


THIS IS JUST BETWEEN OURSELVES, 50—

self * Wet-bob,” asks mo to golvo
a few hoating queries for him.
Firat of all, he asks :

WHAT 15 A CARVEL-BUILT BOAT?

oL"’E of my readers, who signs him-

This is & name given to a boat because
of its method of construetion. There
are four different types of boats, known
ag Clinker, Carvel, Diagonal, and Sewn.
The Clinker-built boat is tho most com-
mon, cepecially for smwll rowing bouts.
In these boata the planks vun fore and
uft, with the lower edge of one plank
overlappmg the upper edge of the one
below. In Carvel-bnilt bhoats, howewer,
the ‘edges do not overlap, but fit close
topether like the staves of a cask, giving
the boat a smooth. and flush surface.

Tn Diagonal-built boats the planks
are faztened at an- angle of 43 degrees
to the kecl line, and this method of
construction iz generally applied to fairly
large sailing launches and pinnaces.
“Sewn " bosts have nothing whatever
to do with sewing. ‘l'he expression means
that they consist of two thieknesses of
Hondurss mahogany, oues  thickness
worked vertically, and the
horizonially.

This reader i planning
A HOLIDAY ON THE THAMES,

other

ond would like to know the best type of
boat for river work. This depénds upon
whether my chum is out for speed or
comfort, and also whether he i3 going
alone, or has some pals with him. A
motor or eclectric launch, is, of course,
the wleal craft for'river work, but rather

expensive. Heora is o brief degeription of
the most populsr boats to be found on
the River Thames during the summer :

Funis are ths most comfortable cralt,
but they sre slow, Not more than four

persong should be earried in one. They
can be either ]_'mntﬂti with = Im or
paddled, and they afford excellaot

exercise. They are not suitable for vory
long river trips.

Skiffs are provided [or single, double,
or treble sculling, and are more suiluble
for long trips. Sculling, however, involves
more strenuous exercise than punting.
Single sculling =kiffa are suitabls for twe
persons, dﬂl‘lE!ﬂ-Sﬁiﬂ“t skiffs for four,
gnd treble-senlling  skiffs  {(known as
* Rendans "'} will carky up to eight people.

Dinghies are, perhaps, the handicst
evalt on the river. They are not so fast
as akiffs, but require lega energy. They
range from eight to twelve leet an length,
and the longer ones will carry four persona.

Canoes are only suitable for two persons,
and should only be usecd on the quicter
gtretcheas of tho river, unless ome is an
expert canoeigt. They arve light and
comfortable, and rcguim littla offort to
travel at a good speed.

You may also find gondolas and gandolas

on the river, but these are in the nature of
* freak ' craft.
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Come Into the Office,
Boys—and Girls!

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers,
““Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Lid,,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

Write to him : Editor of the

ensure a reply.

ROM Jesk Buorry, of Moreeambe,

F oM
A COIN GQUERY.

He wants to know if it is frue that pennies
dated 1884 are very wvaluable ? They are
certainly wvery scavce., The story pgoeg
that a bar of gold was accidentally dropped
inte the wvat whilo these pennies woere
being mninted. Whether that s true or not
I dn not know, but I do know of & man
who started to dollect these coins abont
thirty years ago. ¥le kept a sharp lock-
cut for them, and examined every penny
that passed through his hands. Tould
you believe it, but in all those yvears he has
only succeeded in collecting four pennies
dated 1884! Ho have a look at your
pennies, chums, and zee if you can spot
any 1334 onea amaong them !

Talking of pennies, here's & joke you
can play on g'm:r pals. Apk them if they
know that 1920 pennies are worth I3,
They'll probably went to know why.
Then tell thean that one thousamd, nine
husddred and twenty penmies make £3.

Have you heard of
HORIZONTAL ICICLES ?

As you know, icicles generally hang
downwards, but, strange to say, thers ie
ong place n the werld where they do not.
Some of the fiercest winds in America
blow nround Whiteface Mountain, in the
Adirondacks. Some lime ago a party
managed to get le the summit of this
moutitain in spite of furicus gales. There
they discoversd that the observation hut
whichh has been built on the peak was
covercd with icicles. Instead of hanging
dlownwards, thess particular icicles were
stretched out horizontally, owing to the
force of the wind that was blowing when
they were forined.
That's just one of tho quaint thin

which hz;?pe-n in thia queer old world
ol ours. Here are a few morva

THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE !

Flsh That Live Out of Waler ! Lung
fish, found in Afvica, can live comfortably
out of water for as long as eight months !
When the vivers dey up in the hot scason,
these partiealar fish burrow into the
mudl. They form n 2ort o & coconn around
themaolves, and hibernate until the raingy
geagon comes azain—when they take to the
water onee nora !

Men Who Made a Fortune in 3 Work-
housea ! Two old men went into A work-
house in Uhio.  They asked the snper-
intendent if he would allow therm to drill
for oil in the Little garden which had Twen
allotied to them. They pot pormission-—
-and struck oil ! They have refused an
offer of £2,000 for Lthe rights, and are going
on working the well themsslves !

A ** Return-Ticket ** Channel Swimmer !
Do you know that only one man hay
pwium the Channel twice——once in esch
divection 1 E. H. Temme swam from
Cape Grie Nes to Dover in 1927. Seven

iV Towear

vears later he swhim the same Jisiance,
but in the opposite direction—the only
man to do the return swimn |

A Hall of Jewels from the Sky ! Sirango
lumpsg of crystal have been found in tho
Libyan desert. According to an expert
at the Britieh Museum, they fell from the
ely thousands of vears ago, and have been
bried in the desert ever since. It is snid
they were caused by the fusion of lizhining
aned sand in Lthe air!

The Biggest Ple In the World1 The
eredit for making this goes to Yorkshire.
Eighty-nine years ago the people of Denby
Vale made o pie that required thirty-one
horsea to pull it | No fewer than 60,000
people had a portion of that pie !

A Lake That Sings | In Coylon iherve
is & lake called Batticalos. On wmoonlight
nights strange music arises from its waters,
'The natives eay the music comes from a
species of ghell-fish., 8o far, scientists
have found no other explenation !

Bulldings That Bend ! It is esfimafed
that, in a high wiod, the Empirc State
Building, in New York, sways ae much as
five feet out of the perpendiculnr. Mosd
skyserapers sway when the wind ia strong,

A Town Called “Tum-Tum™! Thi:
12 the nama of B town in  Americn
COther strangely -named towns are Neddy.
bemps, Looneyville, Dingy and Worry.

ERE is s paragraph that desorves
H a little more space. Have you
heard of

CANNIBAL FLOWERS ?

There are many auch varistiea to be fownl
i different parta of the world. Blackpool

Aguarivin  have just added a
nurber uf’ fish-sating flowers to their
collection. They are In a tidal pool,
connected to the sea by pipes. YWhen
gmall fish awim in, the Sowers open their
petals, wrap them around the fish, and
then suck them in.

In the Tropice there are many flowers
which. live onr insects, Immedistely bees
or other insecis lodge inside the flowers,
the petals close, er apecimens can
enanare small birds and miee. They suck
the blood from their vietim, and then
throw out the carcass.

Java, however, 18 the home of the most
notorious flower cannibals, One flower
lures maiee into 1ts mouth, wnd then
drowns them in a fluid. Another apecimen
gives off powsongua furnes, which have
been known to kill dogs and even gonts!

Many other strange and mysterious
things happen in this world of ours, but,
ng space is runaing short, I'll have to
hold over, for the time being, some of the
¢uaint items of infermation I have
gathered for you, and also some repliea
te various queriss sent in by other
veaders,

E———

Meanwhile, let me tell yon what is
in atore for next week. I won't tell you
much about

““* A TRAITOR TO HIS SIDE | #
8y Frank Richards,

becanse it would spoil your enjoyment
of this fine yarn. Sufficient to say (hat
it is one of the best this popular author
hasg ever given ua. It's chock-a-block full
of exciting situations, and most of your
favourite charncters aro featured in .
You'll chuckle in plenty at the * Grey-
friars Herald ' supplement, and enjoy
the thrills in the splendid chapters of our
reat adventure yarn: ‘' Moose Callt™
%ur clover Greyfriara Rhymester will be
“ up to scratch,” too, with another of hie
“ Interviews in Veras.'"
Look out for next week's MaioGneT,
chums. T can assure you thet it's well

worth waiting for.
YOUR EDITOR



A SENSATIONAL COMPLETE SCHOOL-ADVENTURE STORY YOU'LL ENJOY !
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Featuring Harry Wharton & Co., the Popular Chums of Greyfriars, and Ralph Siacey,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Whosa Letter ?

% NE for Mauly ™ said Bob
0 Cherry.
Billy Bunter grunted.

Some of the Remove fellows
had come along in morning break ifo
look in the rack for lettecs,

But there was only one for a Remaova
man that morning, and that was for
Lord Mauleverer,

“Mauly hero?” asked Bob, leoking
round.

Harry Wharton langhed.

“T saw him ta.kinpi a deckehair out
under kis arm; most likely he's gone to
slecp in it."

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Poor old Bunter |"” said Bob Cherry
sympathetically. “None for you, Bun-
ter | Were you expecting a postal order,
old fat bean ™

“Well, as 8 matter. of fact, I was”

said Bunter.
“Ha, ha, ha!l"
91 say, are vou sure that letter's for

Mauly ¥"" asked Billy Bunter, blinking
up at the rack through his big spee-
tacles, “I've been expecting a postal
order for some time—"

“Quite a long time,” remarked Frank
Nugent. .

“Tha longfulness of the time 1= ter-
rifie,” grinned Hurree Jamizet Ram
Singh.

“T say, hand that letter down, Bob!
I can't sco it from here. Very likely
it's for me,” sgid Bunter. “You might
hand a fellow & letter when he can't

reach it!"” ;
“Tt'a for Mauly, fathead!” said
Johnny Bull. “It's addressed to Mauly,

the Rasecal of the Remove.

azs, and it's got the jolly old family
crest on it !

“If there's a crest on i, it's very
likely for me,” said Bunter. “I'm ex-
pecting a letter from one of my titled
relations.™

“What's the Bunter crest,”’ asked Bob
--"a pork pie or & doughnut

“Hz, ha, ha "

“Beast | Look here,
letter 1" howled Bunter.

“DBow-wow 1™

gimme Imy

““ Spotting ** winners and rak-
ing in the shekels is as easy as
pie—at least, so thinks Ralph
Stacey, rival and relaiion of
Harry Wharton, of the Grey-
friars Remove, until he plunges
heavily on a loser ! Then the
fat’s in the fire !

Harry Wharton & Co. went out info
the sunny quad, having drawn the letter-
rack blank. Billy Bunter was left with
iz eyes and his spectacles fixed on
Lord Mauleverer's letter. Bunter was
tall sideways, and the letter was just
out of reach of his fat fingers.

The short-sighted Owl of the Remove
could not make out the address clearly,
so perhaps he hoped that that letter was
for him, after all. It would be just
like those beasts, Bunter thought, to pull
hia fat leg. Certainly it was time that
Billy Bunter's celebrated postal order
arrived at Greyfriars. It had been &

long, long time on the way—if it was
comiug at alll

Even if it really was for Lord Maule-
verer, Bunter was keenly intsrested m
it. It was very likely to contain & re-
mittance. And if an obliging fellow
took it out to Mauly in his deckchsair
under the elms, that obliging fellow
might hope for & small loan out of the
remittance—a crumb falling from tho
rich man's table, as it were.

A Remove junicr camse aEun%- and
looked at the rack. and Bunter blinked
round at him. ]

“I say, Wharton, cld chap, give me
my lotter down |’ he squeaked.

The junior scowled at him,

“You goggling ase, I'm not Whar-
ton [ he ana.}i-pe ;

It was Ralph Stacey, Harry Whar-
ton's relative and ™ dﬁuﬁie.”

Bunter blinked at him.

“h, 15 it you, Stacey? Well, gimme
down my letter.”

“What letter?” _

Billy Bunter pointed with & fat finger.

“That's not for wvou, fathead! It's

addressed to Mauleverer!”” grunted
Stacey. The new fellow in the Remove
starod over the rack. ]
Stacey of the Remove had very little
correspondence. :
Qccasionally a letter came for him

from Colonel Wharton, Harry's uncle,
who had taken charge of him and sent
him to Greyfrinrs. More seldom there
was a letter from hia father, Captain
Stacey, who generally scemed to have
forgotten the existence of the son whom
he had landed on o distant relative.
Now, however, tho new junior scanned
the rack eagerly, as if in the hope—or
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perhags the fear—of seeing & letter
thare for him.

But there was. no lettar for Etacﬁ,
and ho scowled blackly at the one ad-
dressed to Lord Mauleverer, He hnew
a8 well as Bunter that it waa very pro-
bable that that leiter conteined a hand-
some “tip” for the schoolboy. earl;
Mauly's letters often did.

Hard-up fellows, keen for remittances,
were turned empty - away; while Mauly’s
latter, very likely with a banknote in it,
was left neglected in the rack while his
lszy lordship, obliviows of correspond-
ence, reclinged in & deckchair under the
elmps. It irritated Btacey as much as it
grieved Billy Bunter,

Stadey's eyes lingered on that letter.

No fellow in the Remove knew how
dﬁsierah}lg ha was in necd of mﬁnei;
he kept s secmcts well, Fellows who
spw him emiling -and cheerful would
have been astonished to lefirn that black
cara was eating into his heart; that the
shadow of the "esack ¥ was over him,
and that overy dsy he dreaded to ses
the ; chop Er = nnmﬁj-‘lm‘rn.

nay, Stacey—" |

TOh, E_i_'_l:'hl.ﬁ up 1" snapped Stacey.

He stepped away from the rack.

That letter addressed to Lord Manle-
verer probably contained more than
cnough to see him through' his diffi-
cutﬁe?" ' ' - [
out his hand 1o .it. .That impulse, in-
senisate os it was, Wwas so strohg that
he hardly daved trust himself within
reach of the lotter. ; ;

“ Look hére, you beast, you hand down
that lekter” yapped Bunter.
going to take it to Maull% See? I
suppose I can _oblige a pal if I like |

Stadey looked at him,

“You'll get into a row, bagging nl-hﬁ;

fellows’ , lotters, tou fat frumpil”
answered.,

“Wheo's . baggin other fellows’
letters 7" hoote pnter. - “Can’t o

fellow oblige a pal if he likes 1"

Tt miﬁh‘: come. open in your hends ™
sneered Stacey. “I'ye heard that one
of Smithy’s letters came open when you
were handling 1%, and he booted you
al the Hemove passage for it,”
“That was an accident—sa ghesr acei-
dent I agid Bunter. *And Smithy & a
suspioious begst! 1 never looked at his
letter—never read o word in it! And
it was only irom his father, about some
rot in the Gxt:.r-;at.-:ml:a and shares and

such rubbish

“ You saw that without locking at it 1"
asked Htacay,

“Yah! Look here, you gimmao that
letter, and I'Hl takeo it to Mauly. Can’t
¥ou hand a fellow a letter, you beast ?*

Stacey 5““ him & strange lock.

He nodded. S

“Yes, if you like,” he zaid. "No
reason why vou shouldn't teke it te
Mauleverer. [Ie's gone up to his
study.”

“One .of those beasts said he had
taken out a deckechair,” grunted
Bunter. “I'll take it up to his study.
Hand it over,”

S.ba.oeg reachod the letler down, and
Billy Bunfer gave 1t an eager blink
through his big spectacles. At close
view it was undoubtedly TLord Maule-
verer's namo that was on it; no amount
of blinking could change that name into
W. . Bunter.

“Well, Manly will be glad to have
this latter,” said the fat Owl, “It's in
his Fuar:imn’a'. writing; I know the
fist.”" |
* And the Owl of the Remove, with
Mauly’s letter in his fat paw, rolled
away to tha stairs to mscend to tho
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¢ had an impulse to stretch.

[1] 'Ilm ;

THE MAGNET

studies. Stacoy, with.a very strange ex-
préssion on his faece, watched him H
and then, after a brief hesitation, Ef:g]v
lowed ‘more slow in the same
direction.

— ey ——

THE SECOND CHAPTER,.
Mistaken Idenilty !

i Il ¥oul”
No member of the Famous

Five of Greyfriars glanced

roun ! at that hail ; it did not

ocour to them that they were addressed.

Harry Wharton & Co. were goin
down to the boathouse. Morning brea
was brief, but there was time to look
over the roomy old boat that belonged
to all the Co., in which they intended
to go up the river after class,

Ihat old boat had been rather a bar-
gain when the Co, pooled resources for
it3 purchase. But it needed tinkerin
at times and caulking ever

caulking, and they cut down in break to
see how it was turning out. And =o
they came under the view of a fat, red-
faced man who was walking—or, rather,
rollin wn the towpath,.

And as soon as ha saw them the red-
faced mar hailed them—without re-
ce:_?ng any acknowledgment of his
&Ik, :

Whereat he grunted, snorted, rolled
on, and shouted agsin:
“Here! You! Hil '0ld on!”

Then Bob Cherry glanced round.

Ha stared at the fat man, :

“Hallo, halle, halloI” he ejaculated.
“That blightor can't be yowling to us
surplil Anybody here know Banks?

“The knowfulness is not terrific!”
chuckled Hurreo Jamset Eam Singh,

All the Co. stared ot the fat man,

MNone of them certainly koew Mr. Joe
Banks, the bookmaker ana racimg fout,
personally; but they knew him by
sight. His fat figure and red face were
well known in the neighbourheod. It
was clear now that he wag hailing them
or one of them; but why he should be
doing so was rather & mystery,

He came puffing on, '

“Looking for a ohanea to speak to
Egu, siv,” he said, touching his greasy

wler hat to Harry Wharton,

Wharton stared at him contemptu-
ously.
“%F’ha.t the thump 1
demapded. “You've got nothing to
soy to me, or I to you,™

MOk, amn't. 1T said Me, Banks less
civilly, “Well, myides is that I 'ave.
and 1f ¥du don't want your friends to
toar if, é':::u'd better ask them to walk
an, seol’

“Wall, my hat!” said Frank Nugent,

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

For a Greylriars fellow to ba spoken
to by a man of Joe Banks' character
was enough to cause him trouble in the
gchool, if he was spotted by a master
or prefect. And the ‘juniors were quite
near the school boathouse and any fellow
m1‘ght. have come along at any minute,

“Look  bhore, Wharton,” grunted
Johnny Bull, “if you've got anything
to say to a beery blighter like th il

“¥ou silly ass!” snapped Wharton,
“I haven't.”

“ Well, he says—>" .

“I don't eare what he says!™ answered
Harry angrily. “Don't be a fool if you
can help it, ];.JIL"

It was mot polite, But reali%' Whaz-
ton's irritation was excusable. Joa
Banks was addressing him he could not
for the mioment imagine; but certeinly
Banks had no right to do 5o or reason to
ook ? Bett

“Look 'ers, sir, you o¥ ‘car me in
private,” satd My, Banks,

[ EE
=

now and
‘then. Lately Bob Cherry had done some

nothing about it
do you nrean?” he

"1 will not hear you ab all? snapped
Wharten, “If you bave the cheeﬁ to
talk to me, I'll barge you into the river,®

“Hesr, hear}” gnunﬁd Bob Cherry.
“And we'll all lend a hand 1"

; *Eh& lendfulness will be preposter-

HE. i

Mr. Banks knitted hizs fat brows, His

manner at first had been civil, but with
a hint of 4 threat im it. Now it was
wIEnH threatening.
o Oh, orlright " he said venomously.
ﬂl;lrafi?tt, young fellow-me-lad! P'r'apa
you'd like me to speak to your 'ead-
master mstead.™

“¥You can speak to my headinaster if

ou like, for all I ecare!” answered

arry, as mueh puzzled gs angry,

Mr. Banks eyed him curiounsly.

*Well, it wouldn't pay you I he said,
“I ain’t the man to 5-:1 a feller *arm if
I com ‘elp it. DBut a man wants his
money. If you want to 'ear it before
your friends, 'ere it is—I want my spon-
ulics, seai”

i :‘ Mad?” asked Harry blankly.

h, come oF!” said Mr. Banks
roughly. “You owe me eight pounds.
I got your fist on it! I've waited a week
sud you sin't come along to square. So
I takes a walk this way to keep an eye
open for you. I ain"t keen on makin
trouble for you at your. school; but i
you faney you can diddle me you're
making a misiake, amd that's that.”
Mr. Banks held out a podgy hand, that
wag considerably in need of a wash.
“’And it over!”

Harry Wharton's comrades looked at
him blankly. Tt was clear that the rac-
ing.-man was not speaking idly ; he spoke
with angry earnestness, %thihm- Whar-
ion owed him money or not it was
carfain that Jozeph Banks belioved that
he did—which was utterly mysterious to
the Co.

But it was not so mysterious to
Wharton—on whose mind the truth was
dawning, A black and bitter look came
over his face, :

“What

“You hear him?”’. he eaid.
do you think of that?”

“Blessed if I know what to think,
unless he's been drinking!” said Bohb
Cherry blankly,

oo Oh, come off1” grunted Mr. Banks.

‘I ain't pushed one back this morning
yet! If you young fellers don't know

t, F wasn't _q:uin¥ to tell
you, was-IT. Didn't I ask him fair and
sguare to 'ear it in private? I don't
want to give no'young gent trouble if he
settles up fair and honourable. But a
man ain’t going to bo welshed, and you
oan lay to that.”

“He takes me for Stacey!” said
Harry savagely,

“QOh " gasped the Co. in chorus.

They understood now,

BEvery fellow in the Remove knew that
one of the doubles of the Form waz a
reckless scapegrace in danger of the
¥e Emk'h

Opinion was much divided on the
ﬁoint whether it was Harry Wharton or

alph Stacey who was the bisck sheep,

Wharton's ewn chums stood by him and
believed in him; but there wers more
fellows in the Hemove who believed in
Stacoy, and they weré backed by the
cpinion of their Form-master, Mr.
Quelch, Quelch’s confidence in Stacey
was 350 strong that he had made him his
head boy in place of Wharton.

But if the E‘ﬂ. had wanted proof they
had it now, : _

Mr, Joe Banks stared blankly at
Harry as he spoke. Evidently he was
astonished by what he heard.

“Look 'ere, what'as this game, young
Htacey? he demanded. * You making

out that you'ra somebody else, or
what?"
“By gum ! said Beb, “If Quelch



eould hear that, I wonder what he'd
think of his precious head boy?” .

I wonder what Oggy and Russell
would “think of their pal? grunted
Johnny Bull

“Look 'ere,” roared Mr. Banks, “I've
*ad enough of this 'ere. You paying a
covey what you owe, or not?™

“I owo you npothing, you rascal!™
snapped arton. *And my name is
not Btacey, as you seem fo think, That
rotten cur is a relative of mino and liks
mo to look at—and——"

Banks gave o jump.

“Oh, my eyel” he ejaculated. ~I
remember now—I've sced you afore—
you're young Wharton [

“ Roll him In ! roared Johnny Bull,
shallow water at the edge of the Sark.

Your distance from me, you dingy rotter ! ** said Wharton.

“Yes, you rascal! said Harry, be-
tweerr his teeth. "“And I'm going to
give you a tip to make sure you'vo got
hold of the right man next time. You'ro
going nto the water

“'Ere, you ‘old on!” exclaimed Mr.
Banks, backing away in alarm. “Any
covey might make sich & mistake you
being as like that young gent as two
peas out of the same blooming pod!
‘Kre, *ands off—" He yelled. “ieggnf
Oh, my 'at! Yarooooh!” -

Harry Wharton rushed right at-him,

He was already in disgrace in his
school through having been taken for
Stacey and
sheep's misdeeds. Had official eves
seen Mr. Banks talking to him it would
have been taken as proof that he was
the scapeffmqa he was suspected " of
being. is idea was that Joe Banks
had to learn to be careful not to make
such mistakes.

With a rush he barged the fat man
over, and Mr, Banks sprawled on the
towing-path with & wiidp TOAT,

iven the credit of the black

"EVERY SATURDAY

“ Reoll him in '™ roared Johony Bull,
“¥What-ho 1"

. Five pairs of hands graa
ing Jos. Many hands made light work,
Banks, struggling and howling,
rolled into the shallow water at the edge
of tha Bark.
and bulrushes, spluttering,

EBob Cherry picked up his hat, which
had fallen off, and tossed it in aftor him.

“Urrgh!” came in a spluttering howl
from Joe Banks., “Urrggh!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Getting wat, old bean?" asked Bob.

“Urrrggh 1™ :

_ Banks flounded wildly in mud, splash-
ing water en all sides,

Four members

““ What-ho ! ** Five pairs of hands gras
““ Urrgh ! ™ he spluttered, Aloundering

of the Co. roared with laughter. But
Harry Wharton's face was set and
savage, a3 he looked at the foundering
fat man,

“Keep your distance from me, vou.
“ Make-

dingy -rotter I "he snapped.
sura 1t 13 Stacey next-time 1"

“Urrrggh™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's the
bell 1 exclaimed Bob Cherry, *Come
on!” And the juniors ran back to the
school.

The bell was ringing for third lesson,
and “break ™ was over. The time that

they had intended to cxpend in examin-
ing the boat had been wasted on Joa

Banks, Still it had not been wholly a
waste—Joe had had a lesson, which he
needed, and a wash, which he needed
still morel

_ But he zcomed grateful for neither to
judge IJE his lurid remarks as
scrambled out of the mud, and limped
away up the towpsath, leaving a treil of
water behind him as he went.

d the rear-
Was

He squelched into mud

——

dly In the mud.
* Make sure It’s Siscey next tima [ **

“down if he was to find Mauly,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Mysterious Disappearance !

i EAST I* yapped Billy Buntar,
He was blinking into Lord
Mauleverer's study—Na. 12 in
. the Remove,

According to whalt Stacey had told
him, Mauly had gone up tl:fr hiz study.
If 50, he had gone down again, for tha
room wad empty.

Bunter grunted with wrath.

Stacey had pulled his fat log. Mauly
wasn't in his study; he was in s deck-
chair under tho elms, just as the other
beast had said! No doubt BStatey
thought it funny to send the fat Qwl

Joo Banks, and he was rolled into_ the
11 urtﬂh ] b1 1] E“p

of the Remove fagging up the stairs,
knowing how Bunter hated stairs. -

Having blinked into Btudy No. 12 and
found it empty, Bunter turned away.
He had fagged up; now he had to Efg

I8
feclings towards Stacey were intensely
bitter. A fellow like Stacey could skim
up and down staircases afmnat lika
bird. . It was different with a fellow
like Bunter. Bunter had too much
weight to carry. Bunter's idea was that
schools and all other buildings cught to
be planned on the bungalow system.
Bunter would have liked to punch
Stecey’'s head.

As hew came rolling baok down the
Remove passage, his little round eyes
gleamed hehind his big round spee-
tacles a} the sight of Stacey. The beast
was coming up the passage. :

Fellows hardly ever came up to the

he sastudiea in break. Bunfer had no doubt

that Btacey had come up to enjoy hia
littla I%uke at Bunter's expense. :
BE MuionEr Lispary.—No, 1,428.
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With Manly's letter in his fat hand,
and: keerr a3 he was to-get to Mauly
before the bell rang for class, Bunfer
Emed a moment to tell Btacey what ‘he

o ht of hi

ast [¥ he hooted.

Btacey glanced at him, his glance
Hingering on the letter in-the fat paw.

‘“‘.ﬁn}*t g up?” he asked.

“Mauly sin't im his study 1" bawled
Nonter. “You jolly well' knew he
wasn't, you rotteri - Making a fellow

oso rotten stairs for nothing 1"
fm.- you!” suggested Stacey.

"A littls exercide 'will bring down your
fat, old fat manl You can aford to lose
a ton or twaﬂ“

“You 'cheéky rotter|” hooted Bunter.
“I'd Jolh w-e!ifpumh your checky head,
enly I'va got no time to wasto on you!
T wish Quelch - hadn’ t
Wharton when he was thrashing you
the other dq! Pl jolly well. ask
Whatton to thrash you.again! Yah!”

Buntér  rolled on, with ® scornful
sniff.

ftacey put a fool in his way.

Blmtﬁr rolled on—and over}

E'E}lr ‘orikey I gasped Bunter, ss he
lri oter Etl(‘.ﬂ]‘ s faot crashed.

wl> Wowl Oocogh! My specs!
WQM P

The letter flew In one- directign, the
spocs, _' afo Bumnter rtolled,

and
FOGw "1 tell over something | Wow !
!’m lmrt 1 vy

vimoat. 4t his feek. Tt vanished

into” his et it the twinkling of an
Ere.

:hnn;, and. blinking dizzily

acles, was quite unaware of

fdf H‘rl
aotion

t!ut rh

interrupted

h .
bent down. The letter had

THE MAGNET

Leaving him roaring, Stacey went
inte his study—No. & Ogilvy and
Razsell, ‘'who ghared that stundy with
hint, were in the quad with most of the
Greyfriars f'EHﬂ"!'rH- in break, and Stacey
Ead tha study to himself, "He shut the

OOT,

Buntor, sitting up on the hard, v
paﬂmtm ‘Apor, was, still rOALINg.

“Ow) Wow! Ooogh! Where's my
specs ! Beast | Gimmo my specal Can't
vou help. a fellow find his specsi Beast!

er ] Ow ¥

The fat Owl discovered his specfacles
at last, and jammed them on bis: fat
little nose. He . blinked round for
Stacey, but Btacey was gone. :
blinked round for tha letter, but that
seemed to be o nleo,

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped  Bunter.
“Where's that letter? ‘Where's that
dashed letter 7 Oh crikey [

and down and round about he
bhnﬁﬂd but no letter was to be scen.
Several of the study T8 were open,
and it seerned possible that it nu ht
have dmpperi in at one when it
from Bunter's hand. But he hlmked in
search of it in vainm.

Atacey came out of Stud
waltked towards tha stairs,
yelled sftor him:

“I aey, ELIE&J" i

The new junior glanced round.

“Don't bother, you fat ass!” he

E]"I.-ﬂ-
ave you seen that letter i
“ What letter 1"
= Mauly* Iet-ter!.
I feH’ aver ¥ pasped
WEH, if you drop
aghin I suggested Btacey

“F can't weo itl HeIp ‘me lock for
lt.l."'

- “0h rot 1" vaid E%anﬁr. Ho came back

unsynt-

No. 3 and

I dropped it when
Bunter.
ped 1t, pick it up
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He -

a few steps along the passage. " Sure
it : "t in your pocketi”

f course ¥ amn, you fathead! I had
it in"my hand when you tripped me
up I” said Bunter I dropped 1t 1"

“May have goma into one of the
studieg—*

“Help me. lock, thenI?

“Rats | What the thump do Tou want
to meddle with - other llmva lettera
for? Go and tell Mauly you've lost it,
and get a kicking 1

“Beast! I haven't loat it! It must
ba Iying abont - here somewhere |”
gasped Bunter, “1esy, help me to find
it, old chap! Mauly will be f&arfuli:,f
shirty 1f he hears that it's Iﬂe-tt There
may be a remittance in it I say,
¢ld fellow, do help me fin that letter 1

Atacey gavo an impstient grunt.

s Thﬁ bell goes in a fow minutes. I've

%ot- some pépers ready for the
nrm.
ne

ow I'm head boy——*"

here, you besst, you help
ﬁﬂd that letter i* bawled Bunter indig-
nantly. “You made me drop it, harg
ing me over! It was all your fault! I
shall jolly well tell Mauly it was all
your fault ¥

""'i"-:-u fat ass, feel In your pockets for

“1 tell you it m.n’t i'n m,r !pﬂ-rskuts g
Btacey shrugged

illy Buntey it !

“Y-:-u battar t-u!l Hlulr thl.ti Per-
nﬂs he mn;r beliave g
Bunter blink

at htm}Jhm eres
almﬂht- pu‘fpmg through his big -spec-
'I;aﬂlea in elarm and horror. Ladis &
yuu—:m—rqu ast a
gupe&. &m to say you think I'm
e o B g a"‘“m.f“‘ oo
ar ell you rop it when
¥qu. barged me over——*
“Rot |
*1 tell you—-=- yelled Bunter.
“* Rubbish 1"
Btacey turned and walked towards
ﬂm ove stairoase:
Billy - Bunter - blinked after him, in
mt dismay and alhrm. What ‘was
‘Mauly going ta think™if he did n;nt et
the ieﬂarg
Other fellown’ Em it was well
Em-wn, wara ﬂn-t ssfe in B:!Ir Buntei's
handa. Tl:ua; & way of coming open
if Buntar's fat fingers got on them. If
that letter was lost,” Lord Maulaverer
was fairly cortasin to belisve that its
fate had been mmalu the fate of
HSmwithy's letter.

“Oh -:snke-r i gl.sga:i Bunter. “I zay,

Stacey—Y =ay, chap—you—you—

you neﬂ:du t mention to Mauly that I

was dgmg him a latteie_ E—if 1

ii:gn’t find it, I-~-I'd rather he didn't
ow |

Stacey went down the stairs without

h loy’ I groaned Bumter.

From the bottom of his fat heart,

Billy Bunter wisthed that he had ]eft‘.
g Mauleverer's letter alone. But it

ua.n rather too lats to wish that now,

He resumed bis search for it.  There
were dusky corners in the Remove
passage, and Bunter's sight was mone
too good, even with the aid of his bi
epectacles. But the keenest vision coul
hardly have detected a letter that was
no longer thers, & unter had no
y kl th nd Bunter had
uck.

H® was still searching breathlessly
when the bell rang fo¥ third school.

¥ Oh dear I groaned Bunter,

He had to go into Form. It was
rather wopleasant to meet Mr. Quelch's
gimlet eye, coming in late. Bunter gave
up his vain search.

Ha rolled dismally down the stairs
and te the Remove Form-room, with
the intention of resuming his search fer
that elusive lotter after third =school.
And :if he féiled to find it, he decided

re



not to mention the matter to Mauly. at
all. In such circumstances, Billy Bunter,

encrally - loguacious, realised that the

ast said was the soonest mended.

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Stacey’s Seeret 1 |
ARRY WHARTON looked very
H curiously at- his relative mn

third | that morning.

When the Remove took their
places, Stacey was standing by the
Form-master's desk in’ conversation with
the Remove master. Mr. Quelch's face

was benignant in expression—as it
always was when he was speaking to
his now head

F.

Last term Wharton had been head
boy of the Remove,-and had filled the
position to  Mr. Quelch's satisfaction.
This term Wharton was in disgrace;
Queleh seldom even glaneed at him
without a glint coming into his eyes.

It would have surprised the Remove
master- very much to learn that a bo
in his Form was capable of pulling his
majestic leg. But there was no doubt
thet Stacey had pulled it with complete
slccoss, -

Queleh was more than satisfied with
his new head boy—he trusted him com-
pletely. Wharton, watching them, won-
dered sarcastically what Quelch would
have thoufiht had he kihown about the
dingy Mr. Bankas. o wondered, too,
where Stacey found the nerve to carry
off his hidden troubles with such.an air
af outward indifference.
slicwed 1 his cilm face of the deep
worry that Wherton knew must be on
lits mind.

. ¥rom. whet DBanks had said, it .was
clear that Stacey owed him money on
some of his disreputable gambling trans.
actions, and could not ﬁ:h ‘-l?ﬁen the
motter went so far that Mr. Banks took
a walk in the direction of the
sce Btacey dmd speak to him, it iwas
pinin that danger-point was near. He
was in perili of being rhoWwn up in his
trpe colours at ﬂruy?'riara? which could
only mean the finish for-him there,

Wtharton could’ not feel sorry, if. it

came to that.

Tha fellow was a thorn in his side—an
unserupulous and insidious enemy. It
was through him that he had lost the
captainey of the Form, and was in his
Form-master’s black books, ‘and under
svspicion of the prefects. Even at home
his uncle, Colonel Wharton, was dis-
picased with him—B8tacey pulling the
strings. Envy—the bittor envy of a
poor relation—seemed te be Stacey's
ruling passion. And he had mads no
secret of his intention, if he conld, to
cut Wharton out, both at home .an
school. And so f'a.r, ha had had & great
doal of success,

Wharton could only feel dislike and
decp repugnance towards that relative,
He would have been glad to sce Stacey
leava the school, He would have been
relieved never to see him again at Whar-
ton Lodge. Yet, at the same time, he
shrand from the idea of the fcllow being
sacked,

Certainly: it would have opened
Colonel Wharton’s eyes, and made him
understand why his nephew could aot

;1mkn ft'iﬁﬂdl; wL]IﬂI ﬂa:- f?lhuw. It would
BYVE Opene o uelch’s. eyes, and’
many othera.. DBut he waa ‘thut{:-n’l

relative, and deep personal dislike could
not wholly obliterate the vclaims of
blood. Glad as he would have been to
eto his enemy go, Wharton did not want
to sea him iﬂ in ruin and disgrace,
Little a2 he could.Jike him, he_could
not help feeling something like. admira-
tion for his nerve. I8 moamner to
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Quelch was respeciful, sedate—the
manner. of a head bdy receiving in-
structions from a master who. trusted
him.  Yet he must have been-thiaking
of the Fn;s-slhilit' that any day, snoy
hour, Mr. Quelch might discover what
ho really was—miust indeed discover,
unless Joe Banks could be kept quiet.

Heo was in danger of being turfed out
of the schogl. And if that happened,
where would he go? Colonel rton,
kind as he was, would hardly-continue
to take charge of a distant relative who
had repaid him by disgracing him and
his old school. Btacey would have to
&0 back fo.his former wandering life
with his father—a disreputable adven-
turer, living on* his" wits, Having
thrown away his chance, he would not
have ancther, |

Yet with such a leaden weight on his
mind, he gave no 515}1; of it,
. Queleh, certainly, had ne suspicion
that his head boy was thinking of any-
thing but the duty on hand—taking
Latin papers to be passed round the
Form, But Wharton- knew of what he
must be-thinking, He did not guess
that there was more—much more—on
Stacey's mind—that beside Joa Banks
and his threats he was thinking of a
purloined letter, hidden in' Study No, 3
till he had time ta attend to it.
Wharton giessed that, he would have
wondered still more at the fellow’s iron
nerve.

. Btacey passed the papers along the
Form; thew he sat down in his own
place, to turn out as good a Latin
papsr a: any in the Remowe: Black-
guard a3 hé was, rascal as he was in
mapy trespects, Btagey had great gifts.
He was as good s man in clats a8 an
Remove maki—better. than most—and,
et the same time, he was the best junior
ericketer at Greyfriprs,

Wharton was thinking the . matter
over during third school. When the
emove were dismisted he went out
with his friends; but he left them and
followed Btacey, as the latter headed
for the Remove studies, .

“ Btacey I" he called out.

The new junior glanced round in sur-
EIIEE. ‘The "doubles*. of .the Remove

arred one ancther completely, and it
wa;dv-erjr seldom that they exchanged a
word.

“Did you call met"” he snapped, over
the oaken bamisters. - i

“Yes, 1 want to speak ta you.™

"’We_fl, the want's all on vour side:
kaefn-'jnqr distance |” answered Stacey
coolly; and he-hurried up the stairs,

Wharton's face. crimsoned with anger.

He paused a minuta dr two; thén he
followed the new junior up to the Re-
move passage. As Stacey was nob to be
seen there, it was clear that he must
have gune into his study, and Wharton
tapped at the door and openel it.

There was a startled exclamation a¥
Stacey spun round from his desk. He
had a key 1o his- hapd, and had been
about to unlock l‘hﬂﬁ&&k. when the door
opened. :

Wharton stered at him, surprised by
the sudden alarm that had flashed into
Stacey’s face. It was only for a fleet-
ing second; it was gone as soon as it
appeared. But Wharton had seen it.

“Youl"” snapped Stacey. “What do
you want? You -don't need telling that
you're not wanted in this study, I
suppose '’ .

- “"No: but I must apeak to you,"” said
Harty quietly. “You'd better listen to
me, too, Stacey.™ '

“I've asked vou to keep
distance."’

“h, shut Uﬁ;nrnu cheeky fool!" ex-
claimed Wharton. “Do you think I
want to speak to s rotten toad like

your

Had .
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yvou? T've gof to_speak! It's my ill.
luck that you're & rﬁﬁtim of minn{ and
sent to.the same sq ;. but it can't be
helped,..and I don’t want a relation of
mlﬂnu sacked from Greyiriars—*
"téuacgﬂvega:ﬂght his breath.

“Ves, sacked ™
You're rather more in danger of the
sack -than I, I fanmey,’” sneered Stacey.
“Not if Mr, Banks comes alnr.q from
the Three Fishers to call on Queloh, or
thﬁ Head," said Wharton scqrnfully,
HStace s face 'pnlﬁd; But he ki pt cool,
i Ban Banks?. I don't know
lm.JJ I

“Ha knows wou,'if you don’t know
him,"" said H&E:y, withF"edul contempt.
“ Hp apoke to ma in break this morning,
taking-me for you——>m"

"g ™ pqgtetht.my.

“From what ho said, you owe him
money, end he's got 1%11!:,&_ ha ﬁj.m'-yﬁur
fist on it, That's why I'm spesking to
you!” snapped Wharton, *“[ ]?qh’t
want to knoiv anything abgut  your
ﬁutru:t betting on races; but I osn’s

elp knowing what Banks said to me.
You'd better keap.that man u.ilq‘l,lr'ulﬂ
}hﬁ. sehﬂuli_ianﬁdh;ﬁ;j’ fri:lhh "ﬂt‘&w&ﬂ
ollows. gabblet i out befer
T e Fool 1 bre , Stacey >

E _E m Iir Ith - 4

Wharton's lp oL v

“It's not w an advantaye to
to be m dnuhl;ggfhi? lﬂi IEI{“ h%lm
you to land your “rdtled” rash 'I';Ea'i. ofy-
me more thah ‘once.” Now -;Hr-' led
Banks to take mé for you, and gahble
ot i','uur “blackguardly h'l'ﬂgt
with him. “If you don't want to |
kicked out of the school, you'd betfor
keep ‘that man quiet.._'.i_ suppase ‘it's
advising you to keep straight,
and play the game, which would ba
safpst 1 -
~“ Afat lot you'd cara if 1 was kicked
out '’ sneered Btacey.

“1 should care for the disgrace, and

who's

Er what m Iunﬂﬂlﬂ wuulcll ﬂﬁmk » ;_lig
arry quietly. ¥y uncle has ragge
me & good desl for not making Et':%gnda

with-you; but I shouldn’t like to give
him the shock of finding out what a
rotten rascal you are. * I'm warning
you; if you can’t keep decemt, tntheep
Enur putrid betting friends swsy from

reviriars, ‘and Greyfrigrs.fellows—"

“Thank you for nothingt Now get
out of my study !

Wharton's hands clenched hard, ,

I say, you fellows¥ A fat voice
came. from th Rt:uq.ﬂ*-'-ﬂupm “1
ilmtai,_ you might help a fellow ltok for
attor. ;

. “I've said all T had to sxy,” eaid
Wharton abruptly; and he turned end
ste lped back into the Remove passage.

“1 sy, Wharton—" :

*“Br-r-r-r "

Whatton went down the passage to
the stairs, . ..

“ Beast !” howled Billy Bunter. Then
he blinked into Stacey's study. “I say,
Stacey, come and help me look for thas
letter, like & good chap|”

“Cet- out !

“(Oh, really, Stacey——" .

Stacey came across the study with

eaming éyes, and the fat Owl of the

ove backed away prompily.

“Look here, you beast!’” roared
Bunter indignantly. “You jolly well
mades me lose Mauly's letter, and you've
inlI,:r! well got to help mo look for it—
see

Slam | : g

The deor of Btudy No, 3 slamimed
almost on Bunter's fat little nose.- -

" Beast " howled Bunter,

He opened the door again,

“I say, Htacey—" he recommenced,

“0Oh ori - Ha broke off in als
Tﬂm Lizeary.—No. I,Eﬂrn
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at the savage rage in Stacey’s face, and
jum baér. “i—l'm:fi—é" A
Slam | Click{
Thiz time E-hm?'-[ﬁaked tho . door.
“¥ah! Retter " roared Bunter. Ho
thumped on the Iecked door. * Beast!
¥ou como out of that study, and I'll
fop 1 the passage with youl Y¥Yah!
un '

Thump! PBapg! Thump! Solong
84 the door was locked Billy Bunter was

mop u

full of valour, Had it opened, no doubt ' decl

o fas Ow]! would have geuttled awa
ﬁﬂ: & rabbit; but if did not open. =

| Thump! Bang]
' What the dnﬁlinn& are you up to?"
Ogtlvy, of the Remove, camo up tho

p_;ﬂuigui” " Bunter;, you potty porpoise,
“Bunter ccased to bang on the door.
He blinked rolind at tho %ﬂ:ﬁh junar,

“That cad Btacey’s locked himself
i I he hooted.
“ Fathead 1’ answered Ogilvy. “Why

sliould ke lock himself in?#"
““Becauss he’s fusky of me——-
“Ha, ha, ha I"* roared Ogilvy.
“*Blessed if I see an thu? to ecackle
at! T can jolly, wel lgym: he's
shivering with funk in that study——"
Ogilvy, , turned the door-
handle. But the did not open.
“Here, I say, you locked. in, 'E.?GIZ‘E pu
he called gut in surnrﬁe.
. The key olicked haok. Ogilvy opened
the door -snd went in. Oguvy was
rather & pal of the new junior; but
Stacey & oot feel ]iz;e.ly at that
moment. It needed AR his self-control
to  conceal his rage and irritation at tho
E : inferruption. The key of
ore

Gq’iylmktd that fat- idiot out—I11 kick
him_ instéad,” sajyd Stacey, and he
t_rgr; od dut ﬁdﬂm study..

Bunter not wait to be kicked.
Bunter was already foeing—and the
search for Mauly's lost letter was post-
poned once more, |

slipped it inte his pocket hefore
the deor to Ogilvy. '

t ' the dickens—" inguired

By

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor!

INGATE of the Sixth tapped
'E;n] mf the ﬁiﬁullder when
the Greyfriars fellows camo
out after dinner,

The captain of the school gave Stacey
8 very genial look—and Btacey looked
réspectfully genial on his side. In-
wardl¥, he was aavag{:]:{ impatient. He
was Antious to get to his study, whero
he had business on hand that the 'Gl'ﬂf'-
friars captain certainly never would
have dreamed of suspocting, But it
Wwds a distinction and an honour to

receive a gracious word from the
captain of the school, head of the gnms:-s,
snd “I“.P%“ of the first eleven, Stacey
tried his hardest to look as if he enjoyed
that distinction and honour.

“ Anything special onl®  psked
Wingate,

Btacey repressed s stard,
. Wit% all %m& nerve, which aeg:dm}:& of
iron, he was deeply uneasy, and for a
second it seemed to him that the captain
of Greyfriars guessed soniething, But
in"a moment ho was reassured.

“No—nothing 1" he answered,

S Like to come and send me down a
few at the nets?”
. Btacey could have groaned with
impatience and dismay.

12 wonderful powers as a cricketer,

both at batting and bowling, had earned
him the favourable notice of the great

Tee Micner LIEBARY.—No, 1,428,

1mpossible

had been in his hand, but ho-
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nmen of the first eleven; For & junior
to ‘be asked to bowl to the captain of
the schoo]l was enough to make an
follow: feéel” tremendousl bucked.
Several Remove men, who heard what
“;g'&gg.tﬂ said, gave Btacey glances of
good-natured envy, - It was simply
for bim to refuse. A request
from the captain of the schoel waz a
good doal like ap invitation from
r::::.ra_]ty;ﬂn honour that was not 1o be
lned,

“olly glad ! said Stacey.

“Well, come along as soon ag you
can ! zaid Wingate, i

Stacey wert down to the senior nets

The letter, locked in his study desk,
to wait. . i
What he was going to do with that

letter, Stacey had not
actuslly did not know.

Temptation had assatled him; a way
out of tho frouble thst loomed over
him, and throatened him with disgrace
and ruin. ! g !

He had not needed Wharton's warning
to realise how serious the matter- was,
when Joe Banks came looking for him
in the vicinity of the school. ;

He owed the mran money, and Joo
had his writfen promise to pay—and
that paper, shown at Greyfrigrs, mcant
the end of Greyiriars for him.:

He had to satisfy Banks somehow.

More- hikely than not, the contents of
the purloined lettor would have saved
him. Vet the thought of taking mopey
that was mot his own gave him =
[eeling of shuddering horror,

Unscrupulous as ho was, treacherous
8% he was, he had never bern iuiltf. of
such an act; tever dreamed that sych
& base thought would ever come inlo
his mind, - _

Ho had not decldsd what to do—he
could not! Almost thoped that there
was no money jn the-let¥ar, that would
save him from "himself! Bul—it would
un_jr:lgm‘-a_huu from Joe Bapks! =

is mind wasg in a whirl with miser-
able doubt and indecision and shanie.
If only he had net playved the foall |

Dut ho had; and he had fo face the
musie, somehow,

Gwynne, and SBykes, and North, and
other members of the first oleven
gathered round to _see that wonderful
%unmr bawler send Wingate down a few,

tacey’s bowling, as a rule, wak so good
that it was good practive even for
Wm%ntﬂ to stand up to it ]

But on the present occasion the
seRiars wore isappointed. Partly
becauso of the trouble om his mind,
partly because he was pnxious to get
away, Stacey bowled very erratically,

_ After about’ s quarter of an hour of
it, Wingate told him to cut.

“¥ou're off colour t-:}—rla.j‘, kid—an-
other time!” he suid good-naturedly,
and Stacey Ioft the nets

He went into the Howse at once.

MNow, he hoped, ra was a chance
of geiting info his study by himself,
and- cxamining the letter. If there was
nothing in it—mothing that he wanted—
the sooner he found out, the better. If
there was what he wanted in it, he
had still to make up his mind what to

yet décided. Ho

Hﬂ glanced along the Remove passage
quickly, as he came up, half expecting
to seo a fat junior there scarching for
a lost letter,

But Billy Bunter was.not to be seen.

Bunter had given it up as a_bad job.
That beastly letter seemed to be i]nﬁt.,
goddness knew how; and Dunter was
tired of hunting for ik '

Very likely it would furn-up, sooner
or later, Bunter considered, .and then
Mauly would get it! Meanwhile, as
Mpuly did not know that Banter had
handled it and lost it, it was all right.

Pruhahli,: Mauly would have kicked him,
had he known. As he did not know ho
would ‘not kick him. The important
thing, of course, was that Bunter should
not- bo kicked! The loss of Mauly's
letter was  a  trifling matter in
comparison. :

So the fat Owl of the Remove had
cheerfully dismissed the matter from
his podgy mind.

Nobody was to be seen in the Remove
passage; everybody, or nearly every-
hﬂ;ti:rl', was out of the House in the
bright June weather. Btacey’s
chance, at Jast.

Ho stopped dead in the doorwey of
Study Nu.pﬁ. X

Lick Russell was scated at the study
table; seribbling lines at 5 great rate.

5tﬂ.¢{~¥ breathed hard,

Russell glanced up at him with a
rueful grin. :

“Don’t intqrrug!, old chap [ he said.

“Lines ' asked Stacey.

" ¥es—a hundred: for Quelch. He
asked me for them this morning,” said
Russell. -*If they're not handed in
before tea, they're going to be doubled.”

“Lots of time after class,” =said
Stacey.

I shall have to finizh them after
class—but I'm trying to get Gfty done
fefore tho bell g

Russell scribbled on.

Staccy turned away, his feelings
almest too deep for words. Was ho
never gomg to have the study to
himself ¥

Really it was rather a lot to expect,
when ho sharved the study with twe
other fellows,  Alrcady, Ogilvy  had
found him theroe with the deor locked—
and he did net want that to happen
again, After class, Russell would bLe
there, finishing his’ impot for Quelel.
Stacey way feverighly anxious 1o
examine the purloined letter; but he
dared make no move in that direction,
while eyes were-upon him, .

He went down again, biting his lip
with bitker annoyance, The way of the
transgressor was hard !

In the Form-room, that afterncon, he
gllquned at Lord Mauleverer. His lord-
ship's face was calm’ and placid as
usnal; it was casy fo sce that he had
not heard yet of lost letter.

During class Stacey wes respectiully
attentive, as usual, to Mr, Quelch: but
his thoughts were not on the valuablo
instruction the Remove were receiving
from their beak. He thought the matter
out during class and decided what to
do. He had to czamine that letter as
suon  as possible; aend it was risky,
almost impossible, to do so in his study.
But it was easy to take it out of gates
in his pocket, and find a secluded spot
—and there it would be safe, A paull
up the Sark to Poppér’s Island—

Hiz mind was made up when the
Remove were dismissed,

Heo hurried up- to Study No. & at
0.

Quickly, he unlocked his desk, and
transferred the letter to his pocket.
Then he selected several articles from
a camping outfit, and mada s small
bundle of them,

Russcll came inte the stud¥ by the
time he had finishe

This was

“Hallo! You herat” said Huseell
“Seen my WVirgil? - Oh, here it isl
Like to shove mi n few lines for me,
Stacey? Queleh won't spot themn
among the rest!®

Stacey laughed.

“You forget that I'm head boy I he
remarked. **Hardly the thing 1"

" Well, ifﬁu forget it, too, and remem-
ber it after -you've done twenty for
me " suggested Ruesell.

‘B - shook his head. end left
the @& Dick Russell seitled down



wow 1"

to lines, which kept him more or less
lappily occupied till tea-time. He little
guessed how Stacey was going to be

sceupied.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Lost, Stolen, or Strayed ?

i END me five bob I
“What 1"

Five juniofs uttered that

surprise exclamation

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

¥For the schoolboy earl,

generally rolling in currency notes and

bapknotes to be requesting a loan of

five shillings was rather a surprise. The

Famous Five :

After class they were starting for the

boathouse, to get the old boat out, when

weighed -in with

who wnos

ust stared.

l_u;giship ]
astonishin uest.
2 e " psked Bob Cherry.
explained his o
“ Absolutely pipped!
brown—not a solitary stiverl
want an ice.”
Wharton,
two half-crowns out of hu
placed them in hiz lordship's
Pl ) aceae this whén 1

ratefully, “I'll square this when
. : I'm expeciing oné—l

laughing, .
b bookok add

“Thanks,

a remittance |
jolly old Buntor !” ]
“Poor old Mauly [ said Bob.
wcle forget to put a wad of bank-
notes in his letter ™
“Worse than that!” sighed Maule-
tten to wrjta:s”at all |

his latter

verer. * He's forgo
tful of nun
“You ha
this morping, I suppose "

I forgot to look in break, but
dinne#, and there wasn't
Awf'ly careless of nunky.
[ told him that I was hard up 1" said
hizs lordship sorrowfully,

I looked after
any for mel

“] expected

EVERY SATURDAY

% Oh erikey |’ gasped Bunter, as he iripped over Stacey’s foot and crashed. “Oh! Wowl
The letter flow In one directlon, the spees in another.

a tenner, at leastl And the old scout
hasn't even written " ]

“Vou howli ass ¥  said Bob.
“There was a letter in the rack for you
this morning, and it was in your uncle's
fist. I've scen it often -en-:sughr to know
it againl You've overlooked. it 1"

Lord Mauleverer shook his head,

“My dear chap, I've locked|” he
gald.  “Think I'd leave it there and
come and stick for your loose
change 1 ]

“Fathead 1” said Harry Wharton.
“"We all saw the letter. 1 remember
Bunter wanted to know whether it was
for him, because there was a crest on
it.*’

Mauleverer chuckled. _

“I say, vou fallows!” :Bi.ig Bunter
rolled up to the group in the quad,
“1 say, if you're going on the river, I'll
ecme, if you like, and steer for you.
Having tea out?

Bunter's eyes and spectacles wete
fixed on a basket that swung in Bob
Cherry's hand. He guessed what was
in that basket.

*“Hallo, hallo, hallol Just the man
we want I exclaimed Bob.

Duiﬂi ht-lit_aii T'il cIanma ¥ said the fat
wl cheerfully. “I say—" i
“\We C4nt to aslé you where Mauly's
letter in” :

“Eh!” ejaculated Bunter.

He gave the chumsa of -the Remove a
startled blink.  Having . dismissed that
matter from his mind, Bunter had not
EE.EﬂﬂiEd to be reminded of it. '

Look here, you fat chump!” said
Harry Wharton seriously. “There was
a letter for Mauly in the rack this
morring, and he's looked, and can't find
it?there. Do you know anything about
it

“(h, really, Wharton—"

“You blithering idiot 1" said Bob. *'I
remember you asked me to hand the
letter down. You benighted bander-
enatch, there may be money in it}

you

Doooogh !
Stacey bent down and picked up the letter, - Bunter, roaring

and blinking dlzzily, was utiaware of his rapid action.

My specs-

Mauly was expecting a tip from his
uncle. If jnuiﬁ done anything with
that letter, cough it up—quiok ¥

“h, reslly, ‘gharry—-"

“Kick him 1" suggested Jolinny Bull

“Oh, reslly, Bull—"

“My esteemed and idiotio Bunter—"

“I zay, you fellows, it's a bit thick to
think I know anything sbout Mauly's
latter just because I thought it might
be for me!” said' Bunter indignantly.
“0f course, I never touched it Be-
sides, I sup a_fellow ¢an oblige a
al by taking a [ctter to him, if he
?il:es? I'm alwsys deing these kind
and obliging things—and thia ia the
thanks T get (™

“Then you did take the letteri" ex.
claimed Frank Nugent.

“No, I didn’t!” ”

‘Begad1” sdid Leord Mauleverer,
gazing st the fat Owl. *It's s jolly
old puzele why Bumter's ofeupip senk
him to Greyfriars, ifistead of to a home
for idiots 1¥ ; 3 A

“Oh, really, Mauly—"

“Give  Mauleverer  his letter, wyou

blithering owl ]" said Harry,

“How can I give ip to him when I
haven't got it!”  demsnded = Bunmter.
“You jolly well kttow you refused to
hand it down to me, Cherryl I never
nsked Stacey to hand it down when ho
camo along. In fact, he never cama "

“ Oh, my hat 1"

“Besides, I told him I wds going to
take it to Msuly!® continued Bunter.
“And 8o I should have, only the beast

ulled my leg, you know, and told me

auly was in his study, and I fagged
upstairs to look for him. Not that 1
touched the letter, you know 1 gdded

Bunter, with great caution, “The faci
is, I don’t think thers was s letter for
Mauly mat all; sad I'm absolutsly

cortain that it was still sticking in the
rack when I went sway.”
“0Oh crumbs [*

Tee Maayer Lispary.~No. 1,428,
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“Let the matter drop!” said Bunfes,
with dignity. “You're rather a suy-
ioious lot, I must say—thinking that a
ollow’s got another fellow’s letter.
E-Fl;:i‘r have you got in that basket,

ﬂ I8

“Never mind what I've got in. this
basket 1" qup&d-Eﬂh Cherry. “Han
out AMauly'd letter, you  obnoxious
porpoise, before we scalp you I

o k here, I've told you ”

* Bunter, old bean, I really must hava
oy letter, you know,” said Lord Maule-
verer placidly. “I'm goin® to kick yon
if:':i;tu baggin’ it; but hand me the letier

“I mever touched ®!” hooted Bun-
ter. “And if it’s lost, it's not my fault,
as I know nothing whatever about it 1”

“¥You've lost my letter 7" ejaculated
Lord Mauleverer. Angd

lagid lordship’s face was angry. “ Yoo
?at raseall! Do yvou know vou'd be re-

rted to the Head for a floggin’ if

uelch knew——" .

“T never lost it I roared Bunter. “Tt
wos all Stacey’s fault! Tripping a
fellow up and making him drop =
lettor—" . :

S Didn't you pick it up again, if yon
drop it, you howling ass?” de-
manded Bo BITY.

“1 couldh’t find it1” gasped Bunter.
“I huynted and hunted and hunted, and
it f{ﬁ E;;:ti?, ness knows where i

“I—1I eay, you fellows, don't glare at
a fellow like that!” Grim faces sur-
rounded. the Owl of the Remove now;
and it dawned on Billy. Bunter’s fat
intellect that . the matter was more
serious than he had supposed. “I—I
say, the letter’s sure to turn up—"

"If it doesn’t, Bunter, Maulx will
hiave to WEO ta Quelch about i, :aid
Harry arton ﬂuietlrf “You Lknow
what that means |

h orikey 1>

“Tf you've ﬁ‘nt if—

"I haver't I” wailed Bunter, .“I tell
you I hunted all over the shop for it,
and it was gone! But it will turn up!
The maid's sure to find it in the morn-
ing wh?,n she sweeps out the pas-
R e—

“What passage 1"
- "QOur paseage.

“You dropped Mauly's letter in the
Remove pmngge?" exclaimed Wharton.
" Yes; that beast Stacey tripped me

u ’ :
“But a letter l.:lmlg}ad there couldn’t
be lost¥? exclaimed Harry. “Haw
could it? You can't have looked
“1 did! I hunted for hours and
hours and hours—ten minutes, at least ™

“Utter rot!”™ said Bob Cherry.
“That blind owl might have missed
it; but there have been fellows up and
down the paseage all day—somebody
elee wonld have seen it and handed 1t
to Mauly. Look here, Bunter, try to
get it into your fat head that you
can’t pinch a fellow's letter, and that
you'll bo taken to the Head to be sacked
if it doesn’t turn up 1”

“ Beast | hooted Bunter. “I tell you
Stacey tripped me in the
because 1 sgid I'd ask Wharton to
thrash him again, and I dropped the
letter, and I eculdn’t find it again—-""

“Rubbish | said Johnny Bull

“ Poast 1 - <

“Too thin ' gaid Boh.

“The thinfulness iz truly terrific!”

recd Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

a juniors’ faces wera extremely
grave - now. Wide allowances were
made for Billy Bynter in the Remoxe,
on  account -his. well-knovwn and re-
;yml;kahln obtuseness. But there waz &
ik,
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It's there some-

for onece his

PASSAga

THE MAGNET

If Bunter had “pinohed ¥ that letter,
raatters wers going to be very serious

for Bunter. And i1t looked gz if he
had |

" ¥You'd better tell the truth, Bunter,”
said Harry Wharton, “Mauly’s got to
ha}:i his e-ttﬂr—?;‘i P 9

g§aY, you Ilellows, va o Yo
i | dmppaci it! Look here, you can ask
Stacey, you beasis, if you can’t take
my word—not that my word isn't
better than Stacey's. He was with me
when I lost jt——"
i “Might ask Stacey !’ said Nugent.

But 1k -looks to me as if that fat
rascal’s bagged 2

“Oh, realiy, Nugent—=—"

“Tha lookfulness iz terrific!”

“Hallo, hallo,  hallo! There's
Stacey I’  exclaimed Bob  Cherry.
“Let's ask him-—this way [

Stacey had come out of the House,
with a little bumdle swinging in his
hand. He was crossing towards the
gates, when the group of juniors
moved to intercept gim.

They rather expected the Owl of the
Ecindve to “attempt to dodge away.
But Bunter. as a matter of fact, was
getting alarmed now; and he really
did want Stacey to bear witness t6 the
fact that the letter was lost. It was
growing clear to Billy Bunter that if
that letter was not accounted for, he
would ba judged guilty of having

mnched * it! And even the obtuse
Owl could realise that that meant bad
trouble, :

“Hold on, Stacey}” called out Beb
Cherry. .
Stncey

T

’ glanced at him carelessly,
L I'm going wut,” he answered.
Hold on, all the same——>

“Borry I can’t stop 1"

- {.'!h,” hold on ™ uwnted Jolmny
.E';Itll." Joe Banks isn't waiting at the
ghte.

Stacey started and Aushed, and Zave
Johnny a black and bitter look., Bug
he %ﬂ 3
3 ‘j ell, what is 1t he snapped.

I'm in a hurry. Cough it np! I've
no iime to waste chattering "

. ﬁlﬂitﬂr sAys—""

ave you stopped me ¢t ]
Bunter's silly cacﬂ-ﬂ” 2 folkime

“Oh, really. Stacey!
theze fellows
etter I gagpe

I'say, vou tell
guu gaw me lose ﬁiau]y’s
Bunter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Dark ‘Suspicion !

TACEY stood gmite still,
He was thinking of that letfer
at that very moment; slipped
into hiz poe to be taken out

of gates. But he had not been expect-
mg it to be mentioned. "He felt a
sudden thrill of terror in his verv
bomes, If any of these fellows had
dreamed that the letter was on hinj—

OF course they could not.” For a
moment he hardly breathed. But Lo
recovered himself swiftly,

‘I  don't understand sou!® The
snapped. “ What letter do you mean

“That letter I lost in the Remove
possage, in breax,” explained Bunter.

You remember—

“I don’t!” said Stacey. “I remember
you said you had lost a letier that
belonged to Mauwleverer, and. I said I
hoped that Mauleverer would believe
it. I shouwldn’t, in his place.”

“ O, begad " murmured Alauly,
s oyes were rather curiously on the

handsome face that was so like Harry:

Wharton's. :
Bunter stared at Stacey in surprise
snd horror Apparently it had not

occurred to his fat intellect that thie
wﬁ.%fywuuld fail hirﬂ.h i 3

5 ou—you aast 1" gas
Bunter. " You ow I drop % %ﬁa
letter in the passage—you jolly well
kngw——-=1"

“1 know nothing of the sort.”

“Did you hamf Bunter the letter
from the rack, Stacev?” asked Lord
Mauleverer very quiatly.

“Yes, I did thatt gaid he was
going to take it to you, and ¥ sup-
pused he was, of course,” said Stacey.
“He could have taken the letter down
himself, anybow—he had only to pull
up a chair to stand on.”

“Yaas; but—"

“And you told me Ma.ulﬁ' was in hig
study, and ha was out of the House all
the time, %'m: beast, and I fagged u
the stairg for nothing, and I shouldn't
have lost the letter, but for that!”
howled Bunter indignantly.

“I thought he was in ﬁia ‘study. Is
that all?" asked Stacey impatiently.
“I've got to get a boat out, and I'm
m a horry 1

“Did you gee the letter in Bunter’s
hand #* asked Rob.

Wharton was not speaking, bul his
eyes were on Staccy’s face, and. he
was thinking—hard.

“I don’t . remember seeing 1"
answered Stacey eaImIE,r. “I wasn't
thinking about it, of course, and
never notieed.™

“I had it in my rtight hand, under
your nose, you beast, and then yon
tripped me, and fell over, and
dropped it, and—"

“Why did gnu trip Bunter, Stacey "’
asked Lord Mauleverer.

Stacey glanced at him. .

*The fat fool was slanging me, and
I barged him over to shut him yp!”
he answered. “Why not ™

“Then he dro ped the letter T

“Heo says he did!” answered Stacey,
shrugging his shoulders. e

“T jolly wel. did " wailed Buntes.
“And when I looked for 1if, it was
gone I” . )

“You saw nothing of it, Stacey ™

“ Nothing.”

“What do

then 1"
"I haven't thought about it at all;
it's no business of mine. But if
Bunter hasn't given yon your letter, I
should say that he's cither lost it oc
he's skill got it in his ket.”

With that, Stacey walked on towards
the gates, leaving the juniors with
Billy gBu_nter, whose fat face was now
the picture of dismay and woe.

”lp-_'[ say, you fellows—" stam-
mezed Bunter.

“Cough wp that letter,
freak ! growled Jobony Bull,

i Bem !M

“Taka him to Quelch, Mauly!
Quelch will make him cough it up!*

you think became of =,

you fab

“1 say, Mauly, you believe me, don't
vou?” gasped the hapless Owl.

“Yaas”

“Fathead ! =aid Jﬂhnn]y Bull.

“You shut up, Bull” gasped

Bunter. “Mauly knows that he can
take my word, don’t you, Mauly, cld
chap 1™ > '

“This once, anyhow,” said Lord
Mauleverer,: with & grin.. “I've no
doulit Bunter dropped the letter, as ho
58¥5, Yvou [men Unless some fellow
hag picked it up since, it's still lying
agout - the Remove passage some-
whl_"n!:.”? , ] -

“That's as gond as 1m 1ble,”™ anmid
Harry ‘I-"i"hartgmi. “Hmnapﬂ?;!hw musk
have seenm it before this™

“Yans| Perhaps if soroe ngrtﬂmlﬂ
has picked it up, he will good
enough te pase it on fo mel” yawned



Lord Mauleverer. “Leave it at that.”
“But look here, Mauly—"
“ Leave it at that, dear men! But

T'll tell you what—Bunter cught to be

kicked for meddlin® with s fellow’s

correspondence |  Suppose you fellows
kick him across the quad?™ suggested

Lord Mauleverer.

“Oh, really, Mauly——""

“Let's 1™ said Bob Cherry at onee.

“Beast | Y roared Bunter,

And he retired from the spot, with-
out  waiting to kicked, Lord
Mawnloverer walked sway with & very
thonghtful expression on his face.

“Wall, that's that ! said Bob. o (5
for Mauly te say—but I'm blessed if

I'd let it drop like that! Come on,
and geb out the boat 1™ .
The Co. proceeded on their way.

Harry Wharton dropped behind, and
tnrned to follow Lord Mauleverer. He
%pcd his lordship on the shoulder,
and Mauly gave him & glance of urbane
Inguiry. )

“What have you got in your head,
Mauly ™ asked Harry, very gquictly.

“* Brains 1™

“ Fathead! Loock here, you believe
that Bunter dropped the letter in the
Remove passage when Stacey barged
him over-—" "

“Yaas™ ]

“You know as well as I do that it
:*c--;:lii_n’t hava dissppesred from sight "

aas,

"Tha,l; means that somebody picked
it jup '

“Yaas.” )

Wharton's lips et Thard. The
thought that had come into hizs mind
filled him with a mingled sense of
shame mnd horror. It would mnever
have come, perhaps, but for that meet-

ing with Joe Banks in the morning.

Was it possible—could it pos-

sible? ,
“BMaunly, vou know what it looks

liko? " he muttered.

IH'YEHS‘J_J

“Stacey handed Bunter the letier—
he told him you wera in your study,
when you weren't—and in the Remove
Ensaage, deserted at that time of fhe
a¥, he came on Bunter again—barged
him over—and the letter disap-

t.‘!

jump ta conclusions, old
murmured ' Maulaverar
ently. “It looks & bit thick; but—-"

“It's well known that I bar the
fellow,” said Harry, biting his [lip.
"But—but he's a relation of mine—a
distant relation! My uncle thinks a
lot of him——"

He broke off.

“Push it out of your head, old
bean! The letter will tuen up all
right,” said Lord Mauleverer,
“Unless a fellow’s sure, the least said
the soonest mended. I think .

“What do you think, Mauly?"

“X think I'll go and have that ice!”

“ Fathead I

Lord Mauleverer smiled and smbled
away to the achool shop.  Harry
Wharton, with a clouded brow, hurried
after his friends,

Was it possibla? Blackguard,

ambler, breaker of bounds, he knew
gtmy to be—but was he worse?
Was there ne limit to his rascality?
He owed Joe Banks money, and was in
danger if he did not pay—sand he could
not pay, that was clear, or he would
have paid already. Was 1t possible——

“Hallo, halle, halla!" bawled Bob
Cherry, from the school raft. “ Come
on, vld bean, and lend a hand with the
fub!  We shall never got at far as
Popper's Island at this rate.”

The Fampus Five pushed off in the
rooiey ofd bosy snd pulled up the river,

EVERY SATURDAY

Tea was packed in Bob's basket, and
they were going to make'a picnic of it
on the island in the BSaerk. But
Wharton, as he pulled at his oar, was
not thinizing cf the picnie, or of the
shining, rippling river, or the green
woods that g iﬂl_.!% by. He was thinking
of Mauly's lost [etter—and of his
relative and double, Ralph Stacey—and
wondering, with a growing fechng of
horrified coertainty, in whose hands that
lost letter was at fhe moment.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
On the Verge of the Abyss !

ALPH STACEY pulled hiz boat
R under the willows on the adge of
per's Island.

P

e was glad to get it, and
himself, out of sight. He could hardly
have chosen a safer spot for his purpose.
Popper's Island was out of bounds for
Groeyfriars fellows—on account of the
tremendous fuss made by Sir Hilton
Popper when anyone landed thers,

As the lord of Popper Court was &
governor of Groyfriars, the Head was
very strick on that point. Adventurous
fellows, however, sometimes landed on
tha island, especially when Sir Hilton
was . away from Popper Court; as was
the case at present. ' As detentions or
whoppings were their reward, if dis-
covered, such visits were not frequent.
The chief danger was of bein tted
by Sir Hiltons keepers—an tacey
had been very watchful and wary as he
approached the 1sland. He was suré
t}?a.tj he had landed unseen—and now he
WA3 Begure. .

He pushed the boat deep in the cover
of the willows. Then he tramped

through the trees to the glade in the
centre of the little island, completely
hidden from both banks of the Sark.

In the middle of the glade grew.
an ancient oak, shading it with
immensoe old braoches. Under the oak

branches he stopped and unpacked the F10

little bundle he had brought from his
study at Greyfriars.

It contained a small spirit stove, a
bottla of methylated spirit, 8 box of
matches, and a little tin kettle.

He set up the stove in the grass and
took the kettle to the water’s edge to
fill i, returned, and lighted the spirit
stove beneath it. ]

Then he sat down-with his back to
the oak, to wait for the water to boil.

He took the lost letter from his
pocket. -

Alone as ha was, far from all watch-
ful eyes, he cast a furtive glance round
him as the letter came to light.

What was he going to do with it?
That depended largely on what it con-
tained. i )

On one peoint he had made up his
mind—he was not going to be sacked
from Greyiriars School if he could help
it. era was a banknote in the
letter, as Bunter certainly believed, and
as was extremely pmbah{au— Ifa had
to know !

If there was nothing to- his purpose,
all he had fo do was to seal the letter
again, after opening it with steam, and
leave it where it could be found, some-
where about the school. That would be
an end of the matter. But he was
gaing to know.

The kettle began to sing on the stove,.

A thin stream of vapour msued from
the sponut. .

Another minute or two and-it would
be thick enocugh for him to hold the
envelope over 1t and see the Hap peel
open.
unpleasantly.

ﬁnnkna-baa had nwmbers! That was

He wsitad—his heart beating

U

an unplessant thought! But there was
little risk, for a banknote put in Joe's
hands would be passed on some race-
course, probsbly far awsy, and there
was nnl:lffn.q- to va that it had ever
passed through Btacey's hands.

A shopkeeper would have wanted him
to sign his name on the back, but Joo
Banks would not, of course, expect
anything of the sort. Neither would
Joe himself endorse it. It could never
be traced to either of them, once it was
in_circulation,

Even if the number was advertised,
even if the noto was ultimately traced,
updn whom could suspicion possibly rest
—unless upon Billy Bunter?

Bunter, and nobody else, was known
to have had the letter in his hands!

The steam was coming thickly out of
the spout of the little tin kettle now.
Stacey rose from his scat in the FI'HE
and bont over the jet of steam, holding
the ‘En% of the letter in it.

His hand trembled as he did eo.
though not with fear—he had nothing
to fear, alone on the island in the Sark.
bBut_ﬂ}Eirathi;ras something fo mean, s0

498, I 18 surreptifions openi o
another fellow's letter, that ha inlﬁhgred.
He was hard, unscrupulous, but, like
many unsorupulous people, he did not.
like appearing contemptible in hiz own
eyes. And he could not help despising
himself for what he was domg.

The letter came open,

He sat back in the under the
oak, the open envelope in his hand. He
wiped 8 bead of perspirstion from his
forehead. X i)

It was a long minute bafore ke found
the courage to draw the folded letter
rom the envelope, but he did it at last.

He did not glance st the letter itself.
Such inquisitiveness as Billy Bunter's
was not, at all events, ofie of his failings.
He had not the slightest desire to Lnow
what 3ir Reginald Brooke had written
to his ward at GreyIriars.

But from the letter he drew a crisp,
rustling slip of paper.

It was & Bank of England note for

Bunter had been right—thero was a
banknote in the letter., Tt tas one of
the handsome tips that Masuly received
from home.

Stacey's face was almost haggard as
e logked b it RE
. It was all he wanted—more than he
wanted ! He had already thought it out
and decided that it wuuil be safe. All
he had to do now was' to get into his
boat, pull along to the Three Fishers,
and hand’ that banknote over to Joe,
and he would be olear of the terrible
shadow that hung over him—the shadow
of disgrace and ruin.

Yot instead of sstisfaction, there was
only misery in his hnfggmi Pace.  As
yet ho was not a thief—though terribly
near 1t! But after he had parted with
thal banknote, what would he ba? -

It was futile to ponder that Mauly
had plenty of money and he had little
or nane. Hm.il;r m:-u;d iapand t}f‘mthteg

ounds in careless profusion, as if it ha
ittle value—while he needed it to save

himself from ruin, Was a follow
entitled to such & disproportionate
share of the world's goods? Thesp

wretched thoughts passed through his
mind, But he was no fool, and he knew
that he was tryring to decelve himself—
trying to make out that he was not
doing what he actually was doing!
Any

Sophistry ocould not help him.

amount of arguing on the subject could
not alfer the plain, bald: fact that if he
took somebody else’s money wWaa A
thief—s th 3
an

unclean |
‘Tp to that moment his danger
difficulty had flled his thoughts, Now
Tax Magyer Lmpany.—No. 1420,
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he realised that there was something
WOrse,

He knew himself to be tnserupulous,
hard, worldly minded, and he did not
care, But he had his limit, and now
thet the- banknote was in his hand he
knew that he could not do this. He
could not go through life an object of
diﬁmt_ﬂmd contempt to himseclf.

e could not ! o o

From the_ bottom of his miserable
heart he wished that he -had never
meddled with the letter. N

In those moments of realiation he
almost forgot Joe Banks and his threats.
He had one gleam of light—it was not
too latol : ]

There was still time to reseal the
letter, to placa it where it could be
found, to wash his hands of the whole

thing.

_ Only a very close examination would
ra?eaf that the envelope had been
epened by steam, and Lord Mauleverer
was not likely to make such an
examination. verr if ho discerned it,
he would put it down to Bunter., Berve
the fat brute right for having meddled !

Stacey sat for long, long minutes with
the latter in_one hand, the banknole in
the other. ‘But his mind was deBnitely
mada up now. o

It was'ae if an abyss  had opened
before his feet, which he perceived only
at the last moment before steppmg into
it. Ohe” niore step would have been
fatal, -and, now that his mind had
cleared, nothihg would havée Dnduced
him to take that fa'il']' step. Mau]
would find his lettér, "thé banknote st
in it; he would never know—nobody
would ever know—and Stacey himself
would forget, as soon as he could, how
near he had been to'irretrievable shame
and disaster,

To replace the banknote, to re-seal
the letter and make it look as if it had
never beer opened—that was the next
step. That required careful manipula-
tion. But he hed plenty of time on
hand. )

There was a8 zplash of oars in the
water, a bump of a boat under, tho
willows at the little landing place on
tha island. '

Stacey gave a convulsive start.

A voice he knew came heoming
through the trees and thickets.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bomebody’s
here alrepdy I

gtaﬂa? sat as if petrified. It was the
voice of Bob Cherry. Harry Wharton's
voicp followed :

0 'l,‘ Thﬂtr‘—'—”

“Here's o boat tied upl®

“My hat! If that means a keeper on
the island——"

“It's & Greylriars boat!” came Johnny
Bull'a voice.

“Only one of the fellows here!”
Btacoy heard Frank Nugent say., “All
right, you chapal”

% Tha all-rightfulness is terrific.™

Harry Wharton & Co. were landing
on the island. Stacey remembered the

icnic basket he had seen in Bob's hand.

he chums*of the Remove were tea-in
out of gates—and it was Popper's Islanﬁ
that they had chosen for the picnie.

Only a sereen of trees and thickets
separated him from them as he sat thers,
with the letter and the banknote in his
hands.

His heart almost died within him.

He eprang to his feet.

There was no time now for resealing
the letter—no time for anything, but to
geb it out of sight. Already there was a
trampling and a rustling, as the juniors
came towards the glade in the centre of
the little island. _ ]

Stacay thrust the letter into one
vocket of his blazer, the banknote into
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His hands were still in his
lfmcliets as Bab Cherry's ruddy, cheery
ace appeared in the trees by the glade.
For one hideous moment Stacey dreaded
that Bob might ha  ween the banknote
before it vamished. 1. e next moment
he was reassured. ,

* Hallo, halle, hallo!* recared BEob
cheerily. “Who—why, it's Stacey!”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Accused 1

ARRY -WHARTON & Co. came
out of the trees into the liitle
glade. :

They stared at Stacey in sur-
prise. The kettls, still spluttering on
the apirit stove, Tovked as if he was
there with the same pur as them-
selves—a_ picnic.  Bub 1% was rather
unusual for a fellow to picnic all on bis
lonely own—neither waa there any sign
cf tea or ealables. oo 3 '

‘Btacey, his hands still in his blazer
pockets, stood facing them, his heart
beating in jumps, the colour wavering in
hiz face. With all his nerve, he could
not for the moment assume a nalural or
casual manner,

" All alone hera?” asked Dob.

“Iaven't you eyeal?”  answered
Etarﬂ:z'.- He spoke in a sneering tone;
but hiz voice was husky.

“¥ou're out of school bounds, old
o ! ped St

“Wou, too! snap acey.

Bob chuckled.

“I'm not Quelch’s jolly old head boy,
sup;ﬁaaed to be selling a good example
to the Form! You are.”

“Oh, don’t be a fool!” _

“The politcfulness of the esteemed
Stacey i3 not terrific!” remarked Hurree
Jamset BEam Singh.

Harry Wharton's eyes were flixed
grimly on Btacey's face, which flushed
and paled by turps. The black sus-

iciong thet had been in his mind as

¢ pulled up the river had become cor-
tainiies now., :

What was Stacay deing in this lenely
spot—with a kettle boiling on a spinit
stove? He had plenty of %riend& in the
Remove—he would not have lacked com-
pany had he wanted it? Why had he
not wanted 1t 7§

“ Picnicking on your lonely owni™
asked Johnoy Dull, 5

“Iave you bought this jsland from
old Popper 1" inguired Bob Cherry sar-
castically.. ]

“ Plenty of room for everybody!™ said
MNugent, .

“ A crowd here means ﬂag:f,jor of being
spotted by the keepers,” said Stacey sul-
lenly. * You can find another place.”

i {ht[” said Johnny Bull. ™ We're
here and we're stopping! If you don’t
like our company you can clear as soon
as you like” i

“Oh, don't let's rag,” said the good-
natured Bob. “ As Btacey’s here let
him join up in ihe piddy feast! We've
got lota in this basket, Btacey.”

“I den't wanb any of it.”

“¥ou don't seem to be fixed u
much yourself,” said Dob. “Unlesa
you've got gmi} stacked in your pockets,
what have you gobt in the way of a
pienic T

“Find out?” _

Bob's cheery face darkened a little.

“It’s just as well for a fellow to I:Le;if:
a ecivil tongue in his head,” he suggested.
“{Otherwise, a fellow's head mi
punched.” ;

“And the punchivlness might be
torrific!™ romarked the Nabob of Bham-

with

t get

T.
i Do you think I'm afraid of you—any
of yon, or the whole crowd of yout
asked Stacey contemptuously. “I'd

-

punch your silly head as soon as look at
y i '

“Get_going, then " said Bob, “I'm
ready, if you are,”
i Jﬁ. d:f:in't row,” said Frank., "I

ou don't like our com ., Btacey,
eep your distance, ansﬁn l{mp your
cheeky mouth shut 1 '
_Harry Wharton spoke—for the frst
timae.
“What are you doing hers, Staceyi™
“No hizney of youra™
“I'm asking you, all the same.”
Stacey gave him a quick, searching
look. S%mathing in thartﬂn‘a face

Auring the talk in the quad at Grey-

friars had made him vaguely uneasy:
Now he kwew! He was suspected!
‘His heart beat thickly.

“I don't choose to answerl!” he

snapped. “If you fellows are stoying
here, I'm going.™
“The sooner the hetter,”  grunted

Johnuy Bull.

Stacey made & movement. Harry
Wharton stepped inle his path. He
stopped dgain, with & hunted look com-
ing into hia eyes.

Let me pass!™ he breathed.

“You're forgetting your jolly old
kettle,” said Dob Cherry, “or are you
leaving it for ua?”

Btacey did not heed. Ilis eyes were
fixed on Harry Wharton; and his fsla
weote clenched, He was suspected—he
knew that; Wharton's loock was not to
be mistaken.  And the opened letier
was in one of his pockets—the banknete

in the other!
337 he hisead.

“Will vou let me
“ Not yet!” zaid Harry quietly. " You
fellows collar him if he tries to belt.”
Stacey panted. If the five juniors
chose bto “deliin him, he: could not ‘-fet-
away. What did his enemy mean to de?
The Co. stured at their leader in blank
astonishment.

“What the jolly old thump!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, “I suppose the
fellow can go if he likes! He can't go
too soon to pleass me”

“I've got something to say fivst ! enid
Harry, in the same quiet tone. i |
want to know what Stacey is doing heve
elone in this lonely place with a kettle
on g spirit stove, has nothing here
for ‘o picnic—he was not going to make
tea! I want to know whether he was
using the kettle to stenm open s letter.”

Stacey hardly breathed. .As Wharlon
elaan]?l suspected him, it waz cbvious
that he would think of this. Ib was
plain enough—with the suspicion to starb
1.

_ Wharton's words made his comrades
jump.

* Wandering in your mind, old bean ™
asked Bob blankly.

Wharton's eyes were fastened -oi
Stacey's face. It was as white as chalk.
If he had not been cortain before he
would have been certpin now. There
was no longer Lthe feintest doubt in his
mind as to where Lord Mauleverer'a
mizzing letter was to be found.

“My esteemed YWharton——-"
mured Hurreo Jomset Ram Singh.

Stacey found his voice,

“Will you let me get back to m

mur-

boat His voice come husky, halt-
audible. *“Let me pass, you rottar|”
“ Wharton—"" exclaimed Nugent.

Harry gave an angry laugh.

“Can't you fellows sea? You know
as wall as I do that Mauly's letter
couldn’t have been lost by being dropped
in the Remove passage.

“Mauly's letter!” repeated Johnny

Bull. * Bunter's still got that—"
*“ Mauly believes that he hasn’t—and I
believe tﬁa same a8 Mauly.”

“Harry ! Nugent [airly gasped. “ Yon
don't mean—you can’t mean——" He
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As Coker released one of the lines to give his damp face a dab, he unintentionally jerked at the other. The Filih Form boat
shot across the river, and there was a frantic yell
“ Trying to ram me § **

assed [ " roared Coker.

broke off. All the Co. knew now what
Wharton meant. i

“Stacey knows what I mean!” eaid
Elarry. * Look at his face.” .

“ You—you dare——" breathed Stacey.
“ You—you dare accuse me—"

“(Oh, don’t get on-the high horse”™
said Wharton. “ It doesn’t suit a fellow
who pinches another fellow’s letter and
steams it open fo see whether thére’s
money in 6"

“ Wharton 1" gasped Boh.

“ For _Eﬂm:lneas’ sake, tike care what
you gay!” breathed Nugent. “ Your own
relntion, old chap——" '

“¥es, my own relation!” said Whar-
ton hbitterly. “The fellow uncle
rags me for not making friends with.
The fellow who owes Joa Banks money
on- some rotten race, and who has
pinched Mguleverer's letter, and mado
use of that fat idiot Bunter to do it——"

“ [t—it’s impossible I  stammered
Baob.

“Look at his faco !"

“Let mo pass!” Stacey’s hands were
clenched convulsively. “Let me pass,
you bully, or—"

“Not till you've handed me Lord
Alauleverer's letter, to be given back to
him | said Harry Wharton, between
his teeth. “You're my relative, yon
scum, and a relative of mine iz nok
?‘cing to be expelled from Greyfriars

or stealing, if 1 can help it. Give me
Alauly’s letter, you curl” :

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds !
squeaked Billy

& OKER [
Bunter.
C Coker of the Fifth heard,

but he heeded not.
FHorace James Coker, of the Fifth
Form at Greyirviars, was far too great
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a man to take any heed of a squeak
from a junior in the Lower Fourth.

Besides, Coker was busy. He was
f,atting his boat out, with the help of

otter and Greems. Or, to be mors
exact, he was barging sbout, giving
Potter and Gresune unnecessary trouble
in getting the boat into the water.

“I say, Coker!" ;

“ I'or goodness’ salie, shove the thin
along, you men,” said Coker. I coul
handle it better without your help, I
think. Let gol”

“Coker 5 )

The boat slipped into the waler. It
sent up & wave which sosked Coker's
trousers to the knees. Ile gave a howl

“You clumsy asses !

Potter winked at Greene. They had
let go the boat, as bidden by the great
Horace, rather suddenly., The result
did nét seem to pleass Coker.

“Look at my bags!” snorted Coker.
“You bungling dummies! Look
here——"

“1 say, Coker—" persisted Bunter.

It was not a judicious moment for
bothering Coker! Horace turned a
fierce glare on the Owl of the Remove,

“1 say, if you're going up the river,
give me a lift, will you?” asked Bunter.
“Only as far as Popper’s Island.”

Coker gazed at hum. The unexampled
cheelc in & mere microbe of the Lower
Fourth asking a Iifth Fortn man for a
lift in his boat, rather took Coker's
breath away.

“1 say, my friends started without
me, you see !” Dunter proceeded to ex-

lain. * They're picnicking on Popper's
sland, and I'm left behind! Give mae
a lift as far as the island, like a good

nh&g.” .

‘olker did not answer, Words were
futtle, 'in the face of such cheek as this!
e pieked up an car.

from Vernon-Smith as it surged across his bows.
“* You howling fathead ! ’* yelled the Bounder.

Coker

13

Bump ! * You eTumsy
“ Do you gant to sink

He jammed the end of that car on
Bunter !

Bump !

Bunter sat down.

He roared as he sat.

Havin ug disposed of DBunter,
. the Fifth followeéd Potter and
Greens into the boat, and pushed off

from the raft.
“Beast 1" roared Bunter. “Ow !
Wow ! Rotten beast! Yow-ow 1™

The fat Owl staggered fo his feet.
As he did so, & hand dropped on his
n&&ry shoulder, and he blinked round
at Wingate of the Bixth.

Thers was & Jgrim expression on Win-
gate's face.  As head prefect, he had
the responsibility of seeing that reckless
juniors did not disre the Head's
stern decree that place Pu({: et's Island
out of bounds., And ho had been qnlff a
few yards from the short-sighted Owl of
the Remove, when Billy Bunter made
liis request to Coker.

“Who's on Popper’s Island, Bunter "
rapped Wingate.

“Oh desr!” gasped Bunter. “I-—I
didn't sce you, Wingate—"
“You can ses me now! Is anyhbody

on Popper's Island this afternoon i

“Oh!” No! Not that I know of "
stuttered Bunter. “I—I never asked
Coker to give me a lift to Popper's
Island, Wingate—"

“1 heard yout” 2

“}—I—I mean, 1 was nnli' jo-jig-
joking ! stammered the fat Owl. *I—I
wouldn't go out of bounds, of course,
Wingate ! I—I never thought of such a
thing. was only trying fo pull
Coker’s leg 1V

“And now you're trying to pull
i
Oh! No! I-=I

“Yes—I mean no!
{Continued on poge 16.)
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“(Condinued from page 13.)
say, Wingate, leggo my shoulder! I—I
want to ask Coker to give me a lift in
his boat—mot to Popper's Island, of
course. No 's there.” - '

“¥ou don't know anything about a
picnic on Popper's Island this affer-
noon ¥ mqﬁwed Wingate,

Ok p! I never heard Bob
Cherry mention it to MNugent, and I
never heard Nugent say——  Yow-wow-
wooop |

Bunter gave & wild howl as a finger
anl thumg closed on his fat car. Win-
gate compressed finger and thumb.

“Now cut [* he said.

SO0wl Wowl”

Dunter cut § .

Wingate called to hiz chum, Gwynne
of the Bixth. The two seniors had come
down to the boathouse to take a boat
ont, intending to pull down te Iriar-
dale. * Noiv the Creyiriars captain had
decided to s:pll up the river instead to
Popper’s Island. ;
ricli was annoying to Wingate, who
did not want to spend an hour of his
valuable time hunting after young
raseals who ought to have known better
than to go out of bounds. It
equally anroying to Gwynne,
time was equally valyable, .

So the two seniors were frowning as
they pulled up the Sark, and had made
up theit minds that any juniors found
in the forbidden precincts of Popper’s
Island should be sent direet to their
TForm-master for punishment,

“Oh erikey!” pgasped Bunter, as he
watched the senior boat go.

Buonter waa dismayed. Ho had not
intended at all to give the picnickers
away; all Bunter wanted was to get a
lift after them and join in the picnic,

He blinked round as Vernon-Bmith
and Tom Redwing came from the boat-
liouse, carryitg between them a light,
handsome skiff that belonged to 8mithy.

“I gay, Bmithy-—7" pasped Bunter.

*“Gerrout oEY the way, fatiy!”
answered the Bounder.

“1 say, you fellows, you could beat
Wingate in that skiff!® said the fat
QOwl cagerly. *I say, he's gone after
saing fellows on Popper's Island—"

“"Reomove fellows?”  asked  the
Bounder.

“Wharton's crowd,” ; 2

“Oh! Buck wp, DReddy!” s=aid
Vornon-Smith: and the skiff slid

into the water, and the two juniors
sculled up the river at a great rate.

Wingate and Gwynne were ahead;
ut: they were not huorrying. Bmithy's
awift skiff would doubtless %.mva beaten
ihein to Popper's Island, had not Coker
of the Fifth been on the river that after-
DT,

Coker was sitting at the lines while
his friends pulled. e was giving
Polter and Greeno some valuable tips
on tho subject of rowing. So far from
Leing grateful for these tips, Potter and
Greene acemed to bo potiing into o
goaded state. That was not an un-
common  result of instructions from
Horace Coker. i

“Don't dig up the river, Potter!”
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said Coker., “And look here, Greenev,
that ear. i1sn’t 3 flag—don’t wave it

i about like one! Can't you fellows pull?

Don’t you know the first thing about

rowing?  Can't vou—urrrrggh! You
mli_xrr" uliot, Potter, wyou're - drenching
1LY &

Potter's oar had sent up quite a water-
spout, perhaps by accident. Or per-
haps, on the other hand, it was not by
accident.

Anyhow, Coker was wet |

“"You clumsy ass!” roared Coler.
“Do you want to drown a chap ?”

. Did you get splashed 1 asked Potter
snocently.

“ Look at mé I” howled Coker.

He dabbed his wet face with his hand.
kerchief. To do that, he had to release
the lines,

“Look out!” exclaimed Cureene,
“There's a boat just behind——"

¥ Blow it 1" snapped Coker.

Wingate and CGwynne pulled round
the Fifth Form hoat. The Greyirviars
captain made some remarks as he
passed.

*“1f you Filth Forin men can't handle
a boat, you'd better get out and walk 1
he said. " You can’t flounder all over
the river like that!”

" Cheeky ass!” said Coker, not, how-
aver till the S8ixth Form men had pulled
on,” “8till, T must say you fallows de-
serve 1t] . For goodness’ sake pull, and
try to keep time, and try not to splash

the river all over Kent and the next

county,”

Potter and Greene pulled, suppressing
their  feelings, From astern the
Bounder’s skiff came shooting on.

It was at this moment that Coker re-
leased one of tho lines to give his damp
face another dab. Tnintentionally he
crked at the other. The Fifth Form

pat shot athwart the river, and thera
was & frantic yell from the Bounder as
it surged across his bowe.

Bump |

The two boats
Coker stavaed round.

“¥You clumay young aszes! Trying to
ram me?” he voared. “Can’t you steer
clear, you thundering little idiots?”

“¥You howling fathead!™ yelled the
Bounder. “Do you want to sink us?
Haven't you the sense of a bunny
By guml Pl olly well 7

"By gum! Tl jolly well—"

Coker jumped fo hiz {eet.
grabbed a boat-hook.

What he was going {o do with that
boat-hook, Smithy did not stop te in-
quire. He swung round his seull, and
it elumped on the side of Iorace
Color's bullet head.

Crash !

Coker landed headlong across the
gunwals of his boat, his head dipping
in the water. The boat rocked wildly,
dipping rowlock under. There was a
rushh of water that gave Potior and
Greene’s flannel bags an unnecassary
wash, They yelled.

“Wrrrgh!” Coker's head was lifted
from the Sark, *“Yurrrggh! What-~
wrrgh | Il spifiicate 'em | Gurrggh I

The boats were rocking apert. Bix
feet of space separated them when
Coker bounded at Smithy's skilf, The
space widened as he did so, and he
ropped into the Bark, clutching at
tha gumvaie.

“Oh, my hat 1™ gasped Redwing.

“ Knock aff I shouted
Bounder.

“Iold on—-that idiot can’t swim for
toffee I exclaimed Redwing.

Pottor and Greene wers pulling. As
Coker was hanging on to the junior
shilf he was in no danger, and to
Potter and Greeno this was quite =&
windfrll. A pull up the Sark in
Coker's bLoat, in the bright Juno

rocked iogether.

Ha

hamn the

weather, was quite enjoyable—but onfy
if- Coker wasn't in the boat! Now
Coker wasn't!

S0 they pulled on regardless.

The Bounder yelled after them.
“Come back and pick up your lunas
tie, blow you!™

" Potter and Greene exchanged a smile,

and tugged. at the oars, Coker was
left elinging to, the skiff, -
He was trrving to clamber in, his

fixed intention being to spiflicate the
cheeky juniors. The skiff almost cap-
sized under his weight, Smithy and
Redwing pulled in to the bank, drag-
ging Coker through the water.

“Now clear!” hooted the Bounder.
Instead of clearing, Coker clambered.
Vernon-B8mith grabbed up a boat-hook.
He delivered a jab.

There was a fearful vell from Cokery
_“Yarooh! I'll—whooop !” '

“Have another?” grinned Smithy,

“I'll—varoooocch 1” yelled Coker, as
he got another. He let go and
serambied throngh the bulrushes up the
bank.

There he stood, drenched and drip-
ping, shaking an infuriated fist after
the two juniors, as they pulled on up
the Sark.

He soon disappeared behind, as they
pulled swiftly on, But foo much time
had been lost, and when they sighted
Popper's Island, it was only to see
Wingate and Gwynne tying up at the
willows and stepping ashora thers,

[ R

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Unexpected 1

ALPH S8TACEY stood - as if
rooted to the earth, his faca
white, his eves burning.

YWharton stood direcgy in his
path, and the other members of tha
Co. had gathered round him. Even
yet the Co. could hardly believe that
Wharton was right; that the missing
letter was in the keeping of the white-
faced fellow who stood in their midst,
glaring round him like & hunted
animal, Yet the look on Btacey's face
was hardly to be mistaken. o did
not speak, but he panted for breath as
he stood.

“You hear me, Stacey?” Wharton's
voicea was  low  sod - determined,
“You're not -leaving this island till
vou've handed over Mauleverer's letter.
Then you can go as soon as you like,
and & good riddance to you. But
you'll part with Mauly’s letter frst.”

Stacey diew a deep, deep breath.

Wharton knew—and the other fel-
lows were convineed now. Kvery face
round him was Frlm and contemptuous.
Ho was powerless to resist, if they
chose to make him turn out his pockets.
And the opened letter, and the bank-
note wera there!

They were not likely to believe that
he had changed his intention—that
with the plunder in his hands, he had
resolved to aveid the pitfall, and re-
turn what he had taken| Even if they
believed it, they would know that he
had taken the letter and opened itl
Anything rather than that!

Ha made s sudden spring.

To knock Wharton out of his way—
to reach his boat before the other
fellows could grab him—to leap into
it and get afloat—that was his desper-
ate idea, Dut Wharton was watchin
him in expectation of precisely sucﬁ
an atfempt.

He stood like a rock and met Siacey
with his hands up. In a twinkling
they were fighting fiercely.

“0Oh, my bhatl” murmured DBob
Cherry.,



“Collar hitn 1" growled Johnny Dull.
“This isn’t a matter for scrapping—if
he's got Maunly’'s leiter on him, he's
got to give it up.”

“Yes, rather " said Frank Nugent.

“Collar the esteemed and rotten
rasecal I'" exelaimed Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh. _

Stacey was fighting like a wildcat to
got clear of Wharton. 8o fierce was
his stiack that Harry gave ground

before it, though still facing him
primly, But tha Co. closed in on
Stacey and gresped him.

“Chuck it, you fool!” growled Bob.
“You've pot to give up the letbor———
Oh!1” He gave a yell as Stacey's fist
crashed in his face.

The desperate fellow stroggled madly
in five pairs of hands. He had no
chance—not the ghost of a chance—but
he was strong, sturdy, and mad with
rage and tervor., For szeveral minutes
the Famous Five hud their hands full
with him.

Then he went with a bwnp into the
grass, atd was held there. He panted
for brveath, still strugeling.

“Now ! zaid Marry Wharton,

There was a tramping and s rusiling
and two Sixth Form men came through
the thickets. In the excitement of tlie
struggle, none of the fellows on the
island had noticed the avrival of the
Bixth Form boat, .

“Oh! Here they are!” exclaimed
Wingate.  “What the thump-—scrap-
ping ! Stop that at once, you young
ruflians ["' .

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
dismay.

The appearance of the two Grey-
friars prefects was uiterly unexpected.
The Famous Five released Stacey,
who lay panting in the grass, crimson
with exertion, and streaming with per-
spirntion. Hae had been at his last
gasp when the prefects appeared.
: ‘\"}iinguta gave the juniors a grim
aok.

“What does this mean? he snapped.
“I've found the lot of you here, out
of school bounds—but what does this
mean? Is this what you call fair play
in the Remove—fve piling on to one?”

Gwynne gave the panting Stacey a
hand up. He leaned on the big oak,
gasping, gurgling, almost sobbing for
breath. :

Wharton set his lips. .

“Stacey knows why we were handling
him,”” he said. “He can tell you, if he
likes, Wingate."

The Greyiriars captain gave an angry
grunt. .

"You two arc aIwa:;s 1;-:3wmg.’ he
enapped, “and I've got g pretty clear
idea that it's generally your {fault,

in

Wharton | le:lch, thinks so0, too.”
Wharton's lip curled,
“Very likely," he answered.
“ But—-"

“That's enough | You're here out of
bounds,” growled Wingate, “The lot
of you will go back to Cirveyiriars at
once, and rveport yoursclves to M.
Guelch. Get gmlil-iﬁ o

The Famous TFive looked at one
another rather uncertainly. They did
not want to bring the matter of .he
purloined lefter ~officially hefore a
prefect.  On the other hand, they were
not going to leave it in Stacey’'s pos
EQEEI01,

“Do you hear ma?" roared Wingate.
“You can leave that haskel here, and
that kettle and stove, fon! They'll be
confiscated ! You'll take yourselves off
—and nothing else! And take your-
selves off at onee i

There was no halp for it The
junfors went down the little path from
the glade to the landinpg-place of the
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island. Wingate followed them, with
a frowning brow, to sece them cléar of
the property of 3ir IHilten Popper.

Stacey stepped into his boat, and

nshed off by himself. The Famous

ive crowded inks their roomy old
boat and followed.

The letter was still in Stacey’s posses-
gion. But they did not intend to losa
sight of him till it was handed over.

Stacey pulled away down the current,
m the direction of the school. | The
Fameus Five [ollowed, the nese of
their boat hardly a couplo of yards
from his,

Ha put on steam, but it was uscless
ta attemEt to pull away from s boat
manned by five, and he gave it up and
sottled down to let the chums of the
Remove shadow him.

“ MHalle, you fellows " The Bounder's
volce hailed them on the river. * Ihd
the prefects get you?' :

“The getfulness was  terrifie,
eeleemed and absurd Smithy 1Y
swered Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Was Bfacey with vou?” ashed
Yoernon-8mith in astonishmoent.

But he received no answer to that

my
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question, as the chums of the Remove
pulled on after Stacey's boat.
The Bounder stared alter them.
“Something's wp!” he remarked fo
Redwing. '
Redwing nodded. It was plain that
something was “up,” though they could
not guess what it wos,

Stacey pulled on n.tendil'tr down the
stream, The boathouse of Greyiriars
came in sight in the disfance, as he
glanced round, . i 5
Ho stared at the pursuing boat with
gleaming eyes. It was impossible to
pet away by pulling, and the Famous
Five would land on the echool raft as
soon as he did, DBut Stacey had been
thinking—hard | .
Suddenly he swerved from his course

and shot towards the bank.
Taken off their guard by that sudden

move, the Famous Five, pulling on,
aszed him. Stacey's beat shot at tho
E:mk under the towpath.

“ After him ! shouted Bob.

Hardly a few moments were lost
hefore the Famous Five swung round mn
pursuit. DBut in those few moments

(Continued on next -page.)
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GI'I'I:E m..ME uurl:].ﬂ-'ﬂ‘ Gr:}:{Tialri Rh:{mt‘ltlf
bursis inte verse, and this lime his sub-
ject is

ARTHUR CARNE,
the rascally prefect of the Sixth,

(1}
Now Carne Is a dog and a blade,
A very unpopular chap ;
He shows off his paces at billlards and
races
Andg likes playing banker and nap,
Moreover, he cheals, I'm aflraid,
I've reason to think Ii%s a fact !
Like Walker and Loder, his name's in
bad odour,
And one day he's bound to be sacked |

{3)

I met 2 kind person named Banks,
Who heartlly welcomed me in,
And told me {¢ wager my shirt on The

Majot,
A horse which was certain to win I
I made my expressions of thanks,
But somehow felt bound to refuse.
““The horse you commended,”” I told
him, **Is splendid,
And practlcally certaln—io Iose [ **

(5)

Wrong :

Than eat m
But Carne hady

knew,

shilling

(6}
I lancy my chances at nap !
I'm quite a good player, you know !
I played just fo make him gulle stony
and break hin:a
And then I intended to go 1
Buf somehow, I fear, "twas a trap |
The plan seemed {0 work In reverse.
The longer I played him, the richer I
made him,
Unill I was stony—and worse |

gL
Now the fact Is that gambling s oo ™™ '”

You know that qulis well—so do I 1 =)
i 1'd no more conslder mysell as a bldder
own headgear, or iy | §ila
been winning too long, %
"Twas time that was aliered, I

i 50 1 said I was willing to put down a Jhes
And play for a minuie or iwe.

<o
o LU 3

1.
>4

(3)
I rolled up to 580 him and found
He was ont, and I didn't know where!
But hosts of well-wishers sald ; *' Try
the Three Fishers !
Most likely you'll ind he is there | **
This hint I considered was sound ;
I wandered down Friardale Lane,
And shuddered at knoekilng at places so
shooking, _
But did so—nor did so in valn!

(4}
I came aocress Carne playlng nap.
With Joliffe apd Loder and Cebb.
He sat In high feather—he’d won alic-
gothar ;
Some sixtesn or seventeen bob |
He said: ** Take a hand, my dear chap!
Who cares for what purpose you
came ¥
Blow talking and chinning, sit down and
start winping,

There's plenty more room in t1he
game [ "

gy

()
I rose with a8 woebegone face,
I'd wagered my last hall-a-crown !
No monsey, not any for fares, not a
penny !
I found I must walk back to {own,
1 mournfully quitted ths place,
My fesi wore soon bllstered and sore,
And I vowed that whalever oocurred, I
would never,
No, NEVER play nap any more I -

=
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Stacey's boat jammed into the bank of
the Bark, and with & Hying legp he
gained the towpath,

He did not even linger to tie up the
boat. Xis leap sent it rocking out_from
the bank, and he did not heed it, or
give it a glance., Ho crossed the tow-
path like lightning and disappeared
into the wnus that bordered it. )

He had vanished before the Famous
Five's boat bumped on the bank. Harry
Wharton, his teeth set, leaped ashore

and rushed across the towpeth to the

trees, But it was uscless, Stacey was

EOne,

— —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Stacey Covers His Traels !

* OME in, Stacey!"
q “Tea, old bean!"
Rustell and Ogilvy <called
out together as the new junior
passed the open doorway of Study No.
3. in the Remove poassage,
Stacey was & Little breathless, but
gquite coal. g

Whether Harr
porsued lim in the wood or not
not know, and did not ecare. He had
seon nothing of them at all events. Hao
had ded gwiftlﬁathmugh the woo,
and got back to the school at a rapid
trot. According to Wingate's ordor he
had to report himself to his Form-
maater; but that had to wait. The pur-
loined letter had to be dealt with first.

He glapced in at Study No. 3 where
Ogilvy and Russell were getting tea,
He gave them a nod and a smile,

“f}m ready for tea,” he said. “I've
had a pull up the river and brought
back a jolly good appetite. F've got to
speak to Squiff, though—T'll be back in
a fow ticks."™

Ha went u

Wharton & Co. had
he dicl

the passage.

But he did not go to Study No. 14,
which was Squiff’s study. He sto
at Study No. T, which belonged to Billy
Bunter, Peter Todd, sand Tom Dutton.
Toeddy and Dutton, he knew, were on the
river—he had seen them in a boat, Billy
Bunter he had spotted in the gquad as
he came in, Study Ne. T was vacant
which suited his purpose admirably.

Fisher T. Fish was coming down the
passage. Stacey, using st the door
of Study No, 7, sffected to be j::irmf A
shoe-lace till the American juntor had
passed on and gone. Then for tho
moment the passage was empty, and he
swiftly opened the door of Study Ne. T,
stepped 1n, and closed it behind him.

He breathed hard and fast.

Ha was safe for a few minutes at last,
A few minutes were all that he reqmrqﬂ.

He whipped the banknote and the
letter out of the pockets of his blazer,
and folded the former inside the latter.
It remained mow only to seal the en-
velope, - He damped the gum on the
flap, and pressed it down carefully, lay-
ing it on the table and pressing it with
Lis folded handkerchief, to fasten it
without a mark or a orcase,

Then he gave a quick look round the

study.
A shabby jacket belonging to Billy
Bunter hung over the back of the arm-

¢halr,

A pgrubby handkerchief protruded
from one pocket. '.['hﬁ{ﬁt Owl of the
Remove had gone out % his blazer, to
‘F}in the picnickers on Fopper's Island,
caving his jacket in the study.

Stacey’s eyes gleamed at it,

That was the jacket Bunter had been
wnarmfp that morning when the letter
was “lost.”™  Luck was going his way
now,

Guickly he shoved the letter into the
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cket and jammed the grubby hand-
werchief in after it.

He grinned breathlessly.

He was ¢lear now=and sooner or later
Bunter would discover that letter in his
pocket—apparently unopened.  What
would become of Harry Wharton's sus-
pretons then?

Even Bunter, when he found Mauly's
Ietter in his  pocket  would wonder
whether he really had dropped it, or
whether he had put it into }rﬁs pocket
and forgotten all about it.

Other fellows, of course, could only
b‘EHm‘c that it hgd been there all the
time. Bunter had taken it in the first
ace, and there was no proof that it
tad ever been in any but his fat hands.

All Btacey had to do now was to get
clear of Study No, T unscen, before a
crowd of fellows came up to tea.

He stepped to the door and listenacl.

There was a sound of footsteps in the
passage. He waited till they passed on
and zll was silent again.

Then he opened the door a few inches
and peerad out..

No one was in sight,

He slipped out of the study and once
outside, strolled casuvally down the
passage his hands in his pockets,

From Study No. 3 came an attractivo
aroma of frying sausages. Stacey
looked in, but he did not enter.

“Know whether Quelch ‘is
Honse, Oggy!"' he asked.

“In his study!” said Russell. *Ag
least, he was when I took in my lines,
about a quarter of an hour ago,”

“I've Bift to sea him.'

o Oh. blow Quelch!” said Ogilvy.
*8it down and have some sosses !

“I've got to sce him. TI've been
spofted out of bounds, and got to report
myzelf.”

“You!” exclaimed the two juniors to-
gether,

“¥es—I landed- on Popper's Island,
to have a look at the place, and Win;
gﬁic barged in. Wharton's gang came
there to picnic, and he was after them,
so he got me, tao !

“Rotton luck!™ gaid Russell.

“Yes, isn't it?*

Stacey went down the stairs. He
looked round for the Famous Five, but
saw nothing of them as he made his way
to the Remove master's study.

Mr., Quelch pave him a kind nod as
he entered. He was always pleased to
see that dutiful head boy.

“"What is it, Stacey?” ho asked bene-
volently,

“Wingate has ordered me to report
to vou, sir!” said Stacey meekly.

Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows. Then
ke smiled slightly.

“I don’t think you can have heen
deing anything very wrong, Stacey, But
what is 1t?™

“1 went up the river, sir, akter class,

in the

and like an ass, landed on Popper’s
Itland to look at the place——"
Mr. Quelch's brow became grave.

* You should not have done so, Stacey.
You are aware that island is out
of school bounds, and you are my head
boy. ™ :

“1 know, sir!” said Stacey humbly.
“I'm pot making excuses, Some fellows
told me about a man who was wanted
by the police, who had hidden in the
cak on the island, before 1 cams to
Greviriars, and I was rather curious to
look at the spot. 1 'furfnt just for the
mroment abdut bounds, 1 shouldn't have
been on the island more than a few
minutes, only it happened thet some
fellows came there to picnic and Win-
gate caught them and—"

“I understand, You were not one of
the picnickersi™

“0b, no, sir! It was just out of

curiogity—"

“Wall, woll, Stacey sou ceriainly
should not have done so, but it is not a
very serions matter,™ said Mr., Quelch
benevolently, “I can quite understand
your wish to look atv a spot where some
exciting events happened before you
came to Greyfriars, Don't let it ocoure
again, Stacey.”

“Certainly not, sir.”

“Very well; we will say ne more
about it said the Remove master, and
he dismissed Stacey with a nod.

Stacey left” his Formmaster's study.
He was in quite a cheery mood as he
went up to the Remove passage to tea.

For the tune his trouble with Mr.
Banks was relegated to the back of his
mind, in his satisfaction at having got
clear of a trouble which, as he had
realised on Popper's Is!ﬂ.mf, would have
been very much worse,

Mr. Quelch was left with a benevolent
smile on his face, Ho did not ex
his excellent head boy to be faultless,
If Stacey’s worst fault was yielding to a
harmless curiosity, to glance at a spot
where something ‘had fmppened hafggﬁ
he came, there was not much to com-
plain of in him!

But the Remove master looked & good
deal less benevolent when five juniors
presented themselves, about a quarter
of ah hour later, and stated that Win-
gate had sent them in to report,

Mr. Queleh frowned portentously,

This iz a very sorious matter(” he
nn‘apﬁgd. “¥You are well aware that
the headmaster has bedn troubled on
many occasions by complaints from Sir
Hilton Popper about Greyfriara bo
landing on his island, He s Esﬂ&ﬂiﬂ.iﬁ
annpyed by pienics taking place there.”

The Famous Five stood silent, won-
dering whether it would be lines or a
licking. Perhops it was because he had
dealt so very leniently with Stacey that
Mr. Queleh decided on the former.

“"Yon will take one hundred lines
each 1" he said. “The impositions must
be brﬂught fo me to-mortrow| You
may go!l

The chums of the Remove left the
study.

I woender  whether Stacey’s got
lines,” remarked Harry Wharton, with
a curl of his lip.

“Rely on it; he's pulled Quelch’s leg
somehow, and got off,” growled Johnny

Bull. "He twists Queleh round his
finger.  What- about that letter?
Stacey’s in. Bunter said he came in

half an hour sge.”
Wharton shrugged his shouldera.
“The letter's not on him now-—yot can
bet on that! He dodged us to get rid
of it, of course. .He's beaten us.”

“Then what can we do?? azked
MNugent.
* Nothing [’

And the Famrous IFive, not in their
brightest mood, went along to Hall to
ten.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Whose Hands ?

ILLY BUNTER, in class the fol.
B fowl MOrning, wore & very
thoughtiul look.

Ha waz not thinking of his
construe, or the scarilying remarks Mr,
Quelch had made on the same,

More important matters
Bunter's fat mund.

He was thinking of the lost letter.
Mauleverer, or any other fellow
migi_ht have lost a whole post office full
of letters without Bunter troubling his
fat mind about it, but for one or two
important considerations.

k-was pzactically & certainty that

occupied
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“Urrgh ! Leggo L** roared Bunter,

thera _was a remittance in that letter.
And Bunter, still disappointed about a
postal order, was still in hope of pick-
mﬁ up a crumb from the rich man's
table. And Lord Mauleverer, usually
the best-tempered fellow in the Remove,

was guite corusty about that lost letter,
aitd had kicked Bunter several times,
and promised to kick him again when-
ever he came across him.

It was fright.ful]% unjust and ungrate-
ful, of course, unter felt, bitterly,
that it did not pay to be an obliging
fellow—taking letters to a chap who
was too lazy to collect them for himself.

Bunter hated being kicked,

Qften os he had been kicked, he had
never grown to like it It was not like
old Mauly to cut up rusty like this.
Bunter might have expected it of a
fellow like the Bounder—not from old
Mauly.

But for these considerations Bunter
would have dismissed the affair of the
lost letter checrfully from his mind.
Now he could not dismise it.

He pondered over it; and the meore
he pondered aver it, the more amazin
Eheh@lm[}pe&mnm of that letter seeme
o him.

How could a letter gek lost in the
Remove passage? It simply couldn’t!
Even if nobody saw it there and pic
it up, it was bound te turn up when
the passage was swept by the maids.
It wasn't as if & fellow had dropped it
out of doors.

Compelled to think the matter out,
Billy Bunter came to the inevitabls con-
clusion that the letter had been picked
up. Some fellow_in the Remiove had
sicked it up. It scemed certain to

unter—now that he thought it out.

Who—was the question? Whoever
had bagged it, he had not handed it to
Mauly, as any fellow might hive been
expected naturally to do. Some fellow
wasg keeping it back. :

As the letter bore Lord Mauleverer's
name, plainty written,  thére covld be

“1 say, old chap—leggo, you beast—yoo
Bunter by the back of the ne¢k, proceeded to rub his features among the grass roots, while his slim fAngers groped hurriedly
in the fat junior’s pocket,

no doubt aheut the owner. The fellow,

whoever he was, ought to have handed
it to Mauly. At the very least he ought
to have stuck it in the rack again, to
Ee#ta.]mn by the owner. Why hadn't

el

When the Remove wera dismissed in
break that morning, Billy Bunter relled
along to the rack to see whether Mauly's
letter was there. Other fellows, coming
aslong to lock for correspondence,
grinned at the sight of the fat Owl
scanning the rack anxiously through his
big spectacles,

" Expecting a postal order, old bean?”
asked Bkinner. “Lord Bunter de
Grunter has forgotten you again.””

*None for you, old fat mar!” said
Bob Cherry.

“1 say, you fellows, is there one for
Mauly 1" asked Bunter.

“¥ou {faf villain!® roared Bob
“Aren't you fed-up with meddling with
other fellows' lettars yet §*

“Oh, really, Cherr A

“Kick him "' said Johnny Bull

“Beast! I say, you fellows, ara yon
sure . Mauly's letter i1en't thore? [
thought it might have been put in the
racle again by the fellow who found it.”

“What's that?”’ asked Skinner.

ked “ That ass, Mauly, lost a letter | He's

always losing something 1"

The Famous Five exchanged glances,
3o far, nothing had been said in publio
sbout the lost letter. It was for Lord
Mauleverer to take any action in the
matter that he saw Bt. And so far, his
lordship had taken no action, except to
the extent of kicking Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. had no doubt
what had become of the letter. They
believed that Mauly had no doubt,
either. They were assured that, but for
Wingate's interruption, they would have
found the lost E::-ttnr on Stacey the
previous day at Popper's Island. But
what lie hhad dane wiif;:ait since they had
not, of course, the remotest idea.

h! Urrggh 1" Stacey, holding

_ Now it was plain the affair was com- .
ing to genersl knowledgo. It was
useless for other fellows to keep quiet,
unless Billy Bunter eould be perman-
ently gagged, which, of course, was
1M PaOs3]0ie,

“Where did Mauly lose his letter,
Bunter 1* ssked two or throe. voices.

“In the Remove passage,” auswered
Bunter, o

“Ret!” said Vernon-Bmith. *“A
lotter couldn't be lost in the Remove
ptaﬁmgﬂ. Jomebody would have seem
' - ;

“ Well, that's what I thought,” ex-
lained the fat Owl, " Bomebody musk
ave picked it “E.'{ and, as he hasn't
given it back to Mauly, I thought he
might have put it back in the rack.”

“It'z not here,” said Bkianer.

“ Well,: you sce, it ought to be found, -
PaTghgrE;u tmhciue JI: it,"” aaid E;nter.
*That beast Mauly keops on kicking m
because it's in::«.s:tl’;Ir : Ry

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blested if I see snything to cackle
at1” exclaimed Bunter indignantly,
“I'd ;n]lj; well knock Mauly down, unf
—only ho's & {.‘; of mine, you know, Tk
was just to oblige him that I took tho
letter up to the studies yesterday, and
I supposs I couldn’t help that beass
Stacey- barging me over, and making
me drop it.” \

“Bo it was you who lost it?" grinned
Skinner,

Well, T dropped it,” said Bunter,

But a letter couldn’t lie about the
Remove passago for twenty-four hours
without somebody seeing it—that stands
to. reason.. Manly was expecting a tip
from his uncle in that letler—most
likely & bapknote. And it's lost ™ -

“Looked for it?" grinned Skinner,

“I've looked everywhera——"

“Looked in your pockets?” ashked
another voice. Sigcey came up aand
joined the group of.juniors.

Bunter blinked round at him with »
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devastating bhnk through his big spec-
tacies, his fat face red w?th'#u .

“You rotter!” he bawled. " Mean
to say vou think I've pinched Mauly's
letter T

tacey laughed. "

“No; den’t think that," he
answered,” “But you're fdol enough to
stick it in your pocket, and forget what

vou did with it.”

dfarry Wharton- breathed hard.

“Let’s get out of this, you fellows,"
h_anuttemd. “That chap makes me
sick.”

And the Famous Five went into the
gaadrangle.

Stacey glanced after them with a sar-
castio sneer on his face. He kKnew per-

fectly well what was in their thoughts.

le would have been glad for the lost
fotter to turn up, 1 Bunter's poclet,
in their » presence.  Wharton's  face
waould have been worth watching.

“I never put it in my pocket at all!™
ronred Bunter. “ You jolly well know
I didn't, Etaca{y." .

“How should I know what you did
with it, you fat ass?®"

“Tt was in my hand when you barged
mo over, and you jolly well know it [
hooted Bunter. “ You must have seen
it drop, too. It was gone when I looked
for it, and you wu::u]gn‘t help me.”

“1 never saw anything of it."

Vernon-Smith, who had taken down
g letter, was t-urnin% away. But he
turned back now and fixed a keen, shar
ook on Stacey. Stacey avoided his
eves; but he felt the Bounder’s search-
illﬁ‘ glancd on him!

“It's jolly gueer that Muugl_?’u letter's
never turned up, if it was dropped in
our passage,” remarked Tom Brown,
“Jt must have beon found.” :

“Bunter was the lgst who saw it
alive,” grinned Bkinper. *I'd take him
to Quelch if it was my letter.”

““ Baast 1" roared Bunter. I tell you
some fellow has picked up that letter,
and he's jolly well keeping it."”

“Thet's rubbish!” said Tom Brown
sharply. :

“Well, where is it, then "’ demanded
Dunter. '

“That's for wyon to explain,” said
Stacey. “You had it—and nobody else
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hadl TLook through your pockets, you
fat duffer, and ten to one you'll fingd it
there." . ;

“You silly oss1” hooted Bunter. “As
if T shouldn't know whother it was in
my pocket ornot! I jolly well shouldn't
wonder if you had it, Stacey! You
were the only fellow in the poassage
when I dropped it, and it was gono
vwhen I looked for it, and—— Yaroooh !
Leave off kicking me, you beast!
Wou [ A _

" Biliy Bunter departed in hdste.

The Boundér, with a very peculiar
[ook at Stacey, wert out into the quad.
He glanced round, spotted Lovd. Maule-
‘It'ﬁra:rr in a thady spot, and crossed to
im.

“Who pinched your letter, Mauly?”’
Lie askiod abruptly,

Tiord Mauleverer gazed at him,

“MNobody I hope,”™ he answered.

“Never mind what you hope 1" jeered
fhe Bounder. * Bunter's not got it; he
wouldu't be giving a song and dance
about 1t if hﬂ%lﬂ.d. Who's got 187"

“ Ask me another.”

“"Why aren’t you making s fuss about
it? Any other follow would."

*“Weather's too warm to make a fuss
about anythin’, dear man.”

“Ion’t be an ass!”

"Can't  help it," sighed Mauly.
“Asses are like jolly old poets—born,
nol made. Ts that Redwing callin® you,

“MNever mind Reddy, if he is, Yoo
can't lose u letter, especially if there's
money in it, g3 Bunter thinks. You
ought to speak to Quelch.” -

“I don't like talkin' te Quelch; he's
no conversationalist,”

“¥ou mean,” said Herbert Vernon-
Smith quietly, “thdt you know what's
beconie of your letter, and you're goin’
to let it rip becaunse you won't bring dis-
grace on a fellow you like by showin’
up his relation.”

“Look at the pigeorfs, Smithy.™

“The pigeons "' . .

“¥Yaas ! Thoy're frightfully interestin’,
hoppin® abouf, enjoyin’ their little
lives,” said Lord Mauleverer innocently.

The Bounder grunted and left him.
Whatever might be in Mauly’s noble
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‘from scrupulous in dealin

mind on the subject of that lost letter,
it was clear that he was not going to
c¢onfide it to tho Bounder.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The End of his Tether |

TACEY was chatting with Ogilvy
S_ and Russell in the guad after
class, when his eyes suddenly
fixed on Billy Bunter,
Bunter's eyes—and spectacles—were,
as it happened, fived on him.
Bunter had been doing some more
thinking. ] :
Thinking was not really in Dunters
line at all; he got through his fat ex-
1stence with very little of it. Dut the
fat Owl was fairly deiven to it now,
Sinee he had babbled on the subject
of the lost letter all the Remove l:llml
heard of it, and the general opinion in
the Homove was thiat Billy Bunter still
had that letter.
it was eertain that 1t could pot still
ba é}'ing about tho Hemove passage.
Hardly anvbady suppozed that a fellow
who picked it wp- would keep ib. So
Bunter still had it
Either he had forgolien what he had
done with it—which would have been
very like Bunter—or else he was inten-
tignally keeping -1t back., Most of the
fellows made up their minds about that.
Which was intensely irritating and an-
noying to Billy Bunter. Bunter was far
with olher
fellows' letters, but he had his limit—
and most decidedly he would not have
“*pinched ™ a letter. And the more
Bunter thought the matter over the
more it seemed to him that it was
Stacey, and no other, who had ]Emkad
up the letter. What had struck Harry
Wharton when he first heard of the
mafter had taken twenty-four hours or
im to strilke Bunter—but 1t struck him at
'ﬂstl
Stacey had it
Hence the fact that Bunter was keep-
ing & pair of eyes and a pair of ngm::a
tacles on Btacey. IHe was going to find
out if he could what Stacey had done
with Mauly’s letter, g

Stacey, quite unconscious of the fact
that Bunter was watching bim, watched
Bunter—owing to a very almEle Cir-
cumstance. 1t was a hot summer’s after-
noon, and Bunter's fat face was spotfed
with perspiration. Naturally, he took
Eut his handkerchief to wipe that fat

ace.

It was that that interestad Stacey.

It seemed impossible that o fellow
c¢ould take his handkerchief from his

ket and replace it without discover-
ing a letter that had been crammed into
the same pocket,

And Stacey noticed another circum-
stance, Bunter's handkerchief was not
s0 grubby as it had been the day before,
Hec had had a clean one.

 He could not have changed his hanky
without inserting his fat paw in the
yocket., Yeb it seemed that he had not
ound the letter]

Now, as Bunter mopped his heated
visage, Stacey watched him, wondering
whether the letter would e¢ome to light,
Russell and Ogilvy noted his garze and
looked round at Bunter,

Btacey forced a laugh

“* Bunter's ﬁcﬂa a clean hanky,™ ho re-

marked. " Wonderd will never cease (™
And his companions Iaughed.

Having mopped his fat face, Bunter
pushed the handkerchief back into his

pocket. It seemed incredible that he
could do so without fesling the letter
there. Bpt he gave no sign of being
aware of ik,

Stacey set his lipa.



In planting the lost letter on Bunter
he had token it for granted that it
would come to light in a few hours at
lhe mmost. But it had not come to light,

A day had passed, and it was still
wndiscovered. That' was utterly unex-
pected and intensely annoring, as
topiec was now talked of up and down
the Remove. Stacey wanted to hear the
end of it, but he was not likely to hear
the end of it =o long as Mauly's letter
Was missing.

“Coming down to the nets?” ashked
Ogilvy.

“No; I'll join you fellows later,”
said Stacey, and he leit his companions
and walked cut of gates,

It did not occur te him that a fat
fizure with suspicious eves behind a big
pair of spectacles rolled after him,

He walked down the lane to Friardale.

After himm rolled Bunter.

The fat Owl had set himself the task
of keeping an eye on Stacey. Dut alas
for Punter! Stacey walked q;.:mkh':
and half-way to the villa the fat
shadower was tired and winded. -

- He gat down on the step of a stile to
rest, gasping for breath, and his guarry
disappeared from his sight. ?

Quite unaware of Bunter’s shadowing,
Stacey went into the village and stopped
at the post office. There he went into
the telephone-box, after making sure
that nobody belonging to Greyiriare was
at hand. -

Mr. Quelch, had he been able to cver-
hear, would have been astonished at the
number Stace gave. It was the number
of the Three %‘mham

When a voice came through Stacey
asked for Joe Banks. A minute later he
heard the husky tones of the racing
man.

“Hal! You, ia it?” came Joe's grunt,
“Well, I don’t want to "ear yon on the
phone, Mr. Stacey, 1 want to ses you
with cight quids in your 'and—that’s
what I want ™ : .

“3 ghall have fo ask you to wat &
bit,” zaid Stacey. His heart was beat-
ing painfully, “I hepe in & few

a E___:ul

“Few days be blowed " interrupted
Mr. Banks, “Did a};@u back Pork Fie
at Wapshot, or didn't you! Did you
back him on the E;m!, ?r n::-ti' Did yé;ru

iva me vour I O U for eight nds,
Er did fl}fl not, Mr. Stacey} hﬁgg’n a
week apo, and I ain’t seed hide or hair
of youl And a covey 1 takes for you
pitches e into the hﬁrﬂmm river—="

“Heep clear of the school, for good-

ness’ sako 1V
“Keep clear of the school, says you 1”
rotorted Mr. Banks, "Well, I can tell

feller-me-lad, 1 ain’t

eeping clear of no school! You're &
young welsher, you arel ¥You'd have
tock your winnings fast emough if that
"orse got home! Me took in b{x a
schoolboy at my time of lifel” His
voice came in & deep. ﬁrﬂwl of anger.
“You're a young swindler—that's wot
you are 1 . ;

Staccy's face whitened, He had to
take this kind of talk from a beery, dis-
reputable racing man; that was
result of His mi da.

% Look here, Banks,” he breathed, "1
tell you, in a fow days—— You'll have
to give me time— 3 £

“* And you look 'ere,” said Mr. Banks
“1 comes along to speak to you, and
that blooming relation of yours barges
me into the river! I crawls 'ome wet to
the skin and smothered with mud (*

“That wasn't my fault—"

“It wouldn't have 'appened if 'd

uared like you promised. ﬁn_go!i"]]
tell you this, young feller-me-lad, if T
don’t see you 'ere and if I don't gek

hat’s doo T'm coming right up to
the gchoo). ¥Your I O ain't worth

inu this, youn
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-nothing to me, and T'm gomng to make

& present of it to your 'eadmaster! 8o
you put that in your pipe and smoeke it,
YOU. Young rascs ou 1M

“ Give me s little time—<"

“I't give wyou till to-morrer!
answemd%{r. Banks, “'That's the very
latest. Arter that—look out I’

“For goodness’ sake—"

“That's encugh 1™

“Mr. Banks—"

But there came no answer; the
El;a-tpar at the 'Three Fishevs had rung

‘] ] - L3
Stacey left the post office with a white
face. What Banks had said was true—
he was s young swindler, He had
“backed his fancy ** without the means
to pay if ha lost, and it was not sur-
prising that Joe Banks was intensely

exasperated at being “done” by a
junior schoolboy. Stacey had asked for
time; but, given time, he ne pro-

spect of raising the money. He wos
simply trying to stave off the crash,
with a vague hope that something might
turn up. What was he going to do? -
- Tramping back down Friardale Lane
towards the schooh his hands driven
deep into his pockets, black care in his
face,  something like despair in his
heart, he spotted a fat fAgure in tho
grass by the wayside under the shade
of the trees. )

And he stopped—and fixed his eyes on
Billy Bunter!

aasirrare—r-m®

THE FIFTEENTH] CHAPTER.
Nothing Deing 1
BII.ELY BUNTER blinked up at
im,
The fat jun
the grass, fliﬂ back to the trunk

of a tres, resting his weary fat limbe.
‘a gave =Stacey & very inimical
blink,

Stacey, stopping, glared at him.
Startling thoughts were passing through
his mind. Bunter, it was ¢lear, had not
found the letter; leiter and banknote
were, it seemed, still where Stacey had
concealed them — under the grubby
handkerchief in his jacket pocket.

Tha day before, on Popper’s Island,
Btacey had had that tenner ?ﬁ his hands,
snd had recoiled with horror from the
thought of keeping it. i

Now, with Joe Banks’ threat ringing
in hiz ears, his mind swayed again. Ha
knew that the exasperated s

ior was sitting in

harper.
would keep his word. Unless the man
was paid, he would give him away to
hiz headmaster! And Btacey’s 10U
was proof positive of the transactiem;
lying cost him nothing, but lying could
not save him.

He was done for at Greyfriars—done
for at Wharton Lodgel After all his
schenting,
treachery, he wes hopelessly done-forl
He was going to be expelled in dis-
grace |

Even that was botter than becoming
a thief.’ It had been clear enough to
him the day before. Now, harassed and
terrified, it did' not seemn so clear to
him. Stacey was desperate. i

Ho & ed into the grass beside the
road nt:ifhp a look in his eyes that
startled Bunter.

“Here, you keep off, you beast | ex-
claimed the fat Owl, "I wasn't follow-
ing you, you know! ¥ wasn’'t keeping
an eye on you! Nothing of the sort!
I—I came tﬁiﬁ ‘way by B’fle:cf chance.”

“You fat fool I mutterdd Btacey.

ir B‘Eﬂﬁtr 11-.! .

Stacey eved him. How to get thak
hidden letter out of the fat Owl's pocket
again, without ter's knowledge—

all his trickery, all- his
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that was his probleral He had made up
his mind to get it.

“ 8o you followed me " he muttered.

“Ohy, no| Nothing of the kindl The
—the fact is, I—I den't think you
pinched Mauly's letter, old chap |” said
Bunter. * Look here, gﬁu keep off |”

Bunter jumped to his feet; the ex-
presgion. on BStacey's face was alarming.
The new junior grasped him by the
coliar.

“Owl Leggo!" roared Banter.

Bump | .

. Bunter went down in the grass, plung-
ing his fat face among the roots, He
e i Tagent I 1d chap—

“Urrg EE0 say, old cha
Leggo, you beast | Ypmgﬂt Urrggh 1*

Stacey, holding him by the back of
the neck, proceeded fto rub his fat
features among the grass roots, to the
accompaniment of a series of horrible
Elﬁiﬂu from Bunter, .

1at process of friction on his podgy
features fully occupied the fat Owla
attention, and he was quite unawara
that Ralph Btacey, with his left hand,
jerked the handkerchief from his pocket.

]_T]mﬁ han@kerchi:fi I]‘]ﬂlllﬂTEd-, Stacey’'s
shoa  fingera gro mrriedly in the
pocket, . ¥ v

As Bunter had not found the hidden
letter there, Stacey nsturally expected
to find it whero he had placed it.

. But his seeking fingers did not como
into contact with enything in the shape
of & letter.

rcpillug farther, while he continued
to ram Bunter's face into the grass, he
made a startling discovery.

. Hie. fingers &nmunﬁa‘;:?
lining of the pocket. : _

He had not, naturally, notieod that in
slipping the latter into that pocket the
prévious day. But now he groped in
the pocket for the letter he dis-
covered it, '

Ha felt sick at heart.

The letter was gona | :

He had been astonished that Bunter
had not already found it there. But
that waz easily explsined now. It had
not been there for Bunter to find !

Obviously, it had slipped through the
glit in the lining, probably scon after
Bunter had put the jacket on. It had
dropped somewhers, unseen by the
short-sighted Owl 1
.When—and where? TYesterday, most
likely—and where | Anyhow, it was
no longer on Bunter.

Stacey released the fat junior.

_ Leaving Bunter squirming and roar-
ing’in the grads, he wa]kq‘:lgawum
B gAMe wWas up nowl

Even that last and dﬁ)axhtﬂ To2QuUTCs
had _{}lli!ﬂdt];:_idm. "k;&ste ay ii?mhﬂd een
possible: to-day it was no e
siblel But, to do Stacey 'i'.j‘usg' ice,
mingled with his bitter disappointment
wos I 'fﬂ&-ﬁﬁfa of ‘reliel that 1t %as no
longer possible. Onocd more hia feet had
slipped on the" edge of the abyss, and,
in spite of himeelf, ha had ‘beet saved |

Billy Bunter sat up in the graes,
splottering’ wildly.” He set’' his™ epee-
tacles straight on his fat little nose, and
gurgled for breath.

“Ow | Beast | Wow [ asped
Bunter. “0Ow !l - Pitching into s chap!
Owl I'd jolly well go after bim and
wallop him, énly— Owl Wowl
Wow |*

It was & dusty and breathless Bunter
that limped back to Greyfriars. Had
the Owl of the Remove been a ﬁfolztn;ﬁ
man, undoubtedly he would have look
for: Stacey at once and administered
unto - that  youth thé thtuhmg of his
life. Being no fighting man, bowever,
he did ‘not look for Stacey; he locked
for Harry Wharton.
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‘He found Wharden and-:Mugent in
Study No. .1 writing  linos, ey wera
getting ' through their impots, . Bob
Cherry and Jobnny Bulland the nabob
being similarly engaged in their studies

up the passaga.
‘Bunter blinked into Study No. 1.

“I say, you fellows——" heo gasped.

Frank -l{’ugent waved D fmpatient
pen at him

“ Buzz off 1"

“(0h, really, mgnt———” i o

¥ Lines, athemd 1 said  Harry.
“We've got to hand them in before tea |
Lika mﬁg i few 1™ '

“Well, I'd like to,” said Bunter—
“like & shot, in fact. But T've hurt my
finger, and can’t handle a pen just now.

hherwi :

“Well, hool it

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“Buzi the inkpot st him, Frank "
“1 -say, old chap, do listen to &

fellow I” urged Bunter. ""If you knew
what Stacey has been saying about you,
Jrﬂu——”

“Shut you fat ase " said Nugent,
0 R ﬂi_n% lock came over Harry
Wharton's . face. :

- “3han't " retorted Bunter. * Whar-

ton's a-pal of-mine, and I'm going to

tell him what Stacey ssid! He. says

vou're a sfick-up ass, Wharton——"
“Gﬂ wt IH =

“He savé ho could lick you, with one

hand tied bélind his back | went on
flunter. - “YX wouldn't let a fellow get
nﬁﬁn;rihwith that, if I were you, old
cha .
harton logked at him. =
*Mind, I'm ‘telling you this as a
iriend,” -explained Bunter. “1It's not

because that beast ragged me in Friar-

tdale” Lagne, and I -want I:‘)'l:m te whop
him ! ﬂtimin of the kind, you know "

Wharton grinhed. Nugent chuckled.
Billy Buntep blinked st them. He could
#¢0 nothing:at which either te grin or
to chuckle. ;

' E!hea]-:? rotter, you know ¥ went on
Dunter. “He says that he would have
licked you hollow, Wharten, tl;!l:at titma
yvou were scrapping, if Quelch hadn't
stopped him. c says it's & inllf good
thing you waere turned out of the cap-
taincy, and that Tom Brown is ever so
much better a skipper than you ever
were, I say,.old chap, T'd go along and
wallop him, if I were you !’

“Shut the door after you 1™

“I hope you're not a funk, Wharton !
I say, he says you're a stuck-up, silly
ps3| I wouldn’t let a follow say thatb
without punching his head (*

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Right I he said. “I won't!”

And he rose from the study table.

Billy Bunter's eves pgleamed behind
his . spectacles. le hoped to
“draw ¥ Wharton, and now, it scemed,
he had succeeded,

“I'd jolly well kick a chap for calling
mo & stuck-up ags, old fellow |” paid the
fat Owl esgerly.

“I jolly well will |" apreed Wharton.

He came towards the door. To
DBunter’s surprise,-he grabbed the fat
junior by the collar, and twirled him
ronnd in the doorway.

“I say, wharrer you up to?” roarcd
Bunter, in alarm.
"I'm going to kick a fellow for eall-

ing me s stuok-up assl” explained
Wharton,
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent.
“Oh, really Wharton! EAy——

Yarooooooooh 1 yelled Bunter, as a
boot thudded on the tightest trouscrs
pt Greyfriara.

HWhﬂuucupIH

“Have another!”

“Fow-ow-ow}l I say— Wow
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Billy Bunter wrenched his collar

away, and jumped into the passage.’

o did not want another |’ It -dawned

on his fat brain that Har:y Wharton'

was not to be used an a catspawl
Badly and sorrowfully William George
Bunter rolled away; and Wharton,
chuekling, returned to his lines.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Surprising Discovery !

ERNON-SMITH grinned.
: Coker frowned. :
Both of them were thinking

of the same thing—the ducking
of Horaca Coker in the S8ark thﬁ
previous day.

It wns a difference in the point of
view that csused the recollection to
make Smithy grin, while it made
Cokar frown. n Smithy's eyes, the
incident was ocomig. In Coker’s, it
wasn't | -

The Bounder was walking towards
tho school sho when he met Coker
coming out. It was their first meet-
ing since the painful episode on the
river, Coker had been keeping an eye
open for Bmithy, with the fixed inten-
tion of giving him what he deserved
for his ek at the first encounter.

“Oh1" said Coker grimly. "“Hera
you are, you cheaky young scoundre) ™

“Did you
Bmithy sweetly

Coker did nob answer that gquestion.
Heally, it was unnecessary to answer;
Bmithy knew that he hud’v got wet.

Besides, it was a time for adtion, not
for words, Coker miade s rush at the
Bounder, intonding to collar him with
one hand and smack his head with the
; A smacked head was really a
light pupishment, for having up-ehded
Coker in the river and seaked him to
the skin!

Light as the punishment was, how-
ever, Smithy was not taking any. He
backed and dedged round the big elm-
trea that stood in front of the tuck-
shop.® -

o gtmp 1" roared Coker. _

o chazed round the tres after the
Bounder.

Round that tree. was & circular
wooden bench, where fellows often sat
in the shade. I was the favourite seat
of E:I"f Bunter | “From that spot the
fat Owl conld gaze with wrapt eyes on
the tuckshop window, feasting his eyes
on tho good things displayed there,
like a podgv Peri at the gates of
Paradiso

Bunter was not thers at the moment,
but three or four fellows were seated
on the bench, dispozing of ices. The
stared and grinned, as Vernon-Smit

whipped round, with Coker in pursuit.
“E‘Fi'!l you gtop " yelled Colkor,
“1 don't ﬂf:mk I'"  answered the

Bounder over his ghoulder. L
Coker, red with wrath, ¢harged on.

But .at the game of dodging round a

tree the Bounder had the upper hand,
He was lighter on his fect than the
burly Horace, and a great deal more
nimbla and active.

“(o it, Coker!”

“(io it, Smithy!”®

“Hera wa go round the mulberry-
bush ! chuckled Tom PBrown, who was
one of the fellows on the seat.

“Ha, ha, hal” .

Coker paused, panting for breath.
On the other side of the elm the
Bounder stopped, grinning at him
cheerfully. He did not cut off—in the
open spaces Coker would have had a
better chance Ho was prepared to
keep up the mulberry-bush game =as
long as Coker did. .

t web yestérday 1" asked-

"You young tick!” gasped Coker.
P spifiicate you! You wait il I
get hold of you | i '

Waiting I grinned the Bounder.

ker mads another rush. The
Bounder re-started after the intervasl.
Round the tree they went, pursued r °
pursuer, amid roars of laughter f

a crowd of fellows, gathering to wa

the chase.

““"Put it on, Coler|” roared Bob
erTy. :

Having finished his linds, Bob had
come down to the shop for supplies of
tes. But he forgot all sbout tes in his
interest in this exciting scene.

-~ Chaso me, Charley [” sang Skinner.

““ia, ha, hal”

Look out, Smithyl Ho'a
he}:mﬂ you I shouted Ogilvy,

“Buck up, Bmithy” yellir;l Russell
] EH_nti'J'ha, ha I :

‘mithy put on aspeed and fair
whizzed round the elm, and the lau Il'ts
ing fellows on the circular seat. Coker
panted aftey him in vain.

Then Coker suddenly had a brain-
waval He realised that he could not
catch the elusive junior; and. it was
dawning even on Coker’s mighty brain
that he was looking . rather ridiculous.
Suddenly Horace whirled round ' and
charged round the tree in the opposite
direction. -

It was quits a masterly movel For
Smithy, coming on full "pelt, crashed
inte him, headlong, befora he realised
that Coker was making that move.

It was a tercifio crashl

Ow 1" gasped the Bounder, as he

Jusk

Bpun.
“Wow " gasped Coker, ns heo
staggered. :

Vernon8mith sprawled. He was

almost winded by the collision. Before
he could scramblae up, Herace Coker
hurled himself on him..

“"Now—" he gasped.
ﬁ?i"acki R . " Hed the
oW ascua elle
Bounder. ' ¥

That smack was only a beginning—
Horace had many more to administer |
But he did not administer any of them |
Thers wers a dozen Removites on the
spot, and thqf were not likely to stand
idly by while a Remove head was
emacked by s Fifth Form man.

Az ono men they hurled themselvea
on Horace.

- Collar him "

*“Bag him."”

“Hag him!’

“Give him jip! :

Horace Coker rolled, and roared, in
the grasp of many hands. Vernon-
Emitg staggered up, eclasping his head,
which was singing from the one hefty
smack that Horace had had time to
deliver. But if Smithy was damaged,
his damage: were as moonlight unto
eunlight, as water unto wine, com-
?E“ﬁ' with the damages of Coker of the

j. t = ' T

Coker hardly knew what was hzg*
peninﬂ He was rolled and rumpled,
and hustled and tousled, and finally
rolled under the seat round the elm.
It was rather a narrow space under
the seat, between the wooden slats snd
the ground, and exceedingly dusty.
Horace wos crammed into it.

“Urrrrrrggh 1" came from Horace.

*Ha, ha, Ea. * i

The jumiors yelled with laughter. A
red snd furious face, surmounted by
wildly tangled hair, emerged from
under the seat. Vernon-Smith tagped
it on the mose, and it popped back
again, like a tortoise’s head into the
shell, amid shrieks of merriment. - .

“Here, what's all this rumpus?
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tres in the opposite direction. It was quite & masterly move, for the Bounder, coming on at full peR, crashed headlong Into
him. *'Ow!" gasped the Bounder, as he spun. *“ Wow ! ™ gasped Coker, as he slaggered.

Wingatle of the Sixth came along.
“You young sweepa ragging ™

“Urrrggh!™ came from under the
scat. “Wurrgh! I'll spiflicate the lot
of you—I'll pulverise you—I—I—T'lI—
urrrggh i

g 'H'J hﬂ, hﬂ- ti’

“"What the dickens—" exclaimed
Wingate in astonishment. “Who's
that under that semt? Come out at
onee, whoever you are!”

The chuckling juniers stood back.
Once more the red and furious face
emerged, this time wntapped, in the
presenee of & prefect |

Wingate stared blankly at Coker of
the Fifth.

“Coker 1™ ho gasped. “Ara you
mad? You, a Fifth Form man, play-
mg silly tricks like-this! If Prout saw

you——
“Gurrrrggh I gurgled Coker. “1I
didn’t—1 wamn't—]—urrggh—"
Words and breath failed Coker.
“You—a senjor—"
“Urrggh 1”
“Go to the House at once and make
vourself tidy I’ snapped Wingate; and

e went frowning into the school shop,

iﬂnva the juniors yelling, and Coker
speechless with fury.

“Give him sgme morel"” said
Smithy.

But Coker of the Fifth had had
enough. He stamped away, smothered
with dust, red as a newly boiled beet-
roat.

Tem Brown Qgi-::l:ed up his hat, which
had fallen under the seat, and
tozzed it after him, :

“Hallo! He's dropped somethin
elsa!” said Browny, a3 a gleam of
white in the dusk under the seat met
his eyes. ‘A lettor or something—-"
hHﬂ hooked out a letter that lay
thera. :

“ Here, Coker——"

Tom Brown brcke off. That letter
did not belong teo Coker. It was
addreszed to Lord Mauleverer.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” yelled Bobr

Cherry. “That's Mauly’s letter | How
the thump did it get therei”

“ Mauly's letter 1"

*Great Eip!"

“ Hore, Mauly "

Lord Mauleverer, who hed been Jook-
ing on at Coker's wild adventures, came
forw ata:ring at the letter,

“ G aod gad!” he ejaculated,

“¥s that the one ytu lost, or rather,
that Bunter lost?” asked Tom Brown,
holding it out.. .

“Yaag!” Lord Maulverer nodded.
“Tt's in nunky's fist, That's the letter
right enough.™

‘That fat chump must have dropped
it there ! said Ogilvy. "I remember
seeing him sitting here I_i_ust. befora call-
over last aveming. o dropped it
through the slats of the zeat and never
saw it."

Lord Mauloverer made no reply to
that, Howsocever that letter had come
there, there it was, to all appearance,
unopengd.  Mauly slipped it into his

ocket and strolled away towards the

ouse, an extremely thoughtiul ex-
pression on his noble countenance.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
For Wharton's Saka [

ALPH STACEY tramped in at
R the school gates just as Gosling
cama déwn from his lodge to

close them,

He was tired and weary, both in mind
and body. After leaving Bunter in
Friardale Lane he had not returned to
the schopl, he had gone for a long,

solitary {ramp, trying to think out the
problem Phat hung like a lesden weight
on his mind.

To-morrow |

To-morrow came the end of all t'hinga
at Greyfrinrsl The more he thought
about the prospect the blacker it
seemoed. On no mde was there a gleam
of light. Hea had played the fool and
the blackguard, sid he had to teke
what was coming tc him. “The exas-
Eara-.te:d Banks would not spare him, he

new that! There weas only one way
of placating Mr. Bankas, and that was
by turning up &t the Three Fishers
with sight pounds to pay that frowsy
gentleman—and he had not  eight
shillings! What a fool he had been—
what & mad fool—to take such risks, in
tha belief that he had "spotted a
winner.”” He despised his relative
Wharton, as a fellow lesz keen and
elpver ‘than himself, but would Wharton
ever have lsnded in disaster like thist

All that he had gained was lost now
—thrown away by his own dingy folly!
In the black prospect there was onl
ane bitter atom of comfort. His expul-
sion from Greyfriars would disgrace his
rival and enemy! Wharton, no doubt,
would be glad to see him turned out,
but that would not alter the fact that
he was s relation, that his disgrace
would, to.some extent at least, fall on
Wharton, too! .

He tramped wearily scross the quad,
Billy Bunter ﬁﬁeﬂ him with an inimical
blink through his big spectacles, but he
did not even notice Bunter, a of
the fellows were still an the ecricket
Emund. and he hoped that Ogilvy and

ussalk were there; he did not want
ANy COMDAENnY now. It was oall-over
gsoon, and until then he =-mnted to be
left alone, X
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What would Oggy and Russell he
thinking of him—on. the morrow?
‘I'hey had taken him on frust, believed
in him—they had been good pals to him
—and now they were going to find-him
out. Stacey was bad, but that he was
not all bad was proved by the pang he
folt at that thought., He wounld have
given much to keep the respect of those
two fellows who had liked and trusted
hifm. i

He came up the Bemove staircase. He
saw the Famous Five in a group in the
doorway of Study Ne. 1. They were
discussing something—he did not guess
what it was. As he had only just coma
in, he had, of cougse, heard nothing of
the ‘discovery of Mauly’s missing lotter,

That discovery had puzzled the
Famous Five. All of them knew, or as
good as knew, that Stacey had had that
lotter the 'cia:.r befora on Popper’s
Island. Only for one purpose could he
have taken it, yet it was clear that that
purpase had not been carried out.

Had he been ‘séared into changing his
intentions—or had he, perhaps, some
rag of decency left that had caused him
to change thery at the last moment?
They could not tell, but they had no
doubt that the letter had Dbéen 1n
Stacey’s hands, and they could only
conclude that he had given up lhis
designs on it and left it about the schoal
to he found by chance.

They ccasod to speak as they saw
Stacey coming &leng from the stairs,
nad went into Study No. 1. He passed
them unheadmﬁ. 1

What they thought of him mattered
little now. Everybody at Greyfriars
would know to-morrow! He would see
another sun rise over the old school—
Lut he would not see it szet there!
What a fool he had been!

He opened the door of Study No. 3
and went in, Ogilvy and Russell wero
not there, which was a relief, But as
Tie shut the door after him hg discerned
on elegant figura stretched in the .arm-
chair. :

i Manleverer ! he ejaculated.

LL] -I.I'TII-RS !H'

The schoolboy earl sat up.  Blacey
stood staring at him. He counld not
imagine why Lord Mauloverer was
waiting for him in his study. :

But an explanation flashed into his
mind almost at once. Mauleverer sus-

ccted him of having picked up the lost
otter—he felt it rather than knew it,
but he was sure of it. Mauly was thera
io ask him for it. Where the letter was,
he hnd not the faintest idea. Billy Bun-
ter had dropped it somewhere about
(ireyfriars, through the &lit in the
lining of his pocket; that was all ho
knew. Whatever Maulevarer suspected,
he could prove nothing—not that 1f
mattered, in view of what was going to
happen on the morrow !

“What do you want?”

Etacﬁ;ﬂ. ! .
“Waitin® for you to come in, dear
mman " answered Mauly., Somethin’ to
say to you about & jolly old latter that's
Leen missin’.”

“Do you think it's in this study?”
sneered Stacey.

snapped

“Yans,'
“You fooll”
“Thanks! Would you mind keepin'

vour compliments for a bit. I haven't
really come here to punch your nosc!”
zaid Mauleverer placidly. “The letter's
certainly in this etudy 4

| Be Sure You Read Next Weck's Topping ¥Yaorn of Harry
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Stacey laughed savagely.

“You fancy 1 picked it up when
Buntor dropped it—or said he did '

'IY-E.-M-:’

"And wou think it's hero?”

“ Yaas'"

“Whers is it, then?"

1 Hﬂ-!"ﬂ !‘”

Lord Mauleverer slipped his hand
inte his pocket and drew out a letter.
Stacey stared at-it blankly.

“You—you—you've found it!" he
stuttered,

“A fellow found it and handed it to
mea, It's all right! Nunky zent me the
tenner I wanted, and it's safe in the
letter, Rather a windfall, after what
this jolly old letter's been through!” re-
marked Lord Mauleverer,

“I su a Bunter dropped it about
somewhere " gaid Btacey carelessly,. 1
don't see what it has to do with me"

“Bunter dropped it in the Remove
passage yesterday, and you picked it
up!” said Lord Maulaverer calmly. "I
knew that from the beginnin’, dear man,
just a8 Wharton did! I said nothin’
about it for a reason you probably
wouldn't understand—bein’ the unspeak-
able rotter you are, dear boy. Whar-
ton's rather a pal of mine, and I know
expctly what he would feel like if a
relation of his was sacked from the
school for stealin’, I couldn't put him
through that.” '

Stacey clenched his hands,

‘But quailed under the calm, con-
temptuous gaze of the schoolboy earl.
Ho opened his lips: but ol them
without speaking. But he spoke at last :

“Y¥ou say there's s hanknote in the
lelter?"

“Yaas. You know that as well as I
do, as you opened it and looked.” Lord
Mauleverer smiled faintly, “ You see,
knowin'. that you had had it, 1 rather
examined it when I got it back. Openin’
onvelopes by steam 1z an old dodge, and
a neat one; but it can’t be done without
lepvin' traces that a fellow can spot if
he looks for them. I looked for them.”

0% Euntai*—-—n—-” \

Y Phnter never did that! Bunter's
a blithering idiot and a meddlin’ ass, but
ha's no thief! No fellow's cake is safe
from him; but he’d no more pinch a
banknote than he'd hold up a bank.
You opensd that letter, Stacey, to see
if there wasz ecash in it—and then, I sup-
pose, you pot scared at what you were
doin’ and chucked it. What ?™

Stacey’s lip eurved batterly. He did
not speak; bub BMauly's keen gaze read
what was in his mind; and his expres-
sion goftenied a little.

“Or else,” he went on, “ you found at
tha last minute, like many another rotter
before you, that you weren't guite the
polsonous toad Fou fancied you were—
and you couldn’t do it! Is that it?"

Stacey made no answer,

_"IE that's it, you're not such an un-
limited blighter as I supposed,” went on
Lord Mauleverer calmly., *“I'm rather
glad you've got a limit, Stacey. It's
somethin’ to have a limit—even such a
jolly wide one.”

“Is that the lot?" asked Stacey, “If
3o, I advisa you to get out of my study
before I throw wou out.”

“Mot at alll I'm not finished yet,”
said Lord Mauleverer. *I'm goin’ to
ask you a question. How much do you
awe at the Three Fishers?”

Stacey started violently.

**Bo Wharton's been telling you——*
he breathed.

Whoarton & Co.—

“A TRAITOR TO HIS SIDE!”
If's Full of Surprises rm]r}.rm'tmﬂ Nituclions !

By Frank Richards.

“ Nothing.”

“Then why do you fan 4

“I don't %ancy—-—-]: know ! Thera's
been 8 lot of jaw about Wharton bein'
seen at that jolly old resort—all rot!
You've worked your likensss to Whar-
ton for all it's worth, Btacey—but if
vou can take Qbualch in, you can't take
ma in. I may be an ass—but I'm not a
silly ass! You're a bad hat, old bean
—and you've had bad luck! JEven a
rotter like you wouldn't think of stealin’
unless he was hard pushed. You owe
somebody money that e‘}'uu can't pay—
that's why Kuu wangled the whole biz-
noy about thiz dashed letter.™

Stacey burst into & harsh laugh.
“Ifave it vour own way!” he said.
“It doesn’t make a lot of difference—

everybody wjll know to-morrow. If it's
any satisfaction to youw, Mauleverer,
I'm going to be sacked to-morrow—

now get ont and leave me alone.”

“As.bad as that?” smid Mauleverer.

“Yes, o8 bad as that! Now leave me
alone—I warn you that I've stood as
much as I'm going to stand.™

“But you haven't answered my ques-
tion!” sgaid Lord Mauleverer calmly.
“I asked you how much you're landed
for?7 Would it coma out of a tenner?”

“¥Yes! What do you mean!”

Lord Mauleverer slipped two slim
fingers into the envelope, and ficked
out the ten-pound note. It dropped on
the study table.

Stacey stared at it, and at Maulv ! His
brain was in a2 whirl. He gaessed what
Mauleverer meant—but he hardly dared
believe it. His face was like chalk.

*What do you mean, Maulevereri”
he repeated hoarsely.

“Can't you guesa! Bo far as you're
concarned personally, I'd be fearfully
glad to see you turfed out! Can't stand
youl!” zaid Lord Mauleverer placidly.
¥ You're "the jolly old limit, or very
near it!  I'm thinkin® of Wharton!
He's rather a pal of mine, you know! If
I can prevent you from disgracin’ him
by gettin' yourself kicked out of the
school, I'm ready 1o do it f the
tenner will work the oracle there's the
tenner.”

Stacey’'s hand moved slowly towards
tha banknote. Pride urged lim to pick
it up and fling it in Mauleverer'as faca.
But a fellow in danger of the sack for
raseally conduct, could not afford to
listen to the voice of pride. His fingers
closed on the rustling slip of paper—
grn&dgg. almost convulsively.

Baved! That was his thought! Un-
expectedly—almost mirdenlously—saved !
The colour came back into his chesks—
his eyes brightoned! Saved!

Lord Mauleverer ross from the chair,
He crossed to the door—carefully avoid-
ing Btacey as-ho did so.

‘Mauly—" breathed Stacey.

Mauleverer glanced at him icily,

“I'm Mouly to my friends,” he said.
# Mauleverer to you, if 1?vcm speak to me
at all—but pleasa don't!”

He laft tﬁa study, and shut the door
after him, Btacey was left with the
hihknote in hizs hand.

Harry Wharton & Co. never knaw
Mauleverer zaid nothing; and Stacey
was not likely to do so. gﬂ[r. Queleh had
no tdea haw very near hé had been to
losing his dutiful head bor. A miss waas
as good as 8 mile—and the black sheep
was still 1n the flock.

THE EXND
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WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Selwyn Gore and his brother, Colin,
learn that their Unele Amyas, o gold
wrospector, has been murderéd in
Canada. Determined to settle accounts
rwith the inurdevers, the troo brothera,
in company with éﬂuggar, a Toma-
hawek solicitor, sct out Mooge Call.
En route ey meet Mountain Lion, o
Sioux Indian, in whose charge Amyas
fiore had left a mess requesting
that his nephews bury him behind the
Great Chief's Head, in the Sunrise
Mountaing, Heaching the zpsi the
parfy discover that it is none other
than Amyoas® claim. While on the
homewerd irail to register the claim,
they are alfacked by two villainous

rascals nomed Wilmot and NMajoe.

The enemy are beaten off, affer which

Mountain Lion cffers to visit a Siouxr

carnp and borrote seme ponies and

gung from Nia fellowe bravew.
{Now read an.)
Trapped !

1 ELL, you bring the ponies
and never mind the braves
an' the guns, Sioux,” said

) Snugger “VYou tall us a
point on the trail whar wo can wait
and mcet you, we'll make it, Can't
508 a,nf sense in staying any longer
round hyar just at present.’”

+ The Sicux- smiled and nodded.

Y Come that way with me,” he said.

“Maka plenty miles nearer Toma-

hawk.™

They passed into ithe wood and ex-
amined the ground. It was plain to
see where the car had stoed, for the

cct marks were deep. In their panic

o goet away, Blackbeard and Must

had left s tarpsulin  cover hehind)t

Selwyn folded it and packed it om his

back for it might prove useful as eover

if they encountered any severe night
frostk.

The ground revealed ne other signs
of importance. .

With a grunt, the Bioux left them
and ran back to find and bury his faith-
ful dogs. - His face was grim when he
came hack,

“If the bad white men have got
away Mountain Lion follow- them,!* he

197, HARRISON
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EELWYN

and

said, “If they come back—ugh !l—so
miuch the better. They shall die within
sight of the spot where they shot our
brave white brother Amyas Gore®

“They haven't had it all their own
way,” said Belwyn, *“We've a  big
score to scttle still, but we've marked
up a few points, Sioux.™

They trudged on throngh the pine
wood and made their way up the bush-
clad hills to the mesas sbove, along
which they made fasler progress. For
the whole of the day they framped on,
only pausing beside & stream to feed.
But as the dav wore on, the adven-
turers found their weary feet flagging
and their tired muscles knoiting up.

The Rioux, who remained unwesaried
despite the hardships of the long day,
built a Gre for them and lit it. Then
pomting away along the range of
mountains, he said that he must push
Ol

“Mouniain Lion got to make the
Bioux camp and get the ponies,”’ he
said. “Bring them back. White
brothers wait here 7

“Bure, weo'll wait hyar, Sioux.” said
Snugger. “And why not? Far over
thar shows the white line of the road
from Tomahawk to Moose Call. Over
thar "—and he shifted the direction
of his pointing finger—" runs the road
to Beaver Creck and Little Fork, If
anything comes along either road we
shan't miss it. This is a” nica spot.
Plenty of shelter. How long befora
vou kem bhaek #"

The Sioux held up one fnger and
ther;] a &E::rmi F

“One day, two days. TPerhaps three,"
he sard. '"The Great Bpir?t watch
over you.'?

He turned, and with a deep throated
runt, ambled away. His moccasined
cch took him noisclessly over ‘the rises
and down into the dips, until he finally
vanished from sight.

snugger,  Selwyn and Celin wers
glad of the chance to rest. They had
sufficient food of sorts to last for a few
days. In that sheltered place the cold
'.'-Irim:ls were kept off by the bush-clad
S10pes,

he next day they zhot a rabhit and

E CALE
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ate it for dinner. At night they were
carcful to sereen the light of the fire
from view, and elways one or the other
kept wateh whilst the other two slept.

Two days passed without anything
special happening. On .the third day
the tric began to watch out for the
return of Mountain Lion, and leaving
their camp, clim higher so that they
could command a greater stretch of
Ccountry.

At his very first look aronnd, Selwyn
espied the Indian approaching, mounted
on A ecginm pony and trailing three
saddled mustangs behind him.

The littla hard-bitten Indian poniecs
were fresh and ready for the trail

Mountain Lion greeted the trio with a
salute when he arrived and pointed to
tha saddles.

“Mountain Lion saddled pontes for
white men,” he explsined, *Injun
prefer no seddle. ountein Lion stay
and keep watch on the hille; Snugger
and two white boys ride into Toma-
hawk and sct Mounties on the trail of
the bad men; then come back and join
Mountain Lion."

Selwyn, Colin and Snugger tried to
persuade Mountain Lion to go with
them, but the Sicux was adamant.

* Bad men may come back,”” he said,
“Mountain - Lion watch f'u:" them.
They killed hia dogs. Mountain Liom
kill bad men.”

The two, therafore, roda away
without him. Looking back they saw
tha Indian watching from the platean,
seated on his pony and locking like a
bronze statue.

They gained thae road and turned
along it. At a steady ecanter they
started on their journey to Tomahawlk.
As they came within sight of the fork
of the road to Beaver Creck, they saw
a party of horsemen heading towards
them.

The men wore big hats and were
armed. They came on bris and it
was not until they wers “within re-
volver shot that Selwyn recognised two
of tha men, and realised that danger
was near at hand,

“Bnugger,” ha criad, *lock—two of
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those. men are Blackbeard and Musty
Wilmot 1"

At the same instant the two rogues
recognised the party in furn and let
out a yell of triumph as they urged
their horses into a gallop and came on
with rifles ready. : :

Salwin swung his mustang round, but
& bullet singing past his ear warned

him that it was too late. -Fle reined .

the pony to a halt. The next moment
the crowd of toughs ‘came on.

Hopeleasly Ouinumbered I

T needed only a second for Selwyn
I to realise that they were trapped.
B The next, a bullet from Black-

beard’s rifie tore the hat from
Snugger’s head, and the three reined
their Indian ponies to a halt, -

To turn and ride for it would gn'!ﬁ
invite bullets, and while they remained
slive they might be able to turn the
tables on these murdering crooks. .

The men rode up, shouting and curs-
ing, giting their horses the rein and
presenting their rifles, or brandishing
their revolvers, the grip of their kneces
sufficient to glue them to the saddle.

Snugger's chin jutted,. and his eyes
shot spark’i of anger. But he had no
time to .unsling and bare his old-
fashioned” rifté. Colin had his gun out
m a flash, but he did not level it
though ha might easily have shot one
man. 'They were hopelessly ount-
numlf':r-;rad_ 5 _ . .
John Majoe pulled his horsze up in
front of Selwyn, his gun at the " ready,”
while two other men covered Colin.
Musty, with a leering smile, trained a
Colt Isaac Snugger.

we bump off the g
b ffl the old ﬂl"

“"No, wait!” bawled Majoe.

“Ain't he the one who bust up our
ghack 1" 2 z

“We ken build another omne,” said
Majoa gruffly. “There sin't no sense
in rushin’ yore fences. Ring these
hombres in, fellers, I want to ask "em
a few gquestions.” .

The men crowded their borses closer.
elwyn, Colin, and Isaae found them-
sclves winking into the cold steel ring
of pointed gun-barrels. Beyond the
E.rq:up of roughnecks the open road to
]ci-.muha.wk stretched lonely and deso-
ate.

“Where were you heading fori”
asked Blackbeard fiercely.

“Tomahawk,” answered Snugger
defiantly. “And Heaven help you and
vore pals once I get there.”

“But su in' you don't get thar,
what then grinned Jajoe, showing
two ugly, pointed d?lg-tﬂath. “Why
wera you makin' fer Tomahawk "

“That's our business.”

“If it wuz to register a gold claim,
;ou’re too late,” snapped Majoe, “for
'va done that already at Beaver Creck.
I told *em that the olaim’s up beyond
the pint of rock they call the Great
Chizf’a Head. - What say you to that,
Enufgﬂr?” .

“1 say you're a lying, murdering,
thieving scoundrel ¥ answered Isaac
Snugger furiously. “You may grin,
Majos, but Fﬂﬂ'{ laugh on tho other
side of wour face when the hﬂ;’n fake
vou out and hang you high for the
murder of Amyas Gore.”

Belwyn, who was watching Black.
beard’s face, saw the lipa thin to a
eruel e, and an evil, threatening
gleara creep into the villain's eyes.

i Hﬁk,” ‘he shotited to Majoe, “ watch 8

THE MAGNET
“Why did you bust u% my shack
with dynamite?” howled Blackbeard.

“Because you set fire to our shack.”

“You can’t prove it. I've lodged a
'plaint against you for wilful destrue-
tion of property and 'temipted murder,

and I hruuﬁht. the boys along to deal
r. &

with you nugger.” X
Tsaac nuggar’a.hpn curled derisively.
“You can't scare me |” he cried con-

tempiuously. “It’'s known I kem out

hiyur with the boys to BMoose Call, and
if 1 don’t show up soon the Mounties'll
kem and loock for me.”

“And they'll go back,” said Majos,
with a sneer. “%’,‘hey‘ll never find you.
P'r'aps they'll never find ‘the boys,
neither. This is a great, wide, open
country, Snugger, whar a man can die
and rot and nobody ever know whar to
lotk for him. The summer’s short, and
the winter snows lie thick. . Prowlin’

ick a dead man’s bones

wolves zoon pick : _
¢lean. The Mounties won't ever find

you around DMoogse Call”

Isnne Bnuggers right hand moved
stealthily towards the side pocket in
which he kept his pin-fire revolver,

“¥You con't !:hghtﬁn me with yore
threats,” he cri - “You killed m
friend Amyas Gore and stole hie gol
but you're going to pay for it in full.”

Snugger's hand flashed into  wview,

ripping the old-fashioned revolver.

ven as he turned it on Blackbeard
he pulled the trigger, but the hammer
snapped upon the pin with an impotent
clinﬁ. The cartridge had refused to
explode, and Blackbeard, setting back
his head, roared with laughter. His
laughter was drowned, however, by a
loud report as Musty turned his g‘nit
on Smagger anid a jet of bluish smoke
was blown away br the gusty wind.
Musty had red at two s, and
nugger crumpled over the saddle,
tilted forward, his gun dropping into
the dust. ¥For & second or two he lay
hunched wupon the pony's shoulder,
then he rolied sideways out of the
saddle and hit the road with a dull
thud. The last jerk of his relaxing
fingers tore the simple bit in the pony's
mouth, and as it found itself free, the
animal sprang away with a snort and
& whinny of distress, and went Enllnp-
ing at racing epeed across the barren
wagtala. hi o seleh

elwyn swung his pony round with a

shout of rage, and would have closed
with Musty, but the erumpled-up body
of the Tomahawk lawyer lay between
them in the dust.

*You cold-blooded, murdering beast |
Sclwyn shouted, hiz voice strangled in
his throat by the mad anger that burned
within him.

Musty laughed, and turned his gun on
Selwyn, but as he pulled the trigger,
cng of the men knocked his arm up
and the bullet soared into the blue.

Majoe urged hiz horsze up cloge to
Musty's and tore the smoking gun out
of his hand.

sk c¢h?” he

“Bit  free shootin’,

stormed. “We can bump off these boys

st any time. The same stood for
Enugger,, too. But since you got him,
let him lie near the road an' rot. Some
of you boys carry him out on to the
plain, thar”

Two of the men dismounted, picked
up Snugger’s limp and lifeless bady,
carried 1t back about thirty yards away
from the road, and dumped it in a
hollow, where 1t could not be seen by
any_traveller passing u.lcmthha main
trail from Moose Call to Tomahawk.
Then.tlmjl' came back.

Majoe leered at Selwyn and Colin.

“You ain't smilin® none now,” he

said. “Waal, what kem to Snugger’ll
kem to iuu if you don't tell us all we
want to know."
- Colin’s face was as white as chalk.
The men had taken sway his arms, or
he would. have taken a chance in a
ghoot-up with the ‘enemy. Seiwyn felt
the same about things, too, but the
villaing had stolen his rifle and his gun
and he was equally helpless,

“"What you Ent in them packst”
Majos demanded.

“(Oh, 'iust some camping things.”

B

“Wa oit'll show me, Get off them
ponies. ear 'em out of the saddle,
ellows! Now unfasten them packs,
Ah-ha! What have we got hyari A

bag, eh? -Gimme that 1™

Majoe snatched at & bag one of the
men found in Belwyn’s pack and began
greedily to untie the strings. He
poured some of the' contents into his
palm. It was bright yellow, and glisten-
g, and some of it of & reddish golden
tinge. Heo uttered a yell of triumph.

“Now p'raps you toughs'll believe
what I tell yer,” he chertled. “This
voung British -cui) is HSelwyn Gore, nevvy
of the prospector, Amyas Gore, who
found gold by the quart up in the
Sunrise Mountains before the winter
snows shut up Moosze Call. This goid
kem from up the wountain, and ['ve
registered the claim. Boys, you're all

gonna shares with mie if you help sweep

thle mountains clean till we've dug our

P'l E-" .
“Here's snother gold bag, chief”

said another of the gang as he found a
second bag of gold dust 1n Colin’s pack.
“And T'll wager s buck,” growled
Majoe, “we'll find o third bag in the
Eae that buzzard Snugger was carryin’.
ut that ken wait till we sfart ridin’."
Meajoe had dismounted. He motioned
to two of the men to seize Selwyn, and
whilst they held the bm]v securely by
the arms and shoulder Blackbeard ran
his hands through his pockets. He
found a packet, which he untied and

opened eagerly. The packet was heavy,

solid. It contained the gold nugget
Selwyn had found in the stream that
ren_ thro . the smphitheatre up
behind the Great Chicf's Head. Black-
beard’s eyos goggled at tho sight of it.

“Bmokin’ eorayfish!” he gasped.
“Jest loock at this! A nugget! A
hundred per cent pure gold nugget. An’
she's mine! Musty and you guys ken
share thea dust between you, for a start.
Whera's she kem from, boy? That
claim up in the mountains, whera
Amyes G]:J:-ra found the dust last fall?*

Belwyn made no snswer, and Majoe
thrust his black-bearded, leering face
& little nearer.

“Lost your tongue, 'ave yer?” he
snarled. “Don’'t forget we can make
vou and yore brother talk any time we
want."

HSelwyn loathed the sight of his evil
feca, with its uncertain, shifting, beady
eves and coarse, cruel lips. He could
have smashed his fist into il? and had to
fight hard to control himself.

“Did the nugget kem from the claim
vp 8t the Great Chief's Head 7" asked
@Eﬁjm savagely. “Kem on, out will
1

Helwyn did not answer.

“Screw his arms until he talks]”
shouted Majoe. ;

The two brultes who were standmng
guard at Seclwyn’s shoulders began to
twist the boy's arms behind him till the
sweat stood out on Selwyn's forehead
in beads of agony. But he determined
that he wﬂulg not speak. They could

Printed fn Great Britalo and published every Batu
a ﬁ"m"“!’ﬁ’ p:r“ fﬂuﬁgﬁﬂ a, &4
Gotab, Ltd., and for Bouth Afrfos: Central News Agenoy, Lid.— Saturdsy, June ASth, 19

Jondon, E.0.48, Advartissment oflcos:
Foat. Bubscripilon rates D:régnd
o a

by ths ¥ tletiurs, The Amalgamated Pré

for six months. Bo

Ltd.. The Fleelway House, Fartingdon 3treet,

A red for tramsmiselcn by Canpadlap Magazide
B i ot H'th:-nfﬁatﬁ 'E}"ar Aratralin lﬁl‘ mﬁr Toalsod ; Hiun.



tear him fo pieces, but he would never
tell. Colin's spirit was just as vezolute,

An extra wrench made Selwyn cry
out, and Blackbeard motioned to the
men to let him go.

Belwyn was no sooner free than he
laumched a kick at one of the villains,
which landed right under the man's
chin and hurled him over backwards, a
crumpled heap in the dust.

“That's one for Blick,” chuckled
Majoe. “I'll bet he won'’t eat no 'ard
biscuit with his bully beef for a week.”

Musty had his guns trained on
Helwyn, and the others were feeling for
their weapons.

“Back ! roared Majoe. “I'll hev no
more shootin’. But I promise you boys
this—if the kid refuses to answer ques-
tions and we hev to siring him and his
brother up, Slick shall hev the hang-
ing of 'em.”

He stalked up to Selwyn once more.

“"How did you all kem by them
ponies I he grated suspiciously.

“ Mountain Lion brought them.”

“"The SBioux, eht? aal, I guess

ou've spoken the truth at last.

"etched them from Red Bull's camp
up in the mountains, I suppose. 1 ken
zee they're Injun ponies. Whar's Moun-
tain Lion 7%

“Gone back,” answered Selwyn, with-
ot hesitation. '

It was a lie, but the circumstances
more than excused it. Why tell these
heartless murderers the truth?

Majoe sgquinted at him evilly and
pulled at his beard. Then he stowed the
nugget away in his cket.

M1t ain't sech a bagﬂ day’s work, con-
siderin’,” he said, as he swung himself
mto the saddle. “Musty's bumped off
that meddhling old buzzard of a solicitor
and us guys ought to be'more’'n a match
for a counple o Eu_'gtish boys. Tie the
kids up to the saddle. Tie their wrists,
but leave their hands loosa enough for
e to ride.  That's 18! Now let's ride
over end see what Snugger's got in his
pack.”

Selwyn and Colin were kept in an
agony of suspense in the road whilst
Blackbeard and two of the men rode
out on to the plain and dismounted in
the hollow, where they had left the
body of Isasc Snugger. They un-
strapped the solicitor’s pack, and, apen-
ing it, found ancther bag of gold dust.

“One of you fellers carry the pack,”
sald Majoe, “for it may kem in useful,
Specially the sticks of dynamite. Now
let’s get on to Moose Call.”

He swung himself inte his saddle,
waved the others back to the road, and
followed.

Selwyn’s heart bled for poor old
Tsaae Snugger. The brutes had mur-
dered him without giving him a chance,
CUh, for a free hand, & gun, and a fight-
ing chance !

%‘im_hn’rah voice of one of the men
:ut in as the troop moved off

*“Boss, what about that Injun pony
the old hawk was ridin"? It's loose.”

“Don’t you worry aboit the hoss. It
xem from Red Bull’s camp, and it'll
head straight back thar, only too glad
ta get home. They'll only think the
old snake got throwed beecause he wasn't
smart enough to ride her.”

MUM’S THE WORD !

WO of the men led the way.
Then came Colin, strapped
securely to the Indian pony.
Then two more men, and Selwyn

after them. Blackbeard, Musty, and
the other twe, including Blick, whase
jaw had swollen inte a huge lump
where Belwyn had kicked him, brought
up the rear.

EVERY SATURDAY
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Bound as they were, Selwyn and Colin began to eat and drink, while the gang
of toughs squatted round them and jeered.

2lick kept his evil eyves fixed on
Selwyn, and his hand straved to the
butt of his revolver every time a throb
of pain racked his jaw,

Colin did not once look round, made
no sign. But as they started on their
vide back to Meoze Call the brothers
had exchanged swiff, menninﬁ glances,
enjointng silence on each other. An
opportunity to talk might come later.

Apart from other considerations, the
cords which secured Selwyn’s wrists and
tied his ankles together beneath the
barrel body of the mustang caused him
considerable pain. He rode with
shoulders drooping, hands scarcely
touching the reins, and the brim of his
hat pulf&d down, to hide his face.

He seemed never to look at the trail,
and yet he saw just ss much as the
toughs, who, riding free, swept the
open, the bush-clad foothills, the mesas
and the mountains with hawk-lkeen
eyes. In the short time which had
elapsed since the last of the snows had
swept over Moose Call the browns and
blacks of winter had changed to livelicst

reen, and the sun was now quite hot.

his the roughnecks saw as they
searched for possible danger. But there
was nothing they looked upon which
escaped the quick, darting eyes of the
wo prizoncrs.

* Hulla-la-log.0o !

Selwyn burst into a great imitaiion of
an Indian war whoop, and Blackbeard
turned bis gun on hun.

* Another crack like that, and out
goes yore light!” he =narled. " Even
if it means us losing yore showing us
whar the gold claim 15 hid.”

Helwyn relapsed into silence. He saw
Colin, just a ]fit.tle way in front, shrug
his shoulders, and his heart leapt gaily.
Colin had understood tha signal.
Somewhere up on the Sunvize Moun-
tains, Mountain Lion, the Bioux, was
hiding. Seh\?’n knew that he would
never desert his post. Selwyn missed

the point up on the hills where he had
left him, but the Sioux 1nust be watch-
ing. He would see these men riding to
Moosze Call, and his eves were so sharp
that he must notice, the boy thought,
that two of the riders were prisoners.
And, of conrse, he would recognise the
pinte Sclwyn was riding, even if the
dun-coloured mustang which cerried
Colin did not so readily invite detection.

That Alountsin Lion would do s
best to rescue them Colin knew only too
well., There was a lot of satisfaction in
that. Blackheard and the evil, sq|uint-
ing blackpuard,. Musty, would surely be
called to account sooner or later,

Az the cavalcade drew near to Moose
Call, Blackbeard turned in to meet the
hills, shunning the scene of the dyna-
mite explosion and the glade where
Awmyas é'ure had pitched his shack.

“I've told you boys how Musty and
me built a brand new log cabin at
Moose Call, and "ow Snugger and these
bovs blowed wus out of 1it,” he said.
“Thar ain’t no sense in going back to
it. T know a snug 1itﬁa mesa up
vonder where we can find plenty of
shelter for the hosses and pitch our
headquarters, It breaks hali the lcmg
trail up to the Great Chief's Head, an
the rock wall juts out so’s we ken light a

fire without its being scen hy any
prowlin’ Injun.”

"Bounds the goods to me, boss,"
mumbled Slick, with diffieulty. “Can

we hold it, in case we gets raided I
“Can we? You bet we can! But
thar won't be no raiders, Slick. We'ra
the only gold-hunters in the Bunvise
Mountains, and thar won't be a rush
till we've banked the fortune we'll fnd

up behind the Great Chief's Head.
When that rush comea we'll have
banked all the dough we want., And

these boys will be as dead as mutton
and unable to ramse a squeal.”
“Aim to bump the Englich boys off,
Tre Magser Lisrary.—No. 1,428,
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ele. hosst gaid 8lick,
£rin.

“ After they've showed ns the way to

thE‘ {d.*
ﬁev RNt jumpin’ ta

o that,”
rowled one of the others. “They
on't ehin-wag moel,"

“Wol vet=but they will 1™ chortled
Il'ackheanl “You leave that to Musty
BE Inea, o know a way lo make 'em !*

Huch Imldavmmd threatis as these wern
bawled at Belwyn and Colin at regular
intervals during the journey, this being
another rough means of torture to the
Lralal . mind of Jobhn Majoc. But
Seiwyn and Colin ignored them.

When they began the climb, two of
e men were sent on aliead to scout. It
was an uanecessary precaonlion, for the
traal they followed had been swept clean
I the winter snows., Soon they were
forced to adopt single file, and in this
fashion they wound 1n and out amongst
12 bushes and the (rees untal al last
tiwey emerged upon a plateaw.

O the left, the platrau waz zhol in
by a rocky wall,  On the right. Selwyn
covnld see the whole of Moogse Uall
fsrread  below  him,  Tha  seene was
beaniiful bevond desoription. It was
tratsassible when one lecked down upon
fbe pine wood !mtchm of green and
Back to think of the place bharied deep
by the winter snows. ;I?'t it the seene had
n:s charms for Majoe.

“Lgh 1" hie growled., “Shan’t be
forry whem we've dug our pile and ken
trn our backs on it,"

A Little while later he deew rein amd
peinted,

“ilrar’s the spot.” he said. “We can
stable the hosses in the hellow of them
rocks over thar., You hm:a ke lighit
z fire elose hyar, and the julting cliff
w tl Lide the Qame. We-can all sleep
Ir! tliem litele sheltered ]Jlm*i-s over by

thw oliff, where it's dry. The Leauty of
s, ﬂl& cayuses will bev us between
et an’ the fire.”

“What a'i.mul:. foeding I asked Slick,

“They'll get all the grazin® they want
cn the p]ﬂ-tﬂu before we round ‘em up
and send'em to byebyel!” Jaughe
BMajoun.

Thew pitehed their camp, hobibled the
horses, and 16t them loose to graze on
the fresh young grass. Then they lis
g fire and ﬁhnrl:«g out food from the
stores.

Selwyn and Colin. were freed from

neir ponies snd.nearly fell in the Frst
agony -of: relief-as  théir eramped foot
tuuched the ground..

Their -caplors” ﬂnh langhed, tyving
theit * hands and - feet togeiher and
leaving themn to look on. while thew ate.

“Your turn for grub'll kem later.
Britishers,” said Musty, with ap evil,

with a pamful
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sauinting ;zrtlt “That is, if yvou're good
lirrle boys.”

Had Selwrn been free with & knife in
hand fe woild have stuck the blade
clean theough his lormenlor. As tHhungs
were, his bonds hurt him and he was
glad to roll over on hLis side and ease
the pain that way., Colin had been
placed at a distance from him, but the
eves of the brothers met.

Colin's stare was sieadfast, unwilting.
Hiz spirits soared as !th A% EVET.
Majoe and his blackguards had not the
power to tame him,

Realising this, Selwyn felt much mora
at his ease. 2

After he had eaten, Majoe decided to
give Selwyvn and Colin some food,

“Hand 'em out tinned meat and some
hseyits=—bnt see the biscuits are hard,”
he ordered. “Give 'em a2 pannikin of
water each. I guess that'll do. We've
polta keep their strength up till they
ahow uws the wav o Amyas Gore's
clan.’”

Ax zoon as one of the men brought
the food and a small panmkin full of
water, Majoe gpave orders that the right
hand of each

! prisoner was to be
released, while the left was to be tied
to their bound-up ankles. In this way

ey were forced to hie in a hunched-up
bundie on the grouud while they ate uml
drank,

They managed this as best they could,
for the keen air and the hard riding, to
say nothing of their suffering, had sct a
keen cdge on tleir appetites. As they
did o, the gan IP toughs squattel
aronnd, smoking their pipes and jeering
hu- while.

“1ave a table napkin?" asked Major:

sareastically. * What about a knife an’
fork #  Busty, why don't you git the
gents a finger-bowl? "Ow ken vou be so
slachk "'

“If T hiad my hands free T'd smash
vour fnee right in, you {;I'enf big black-

arded, grinning ape ! sparled Selwyn
i a white roge.

Majoe lilted up his hands in moek

horeor.
"ﬂh+llis#t~n te "im ! he exclaimed.
“Shockin' ! What langwidge !

The next moment, however, his moad
changed and there was murder in his
shining exes as he bent over Selwyn.

“Think it over to-night,” he hissed,
“and tell us where Amyas Gore's claim
is. or to-morrow I'Il put paid to you
and vour friend !

Colin saw Musty wink at Majoe, and
when the fair, squint-eved ruflian spoke
ins voice was smooth and calm.

“ ¥You know you're only jokin', Black,”
he said. *You don't mean it
vou promise me that if the boys were to
shiow us the clatim you'd set 'em free

Didn"t”

and reward 'em with a bag of geld
dust ¥

Selwyn sek his teeil.  Majoe only
joking. Why, the raseal knew that

the momenk Belwyn and Colin got inlo
touch with the AMounted Police they
would send Them ont on & deall traal.
Joking! When they had murdered
Amyas Gore, burnt up his shack, killed
poar I[saac Snugger in cold h]nﬂ-ﬂ arnch
every one of the roughnecks theyv had
brought back with them 1o Moose Call,
Majoe, of course, had made up his mind
ta kill him amd Colin whether they told
him how to get to the gold claim or nat,

Musty's interjection had the effect of
somewhat soofhing Majoee, for the black-
Lbearded ruflian smoked on, with a grunt
of content.

“ Al right. Have it Tour own way,
Muosty.” he said, *I didn't mean no
harm,"

Belwyn was plad when the wretehed
meal was ever and he could sit up again.
Although the ruffians tied up his hands
onoe more, they had the grace this time
to set him close to Colin, beyond the fite
and nearer the ehiff wall. Whe gang
woera going to sleep betwesn them and
the way to freedom. But it dide's
matter much, for one couldn't move far
with his hands and feet tied.

“You two guys talk things over,” saild
{he burly, bearded rascal, who had
picked El:lt\}n up like a feather amd
dumped him down elose to Colin,  ** Anud
take a pal's advice—look for the easy
wav out,”

The straving horses were next rounded
up and driven inte the rocky place close
te the clif wall and sheltered from the
wind,

For a while the men squatted round
thie glowing fire, smoking and lalking
and sharing oub the stolen gold dust
That done, they rolled themselves up in
fheir blankets and were soon sound
asleep,

Selwyn was so wide awake, however,
that the slightest sound made his pulses
legp. Colin was the same.

The bratal murder of poor Isado
Snugger and their own sorry phight for-
bade slesp. Thoey tossed and turned,
iu?gmg at their bonds without ﬁndm-r

“Sel,” whispered Colin, after a v.luh:-
“Yos, old scout ¥
“We're not going to show these brutes
where the pold claim is, are wa?”

“Not likely " answered Selwyn.

(What's huppentd fo Mountain Lion?
TWidl ke turn up in fame fo save Seélfw ;.m
oiud Coftn? Order wert week's Maoxpr
row, rhuwms, and thus make sure of con-
finvwrng Hhes groand adcenture story.)
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leasure beaches are invited to
under expert tuition
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RUMOUR CORRECTED
Mr. Paul Prout, Big-Gaume Hunter,
wishes to deny the rumour that he has
grizzlies on the brain. Someone must have
misunderstood the school barber's recent
statement—that he's a little “bear® on

top! i i
HEEBY-JEEBIES

Can anyone cure it? I get ik hadly

evety time I loock at Leder’s face.—~Write
“BENSITIVE,” Box Neo. 1,313 GREY-
FRIAERS ‘HERALD,

e .

THE REBBELS'
TRIUMPH !

By DICKY NUGENT.

Mr. L. Jolliwell Lickham, the master of the
Fourth Form at St. Sam’s, looked as if he was
going to & funéral. In fact, his eggspression
was Very grave.

“JFolly 1™ he ssid, addressing the Fourth
Form kaptin. * Two houra have passed since
Dr. Birchemall and Mr. Herlock Sholmes
left this tuckshop. I c¢an only coneclood that
they have fallen into the hands of that tirant
against whom we are all in rebellion 2

“ Hevven help them if they: have, air!™
cried Jack Jolly. " Dr. Crule is a merciless
monster—a feend in hewman shape! If he
has caught them, he'll take them to his torteher
chamber in the old eript and put themn through

1t mgeﬂ;.r!'.*

g&u 3 of perspiration trickled down Mr.
Lickham's forrid, and his face turned pail.

“ That's just what I'm afraid of,” he eaid.
“ Something muset be done about it. We must
Bnd out deffinitely what .has happened. If
i:uu* Jolly, would undertake that tasl, it waonld

el? treme®ously.”

*I'll do it with plezzure, =ir,” said Jack.

A few mingits later, having said good-bye
to his pals, Jolly slipped guietly out of the
back deor of the tuckshop whera the rebbels
were barring out and made his way towarda
tho ancient ruins of 5t. Sam’s.

As he drew near the entrance to Dr. Crule’s
underground torteher chamber, he herd cries
of aggerny that almost froze the blud in his
Yo lirns.

“Yarooocoo! Lemme alone, vou rotter!’

“Woooooop ! Leggo, you cadd] Owl™

Jack Jolly reckernieed the voiceas at once.
One was that of Dr. Birchemall, the rehhel
Head, and the other belonged to Herlock
Sholmesa, tho famous detective.

The iutmp}?id junior e¢xawled to the entranco
to the tortcher chamber and peeped in. An
amazing site met his eyes. Tied to a pillar
in the centre of the chamber were Dr. Birchemall
and Herlock Sholmes, And dancing in front
of them was a grinning figger in cap and gown,
bizzily emgaged in tortchering them for all he
wags worth.

Dr. Crule was doing his job thoreughly.-

His prisoners’ noses were gripped with apger-
nising foreed by & cupple of strong mouse.
traps, and their arms were twisted behind
them in & most inhewman way. Meanwhile,
the Tirant Head waa jumping from one to the
other, juwbbing ping in them with terrifik
energy !

* Here's one for you, Birchemall ! ™ he eried
gavvidgely. “Now one for you., Sholmes!
Now another for each of youti™

" Ow-wow-ow | "

= e .

Leaping to his feet, he flew down the stone
steps three ot & time and bust into the tortcher
chamber like a oyclone. -

Bang !

It was tho sound of his fist crashing into
the Tirant Head's faco, Dr. Crule span back-
wards like a cotherine.wheel and fell in a heap
in the far corner,

o dJollyt Hooray!" eried Dr. Birchemall.
"It’s a treat to see you, my boy ™

" Thonks for the condiment, sir!* grinned
Jack Jolly, as he cut the prisoners’ bonda.
“Ah! ould you 7" he added grimly, as
somathing glittered in the corner.

It was an ortomettick pistol which Dr.
Crule had whipped out of his pocket. But a
tumely kick from the leadsr of the Fourth sent
it Aying.

“ Wall kicked, Jolly | chortled Dr. Birch-
emall, ** Now let's nab Slim Jim 1"

But Slim Jim, alisa Dr. Crule, was too
quick. In a jiffy, he was on his [eet and
running u;:];rt-hn stepa.

T After him 1" sang out Herlock Sholmes,
and he and Jack Jolly raced off together—
Dr, Birchemall pawsing only to snatch up the
ortomattick before following, -

With the bogus headmaster leading, all

four sprinted, towards tho gates like championa

on the einder-tracl,

Just before the porter’s lodge was reeched,
a majestick figger oamo into view whose meer
appearance was enuff to stop the chase. It
was Sir Frederick Funguss, chairman of the

St. Sum's guvverners.

“ Crule | "Birchemall 1 What is the meoaning
of thia 7™ he demanded in his well.bred voice,

* Lot me eggaplain,” said Herlock Sholmes,
“T am Herlock Sholmes, the Shaker Street
slooth. I came here in responze to & message
from Doctor Birchemall—and glad I am of it,
for it has enabled me to capture this desprit
eriminal—8lim Jim ! **

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT

o i o b

¢ oops " ; ’ )
Slim Jim t* eggsclaimed Sir Freflifiok.
“ But thata Dr. Crule!® i
“ That i one of his many aliases,
name is Slin Jim, oevertheless!”

“ Then I have been decesved—diddled br s
base imposter | ¥ crind Sir Frederiek., T mst
say L haven't been sattisfied with you, CUrile,
If anything, you've run the skool worse than
Birchemall | Now this rovelation hoa bt ed

His ‘1eo!

it. You're shcked ! Got™
* Look out | * yelled Jack Jolly,
Bang! Boom! Bang!

The warning eams too Jate! Slim Jim, with
a feendish look, had suddenly snatchefl .he
ortomattick from Dr. Birchemall and. feed
puint-blank at Funguss ! -,

In the nick of time, however, som had
flung himself in front of Sir Frederiol ond
receeved the full force of the wvolley, T-at
* gomoone  was Dr. Birelemall ¢ H

The next instant, Herlock Shﬂlme}flnd

snapped the handeuffs on Slim Jim. floun.
i‘l:'.rh]l] Ie-, Dr. DBirchemall collapsed, mdenng
28 .

" Birchemall ! ™ gaspod Sir  Fredevik,
“ You'vo saved my his ! Are you hurt 7P

“Not much!” mermered Dr. BircHemall
weekly, “I'm only punctured
duzzen places, and I shall socn get over tHat ! "

Sir Frederick was farely stricken wifli re.
morse | Nothing would-sattisfy him, hut to
help the hero to the sanatorium—and, nepdd
to say, ho told Dr. Birchemall on the way that
he had decided to make him Head of St. Pam’s
onee  more | W,
‘The next five minnits saw many chawjos at
St. Sam's. The Tirant Head was takenmvay
i0 the perlice-atation at Muggleton, the grate
repellion ended m & t.-riumpﬁ for the rdbbuls,
and thére was grate rejoicing that Dr. Birchen.all
rained over the skool once again.

“ The only thing I ean't understand B how
a funk like the Head was brave enuff iw [we
that ortomattick,” said Jack Jolly to hisxpals,
Merry and Bright.

It wasn't long befora he solved that mistery.
When he went to see Dr. Birchemall in she
sanny and broached the subject, the Head
winked slyly.

“ T trust you'll keep it dark, Jolly,” he said.
* But the fokt is, I wasn't shot at all['™ »

“Eht! 3

“You ese, when I picked up Slim Jin's
ortomattick, I took the precawtion of emptyn
it and substituting some blank cartridgea ngf
my own for Slim Jim's real ones! !’ ;
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HARRY WHARTON On—

GOSLING’S AMAZING
CRICKET FEAT!

If I hedn't seen it|[as 1t should be played,

with my own eyes, I|Cosay?™
ghould never have be-{ We got a big surprise
lisved it ! But it hap.|when Gossy retorted :

“Wot I says is this
ere. You gimmo the
chanes and I'l soon
show youl™

Gosay offering to show
us how to play ericket,

pened right onough 1
It was Gosling’s oom-
ments on 1935 cricket
that led to his being
invited to wisld & bat in
onr Junior practice game

last Wednesday, The|you know! It was a
old porter had stopped | challenge that could not
to look on at Little Side, | be ignored. We jolly

soon called s halt in
the practice game after

and his remasrks were
distinctively unfavour.

able. . thet and allowed him to

“Wot I snys i3 this|carry out his threat.
‘ere,"” he growled. " If Gosling strolled en to
that's ericket, the gamo [the piteh and got
as I played when L was|to work—first as a
a lad, then 1I'm a|bowler and them as a
Dutchman | * batsroan.

We %St roady
for & good laugh.

But, strango to relate,
instead of gotting a good
laugh out of it, we got a
shock.

The cold facts are as
follows ;

Chaps within hearing
grinmed and exchanged
winks, and Bob Cherry
egged him on with the
leg-pulling question :

) HWI{ don't you go
i and show us the game

o

Answers to Correspondents

W. Storr (Remove)—" That hound Skinner
even tells fibs about me in his slesp.”

Nover mind, old aport. Remember the old
proverb : * Let sleeping doga [ie.”

* Borsy " (Hemove).—"" I declined an coffer to
appear in a ecircus na the Giant Schoolbey.™

ou did quite right not to “stunt™ your

growth.

Y Jouwxy.”—" 'Inky ' iz an ogget to our study."

There's nothing like having * colour ” in the
home 1

“Dysreeric” (Shell).—"Eating cucumber makes
me furn as red as & beetroot.

Eat heetroot, and you'll stay az cool as a
oucumbor |

Gosay's first ball clean
bowled Brown.

His  second brall
touched Nugent’s bat
and few right into the
wickeat-keepar’s hands.

His third ball com-
pletely wrecked Vernon-
Smith's wicket !

The hat-triclk acoom-
plished, he batted.

His first mighty awipe
seored a boundary.

His second sent ihe
ball soaring right over
the pavilion |

His third

But here the miracle
ended. Gossy missed by
& mile, skidded violently,
and hit the turf with the
back of his meck, giving
himself the complete k.o.

Awo-stricken eapecta-
torg helpad him back to
his lodge, and Gosling’s
cricket demonstration
WHE OVET.

Amazing, oh? But
the sequel is, if anything,
more amazing atill.

When the old porter
came round, you sep, he
didn’t remember a thing
about it and denied, with
guite & lot of heat, that
he had ever played
ericket on Little Side,

It'a not often we admat
ourselves Theaten, but
there are problems that
defy even us. We pgive
thia one up entirely !

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

hy 1
d 11

GEORGE BLUNDELL Tells—

HOW PROUT GAVE
COKER AIR!

I'll tell you just how it happened. Coker walked into
the Fifth Form-room wearing khaki shorts, an open.
necked shirt, golfing etockings, and brogues. There was
a vory determuned lock on his rugged face,

As soon 43 Prout ceme in to take the class, Coker
stovd up.

“Excuse mae, sir, but I want to say it's the wrong
day for wearing stuffy linon collara and dresay clobber,”

* Indeed, Coker!"

“ More hygienie to dress like this, sir,”

“1 see. You find it of benefit to your health 1™

*“Just that!" agreed Coker. " But of course, that'a
not &ll. To get the full benefit, a chap should stuy out of
& musty old class-room.”

“Ah! Isgee!™ There was s sort of ley enthusjasin
in Prout's tone., " You are suggesting that the elazs bo
transferred to the open air! ™

“ You've hit it, sir! " eaid Coker, agreeably surprised
to find Frout so responsive. “ And why not ¥ Sunshine
and fresh air are a jeolly sight better than glooni and
powson, aren't they 1™ )

“Your theorica seem indisputabls, Coker ! " said Prout,
with a kind of m:rncentmtm]i] politeness, “ Perhaps you
would like fo expound them to the headmaster ™

Coker looked awfully happy.

“ Certainly, sir]  Shall I go slong and see him now ! %

“By all meana! I will come with vou! "™

They. went. Coker was fairly beaming., Prout looked
sttangely intense,

Five minutes later they returned. Prout was beoming
now and it was Coker who was strangely intense, Nothing
more was said aboul lessons in the open dir, and ab
morning break Coker went and changed back into sivilised
clobber. '

We asked him about it. Coker’s only comment was :

“HBror-r-r! The Head's & chump! So's Pront!”

Apparently all Coker had got out of expounding his
theories to the Head was two hundred lines 1

But as we told Coker, he couldn't complain, Prout
gave him just what he asked for,.anyway—THE AIR !

BOB CHERRY Solves—

MYSTERY OF BOLSOVER’S
BOWLING

Ever since Whitsun there has been a
?‘yatar}r about Bolsover's howling., Before

hitsun he used to bowl simple lohs. But
froma Whit Bank Holiday on it has been
noticeabls that you have only to give Bolay
a oricket-ball to turn him ioto* a regular
demon., Compared with the new Bolsover,
: lﬂﬁ-thpmy_ﬁx_pﬂl}ﬁﬂtﬂ and baseball pitchers
d pale into insignificance |

At the practice-nets since Whitsun, you
seo strong men blanch and ericket kinga knock

im

Half a

at the knees when Bolsy wallks up.
dozen Balle from him, and the practice.nets
look like o battlefizld,

-" ..-i::i;.. _...-:_} i." e '[1

* Yaroopoopo | . :
When Billy Bunter challanged

“ Had enuff 1 ¥ Jack Jolly herd the Tirant

Dick Rake, o! the Remove, I8 &

ask innit. Setting oult to enjoy a quigt George Wingate, the captain’ol Bob Cherry is proud of his new In the summer the old Prior : 1 .

E_Eeadhmm.f;’m tl:xi pawsed E‘ur o mm&“' If Bolgover major to tweaty rounds, smoke and a ‘Fli?fis ame » in lhﬁilﬂh iz equally Wﬂgular as bike, whic hﬁpeﬂnﬁl non-glip in Prisrdale Wood makes i 2 e photographer, , 'rhat's the explanation ? A simple one, my
0‘-‘1 1 ere’s plenty wore come 3 Bolsover turned up siripped lor 5 one of the caves in Pege Bay, & scouimaster. He organdies brakes. At the speed Bob cycles atirsctive setting for a picnic. and something mors than a mers 2aTera! After exhaustive inguiries into
ut I would remind you, gentlemen, that your iwenty-round boxing contest. Skinner snd his cronies became soonting expeditions on good brakes are & necessify. The Harry Wharfon and Co. enter- snapshot artist. He asked Mr. Bolsy’s activities on Whit Monday, I've Been
torfcher gon end at any moment you choose! Bolsover stared when Bunter alarmed by a heavy swel, and frat time out on his new machine tained Marjorie Hazeldene and Quelch to pose for him, and sur- able to arrive at it without the slightest

lost their omrs] ZLuckily lor
ti;m% Tom Redwing and Vernon=- d P.-e. Tozer by trac

Smith were within sight, and & suspicious character: throdah
Reddy and Smithy put oul in a Frisrdale W Tozer had ooke.

ood,
sailing dioghy and rescued the pletely *f lost track ™ ol F
& ﬂithngiug nnisﬂt pletely o e of hiw

appeared with fwenty rounds of

toagt, which he offerad fa ent

nicker than Bolsover could !

ke contest was offl—but Bolsover

logked as though he could have
it paten "' Bunter !

prised his Form-master by pre-

senting him with an &t iva

study with splendid tones. Mr.

GQuelch has had it framed, and it

now hangs over his atudy mantel=
pleca,

troubla.

All that it amounts to is that Bolsy spent
five solid hours on Whit Monday at a coconufs
shy.

E‘!Lrl.ﬂ. he gimply can’t get back to normall

_ holidays, and is & ,,'iﬁ., :
If 3‘::-11 will only prommise to keep my secrat iracker himself. The “day
and not broethe & word to anyone that I am bs aide
Slim Jim, the ' wanted ’ cracksman ! "

“ Foew ! " wissled Jack Jolly, as he herd these
words, ' So that'sib |

be only I:u“ drew uﬁu in time to the girls of CLf House—iill
ayoid ** breaking '’ Gerald Loder, Bunter pul in an appearance.
the prelect, into little bits | His Bob Cherry seized & chance to

progress wad ** break-neck ¥ ! lead him off by the ear—which
Bunter dilhﬁ find at ail ** entor-

ning " |



