known one. I am very anzious to

ses my nephew DBilly, and should like!

you to como to Courtheld Station to-
morrow afterncon [(Wednesday) at 3.30.
We can have a feed together, Billy, and
vou wouldn't object to accepting a
hundred pounds or 5o, T surnose, from a
long-lost unele? Do not [ail o come to
Courtficld, or you may not hear [rom
mo agaim.—Your affectionate,
“UxcrLe THEODORE.™

Lﬂi"j‘ Baonter's hiitle round eyes opened
wide as he read this.
He drew a deep breath,

“Mum-memy word!”  he  gasped.
*What rippin%lm-.!ﬂ The third Earl of
Bunter—my nele Theadore! He's

gﬂing_' to pive me s handred pounds or
so this afternoen! Oh, my word! "This
will open the chaps’ oyes!

Il makeo -

‘am ook small ! They' ve made fun of me |

and my rich relations, but they'll laugh
the other side of their faces when T tell
‘e ebout this! I say, Smithy !

“Hallo!” satd the Bounder, Edgingl

very cloze to the Owl,
"“Thig is from the Farl of Bunter—my
uncle, yvou know!" said DBilly Dunter

proudly.

“Go on!™ said Smithy, looking im- |

prossed.
- “Yes, and I've got to meet him at
CourtBeld this afternoon at 330, and
he's going to stand me a whacking feed
and a tip of a hundred quid or so!™

“Whew!" whistled the
“That's rotten lnek for you, Bunter®”

Billy Bunter Llinked.

“Rotten luck?”" he said.
il's jl:rllg.: good fuck!™ :

“No. I think it's hard cheese on you,
Bunty,” said Vernon-Smith, with a sad
shake of the head. * You won't be able
to meet vour uncle, after all. The Ile-
move's gated, voun know.”

S 10h, erumbs!”

Billy Bunter locked alarmed.

“1 say, Smithy, do you think the
Head will let me go?” he =zaid.

The Bounder shook hiz head again.

“You can bet wvour bhoots he weon't,
Bunter ¥ he zaid. “I'm afraid it's pood-
bye to your hundred quid or =0!"
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“T reckon

Bounder, ;;,f:}t an appointment to meet my unele,

“0Oh, we shall seat™ zaid Billy Bunter.
who was simply quiverineg with exeite-
ment.  “I'm jolly well ngr to meat
my uncle thiz sfternoon, Smithy ! Wlhy,
he expressly states in his letter that it
I don't turn up this afternoon, I may
never hear from him againe I must
go
Billy Bunter theust the letter juto his
pocket and walked away. _

Vornon-Smith hurried fo his side aml
linked arms with him.

“ What about a fow tarts, Bunty ¥ Lo
said affectionately. “I'd like to lLeav
more about vour rich unele, ™

Yo, I can’t stop for tarms new.” =aid
Dilly Bunter recklessly. “I want to see
the Head, to pet his permizsion to go o
Courcfield this afterncon.  Leggs my
army, Smithy: I'm in a hurex ¥

The DBeounder released Bunter's
and stralled away, whistling.

Little did the Owl dream that fhe
letter from hiz * lang-lost unele ™ had
beon deftly extracted from hiz pocket.
and was now bhack again in the posses-
sinn of Herbert Vernon-Bmith !

AT

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Clear !

HE Owl of the Remove dnshed

stratght indoors. He van full filt

- into Bob Cherry and a number

of other Removitez at the top of
the steps.

“Tlalie, hallo, hallo! said Bob.
*What's all the excitement over, Bunty #
Have vou come into a fortune ™

“¥es!"” gazped Billy PBunter. Y 1ve
the Barl of Bunter, this afternoon. He's
worth millions, and he's geing to look
after me!™

Y Gammon I

“Tall that to the Marinez, Bunter!™”

“I's true, I tell wou!” exclzimed
Pally Bunter, " “I've got the letter to
prove it! Look!™

He groped in his pocket, and o Took

of surprize erossed hizs face. Juniors
were gathering round interestediy.

“Well, where's the letter, Tunty?
asked Johnny Dull.

“T~T've lost 10! gasped Billy Bun-
ter, when he had tnrned ount all his
pockets. “0Oh dear! I must have
dropped it!”

He daszhed back the way he had come,

b ]

| blinking about in all directions for the
letter,

Dut of that letter there was no
sipn!  Billy Bunter searched  desper-
ately, and almost tearfully enjoined the
assistance of his scheoolfellows, but all
to no purpoze.

The letter had vanished like a plorious
dreepm !

“Well, that settles 117 =aid Iob
Cherry, with a grin. “DBunter’s been
frying to spool us! That letter was
Litndf 1

“It wasn't!” howled Dilly Dunter
wildly, I received a letter frean the
Farl of Dunter, I tell you, asking ine ia
meot him at Cowrtfeld Station at 3.30
this afternoon. The wind must have
blown it away."”

Harrv Wharton & Co. shook their
heads disbelicvingly.

“It's no po. Donter!” said Frank
Nugent. “You ¢an't sposi uws! You
might try 1t on the ITead. but I don’t
Lhink vou'll =poof hin. eithes.”

“Oh, dear!  Where's  that
Ch. dear

Villy Buanfoer, giviee up all hope of
finding the ieter, went up cagerly to see
the llecad. Ile emerged from the Head's
(tontinued an perpre 273

letbpr



YIRS

COATICT NO. 530

S m—

GHAPTERS OF OUR GRAND NEW STORY OF MYSTERY AND INTRIGUE ! 2

The booming of a signael gun denotes that a desperate snan has made o bold bid for liberiy.
The warders, vifles in Tand, are scouving the countryside, but the fugitive is too clever for then.

Who s thel man 7

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Under cover of the Storm !

00M | ‘
Between  the  intermittent
crashes of thunder that shook
the island to its foundations,
made more hideous by the vicious

dazhes of lightning that lit up the coun-
tryside for miles round, rolled the
deeper, more significant note of the sig-
ual-gun from Farkburst Prizon.

Every ivhabitant of the Isle of Wight
who heard its reverberating note in-
voluntarily shuddered. Well they knew
itz meaning; well they knew that some
poor fellow with a brand upon him had
i]lﬁﬁdﬁ a reckless bid for Liberty.

orom |

The vivid flashes of lightning revealed
hurrying figures in the region of the
nrassive walls that encirel Parkhurst
Prizon. From the lockout-tower beamedd
a powerful searchlight that swept its
circular way the entire boundaries of
the prison.  In the occasional lull of
the storm that swept the island like a
devastating cvelone eame the hoarse
voices of the wardera, as, rifles in hand,
they spread out fanwise, their trained
eves searching every bit of cover for
the {fugitive,

Room !

1t was surprising now how the feel-
ings of the people who heard that of:-
repeated message from the signal-gun
underwent a change. With few excep.
tions, they were 'Imp:iu%: that the fugi-
tive would make good his escape. Apy-
one, anything, that could live out of
doors that wild night deserved to go
free.

The trees bent to ihe force of the gale,
their branches guivering at every fresh
crash of thunder. Straining at their
roots in protest, thev contributed to the
prevailing din on that never-te-be-for-
gotten night.

It was cologsal, terrible, awe-inepir-
dyr ! i

And through it ail, with clenched
tecth, strained face, and failing cuergy,
:-.:r:qgglud Conviet 539 Bent almost
Jrathle, he panied along, content  to
runn with the wind at his back. His
handds were bleeding from s¢veral super-
ficial cutz, his face was smearcd with
daubs of crimson, as, ever and anon, he
"'\-".'..l'Irt It[ﬁ ]'I[il!l;. ]:H.!Eﬂrﬂ ]'l:ﬂ l_’_}"("}i- 10 E‘]'IHI
out those scarching, terrifying fashes
of forked lightming.

Witither e was going he koew not;
where hie waz ho knew not either. That
he mrast now bhe at least a mile and a
Yalf from those liated prison walls was
the main thing, And to pile up mile

:.-'hﬁ

afier mile on that good start was his
purpose. :

e smiled grimly as he forged on in
the cover of a hedge that lined the road
for a considerable distance. He would
cheat them—he would cheat these repit-
sentatives of the law if it killed him.
MNever would bhe po back to that living
death they caiIecF Parkhurst.

And the elements seemed to favour
this tall, gaunt fugitive. Thunderous
crashes from the lieavens above took a
lot of the keenness out of the warders,
as they trudged the countryside, the
rain streaming off their umforms un-
ceasingly. How they cursed Convict
839, how they cursed the night, the
darkness, the hightning—everything.

Calling to each other at frequent in-
tervals, they forged on, knowing n
their innermost heart that Conviet 839
had been too clever for them. He had
at least half an hour’s start, and the
franzy of the storm to shelter him.
Their footsteps flagged with every pass.
ing minute: it was like hunting for a
needle in a haystack to seek this fugi.
tive. 'The morrow would bring him
back exhausted, repentaznt mayhap, for
few indeed had ever dwelt within the
walls of Parkhurst Prison who had
escaped and lived to enjoy their free.
dom for any length of time.

And Conviet B39—what of him? He
plugs on determinedly, a growing feel:
mg of confidenes, of thankfulness, tak-
ing root in his breast. The night was
in his favour., WNot a living sou! did
he pass; he was alone with the storm
and his freedomn. :

Now he was better able to fix his
bearings: he was racing almost paral-
lel with the river—the Medina-—and to-
wards its mouth. He eazed up & bit
and dug his left hand into his ribs to
gquell the insistent protests of an over-
warkad heart. The lines of pain in his
face gradually smoathed ont, the throb
bing of his temples abated: his eyes
eleared, the fear of the hunted fugitive
was dying out.

He grimaced to himself as his oyes
ran over his tell-dale uniform. He must
rid himself of that at the first posible

chance. The booming of the signal-gun
i;mwm fainter now seemed to amuse
im. He laughed, actually laughed, as

if the whole thing were a good joke.
“Seven vears' penal servitude,” he
14 - ¥ foe
growled. Heven weeks of tnat hiving
death wasz enough for me. I'H never go
back-I'd sooner di¢c fivst! I'm a des-
perate man !
He dwelt on the latrer words harshly.
He waz a desperate man. He had

| tasted liberty—was tasting it

The thuns

Still the storm raged on.
dei giew i volune whilst, strangely

enough, the lightning abated. It was
for all the world like a partnership be-
tween them to help this man to ezcape.
Oceasionally came the erackle of o rifle-
shot, as a warder loosed off at the
flickering shadows which he tock to be
Convicet B39,

But the hunters were far in his rear,

Suddenly there loomed up a large
brick-built bungalow, its lighted win-
dowz sgpeaking eloguently to Cenvies
838 of the comfort that reigned within,
of the disinterestedness of 11s occupants
whether one or a dozen convicia escaped
from gool that night.

“Up late!” murmured the fugiiive.
" Perhaps they are walting for me”

He laughed unnaturally, and made {or
tha bungalow, keeping within cover of
the trees that lined its immedisio
vieinity., That movement saved him
from caupture, did he but know it.

He had been traversing o parallel
path with the river which meant the
railway as well. Already Lthe news nof
his escape had been flazhed along the
telegraph-wires, and police were watehe
ing the railway at various likely pointa
—wateling in vain.

With infinite caution the [ugiiive
approached the bungalow, becoming
conseious now of the cold eating inlo
hiz bones, of the hunger that was rack-
ing him. One window atiracted him
more than any other—a long, french
window, that gave admittance on the
one side to a small stretch of lawn.

He approached it like some grim
shadow., His hands clutched the wall
of the bungalow as he moved along in
its shelter, listening, listening.

From within orcasionally came a mut-
tered voice as of a man speaking hia
thoughts aloud. Peering through tho
half-inch gap between the blind and tho
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windew-frame, the fugiiive saw a grey-
haired individual scated at a table, pen
in hand,

“A viear, by all the sainks!” mut-
tered the fopitive., Y Writiug his sevmon
for Bundav, I'® be boumd, A vicar—
hio, ho 1™

Someihing tickled his sense of hunour
a3 he crouched there, for be could not
reztrain hiz jaughter, Then rhat gaunt,
hungry-looking face beearne grim and
calvulating. It was hoarpe in on him
that he was still a wanted man, with a
ball-tpark for every one to se¢e an those
broad arrovw-mavked parments.

His hand reached out and triged the
krob of the french window, Wonder
of wonders, tf turvwed te his prozaure !
Softly, inch by fnch, the window was
drmwin apel. The man at the desk
continued to Lite the end of hiz pon and
mutter to himself, for the moment un-
conscions  of rthe near presence of
ancther,

But 2 sudden gust of wind lifeed the
paper: on the table, and it was then
that he looked up in the direction of the
woiniloow,

“What —whai ——"

He rose to his feet uncertainly, his
eyves wide open in astonishment, his
maouth agape. There, framed in the
window, stood Couviet B39, a tattered,
drepched,  mud-bespatrered  relic of
h“'ltn‘aniw in the tell-tale broad-arrow
&
it O-0-oh 1

The ccclesiastical gentleman, for his
cloth proclaimed him such, might have
been gazing upon a visiomn,

The fugitive by the window advanced
a pace, shut the window earefullv be.
hind him, as carvefully drew the blind,
Then, with studied inzolence, he threw
himeelf fnto a cosy armoheir before the
hearth, and held out his frozen hands
to the blaze,

The ¢lergyman still remained on his
fect, but his astonizbuuent was gradually
forsaking him.  Anger was fast taking
its place,

“How dare yvou?” he rapped out at
last, and his hand wandered towards a
betl-push,

"1 showide’t give the alarm, if I were
o™ sand bhe fugitive in the armcbair
guite casualiy, “otherwizsc vour congre-
gation will never hear that zermon
vou've been preparing.”

Quite casual, and yet what a world of
hidden meanivg in the words! The
vicar's hands shook to ruge and affvight,
His will already waz sebeervient to this

unannounced  visitor, He must  tem.
porise,
“My dear naw, yon look Thalf.

eiarved,” he sard, with o forced =mile.
“Lelet me get vou some food.”

He wade a wovement towards ihe
door, but omething in the glance his
visitor gave him warned him thar be
was treading dangerous!y,

“1 shouldw't bother? said the fupi
tive. " I'll have those sandwiches there
an tlu: sideboard, and a glass of sone-
furng.”

.“ gﬁ, ves, of course,” murmured the
vicar, vetracing his steps, " You look
posibively (Il

Fe handed over a plate of sandwiches
and shakily poured out a glass of wine.
The convict ate the sandwiches with
relish, occasionally logking up at his
host with o cvoical smile,

“WViear, you're heve on earth to rescue
humanity, are you not?™ he asked at

length, and not waiting to hear his
host's  reply, he rattled on.  * Well,
youre going to help me, You're ’gniug
10 be the good Samarvitan, You're

going to lend me a suit of clothes, a!
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| Cowes half an hour later.
{ distinetly enough the silhouetted ligure
i of 0 man in clerice! attire clambering

pair of decant shoes--ol, and cne of
those sky-pilor collars—"
“T shail do nothing of the kind, mr

man,” retorned the vicar hotli. = You
arc an e:caped conviel, and i is A
critvina!l  offence to awist you. DMy

clothes, Imleed ! Get yvon ready to be
handed over o the authorities. And—
Lhiere, wliat—what 5

He broke off into p startled gasp a:
the fugitive bounded from the chai
pnd seized bim roaghiy,

Yow ofdo oas T oa=k, ar” mrowled the
conviet, ae he shook the terrified clergy-
man like 8 rat, *theve'll be wo seruion
on Sumlay,  Bayver

The vicar was olniously afiaid, sz
woll he might be. for D, Worsfold was
g week and mild gentleman, lickle used
to the savagery of a man in civcumn-
trances auch ax wow enveloned Convict

e allowed himsclf to Le siripped of
hi: coat and trouwser~ withont n coy of

| resistance, and had the doubiful pleasure

of secing his vizitor Jdon his garlh before
the crackling five.

Ten minutes luter there ermerped frow
the french window a tall fgure in
clevical attire that was g trifle on the
=mnall side to Le a peefect At In the
voont bevond zat Dy, Worsfold, in his
underclothes, securely tied o bs own
armichair, and incflectually teying to dis-
lodge an improvised gag that had been
forced into hiz mouth,

The thunder rolled across the heavens,
the lightning crackled with renewed
ferocity, still determined it would seem
to  shelter  thiz  fugitive in lamb's
clothing.

A morve vivid flash than any of its
predecessors  lit wup  the pierhead at
It showed

alboard a powerful motor launch, that
rocked idly with the lap of the waves.
Another 8ash showed that same fipure
cutting the paioter, while a third =saw
ihe motor launch heading out to seas,
en route fop BSouthamplon,

Then darkoess settled ke a  migantic
purtain over the wholo seono,

Convict 839 had found his [ibertv !

[ Y

In Lamb’s Clothing!

i+ 5
H The  silence of the cosy
sitiing-rogm  at Ferrers!

Locke's chambers in Buker
Biveet was rudely dizturbed by that
epacuiation. It procecded from Jack
Drake, Locke's clever boy assistant, who
had buried kimself behind a copy of the
*Evening MNews,”

“Time you were off ta hed,” =aid
Ferrers Locke, pulling away at his
favourite briar and treating his assistant
to an amused smile. * You'll be mizsing
vour beauty slecp.”

“But Drake was too intent upon
studying the paper Lo pay heed to his
chiel's remarks or to the fact that the
clock on the mantel signalled the hour
at half-past fwelve,

“ Hum I

For the sccond time that ejaculation
seetted to burst out from  the very
depths of the armchair.

*Which meanz®"

Ferrers Locke blew our a curl of Blue
sinoke aud gazed across the hearth,

* Another feather in the cap of Monty
Manners—-*"

Ea .I’."l.l‘ ::'.'

Ferrers Locke's finelyv-chizelled features
took on a new expression at wmention of
the pame. Gone was the tiredness,

natural wfice a hard das’: work, for
Montague Manners—to give hun his (il
name—had become a sorions rival foe
honours 1n the hLighly skitled and
dgangeron: profession of crime derection,

“Regular splash abour him in the
paper to-nieht,” said Drake from the
depths of o comfortalle avmeclair
“They're making an awbul fuw of lim
Just becaunse he was [ocky enough to
recover Ladye Mondane s veeklace.™

He toszed acrozs the papeor as he spoke,
which Locke dexterowsly ranght, From
the print staved ot a photograph of a
voung man of aboul  twentreeight,
whose well giled hair, biz “toothbensh ¥
mpustache, bis large, waschievous-laok-
g ocyes, woere an striking contrast to
the delermination conveved in  the
mould of the chin and the mobile
tnouth—a mouth which gave the dosbla
impression of strengih and weakness,
pecording to the fauncy of the pwner,

blontague BManners! ‘The name was
underneath the  photopraph, This
seetpd hardly the face of a nmran well
versed in erime detection—in  crimin-
ology,  And vet Manners” record, briei
though it was, was one which many a
professional  detective engaged at the
game all s life had strived o achieve,
and vet hadn't come within a mile of,

A Bociety man—that was bow the
newspaper scriboes rveferred to him—a
cricketer of exceplional ability, im-
mensely popular with the people that
counted, and a man horn te achieve
great thines,. Montapoe Moanners, to
those ouiside his circle, Monty—plain
“Monty V'—to those within it

“MNiee-looking fellow '™ The compli-
ment came through Locke's lips spon-
taneously as he pazed ar the picture.
i"_[-Ic-:Js got a wonderful future Defora
i,

“You'll have to look 1o your laurels,
puv'nor,”  eaid Drake sbvly.  “The
papers are already luoting  that  this
Muntl:r-rperfham will onst vou  from
popalarity.”

“Tut, tut, my boy!" smijed Locke
indulgently. “The tree of saccess s
farge enongh for uz all. Good lurk 1o
him! I must make it my business fo
meet him.™

* Expect you'll mect him much sooner
than you &:ink." mukbtered Drake, not
knowing what prompted lim to voice
the words.

3 “'Eu___'_u

Locke's rvemark remained unuticred,
as the telephone Dbell whirred ks shaell
note,  IDrake jumped to his feet and
took hold of the instrument.

“Halla! Halla! Oh, that you, Pye-
eroft? Hold on a minute 1™

The Loy deteclive mwotioned to lis
chief.

“Inspector Pyeeroft wanis a
with you, puvnor!”

Ferrers Locke took up the rescivoer
and conversed for three minutes or more
with his colleapue at Scotland Yard,
There was & serious eXpression in s
intellectual features as he faced Prake
araln.

“Bad news, my bov I was hiz laconie
remark., #Convict 839 has escapod from
Parkhurest.”

“Who the thump is Convict 8395 de-
metded Drake, with & laugh.

“An old Iriend of yours, Jack -Iir,
Fourstanton [

“FTh gazped the detective’s assisiant,
“IMd yon say Fourstanton 7"

“1 did,” said Locke grimly. “He
estaped from Pavkhurst prison at belf.
past  eleven to-night—or rather, last
mght, for it 15 morming now. The
aunthorities reckon that he's got avay to
the mainland, as there's a fast motor-
launch missing from Cowes Piee.”

ward
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Dr. Worsfold rose to his feet uncer
astonishment, his mouth agape.
stood Conviet 839, a taltered, mud

in the ifell-iale broad arrow suit.

, his eyes wide open In
ére, framed in the window,
spattered relic of humanity

(See page 22.)

“But the old scoundrel has only heen
in quod a few weeks,” exclaimed Drake,
* Escaped——>"

“{h, there’s no mistake, my lad,”
saitl Locke grimly., “ Ho had the storm
i his favour, too. FPyecroft reckons it
waz one of the guichest get-awavs over
Enown,”

“The clever old dog!” said Drake
grudgingly, I really thought we bhad
seen the last of Dy, Fourstanton for a
few years, Seems as if we shall bave
all the trouble over again. There's no
othery eracksman like him in  this
conntry.”

“Yez: once he's shown the police his
hecls Fourstanton will need a devil of
a lot of catehing,” muttered Ferrers
Locke reflectively. *“You'll have to
‘ware Fourstanton, my lad; he swore
he'd do for you when you put him in the
Adock at the Old Bailey.”

Prake laughad.

“Bha'n't lose ony more beauniy sleep
on that account,” he chuckled., “I've
had all the praise for putting a stop to
tha notarious motor bandits, and of cap-
turing their leader, and now I shall
have to take the other side of the pie
ture

Ferrvers Locke did not veplv. e was
examining a pile of newspaper cultings
and reading the report of the famous
criminal case in which Dir. Fourstanton
had figured a few weeks hack.

*1 see, from this cutting,” he re-
marked at lengih, “that Tourstanton
?_v.ﬂm'i: ]:1:;'-'.1 get even with Justice Bap.
11—

“That's the merchant who sentenced
him Lo seven years' penal servitude,™
=all Drake.

“Humw ! Bivange! Sfrenge—-

Y What's strange, zav nop—"

“Why, the fact that Lovd Justice Bar-

ix

ling is celebrating Ins sixtieth birthday 77s, Eaton 3gquare,

tornight, and to-night Di. Fourstanton
—the man who had sworn to t even
with himi—takes it into his head to
escape.”

“You don’'t mmagine thai there's cou-
nection between the two cvents, surely,
guv' noy B

Mot for one moment ! was Ferrers
Locke’s veply. " And yet the coincidence
15 gan interesting one.’

Hea replaced the file of newspapor ent-
tings, reloaded his pipe, and settled him-
self in one of the avimchairs, That his
active mind had fastened on zome fresh
train of thought Drake could see, for the
boy had learned to vead the signs, as it
were, where his master was concerned,

It was quite on the cards that Ferrers
Locke wonld remain i that armehair
all night long, pulling away at his briar
and thinking—thinking. On such occa-
giona Drake waa wonl to leave hiz chief
severely alone, and now, as he caught
the look on Locke’s face, the lad rose to
his feet and moved across to the door-
WAY.

“ocd-nmight, guv'nor! I'm after got-
ting some of that beauty sleep.™

*“"You need it mnttered the sleuth,
with a faint grin at hiz awn joke.

The door slammed, and the famous
detective was left alome with his
thoughts —and hiz pipe. One o'clock,
twa o'clack, elumed ount, three o'clock,
and the figurs in the avinchair never
moved save to replenish the bowl of his
biriar.

Dir. Foursizulon's escape was causing
Fervers Locke some uneasiness; though
why it should do so puzzled no one more
than it did Locke hims=eli.

Ab exactly twenty minnies {o {liree a
high-powered Timousine drew up at No.
Evervoue in the

district knew the [amouns old Georgian
mangion to ba the residence of Loed
Justice Barling., Indeed, snyone pass-
ing at that early hour in the morming
would have recognised the man at the
driving-wheel of the car to be Randelph
Chertsey, the famous criminal judge’s
tavourite nephew,

His companien in the car was a lall,
thin-faced individual in clervical attire,

* Here we are ! said Chertsey, pulling
off his «driving gloves. © Better lato
than never, Thoe old man will be plensed
to think that I've not [orgoiten it's his
birthday to-day.”

His ecompameon of the clerical attire
beamed upon him and then looked in-
terestedly at the eld house [vom which
carme a blazo of light and the occasional
stratus of musie.

1 must thank you for the lift, my
dear ziv,” he said at length., “JI1 was
most fortunate—most fortunate that I
should run into ?'cru at Southampion.
(Mherwise 1 should have had to wait
unti] the morning.”

“Oh, den't mench!” said Chertsey
cood-naturedly,  *“Wa were bound the
sanie way, and I was jolly thankful fer
your company, I agure you, Your
friends in the Square will be delighted
io sec vou before time, as it were, eh ™

“ Indecd they will i

"But won't you come in and partake
of a litele vefreshment before yon gol”
asked Chertsey, swinging his arms to
resiore his circwlation.  Motoring [rom
Southampton in the small hours of the
morning was cold work., ¥ You look a
trifle hlue with the cold.™

“You are very kind,” answorad ithe
clerical gencleman, with a hard gleam in
his eyes, however, “If I am not in-
truding-——"

“Tutdut ! laughed Chertaoy. *Come

TiE Macxer Lisrary —No. S0
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in &nd meet the old man—Barling—Lord
Justice Barling, the johnnia who gives
people umpteen years' hard labour or
eorncthing, Expect vou have heard of
hiie, "

“Oh, ves!™ replied the clerical gentle-
man, and the gleam in his eyes was
motro pronounced than ever, ™ Everyone
knows him—Dby repute, at least.”

He followed the staiwart figure of
Randolph Chertsey up the massive stone
steps of the house. A slight smile
plaved at the eorners of his mouth which
would have puzzled Chertsey could he
have scen b,

Lord Justice Barling himself came for-
ward to welcome his nephew,

“This iz an uncxpected pleasure, my
dear boy,” he zaid, warmly shaking his
nephew 11;.- the hand. “1've a whole
house full of guests, All night dance,
vou know. Lut how 1s 1t o

“Oh, F zot speeial shore leave from my
ship,” oxplained Chertsey, anticipating
fiis unele’s guestion. ™ Instead of wait-
ing until the morning and=—"

He broke off as his unele’s glance
dwelt inguiringly upon the tall gentle-
man in clerieal attire who stood at a
respectiul distance from them both.

“0h, let me introduce you to B
friend !" —Chertsey hastened to break the
uncomiortable silence. " The Reverend
=g — I — p—"

“ Worsfold,” said that individual him-
selfl with a benevolent smile.

“Oh, ah, ves, Worsfold—this iz my
uncle, Lord Barling ]

The fanious old eriminal judge glanced
at hiz nephew’s companion and extended
a hanad.

“How do you dot”

“ Pleased to meet you,” said Worsfold
suavely, I fear that I am intrud-
ing——"

EEr;n’[- a bit of it,” Lord Barling hast-
ened to put his nephew’s companion at
his casze. “Come in. Any friend of
Randolph's iz most welcome, I assure
vou.”

The tric walked into a cosv study, and
his lordship ordered some refreshment
for hiz visitors. He wondered why it
was Randolph’s ecclesiastical friend for-
got to remove his hat, and he put it
down to absentmindedness. Had he
known that that particnlar hat sheltered
a close.cropped head of hair that had
prison barbering written all over it he
would have understood several things
thut were to puzzle him within the next
half-howur.

¥or one, how came it that the
Reverend Worsiold's suit was three or
more sizes too small for him?* Flow was
it that his hands were coarse and rough?
And the stubbly beard=——

Lord Justice Barling, who was pelite-
ness personified, checked hiz inerdinate
desire to azk those questionz of his
nephew, and instead turned all his atlen-
tion to dizcussing shipping news.

The “Reverend Worsfold "—who was
none other than Conviet 839—meantine
looked abont him with interest, noting
the expensive picces of ivory that siood
upon cheony plinths at intervals in the
room, the cabinet full of antigue Chinesc
silverware, the old bronzes, the oil-
paintings by famous old masters that
araced the walis,

Awdd strange as it may seem, he felt no
fear of the imposture he was plaving, of
rhte Lig visk bhe was running with every
razzing second, Inm lus dacvimg brain a
plan was taking root., He would get
cven with the man who had sent hum to
o living death of seven vears' penal
sorv it .

Fate cooemed to play into his hands,

Tee Macxer Lisrary,—MNo, 902,

Randolph, with a laughing remark, roso
to his feet and closed the door of the
study, remarking that the noize of the
band made copversation diffienit. A few
minntes later he pulled & scrviecable-
looking revolver from hiz pocket and
paszed it to hiz unecle.

“You're an expert in erime, uncle,”
e smiled. “ Yon will obzerve that five
of tho =iz chambers contain live bollets—
the sixth contains a spent carviridge. I

icked it up out East—near Ale%andria.
}f‘l."{m{im* what cort of history it mould
reveal could it talk?®”

Ilis unele smiled indulgentl.

“You voungsters are too imaginalive.”
he remarked. “Don't vou think so?”
he added, glancing in the Reverend
Waorsfold's direction.

" Yes, and no,” replied that gentleman
evasively, at the same tima bestowing a
ook upon the revolver that prompted
the judge to pass it to him. * Some
Tbhng men are fools. Ah!* His hand
closed uwpon the revolver. His voice be-
came hard and dey., “And now ITll
tmllllhla both of you te put vour hands
up”

e fingered the reveolver menacingly,
his steely blue eves hardened, his air of
benevolence had departed.

“What——" began Randolph sharply.

“AMy dear =iv,” remonstrated Lord

Barling., “1f this is your idea of a joke,
then 1 muwst zay that 1 disapprove
strongly 2

ia P

is no joke, vou old scoundrel!™
capped the elerical gentleman harshiy.
“I'nt vour hands up, or I'Il drill you
both where voun zir. Put them up !

Slowly, ever so slowly, Lord Barling's
hands went above his head. His nephow
with a hopeless glance followed suit.

“Ah, thank you!” rapped Worsfold.
“Tn that position you will stop unti] T
give vou permizsion to shift. And, hav-
ing vou there, I am able to dispense with
this eursed imposture.”

He growled oul the
gruniy.

“What's the game!” demanded Ran-
delph Chertsey, asz hiz late companion
moved across the room, still with the re.
volver levelled, backed arainst the door
and turned the key in the lock.

" You're the pame,” came the sibtlant
reply.  “ Your aceursed unele sont me to
gaol for seven vears. At the fime he
pasaedl sentence I swore I'd be avenged.
I'm here to fulfil my word at lost.”

'“Then vou're not——"

My name i Fourstanlon—Dr, Fonr-
stanton,” said the ardv-eriminal proudly,
“Take a eloser look at me, Lord Barhing.
See what seven weeks in one of your
acenrsed prisons deoes for a robust man.
Do vou recognise me nowi™

Lord DBarling peered elosely at the
gaunt face, and then starbed.

“Dr. Fourstauton—the motor bandit
clief,” he muttered thickly, “T recop-
nize wou, you scoundrel ! He forned a
sorrowful face upon his nephew. “Bo
thiz iz the type of man you chunr up
with, ¢h "

“IBut vou surely don’t believe that I
knew this rogue’s identity, unele " said
Randelph  wildlyv, "I only met him
down at Southampton a couple of hours
peo. T took him for what he repre-
senred hinnself to be--a hard-up vicar
visiting  some sick friends in Eaton
Sguare, md anxions to zet to London
Lefore mosning.”

“You shall not mizjudge vour nephoew,
Lovd Barling.” came the escaped con-
viets mocking voice. “It is even as he
has said. Feor vour enlightenment. let
e inform vou thar [ escaped from Park-
hurst I'rison ot Dailpost eleven Jast
pight., At the time, T didin't know ihat
vour  lordship,  was  celebrating  his

latter worda

sixtieth Lirthdey: neiltler did T deeam
that 1 should have the good fortune to
bump into his nephew and get a froe lift
to town. Bul Fate, once so unkind to
me, has now turned in my favour D™

“You scoundrel!” Lord Barling
trembled with rage. " You shall go
back to Parkhurst—and without delay ™

“Don't raise yonur vowee !’ hissed D,
Fourstanton., “I'mm a desperate man,
Sooner than go back to that living death
I'd swing for it! Do you hear? If
there's any oppozition from either of you
I'll make the swinging worth while!
You've got m-c-r:.-:hingi ta lose; I nollhung.
Keep a still tongue, I beg of you!l”

The judge's mouth opened, as if to
make some remark, but he closed lus
lipa in a thin, straight line apd wailed.
He knew bLie waz dealing with a sfick-at-
notlting character, and resistance would
serve him little,

“1 want monev.,” said the cscaped
convict harshly., “I want all the money
vou have about you. Come, out with
54

Relucltantly Lord Darling drew a well-
Alled wallet From his pocket and toseed 1l
to Dr. Fourstanton. His nephew, afrer
hesitating a Jew second:, emplied lis
pocketa,

“Many thanks,” smiled the escaped
convict.  * This litile lot will tide me
over & few dava. Ah! What is there of
interest in ihat corner®” he said baniee-

mgly, as he followed Lord Barlimeg's
gaze. YA esafe, by all the sainis.
Reallv, 1 shouldn't have thought i,

your lordship ™

Sl with the revolver levelled atb ks
prisoners, the desperado walked across
the room and studied a clever picce of
carving that seemed io be part of the
wall, hat it was the secret opening of
a larpe safe of some sort he saw al once,
for this particular piece of panclling was
not flush with the rest of lhe wall,
Evidently his lovdship had been Lusy in
that corner of the romm only a thort time
back, for Dr. Fourstanton saw a small
ashtray on a stand in which reposed the
still monldering remains of a cigar,

With & sedden movement he publed at
the edge of the panelling. It morved to
tha touch, rovealing a large cavily
behind- ik in whicl: were stacked bumlles
of papers—apparently stock and share
certificates.

“Ah, a haul!” said Tir. Fourstunton
softly. * Thiz is luck indeed! 1'm sorr
to relieve yvou of a few negotiable shares
my lord, but my necids are more pressing
than your own at ihe moment!”

“Fon scoundrel I rotorted Judpe
Barling. *“You shall pay dearly [for
this ™

Dr. Fourstanten langhed grimle.

“You have but to call your sevvants™
he said meckingly., “ And we'll muake n
pretty tablean for them. Why don'l
vou risk 1677

“T am not a fool!” rapped Lowd
Rarvling. "I know vou [or n murderous
rocue. Take what vou will now, Lut
there will be a reckoning later!”

He shook his head vigorously atb his
nephew, who was {empted fo make a
fight for it. bullet or no bullet.  One
could lose stocks and shares and make
them np some other way, but hife 1= only
given once, and there is no compensalion,

UHindly come this oway,” said Dr.
Fourstanten meockingly., 1 den't wam
to take sway s lob of useless sinff, Ter-
haps you will be good enough to sort
these bundles for me!™  As he spoke Lis
hand closed upon ithe butt of & revelver
that lav on one of the shelves of the sale,
Stealthily and unohzerved, he slipped it
into his :iﬁp--[:wl»:{?l. .

Lovd Idarhipg bit hi= lip. winked slyly
at bis nephew, and walked toward:s the
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Unsuspectingly, Lord Barling siepped forward,
Next moment the hinged door of the safe slammed {o.

staggering,

(& Lhie prge.)

Even as he did so, Dr. Fourstanton gave him a push that sent him
Lord Barling was a prisoner In his own safe |

safe. He was going to lake a rhance.
He remembered now that he had left a
revolver on one of tho shelves, If he
could but lay his hands upon if, he would
turn the tables on thiz impudent rogue
vet., Aware Lhat something was o,
Chertsey followed hiz unecle.

Dir. Tourstanton stood behind ihe
hinged panel of the zafe, and invited his
lordship to enter. e knew what was

ssing i his mind, and thanked his
ﬂ?{:i{y stars that he bhad zpotled Lhe re-
volver in time.

Unsuspectingly, Lord Barling stepped
forward., Even nz he did zo Dr. Four-
stalon gave him a push that scat bim
stumbling forward. iN'rr:-:r- montent e
hinged door of the pancl had been
slammod to,

Lord Barling was a prizoner in hiz own
safe !

“Youn scoundrel V' Randelph Clertsey
started forward, only to full Lack apain
as the shining muzzle of the revolver
rested within a eouple of inecheos of his
heart. © You cunning hound 17

“Thank wou for the compliment ™
gmiled Dvr. Fonrstanton, * He'll be safe
there for a couple ¢f hours or mere, I'11
be bound.”

HhRuE he'll die of suffocaiion ™
Chertsay.

“He'll do nothing 20 vazh,™ cmiled .
Fouvstanton., “There'zs & smmall veniil-
lator grille at Ui back of the safo—
enough air passes through that, T reckon,
to keep cven a judge alive !

From within the safe now came the
muffied sounds of zomeooro calling; but
unless oneg  were  lDstening for such
sounils, th';T' wonld [rass unnoticed,

For a moment v, Fourstanilon's eyea
lingered gloalingly on the outer door of

eried

the safe, and in that moment Randoloh
{_:heri.w.y allowed lnis pent-up rage an out-
let, With a savage soring he clutched
ihe ecscaped conviel round the throat.
sending  the revolver spinmiecg, and all
but choked him., Taken off his guard as
he was, Fourstanton, however, soon lead
the upper hand, Iliz museles were like
whipcord. Chertsoy, althongh a iouzenlar
voung man, was as putte in his handa,

With a savare ccoliess the csvaped
convict forced his adversary on the floor
agf the room, glriﬂg him a buifet Lhat
kinoelked him sovnscfesa, Then, wilh a
jerk ab a cortain, which came down in a
riesle framm the window, D Fourstanton
procecded (o tear i inlo sivips and bind
hiz captive.

e woeni about li= task ealmly  aned
eoclly. He smiled grimly as the zoft
strains of ithe wmusie froan the hig Gall-
raoim beyomd flaated through the inter-
stices of 1he Jdoor.

e roso o Wis feet ab last, nud slood
stating down at the bound amd gaozed
fignre of Rando!lph Chevizev.  Then,
arirg o playlul kick ao the yonng man's
prazirate  figure,  the cscaped  conviel
provewded fo 1l his pockels with the
valnable piece: of ivary and silver wiin
which the voom shownded.  That done,
e moved towards the door, liztened
against (e paels for o moment or so,
aind then unlocked ji.

The passage bevoud “was  for  the
ooty desorfod. With a e choeklo
Dy, Fonrstandon relecked (he doar amd

meavedl towards the hall.  Ile Lalied by
the cloak-room, and, =ecing ithat the ad-
tepulant wes apway from his pozt, he
slipped out of his elerie’s overcoat, which
was upcomioriably small for him., and
helped himself to a large grey overcoat.

“ A feir exchange,” he chuckled,
And while the fun in the bLall-room
was at its height Dr. Fourstanton, alias
the Ieverend Worsfold, tock his depnr-
ture unnoticed,

And he wont ag he came—in Bandolpl
Chorteey’s motar-car !

Rivals !
ERERERS LOCKE was still pull-
l--ﬂ ing away contentedly at lus
briar as the clock on the muinel
siruck the hour of four aan.
lle frowned as he noticed how long he
hadd =at in the armchatr meditating.
Aud yet, late though ihe hour was, fre
had a foreboding that sleep would he
dented him that might.

Homething untoward was in the air,
of that he felt certan.

The tiny hands on the dial of 1le
clack had moved to tive past four, whon
the silence of the study was broken
abruptly by the discordant shricking ot
the twlophone-bell. L

Feirvers Locke discarded hiz pice amd
rose 1o his feet, & glitter in his stechy,
Erlie eves, :

“ Heng that bell ! he gronted. " Jis
pitched on & very unpleasant  uoio.
sonnds hke a cheap bieyelebell”

1le gripped the roceiver in his srony.
slime hands as e spoke, and ecut shoot
the “remarks” of the offending bell.

“Hallo? Ves, wyos, Ferrers Lo ke
speaking. Who's that "

For vhe epace of the next few seconds
the world-famons sleuth contributod only
monosyllables 1o that Eelephonie oo
vorsation.  But therg was s tighiewing
of his Hp3a and an uwnusial g!iﬂi't‘ TR
CY0s Ad E«e replaced the recelver gn the

hooks and croesed toe room, .
THE MacNET Lisnany.—No. 962
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“HSo my premonition was  well-
founded,” he reflected, as he ﬁhpﬁed
into an overcoat, “ Dre. Fourstanton has
visited our old friend Barling. Con-
found the man! He's going to give Ine
a lot of trouble, I feel sure!”

Leaving a scribbled note on the table
for Drake’s benefit, the detective donned
his hat and trod silently down the stairs
to the street below. Hailing a belated
taxicab, he ordered the driver to drop
him at Lord Barling's house in Katon
B mare.

Fifteen minutes later the slenth was
walking up the steps of the grand old
house, to be met by Lady Barling.

“ My dear Mr. Locke,” exclaimed her
ladyship, almost tearfully, "1 am =0
plad you have come—so glad! It has
been terrible !

Fervers Locke smiled kindly at Lady
Varling, and his assurance had  the
cffect of soothing her ruffed nerves,

1 am vours to command, Lady
Tarling.” zaid the world-famous slenth
pallantly. “1 pathered from rour phone
conversation that Dr. Fourstanton, who
eseaped froin Parkhurst,  had  the
aundacity to visit thiz house and vifle 15"

“¥es. And the arch-villain bad the
andacity to umpeison my huzband e his
own safel™

Ferrers Locke's evebrows clevated a
trifie.

“Indecd L7 ]

“ And render my nephew unconséious,
whilst he rvifled the house of all the
jewellery and artieles of value that he
came across,” .

“The scoundrel!” It was policy for
T.ocke to make such a remark. Lt fitted
i g0 well with her ladyship's obvious
distress and anger. TUsually, though,
the world-fameous defective spared hine-
self and others those superfluous re-
marks. ‘They lead to nothing, after all.

“My husband 15 being attended to
now.” went on her ladyship. ™ And.
Randolph—that's my nephew—who has
vecovered from his attack, has sped hot-
foot after this—this Dr. FFourstanton in
a fast. motor-car,™

“Hum! T'm afraid yonr unephew
will be wasting his time,” romarkedl
Ferrers Locke, “I take it, then, that
Dir. Fourstanton escaped by car, too.”

“¥es, The wvillain had the un-
paralleled awdacity to help himsell to
Randolph'’s car!™ said her ladyship,
wringing her hands. *“What—what on
carth are we to do, Mr. Locke?"

“For the moment,” said the sleuth
gravely, * nothing, except think."”

*Think,” sai]l Lady Barcling scorn-
fullv. * You delectivez are all like that.
Oh, I beg your pardon, MMr. Locke,” she
hastened to add. " DBut this terrible
afair has thoroughly unhinged me!”

“1 wunderstand,” came the gonial
response, By the way, my ladr, am 1
oificially engazed te handle this cae,
L

“¥ou mean, vou think it strange that
L. inztead of my huisband, should ask you
to come over and help us® brale in
Lady Barling. “To tell vou the trath,
my  hoshand  has  engaged Money
Manners. hat I have all a woman's
tistrust of Monty Manners' business in-
tellect,” :he added, under her breath.
“He's a very Jikeable young man, a
delighttul ericketer, and all that, but as
a  dotective———"  She shrugged her
shoulders, aore exprossive of lher
apinion than words,

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“1 shall respeet yonr confidence and
vour opitign, Ledy Darding.” he said,
with a twinkle in his eve. “Bo it really
comes to this—that I am opposed to

Adverlizermenr oficsn: Th

e Fleetway Howse, Farrmgdon Strect, Lo

Montague Manners in this case conecern-
g Dr. Fouorstanton. It will be rather
interesting to sce who gets this arch-
criminal first. I have vet to sample the
merit of London's latest deteciive.”

Thera was a slight =neer in the latter
words that rang strangely from a man
like Ferrers Locke., A woman would at
once have said that he was jealons.
Well, Ferrers Locke wos no ordinary
mat, but he certainly felt a tinge of
ordinary  jealousy when Montague
Manners' name was mentioned.

“And now I should be pleazed if vou
would give the details of the affair as
vou know them, and some idea of the
articles stolen, wvour ladyship,” said
Ferrers Locke.

Foarthwith, Lady Darling acquainted
the detective with the facts concerning
D, Fourstantow's advent at the house,
and the manner of his mecting with
Randolph Chertser.

“And vou say be rifled the contents
of the study ?* said Ferrors Locke, as
Lady Barling concluded.

“¥es. And ihen apparently he swent
all over the house, tokiog whatever he
fancied.

“And where were all the servants?”
usked Fervers Locke.

*They were either in bed or atiending
tn the puests in the ballroom," ex-
plained Lady DBarling. “We have Lept
the affair secret from the majority of
the guests. Thoy are dancing in there ™
—she  indieated  the  ball-room—
“gblivigus, thank heavens, of what's
been going om”

“And who first raised the alarm?"”

“My butler., I sent him up to the
master's room for something or the
other,” said her ladyship. “ When he
refurned, it was to say that the room
had been turoed wside-out, Dmmedi-
ately, 1 rushed wupstairs with Lady
YWentlewr, and to our hovror we found
overy room in a similar state—ran-
sacked.”

“And was not the absence of Lord
Darling noted during all this time?"

“ Apparently not,” said her ladyship.
“ But the moment | had seen things for
myself, T sent for him. The butler
returned to say that the door of the
study was locked, and from within he
g:ruiﬂ hear noises like someone groan-
g,

“We forced open the door, and there,
as vou kpow, we found my nephew. A
moment Jater and my husband, who was
well-nigh exhausted, wos taken from
the safe.’

“Hum ! ejaculated the sleuth, more
to himself than aloud. “Tell me, Lady
Barling, have any of the guests de-
parked 7

"“Up to the present no one has left,”
explained her ladyship. " Although n
Colonel Joameson wantod to leave gat
half-post three™

“And why didn’t he leave®”

“He couldn't find his overcoat,’ said
Lady Darling. “1It's got mislaid in the
cloak-room, and, rather than make 2
fuss, the colonel decided to stay until
the finish. Ye breakfast at five,” szhe
atded, with a smile.

H:Ti inte #0,"  agreed the detective.
Wi
rooms upsfairs ™™

Lady Barling turned on her heel and
led the way up the main staircase,
Each room that had been ransatked
was carefully examined by Ferrers
Taotke., It was in Lord Darling's room
that he finally came to a halt. For some
minutes he stood staring at a  tiny
silver elock, the glass face of which was

vou kindly conduct me to the]

e

e

cracked in several places. The hands
of the clock pointed to a quarter to four,

For some minutes the slenth gazed
hard st it, until Lady Barling's voice
broke in.

“We picked that clock up off the
Aoor by the door,” ehe explained.
“ Evidently the thief dropped it in his
anxieiv to get away., You can sec it has
stopped, and that the glass is broken.”

“luite,” returned the sleuth, and
there was a gleam n his eye. “ I see it
stopped at a quarter to four. Was that
clock recording the correct time, do you
know, before it happencd to swite the
Aoor, Lady Darling 1™

“It was a good timekeeper ™ retorted
her ladyship. "“There is no reason (o
suppese that it was either fast or slow,
if that's what you mean. I—ahenmi!—
pave that clack to my husband mysolf™”

“Then 1t would be & good timekecper,
I'm sure,” smiled Locke., "Hum! A
quarter to four. Lell me, what time did
wour butler discover that the place had

oen ransacked T

¥ Bxactly five minutes to four,” said
Lady Barling. * But why——"

“T'll explain later,” smiled the slouth
easily, “I would like to interview your
cloak-reom attendant, 1f I may ™

“Most certpinly,™

Lady Barling led the way downstairs
to the hall, where, at the far m:d, was
a fmirly lnrge alcove set apart as @
cloak-room. A liveried footman wasz in
attendance there. He rose to his fest
as the detective approached. Lady Bar-
ling left the detective and the foobinan
in convorsation.

" And have vou found Colonal Jame-
gon's coat yut"?” asked the sleuth plea.
sanlly.

The footman's face eclouded for a
rmormenkt,
“T can't find it anywhere,” he re-

turned. " It seems to have disappeared
entirely. Yeb the strange fact remains
that I have a spare coat here.”

Ferrors Locke looked up with interest.

A gpare coat?" he repeated. * What
exactly do you mean "

“Why, sir, Colonel Jameszon's coat
was a grey ane, and the spare coat is &
black one, like a clergyman favours—-—""

“Ah, go on!™

“And it hasn't &« label on it,” con-
tinued the amarzed attendant. “I always
pin a ticket, with the name of the guest,
on each garment, to prevent mistakes.”

“Then if you have a coat without a
ticket on it, my man, it means thal
someone has left it there without your
knowledge,” said Ferrers Locke through
helf closed lids.

" Exactly, siz!™

“ Which means that you have left your
m during the merning, eh?” asked

ke sharply. "“Uome, come! 1i's
obwvious, isn't it? That coat is not e
magic carpet to float in without being
gecn.”
“Well, T did leave this room to get a
drink,” zaid the {ootman, erimsoning,

“And de you happen to romemboer

the time vou did that?”

The footraan considered for a
moment.

“A warter past three, e, he

answered, "I remember now, T came
back o couple of minutes bhelore tha half-
hour.”

“I'd like to have a look at that coat,”
said Ferrers Locke,

The cont was handed to him A
glance at the “tag ¥ inside the collar
revedled the name of a frm of well-
known tailors in thoe Isle of Wight.

“1 suppose von saw Mr. Chertser's

[(Continucd on page Z8.)
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study ten minutes aflterwards, looking'

almast frantic.

The Famous Five were waiting for him
at the end of the paszage.

“Well, Bunty," grinncd Nugent, “did
the Head swallow your yarni”

“NMNo, he wouldn't  belicve me!”
moaned “the woebegone. Owl. “ He—lhe
pave me five hundred lines for impertin-
ence.  Just think of ! He zaid T was
impertinent to expect him to believe
sueh a trumﬁer:.r story 1”7

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“I wen't stand 1t!™ heowled Billy
Bunter wrathfully. *I'm telling the
truth, and if ¥ don't go to Courtfield this
afternoon I shall  lose  hundreds of
pounds! The Earl of Bunter is—ahem !
—s0 eccentrie, you know.™

“Ha, ha, ha™

“1f the Head won't give me per
nession to go, 1 shall bhreak bounds!”
said Billy Bunter darkly. “1I jolly well
riean to be at Courtfield by three-
thivty ™ )

“1t's no use lrying to bresk boumls,
Bunty,” said Bob Cherry. * The whele
Remove is gated, and we shall see that
you stay in with the others, ™

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five in dismay.

“You—you mean that you'd slop me,
you rotters '™ he gasped.

The chumz of the Hemove nodded
solemnly, :

“If you fry to break bounds against
orders, Bunter, it will be our duty to
stop you ! said Harry Wharton.

" The stopfulness will be terrific!”

* Look here, I’ll give you chaps a quid
cach 1o help me escape!™ said Billy
Bunter desperately. “I don't mind a
lickimig when I get back, but I must go
to Courtfield. ' It may mean thousands—
or even millions—to me!”

The Co. shook their heads.

“Tempt me not, corrupt mortal 1™ said
Boby Cherry severely. “We scorn your
bribes, Bunter !

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“I =a¥, yvou fellows——"

“There's only one hope for you,
Bunter, if you want to get out of Grey-
friars this afternoen,” said Harry
Wharton.

* Eh-what's that ¥ said Billy Bunter
eagerly.

“Find the chap who played ghost at
Cliff House the other night, and de-
nounce him ¥ said the Remove captain
soloemnly, “Onee tha mystery of that
affair i3 cleared up, the Head will call
off the gating, and you will be free to
meet your alleped wnele this afternoon,
and rake in the giddjv shekels,™

Billy Bunter started,

“Is that—is that the only way, you
fellows?" he gasped.

“It 15 the only way, Buanter,” said
Harry Wharton., “ And you'll have i{o
buck up, too, if you are to denounce the
culprit. (et your maghty brain to work
and solve the wmystery.”

Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed with the
light of desperation. lle wasz ready to
go through fre and water to get to
Courtheld that afternoon te meet the
“Earl of DBunter.” o would stop at
nothing—not even the safety of Harold
Skinner and the hazard of a flogging
himsell. In his mind’s eyve Billy Bunter

[

3

if Bkinner did set Harry Wharton & Co.

' plotting it between them " said Billy

imagoned his *flong lost unecle ¥ simply
rolbing in wealth, and eager to lavish 1t
upen him. Visions of unlimited tuck,
untold tarts, and unnumbered doughnuts
tame before him. What did 16 matier

o the track of the troth of the Fﬂ&rnt
businezs? -~ What did the wrath of
Bkinner & Co. and Harry Wharlon &
Co.—arnd even the whole of Greviriars—
matter, beside those plorious prospects
of paradise on earth?
& turned and walked back towards

the Headls study.,

“Whera are wou pgoing, DBufter?”
asked Harry Wharton, _

“I'm going to tell what T know 1" said
Eilly Bunter. “I've known all along
who worked the ghost trick at CULff
Mouse. It was Skinner ™
“lareat Scott!”
"1 heard Skinner, Snoop and Stott

Bunter. “Skinner pubt on Cherry’s beols,
and Stott wore Wharton's, and they
went down to Chff House that night,
while Snoop kept cave in the box-room.
I know, because I watched 'em go, and
saw ‘em come in. F've been shielding
Skinner so far, but now I eonzider it my
duty to make the facts known. I'm
going to the Head now ™

The Owl of the Remove tapped at the
Herd's door, and entered.

Harry Wharton & Co. and the other
Bemaovites exchanged glances.

“Then it was Shinner all the time!"
exclaiimed Bulstrode, “Oh, the roften
cad! Let's find Skinner !

“8Bkinner! Where's S8kinner 7"

An infuriated throng set out to hunt
for Harold Skinner & Co.

Those vouths were diseovered in their
study, indulging. in a guiet game of
nap. It seemed to them that an earth-
quake had #aken place, when the
uvengers swarmed inte the room.

“INow we've got the rotters!”

“Rag them baldheaded 1™

“Spiflicate the eads!™

“We'll teach 'em to play tricks like
that on girlsa!™

“Here, what the—— Yarooogh
howled Skinner, as he found himself
whirled over in many hands, “Legpgo!
You chaps are mad! What's the pame?

“Bunter's confessed ! roared Bolsover
major. “He's given You away,
Skinner! Weo know the truth, now, and
we're going to make 1t hat for you !”

Skinner's face went almost greon.

“What? Bunter has—has given me
away ! he stuttered. It izn't true! The
fat rotter was lying! I—— Yow ! Yah!
Hands off ! Yarooogh ™

The angry Removites gave Skinner &
Co. no quarkter. They could fell, from
Bunter's manner that he had for ence
spoken the truth. They proceeded to
rag Bkinner & Co. haldheaded.

The ragging was at its height when

XL
.

Wingate looked in,
“My hat! What are you little sweeps
ap to?" he exclaimed. " Where's

Skinner 77

“Yoroooogh! Yar! Geroooch ™ erme
Skinner's voice, in muffled accents from
beneath a pile of juniors,

“Let Shkinner go!” said Wingate
gternly. “The Head wants him, and
Snoop and Stott”

The Removites stood up, and the three
black sheep were rovealed, sprawled on
tlmt floor in a dishovelled and battered
state,

A goom smale played round the school
skipper's mouth, _

Skinner & Co. limped altér Wingate,
gasping.

reat was the s=ensation throughout
Greyfriars. Billy Bunter had revealed
the truth of the midnight affair at CLIE
House. The Remove, especially, felt

ratified, It was Wednesday and a half
whday, and the Head was bound to
rescind the gating immediately,

Harry Wharton thrilled when Trotter
came up to him in the Hall, and an-
nounced that the IHead wished to see
him at once,

Skinner & Co. and Billy Bunter wers
with the Head when the Remove captain
enteved - the study. Dr. Locke regarded
him gravely over the rims of his eye-
glasses,

“Ah, Wharton, you will be glad to
know that Skinner has confessed (o
having perpetrated that outrage at Chiff

ouse,” ha said. “In the circum-
stances, I shall withdraw the order 1
made prohibiting the Remove from leav-
ing ‘gates, and you may convey that inti-
mation to your Form-fellows™

“Oh, thank you, sir!” exclaimed the
Hemove captain jubilantly.

“That is all, Wharton, Shinner and
Snoop and Stott, who acted as his accom-
plices, shall receive the punishment their
wicked conduct merits. Bunter, also,
shall receive & caning for having
ghielded them with the intention of de-
feating the ends of juskice.”

Harry Wherton left the Head's study,
and imparted the glad tidinge to the
orowd of Removites who were waiting
outside. Sounds of a Etfishirhg-clne, pro-
ceeding from Ibr. Locke's dread aparts
ment, came fo their ears soon after-
wards, and these sounds were followed
by the mellifuous voice of Billy Bunter,
raised in accents of woe,

A few minutes later Bunter appeared.
He was gasping and moaning, and his
hands were tucked -tight benecath his
armpits,  Nobody felt the slightest sym-
;-éul:i::.-' for the suffering Owl; indeed,

olsover major and a few others said
that for tweo pins they would take Bunter
ol and duck hith in tho fountain in the
Close,

Skinner, Snaop, =wnd Blotk {ollowed
Bunter some minutes.after. ' They, too;
were uttering doleful sounds, amd they
seemed to [old themselves up in the
manner of penknives. The caning Dr.
Locke had given them had evidently
been very severe.

But Bunter’s troubles did not end with
a caning. e discovered that his uncle,
the ear], was an imaginary being—as,
indeed, were all of Bunter’s aristocratie
uncles—and that there was no “ hundred
quid.” But if there wasn't” a hundred
quid for Bunter, thers was certainly a
record ragging, for Skinner, having now
no further use for Bunter's silence,
promptly gave him away. :

"Then the fat was in the fire with a
vengeance. Polly's talkativeness was
now fully explained.

Without losa of time Harry Wharton
& Clo. rushed Bunter over to Cliff House,
and foreed him to explain matiers to
Miss  Primrogse. There were profuse
apologies on bath sides, and Marjorie
Hazeldepe and ber girl chums wero soon
on the old friendly footing with Harry
Wharton & Co.

When the Removites got to know the
full extent of the plot, Bunter and
Skinner & Co. were ragged unmercifully,
It was a lesson they were nof Itkely to
forpet In a hurry.

o next day Harry Wharton & Co.
repared an extra special feed in Study
No. 1 in honour of some extra special
visitors—the visitors being Marjorie &
Co. It was a feed of reconciliation, and
marked the end of the Feud with CLiE
[House,

THE EKIL,

{(Now ook out for “Sparts Week al
(Freyfrinrs Y—next week’s tapping school
story, boys.)






