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STARTING NEXT WEEK'!
AGNETITES must not miss the
i wonderful  opportunity  given
them in"our next issue of hag-
b ging something from a really
tip-top prize list. There is nothing
fuightfully difficult to ba done. Anyone
can solve the eight pictures that will be
presented for -solution. 'E'ege. first set of
pictures In our
“WHAT IS:IT?* COMPETITION,
of which I made medition in lasi weck's
Chat, shows eight objeets seen at  the
scaside. MNow, ag most of you have at
some time or another been to the seaside
you -will find no real dificulty in telling
s pier from. a bathing-machine, or a
ship from & motor-car. That sounds
ridicidous, you might say, but homestly
the pictures are as easy to solve as fall-
ing off a log. Now we'll proceed to the
prize list, which, 1 guarantee, interests
you more at the moment than all my
chin-wag about pictures,
To the three readers whose efforts are
adjudicated the best I will award
THREE TOPPING CAMERAS,
made by the well-known firtn of Kodak,
Limited. How's that for a start? These
cameras, lei me stress the point, are the
real goods—handy for the holiday, the
picnic party, etc. As I am using one
miyself, and have hbeen for some time
past, you will perhaps appreciate their
usefulness.  You'll fecl E:‘i:_e hugg!
vourself when you've received one o
these cameras. I'm not joking! Just
wait and see. Here's another little sur-
prise. For the six next hest entries the
unigue prize award takes the form of
SIX MODEL BSAILING YACHTS,
guarantesd by the makers to be sailable.
‘That offer will appeal to you all, I have
not the slightest doubt. I have taken
great pains to test the statement of the
makers of these model vachis that they
are sailable, and that they wor’t topple
over in mid-stretm at the slightest sign
of 2 gost of wind, and have found that
WWMWM
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these vachis will do uil thai iz claimed
of them. Rememwber, then, chums, the
backbone, as it were, of this offer—

GUARANTEED SAILABLE !

 Far the twelve next best efforts 1 am
awarding prizes that always appeal to
the average boy., (Going back over my
boyhood days T remember how 1 longed
to have a decent pocket-knife-=a knile
that would sharpen a penell decently,
that would perform all manner of ser-
viege: for me in the daiy round,
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pensities? Il tell you. Alonezo inkee
Hx‘_."[‘.‘[:ltif}r'l '_{_'I HH Ik'nrd—'& 1.'|.'ﬂrlj Hf !I{."_H"
letters. ™o, no: it's not & Cross Word
puzele ns we koow Cross Woerds of fo-
day. It's mercly a form of addres
symbaolical of scorn and derision. Alonzo
Leging to =it up on his hind legs, &s it
were, Why should he be held in derision
his “dear Form-fellows ™7  Why
can't He be like Baolsover major, the
Lurly junior who is quick to teke offence,
and whe is guicker still to land out with
# devastuting pungh? Why can't Alonzo
be able to bold his own?

 WHY !

Alonzo really wastes a lot of  grey
matter i thinking ihis  deep  problem
oat, but he cannot arrive al r solubion
that is of any usc o him. And while,
in & depressed moment, he bewails his
Iot that “he is not as other men are,”
something 15 brought before his notice
that looks, en first sight, to be the very
thing to put him on his feet. I'in poing
to ring off now, chums. I've told you
enough to’ prove that next week's yarn
is a corker, a lop-notcher, & winner, and
all the ather adjectives you care to think
of. Alind you read 3t!

“THE SPORTING DETECTIVE!"

Magnetites will be pleased to see that
the prize list includes

TWELVE USEFUL POCKET-KNIVES !

Now vou know all there 13 to kuow
about this grand offer—an ofier, by the
way., that will be repeated ench woek,’
If it has interested vouw make ceortain
that you secure a -copy of next week's
Macser. ‘There's bound teo be a rush
to -get 1t "Null said!

“ ALONZO THE SLOGGER ! ™
That's the title of the next long com-

plete story of Harry, Wharton & Co. of

Greyfriars. 1i's much longer than usuai,
a fact that will please you all, I have no
doubt, for by every nost comes the
demand for *longer Greyfriars stories.”

The supplement has had fo go by the
board to make room for this extra long
“Richarde™ varn, but I  know
Magnetiter will not grouse on  that
account. We can't have butter on both
sides of our bread, can we? The title of
this coming tregt indicates that Alomzo
Todd, the meek and muld cousin of Peter
of that ilk, hlossoms out as a “hefty "
merchant. Anyone less capakle of “slog-
ging " than the puileless and | scraggy
Duffer of 'the Remove it would he hard
to find. And yet the story justifies the
title. Alonzo is o slogger—very much a
slogger.  Now, how does that come
about? How comes it that 3 boy., whe
knows not the meaning of “pep 7 and
“mus,” and who hasn't the strength of

Tn the next long instulment of this
powerful story we sec Monty Mahners
poing greab puns in the “detection and
deduction * line. He iz evidently the
possessor of a patr of lynx eyes, for
nothing seems 4o muss thom,

While Tllﬁpiwtﬁr F.}'l‘!-:'ruﬁ. lownders in
ihe dark, Monty steadily reconstrucis a
‘¢rime, ated provea that he has hit the
right theory, for he Ands—— BPut that's
letting the cat out of the bag. You find
tkis ““something ¥ youvselves, boys. Go
hand-in-hand with "Monty through next
week's stirring  instalment a make
vaur own discoveries,  You'll appremate
them better than learning them from
e, I'll say this much. Through the
“webbing ¥ of the story there is being
built up a ballling mystery, an inkhng of
wlnch, wperbaps, voo have  already
gatherod. When the time comes for thak
mystery to be lald bhare you will appre-
ciate the depth of the author™s clevernesa
in keeping that mystery a real myvstery
until the end. When that time comes,
as ] have said before, several points in
the story that might have puzzled yoo
will be cleared uwp. Knowing this, it
behoves you to be ceviain of reading
every instalment of this fine story, and
te prevent any dizappointment, s ad-
visable. to place a repular erder with
vour newsagent for vour favourite
paRper.

a small child, develop: “slogging ™' pro-
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“CAPTAIN OF THE FOURTH!”

A powerlul story of school life, with a strong
sporting interest, featuring Jimmy-Silver & Co.,
el Rookwood,

By OWEN CONQUEST.

THE SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY!

your €ditor.

wA

TWO STUNNING BOOKS FOR YOU!
“THE SCHOOLBOY CARAVANNERS!”

A tﬂph'ml story of the world-lamous schogl-
arry Wharton & Co., of Greviriars,
describing their amazing adventures on holiday.

By FRANK RICHARDS,
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door of the school tuckshop.

can be wwhen angthing affects their © tormmy "'}

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hungry Bunter !

1 ALLO, hallo, hallot™
As he made that observa-
tion DBob Cherry of the Be-
miove at Greviriars came into
Study WNo. 1 and latd & couple of lavge
paper bags on the tauble. Bob's tone was
cheery, and to judge from his bright,
grinning face he was feeling cheery.

It was ten-fime in the end study. A
clean white tablecloth graced the board,
1z did gleaming erockery and shining
cutlery, while a bowl of frezh flowers
sdded lustre and Anish to the table.

And the occopants of the famous end
sludy were busy—very  busy. Harry
Wharion was cuiting piles of bread-anmd.
butter, Hurree Singh was busy making
toast, Frank Nuogent was pulting tea in
the teapot, Johnny Bull was just placing
o dish of newly-boiled epgs on the {table,

Altogether, Study No. 1 on the Re-
move passage presented quite a feshive
appearance,

As Bol entered the room TTarry Whar-
ton looked up wrh some satisfaction.

“Just  in fime, Bob!"  he said.
“Kettle's boiling, eggs ave done. s0's
the toast. What stuff bave you got?”?

“ Jam-tarts, eustard-tarts,  cream-
horns, chocolate  eclaive,  and  maca-
roons,” z2aid Iiob, * Mrs. Aimble's out
of pies. I say. ranky, shul the door,™
A Riphitho !

“ And lock it

Frank Wuogent, who happenced to be

nearest to 1the door, was abont to kick:

il to, when he paused.

“Why lock it ¥ he demanded.

Baby Cherry thn[{*k]e{i.

“I met a corfain young penileman in
the passage without—a young pgenile-
man wearing big round plasses and a
hungry look.”

“0Ob, you mean Bunter®”

“You're snid 1. He spotted theze
hags of tuck, and hiz oves fairly ghsi-
eard, I'm not a bettine man.™ added
Tiols Cherry, grinning, “but T'1 Jay ten
to one that Billy Bunier will be here
within o minule. ™

“And vou'll win. Boh!” laughed
Harry Wharton, az & shuffling footstep

Greyiriars,

i T L e
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sonnded  just then from  the
“*Here he comes ™

Frank Nugeat hastity locked the door,
and he was only just in time. LThe ‘next
inatant ihe door-knob rattled. and the
rattle was followed by 8 gruni—the
grunt being followed by a fat voice.

“1 zay, vou fellows—"

“Bhove off. Bunter”

“Run away and plav, old lard-tuby!™

“Oh, really, von felfows—"

“ Nothing doing, Dillv ! called Bob
Cherey. “We're not feeding the hungry
and peedy to-dayv ™

“ Beasts ™

“Phanks! Gocd bye!™

“1 zaw, vou fellows.” cailed Punter in
a pathetic voivre, "vou might have told
nie vodr had o feed on ™

“That's why we didn’t
bocanse we had a feed on ™

Y Beasts ! DMean beast= D" hooted Bumne-
ter wrathfully, “Whoe wanis vour rotten
gl ¥

“Why. don'i you, fatiy ™™

“OL course T don't! T only came lo
tell vou that Quelchy wants von. Al
of you—Wharton, Cherry, Buall, Tnkx,
and Nugeni”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Try anoiher one, Billy,”

“Well, my hat!™ grinned Iarey
Wharten, starting to crack an ege.
*Fanoy ecxpecting uz to belicve that! 1
suppose he thinks we'll elear out and
leave him to—— Tlallo!™

A heavy tread sounded in the passage
gutside, and then a deep voice—a well-
known voice,

“ Bunier! Why are vou lounging
about the passage in that lazy monner®”’

“Quelchy ! grinned Bob (“herry.

The juniovs, grinning, listened for
Dunter’s answer to the Remove masier.

“Ob. sir. T wasn't lounging ac all
replied Buwnier. I was just going to
give Wharton vour message. sir,”

“Then do =0 without further delav,
Bunter ™" came the tort reply. T have
already waited long enough, and was
about to visit them mwyself. Tell Whar-
ton and hiz friends to come 1o my study
mnmediately.”

“Oh, ves, sie!”

The heavy tread passed on.

PR g e,

tell vou-—
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A Topping Long Complete Story .
of Harry Wharton & Co.

By FRANK RICHARDS. !

That is the surprising notice He Greyfriors juniors find pinned to The
But it deesn't dismay Them for long ; it’s astenishing hote businesslike the Remove

of

“Bo e fat robter wasn't . spooling,
after all,” said Harry, getting to his
feot with ‘& primace,  “Wonder whab

the Quelch bird wants us for?”

“Blow him!" prunted Johnny Bull
“*The eggs will be hard, and the toast
and tea cold !

. The juniors got to lheir feet, growl
e, As they diid so Bunter’s veolce once
again came through the kevhole.

“T say, vou fellows, vou'd betier huek
up! Quelchy's just been asking after
vou again !

“Oh, rats!”

Marry Wharton unlocked the door,
and the juniors erowded outside. Buan-
ter was there, and e hlinked al themn
rarhier nervouwsly,

“Half a moe'?" said Beb Cherry, as
Farcy was closing the dear. “When
burglars are abont itz jnst as well to
take precauntions, Harpe ™

“Phew! Yes, rather ! said ITarry.

lle opencd the deor again, and, taking
the kev from the inside of the locly, he
placed it in the ontside and locked the
door, placing the key in his pocket.

Bally Bunter's face was a picture of
changing emotions as he watched that
cantions proceeding,  The Famous Five
rrinned at hint and passed on towards
Mr. Quelch’'s  study.  Billy DBuntoer
watchoed them go with eyes that glittered
with wrathful dismay and disappoint-
ment.

“Yah! Beasts?! ho giented, Y The
awlul suspicions beasts! They thought
I woukld go after their grubh when thl'-:!;'d
gona, I suppose!”

The fal junior glowered for a2 moment
at ithe locked door, and then guite swd-
denly a change came over his fat face
ard e prinned.

“Aqy hat! he murmuered, his eyes
gleaming  behind  his big  spectaclos,
“Blesged iF 1 don’t do the mean beasly
vel t

e hesitated anather second, and then
he rolied away burriedly towards his
ouwn study. He was back in a couple of
soponds alimost, and in his hand was a
kev. o firred it inle the lock of the
door before him, and the next moment

Tue Maower Lianany, —No. 804.
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the door was open and the contents of
the room at his mercy. o

“Oh, goodt" chuckled the fat jumror.
“Thought they'd dene me, did they?
He, he, he! They'd forgotten some of
these locks are slike. Here goes!”

Bunter pocketed the key again and
entered the study. His eyes glistened
grogdily at the well-filled table,

*Wish 1 dared stop and finish off the
Bot " he murmured regretfully, “Any-
ﬂ?, I oughtn't to be mean like those
awinl beasts ™

With that kindly reflection Billy Bun-
ter grabbed a handful of boiled cﬁga
and sligped them into his pockets. Then
ho grabbed the two bags of pastry and
departed hastily.

y this time Harry Wharton & Co.
had reached My, Quelch's study. Thero
was ne reply to their knoek, and as he
looked inte the room and saw no one,
Harry frowned rather uneasily.

“Quelehy’s out!™ he muttered, look-
ing quickly at hiz chums, “That's
queer L ‘

“Better wait inside,” said Dull.

ho jeniors eptered the study and
waited inside. They wete still waiting,
when DBob Cherry gave a start as a
sudden recollection came to him,

“Great pipl” he ejaculated. “Tve
just remembered, you chaps! 1 saw
Quelchy poing out of gates when T was
leaving the tuckshop.™

“You did?"” n

Y s, There's something rummy
ghout this, you chaps!”

It was Harry Wharton’s turn to start,

“My hat! Vou're right, Bob!” he
exclaimed, in alarm. *1 heard Quelchy
telling Prouty he was going to the
village, now vyou remind me, Fhew!
And yet—"!

“We heard hiz voice——"

“ And his nnmber nina boots—"

“Yes, that's right encugh!” =md
Harry, with sudden excitement, “But
whot about Bunter's dashed ventrilo-
gpuisim

“Phew! I never thought of that'™

“Nor did I unti] now " hissed Harry.
“Blessed if I don't believe it was the
fat worm. You know what a clever
nmiimic the fat rotter iz,  He imitated
Quelchy's voice—was answering himsel
all the time.”

“But the fooisteps——

“Can't you see?” snorted Iavry, his
eves gleaming with wrath. *“The fat
burglar tip-toed away, and came back,
imitating Quelchy’s tread. Then he did
fhe same going away, and creps back.”

“Creat Scolp!”

“Wa've been hadt”

13 B{}HE! L]

i

brown !

"The—the fat burglar! Come on!”

“Half a mo!™ grinned Bab Cherry as
the rest were about to ruzh  away,
*You've forgotten we locked the door.
It's all right.” ;

*Is it all right?” snapped Harry, “T've
alsg Just remembered something else
I had forgotten—that more than one key
in the passnpe will fit our door.”

“Oh, my giddy aunt1”

@ juntors waited to hear ne more;
they fed back to their study full of
anxigus apprebension. They knew thab
when he was hungry Dilly Dunter showed
an daring and rveckless disvegard for
danger or retribution that was really
Iﬂ]ﬂ%lﬂg,

They soon discovered that ITarry's pes-

simism was only too well justified when
they reached their study. The open
door told its awn story, and they were
scarcely surprised to find the bags of
pastry and egge gone.

But they were furious, if they were
pot surprised. They almest gibbered

T MacxeT Linrary.—No. 904.

with wrath at the thought of how easily

and simply they had been tricked by
Billy Bunter,

“The—the fat, erafty barrel of
greaso | breathed Bob  Cherry  in

gulphurous accents. "I'll burst lim
when I gef my hands on him !

“We'll thundering well soon de that "
sported Harry Wharton, “ Bunter's gone
beyond the limit this time. The [at
poacher needs s lasting lesson.”

“And he’s going io get one " growled
Johuny Bull, *“Buek up! Let's be after
him. No good going to his study, I
suppose ™

“Wouldn’t dare to take  the stufi
there,” said DBob, shaking his head.
“Toddy would only make him retwimn it.
I expect——  (ireat pip! That's just
where he will be, though. Dutton and
the twoTodds are gone on acycling pic-
nic. I saw 'em stert out. He'll have
the blessed study to himself.,”

“Come on "

The Famous Five did not delay longer.
They rushed out of the end study at a
great rate, in search of Billy Bunter and
YEDEEANTT,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tuck for Sir Hilfon !

4 HIS is prime ! n
Billy Bunter was m lus
element, Az Bob Cherry had

opined, the Owl bud sought

sanctuary . Study No. 7, and behind
the locked door he was now enjoying
himself. One of the bags of tarts was
on his knees, and his fat jaws were
working overlime to dispose of the
contents,

“ This is prime!” he repeated, through
& m:mthfulp of custard tart. “"Fancy
those fellows haying all this stuff to
themselves! Why, it's enough to make
e il Lucky for them 1 saved 'em

H t’hatim

And Billy Bunter chuckled a fat chuchle
—pozsibly  at the thought of having
pinched the Famous Five's grulb, and
thus saved them from possible illness,
or possibly at the thought of the simple
way in which he had * dished ” them.

There came a rush of feet in the pas-
sage, and then a hefty thumping at the
door, But Bunter did not turn a hair.
He bad expected B visit from Harry
Wharton & Co. sooner or later, and,
behind the locked door of No. 7 he felt
guite safe.

He went on devouring the tarts and
eakes at express specd, ITe had alread
whetted his appetite and Jaid a Eﬂliﬁ
foundation by disposing of the half-
dozen boiled eggs he had purleined, and
when the Famous Five arrived he was
just fimishing the last bit of pasiry in the

first bag.
Thump! Thump! Thump!
The thomping was followed by a

voice-=Harry Wharton’s volee—in sul-
phurous accents,

" Bunter, you fat burglar ! hie hiszed
through the keyhole, “Open this
door I

Billy Bunter wouldn't, From within
the study came a steady munch, munch,
munch !

“I¥you hear, you feb clam?" howled
flob Cherry, *“Open this door, vou fat
poacher 1

Bunter spoke then; his
floated out of the room.

“(h, really, you fellows, what's the
mefter 7 he called out in & throaty
voice.  “Whet do you fellowe want?
I'm busy”

“You know thumping well what we
want | howled Johnny Bull, *What
about our grub?”

fat wvoice

“Oh, really, Bull, faney ssking me
 that ! As if I;rwe seen your measly grub !
Fil tel! you who to ask, thnngh. Ask
Bob Cherry sbout it, You know what
a greedy beast he is. I cxpect he's
- scoffed the lot when you didn't happen
to be loocking."

" Wou—yon—-~"

Beb Cherry fairly danced with wrath,
He wes about to start & violent assanlt
upen the door, when Hearry Wharton
had a brainwave and gave an excited
cxclamation.

“It’s all right, Bob,” he eried grimly,
“We'll have the fat elam all sevene. Run
and fetch the key out of owr door,™

LES Bu#___i‘.l-

“Don’t you see?” snapped Harry, his
eyes gleamh: trivmphantly. I)i: his
deshed key fhts our door, then why
shouldn’t ours fit his?*

“My hat! I never thought of that !

Neither had Billy Bunter, apparent!yv.
From within the study sounded a sudden
exclamation of dismay. Such a possi
bility az that of the key of Study Ne. 1
fitting the lock of Btudy Mo. 7 had cer-
tainly not cccurred to the fat junior.

But he realised the danger now, as ho
heard Bob Cherry dash away to fetch
the key, and he scrambled from his scat
and looked about him desperately.

His Brst thonght was te harricade the
door, but realising there was no time
for that, he glanced wildly about him
for 2 place wherein to conceal the second
bag of stolen tarts.

“Oh dear!” he groaned. * The awful
beasts! Clan't they let a fellow have a
bit of peace? Yah! Rotters!”

Bunter rushed to the cuphoard, but
found it locked—Peter Todd always saw
to the cupboard being locked. Buch a

roceeding was necessary with a fellow
ike Bunter in the study. Bunter groaned
again, and then his eves suddenly fell
uport the open window.

The sight gave him an ides, .and,
slipping across. he thrust the bag of tarts
ont threugh the window, intending to
hide it among the ivy outside,

It was 2 splendid idea, for the vy

vew thick on the wall., But Dunteyr's
uck was ont that afternoon.

In his [rantic haste Bunter caught l'is
sleeve on a projecting nail sticking up
from the window frame, and the sudden
jerk sent tho bag Aving from his hand,

“Oh, erombs!” gasped Bunter in
dismay.

The bag dropped down into the guad
below, and a: it did so & wild, gaspine
bellow floaled up (o she fat junior,

00, orumbs I gasped Bunter ageio.
“ What the—"

The voice seemed strangely Tamiliar
to the jumior, and he poked hiz head
throvgh the window and blinked down in
alarm. What he saw made him [(awly
guake with fear

On the gravel path exactly below the
window were two elderly gentlemen. One
Bunter recognised as Sir Hilton Popper,
a local landowner, and the other was
Dr. Locke, the venerable Head of Grex-
friars.

e, Locke was standing with one hand
holding hiz pluce-nez on his nose as e
stared as if petrihed at his titled com-

panton.

And no wonder! For 8ir Ililton
Popper was a sight. He was daneing
wildly about the gravel, bellowing with
wrath and clawing at 8 sticky masy of
jam, amd cream, and pastey that wes
plastered over his bald head, end his
shouwlders.

What had happened waz only too

obvious to Billy Dunter. Sir Hilton had

been standing hareheaded, chatting with
the Head on the path, when the hez

N .
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had dropped full upon his august head,

Dropping from such a height, it ]mdl
burst, and the contenta had * El[i['l‘."aﬂ L |

themselves, as it were, over 3ir Hilton's
head and shoulders.

It wns a most unfortunate accident,
aud Billy Bunter had no doubt that
it would prove ap exceedingly unfor-
tunate accident for him—if he were
SEETL.

He withdrew his head like greased
lightning.

“Oh, dear!" he groaned.

From below foated up Dr. Locke's

voiee In accents of horror.

“Gr-g-pood gracious[ What has hap-
pened, Sir ITilton ¥ Bless my sonl! How
—what —who-——"

“Can’t you sec what's happened,
Locke?" was the bellowing reply. * Sdme
miscreant—one  of your confounded
voung imps—has  assaulted me-—has
thrown a bag of disgusting comestibles
at me, sir, v gad! Never in my
lifo—"

“ Ipossible, Sie Hilton ™

“ Impossible, fiddlesticks!” raved the
bharonet, **Man alive, can't vou see?
Lock at me; sir! 13y gad! This—this is
toe much! I demand an instant search
for the dastardly villain——"

*Pray calm yoursell, Bir Hillon!™
came from Dr. Locke, in tones of tart
dignity. * Hest assured that the mis-
ereant will be discovered and suitably
punizhed, Wingate——"

The Head was evidently celiing to
Wingate across the quad, and Billy
Bunter waited to hear no move,

He stood for a moment in terrified in-
decision, and then he dashed for the
door. He was fairly bebween the devil
and the deep sea. (On the other side of
the door woere the Tamous Five, thivsi-
ing for his blood, so to speak. But the
Famous Five were infinttely to be pre-
forredd as a Hobsoun's choice o the in-
furiated Sir Hilton,

Bunter realized he had fairly " done
it ™ this timme. Testdes being a bharenot
and a “big gun ” locally. Sir Ililton was
chatrman of the Board of Governors of
Greyfriars, And at the best of times he
was far from being a good-tempercd old
gentleman.,

Bunter was shaking fvom head {o foot
with sheer fright as he tore frantically
nt the door, forgetting in his terror that
he himself bad locked 1t.  Ile knew that
gt any rmoment Winpgate—with possibly
fhe Head asnd Sic Hilton—would be
coming up to interview the ocenpant of
Study No, T—the room from which the
bag of taris had been flung.

Remembering the kev suddenly, how-
ever, he grabbed it, and tried to turn it,
At the same moment DBeb Cherry, whe
by this time had obtained Study No. 1
ke, shoved that key in and tried to turn
it, )

The two kevs jammmed with the resnlt
that neither conld be operatad.

T0h crumbs ! gasped Bunker.

e rattled hiz key fraotically in a
vain effort to turn 1t, and Bob Cherey
did likewise with his key on the other
side of the door,

“Gerraway ! hovled Dunter desper-
ately, “Gerraway, and let me open the
door, you awlul asses! Ol dear!”

The desperate note of appeal In
Bunter's wild yell quite startled Havrey
Wharton & Co. '

“What the thump's the matter with
the fat worm?®' ejaculated MHorry
Wharton, “The ass knows we're after
him! He can’t want to geb out t”

“Sounds like it!" grunted Johnny
Bull. “Perhaps he’s ill or somcthing,
Take your key away, Bob1”

“Not much!” snorted DBab Cherry.
#Can't you see it's his blessed crafti-
ness, He wants me to take my key

[ I R DS

gasping

bellow floated uﬁ
junior.

“ What—""

The bag ol pastries dropped down inte the quad below, and as it did so, a wild,
to Billy Bunier.
e blinked out of the window, and then fairly shivered
with alarm., On the gravel path below the window were two elderly gentlemen.
One was Dr. Locke, the other was Sir Hilton Popper.

mass of jam and cream and pasiry !

““ Oh, crumbs !’ gasped the Iat

And Sir Hilton was a sticky
{See Chapler 2.}

away, so that he can plug the blessed

kevhole, I  expeet., There's rnothing
doing, though”
And Bob chuckled, snd econtinued

shoving and rattling in a vain attempt
to shove the other key out. He was
doing so when hurried fqutst{‘p_ﬂ sounded,
and Wingate, the captain of Groyiriars,
came hastening up.  Ielind Wingate
showed Dre, Locke and the infuriated

Sir Hilton Popper, 1
Look out, Tob!

“Oh, my hat! j
gasped  Ilarry  Wharton warningly,
“(ireat pip! Whats up, I wonder?®”

The sight of the Head in the Romove
passage was unusual enough.  But as
the juniors caught a ghmpse of the
baronet they fairly jumped.

Sir Hilton was still mopping away at
his person with o handkerchicl, but
there were still traces of cream and jam
and scraps of pastry in his seanty hair
and on his elothes. His face was a sight.
Trickles of jam awd creamy ran down it,
and it was almost black with rage,

The startled juniors stoodl and stared
at b,

“Is anvone in that reom, Wharign®"
asked Wingate.

Without waiting for an answer the
skipper of Grevieiars tvied fo open the
door. Finding it locked, he grasped the
keve As he pressed it into place there

was no resistanee, and the ring of a fall-
ing key was heard from within the
V.

The next moment the key was turned,
and Wingate flung the door open and
strode into the study.

It was empiy—or apparently empts,
De. Locke and Sir Ililton followed Win
gate into the study,

“ Bloss my soul 1" excluimed the Heasl.
in surprize. “There 13 no one in the
room, Wingaie! I am convinced that it
was from this window the bag of—ahem !
~—tarts was Hlung, however, Wharton ™

“Y.oyos, sir?”

“Have any of von Lays been inside
this room within the last few minudes?”
demanded the Iead sternly.

“Ob, no, sie!" stammercd Harrev.
“We—we wore just trying to got in!”

“I3o vou know if anyome has becn in
the room within the last few minutes ™

* Ahein ™ .

Harry coughed and hesitated, Fron
the Head's words he had alroady guesse|
what had happened to Sic Hilton, and
he did not want to give the luckless
Bunter away. As a matter of fact, be
realised that, unless a mirncle happenedd,
Billy DBunter wounld not need’ 1o be
“riven away.”
‘E]:\'nit!mr did e, For even as Harry
coughed, Wingate saw whal the juniors
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SIMPLE COMPETITION STARTS NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!

had already seen—one of Dunter’s fat
legs protruding froma beneath the hang-
ing tablecloth.

ith a sudden exclamation Wingate
sprang forward and grasped-the fat leg,
and a5 he did 3o there arose a gasp from
bencath the table,

“Ow! Oh, dear! It wosn't me! Ow!
Leggo ™

But Wingate did not “leggo.” [
yanked Bunter out, and stood him on his
fect.

“Bunter | thundered Dr. Locke,

“Owl It wasn't me, sir! I know
guﬂtiqg about any tarta! Owl Oh

call’

Rir Hilton’s moustache brisiled. Heo
jammed hiz monocle into place, amd

lowered through it at Bunter. That
tunior's fat cheeks, which were smearéd
with jam and cream and chocolate,
fairly quivered with fear.

“Ii:.r gad!”  hooted the enreged
baronet. “This is the miscreant, with-
out a doubt, Dr, Locke! The very fact
that the young rascal was hiding beneath
tha table is proof of that. Bunter—
Grunter, or whatever your name is, what
d’yu&; mean by it—hey "

g 1M ’

“Pray allow me to deal with the
matter, Sir Hiltkon!" =aid Dr., Leocke,
hxing & stern look on Bunter. * Bunter,
wretghﬁd vouth, am I ta understand that
you are the miscreant who assaulted
Sir Hilton Popper, who flung a paper

bagr, mﬂtﬁi"i“ﬁ, canfectionery, 8t Birf, You are right
; ' ¥Oung rnsﬂ.ﬂﬁﬂﬂ

Milton Popper

”'Df:*! ‘E:tn,inly not, sir” groaned
Bunter, his fat knees knocking together
visibly, “Ow! 1 know notlung at all
about it, sir! It wasn’'t me! I haven't
seen any tarts, sir, Besides, it was a
pure aceident, sic Y .

“What? Then you did—"

“Ow! Certainly mot, sir. 1 know
nothing—absolutely nothing  about. it!
Oh, dear! It wasn't my fault, sir. How
was I to know there was anyone below
on the path, and how was F-te know my
sleeve would catch against a nail, and—
oh deatr! ]I meal?* to say 1 ltr.q?ﬁ" nothing
—absolutely nothing—about it

M Good :;.d!” gasped Bir Hilton,
—ig tho feﬂuw an idiet? The young
villain has already sdmitted—"

“Ow! Not at all, sir] I know abse-
lately noth—"

“ Bunter 1"

Bunter inmped.

i Buntﬂf]!" --I::aaiﬂ the Head ~sternly.
“Coase theso ridiculous falsehoods at
once! It is perfectly obvious to me
thet you were responsible for this dis-
graceful outrage.” ¢

“Ow! Nunng, sir! I-—I say, sir/’
groagned Bunter, his fat face twisling
into a horrible grimace.. "C.can I g-go
ngw, sir? I—1I do fecl ill! Ow 1™

*No, you may not go, Bunter ! thun
dered the Head., “1 demand an imstant
cxplanation of this disgraceful oceur-
vence, otherwise I shall deem it no acci-
dent, snd shall deal with you sceord-

iﬂﬂ'], 3 .

Oh, deart

Bunter gave vent to a hollow groan—
a groan of mingled physical and mental
anguish. As a matter of fect, the fat
youth was just beginning to feel the ill-
affects of his bolted porge. The epps
had been hard-beiled, and had been
swallowed at express speed, and  the

tarts and othoer gaatxies had been like-

wise bolted. And the shock of discover-
g what he had done to Sir Hilton was
enongh in itself to wpset Billy Bunter's
mternal arrangements,

Ha blinked up at the angry Iead
with a jauwndiced cyé. His fat face was
already turning a sickly yellow, At the
moment he cared less for what the
Head " deemed ™ than of ihe neecessity
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He-

" Ist

Lo

T to

it was an accident, of course.

| g-po now, sir?

E Qe !

for petting the interview over. Billy
Bunter had a dreadiul fecling that he
waa going to be sick, .

“1—1 say, sir,” he groaned faintly,
The bag
hand. Groooch! Oh
iiﬂ lie-aﬁ ll:r[m; [ Ccan I

—1 think I'm g-going
to be ill! Ow!”

"Btuff and nonsense !V
Hilton, glowering at Bunier ﬁm:m!l:r.
“The young villamn is shammimg—
it order to escape the consequences of
hiz raseality, begad ! Huht I insist
that—— By gad!” .

The angry baronet broke off wiith a

asp, as at that moment Billy Bunter

oubled himself up, emitting a strangled
velp as he did so.

“Good gracioust” ejaculaied D,
Locke, staring at Bunter's features,
which were an art shade in yellow, “The
boy is undoubtedly ill! Bunler, wretched
boy, what have i;:m been eating?”

MOw ] Gmuﬁ !  Hardly anylhing,
sir 1" groaned the hapless Bunter. **Only
—grough—half a dozen eggs—"

“Good gad !

“And a few jam-tarts,” went on
Bunter, almest in a wail, **And some
chocolate eclairs, and some custard-tarts.
And some cream-horns, and some
¢ream-buns, and— Ow, wow I

Bunter doubled up again, giving vent
to o yelp of anguish as he did zo.

“Disgusting 1" snorted Sir  IHilton,
doctor ! The wretched

been gorging indigest-
ible comestibles. He has ade ki

himself
ill. I cannot understand why boys are

permitted to gorge—good gad!®
- Again thd baronet broke off, as Bunter
doubled up ‘with an almost fiendish yelp.
Then,  withdut further wurmnﬁ, the fat
junter bolted for the deer, with his hand
his mouth,
- “ Bunter ! thundered the Head.

But Punter was beyond hearing or

Aew out of m
dear! Ow!

snovted Sir

caring. What ko had dreaded had be-
“come imminent.

He vanished from sight, and the Head
turned grimly to Wingate,

“Wingate, you had better go after the
wretched boy,” he said.. *“Take him to
the matron, and if he rveally iz ill he
must be taken to the sanitorivm.
Wharton t*

The Head turned to Harry Wharton &
Co. as Wingate hurfied away after the
Owl of the Remove,

* Whartom,” he snapped, “ean you
throw light on this outrage? Do yon
know why Bunter threw the bag of
pastry through the window ¥ )

(#I=I thiik 1t was an accident, air!”
stammercd Wharton,  “ He—he knew
we werg after him, and 1 suppose he
tried to Hide the bag on ihe window-
ledge, or among the ivy., He says his
slecve canght on a nail, and the bag flew
from his hands"

And Harry explained what had hap-
pened—shielding Bunter ss much as he
conld. Ha saw that a frank explanation
would be better for Buhter than to lead
the Head fo suspeck it was no accident,

The Head nodded when he Anished;
tha explanation seemed reasonable
enongh to him,

“Very woll, Wharton,” he snapped.
“The wretched junior dezerves to be
punished severcly—-" .

“ Punished ! mterrupted Sir Hilton
Popper, with a hery snort. I do not
blame the boy so much as I blame the
systemi—the disgraceful system that per-
mits boys to gorge and make themselves
ill with such abominable and unhealthy
comestibles, Locke. Thd yom say you
purchased the indigestible vubbish from
the school tuckshop, bov ™ he added,
furning upon Harry Wharlon.

“Yea, sir, We-—we got it in for tea”

“*Zood d!” hooled the baronet.
“Why, there must have been enough fo
poison & regiment! No wonder s sang-
torinm 1z required at Groyfriavs! The
tuckshop ought to be closed, Dr. Locke”

“I do not see any rcason for that"”
sgidd Dy, Locke, a trifle tartly. ™ That
boy, Bunter, iz an exception; he has an
extremely unhealthy appetite,  Yef,
even he is ravely ill, The rest of the

juntorzs ara healthy, and an oreasional

meal in which such articles of food are
imeluded does them no harm, in my
opinion,”

“ Nonzense!™ snapped the Tharonet
riudely. " Such disgusting orgies should
be severely dealt with, Pastry and
other indigestible compounds should be
rigidly excluded from the diet of scheal-
boys., This matier must be looked into,
Dr. e, without delay. H vou can
spare the time, sir, I should like youn
o accompany me on an nspection of
the echool tuckshop.”

“Very pood, Sir Hilton,” said the
Hend.

He nodded a dismissal to the junors,
and the two angust gentlomen went ont,
Sir Hilton stiﬁ mopping  his features
with his handkerchief,

The jumors locked at each olher wh_fm
they had gone., Bob Cherry was grine
ming, as were all but Harry YWharton,

“Well, my lat!” chuekled Bob, *'The
old hwiks has got hold of something to
kick up o fuss about now. I suppose Ea'll
iry to rotion ws our tarts now. Re.
member when he tricd to zhove his
blessed hygienic grub on us?®

Harey Wharton grunted,

“He may try to do more than that,"
he said, frowning. “You kndow what
he is—always trying to start some
blezsed new stunt of hia own here. And
ho's chairman of the Board of Gaver-
nors, remember, I don’t like it!"

“Blow him

“¥Yes, blow him!” said Harry, grio.
ning, “DBut I'm afraid we'll hear more
of this, Apyway, let's go and get fes
now—aor what Bunter's left us for tea!”

With that Harry Wherton led his
chums out of Study No. 7, and along
to the end study. %Iurr:r Wharton felt
the matter was not going to end there
And he was right.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
All Through Bunier !

3 ALLO! Why, what the thump’s
H thiz mean? Oh, great pipF"

Harry Wharton was aston-

ished-—as  were Iie  chums,

They had just come along Irom the

cricket feld, and had stopped ontside

the zchool tuckshop, intending to eall in
for a ginger-pop on their way idoors,

Quite o number of other fellows had
intonded to do likewise apparently.
They were grouped round the tuckshop
door, and the Famous Five had won-
dered, as they viewed them [rom a dis-
tance, what was “on.”

But as they came up, Harry Wharton
& o, zaw amnd understood. The school
tuckshop  was  closed—the door  closed
and lucLed. and the windows shutiered,

“What's this mean, Toddy?” de-
manded Horvy, turning to Peter Todd,
who was standing near. “ What's the
blessed show doing closed at this hour}”

-—

“ Mice, isn't 1t?” znid Toddy, “Look
at the notice!”
The Famous TFive followed Todd's

pointing finger, On the door was a slip
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T.orke's hand-

of paper, bearing Dr.
Harry Wharton

writing and siFnoabure,
read 1t aloud:

“NOTICE!

“Br order of the Governing Board,
the Greviriars School tuckshop will be
closed until further orders,

“(Bigned) Hexrsert H, Locke, MLA.,

* Headmaster.”

"Deautifully short and beautifully
sweet,” grinmed Peter Todd. * What
d'vou think of it, Wharton ?” _

Harry Wharton whistled. It was three
days - since the affoir of Sir Hilton
Popper's acculent with Bonter's pur-
loined tarts, and Harey had almost for-
gotten it. But tho sight of that notice
brought sudden recollection to him. He
had not the slightest doubt that this was
le direct result of Biv Hilton's " acei-
ent.”

“Well, I'm hanged!” he breathed, “If
that isn't the limit! I feared something
like this, you fcllows™

“But what on earth—-"

“Don't you szee,” pgrowled ITarry.
“This 1z old Popper's doing, of course,
You heard how that fat idiot Dunter
dropped sotne giddy tarts and things on
hig napper a few days ago®”

“Whe dido't¥” grinned Peter Todd,

“Well, this iz the result. The old ass
went off ot the decp end when he saw
Bunter had made himself ill. He said
the chaps shouldn't be allowed to get

bold of such indigestible rubbish, as he,

called it, I believe he went and played
steam here at the tuckshop, too!”

“Phew ! So ho did " gasped Dolsover.
"1 remember now., e always was &
beastly old crank! Woll, 1f this izn't the
giddy limit ("

The juniors stared with growing in-
-dignation ai the closed door of the tnek-
shop.  Thoy were stifl stariog when
Billy, Bunter rolled wp to the group.
Bunter’s fat face was lugubrious,

“1 szay you fellows,” he pgroaned.
“Im't 18 awful? Faney closing the
blessed tuekshop! What are von going
to do about it, Wharton? I think we
ought to mutiny, vou know—have a
barring-out,”

L AH 2
“Why  not?”  demanded Bunfer
warmly. “What are we poing to do

without a8 bles:zed tuckshop?
me that*
living 1"

“"You fat ass!? snovted Harey Whar-
ton. " What on carth can T dot”

"Well, we can do sometling, YWhar-
ton,” zanel Cherry ihoaghtfulle,  “We
can make it thundering bot for the mer-
chant responsible for this  state of
affairs I .

Harry Wharten looked at Liz chum
and returned the wink.

“Well, that's s0,” he said. “And 1
vote we do, You fellows agree?”

“Yes, rather!™

*Heor, hear!™

“Do you agree, DBunter

“Eh? Why ves; of courso T dat”
snorted Dunter, his little eyes gleaming
behind his spectaclos. “T vobe we make
the old hunks =it vp—"

“Well, wo wil,” =aid Harer. *And
ar Bunter happen: to bhe the merchant
responsible in the first ploce, we'll make
a start by giving himi the bumping of
his life. Collar him 17

“Oh, really—  Yarrooh! Ow! Lep-
gol You silly asses, it was old Popper
who——— ¥Yooop!”

Bump, bump, bump, bamp!

Many hands grasped the [fat junior,
and he was bumped again aml apain on
the pravel. Ile fairly howled in aston-
ished pain. IIo had naturally supposed

; : Answer
Why, life won't bo worth
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that Dob Cherry had been relerring to
Sie Ilten Popper as the . individoal
responsible, but-he knew dilferent now.
" There,” said Huarry Wharton, as the
juniors released the velling fat vouth at
lask, “It was you who caused the
trouble in the Grst place, Bunter, and
we held you respongible,  You agreed
vourself that the responsible chap should
get it hot.”

“Ow!  Groooh!  Deasts!  Ow!
You've broken my spine, and sphit my
collar ! Ow-ow! ne 1

“IIa, ha, ha!”

Leaving the fat jumar sprawling on
the gravel and voaring with anguish, the
juntors trooped indoors, eager to learn
full details of the decidedly unpleazant
and unweleome new order,

They found a large and indignani
crowid gathered round the notice-board
it Big Hall,

“You fellows seen this '™ asked Ver-
non-Smith, as the Famous Five came up.

Harry Wharton nodded. A glance at
the slip of paper pinned to the green
baize showed him it was the same notice
word for word.

“IWe've seen one like it on the tuck-
shop door,” he grunted.  “It's closed,
ﬂﬂ *h

“Clozed already ¥

“(Oh, great pip!

There was a general groan of dismary.

“Tt's Sir Ihilton Popper's doing., of
course,” said IMarry. * We might have
puessed he'd do something like this after
that shindy the other dav., Anpvway,
it's & howling shame ™

i| j | Bl
IR )
i

PRICE
TWOPENCE. y
“Rotten!” »
“ash and blow the old wdiot "
“No ginger-pop  and  tarls  alter

cricket [

“Or lessons 1"

“And if we want grub for tea we'll
have to feteh the thumping stuff from
the village !

“Oh dear !

As the full extent of the calamity
began to dawn on the follows they were
full of dismay and wrath., Secing Win-
gate paszing just then, Havey Wharton
called fo him,

“What's this mean, Wingate™ he
asked, “Hpng it all, it's too thick
altogether !”

“It means just what it says," said
Wingate grimll}u “The povernors have
d-&l'_‘igﬂli to close the tuckshop.”

g

“For pood ?

“1 suppose =0."

“I suppose thet old azs Popper is at
the bottom of this, Wingate?

“I believe so.  Ile brought the rest
of the governors round to his views
Anvway, 1t's no good grousing., Whar-
ton, We'll all have to make the best

{of iL.”

With that (George Wingale walked on,
But his words left eold comlort hebind
him. The ouvly fellow who seemed ak
all pleased with the announccment was
IF1sher 1. Fish, the American janior, and
the business mian of the Bemaove,

Fish hocame wildly excited as hie read
throngh the notice,

shuttered.
it 7’ sald Peter Todd.
Poter’s pointing finger.

exclaimed Harry,

The school tuckshop was closed—the door closed and locked and the windows
“ What’s this mean ? ** demanded Harry Wharton.
““* Look at the notice ' "’
On the door was a notice in the Head's writing stating
that the tuckshop was elosed unfil further orders.

** Nice, isn'l
The Famous Five [ollowed

““ Well, I'm hanged [ "
(Nee Chapfer 3.)
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“(Great jumping crickefs ! ho ejacu-
lated, looking round at the juniers. “Is
this the straight goods, you galoots™

“1 kinder guess and kal-kaleulate it
15, said Bob Cherry, imitating the
Transatlantic junior’s own remarkable
manncr of sprech. “1 reckan right
hyer's n veel gilt-edged chance to rake in
the dollars for you, Fishy. Why not
start a poldarned store for the eats in
the woodshed? TUN be the stunt of a
lifetime for wvou to swindle=—=I mean to
make honest durocks out of us galoots,
Jost a few !

“Fa, ha, ha "

But Fisher 7', Fish did not langh; he
gcarcely heard the humorous Cherry.
He rubbed his long nese and stovod into
vacancy with glittering eyes.

“Gea!™ he murmared, T goesz this
hyar's the real gill-edged berries this

time. I reckon thiz hyer scheol wants
waking up. T'll give "em pep—every
time! 1 kinder caleulate that right

hyer’s where tlus guy from the ¥ew-
nighted States gets busy—jost a few ¥

For another few seconds he remained
staring reflectively into veeanecy, and
then turned and rushed away, ignoring
the many chuckles that followed him.

“Well, my hat!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“I really helieve the silly ass took me
serionzly. Look well if he does start a
blezzed tuckshop I

“Ha, ha, hal”

':'Hﬂr’s ot some stunt on, anyway,”
grinned Harvy Wharton, "It would be
just like him to start something of tho

sort. Well, let's pet along 1o tea, you
chaps. No pood standing  here
groustng ™

The Famons Five walked away from
the wrathful crowd round the notice-
board and went along to Study No. 1 for
tea. As Harry had said, no good could
be done by standing grousing before the
notice-board.

Despite Bob Cherry’s humorons sug-
gestion to the Transatlantic junior, and
despite the sirange manner of the ‘busi-
ness man of the Remove, the Famous
Fiva had not treated the suggestion
seriously, and over tea they zoon forgot
tha matter. TNut when tea had ended
they were reminded of Fisher . Fish
as that conte youth marched into the
studv.

“T goess T want to talk to you
galoots,”’ he began crisply. I rackon
I've ealled in to interest youn puvs in o
little business proposition that will make
you sif uqyﬁuma-—jrep; sirree 1™

Harry Wharton pointed calmly fo the
door.

“Take it outzide. then, Fishy,” he
sait briefly. “Wea don't waent to hear
any of your piddy propositions, old top.
We've heen swindled by you before.
Outsida 1™

“¥Yes, sheer off ™ advised Bob Cherry,
reaching for a loaf.

“Leok hyer,” said Fish, keeping o
wary eve on the loaf, “I guess vou
simps can ent out the vough stuff, I'm
hyer as & philanthropist this time,
laddies. Jest a few! I reckon when you
galoats have listened to me spilling the
sﬁ?eeuh you'll say I'm a public henefactor.

g !?I‘

“Oh, buzz off, you silly ass!™
Fisher T, Fish gave a weary sigh,

“0Oh, yvou jays!" he groanped. i
guess you simps are like the rest of the
guys in this all-fired little island, You
make me tired. You grouse about your
goldarned eat-store being closed, “and
when a keen business man comes along
with o real gilt-edged proposition to
supply the cats again yon won't sit up
and toke notice. Gee! Oh, you all-fired
mugwumnips '™
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The juniors stared at Fishy with
sudden mierest.

“Oh?* gpid Harry Wharton,
about the tuckshop, 13 it1”

Fishy’s hatehet features broke into a
erin 25 he saw he had interested the Co,
at last.

“I guess it "5, ha prinned. e |
reckon I've hit onm o top-noteh scheme
to supply the eats to this hyer schoal
now the official tuckshop's closed. Get
me? It's a real businestlike scheme
that every guy in the Remove ean have
a financial interest in if he wants it. 1

ness I'H ask you galoots to leok at this

yer.”

And, takin
Fishar T, FIEE

b [

a paper from hiz pocket,
nlanked 1& on the table.

Fiarry Wharton picked it up and
looked at it with interest.
Tt was a notice in Fishy's erabbed

handwyiting, and hectographed,  Evi-
dently, sinee sceing that notico in Iall,
the Transatiantic junior had been busy
—very buszy.  Horry read the notice
through and gasped.

1t read as fellows:

“NOTICE!®
Remavites, attention!
Thiz Concerns ¥Youl

THE GREYFRIARS TUCKSHOP
FEDERATION {Tnec.).

The above real, live organisation has
been formed to fill the blank cansed by
the closing of the School Tuckshop.

IT'S THE GOODS!II

Shares in the above Tederation are
now being offered at 2 hab a nob, aud
weckly dividemds of Lwopencs per share
will be guaranteed by the Directors,

All applications for shares in the ahove
must- be made to Fisher T. Fish, Esq.,
Treasurer, at Study No. 14, Remove
Pazsape, Greyiriars,

] Figner Tanceron Fism,
President, Secretary, and Treasurcy.

THE GREYFRIARS TUCKSHOP
FEDERATION (Tne).”

Harty Wharton blinked agzin at the
extraordinary document, and then he
paszed it on to his chums. They read
iFt_ :;mi looked expressively at Fisher T,

ish.

“Well, my only hat!” gasped Tioh
Cherry. “So—so that's vour wheeze,
Fishy! ¥You're poing to open a middy
tuckshop—eh? A piratoe tunksh:ﬂj!"

Fizh nodded and rrinned,. e
seemed very proud of his great scheme,
and to take it for granted that the
Eamcma Five would approve and support
it,

“1 puess yon skates hev hit 14,” he
saud genially, “T reckon I ean rely on
yor guys for o few shares, What about
five bols® worth each? Waal, hand over
the durocks ¥

But the Famous Five did not hand
over the durocks.

"“If von reckon you ean rely on us,
Fishy,”  grinmed  Harry  Wharton,
“vou're o bit wrong in vour reckoning,
ofd money-prubber.  There's nething
dotng.”

“Nat mach 1"

N0 fear

“We've had some, Fishy 1" said Frank
:"'Ellf{-l!'!Tlt,

“The someluloess is terrific !

_ grinned
Hurree Singh,

i

“Waal, T swow ¥ ejaculated Fishy, in
dispust. " You galoots not taking any
shares! Well, you all-fired mugwomps!
I guess I rechoned on you, as shipper of
the Remove, Wharton, to set the rest of
the guys a pood example in business
matiers I

“If we did,” sapul Wharton grimly,
“we ghould be & party to the swindle,
instead, Fishy 1"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“¥ou brace of waps!” howlod Tishy
wrathfully. “I ain't going to swindle
vou. I guess this byer’s o real philan-
thropic stunt; it’s to supply o public
want, All the guys who become share-
holders share in the profits, don't they?
Y¥ah! There's no cateh in this—nope,
sirree |

Harry Wharton pointed to the door.

“Welve had some, Fishy ™ he =aid
grimmly, “And we're not having any
more-—or being had any more. Thoe only
chap likely to profit by your blessed

stunt is yourself, WNow, buzz off I

“1 tell you——" )

“Tell it owntside, then! Thiz ain't
Wall Street, old tulip!  Now, you
chaps-!"

“Why, vou slabsided javs! 1 tell you

—— Hyer, wharrer you at?"

The Famous Five showed the business
gonins what they were ab very guickly.
They grasped him with a will and
whirled him to the deor,

“Nooop! 1 guess I'll make potato
shavings of—— Ow.-wow! Lerrup! Let
ap, you galoots! Hyer! Yarrooooh [

Dump!

The lanky, bony form of Fisher Tarle-
ton Fish whizzed through the doorway of
Study No, 1, and f2ll in the passage out-
side with a bump., Harry Wharton ran
to him and crammed his notice dewn the
back of hizs neck. Then he returned into
the study with hie grinning chums and
closed the door hard. It wag very plain
that Harry Wharton & Co. were not
interested in the Greyfriars Tuckshop
Federation (Inc)—not whilat it remained
under the presidency of Fisher T. Fish,
at all cvents.

e —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fishy Goes Ahead !

IsHER TARLETON FISH spent

F a  very busy time in  the

Remove that evening. From

study 1o study in the Remove,

and in the Upper Fourth, Fishy wended

his waw, canvassing for purchasers of

shares n  the {gre:,rfl'iara Tuckshop
Federation. -

But, on the whole, he had a very dis-
appointing time, did Fisher T, Fish. Tha
Removites knew him and his schemnes for
vaiging ‘‘dollarzs ™ only too well. Most
ol the juniors langhed at his project, and
when he became raiztent  with  his
entreaties they pitehed him neck-and-
crop out of theiv sludies like the Famovs
Five had done.

Wikl as were the juniors about ihe
new state of tinngs, and much as they
would have weleomed such an institution
as a pirate iuckshop, under the ronirel
of someone other than Fishy, they would
not listen to the hlandizhments of the
pet-vich-guick juniar,

Only in two rases did Fishy have any
ek that evening. DBuot b was o case
that, to Fishy, made up for the plentifi]
lack of intercst shown by the rest of the
JuninTs, Aund that case, or, rather,
viefing, was Lord Maoleverer.

Fishy found his lovdship reclining at
ease, and sleeping peacefully on his
sumptuous couch in  his  Inxuriously
appointed study, Dut the enthusiastic
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company promoter soon wakened him,
and started to propound his philanthropic
schame. :

Hiz youthful and born-tired lordship
did not listen long—in fact, he scarcely
listenad at all., He fung his purse
wearily at the Transatlantic junior, and,

telling him to help himself, promptly fell
asleep again.
Fisher T. Fish helped himzelf. There |

were three pound notes in the purse in
pddition to some logse silver, a fact
Fishy must have guessed had escaped
the memory of his lordship, and Fishy
took the lot; and after cramming the
little bundle of hectographed °‘shares”
into Mauly’s pocket in exchange, Fishy
loft the study, almost dancing with glee.
Sixty odd shares at one fell swoop was
quite a good siroke of “ business.”

It was not until later on that even-
ing that Lord Mauwleverer discovered
how very literally Fish had taken his
request to “help himself.,”  And then
the schoolboy enrl merely grinned rue-
fully. Buch a sum was nothing to him,
and he knew 'it was like trving to draw
blood out of & stone to try to get money
back from the junior from New York.
Mauly didn't feel equal to the fask,
neither did he mention the matfer to any-
one elze. He did not want to be laughed
at—in fact, he simply did not want to
be bothered about it at all

Bo Fisher T. Fish placed the money
into the funds of the Federation—other-
wise his own pocket—and went on his
wa¥y rejoicing.  And the only other
fellows he had anv luck with were,
strangely enourh, Skinner, Stott, and
Snoap.

Skiner wns an  exceedingly  sharp
vouth, like Fishy, and at first he had
dgeclined sudely to take port in the
scheme. Dut later on in the evening he
ond his chums visited Fisher T, Tish and
had a long confab with him. Skinner
ad come to the conclusion that there
was, after all, money to be got out of
Fishy's scheme, providing that o very
ciose eye was kept on its promoter.  And
when Skioner & Co. loft Wish's stwdy
that evening they were not only share-
holders in the new project, but direciors
as well,

Fisher 1. Fish had already wrealised
that he would need physica! aid in addi-
tion to financial aid, and be was only too
delighted to have the help of Skinner &
Co., especially as Skinner & Co. wore
fellows with rather accommedating con-
BClETCRS,

At bedtime that cvening Tish had »
great deal of chipping to put up with on
account of his new stunt; but he bore it
cheerfully, and he did not do any further
touting for subscribers fo his company,
aither that evening or the next day. He
had realised it was hopeless yot, and,
moreover, ha was foo busy,

But the American juntor had E_'ul. all
his plans cut and dr;u{. e had decided
that the vaults bencath the old school
wera & safe and suitable place for his
“pivate  tuekshop, and there was much
to be done to got the place ready.

All that day Fishy and Skinner & Co.
worked like niggers in their spare time,
and that evening, leaving his fellow-
diveclors to carry on with the good
work, Disher T, Tish cycled over to
Friardale to =ce about the main thing of
all—the provisions.

This proved to be no easy mattor, hoth
with purchiasing the stufl and afterwards
getting 11 unszeen into the school. Dnk
by paying a deposit the American juning

managed to porsusde o rather  slingdy
Friavdale  eonfectioner io supply
hilih sl the sccond Jdifficulty  was
eventnally swept awav by having it

delivered after dusk, and hidden behind

the form moved with him.
glued to the form !’ It was true !

Eolsover leaped up—or, rather, he tried to. But lo his amazement, he found that
** Great pip !’ howled Bob Cherry,
Two or three of the juniors, who were also
sitfing on the form, roared and gasped furiously as the sudden jerk sent streams of

liquid refreshment over their faces and elothes.

“* They're

(Fee Chapler 4.)

the pavilion on Little Side.
lichts out that night 8kinner & Co. and
Fishy bore it safely {0 the vaults, break-
ing bounds, of course, to do so.

The next dayv, when the Remove came §

out of morning lessons they got a start-
ling surprise.
Form-room doorway in the passage were
Skinner, Sitott, Snoop, and Fisher 1.

Fish, and they wore hu'-:i'l_,: hinnding
leaflets to the Demovites as they left the
rOOIT.

“What the thump's this, Fishv?” de-
manded  Flarry  Wharton, looking
curiously at lis slip of paper.  *Oh,
ereat pip!”

From dozens of other junior: came
simultancous exclamations of astonizh-
ment as they =oanned the leaflets.

On cach leaflet was a hectographed
notice, sizned by Fizher L. Fish, and it
ran as follows:

“LOOK IMCGIIT HERE!!!
What Iz Tt7
Why, the Grand Opening of the
GCREYFRIARS COOPERATIVE
TUCKSIIOD
In the School Vaulis
TO-DAY! TO.DAY! TO.DAY!
Gee! DBut It's the Goods, Pards!
Imimsedintely alter dingner to-day the

new, full-ol-pep TUCKSHOP, a: per
above, will be open to the public. Prices

And after 4

On cither side of the |

moderate, goods top-notch, service gilt-
edged and slick !

Ttoll up! Roll up! Roll up!
NO TICE, BUT GOOD VALUE FOR
MONEY!

DESTROY THIS NOTICE AXD KEEP
THE INFORMATION MUM!

{Signed) FisHER TARLETON FI=iL

President, THE GREYFRIARS TUCK-
SITOP FEDERATION (Ine.).”

"Weoll, 't hanged!" pasped Harry
Wharton, as he read the extraordinary
document. * So—so Fishy hasn't given
up his precious wheeze, after all. What
a—whal a zeream 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared as they scanned the
nottee and wnderstood s meaning.  The
activities of Skinner & Co. and Fisher 1.
Fish had been eaveied on secrelly, and
the rest of the Removites were astounded
at the notive. As Fishy had ccased to
tout over the mattor of shares in hiz new
venfure they had suppozed he had given
it up as o bad job,

They knew differently now.

“3lext if I ean see anything to cackle
ahout, vou jays!" snorted Fishy, *1
ruess s 15 the goods. T kinder reckon
il's 0 serious business venbure,”

“No uced to kick up a fuss abont i,
pither ! snapped  Skinner  uncasily.
“Heep it mum, you chaps, for goodness’
sake 1™

THE MacreEr Lisrary.—No. S04,
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*fareat pip!" ejaculated Bob Cherry,
slaring hard at Skinuwer, *You're not in
this eurely, Skinney”

I guess he 15! grinned Fish.
guess old Skinner’s got his eve tecth eut
—szome. I guess he's not like the rest of
vou slab-headed galoots! I reckon
Skinner and his pards are booked to rake
in the durocke—jest a few, sirree .’

“ Tt will be a few, too, Fichy,” agreed
Bol Cherry, with a chuckle, *'gr&at
pip! PBut—but iz it really a fact that
you'ra opening a piddy prate tuckshop
mr ihe vaotes, Fishy, to-day?

Fishy handed the last of his leaflets to
Temple of the Upper Fourth and nodded
brizskly,

“Yep,” he sauwl., “T1 guees T ain't the
gy ta get them hyer notices out for nix!
Nope, sirree,  It's the gools, =onny,
right from the word go! 1 reckon you
slecpy mugwumps will get real asto-
wished when you roll aleng to the vaulis,
Vo Joest a fow 17

And with that Fisher T. Fish rushed
away, pnel Skipner, Btolt, and Snoop.
having also exhausted theiwr supnly of
laafletz, followed lim just as boskly,
There was work for the directors of the
Lireyiriars Tuckshop Federation ta do
apparently.

They left behind them a grinmng
erowd of juniors. But though treating
the whele matier humorously, the juniors
vwere none the less curious for all that.
Fishy certainly wasn't the [ellow to take
ithe trooble to pet the leafiets out unless
thera was samething behind it, nor were
Skinner & Co. And immediately dinper
was over there was & rush of ecager
wnigrs—FRemovites and Fourth—for the
vaulta.

Harry Wharten & Co. were rather
late in visiting the vaults, though they
were just as curious az were the rest of
ithe Remove,

“1 suppose Fishy's pinched the key or
bribed old Gosling,” =aid Harry Whar-

ton, @% they strolled round by the
Clotsters. “"*He's got a nerve to risk i,
anyway."”

“ Wonder what the giddy tuckzhop will
be like?" grinnéd Bol Cherey., “ A fow
old packing-cases, I suppose. Here we
are.”™

The juniors reached the iop of the
steps  leading down into  the gloomy
vaults just then, and o merey hum of
cheery voices and langhter preetod them
from the depths.

“Phew! Sounds nsz if it's pohng
strong ! gasped Harry Wharton, hurry-
g down the welleworn steps. “ Why—
ch, great pip I

As he reached the bottom of the moss-
grown steps and got a glimpse into the
vaults, Harry Wharten alimost fell down
wilth astonighment,

For, instead of seeing a few packing-
cases piled up, and lit un by potter:
candles, as he expected to see, his eyes
beheld comething quite different—very
mueh different.

The Greyiviars Clo.operative Tuckshop
was quite an elaborate affair, consider-
g the civenmstances and surroundinge.

Instead of being lit up by flickering
candles, the vawlts were pay and bright
wnder the many-coloured lighta of some
hall a dozen Chinese lanterns swinging
from the maszsive pillars.

DBenecath this had been ranged several
inbles on trestles, with forms alongside.
the latter ebvionsly newly varnished, and
tenking quite attraciive.

Behind 2 barricade of bhoxes—hoxes
paled with dishea of tords and buns and
cakes and  ehocolate  and  bottles  of
pinger-popr—was Fisher T. Fish, with a
nice, clean white apron tied round his
waist,
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The American company promoter was
bpsy—very busy. He was attending to
the wantz of a score or more laughin
juniors, who were crowded In front o
the “counter.”  Skinner, Stott, and
Snoop were likewise wearing aprons, and’
likewise very busy attending to the needs
and wante of jumors seated at the trestle
tables.

From each pillar, forming a complete
circle round the * tockshop,” were tied
coloured paper streamers and paper
chains, pgiving the whole: place a de-
cidedly gay and festive air,

“Wel, my only Aont Jane!™ ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry.  “ Who'd have ex-
pected thizs? Phew ! Od Fishy's faizly
wade o neat job of 6"

“Yes, rather!”

The Famons Five stared translized,

“Well, this takes the bun and
bisenit, you chaps ™ said Harry Whar-
ton, "It certainly looks A1, any old
how, 1f Fishy's charges are reason-
able T see no reason why we shouldo't
petronise this establishment.”

“Ha, ha! ¥Yes, rather!” .

The five juniors crowdead into the new
*tuckshop * with grinping faces,  As ot
happened, dinner thet dav had been
rather o sparing meal, and Harry Whar-
ton & Co. were quite rewdy to supple-
ment it by & ginger-pop and a fow tarts.
It was only too evident that those were
the sentiments of the rest of the juniors
ulso,

The Greyfriarz Co-operative Tuckshep
wa3 going great guns.

Behind the connter Fizher T, Fish was
dancing about like a cat on hot bricks
His thin face was wreathed in a glecful
grin. Up to this time applicants for
shares in  the Grevfriars Tuockshop
Federation had been painfully few. But
now he felt they would go like hot cakes,

He greeted Harry Wharton & Co. with
a genial grin,

“Don’t be shy, gents,” he grinned.
Y Plenty of eats hyor for all, 1 guess.
What's that? Ginger-pep for five and
jam-tarts?  Yep. I kinder reckon
yew've come to the right store for the
goods yew require, Take a sit-down,

gonts,

“We ecan sland, Fishy, thanks!”
grinned Wharten,  ** My hat! Those are
rather measly tarts, Tishy., How much
apiece, old sport?”

B | guess those farise are top-noich,
zirvee,” soid TFishy, gnoring Harry's
request for prices. 1 guess yew can't
beat those taris in any shechang rownd
these parts,  What's  that, Snuthy?
Your Wll? Lemme see. Two tarts and

Fishy—"

a ginger-pop, I gpoess?”

Vernon-Smith, who had just finished g
couple of farts and a ginger-pop, grinned |
and nodded,

“I guess that’s a bob, Smithy,” said |

Fishy, holding out a grasping fist. i

“Wha-a-at &

Smithy stared at him.

““A& bhob for two measly tariz and a
bottle of stuff like ditch-water!” he ex-
elaimed warmly, “Great pip! What a
swizgs !

Havry Wharton & Co. chuckled. They
had anticipated high prices and rubbizhy

rub-from Fisher T. Fish. The ringer-
%mr wag certainly of the poorest quality
passiblie, and the cakes and tarts as ling
and “measly © as possible, too,

By this time the Famous Five became
aware that other customers wore ratring
their voieoz angrilv. The anctont vanlts
fairly echoed with their lowd-voiced
complaints,

“Rkinner, yvou rotier, you charged me
two bob for four rotten faris and a
couple of pops!™

“There's no blessed pam ab =]l in this

tart, Stotly.”

CAMERAS, SAILING YAGHTS, AND POCKET-KNIVES OFFERED—

“There's only coloured sawdust in
mine, "

“Call this stuff ginger-pop, Snoopy!
Yah!”

“Lreat pip! There's not a single
currant in this rock-cake, and i's only as
big as a dashed walnut! Why, it's a
blessed swindle 1

“Hear, hear! Where's that rotter,

" Look hyer, you galosts——""

Fisher T, Fish's protesting voice was
drowned in a deep bellow  from Porcy
Dolsover, who was seated at one of the
long fables,

“ Bkimner, you swizzler™ he roaved
“NWhat abovt my change? 1 only had
one pop, & currant-bun, and a custard-
tart, and I gave vou a bholp™

“Well,” said Skinner, o triflo uneasily,
“that comes to n bob, doesn’t it? Al
tarts and ecakes are fourpence cach, =o
are the drinks.”

The borly RBalsover looked as i he
was about to indulge in a fit.

Why, you—you rvotter:!” he pasped,
“That's -double what Mres.  Alimble
charges, and the grul's not half as rood

‘a3 hers, eber.”™

" Hear, hear!™

“Look hyer, you slmps

But Fishy's voico was «draowned in s
bellow of wrath and disgust from his
customers. Bolsover shook a helty fist
at Skimner,

“I want a tanner change, Skinper ™
he bellowed. “And if T dow't get it T'm
going to smash you and your blessed
tuckshop up !

“1 puess  Skinner
snorted Fisher T, Fi-h.
prices are low as——"

“You—you won’i¥’ roared DBalsover,
looking ugly,

“Nix! Nope, sirree.”

“Right! =aid Bolsover. *'Now, von
chaps, we'll teach the beastly swindlers
to try 1o rob the Remove, Go for “em!
Smash their thumping show up?”

“ Hear, hear !

“(Food egp!™

Bolzover leaped up—at least, he trind
to leap wp.  As it happened he only
sieeeded  in oreising himself & few
inches,  To his amwazement, the form on
which e was sitting rose, too. Two or
three of the juniors who were also sitting
on the form, drinking lemonade or
ginger-pop  at  the time, roared and
gasped furiously as the sudden jork sent
streams of Homd refreshment over their
faces and clothes,

“Grought Ob erumbs! Yoop!?

“Geae-grr ! What the—-  Graouh [

A reene of adden and wild canfusion

1

won't, Dolsy!”
"1 puesz ouy

ensued, for az Bolsover tried to leap up
| ather angry customers had done likowise,

arcd o hurried, serambling melee resalted
amidst yells and the crashing of falling

| eliszes,

¥

“What the
Harry Wharton,

The Famous Five and tho reet of the
rustomers who were rtanding stared in

thump—"  ejaculated

astonizshment at the stroggling juniors,

and then they understood.

“Great pip!” howled Bob Cherry,
almost hysterically. *Ha, ha! They've
stuck to the forms.™

“Ha, ha, ha'”

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Bad Start!

11 A, ha, hal”
The juninrs who had been

fortunate enough not to hava

sab down on the newly-var-
mished  forma, roared with  Dhysterical
lanchter at the hapless plight of their
fellow.customers,
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** Sock *em with their own rotten goods!’' ** Smash the cads!™
the junlors who had been glued—or varnished—to -their
and Skinner & Co. soon vanished from sight benealh the heaving forms, their voicos raised aloft in anguish,

‘The {restie tables went over with a orash, and before long
seats, had succeeded in wrenching themselves free.

Fisher T, Fish
{See Chapler 5.)

Madly and ' desperately, and yelling
Furiously, the juniors at the tables strove
to tear themselves away from the seats
of the forms; but they tore and struggled
in vain,

&‘;:Hu, ha, ke !” reared Harry Wharton
- a

Of those sfonding in the pirate fuek-
shop, only Skinner & Cn, and Fisher 7T
Fish did not laugh. They stood and
stared  transfixed at the strepeling
juniors round the tables.

“Waal, I swow!” ejaculated Fisher
T. Tish at last. " Great jumping Jeru-
walem orickets!  Waal, Il tell the
world!  Hyer, what's the game, you
ginks

“Game?’ bellowed Bolsover, tugpging
furiously, “I'll thundering well teach
vou what this game is when I get my
hands on you, Fishy !

“Same hete! It's a practical joke of
that cad Bkinner's. .
of "em 17

*Yes, rather!™

Fisher T, Fish & Co. stared in preat
alarm at their raging customers,

“Look’ hyer, vou galoots—"
Fish liﬂﬂﬁﬁ-ﬁ"‘r’.

"Pon't stand there gassing™ howled
Bulstrode, whe was also one of the hap-
less victims. " Help us to get froet
Great pip! We'll simash you and your
dashed tuckshop to a jelly for this™

There was an angry roar of acclama-
tion from the rest of the struggling
juniors mixed up in wild confusion on
tho jumping, bucking forms that jerked
aboul as the vietiing jerked about.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

The vest of the juniors howled with
hysterical langhier, ~ Fisher T. Fish and
his follow directors of the Grevfriars
Tuckshop Federation {Ine.}, stared help-
lessly.  After the threalzs of vengeance
expreszed by the victims, they did not
at all hke the idea of helping them to
get frec,

“Oh, great snakes!™ wailed Fish, dane.
ing about in dismay., “Look at ‘em—
leok at our glasses stashed, too! Three-
pence a-piece they cost. Oh, Jehosha.
phat!  This i vonr fault, Skinner, 1

bhegan

We'll smash the lot |
Jsounded a swilt tearing noise, and Dol-

guess! I reckon I told you those
goldarned forms weren't dry yeb!” :

“My fault, be hanged, you fool!”
gosped Skinner, looking very much in-
clined to bolt, - “I .found the dashed
varnish in the woodshed. It was called.

hard-and-fast  diying = varnish, Oh
crikey | There must have been glue in

Jit, or something.”

. 'J_,‘hure‘ must have been some truth in
Skinner's suspicion, for try as they

would -the hapless vietims could not [ree

themselves, and the blood-eurdling
threals they yelled at Harold Skinner
almost turned him green with  fear.
Skinner was well-known as an inveterate
practical joker, and they naturally sup-
posed this was & little joke of hizs, Fine-
ing they could not get free vet, Bolzover
& Co. grabbed tarts and buns, and even

botiles from the table, and the aiv
became full of flving missiles.
And then, quite suddenly, there

sover gave o roar on finding himself
frea.

Without o glance at hiz nether gav-
menks, which had suffercd loss, he mads
a blind Tush at the directors of the new
CONCer.

Skinner, Stott, and Bnoop made g
wild leap for the deor, but Ifarey Whar-
ton & Co. were there before them. They
werg almost helpless with laughtsr, but
they were not too heipless to stop the
eacape of Bkinner & Clo.

The Famous Five, helped by Smithy,
and other langhing juniors, sanked
Skinner & Co. back. By this time thers
had been a perfect epidemic of tearing
garments, and zeverpl other unfortunates
managed to wrench themselves free—
with sad results te their nother  gar
merks,

Hecdless of their state of attire, they
tore the hapless ditectors from the hands
of Wharton & Co. and the other helpers.

“Bmash the cads!”

“ive "em beans!"

“Sock 'em  with
goods 17

(138 Gﬂ !'t !J‘l
_And they went it! Amid rears of rage
irom the avengers, and howls and velps

thetr own  rotten

of pain and fear from the directors of
the pirate tuckshop, a wild and whirl-
g seene ensued on the cold stone fAoor
of the ancient vaults.

. The- trestle tables went crashing over,
and before long all the junifors who had
been glued—or varnished—to their seats
hid  succeeded in “wrenching themselves
iree, and had flung themselves inte the
meloe,

Fisher T, Fish and Skinner & Clo.
vanished from sight beneath the heaving
forms. . But their voices, raised aloft-in
angmish, reached the ears of all.

“Yarrouh! Ow-wow! 1 pguess vou
jaxs’ll  all be sorev.  Oh, jumping
crackers! Yoooop! I puess I'il make
potato-shavings of—— Grocooh! Helpl

Lettup!  Yarroooooh!”
“Yarrongh! Oh  erikey! Helpt
Murder ! Leggo! Ow-wow!  Yar-

rogoch ! wailed Skinner & Co.
“Ha, hea, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co. looked on at the
strange and exciting seene, roaring with
mirth. It was beginning to look oz if
the Grand Opening of the Grexfrinrs Co.
operative Tuckshop was not going lo be
sich a suceess, either ﬁnﬂimiu]gl:,' or other-
wize, as its cuta promoters had antici-
pated,

Nor was it. Dolsover, Bulstrode,
Trevor, Temple, Dabney & Co., and the
rest of the wictims of Skinner's stolen
varnish—if it was only varnish—did not
stop at pommelling theiv captives,

A ruzh was mode for thoe stoek of.
comestibles bhelhind the counter of boxes,

and then the avengers got to work in

real earncst.

Jam-tarts, custard-tarls, eream-buns,
and rock-cakes were showervedl genevously
upon the direetors of the pirate tuck-
shop.  They wers cramined down their
throats, and the back of their necks, inio
their eves and noses, and plastered all
over their faces, Then there followed
the cheery popping of corks, and lemon
ade and ginger-beer was poured over tho
hapless heads of Zkinner & Co. and
Fisher T. Iish.
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When fhe avengers had done with
them, they locked shocking sights in-
deed, They grovelled on the stone flags
with jom and pastey and paste thick on
their faces and in their hair, and they
gs.slped and gurgled and groaned dis-
mnally.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Satisfied at last, Bolsover and hig
fellow avengers loft  them  grovelling
gnm, and joined Xarry Wharton &

.

“There!” breathed Bolsover major
grimly. *That will teach the swindling
cads a lesson, I fency, 'They deserved
more than that if only for trying to rob
their blessed schoolfellows®

“ Hear, hear!”

All were in agredment on that score.
Skinner & Co. and Fisker 1. Fish had
cevtainly got it * hot,” but in the general
view they. had moere than deserved it.
There was no fairness or decency In
charging such excessively high prices
for their goods--especinlly as they were
far from being of ether satisfactory
bulk or quality.

In a laughing crowd the juniors
f1iooped up the steps of the vaults, and
out into the open air. Bolsover and the
felloive whe had “trousers to mend”
immediately rushed off indoors, for it
was already very close on time for after-
noon classes,

Haorry Wharton and the rest also went
indoors, and as they did so the bell
rang, and they went along to their
Form-roomn.

“My hat! sgaid Havry Wharton.
“There's going to be ructions, 1 fancy.
Some of these chaps are bound to be
late, and Quelehy will rave”

But Harrfy was -wrong. - Fortune
favoured the juniors who ghad gone to
their dormitories to change. Mr. Quelch
was just coming out of the Remove
Form-room when the juniors came
along, and he motioned to Harry Whar-
100}

“Dr., Locke has just sent for me,
Wharton,” he exclaimed. “ Will you be
pood enough to keep order
return

“Very good, sir!” said Harry.

It was fully twenty minutes before the
Nemove master returned to the Forme
raéom, &nd by that time even Fish,
Skinner, Stott, and Snoop were safe in
their places. They had changed, like
the others, but [ragments of pastry
showed in their hair still, and their faces
wera pale and scowling,

A chuckle preeted them as they took
their places—a chuckle that was silenced
at once &= the deor opened apain and
Alr. Queleh rustled in.

“Thank you, Wharton!” he sand
beigkly. “ Now, boys, to work! Wo are
late, and must—— Dless wy soul!

Where 15 Bunter ¥

Nobody knew where Billy Bunter was.
Ity fact, nobody seemed to have noticed
that he was not in his usual place until
AW,

“Wharton ! said Mr. Quelch sharply.
“ Do you know where Dunter 5?7
" Y Mo, sir” sald Harry., “I—I hadn't
noticed he wasn't here, sir.”

r. Quelch loocked grim.

“Yory well,” he said ominously.
shall have something to say to
when he does appear.”

_ The lesson proceeded then, most of the
piniors wondering where Bunter could
be.  Bub some of them had a shrewd sus-

Il'I

unter

picton, Harry Wharton rememboered
:@ll:ldﬂjllﬁ' ha\'illi;‘ seen Bunter hovering
round the steps leading fo the vanlts, and

he wonderad if he could be there, It
wasn't often DBunter puwt prub before
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until I

classes, but he had been known to do
s0 more than once.

The same suspicion hed also flashed
upon Skinner & Co, and Fisher T. Fish.
How else fo account for Bunter's
absensea ? .

Fishy, in an agony of apprehension atf
the thought, whizpered to Skinner, who
was zeated before him at the next desk.

#S5kinner,” he muttered. “Did you
lock the door of the vaultai”

Bkinner shook his head and gritted
his teeth. He had the key of the vaulls
in his et, and in bis hurey to get 1n
and change before the bell rang he had
completely forgotten to lock the door.

comanunicated the alarming fact to
Fisher T. Fish, who groaned deeply and
dismally. He hadn’t the slightest doubt
that Bunter was in the vaults, helping
himself to their sadly depleted stock.
The thonght almost made Eim leap up
from his seat and rush out of the room.

For some minutes he sab, inwardly
writhing ‘with helplesa chagrin and ap-
prehension, and then a brilliant ideo
struck him. The next moment a dismal
groan echoed through the gquiet Form-
CO0TRE,

Mr. Quelch heard it, and he wheeled
roinegd from the blackboard asz if he had

beon shot.

* Who—tvhat—-=  Fish ! he thun-
dered. “ How—how dare you make that
abominable noise!”

Fisher T. Fizh, who was grovelling
aver his desk, goave vent to another

‘heartrending groan.

, fOw! Ow-wow!” he groaned, look-
mf up and showing a pale, agonised face,
“I guess I'm ill, sir; I guess I've got a
real—ow-wow '=—=headache! 1 guess 1
alzo feel right down faint, sir. ¥Yerooh !”

Mr. Quelch looked hard at the face
of Fishy=—which was certainly pale, and
certainly agnnimd. ITad it been Skinner
or Billy Bunter, he would have heen
suspicious at once. But Fisher T, Fish
had never been known to malinger in
crder to escape lessons.

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed, in
some concern, ' You cortainly do not
appear to be well, Fish. ¥ou may go
and lie down for half an hour, my boy.
If you do not feel better then you must
visit the matron.”

“w! L puess | owill, zie! Thank youn
—ow —sgyr I

Amid the curious, and, in many eases,
suspicions, glances of his Form-fellows,
Fisher T. Fish tottered from the Form-
rootit. Many of the juniors—including
Skinner & Co.-—guessed at once what his
[ame was,

“Gee ! he murmured, his eyes gleam-
mEg. “I guess that was & real, gilt-
etlged stunt, T kinder reckon I'm poing
on tho trail of that critter, Bunter, now.™

_And  Fishy  bhurried out aleng the
stlent corridors, and a moment later was
running  full-speed  round by  the
eloiaters.  He soon reached the vaulis,
and as he descended the moss-grown
steps he grunted and his eves ghittered.

From the parvtlv-closed door came a
cdim glimmer of light. Someone un-
doubtedly was in the vaults. Fishy re-
membered having stopped a moment to
watch Skinner blow the lanterns out,
though he had not., unfertunately,
stopped to zee that Skinner also locked
the door.

Fishy fairlv flung the deor wide and
dashed into the vaults, As he did so
a startled gasp sounded within, and in
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the faint glimmer of the single Chincse
'lantern, & fat form became visible to
Fishy.

It was Billy Bunter right enough. He
was seated on a2 packing-case, with a
heap of tarts and cakes on another
packing-case before him. On Fishy's
headlong entrance he leaped up, how-
ever, with & bottle of ginger-beer in bhis
fat fist,

0w ! gasped Bunter, starimg in
alarm at Fishy. “Oh dear! I—1 =2y,
Fishv, it's all rnight, you know! I'm
only just—— Yarrouwgh ™

Bunter fairlv velled in alarm as Fisher
F. Fish made a rush at him, with a
roar of fury. A single glanco had showed
the American junior that DBunter had
made & serions gap in the already sadly
depleted atock.

The ginger-beer bottle smashed to the
stone o floor, and Bunter fAew for his
life. He dodged round one of the stone
pillars and dived for the door. Fish
grabbed an old broom that had been
used to clean the place ot with, and
went in pursuit, his thin features blazing
wit ragon.

he sight of Billy Bunter making in-
roads on his precious stock was the last
straw for the business man of the

s Remove,

“Come back, vou slab-sided galoot—
you fat rustler ! ho howled. “I guess
T'll make shavings of vour fat carcasc,

Bunter! Come hver!”

But Runter had no intention. of cither
coming back or coomng “ byer.” He read
assault and battery in Fishy's wildly

laring cyes. Despite the fact that he
ﬁad gorged himsell almost to bursting-
point on Fishy's stock, he flew up the
steps of the vault like & startled rabbit.

Oneco again Fish did not stop to fasten
the door. He leaped up the steps and
went after Billy  Bunter like a crack
ranner on the cinder path, waving his
long broom above hizs head as he did

50,

Right round the old chapel and round
by the cloisters went Billy Dunter, his
face red and congested, hiy oyos starbing
almost through his spectacles with terror,

Several tnnes Fishy came  within
reach of him, and sach time he made
wild swipes at Dunter with the broom.
This, though decidedly unpleazant for
Billy Dunter, rather delayed Fishy each
tirae,

Tha School HHouse steps came in sight
at last, and DBunber nmdtn for them, and
then quite suddenly he branched off
again, apparcntly having changed his
nungd.  But the momentary hesitation
eost Bunter much, for Fishy ent across
at o -tangent, catching the fat youth up
l;;uﬁt ronnd the corner of the schoel

nildings.

The next instant Fishy's broom came
into play wuh night good will

Crack! Crack! Crack!

{On the bhapless DBunter's head and
chonlders Fishy brought the business end
of the broom ageain and again, and

Bunter's fiendish yells awakened the
echoes.

“Yarrouh! Oh, crumhbs! Oh, help!
Murder! Yoooop !”

Doth Bunter and Fishy zsecmed Lo have
quite lost their heads. Fishy in his blind
rage, and Bunter in his blind terver,
completely forgot that they were now
within sound of civilisafion, so to speak.
They did not seem to be awara that they

had stopped ‘r!:usl'. ontside the open win-
dows of the Remove class-room,

Dut they had, And thc_ima.rt:; thumps
of the broom and Bunter’s yells of pam
floated in clearly en the warm afternoon
air.
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Mr. Quelch heard the row first, and hie
stepped  to  the window gquickly and
looked out. Then he stared transfixed
at what he saw.

“Bless my soul I" ho gasped. “What
—what--— Good gracious !

Mr. Quelch's voice ended on o note
of dumbfounded amazement. He Llinked
out with almost gaping month.

" Great pip ! murmured Harey Whar-
ton. “ What's up?”

As if moved by the same spring the
reat of the Remowve followed Harry's
example and clambered to their forms
to see what was “up.” They soon saw,
and the sight of Fishy {mlulrmtring
Bunter with the broom made them gaﬁj:r.

“Dunter '™ thundered Mr. Quelch.
“Figh: What--how dare you? Fish!
Cease striking that boy this instant !

*0h, great jumping crackers !”

Fisher T. Fish realized where he was
then, and he dropped the broom as if it

had become sonddenly red-hot.. Mr.
gpilnh's voice was alone enough for
ishy.

“This—this is pmazing! Monstrons !
gasped the Remove master, “Fiah,
Bunter, come indoors this mmstant! Do
you hear me ¥

“0Oh dear!"

“0h, vep, sir!”

The two Removites, now thoroughly
terrified,” erawled awav towards the
School House steps.

“Oh dear!™ almest wept Billy Bunfer,
rubbing hiz head dismally. “It's all
your fault, Fishy, you beast! Ow-wow !

e shall both Le licked now, And I
was going to tell Quelehy I felt ill and
went to lin doewn, Oh dear!”

“T puess we're both for it1" groaned
Fizher. T. Fish. I guess T ain't going
to—— Oh, great snakes! Look hyer,
Bunter, veu fat jay, we've gotter spin
a slick yarn about this, If it all comes
out about this hyer scheme of mine
there'll ‘be the dence to pay. You've

tter say mix about this hyer tuckshop
in the vaults, mind 1"

“Dh dear!” groaned Bunter. “I—1
won't 17 _

Il vou do,” sald Fishy ceaftily, “I
gness the fellows will be wild; T goess
they'll make chips of you for putting the
kvbosh om their fuckshop, Get me?™

Bunter nodded ; and they wended their
weary way to the Remove Form-room,

By this time Mr. Quelch had hrought
order to his excited Form, and when
the mizcerable Bunter and Fish entered
one could have heard n pin drop in the
O .

" Now, Bunter and Fish,” anapped Me.
Quelch, fixing a glittering eve on the
hapless conple, “what, may T ask, does
this disgraceful scene—this abomiaable
gxhibition of buffeonery mean?”

Bunier and Fish groaned, but made
no audible answer,

Do you hear me?”" thundered  Mre
Quelch. I demand to know ab once;
otherwise, 1 =hall take vou before Dr,
Locke.”

“Oh dear!”

1 guess T explain, siv™ groancd
Fisher 1. Fizh, I guexs 1 was afier
Bunter, =ir. 1 guess the guy had helped
himself to my grob—I wmean tock, sir,
and I guess T went after him,'

Mr., Queleh set hiz lips.

HRnowing Banter as 1 do,” he snappod
omincusly, 1 bhave no doulit that such
s the cose. But does this mean that
when vou slated just now that you were
ill you were deceiving me, Fish?

“Oh crumbs ! Nunne, sir! [—1 puess
I just happencd to see DBunier in the
quad and T went after him, Yep, air,™
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** Drop that blessed hose, I tell you ! .There isn't a fire ! *' shrieked Bob Cherry.

““ Coker, you idipt—— Yarooooch !

howl, as a siream of water caught him in the chest and ®owled him over,

the stream, whirled round in Coker’s mighty hands, swept the crowd ol angry
juniors in the doorway. (See Chapler 7.)

Bob's excited remarks ended in a
Then

“That is neonsense, Fizh!” thundered
the angry master. “It s perfectly
obvious to me that you were malinger-
ing in order to go in search of Bunter,

You apparcntly were fully aware of
Bunter's whereabouts. Flad you been at
all indisposed you ecould never have

chased and chastised Danter as you did.”
“Ow! I gupssg—"
“Silence ! thundered Mr,  Quelch.
“Your very fare and attitude prove to

me that such is the case, Fish, 1 have
never -met  with such  deception  and
brazen effrontery in my life. I propose

! 5
to cang you severzly, Fish "

And Mr. Quelch protecded to carey
out his proposal with a will,  Ile
brought lus cane down four times on
cach of Fishy's shaking hands, and
Fishy's wild yelps awakened the cchoes,

Almiozst doubled in two, and groamng
with anguish, the Transatlantic junior
tottered to his seat. Moo Quelch turned
to Bunter,

“Bunter ! he snorted.  “Yon have
dared to absont yourself from the Form-
roorn without permission.  You are fully
Balf an hour late for afternoon classes "

“Oh dear' groaned Bunter. *1=1T
conldn’t help it sir I felt i1t amnd
went to e dewn™

“What?

“1=1 mean I--I forpot the time for
elnss, sir!” gasped Bunler. " I1-=1 think
1 minst have lost my memory, sir! I've
lme:lﬂ wandering  about the gquad, s,
and——

#* Ha, Ia, ha!”

“Bilence 1™

Mr. Queleh’s volee was terrifie, and
the laughter stopped instantly.

“You-yvou sav vou forgot the time
for afternoon classe:, Bunter?”

“Yooe-es, sir!”

“Then I will endeavour to improvo
our anemory, Buoter!” snapped Mr,

uelch, reaching for his cane again,
 Holil out your band

“Ow! I—-1 zay, =ir, 'd rather notl
I—1 feol awfullyv——"

“Hold oul vour hand, Bonter!"

There was a2 nole in the master’s voice
that Dunter did net like at all, and he
held out his hand gingerly, Mr, Queleh
lost no time in bringing his canc 1nto
play.

Swigh, swish, swish, swizh!

Like Fisher 'T. Figh, Billx Bunter
took four on either hand. and he fairly
howled. Tle cectainly looked far from
well as he toltered to his seat ab last
after a final lecture from Mr. Quelch.

And after that the lesson procecded.
Mr, Queleh deemed that enough tima
had Leen wasted on the pair of unfor-
tunalez, and he left them alone for tho
rest of the lesson.

Fisher T, Fish, at all events, was glad
to be left alone—with his aches and
pains and his dismai reflections. It had
beett a bad afrernoon for Fisher T, Fish,
and eertainly a very bad start for the
Greviviars Co-operarive Turkshop,

(Continucd o page 100
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l Week Ending June ath, 1825.

 PLAVED very liltle cricket in my
I yvouth, Being of a stwdious turn of

mind, I was too decply engrossed

in my studies to  join  “the
Aannelled fools at the wickels™ Whilst
others were wielding the willow, I was
plunging into ponderous tomes, and de-
veloping my intellectual powers, with a
wview to becoming a schoolmaster.

There have been occasions, hewever,
when I have handled a cricket-bat, 1
handled one the other day—to my sor-
row ! Iiad I known what was going to
happen, 1 should have dropped that bat
as ‘M it were a red-hot brick!

Beveral members of my Form were

ractising &t the nets, 1t was a half-
{;ﬂi'&clay, and I was in a particularly
gepdal mood, I watehed my pupils at
play for some fine, and presently Cherry
asked me, very politely;, if T would care
to “take a knock.™ T hesitated, and was
lost ! Dhvesting mysell of my coat,
tool up a bat and stationed myself at
ile wicket.

I very quickly teok a "knock "—a
whole number of knocks, in fact—and
they, were decidedly painful ones, -

Hurree Singh was bowling. He is con-
sidored to be tho Remove's mosi can-
gerous bowler. I cordially agree! Cer-
tainly 1 found him dangerous. His very
lirst ball struck me with terrific force
upon my unguarded shin, I could not re-
frain from deneng with anguish—at
consitlerable loss to my dignity,

Turree Bingh came towards me, with
grave concern on his dusky face,

“The sorrowialness, honoured salib,
18 terrific!” he said.

“And s0 was the crackfulress on my
csteemed shinfulness ! I almaost felt like
saying. As it was, 1 frowned ai Horreo
Singh, and ecautioned him to be more
careful next time.

The next bzall was straight enough, but
it came whizzing down at deadly speed.
Now, vou conld not veasonably expect a
middle-aged gentleman to leap forvard
with the agility of a panthes, and
vhastise the ball severely, I preferred
v play back 1o it, with the direful
vesult that I toppled backwards, and sat
down upon iy wicket ! The concussion
ghook every hone in my body.

There was a titter from the group of
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jniors looking on. I glared at them,
and assered them it was no laughing
matter; but they seemed to think other-
wise! They laughed loud and long at
my pitinble plight, and for the next few
moments [ was kept very busy distribut-
Ing 1mpositions,

My checks were burming a2 1
scrambled to my feet, T felt that I was
an object of rildienle, and I resolved to
continue my inniongs, and to prove to my
hilarious pupils that T was not such a
duffer at cricket as they imagined.

“Bowl to me again, Hurvee Singh!™

I =aid grimly.
Y The bowlfulness, honoured sahib,
will be tervific!” he replied, showing his
white teeth in what appeared to be &
ghoulish prin of glee,

The next ball was of the {vpe which 1
believe 18 known as a “snopter,™ It
fairly Basbed along the turl. However,
I mapaged to somte it on this occasion,
My bat circled round, and the ball was
lifted clear of the nets, to alight with
a sicvhening thud upen the head of my
worthy colleague, Mr. Prouni. It flat-
tened hkis Panama hat over hiz forehead,
aind he stood as if. dared, beating the
air feebly with hiz hands, as if to pro-
tect himself against the giant blows of
an adversary. ) _

The juniors no longer fitterad, They
roared! And Mre. Prout roaved, too—
with anguish !

S My—my dear Proul!” T stottered,
hastening towavds lom. 1= am ex-
tremely sovry 2

“A fig for vour sorrow, siv.” fumed
the ‘master of the Fifth., " You have
severely injured my eranvmm. Already
I can feel a Lump Torming—a painful
protuberance! . I am consuderably an-
noved, sir—I am, in faet, [uriously
angry ! I regard you as a flangfrmm
person io wield a cricket-bat,™

Mr. Prout’s tone nettled me -rather,
and I cartly told him he had no busmess
to he walking across the ericket ground
at such a moment. We then walked off
topether, engaged in a healed alterca-
tion, while the juniors gazed afler us,
almost weeping with merrimment,

Never agpain shall T handle a ericket-
bat, unless for purposes of self-defence.
Such iz my firm and inflexible resolve,

Mind You Enter Qur
“WHATIS IT?” COMPETITION

NEXT WEEK, BOYS!

Glasned from my History of Greyfriars.
By MR. QUELCH.

(Emton's Sme.—=8kinner of . the Remopt
attempled to play a practical joke on me,
for which ke has suffercd deariy. He inler-
cepted his wranurcript on its way Lo the
printers, and allere e title of Ehis
colwmn te “POTTY PARST Fortunalely,
I digcoircred The owlrage i drme. Skinner
has alio discovered. somedliing —that It ia
tal."wf:at to attempt o puli ey lower lineb!
B,

HKEYFRIADLS was originolly o wohos-
teey.,  The monks have disappeoared
long apo; and Gosling, the porter,
dectares that the old  monkz  have

been disploeed by young monkeys! ""Gosling
fias little jove for the moderu scigolboy.

THE name of Duwster iz wot exactly
COomon; yet two bovs-of this name hoave
passed  though  Gresfriars. There was
Bermand  Bunter, o distinguished  athlele,
who™ left o 15879: and Cornelind Dunter, o
wiyward, lawless youth, whoe was expelied
Troma the sehoul o Bhe sevenleenth century.
The present Buuter claime to be related to
Bernard, byt declares he baz wo connection
whalsoever with Lhe ﬂl'ri:lg CoTnelius!

GREYFRIARS has had its A1 of exciting
events. There have been five big rebellions,
Lhiree serions couflaprations, =« raid by
German Zeppeling, and a fleodc When one
lonks back upoen these historle episodes it is
w matber for wonder that the old zehool is
atill standing.  Yet it has wenChered dhe
storms of centuries, and the bmildiog experts
who liave recently examined the old tower
declare 3L 13 as sobid and stalde as ever.

DR. LOCKE has held the headmastership of
Grovlrigrs for twendy.one years.  This is by
ne mepns o record, bowever, For e, Josigh
Mdacre held the office fram 1799 uniil 1832
—u period of forty-twe years. The scheol
prozpered greatly under lis rale,

THE =vilem of “ fagging " was intradoced
at Grevliriars in 18400 16 was abolished i
1535, only 1o be repewed o few years later,
Fagging, in the old days, was a great deal
leaz plensant amd more exciling than it i3
ta-day., There wag a period in Lhe history
of Greyfriaes when baollying was rampaut.
Byt zipee the expulsion of - Bally ™ Burke
in JEgd for zevercly malireating a  Beeond
Form fag. the peruivious practice of hullying
haz grestly dectined, aod is wow practically
extingi,

1% rephy Lo certain corrcapomilents, T may
state that T am mot ap Old 1oy of Grey.
frinrs, [ am sorey Lo disappoint scveral of
my pupils, whe love to Lhink thal there was
a Lime when  Quelch of the Remove ¥ was

hapled np before the Hemd For oo fopgieg!
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BILLY BUNTER:

F I were master of the Remove, with
x gown flapping around my portly
person, and a morter-board perched
on my napper, 1 should be in my
ellyment. " Latin and Greek six times a
week ¥ would he demolished. s that the
right word ? {Ne; Bunter, it is NOT the
vight word! 'To demolish a thing is to
destrov it. I hope you would not destroy
vour Latin Primer dand Greek Lexicon.
Presumably you wmean * abolished. ' —Tdd.)
I should start kookery klasses, and kon-
vert Lhe Remove Form-room into a Kindd
of kemmunal kitehen. "How jolly rip-
ping for the fellows, when they Aocked
into the Form-room, to be greeted by
a smwll of fried sossidges! And what
wonderful feasts we should have, with
TForm waster Bunter filling the biggost
role!

(I  rather ithink that the biggest
“roll * would fll Form miaster Buntfer!
But seriously, Bunter, 1 consider your
snggestion iz uiterly ridiculons!  You
do'not appear to have a soul which rises
ahove eating and dernking.—}d.)

wﬂl’f’@
aster !

Same Sta .-ﬁ".rmg Senemel

A would be carried ool iF certawr of
A Qualehs Pupils could chamoe sloces ath fin!

BOLBOVER MAJOR .

If I could change places with My,
Queleh, I should promptly introduce
boxing classes, and coach my pupilz in
the noble art of punching noses, and ad-
ministering black eyes and thick cars.
The swish of the cane would ne longer
be heard; the thud of the boxing-glove
would lake its place. T'd guarantee fo
make prize pugilisis of all my pupils, in
rime—even irail weaklings like Alonzo
Todd, and flabby duffers like Bunter.
In the event of any of my puptls being
upruly, I should not say, “ Hold out
your hand!™ but “*Pazh forward vour
face!” Then I should deliver o hofty
punch to the nose, or a jolt to the jaw,
That would keep them in subjeeiion!?

{Really., Bolsaver, you are guite a bar-
barian! I am thankiul lo know that
yvou will pever have an opportunity of
changing places with me —1d.}

BOB CHERRY :

If I were the. Quelchy-bird, T should
give my pupils anrezsirvicted breedom .and
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et them o as bhey jolly well liked.
scipline would be thedwn to tho winds,
and  everything  in the garden—or,
rather, in the Form-room=-would be
lovely!

{How dare vou allude to me, Cherry,
g the "“Quelchy-hivd ™! T am net a
feathered biped, in spite of the fact that
I have the £y af o hawlk, the wisdon
of an owl, and the swooping-down pro-
pensities of o valture.—Eid.}

WILLIAM GOBLING :

Wot I says is this "ere. T wouldu's
mind a-swoppin’ places with Mr. Queleh,
It would jest swit me to rest me pore
tired limba on & Form master's siool
But I don't reckon I should be able to
learn my pupils very much, ‘These "ere
diwmly  langwidges, such as Labn ow’
Greek, is forrin to me.  As for Dhick
Tation, an’ Algy Brae, an’ other schel.
astic fellers, T can’l even claim a noddin’
sequainiance with them. Still, 1 dessay
I should get to know ‘em @ time. T
should be guite willin® to change ploccs
with Myr. Queleh to-movreer; but the
guestion 13, would Mr, Queleh be willin’
to change places with me? I can't
neaging the dignified ald gent heavin’
portmanters  throngh. the Close, or
sweepin’ up the litter of leaves wot ae-
cumulates on my doorsiep.

{Neither can I imagine it, Gosling !—

Ed.}
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EDITORIAL!
By HORACE HENRY QUELCH

1 (Master of the Remeovel.
!l—- — _—=.I

ITTLE did I dream that I should
ever be called uwpon fo edit a
schoolboy pubhication, even for
ong week, Bub we never know

what the Fates have in store for us,

and here I am, pelting aside the vastly §

move important task of compiling the
“History of Greyiviars,” in order to
dabble 1n juvenile journalism!

Harey Wharton approached me on the
matter a short time ago, amd his re-
quest that 1 should edit & speacal num-
her . of the *Grevfriars Ilerald * was
proffered so nicely that I ecould mnot
refuse.

“Totz of our repders, sie,”™ said
Wharton, "have expressed sawish that
you shonld take the editorial chair for
one week, and we shoulidl feel highly
honoured if you would do s0."

“I should like o oblipe you,
Wharton,” I replied. ™ But, asz you are
aware, 1 am & very busy person. My
duties are muitifarions. 1 am rather
afraid—-"

“Don't say no, siv!” pleaded Wharton,

So, finally, 1 yielded to Wharton's per-
suasions, and agreed to fake over the
eilitoriel  reins, Wharton actual Ly
offered me the use of his editorial
sanctum, Siady Neo.o 1. But 1 fear il
would Lo rather undignified for a Form
master to dhsport limsell in o junior
sftcly. In any case, the distractions and
disturbances in Study Noo 1 waonld make
writing impossible, - Brown, in No. 2
hag a gramophone, whicl 210 4 state of
peepetnal  motion. 1 bebieve  Brown
keeps it poing day and might., Al
gramophones,  felephones,  dictaphones,
megaphones—all  Lhings  ending  in
“phone,” in fact—ave among my chief
aversions,

T prefer io carry out this task 1 omy
own study, where I can woik without let
o hindrance. 1 hope this namber will
please yvou, Certainly I am sparing no
‘pains o make it successfnl, 1 have had
to cast out quite a number of unzuitalile
voniributions, Nugent minor Lrought
me an amazing story of o school ecalfed
Bt Bam’s, The spelling was atrocious.
It ont-Buntered Bunter's! And  the
characters who fipured in the story—
well, they leff me gasping! The head-
master was about as dignified Bs 2
bargee, and the masters were as Hippant
as Iivst Torm fags. Nugent minor
nearly wept when I conzigned his manu-
seript to iy waste-papoer bashet; bot I
t:::lrly hie I "eonld not possibly sec my
way fo publish such ludicrous nonsense
in & jowrnal edited by myself.
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story of the 1914-18
Don't miss

The fAnest
War ever written !
the thrilling adveniures of Fighting

Mac & Co. in the front line—

they're the plockiest, eheeriest

lads who ever donned the King's

uniform. Head about them TO-
DAY in this week's

CAAMPION,

Now on Sale.  Buy weopy TO-DAY.
T e | A ey 5]

Other contributions shared: o similar
fate to Nugent's; but I think I have por
together o passable collection, It s for
the reader to judge.
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"OUR FORM MASTER!
By DICK PENFOLD.

(With the usaal apalogies to Billy
Shakespeare.}

——— mm

HO iz Quelchy? What is he )
That all the lads commend hin?
Maundy, wizse, ated just is he:
The Head sueh power shid fend
him
Thuat he might respected be,

Is b fair as well as Brm ?

~ For lmness goes with fairmess.
Ihees lie muke Dis vietims sgoicm ?
Yoes! You'll find o rarehcess

(M lickiogz: through the summer torw,

Can he wicld the cruel cane
With vim and werve amd sigonr?
Does he make you detce with pain,
And =oh instead of spigger?
Yes! 1 Enow {8 Lo my Dbupe!

Maes hia voico like {hmpder boom?
Thumder ian'lt in it}

Why, it fuirly shakes the room,
Phipging yeu, each minigte,

Tuto deep and Jdeeper glonm.

Jwes his plinting, glittering eye
Give you apprehension ?

I von quake to hear Inm ory,
“ Take am hour's detention!?

| Pare you murmar or defy ?

Yet, with all his awesnme ways,
Making schoolhoys shiver,

He dezerves a word of praise,
Which I'll now deliver,

Firm fn omr esteem he stays,

Then to Quelohy led us =ing,
For tueleliy’s all-excelling,
Though Lis ashplant Bas 2 sting
That set= his victims yetling?
T him Jet ns tributes hring.

Tue Magxer LiBRary.—XNo. M.



16 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK !

{fan‘iﬁu-ﬁd from page 13.)

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Rival !

{ ARRY WHARTON was looking
H very thoughiful when he left the
Femove Form-room that after-
noon at the close of afterncon
school.  After a  brief consultation
with his chuns they went slong to the
end study, and 'within len minutes a
short notice appeared on the door of that
famous apartment,
It read as follows:

“NOTICE !

All members of the Remove are re-
quested to be present at a meeting
which will be held in the Rag at 6 p.m.
this evening to discuss a matter of in-
terest to'the Form,

{(Signed) Hanny WHARTON,
Captatn of Remove Form.™

The notice arounsed o great deal, of
Interest antl curiosity in the Remove.
Buite a number of juniors, impatient to
konow what was “on,’ visited Study

No. 1 daring tea, but they went away-
again  with their eonriosity unsatisfied:

Harry simply told them they would have

to wait until the meéting to discover

that,

. Many, however, guessed at once thal
1t was to do with Fisher T, Fish's won-
cderful scheme—and, n a wax, they
guessed rightly,

As a matter of fuet, Harry Wharten
had been thinking things over, and he
had come Eo the conclumion that a tuck-
ehop, properly conducted by reliabloe
fellows, would not be a bad scheme at
all. The school tuckshop had been
closed right enough, but there was no
order that no other tuckshop was to he
opened in its place. Prohably such a
possibility as that of one heing opened
by the boys themselves had never even
oceurred to the authorities.

At all events, Harry Wharton felt that
it was worth the risk, Like the rest of
Greyiriars, ke felt that the closing of
the tuckshop was a rank injustice, snd
due merely to_ the erankiness of Sir
¥lilton Popper, Bart., who was the * big
neise  oon the board of povernors.

‘Had Fisher T. Fish and hizs co-
directors playved the game and charged
fair prices for their stuff ITarry wonld
never have thought of starting a rival
cstablishinent, but would have gone on
patronising their Co-operative Tuckshop.
And so would the rest of the juniors,

But, as he usually did, Fishy had over-

alone ir again. and, Hke Wharton & Co., |.

few were likely to pay another visit {o
the tuckshop in the vaults—unless it was
to see more fun!

_Henee the notice on the door of Study
No. 1 calling a general meeting of the
Remove to discuss weys and means of
starbing a rival establishment,

At six o'clock prompt the Rag was
crowded with Remorvites, and the only
feliows who appeared to be absent were
Fizher T. Fish, Stoit, Skinner, and
snpop.  Evidently those businesslike
juntors were at work in their tuckshop—
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o
=traightforward- lines by a committee of

or waiiing there for the customers who
failed to turn up.

Harry Wharton jumped on o chatr and
very quickly put hiz fellow Removites
“wise ™ go what was “on,”" as Fishy
would have expressed it,

* Gentlemen,” he began  briskly.
“There's not muach tihne for chinwag-
ging, so I'll pet down to business right
away. You all know that Fizhy Eas
started a tuekshop—"

HYes, rather!”

“Hga, ha, ha !

Huarry Wharton grinned and eaized bis
hand for silence.

“Well,” he continued, “you all know
what the swizzler's game 5. He's out,
not to benefit hiz school-fellows, as he
claims, but to line his own pecket at our
cxpense. Ile's charging excessive prices
for rubbishy good:. and we're not hav-
ing any !l '

* No fear!”

“Down with T'ishy ! roared Bulstrode.

“1 faney he's already been downed
etiotgh,” grinned Harry Wharton, “ And
he'll have to bring his blessed prices
down before we've fimished with' him.
Auyway, hiz giddy tuckshop can to
pot.  If he'd playved the game we'd have
I:ra.{:l-:h?:;’!-him up. As-it i3, we're having
none, %

“Not likely "

“Go ahead, old top!”

Harry YWharton went ahead. :

“But his idea of a tuckshop's a jolly

-good one, you chaps. We're jolly well;

not going to knuckle ainder to old
Popper. And I've called this mecting to
dizscusgs ways and means of raizsing funds
start  arother tuckshop, run oh

the Remove.”

“Phew ™

“(zo0d wheeze 1

“It ought to be easy enough,” went
on Harry erisply. “We only need a
little eash to moke a start. I fanev if o
chap like Fishy can get credit. we can,
Old Clegg's rather o crusty old stick,
bug I think I can talk him round. Any-

Ik

way, hands op all those in favour of

starting one.”

Every hand in the room went up in
flash.
“That's good cnongh. then,” snapped
Harry., “T1 might add that good old
Mauly has E)l‘ﬂmi:ﬂ*d to back the scheme
up financially if necessary.”™

“Good old Mauly ' came the yell,

“And now we'd belter get to work
and form a commiticee,” resumed Harry,
“1 suggest Toddy, Cherry, Nugent,
Bulstrode, and Dolsover,  Anv fellows
got anvthing te say against that?”

Nobody had—excepting Bunier, whn
wasn't listened to—and those fellows
weve duly nominated and approved.
When thiz was done, Dulstrode raised
hizs voice in a question,

“There's one thing vou Laven't mens
tioned yet, Wharton ! he exclaimed,
“What abiout a blessed place to have the
tuckshop?  The pgiddy woodshed, or
vwhere i

“I've already docided upon that,” said
Harry eoolly. “What about that old
cotlage :l:lmlr,‘ the lane, round the back
of the school? It's empty and deserted,
and it should do fine.”

“But it's tumbledown—windows el
door hroken!” gasped Bulstrode.

“I know that. We can ecasily pu
those little matters vight,” said Harpy,
“That’s just what we want a little initinl
cash for. All we'll want are hinges for
the door, and boarding for the windows.
We can set to work and give the show n
thorough cleaning up ourselves,  Well,
what about it¥

i

1

]

““bag " brushes
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The juniors looked rather blankly at
Harry Wharton, bot they did not hesi-
finte long as the pian began bo sink in.
They could net help sceing that the old
descrted cottage 'l.'i'ﬁi(!h was situated in
a litkle lane just behind the precinets of
Greyfriars, was the ideal place for the
sehewre, It was out of the way, though
guite within easy reach of the school,
for a high hedge hid the place from
view of anyone in the lane.

“Just the very place, Wharton.” said
Peter Todd guicklv, “Couldn’t find a
better, in fact.”

“Hear, hear!™

There was a roar of acclamation.

Harry Wharton nodded, and waited
again for silence,

“Thats good cnough, then.” he eaid
erisply.  “And now this is what I pro-
poie. T propose that every fellow con-
tributes a bob to the initial expenses ta
start with, Then the committee and I
will set to work to erder grub, and get
the necessary things in.  Moanwhile.
volunteers ean be making a start at
cleaning the cottage out.”

With that Harry Wharton jumped
down from his chair. He knew that
there would be no lack of volunteers for
the task of eleaning out the old cottage.
Nor was there! Twenty fellows im-
mediately volunteeved, They were cager
for such a job, and after a little more
diseussion they rushed off to fhe see
vants' quarters to heg, borrow. or
: and cleaning utensils
until such could be purchased.

After a litile more diseussion  the
mecting broke up.  Three of the com.
mitkee hurried away o view the old
cottage and stndy it'zs possibilities, while
the other three—Wharton, Dulstirade.
and Bob Cherry—pgot out their bikes amd
ercled over to Friardale to purchase
various necessities, and make arrange-
ment_for the foodstuffs to be delivered.

Harry Wharton's seheme had certainly
been taken up enthusiastically by s
Form-fellows, and it began to look as if
it would snon be an accomplished fact,

And meanwhile, in the tuckshop in
the vanlts beneath Greyiriars, Fisher T,
Fish amd his fellow-directors were ex-
periencing  rather a dismal and  dis-
appotnting time., They had, of course,
seen the noiice on the door of Study
No. 1. but they had been too eager to
get down to their “shop” to open it
to bother to find out what the meeting
was to be about.

They worked hard geiting the place
stralghtened up after the “rough house
at noon, and they they waited for the
expected customers o arrive,

ut none did arnive. Skinner & Co.
had rather anticipated a falling off of
castomners after the events at noon, bus
they were scarcely prepared for such a
complete falling off.  They had zup-
posed that sheer hunger would drive the
juniors to patronise their establishment
rather than tramp all the wav to the
village for what they wanted.

“It's vour thundering fanlt, Fishy!®
snarled Skinner bitterly, “If only you
hado't insisted on charping such high
prices. that dashed rumpus at noon
wouldn’'t have bappened.”

“I puess 1t wosn't iy fauld, Skinner®
snorted Fishy, his face wrinkled witli
worry and dismppointment.  “1 kinder
reckon it wos your goldarned fault for
varnishing those poldarned forms. 1
iold vou the beastly stuff wonldn't be
dry in time. Oh, great snukes! I'll be
woeeping  =all  tears il zome  duerned
customers  dan't up right slick,
Yep!”

“Here's one now, T faner.” said Stott,
cocking hiz ears,

There was the sound of footsteps on
the stone steps leading down into the

Fuirn
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vaults, and the next moment a faf,
familiar form came rolling into the
shaded light of the Chinese lanterns.
It was Billy Bunter, and the four
business men greeted him with glower-
mg looks. Bunter stopped just inside
and eved them rather apprehensively.
C“Waal, T swow!" gasped Fisher T,
Fish. " That durned eritter’s dared to
pome hyer again, Hyer, you fat——"
“lt—it's all right, Fizhy,” said Bunter
hurriedly. “I—I've come for some grub,
vou know. No larks! I soy. you feilows
I'm jolly hungry. Can I have a few
tarts, and a ginger-pop or two.”

“Get out, you fab thief!” hissed
Skinner. *If yvou aren’'t out of here in
two ticks——"

“Hyer! Ilold on, Skinner!” snapped
Fishy. *“ Bunter's money’s as good as
anyone's—if he's got any, I guess! Look
hyver, Bunter. Show us the durocks, and
tha grub’s yours.”

Bunter grinned rather nervously.

“I say, you, you fellows,” he said, “Tt
—it's all right, you know. The fact 13,
I'a short of tin at the moment—heen
disappointed about & postal-order. I
you chaps don't mind waiting—— Here,
don't chuck that loaf al me, Skioner,
you beast! ¥Yarrough !

But Skinner did throw the loaf-—his
own property, as it was.  And then all
jour business men made o rush at Billy
Bunter. Now they knew he had no
cash they remembered that Dunter had
already accounted for a considerable
guantity of their stock, and they meant
to take it out of his fat hide.

“Yarrouh!™ roared Bunter, “Yow-
wow! Stoppit! I say, I've got some
news for you. Yooop! Leook here,
listen to me, you fellows, I've come to
tell you what Wharton's meeting waas
about."

The four avengers stopped, and eved
the fat junior with sudden interest. The
note of exciternent in Bunter's voice had
told them he had oxceptionally inter-
esting news to impart,

“Come  on, Bunter—cough
then!” snapped Skinner, *
Does it concern us®’

“Rather ! gasped Buonter. *1 say,
you fellows, what do you think? Whar-
tan and the rest are going {o start
another tuckshop—in opposition teo
yours,”

“What ¥ yelled Skinner,

“It's a fact. _Thev're all clubbing
together, It's going to bhe a Remaove
effair,” sajd Bunter, blinking at the
glavimed jumors.  “They're going to
open it in that rotten old coltage in the
lang behind the ericket-field, Fact!™

And Bunter related what had taken
place in the Rag that evening.

"Waal, I swow!” groaned Fisher T.
Fish in witer dismay.
of news puts uz in the cart, you jays!
Oh Jerusalom orickets |”

Bkinner & Co. also groaned aloud in
uiter dismay at the news, They had
put all thewr pocket-money in Fishy's
great scheme, and the thought of losing
it almost brought tears to their cyes.
Besidez, they had already lost a great
deal of stock over the trouble at dinner-
time, atid by Bunter's depredations, and
they saw financial dizaster facing them.
How they were 4f::rin.@.- to pay the con-
fectioner who had supplied them began
fo assume the appearance of a grave
problem.  In the absenco of the cash,
they knew the confectioner would not
hesitate to appeal for his money to the
Head.

"The prospect terrified the directors of
the Greyfriars Tuckshop Federation

it T,
ut with i];.

“1 guess that bit |

{Ine. ).
“Oh, great pip!” groaned Skinner.
*We're fanly dished and donel!™ |

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES. No. 8.

FISHER 'T. FISH—the boy from the * Yew-nited States.”
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“We'll have to drop our prices, that's | financial disaster and serious troubls
all,” groaned Fishy, his ﬁm showing | loomed hefore the promoters of the
acute anguish at the thought. Greyiriars Tuckshop Federation, they

“"Drop the prices,” sneered Skinmer | were nob down and out vet.
bitterly., “Think that will make any
ditference? The ecads will patronise
?I’lfhﬂrt::m’s ~dashed shmij wﬁhether we THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

rop our prices or not, tell you we've .
got to ﬁg}llt. the cads in another way.” Dirly Work !

He stood thinking for & moment, and ARRY WHARTON and his

then his eyes gleamed nastily.

“Look here, you fellows,™ he hissed.
“Let's kick this fat beast out, and then
we can talk this matter over. We're not
going to be done like this. We'll find
some way of dishing Wharton and his
precious schemes ™

“Yesz, rather !

many willing helpers were busy
that evening—very busy., And
everything went off without a

H

hitch.

As the captain of the Remove had
expected, Unele Clegg agreed, after s
great deal of persuasion on the juniors'
part, to szupply them with a certein

“Here, I say, you fellows——- ¥ar- | amount of confectionery to make a stort
rough! Leggo! Wharrer you at?¥ with. Crusty old fellow as he un-
But the tour juniors did not listen to | doubtedly was, Unecle Clegg knew

Bunter’s prolests, nok did thoy stop to
explain what they were at: They
grasped the fat youth with ne kindly
hands, and, after giving him a {ew far
from gentle kicks to be going on with,
they rushed him to the steps, and sent
him scrambling up them, roaring with
wrath and pain. Then they returned to
their {;1:.:;[;5[!1r;.1; and proceeded to talk
the matter over in subdued tones az be-
fittedd such  shady  schemers.  Havold
Skinner had said they would find & way
of “dishing ” Wharten's schemes,  and
he meant what he =aid, Though

Harry Wharvton, and he knew he was
certain of getting his moncy. e pro-
mised to deliver the goods secrctly the
next doay at noon, and Harry Wharton
and his fellow committee-men cyeled
back to Greyfriars in high glee. 'Lhey
had purchased hinges, locks, crockery,
and glasses, and various other neces-
sities in the village, and they tock them
back with thein,

Before lock-up that evening a great
deal had been done to get the Remove
Eeonomy  Tuckshop—as Horry  had

Taeg Macser LIsrary.—No. 004
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ANOTHER SPLENDID CARTOON NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!

chiristened it—in ship-shape order. The
whole place had been newly -swept xnd
garnished, and it did not dock so bad
consideting 'H‘!}I‘:i;lhing,- A few' old
curtaing, and clothes, and small articles
of furniture, including ¢hairas and stools,
had been smuggled out of the school in
safety, and when the tired juniors
trooped schoolwards at last, they weare
well satizsfied with their bandiwork.

At noon the next day they were hard
at work again., The goods duly turned
up from Unele Clegg's-in Friardale, and
Harry Wharton & Co. unpacked them,
and soon the old cottage began to
assume gquite a festive airl

Harry Wharton had determined that

the shap shonld be open to the * public
alter tea that same evening, and for the
present it was decided that the six com-
miftee-men should take turns at serv-
ing *behind the counter ¥ of the tuck-
shop, two at a tite. .
_ Unlike Fisher T. Fish, Harry Wharton
& Co. had no need to-advertise the
opening’ . of  their  Remove Xconomy
Tuckshop, Hverybody in the Remove,
the Upper Fourth, and the Third knew
about it, and when five o'clock-—opening
time—camme- at last, the little garden of
the cottage was awarming with eager,
excited juniors and fags.

The rickety door of the cottage opened
at last amid mmuch chipping and ?ood -
patured langhter, and it::ﬁ"e crowd fairly
stormed the counter of boxes,

Cherry, and Bulstrede, whilst in the
ting kitchen of the cottage behind;
Nugent, Singh, Bull, and Bolsovar grore
ready, with white aprons on and sleeves

stripped up, like the others hehind the.

counter in the frant room.
In a very few moments a scene of

bustling activity was taking place as the

schoolboy shopmen an to rush about
attending to the many wants of their
customers,

Havry had imsisted upon placing the
very lowest prices en their goods, and

the customers appreciated hiz  wise
thoughtiulnesa, . .
There was no grumbling as in the

tuckshop beneath the school, and money.

fairly rolled inte the tin box Harry had
supplied for a till
promisad tp be a huge success—if only
tha scheme could be kept from the ever.

opent ears of the authorities!

In next to no time the fellows in the |

kitchen at the back were as busy as their
comrades behind the counter] A huge
fire was burning in the grate for there
were sooft piles of dishes and glasses to
e washed, and hot
kettle on the fire was o consiant neces-
sity.

With the perspiration streaming down
their heated facos, Nugent, Singh, Bull,
and Bolsover slaved away, washing and
wiping plates and pglasses and knives
sent 1n by their follow workers in the
shop through the open door.

Thougl the junicrs knew that such a
ffﬁm{"ngﬁﬂﬁlﬁ' busy time would not last—
that the rush was because the tuckshop
waz new and novel—thev were delighted
with the snccess of the opening.

“Great pip!” gasped Harry Wharton,
glancing over the rapidly vanizhing
stock of confectionery, “We'll be
cleaned out to-night at this rate. Look
here, vou fellows, T'd hetter run over
to Uncle glegg’s and order more for

to-morrow.” )

It was very plain that such a course
was necessary, and, dofling his apron,
Harry, grabbed his r:af) and pushed his
way . through ~ the . laughing, checry
swari of customers. )
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The whole thing

water from the

Behind |
tha counter stood Harry Wharton, Bob{.

il
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t top-note

As he veached the door he met Skinner |

pushing his way in. but Harey searcely
noticed him. Iie reached the garden,
and in a very few minutes he was
cyching hard for the village.

But had Harry Wharton only known
what was in the mind of Harold Skinner
he would have postponed his wvisit to
Friardale—for that evening, at all
events,

¥or the mind of the shady cad of the
Remove was foli of bifter chagrin and
rage as he saw the merry crowd patron-
ising the shop of his rivals. of a
single custoiner lad turned up that day
at the vaults, and Skinner & Co., and
Fisher T. Fish, had closed their *shop "
m dizgust, and come along to view the
Remove Econemy Tuckshop.

For some moments Skinner stood at

the back of the cottage parlour, watch-

;ng the E}iuﬂir scene with a sneer on his
ace,"and then, after a peep into the
kitchen at t“pe' back, he sgqueezed his
way out again, and joined hisz pal: in
the garden outside,

“I've got.it, you chaps,” he breathed,
his eyes glinting. “I've got the very
wi’msrxe I want to dish 'emn properly.
It's good enough for a start, at all
events. Come on round to the -La-:l-:."

Wonderingly, Fisher T. Fish “and
Btott and Bnoop’ obeyed. " After a swift
search in the rubbish-filled garden ‘at
the rear of the tumble-down cotiage,
fi{;&lﬂ&r picked up a couple of -ald, dirty

5.

Then he explained his plan,

“It's as ensy ai winking,” hé grinned.
Al I've got to do is to climb on the
roof and stuff these sacks into the
blessed chimney. . “That ought to smoke
‘em. out, I fancy ™

“Great pip!”

“Sav,  Skinner,” ejaculated Fishy
a-.dmmnil}-. "That's a real gilt-edged,

wheeze, pard! I guess you've
hit on the very stunt for this brer busi-
ness. (o ahead !

Bkinner chuckled and went ahead

guickly enough, * The ground at the
back of the cottage was high, almost
reaching the roof of a low, lean-to shanty
built against the back of the cottage,
. Skinner, eartving the sacks under his
grm, swarmed up on to the roof of the
shanty, and from there to the thatched
roof of the cottage itself,

It proved to be easier than Skinner
had expected. Nobody approaching
fromy the front of the cottage conld see
him on the reof, and in a very few
seconds SBkinner had reached the chim-
ney from which smoke was pouring, and
he got to work with a will.

Heedless of the smoke and soot, he
ceammed the first saeck, and then the
stcond sack into the vawning mouth of

the cottage vchiowney. Then, shen
scarcely & whiff of smoke proeceded
from the chimnev-pot, he serambled

down again and rejoined his chums,

“That's donre it to start swith,” he
chuckled, “Ialle, hear them welling
inside ¥ Come on! We haven't fin.
ished yet. We'll dish ‘em fairly before
we've finished.™

And Skinner set off acrozs the picees of
waste ground behind the cottage. His
pals’ followed him, grinring, but won-
deringly.

A moment later Bkinner squeezed
through the hedpe inte Friardale Lane,

Three seniors were strolling along the
lane towards the gates, and Skinner
gave a sndden chuckle a: he recognized
them as Coker, Potter, and Greene of
the Fifth,

: Bkinner's chums had no idea what
Skinner’s further plans were, but they
guessed he had decided to change the

— e

programme abruptiv on sighting Horaea
Coker, :

“Great pip! There's that azs, Coker”
chortled Skinner. “Just the very far-
head to do the job for ns! Leok wildly
E:ﬁ.‘le:Ed. vou fellows, and back me up”

With that Hareld Skinner rished
after Coker., Hearing the running foot-
steps of Bkinner & Co., the great Hore
looked round. He blinked in surprise ab
sight of Skinner's flushed and excied

¥ face,

“Halle! Slop a minute, vou kide!”
he ordered, in his lofty manner,  * What
the thump's up "

Fire I’ ‘ga.ﬂ}wi Skinner, stopping atd
grasping Coker by the arm. “You'ro a
member of the school five brigade,
(Coker—""

“Great pip! Yes, ves?” gasped Coker
excitedly. “But where—"

“In that cottage behind the cricket
field!” yelled Skinner. ““Go and have
a squint, C‘pker.‘ You're the man for

the jobh——"
o ﬂﬂﬂ]{ here——"

Coker began to speak, and then he
stopped on seeing the exeited faces of
the three juniors.

“Fire in the old cottage!” he ojacu-
lated, his rugged featuresx becoming
suddenly red ang excited. * Great Scoft!
Come on, you fellows!”

And Coker went off with a rush,
Potter and Greene, who were eveing
Skinner & Co. very suspiciously, yvellod
after him; but, as usual, Coker did not
heed his loyal henchmen.

But Coker did not rush schoolwards,
as Skinner & Co. had fondly hoped. Even
the great Horace remembered Skinner's
reputation for praciical jokes, and lie
mpant to make gutte sure before acling
1n earnesk,

Instead he rushed away for the ot
tage., He reached it in o matier of
seconds, and then he gasped at whai he
LW,

Dut of the open deor of the old cof.
tage a crowd of yelling, coughing juniors
were swarmming  with handkerchiefs to
their mouths, DBehind them volumes of
thick, black smoke werve pouring ihrough
ﬂ_m open doov info the warm sommer
air,

“Great pip!"” pasped Horace (oker
“It's a fact. then—the thumping oll
place iz on fire. My hat!” :

His vague suspicion vanished now,
Coker fairly flew back without stopping

T'to see more. He rushed past his stacing

chwmns in the lane, velling oul madly ta
them as he did so,

“Fire! It's a blessed fact, ~ou fol
lows! Uome on!™

Bhinner & Co. Lind already rushed off
therough the school gates, and at that
even Potter and Greene became oo
vinced, and they went off after ileir
leader hot-foot.

They went rushing across the gaoad,
and as they did so, Skinmer, Stoit ol
Snoop and Fish cmerged {rom lebind
the porter's lodge, and slipped owr
through the gates again, with bromd
and delighted grins on their faces,

“That's done it, you chaps ' chortled
Skinner. *0Oh, what a scream! Now
for some fun."

“Think it will ecome off 7 prined
Snoop.

“0OF cdourse 1t will, T bet voo a guil
the brigade will be along in two bick-—
old Coker will see to that”

“11a, ha. ha!™

Lavghing vproarviousiy, Skinner & (..
dashed back to the cottage. They founl
smoke still pouring through the open
deor, while 0 erowd of execited feljows
still gaspiong and choking, hovered roviy
1n the gavden cutside,

Even as Shkinner & Co. dasboed up.
Bolbr Cherry. followed by the rost of fhe
committee of the Foeomove  Foooeoues
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Tuckshop, came rushing out, their faces
black,  'They stopped outside, cough-
ing and gasping and choking.

“It's no good!” panted Dob Cherry,
wiping his streaming eves. " The thun-
dering smoke's beaten ps! Oh, great
pip! We'll make someone sit wp for
this, Groogh! Oh dear!™ ' ;

“Can't yvou rake the blezsed fire out?
shouted Lemple of the Fourth,

“Wa've trietd, but the bleszed smoke
beat ns back ! proaned Johony Bull
“It was too big a fira in that dashed 'I.H'{:
grate, Cth, great Scott! Our stoek will
e rudreed M

“What ihe thump's cavsed 117" asked
Fry., “Bomething wrong with the
chimney "

“What's causcd echoed Tob
Chercy, gritting  his  teoth, “It's a
thnmping  rotten joke of someone’s.
They’ve blocked the blessed chimney or
something. I'll bet that cad Shinner's
at the botiom of this.”

“Let's have another
Johnny Bull.

“(th, all right!?

Johinny DBull, Dok Cherry, Dulstrode,
and Nugent made a rush theough the
smoke, ond vanished imie the inlerior
of the vottage. They were only inside a
few seconds, and tl?nm they came out
ppain with a rush, reeling and conghing
aned choking worse than Leflore.

“No good!" panted Bob Cherry, in
despair. “It's simply 1mpossible to geb
near the dashed fireplace. We'll have to
wait until=——— Great Scoit! Whaot's
thiz 7 i

They =oon saw what “thiz" was.
There sounded the rumble of wheels and
the rush of running feet, and along the
lane, at the donble, came a horde of
fellows, trundling the Greyiriars School
hand fire-engine.  Tichind the horde
could be seen Mr. Prout, trotting hreath-
lessly along, and behind him tratled o
Er:rfuf_-t host of juniors snd geniors, somo

archeaded, some in cricket Hannels,
and all of them wildly excited.

Slkinner & Co., from their hiding-
place beyond the garden hedge, saw
them coming, and they nearly exploded
with suppreszed joy. They had alread
heard the distant clanging of the schoo
fire-lwell, and they had known their little
Yioke ¥ was coming “ofl.” Thev knew
now that it bad, indeed, come off.

Amidst a chorug of shouting and great
excitenent, the engine rushed up to the
garden gote, amd the “fivemen ™ got fo
work smnrt.iy. The Greyiriars School
brigade more than once bad been of
great uso at loeal fires, and they were
justhy prowd of themselves,

In petrified amazement, Dob Cherry
and tho rest of the starctled ponors o the
coltage parden Llinked at them amd at
the engine, :

“Gegepood pracions ! stnttered Dob
Cherry, his eyes almost siarking from his
head. “What the—what the——  Oh!
Gireat pip!”

It z0 happened that Wingate and ninat
of the seniors had been on Big Sl
when the alarm was given, and Coker
imsclf, who held o minor—a very minor
—position of an official nature on the
brigade, had placed himself in chavge of
aperations.

Before the juniors in the garden had
quite grasped the position of affairs, the
ose had been ren o the littla ol
smolling pond at the rear of the eottaze.
Thongh the old eottage waz of Litle
value as & property, the achool bripade
did not propose to let it be baroed down,
They were only foo glad for o bit of
prRctice.

Blundell of the Tifth, ant in the Iun{’:,
Wi d‘i'ulihirlg vound the f-tﬂ:'i;ng-h;m-._"q:
of the small motor engine like fury in o
very lew secomds, and, grasping the

L
|

try 1" pasped

** Get out of the way ! ** shouted Sir Hillon Popper, his faca white and sirained.

“It is madness ! *?

The runaway dashed up with a clatter of hoofs. Harry

Wharton braced his shoulders and then Jeapt for the pony’s head. His oulstretched

hands gripped the bridle—and they held ! (Sec Chapler 8.)

Lrass nowzle of the hose, Uoker came
rushing into the parden with i, yelling
out orders to nght and left—orders
which neobody thought of ebeying,

Bob Cherry pot over his utter amaze-
ment 1hen, al sight of him,

“Here," he yelled, * what's the game,
{loker, vou born wdict ¥  There's no fire,

you fool! Oh, preat Scott!  Stdp the
burbling—"

“Shut wp, and get ont of the war, you
foothng kida?” roared Coker. * MNow,
vou fellows there, let’s have that water
onl Great pip! OfF all the slow
Lurblers—7*

T
:

“Dirap that blessed hose, T fell yon
yolled lob Cherey, turning round to his
staving, petrilied chums.  “Come on,
von fellows—quick!  Chuoek these born
idiots out of thiz, They'H ruin all onr——
Yarroocooh! Groocoh! Yoooop !V

DBob Cherrv's furtous remarcks ended
in o wild, choking y:zl]l} as & stream ol
woalor, dirty and smelly, spurted fromn
the nozzle in Coker's hand:, and took
him clean under the chin, lifting him off
fis feet, and depositing him on his back
uneatly., Then the atream whirled round
in Coker's mizhiy hands, and swept the
crowd of angry juniors fore and aft, as
it wera. '

“Yarooooh ! Oh erumbs ™

“Oh, preat pip! Groooogh 1™

“{lokor, yon Lorn—- ¥Yarogooh 1M

Bwish, swizh, swisl, swish !

Dowhing the juniors over like ninepins,
the stream of waler swang roopd, and
then the mighty Horaee got the bang of

the hose, as it wore, and sent the siream
hissing through the smoke-filled door-
way of the cottage,

* Hurrah 1™

“(Good nld Coker!™

" Ha, ha, ha!” i

The onlockers, with the exception of
the Removites, yelled encouwragemont
and laughter at the hremen, especially
Horace (Coker. That individual loftily
ignored the plight of the hapless Bob
l:.:i;jerry & Co., and concentrated on his
Ja,
Throly, throb, throh?

Swish, swish, swishi

The engine throbbed, and the water
swished from tho hose in great style.
But Horace Coker did not conccntrate
on hia job for long. _

Drenched through to the =hin almost,
ond infurigted beyond measure, Bob
Cherry and his chums jumped up ad
wernt %m' Horace Coker as one man,

“What the thump—
little idiots!  Yaroooh!

Thump! .

Cober woent Lo carth with a vrash, and
the juniors swarmed over him, punching
and pommelling the enthusiastic five-
man, At that, several other TFifth-
Formers, Poiler, Greene, Iilton, Bland,
and many more came rushing to Coker’s
aid. The attack on Coker had anmazed
them, amd for once they backed him ap.

In a fAash a wild and whichng strugele
was taking place in the rambling garden
of the cottage, while the untended hose,
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Wwriggled and jumped and spurted, pal-
gallantly doing it's *'job™ as
could alone. .

It was at that dramatic moment that
Mr. Prout came toddling into the

arden, puffing and breathless. Behind
ﬁim came Wingate and several prefects
?m:l bet:hi:;d Eﬁﬁulm E’Emwed the astonishe

ace of Mr. ¢h.

Thoy .stared in dombfounded amaze-
ment at the strange mnd bewildering

ne,

Ecﬁff'ﬁker!" gasped Mr. Prout, hardly
able to believe his egﬂa “ What—what,
boya—are you out of your senses? Stop
that abominable fighting thia instant,
and attend to your duties! The cottage
wiiti Ih& burned to the ground. Bless my
ED"LI. |” ]

Though the playing hosepipe had not
acted as a damper on the fiery apirits of
the combatants, the voice of the Fifth
Form master did, and the struggle
ceased ab once. Coker-and the rest of
them scrambled to their feet, panting
and wrathiul and breathless.

“What—what does this mean?”
ﬁaspad AMr, Prout. “For goodness’ sake,
m.. 35

“It's those young villains!” howled
Coker wildly.s  “They've mucked the
whole thing up. The%{ muszt be potiy.
Grooogh! They went for ng—"

< Attacked Coker for no reason at all,
gir,” put in Bland warmly.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr,
Quelch, joining the group. “Is that
true, Cherry? This—" i

“It's true enough, sir,” zaid Bob
Cherry heatedly, mopping his dripping
face. “What did the idiots want to
bring that here for? There's no fire—"

“No—no fire!"” ejaculated Mre. Prout,
staring at the doorway, through whm_*h
smoke, in lesser volume now, was still
eddying. * But——"

“Of course not, sir!” panted Bob,
rinﬂismg it would all have to come out
new. “It was only a fire in the kitchen
grate. Some rotten practical joker has
atuffed the chimney up, and that's why
the smoke's coming out.”

" Bloss my soult”

#ireat pip 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

As that bit of news sank in there arose
a perfeot howl of laughter from the
swarm of juniors and eeniors in  the
garden and in the lane. The laughter
was just dying down when there came
another interruption.

From the lane sounded the thud, thud!
of & horse's hoofs, and the next moment
a smart little pony-trap pulled up in the
lane outside.

In the trap was seated a rather auto.
cratic-looking gentleman, with a brick-
red face, fiery moustache, and a glim-
mering monocle,

It was Sir Hilton Povpper. He stood
up in the trap and glared over at the
geene in wrathful amazement. As a
matter of fact, the cottage was the pro-
perty of Sir Hilton, who owned most of
the land and property round about Grey-
friars. At sight of the firc-engine, the
langhing crowd, and the smoke pouring
from the cottage doorway, he gave o
snort.

“(rood pad ! he ejaculated. **What's
all this, hogad® My cottage on fire!
Who in thonder has set my collage on
fire "

He stood up and waved hiz whip tfo
attract £he attention of the masters in
the garden, and as he did zo, by sheer
accident, the whirling lash of the whip
ficked the hide of ‘Ri:: pony, & smart
little cob.

The result was  electrie, Btartled
already by the smoke blowing in his face,

Tae Macxer LIisgamy,—No. 304,

-

and startled alse by tho crowd and com.-
motion, that RAick quite upset the
“applecart 7 of Sir Hilton’s pony.

With a shrill neigh he pranced for a
moment with sheking head, and then he
wheeled round the trap like greased
lightning, and bolted.

The sudden swerve aimost sent the
standing 8iv Hilton lurching from the
trap; but he recovered hiz balance and
made a wild grab at the reins,

But hia hasty clutch miszod them, and
the next moment, to the utter alarm of
all, the cob and trap went lurching and
bounding away along the lane at express
speed, with 8ir Hilton clinging on fo his
soat like prim death.

Clatter, clatter, clatter!

_In  petrified alarm  the swarm of

juniors, seniors, and masters gazed
blankly after the fast-disappearing &rap
with its helpless preupant.

“Good henvens!"” gasped Ar, Proul
aud Mr, Quelch almost together.

Wingate and WNorth were the first to
regain their wits, and they started off
with & rush after the trap. The rest
rushod out into the road.

“Oh, my only hat!" groaned Toh
Cherrv. “That's about fnished it."

It had, did Dol but know it.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton “Does It I*
ARRY WHARTOXN lost no time
in going to the village, and he
very scon passed over iz order
to Unecle Clegg, promising to
send along soms money that night by
post.  And Uncle Clegr accepted the
order, promising to send the gpoods along
the following day.

In high spirits Harry sterted back
again, cager to reach the cottage and get
to work again. The noveliy of the whole
business appealed to him, and, like the
rest of the juniors, he was tfmrqup;hiy
enjoying the experience of being a
" business man,"”

Whistling cheerily, be ovcled hard
along Friardale Lane, and turned into
the little lane that branched off from it
and led to the cotiage.

He had not eyeled far along it, how-
ever, when he heard the sharp sound of
galloping hoofs.  There was zomething
rather ominous 1 the mad zounds, and
though he could not see far ahecad, for
the narrow lane twisted just ahead of
him, he dismounted from his bike
hurrieddy, his intuition telling bhim that
something waz wrong.

He was gplad he had done zo the next
instant, for round the twist in the lane

thete suddenly appeared a pony and
trap, going at breskneck speced.
The pony had obviously bolied. Ilis

head was throst forward, §is eves glar-
ing, and showing the white, fortn stream.
ing from his jaws, The reins tossed
and Hew loosely, whipping the maddened
brute’'s head.

“Good heavens !
great alavm,

He recognised the pallid face of the
driver, who was seated vight back, grip-
ping the side of the trap and the tep
of hia seat tensely, as the trap lurched
and bounded from side to side of the
narrow lane.

Harry =aw that a crazh very seon was
inevitable. The lane, narrow and wind-
ing, was bounded on etther side by a
shghily ramed baonk, besond which was
a deep ditele, IE was a miracle how ench
a happening hod been avoided as yet.

The startled junior flung his bike into
the ditch and ran out info the lane,

"There was no time for thought, only
time for action. And Harry acted like
lightning.

rasped  Harry, in

#Hold on, sir!” roared Harry Whar-
ton.
Ha started to run as he spoke, for the
maddened poany was almost vpon him.

Az he sighted the junior, Sir Hilton
raised himself hureiedly an the dan
gerously swaying trap. His face sud-
denly became fixed and strained.

“fet out of the way, boy'!” be
shouted frantically, *“Run! It iz mad-
nesa ! (et out of the way!”

Clatter, clatier, clatier!

The runaway dashed madiy up.  Bus
Harry Wharton did not get out of the
vay., Far ftom it, With a swift brac.
mg of his shoulders, he raced alongside.
allowing the animal to overtake him.
and thon he leaped for the ponx's head.
body strained zideways, elutching finger:
outstretehed and tense.

Luckily the off-whes! was deep in the
soft turf on the bank now, and luckily
Harry Wharton's clutching fingers dia

_not miss their objective,

His grasp closed firmly on the reint
close to the animal’s foam-fecked mouth
and held,

Under the werght and force of i
impact Harry went down s little, aw
was flung agsinst the pony's swenting
shoulder; but he hung on like grim
death, and was hall carried, half drazmed
on for several yvards.

Then the ponv's head went Jown, ane
he gave a terrificd squeal and stumibled
sickeningly,

But he recovered himself o oa fash,
and, shaking iz head madly, tere om
BEain.

But not for long. That desperate
clutch held, and, amid a wild plunging
and kicking, the maddened bruie was
brought slowly but surcly to a stand
still amid a mad clattering of hoofs.

Finding himself firmly on his feet at
last, Harry took still firmer grip of the
horse, and apoke to him soothingly.
though hiz head was whirling and he
ached from head to foot.

“xood gad !

Sir Hilton totiered upright aeain gnd
stowly and shakily dropped from: the
trap. He hurried to the pony's steane
ing head, and very soon the animal was
brought to a state of frembling oquist-
Hess.

“ By gad ! ejaculated Bir Hilton, when
he was sure ﬂjll was well,  “[By pad!
You—you young rascal ! 1 nover though:
you'd manage ik, young man.”

Harry snnled and patted the pony's
hesad.,

“It was dashed plucky, legad!™
panted the baronet, staring hard at the

Junipr’s Aushed and heated face. © 1
was a dashed fine thing, my bov! You
are Wharton. the head boy in the

Remove Form, T believe!™

“Xes, st

“You've done a dashed fine 1hing "
repeated the execited baronet.  And,
by gad, T'll see your bravery is suitably
rewarded ! I'll sce yonr headinastor heare
of this, Wharton, Huh! IF there i«
anything I can do for vou, any rewsard 1
can give for what you have done, my
boy, I shall he glad to give i8"

Hurry Wharton flushed and shosk Tif
head.

“1 don’t want anv reward, =ir,” he
zpid, rather curtly. 1 only did whar
any other fellow wonld have done.”

Bir Ihilton frowned.  He hated oppos
tion of any kind whatsoever,

PNonsenge! I insist upen rewarding
vou in some manner, Wharton, T shall
msisk, besad?! T am not accaslomed o
allow wwsell to remain under an obliga-
tion to anvone. Ti there is anvihong I
can do that is within my power 1 order
vou to name it, boy."

{Continued on page 21.)
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A Surprise for Pyeeroft.

ITH a savage g¢jaculation
ing from his lips, Ferrers
Laocke jmmnmed the receiver on

the hooks and as quickly took

fall-

it off agam.
“Halle, halls, hallo! Halle!¥
Feverishly lie pressed on the hooks to
sttract the operator’s attention, the

in hia agitated state of mind, so many
hours.

U Namber, please ¥

He ground hiz tecth as the innocent
guery came from the receiver, and then
asked for Scotland VYard, It was a
trunk catl in the ordinary course of
eventz, but Locke impressed wpon the
feminine operator the urgency of the
message, and He was through to the
Yard inside twenty seconds, Greatly to
his relief, he found Inspector Pyecrofi
in the bumilding, snd to the worthy
C.LD, man the detective gave a cryphio
deceription of Dr., Fourstanton's terri-
fying phono message,

“{iood heavens!”™ There waz a note
of horroy in Pyecroft's touea as the full
dgnificance of the time limie Four-
danton had  Imposed came home to
lim. “Tl pet along right now, Mr.
Locke——"'

He «id nof hear Locke's expression
of gratitude. In twe wminutes he was
‘peeding on his way to Baker Street to
atiempt the vnpossible—to zave Drake
from a ghastly fate.

Meantime, ¥Forrers Locke sushed back
16 the bir marguee wherein the
cticketers were pasrtaliing of luncheon,
The merry laughter and the converss-
vion diod Jdown as the anxions face of
the preat deieetive showod inside the
fonf, Without & word, Ferrers Locke
beckoned {0 Lord  Thandersieigh and
Vomtagae Maniers, They Jelt the table
and came over to him, their faces full
v wonderment, ;

“"What's wrong?™ azked his lerdship,
woking keenly at Locke's drawn face.

“What's the giddy rumpus?”  in-
vuired Moniy  Manners, a little Jess
fangmidly than was iz vsval wont.

Briclly Ferrera Locke exploined what
nad  bappenad. The faces of  his
lsteners wont pale wtilt horrer.

“"Poor bd B owand ATamers, T Lope
¢ pocduese Pyecprofe pgets thoeve  in
vime 1

Bat Lewd Thundersieich
head,

chaok his

——— e
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A full-of-thrills detec.
tive story introducing
Ferrers Locke, Jack
Drake, and Montague
Manners, the sporting
detective.

“¥ don’t want to be pessimistic,” he

said quietly; "“but if Fourstanton was
spenking  the truth, FPyecroft could
never reach Baker Street in time to be
of any assistance to Jack Drake™
Tocke shook his head miserably, The
whole aflair seemed to have stonned
him-—to have robhed him of lLis usual

F elearheadedness,
seeonds wasted thereby seeming to him,

“1 must pel up to London without
delay,” he =aid, and the mentality of
the detective, the man of action, re-
turned. I must lose no time. If any-
thing happens to young Drake "—he
gulped back something in his throat—
"Il pever rest until I have hounded
down that scoundrel Fourstanton!™

dr—

PEOPLE IN THE STORY:

DR, FOURSTANTON, a sotorious motor-
baudif, who Las escaped Jrom prizon.
MONTAGUE MANNERS, a Socicty idol and
o ameichy  crickefer of  exceptional
maerit, who ftaz taken up detective work
az « liviny. Owing to kis repeated fuc-
cesses b Ais new profession, * Mortg t
g deemed by the ncwzpaper scribes to

be Jast ousling

FERRERS LiM'KEE, hitherie the mozd Jomous
eriniinal dncesligator in the country, from
hig pinnacie of popularity,

INEPECTOR PYECRQET, of the C1LD, at
SFeatland Yard, o close fricad of Perrers
Lacke, and of

JACK DRAKE,
asgistant,

MOSTYN, ife bhutleroeelel of Montogue
Muaners, an elderly gexileman retaining
all Ll wqility of Mis pouth,

i - W - . & -

the detective's clever boy

mag afler Dy, Fogrstanlon cgedpes from
freman e commits oa pebbery af Lord
Barling's honse in Ealen Sguere. Moniy
Mennerz iz called in (o fpecstigate, Nkewive
Ferrers Lacke, The two differ in their recops
siruclion of tAc crime, Ferrers Locke clinging
Loy dois Heeory Dhal Lo barglers, working inde-
peeiedently of eack wthor, rifed 1he Eeuse,
weleiist Mouty sticks (o Kid fheory thaf fir,
Foarztanton, and ke ouly, was rospopsible
Jor fhe Hhoft,

The Fwo deicelivez beeome freends, dnad
Mowty tales Loeke demnp o Hempshire to
way for Lerd TFhenderslefgh’s erickel Leam
againzt the village elecea. Locke and Manty,
itd the opening poaic in Lhe erielel matel,
ke o sewdalionnd stand, At the broak for
funch  Locite 5 wvalled [0 the telephone.
There he recececa he shoekc of hia life, for
Re flwds that he i ospeakiag te Dre. Fours
sluadon,  Fhe coneirt, mwmho beorg o deep
graedgy apgepiel Jeel Pvakye, ealicin fyformes
Loelee Ihat iz czsisfapt—in Lopdos-—actll be
Blowae shy-liight withan fice winied s, il fhen
.-r',nj J_!.II_'r'_

§ ."l."s'_ph.! .ri_‘r.r£ qju_}

“Take my car,” said Monty Manners,
coming to the vescue; "it's capabla of
doing sixty miles an hour, and—---"

But Ferrers Locke did not wmt {or
more, He mumbled his thanks, and
then tore swiftly to the garage. In-
sicJg tem seconds the prey sporting car
belonging to Mooty Manners was being
backed out into the drive. Tnsida
twenty the car was heading for the
MAITH gates,

Half a minute elapsed, during which
time the car leapt forward, puiting a
curtain of light brown dust between the
detective’s back and shoulders and the
anxious faces of Lord ‘Thundersleigh
and Monty Manners; and then Ferrers
Locke, sull clad in his flunnels and
blazer, had gone,

A peculiar expression  of  sympathy
mixed  with  scorn creossed  Manmers'
paod-looking features for the space of
a second as he watched the cloud of
dust wind 1ks way along the voad to

London; and then he shruoged his
shoulders,

“He's sure some  hustler,” he re-
marked to Lord Thundersleigh. " Buot

'm hanged if T can sec what good he's
going to do!™

For ance in a2 way Lovrd Thunders-
leigh spoke sharply to his favourite.

“Oh, have a heart, Monty, for good-
ness’ sake!  That kid Drake means
more o Locke than anything else on
carth !

“I'm glad he does,” replied Manners,

And the manner of his saying 16
catized his lordship o glance swaifily at

ita, But all Lord Thundersleigh saw
ways  a  dreamy, good  looking fare,
wherein  peposed  an expression of

thoughtfulness or anxiciy—it depended
upon what tho scarchor looked for.

Without another word, Mooty Man-
ners and Lord Thandersleigh turned on
their heels amd savntered back to the
marquesc.

Meantime, up in London, Inspector
Prveoroft, a irifln “white about the
gille,” was urging the Jdriver of a police-
car ta get the aimost specd ont of the
velicle. Pedestrians stoppod and
stared in amazement at the (all figure
of the (LD, wan waving 2 {rantic fist
at the driver us the ecar fashed along
i what, 1o them, appeared a  hivhly
dangerons manner.

The coustabiles on point duty, recagne-
st the car and its occupant. held up
ihe traflic. and allowed Pyecroft a free
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ssage, a5 it were.  The journer fo
taker Btrcet from Scotland Yard was
done in the record time of ten minates,
which mcant. as  Pyceroft  haslily
rlanced st lus  wateh, that he had
arvived eight minutes too late to be of
any use to Drake if Fourstanton had
been speaking the trufh.

With o grinding of brakes, the car
drew to a  standstill  ouwtside Locke's
chambers.  Pvecroft noted, with a
feeling of velief, that the house itself
was thtact. Evidently Dreake had not
vet gone  “sky high.” Shouting a
number of wninielligible instroctions to
iz chauffeur, the CLIX man, with
reckless bravery, tore up the steps of
the hiouse antil he came wpon the main
door of Ferrers Locke's suite of rooms.
Fovtunately, Pyecroft possessed & key
of the chambers, and, with a steady
fiand, he turned the leck and swung
cpen the door,

Without hesitation—which spoke vol-
umes for his pluck, for it must be res
membered that he expectod the place to
go sky-ligh any minute—the C.1.1) man
rushed  throneh  the small hall and
tugged feverishly at the handle of the
Eltting-romn. «oor. Propared to sec all
manner of horrible thines, the inspeclor
nearly collapsed az he discovered that
everviling was in is proper place—uo
disturbance of any l-:ial.dr.’

A mutlered nnprecalion  fell from
Pyecroft’s lins as he swung ont of the
room again and made tracks for the
study.  The door wos pushed open
vielentlv., Apain the inspector expected
to sec something ont of the ordinary.

Dut all that ecame within hiz vision
was a4 cosv room, a small hre on the
hearth, and a lavge red leather lounge.
It was the lounge that attracted his
attention moszt; for, sprawled upon it
in an eazy artitude of repose, was Jack
Drake, fast asloep!

And Drake was :noring!

“Well, I'm—-"

Fyeeroft's vocabulary could find no
eniteble word to oxpress hLis fealings,
With widelv-staring eves and wrinkled
nose drawn up in perplexity, he goggled
dovn at Brvake's vecumbent figure the
while he scerateled his head.

Blowly, ever zo0 zlowly, a crimson fush
surmounted  his  heavy  features, for
Pyecroft was sonoyed—very annoyed.
A glance told him that wothing was
the mattor with Drake, that he was cor-
1::4_.||||;.'[_~:-~ in no  danger of going “sky
vigh.

And Precroft had liad his anxiety,
that frantic rush-—all for nothing.

A nuwmber of adjectives tumbled out
of li: mouth in quick succession as he
still stared down at Drake's peaccful
form.  Aud then, with a deft move-
atiend of his vighe hand, Precroft picked
up s Jarge cushion. Next moment the
cushion whizzed through the air.

ctark !

It caughe Drake full npon the face—
nol §l|l’!i«c-u-r:t te hure hiw, bub  guite
sufficicut 1o awaken him.  Mis snore of
one mmrwre was changed to a fiendisl
howl the e,

"Yaroooooh !

A smuile broke  acress Pyecroft's
features a:= he saw the look of con-
stervation in Prake’s vouthful face.

“Who "—vawo—"threw that =

Locke's assistant subbed his oves and
siared about himn  When he caught
sight of Pyecralt standing there, laugh-
g, a great anger conswmed him.

“Ind  wou  throw  that  blessed
cichion " he demanded,
Coure  thing ! ehoekled  DPrecroft.

“Ha, ha! Why—och—ah—ow '
Pyecroft's chuckling died a  sudden

death as Dvake, with a swifr movement
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1 sard guivtly,

of the arm. sent the cushion huretling
back at the C.LI) man, Il canght Pye-
croft riglnt under the c¢hin, and,
arriving 1o that region, so to speak, at
the very time the inspector was pre-
I[mrmg to double Iimseli for another
warty laugh, senl lim staggering back
against the wall, to bring lns bullet
head up sharp against the heavy rail
of a picture frame.

“Yarooocoh I howled Pyecrofi.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was Drake's turn to lauzh now,
and he made the most of it,

Pyocroft snorted his indignation, but

his good humour soon returned. .
“You atked for it, you know,” said
Dirake. *'"Da vou wuwsually Burst into a

fellow's place and shy cushions at  him
when he's asleep?™

But his light, bantering tone dropped
when Precveft explained the reason of
his visit, for to Dirake the story was an
Amazing one.

e reached out suddenly, nnd caunght
the inspector’s brawny band in his own.
He wrung it warmly.

“And you rushed round to zave me
from " he sald; and there was a
break in his voice. *T'll not forget it,
abld man.”’

“h, bosh " seoffed the (VLT man,
Blushiog to the roots of his haiv. “ But
what worries me now 15 the reason of
Locke's message—the morive  behind
fhe call that sent me rushing round
hoere—"

*And which perhap:s haz sent  the
guv'nor rushing wp to town as well”
zaid Drake. “For he's pretiv certain
to come on here without less of time™

“Bure ! nodded the nspector, "1
betier gef on  the plone to  Lord
Thundersicigh's place right now.”

He crossed the reoom as he spoke, and
picked up the telephone instrument.
I'ie answer that reached bim when he
was through and inguired for Ferrers
Lowcke was as Drake had surmised it to
be—Locke had left the hoose for lon-
don within a few minutez of  tele-
phoning Pyecroil.

Pyecroft grunfed disinally as he re-
joined Drake, and imparted the infor-
miakion.

“All wo can do pnow is to wait for
the guv'nor lo  arrive,” saul  Drake,
“Buk, obviously. the reazon behind it
all 15 to get him away {rom Thunders-
leigh's place. Do you think Fourstan-
tonn 13 contemplating a burglary at his
lovdslup's heouse 77

*The factz point io it,” zaid Pyeerafl
slowly.,  “Auwd ver he ig so consum-
mate a :eoundrel, and so deuced clever
that he must have ferescen the possi-
bilities of our discovering the trvick and
frusteating avy attempt at Lurglary at
Thundersleigh's place.”

“Which mprans that you ave poing to
despatch & posze of police to his lord-
ship’s house to keep a waich on the
phuce.”

"1 muszt do that, altheueh it appears
to me to be a fntile meazere.”  DPye-
croft's brow wrinkted in a2 score of
places. “1 wounder if——

He broke off. and Drake cauvght his
tratn of thought., unspoken as it was.

“If—if the guviner’s mgot  inio  any
trouble,  you  mean?”  he  asked
CRTES [TV T “1E it’s some  sort of
brap—-=u™

The C.ID. man looked sguarely at
Drake,

“1 don't know what it means,” he
“Dut thore's some dirty
work going on somewhere, and you and
I my lad, must put our thinking eaps
on. If Locke 1sn't here within one
howr and a hali—and he could easily
accomplizh the journey within that time
in & fast car-—we must honk the route
Ie st ous to follow.”

“Meantime, vou're poing to send the
posse down to Thundersleigh’s place *”
satd Drake.

“Bure ! We'll eatch Fourstanton nap-

i‘lill?, if that's his game,” =aid Dye-
croft. “ But my instincts tell me that
we're on the wronpg  track. Still, a

detective must leave no possible line of
crime uncovered. I'l phone the Yard
right now.”

Inside & guarier of an hour a special
car, containing ten picked men of the
famous Flying Squad, was proceeding to
Lord Thundersleigh’s place. Amnd wﬁile
that car ate up tﬁa miles, Pyecroft and
Drake were perforce obliged to curb
their impatience until the time limit
Pyceroft had set upon Fervers Locke's
journey had elapsed.

Never had tlie hands of a8 clock re-
volved so slowly.

The Patient.

B soon &3 Ferrers Locke got clear
of the by-road that skirted Lord

Thundersleigh’s house, he

opened ank the engine of Man-
ners' car, and, with grim face watching
the road snhoad of §1im. settled down
for a swiit drive up to town,

Milestones few  past  cvery  fow
minutes, and twenty miles of the jour-
ney had been done when, approaching
a lonely piece of ecountry bebween
Marsden and Babblebury, o strange
thing ||a_p£ene{1‘

The dicky-seat, five or six feet bo-
hind "Foerrers Locke, began to move.

The detective, with lits eyes glued on
the road ahead of him, naturally did
not observe that strange phenomona.
He did not see the "1id ™ of the dicky-
seat move slowly from a horizontal posi-
tion to an angle of forty-five degrees;
did not hear the sharp click the auto-
makie lock made as the seat swunpg up
:t_'ar-l:fs amnd ocutwards to its novmal posi-
ion,

The frees seemed to fly past, the
white road appeared one unlimited blur
—the car was travelling at sixty miles
an hour.

Suddenly, from within the spacious
aperture whick, in ordinary course of
circumstaneces ' housed ¥ the dicky-meat,
there appeaved the bead and shoulders
of o Iman.

With mboite caution, the hgure rose
to an upright positwe, wch by inch,
until a view of the head and shoulders
was followed 1:?' the warst amd hips.

A large slouch hat adorned the heand,
whilst  tha features were  proctically
abscured by a large silk handkerchief.
Baut there was no mistaking the deadly
menaco in Lhe piercing eyes thal peered
above the ecdee of the handherchice.,

A view of the head and the shoulders
and down to the waist gave an indica-
tion of the height of the man—as near
siX focf as made no adds,

(blivious of the nearness of another
being, and an encmy at that, Fevrers
Locke, hunched over the steering-wlicel,
never fook hiz eyes off the road.

The right arm of the figure in the
dicky-zeat  tmoved upwards. In  iis
clenched hand appeared a =tick, much
the sanwe as an ordinary walking-stick,
except that at one end bulred a knob
of ugly-looking proportions,

Cautions as a cat about to spring
upent & mowse, the figure in the dieky-
seal clambered over the frame of the
car, stk poised ready o sicike at o
moment’s notice, A shavp glance at
the road ahead, two more—each to left
and rigltl—and then  the stick, with
stunning foree, descended on the detec
tive's nnprotected head.

Fereers Jaocke collapsed in his  secat
withont a cry—without frther move.
ment. But the man who had dealt that
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Cautious as a ¢at about to spring upon & mouse, the masked Bgure in the dicky seai elambered over the frame of the
ear, stiek pplsed ready to sirike at a moment’s notice,

(See page 22.)

dastard’s blow leapt nimbly over the
intervening space between the dicky
weat and the driving-seat and clutched
the steering-wheel just in time to pre-
vont the ear from mounting & steep
bank at the side of the read.

The car came to a standstill. The
man in the stouch hat went about his
prearranged task with absolute coolness.
Roughly, he zlung the Inert form of
the detective over his shoulders, and
carried him to the opposite side of the
read, There he dumped him on the
bank, baving first satisfied himself that
Locke showed mno innmediate signs of
returning consciousSness,

Then the masked individual clambered
into the car, drove it a few yards
furtirer along the road and brought it
to a standstill, the engine still running,
Away to the left was a high embank-
ment, Beyond it was a sheer drop of
a hundred feet into a swiftly-moving
streamn that merged into the weir, whose
lashing waters could be heard in the
distance. :

The masked man listened to the dall
roaring of the waters, and then he
chuckled as if thoveughly satished at
what he contemplated doing,  Next
moment ha had set the car Full talt for
the banly, at the =anc time taking &
Aving leap from the car ifzelf into the
roadway,

With o roar and a spluttering of its
spgine, the car ploughed its way up the
bank, reached the somnut, and then,
finding nothing to meet its  fercely-
sevalving  wheel: but empty air, turned
tartle amd pitched headlong to the rIver
a hundred feet below. .

The masked man serambled to his feet
gud raced up the bank. Then, as he
gazed down npon the wreckage of the
car, hie chuckled grimly. }

“The evidenre speaks for itself,” he
puttered.  “Tc's hard lines on Ferrers

 Locke, but there it s
spead imerchant.”
Turning, he made tracks for the bank
-upon which he had left Locke’s huddled
figure. The detective, as yet, showed
no signs of returning vousciousness, With
effortless ease the wan in the slouch
hat picked up the sleuth, and, with his
inert figure slung aecrozs his shoulders,

He was a noted

b ont across the fields in the direction of

an old tower of Tuder design that reared
s crumbling walls against the skyline.

Before he proceeded many paces the
man_in the SL‘.IHC!] bat removed the ol
seuring hendkerchief from his face and
lnoked about him. Bot there was no
gign of any living presence aronnd hian
Upon reaching the tower he placed
Locke's figure in the long grass and
pushed against the rickety deoor of the
old ruin. In the aperture thus created
stood a combination motor-cyele,  With
coolness that would bave beon admirable
in mora worthy eircumstances the scoun-
drel wheeled out the combination and
then commenced to strip Locke of his
flannels. I'vom a locker 11 the side-car
he produced a suit of clothes, and in
these the uneonscious  delective  was
dressed,

Nexat, his capior ook a small syringe
from his pocket and 1njected the contents
of it into Ferrers Locke's arn

“That'll keop him dazed for twenty-
four honrs,” he muitered.

A glanes af hin  waich and  the
seotpndrel had started the engine of the
motor-eyele, Next ininute he wasz spead-
mg in the diveerion of Babblebury. Long
before he reachad his destination Ferrers
Locke had returned ito consciousnessg
but, try as he might, his muscles failed
to nid hibm, and his tongue zeemed to
cleava to the roof of his month. Worse
than that, be actually found him=elf gris-

NMg—grinning, 8% an

utksy mpathetio §

| observer might have said, like a Cheshire
cat.

It was amazing, uncanny.

IHis captor smiled at him several tiines,
but refrained from spesking., He kpew
the effects of the drup he had mjected
o e's aystem. They were lov all
[ the world like the svmptoms of & de-
ranged nund.

Babblebury came in sight at last, and
straight to the lunatic asylum Locke's
captor proceeded. In appeared that he
was cxpeeted, for the maomnent he an-
nouneced his name an obhseguions gentle-
man hurried forward and shook him by
the hand.

All this time Ferrers Locke was
stationed 1 the side-car, conscwous, m a
dazed sort of way, of all that was gomg
on around him, and vet thoroughly iu-
capable of moving a muscle,

IHe grinned sheepishly a few momenis
later a3 two helty-loocking attendants of
the asylum ranged themselves on either
side of him and cscorted him into the
building. He was still grinning when
[ these same attendants hureried him into
a room of smsll dimensions, whose walla
were padded, and whose single window
was barred. He allowed himself to be
put to bed like a bebe in arnms, grinning
{he while in a stupnl fashion that found
na chord of astonishment in the hearts
of ihe attendants, for they werve uszed to
such afflictions.

They made him comlortahle—as com-
[ortzble as it is possible to be in a padded
coll-and left hon.

Meantime, the superintendent of the
asylum was -:mgag-e:cF in deep conver:a-
tion with the man who had hrought
Ferrers Locke to the place. ‘

“0f course, vou see him to-day i one
of s * ndee  mceods,” ¥ saul this sconn-
drelly individual, ¥ But, veallv, doctor,
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it's guite time that my poor brother
received medieal atiention. His delusions
are getting worse. He for ever styles
himeelf a great detective. Calls himself
IFerrers Locke, talks of his boy assistant,
Dark, or Drake, or somcithing, and
always refers to Scotland Yaud as though
Lo had a big pull with the Yard people.”

“ Pogr fellow ! said the superintendent
sympoathetically.

“As I said just now, he's in a nice
mood to-day. ke has periods of guiet
days, and then—Jove——" ;

“There's no holding him, eh?"” put in
the kindly medico quietly. “I know,
I am glad you have put forward his chief
obsession. A detective, ¢h? Hum[ Wo
shall know how to treat him.”

“Yeou won't let him get about the
prounds just yet, will you, doctor? said
fhe man with the slouch hat. " EHe's
dungoerons at times—very violent. And
hie's very strong.”

The medico smiled indulgently.

“Leave him to mo” he said. “I'lt
make & good case of him. In less than
a vear I'll restore your brother to you
in his normal health.”

His visitor did not seom too pleased
at that gencrous statement, but he forced
a smile and dragged a bundle of official-
looking papers E;:m-m his pockets.

“Ab, everything is in order, 1 see,”
taid the superintendent, adjusting his
inee-ntez and scanning  the papers seb

fore him. * We cannot bo (oo carcful 4
these davs, sir. A maq can’t be put away
it an asylam in these modern days unless
responsible officials have given their
sanction o his detention.”™

“Indecd they can’t!” smiled Locke's
captor, enjayinghhimmlh “1've had a
deuee of a job to get those papers

signed,”

%—Ie reached for his hat and rose to his
fest. Then as he caught the superin-
tendent’s glance upon him he laughed
as if remembering something, and
deagged a bundle of notes [rom his
breast-pocket.

“T setile with you for my brother’s
keep while I am bere,” he said easily.
Y Mo, no; don't bother to give me any
veceipt. 1 sup wa can trust each
other,” he nddn-ﬁ, ;

*“Why, of course, my dear sir,”’ replied
the superintendent, eounting the notes.
“Your brother’s fees are paid for six
monkths. DBut, of course, you will come
and see Tim occasionally.”

“1 shall do my best, But, vou must
remember, my irﬂtlmr does not look
upon me as a friend. Heo'll soon be teli-
ing yvou that he iz not my brother, and
that T have kidnapped him, or some-
thing equally silly, No "—the scoundrel
apprared to think deeply for a moment
or two—"I don't think I shall visit
him vory oftpn”

“As vou will, Mr. Stanton ™

Tho man lavghed lightly as he heard
the name, and then, shaking hands with
the superintendent, he turned upon his
heel and strode out of the building., e
mounted his eycle, turned the machine
round in the road, gazed with an cnig-
natical smile uwpon his features ab the
glooiny red-brick building, and then he
was off like the wind.

[ EE Y

The 0il Trail.

HILE Ferrers Locks was speed-

Ferrers Locke’s * brother ™ had gone.
ing Londonwards in Manners'
car that worthy was going

great guns at the wicket, part-

nered by Sir Ernest Paviree, wha had
preveiled upon Lord Thundersleigh to

let him have a “smack.”
Tue Maicxer Lippany.—No. 904.

In less’ than half an hour the total
had passed two hundred, and then Man-
ners put an casy catch into ‘fslip’s
handsz. Of the two hundred and thirty
runs ohe hundred and twenty had been
contributed by Monty, and the crowd
was not slow to show its appreciation as

he strolled off the pitceh,

¥eeling he had deserved well of his
country—or, rather, of his side—Monty
streteched himself in a deck chair and
watched the play for a quarter of an
hour, oceasionaily chatting to Lord
Thundersleigh.

* Deneced [unoy about the message
Locke reccived,” said his lordship, ™ For
one of the servants has just informed me
that Inspector Dvecroft, of London,
whom Locke instructed to go to Drake's
assistance, has just llﬂmm: through to
say that Drake is slive and well, and
that scoundrel Fourstanton has not been
near the place.™

“"You don't say
suddenly interested.

“Juzt a ruse to get Locke out of the
way,” said his lordship gravely. *T've
Fot an idea Lhat this rogue, Fourstanlon,
means to burgle my place—that's why
he's lured Locke out of the way.”

Manners shot hiz host an indignant
look.

"ﬂgﬁé)arﬂ-ntf;\‘, I dou't eount,” he said
langndly.

[is lordship erimsoned.

i3
H

ejaculated Monty,
i F lheli il

"1 beg yvour pardon, Monty, I didn't’

“ But

mean it dike that,” he aﬂolagiﬁc{f. o1
¢ accounted tor,

that messape has got to
vou know.'

“Yaas, T suppose so,” drawled Man-
ners, pulling away at a cigarctte as
ihough it were-a ptpe. “I reckon you
don't think that this man Fourstanton is
laving a trap along the road for old
Lipeke 27

“What, in broad davlight#* There
was a node of seorn in Lord Thunder-
sleigh's voice, ™ This isn't the year dot,
Montky,”

“Ng, but--— Hallo! What's
hittle lot arrivingi"

e rose to his {eet and indicated the
streteh of road that skirted the ervicket
pround. A powerful car had just drawn
to a standstill, and ten men—stalwart
fellows, with " policoman ™ written all
ovor them—alighted.

His' lordship gazed at them  with
puzzled brow, and thep he stalked to-
wards them. At his  heels trooped
Monty Manners, equally curjous,

this

They were Pyeocroft’'s posse of the
Fg.-_in% Squad.  The sergeant in charge
quickly axplained his buosiness, and as

e concluded, Lord Thundersleigh shot
a pleased expression ab  the young
cricketer by his side.

“What did [ tell vou, Mooty? The
olice are down here to look out for
“ourstanton. People up &t the Yard
seemm  to expect he'll break into my
shanky.™

“Really #  drawled Monty, and he
smiled jreritatingly—at least, so thought
his Jordship. * Deuced clever folk up at
the Yard."

Tord Thundersleigh torned to the
sergeant in charge of the posse and told
him that his men had the free run of the
place,

“1 shouldn’'t hang about in & bunch,™
he said. * Hide vourselves—or your pro-
fession, at least—amongst the crowd.”

“And hide those incriminating feet,”
vawned Monty Manners sarcastically.

Thue it came te pass that amongst the
cricketer  guests  and  their friends
mingled fon representafives of the law,
each one caper to claim the distincbion
which meant, perhaps, promotion, of
spotting D, I'ourstanton fivat.
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And while every precaution was being
taken to safeguard Lord Thundevsleigh's
place fromn robbery, a certain imdividoal
with “taking ways"” was forcing an
entrance inte Sir Eenest Payvteee's old-
world mansion not three hundred yards
diztant,

He was a tall figure, and he nroved
with all the stealth of a panther to-
wards the rear of the house. At a
glance the place appeared to be descerted,
Az a matter of actual fact the three ser.
vants left in charge—~for the rest were
on heliday—were seated in deckchairs
on the roof of the house watching the
cricket by the aid of opera-glasses.

The prowler, neaving the windows of
the house, saw them without the dis-
advantage of being spotted by them,
He chuekled ‘griuﬁ}- to  hLimself, aod
calmly walked up to the freneh windows
and let himmself mn.

He was busy in that house for exactly
twenty minutes, and he came oub twenty
thousand poands richer than he wont
.

It was mol until the evening waz well
advanced and the erieketers wern
smoking and chatting in the grest
lounge of Lord Thundersleigh's place
that Sir Ernezt *aytree was informed of
his loss,

A white-faced scrvant burst uncere
moniously into the lounge and sought

his master,

“Phelps!™ exclaimed  Sir Ernest
angrily. " What does this mean?

“You've been robbed, sir!”™ gasped
the terrvified manservant, “"The house
kas been ransacked ™™

“Wha-a-at

The colour, drained from Sivr Ernozt
Paytree's face, for he was a particularly
mean specimen of huamanity whe parted
with a shilling with about as muach
reluctance and pain as an  ovdinary
individueal  parted with & tooth,
“R-robbed ¥

“ Yes, siv!”

In a4 moment the lounge was in an
uproar; coveryone was tallking at once,
evervone asking guestions of the terrified
Phelps. It was Moniy Manners who
calmed them down to reason.

Bit by bit he extracted what informa-
tion he could from IPhelps—and that, in
all conscience, wes preecions little—and
then announced hiz intention of visiting
Iaytree’s place without delay.

“What a day!” said Lord Thunders
leigh, with a deploring goesture.  * Anid
them there's poor old Locke--something
must have happened fo him, for that
fellow Pyecroft has beenr on to the phone
zeveral times ansking if Mr. Locke had
rcturned here”

Manners shrugged his shoulders.

“Mr. Locke iz able to take care of
hirmself,” he said., * He's no fool,  Let's
coneorn ourselves now with Sic Erpest's
loss.™

He detachied himself  from  Lord
Thundersleigh and  spoke in lowered
tones to his butler-valet, Mostvn, In a

few momoentz the man had brought him
his coat. With all speed the ericketers
and the plain-clothes men surged over to
1y Erncst Payiree’s house, leaving one
policeman in charge at the Grange,

The servants met them in the hall—
the full staff, for the “holiday-makers ™
had now returned, Monty Manners eved
them shrowdly,  Tle prided hunsclf upon
being o good jndge of character, and for
a few momentz his piercing gaze reshed
upon a tall feotman whose features were
decidedly shifty in expression.

The wman rveturned a sullen,
stare.

It was only a matter of seconds, but
the assembly of cricketers marked it

sulky
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woll.  Then, without & word, Mmuwral
soamed his way about the house and
grounds the while Sir Ernest FPaytree
and ‘his friends plied the servantz with
guestiona, ¢

Monty Manners stayed for some con-
siderable time outsile the windows of
the dining-room, gazing thoughtfully at
the stretch of lawn in front of him,

Then he stooped and examined. a
glistening bead of moisture that scemed
o stand out from the short green turf,

“Ah!”

The exclamation escaped him as his

drew in a second blob of moisture
about four yards away from the fivst,
He strode towards it, a peculiar smile
qusgillig”ﬂ.hﬂﬂt his lips,

L1 j !

And oil those glistening blobs of
moisture were. There was a long trail
of them, extending for close on threo
hundred vards ab intervals of cight or
ten feot. .

Manners followed that trail to the end.
And the end proved to be a gardencr's
tool-shed. There was even a blob of oil
on the white wooden step of the shed.

* Ah, what bave we here?” mutiored
Monty.

He was about to push open the door
of the shed, when ona of the C.LLD.
men hastened over to him.

v Corne here, oy good fellow,” drawled
Manners. “Y've half an idea that we
'“ﬁ %ﬂing to find something  rather

v,
wThu C.I.D. man joined him as he
thrust against the door.

“Laocked ! he grunted.
tried that door.”

“Indeed P queried Manners.
for what purpose 7 ‘

“Na purpose i particular,” admitted
the C.LD. man. “Just instinei--that's

why 1 went and got the duplicate
k iF

“"T've just

* And

“The duplicate kev,” said Manuers,
raising  his  eyebrows interrogatively.
“Where's the ordinary, cveryday, com-
mon or garden key?"

“The butler said that Mereditl, the
fooiman, had 1t,” came the answer,
“And Meredith can't be found-he's
messing arcound somewhere.”

A smile playing at the corners of his
mouth, Manners took the hey from his
companion and opened the door of the
tool-shed.

To the astonishment of the CLI
mamn, ho glanced swiftly at the floor, and
walked slraight over lo where a loather
bag of fairly lavge dimensions reposed,

*Are you a betting man?” he drawled,
turning suddenly and facing lis aston-
ithed companion,

“Nanna!™ faliered that worthy, taken
aback.

“Well, if vou woere, I wager you a
dinner at the Carlton that this bag con-
tains the mizzing loot I

As he spoke, Manners whipped back
the lid of the hag, to reveal o whole heap
of silver and gold plate. On the top
yested a fine old silver crucible, from
the well of which streamed a yellows,
grey liguid that still percolated through
a small hiole in the bag on o the floor,

“Well, I'm haonged!” gaszped the
CLD. man, in astonizshment. " How
did you hit on this place, six?”

Manners  smiled  soperiorly,  and
tonched his forchead,

“This i3 whers you want it," he
drawled, And then hiz ecasual air Jeft
him, “I'm going to lock vou in here,

officer, while I run back and inform Sir
Ernezt of my discovery.”

And, further to the officer’s azionizh-
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“ Heavens !
a wild animal, and then, eatehing sight of
| to alm sweeping, thunderous blows at

Won't anybody come? "

someone on the scene ; a grim face peered through the grille in the door,
then, my good fellow, you musin't do that!
{See page 27.)

Ferrers Locke gazed aboutl him like
the small table, he picked It up and hegan
the door. This time the nolse !:rmﬁsht
4K ﬂw
Take it easy, you know [ "

Then, breaking out into occasional fits
of subduad laughter, Monty Manners
strolled back to the house.

Ie asked one or two questions of the
servants in the hall, and noting the time
by hiz watch, passed into the =zitting-
FeOni,

The convorsation died down at his
entrance, and all eves were focused on
hine, It was obvious to all that Moniy
had “struck aily’’ and, literally, he had.

At lengihh Manners seated himeclf
with a curious audience about him,
The special posse from Scotland Yard
appeared to be absolutely in the dark;
there wasn't apparently a single clue to
fasten upon.

“Wall ¥ queried Sir Ernest anxiously.
“YWhat have vou discovered? Don't ait
there, Monty, like & grinning gargoyle,”
he added crossly.

“T have dizeovered where the stufl is,”
said Manners, ealinly helping himszelf
to a cigorette and lighting it with
a delibevate care that was i the el
cumstances, exasperaging.

His words, theugh, had the effect of
bringing the whole party up with a jerk,
Sir Ernest grabbed Monty by the arm
in hiz apitatien, and almost burnt that
worthy’s face thereby.

“¥.you know where the sfuff iz he
asked, his voice trembling on a high
note,

Aonty Manners nodded,

“* But—but—but—-~"
stammered amd stuttered.

“As Bhakespeare 13 reputed to have
satd, dear man,” smied Monty, *"there
are no buts, or but me no buts, or some-
thin', Ti's perfectly simple. ¥ou have---
or, rather, had—a wonderful antigue
gilver otl crucible, T believe ¥ he added

Bir Ernest

ment, Manners stepped out of the shed } seriously.

and locked the door on him.

" Yes, yves!” exclaimed Sir Ernest ex-

vitedly, A silver ong—worth a hun-
dred guid.™ ;

“And I presume that there was il
that crueible?” said Monty Manners,
taking o long pull at his cigarette.

*That's so,” answered the baranet. "1
was exhibiting the thing to a denler
vestovday, and to show him how it
worked, T 6GHed B with oil.  But what
'tﬁ_!.l

“Lucky for you you did!” smiled
Monty, “That oil has deopped on the
ground for many yards, for our burgar
friend did not know it was filled, or if he
did he didn't pay too much attention o
how he carvied it

* Yes, but—-" i

“There vou go again,” said Moniy
veprovingly.,  “ That eil trail, which yea
will shortly be able to spot for yonr-
selves, leads from the stretch of lawn
just outside the french window of the
dining-room to a gardener's hut three
hundred yards away—olmaost on the onf-
hirts of your property, Lord Thunders
leigh,” he added, turning to lus host.

“Good heavens ™ .

*And in ithat bat will be found—in
faet, it iz found—ihe whole of the loot™
concluded Manners, with a smile. “Nao,
ne, don't get agitated, Sic Ernest. One
aof our CLLE, men is on guard with a
joaded revolver inside the hut.  What
is more, the door of the hut is locked,
and I have the key in my pocket.”

With a careless gesture he prodoeed
the key; and Sir Ernest grabbed i
promptly.

“You
nervously,

* Abzolutely [

“Then who i3 vesponsible
theft 7’ demanded Sir Ernest,

Monty Manners shrogged

are  sure??  he  quered

fr the

his

shotilders,
THE MacxeEr LiBrany —No. 904,
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“The evidence peints to one of your
servants,’” he said.
“I'll sack the lot if I can't find out

which one it is!” emid Sir Ernest
savagely, ;
“Tut, tut!” admonished Manners.

“That's rather childish, if wvou will
exeuse my saying so.  As a metter of
fact, T don’t think wou will have nced
to sack the lot. I rather fancy your tnll
foottnan fellow has—ahem-—sacked him-
g f—-="

“What, Meredith?” ejaculnted Sir
Ernesl.

“Meredith, if von like,” said Manners.
“T Lknow him as Bland—Terror landd
they called him, He's seen the inside of
a prison about five times since he was
n bov. How the deues he gob inlo your
cimploy, 8ir Ernest, beaiz me.”

“His references were all right,” sard
the baronct.

TAN forgeries!” chuckled Manners.
“ However, perhaps you had hetter send
for him"" %

Sir Ernest rang the bell, and Phelps
appeared on thee instant,

" Bend Meredith to me at onee !

The manservant turned on his hecl
and hastened out of the raom. Tle was
back again in fve minutes, and be
carried a note in his hand.

Sir Frnest eved him sharply.

“Woell

“ Meredith has gone, sir,” said Phelps
respoctfully. T found this note on the
hallstand.”

The Legend of the Ring.

IR ERNEST clit the envelops and
read the contenls of the single
sheet of notepaper inside.  The
message, in a sprawling, ungainly

hand, ran:

“Tm not responsible for your missing

R

silver; but I know that that cursed de-
teetive, Manners, has recognised me as
heing an old lag, which means that my
forged  references will he  lined up
againzt me. I's no good a crook tryving
to turn honezt, "The lnger of suspicion
alwavs drops on him., I swear I sm
innocent, and that I'm running steaight,

“JULES MEREDITH.”

“1'll have him punished!” prated Sie
Ernest. “The scoundrel! T ook him
in and——"

“Then he took vou in,” szid Manners
cheerily. “ Bul you're not going to hunl
ihe poor weobeh? I ask 1t as a favour,
B3ir Ernest, that vou lek him go. 1
know that it amounts to compounding o
felony ; lmit, in the cires, 1 think our
podice [riends will show a lLitile human
svmpalhy.

They did.

Mevedith, innocent or guilty of the
theft, was allowed to go scot.free. In
the joy of recovering biz valuables Sir
Ernest FPavtree waz yendy fo promise
anything that*did not affect his pocket.

But the doy’s events were not doomed
to end there.

Hardly had the whole party proceeded
fo Lord Thundersleigh's place when the
night air was suddenlty rendered hideous
by three or four sharp, crackling reports
putictuated by stabs of lame.

“What the dence is that:” said Monty
Manners, coming to a stop.

Crack !

iE “:I:ﬂp [”

The ery rang out piercingly, and Lord
Thundersteigh and hiz [riends broke into
a run. They came vpon the CULI. man
who had been left hebind at his lord-
ship's honse boent half double. His left
hand clutehed his shoulder, and a trickle
af erimson smeared 1. The fellow was
about to faint when Monty Manners

¥

caught him in his strong arms  and
roughly ordered him to “pull himsel
together.” :

“Fourstanton " pazped  the injuped
man, “He's heen ]‘il‘]piﬂg‘ hinself here
all the bime you've been over at Sir
Ernest Paytree's housg———"

“"Gowd lor' 17

" Fourstanton —"

“Which way did he go?” Alontw
Manners was the most clear-headed of
ihe party.

The wounded man made an elfor! and
with shaking finger indicated a belt of
rrees away to the leff.

With a few hurried words to one of
the party to look after ihe wounded
man, Manners pulled ont a revolver Trom
his pocket and hastened in (he direction
the man had indicated.

In a long hine behind im ihe exeibed
cricketers followed.

Away in front of Manners, abiout (wo
hundred vards distant, meoved a Dack
shadow., Without hesitabion the deier
tive jerked up his revolver and com-
pressed the trigeor,

Crack !

Iliz shaot had pone wide of the mark,
for the shadow still plunged on, linall
bt be lost in the cover of a line of porse
that ¢id duty as a hedge.  The chase
went on for an hour or more thereaftor,
bul no sign was seen of the barglar ; and
at length the crickelers, with Maonty
AManners at their head, gave up the
chase in disgust.

“Got clear away 1" muttered Manners,
“Zee, what z day of surprises!”

In a dismal body the party moved back
to the house, to be met by Lond
Thundersleigh himself,  Flis lordship's
face was stramed and pallid.

“No luek ! saul Mooty
“The fellow's ot clear away.
taken much®’

Mannera,
Ias La
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Lord Thundersleigh  threw uwp b ':.‘?!
hands with a gesture of weariness,

"Only about n hendred  thousand
ponnds ' he answered hittecly,

*Aemsn hundeed thouzand pounds
began Monty.

“My ring—the ring that's weorth a
king s ransom,’” said hig lordship. " 1%s
been in the farily for five hundred years
and——-"

“Po you mean the ring vou showed
me this afternoon?” said Monty Manners,
and his usually dreamy eyes were now
wide ‘open 1n horfer,

Lord Thundersieigh nodded assent.

“Phew ' Monty Manners was moved
bevonde measure.  “ That's nasty!”

e turned and caught sight of the
wopnded man, who was now streiched
oub on o setbes, the while o white-faced
maidd bandaged hiz wound.

“My dear fellow, you've got it had,”
said Manners sympathetically. ' Teil
me—how did you come acress the villain
—this Fourstanton——" . _

“1 eanght him in the act of rifing the
safe,” said the policemman, with a pain-
il effort.  * Tie was masked —or, rather,
he wore & silk handkerchiel across his
featores.”™

“How do vou "know
stanton "

“Well, he caid ba was” muttered the
C.LD man. e said something about
its not being as easy as all that to cap-
fure Fourstunton when I gripped him by
the throat.”

"Well, what happened?™

“He felled me, and 1 lay halfdazed on
the floor,” continued the policeman.
“The scoundrel still went about his task
as ralm as you like. He opencd the safe,
belped himsell to something—I don't
know what it was—and promptly re-
treatgd.  Just as he got clear of the
room my senses returped, and I tried
to give chase. I fired at him eeveral
tirhes, but I don’t know whether he was
hit."

CAnd that was all the story the unfor-
tongte fellow bad to tell.

- Lord Thunderzleigh, who had listened
‘to the foregoing, made a hopeless gosture
and then gripped Monty Manners by the
ATHF.

“Monty, H you can recover that
diamond ring vou'll be worth another
fifty thousand pounds ithe dey yFou hand
it aver to me”

Manners eved hiz lerdship firmly.

"Tg that a bet? he asked,

5
[RE

" Bure !

“Then I'm on.” snuled Maonkty., “"I'm
denced sorry, old chap, that it's gone;
but I make no bones about o, fifty thoo-
gand will put me on my feet again;
funds are low, ver know,” he added.

“Recover i, then, with all speed,’”
gaid his lordzlnp. "1 don't wani to
shout it about, but there’s a legend at-
tached to that ring. So long as it's in
the possession of the master of onr howse
all 12 well: but when that stone leaves
our hands the curse vpon b stales that
our house, our name, and fortune will |
crumble up.”

“0Oh, tosh?' eaid Memly Manners,
"Sarely yon den’t believe in all that?”

" His ﬂ:rdshhi] seemed to swallow some-
thing in hiz throak,

“Unfortunately for my own pesce of
mind I do. TBuat let 1t rest there. Yon
will recover it for me?™

“Eeiy on me,” saul Z'l.r-:ml;,-, “an' ho
advized by me. Keep the whole thing
dark. Dion't Iet it go into the papers, ar
Fourslanten might get the wind up and
do something drastic with the gem.”

"You mean he might cut it -up?
gquaverad his loedship.

“How else could he dispose of it
gaid Moniv., " You go and talk to the

R
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pohice, tell them that vouw've 1éft the

, affair i omy hands, and that yon den't

wanl publlicity  attachad to the
thelt,”

And Levrd Thandersleigh, mare hopefui
ndw  than he had been five moinutes
earhier, drew the sergeant of police upon
ane Awde and snoke to him,

Apd white his lordship tossed feverishly
te and fro in his bed that night, Ferrers
Locke, hiz normal senses returning mneh
quicker Lthan his captor had reckoned on,
rubbed hiz eves and gazed about him in
wondermenk. For a few seconcz his
hearl almost stond still as  the dread
sighificance of those padded walle, of the
barved window, of the lLittle mets]l grille
let inte the locked door of the room
broke in upon hizs dazed mentality.

Then, with a roar of fury not unmized
with alarm, Ferrers Locke haunded up
from the bed he had been sitting on and

wlYy

sprang toward: the decr. Savage'y ho
elawed at the even surface of the wanels
but no handie could he fimd. The ‘ﬁami]{-
af the door was on the outside.

“zood Heaven !

With staring eves he =eanncd  the

window, zaw the jron bars mocking at
him, and then, with all the strength of a
madman, he thgged [urionsly at then

He maght have saved himself the
trouble. They did not budge the tinieat
fraction of an inch. The perspiration
pauring out of him in greal beads, the
slenth pressed lis face close apainst the
hars of his prizon and Inoked downwards,
A watery moon revealed the proond

low, a matter of forty foet or so anay
from him,

He was caged like o rat in a trap.

“An asvlum [ he mutiered dazedly.

Locke gazed about him like s wild
animal, angd then, catohing sight of the
small table, he picked 1t up in his sirony
hands and began to aim sweeping, thun-
derons blows at the door, ,
This time the noise he made brought

someone on the scene.. A gprim face
peered through the grille of the door.

“Now, then, my pood fellow, you
mustn't do that. Take it eazy, you
know,™

Laeke thought swiltly.

“There's some mistake,” he said.

spealing rationally, “ I'm not mad. This
fe an asylum, mo't 11?7 I'm pot mad -
“MNo, no; of course not,” camc ihe
goothing tones of the attendant.
“Bat I'm not!” howled T.ocke.
Ferrers Locke, the detective,
have heard f me™
The attenlant nodded eympatheticalls,
“Will vou plone thramigh to Scotland
Yard for me, then? gaid Locke,
realising now, with a tervible fecling
prawing ab his heart that he was indead
accepbed and regarvded as o madman.

“I'm
You must

“T' do st in the merning, sir,” sand |

the attendant, and he mude to
AWRY.

Then Tocke™s veaal resivaing deserted
bine, e felt afraid, tervibly afraid of

Move

Lthe fate in front of him, sliyong man as
His §

e was mentably and phesicaliy.
hands beat o frenzied tattoo wpon the
clonr, but the noise passed  unheeded.
The aitendant had pone back io his hedd.

Thinp, thamp, thump!

Long he aiaod ' there smashing at the
panels, uniil bis habnds were raw  and
bleeding, but the door might have Lieen
made of hardened steel. And then his
nerves broke dovwn,  He began fo lnngh,
wildly and shrilly,

" I'm not mad

Another strange peal of langhter,

Ferrers Lecke was as near 4o boeoming
mad az it was pexsthle to bo,

| Fdein’ £ wizs Hhe nexd cusllment of thix
(hrilling sory, bags, s o winver wfl
the wayl)

ontinued from poge 20.)

Havry was about lo refuse again, and
then quite suddenty an blea  oreurrerd
io him, and bis oves pgleamed  with
inischief,

"Well, yes, sir” he sail  gquictly.
‘...l..'ill..'t'ﬂ i"'\- THIbLY Zril.‘.'hllr' ""__":}II [& 0] llﬂ I.l.'lr'
e angd for Greyfriars"

* Mame if, iy boy—name it " snappoed
the pompows baronet.

“I shoukd be gratelul te you, sir, and
=0 would all Grevivars, i van could pet
the restrictions removed relating to the
school tackshop, sir”

ool pad?” elaculated B Hillon.

“ Wh, you {-Ijm'l:i; vaung  monkey !
Never in auy hife have I heard such
impudent  andacity.  Bo you actually

niean what vou have said, boy

Y Uerinnly, sie!”

Sic Hilton Papper snovted like an old
war-diorse,  He glared for o few nio-
ments at the rather wearved junior, and
then withoul armother word he took the
peing and ciitubed into the trap again.

Harry watehed it and stepped aside,
wandering how he had daved to make
stich a reques=t.  lle felt he had “done
it with a vengearnee,

“Ahemt! i oven wish tho pony
firned rotergl, B Hiltonn ¥ he asked,
anxious to change the subject, A

“NWo!™ barked the baronet. T il

go vound fo the school by Friardale
Lane.”
With that the rather crusly old

marbinet stavied his pony, and the trap
howled gway, the pony obvionsly suly-
dued] enoagh now,, Havry groaned, and,
Eetting os ke, he climbed inta the
sdldle.  Fle was fecling the effects of
his strenuons effort now, and he felt
sore 1n more ways than one,

“(h, my only hat!” he groaned, as he
rotle on. *I've fairly done it now.”

Beareclv had he been in the saddle a
few seconds when he et Wingote and
several other sentors running’ aﬁ:mg the

lane. Wingate hailed him.
“RBeon the rnnawny, Wharten? he
gasped. " Sir Hilten Pepper, I mean?™

Harey told him what had Iunpr:}mmrl,
brieflly  and modestly, amd Wingate
breathed deeply in relief.

“Loosd for von, Wharfon,” he szaid
primdy, U Aonvwav, I'm afratd yon'fl
i soon feel you've hittle to congratulate
Cyvourself ahout, You're for it, my lad”
¢ "Why, whai on eavib’s the matier?”
i ejacubated Harry in sndden alarm and
| apprehensan,

i “You'll soon
]

koew  1had,”™  sand
Winmate,

Ard Havey Whariom did =arm koo,
| As he earme np to the colfage aml =aw
the erowd aml the Tre-epgine whieh was
just bewr  deandicd  oawax, hiz evés
alno=t =iared froen Tos headd.

Bob: Cherry canee ru=hing up ta him
{lien. nmel Flarry <aw froan hiz faee if
was all up owole 1he Remtve Feonomy
Tuekzhop.

“ What an earth’s happened, Bol: ¥ de.
mwanicdied FHarey,

Tn dismal tones, awd helped by the
othoy  jomigrs, Beb related what had
taken place.

SO crinekes 17

Marry Wharlen groane] in decp dis-
may, amd a few oments later, after
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locking up the ill-fated tockshop, the
l:'i'['l‘“"_} I"|F H(_'rnﬁ\.'i.i-l'.u., i“l"ld 1;’“1{!]“_‘]' {lilli
choers from the Upper Fourth and fags,
trooped dismally away sehoolwards, The
Famoes Five went  straight  to  their
study and walted theve—{for the summons
whieyv ‘knew would come sooner or fater.

It caime soon enough.  They had
reareehy beon indoors ten minufos when
Wingate looked in and heckened to
Harry.

" Head's study, Wharton,” he granted.

Harry Wharton exchanred a disinal
plance with his choens, and went along
to 1he Head's study,

S Hilton Popper and AMe. Queleh
were with Dr, Locke,

'rllc‘ ill'l'tl."l"l' .H_""“' WHS hri(?r..

* Whavton,” began the Head, furning o
severe plagee on the jundor.  “You are
aware of my reason for sending for vou®"

“Oth, ve-es, sicl”

“Your have been tle leader, PP
enily.,  Wharion, in a  daving  and
antlacions enforprise—an cscapacde that
bas filled e with wmeeoment 7 spid the
Head sternly.

“Yapeon, sir!”

“You knew pericetly well that the
seleonl tnekshop had been elosed by order
of the Governing Board of this school,”
=aid the Elead. “And yot yon have
dared to open an establishient of vour
own, though vou must have realised Lhat

~ THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

- e e — 1 — ] el A B ———y el . S

that order, Whartan, You and the mis-
puided boys connected with vou in this
verlure' liave merited severe  punishe-
ment, Wharton,”

“1=1 suppose  so.
Harry.

*“And, but for the fact that Sir Hilton
Popper had been kind cnough to inter-
cede ot your behalf, that punishment
would have been severe, Wharton,” went
on the Head, smiling slightly, " Sir
Hilron haz: hegged me to overlook the
matter, and 1 have ageeed to do so.
The matter = now ﬂtn:h'fT, Wharton.”

“Oh, sic!” gasped Ifarey.,  “Thank
vou, sir.

“You have voursell fo thank for that.
my bey.” went on T, Locke genially.
8 Hilton has told us of your plucky
action this evening. Your action was
neost praseworthy, Wharton, and 1 feel
prond of vou. You ondoubtedly saved
Sie Hilten Popper from grave injury, at
beast, In the civewmstances, my bov,
boih Sir Hilton and myself are agreed
ihat you have amply earned pardeon,
hoth for vourself and vour friends. You
may go. Wharton !

Harry mumbled his thanks, and almost
totbered to the dopr. He had ahnost
reached it when e, Locke called him
back and handed him o slip of paper.

“Wiul von kindly find Wingate, and
azk him to pin that notice on the notice-
boavd in Big Hall P he said, similing, “It
should be of pgreat interest {o the
school.™

sir,  stammered

such o conrse would Lo in definnee of

“LUvrbninly, =i ! pasped Iarry.
Ie left the ronre hinredby vealising he

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

e e e = ==

wid. 20! Qui in the -passage he almost
bumped into Wingate, The captam of
Greviriars glanced at the nobice Mavry
handed him, and then he whistled,

“Great Beott, kid ! he gasped.

He showed the notice to Hapry, and
Ilarry gasped as he rvead . LVor the
notiwee skated briefly that the order re-
lating to the clozing of the school tuck-
shop had Lieen cancelled, and that ik
would be open a: usual the next day.

“M.mmn-ey hab ! breatiwed Harry,
his eves dancing, “Then the old chap's
given me¢ the reward 1 asked for, aflee
all 1™

Sir Hilton had—without o doait!
When the notice appearcd on the notiee-
board there was jov and pladoess
abroad. and Harery Wharton and  his
feliow-conspirators were the wroes of Lo
hour.

How Bkinner and his fellow-directors
managed to dispoie of the stock they
had left. the Fanjous Five never found
ott, nor how they managed to pay their
ecreditor,  Dut for days afterwards the
shady quartet went - about with black
looks and zcowling fnces, and it was
evident that Skinner, Stott, and Snoop
had very good reason to-regret their
dealings with Fisher T, Fish's Grevfriars
Tucksliop Federation {Incorporated),

THE ENT.

{(Xow leok ouf for werf week's ralliel-
tag  stoery of the Groufricrs chyms,
endfetled Y Alvnze, the Slogger Uegpnd
fake the preeawtion of ordertng your
MAGHRET corii.d
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