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sy “ THE SCHOOLBOY MINSTRELS | ™ Ak ok eany.

Ask your parents to read this
story. They will enjoy it!l

A Splendid New, Longi Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. and Dick Penfold at
~ . Greyfriars.

| By FRANK RICHARDS.

not en uncommon thing at Greyfriars for a junior
W to go cerefully through his pockets on a hall
i holiday, in the hope of finding thorein some coin
that had been overloolod in’ previons explorations.
But that could hardly be the case with the school-
%\ boy enrl, who had as much money as he wanted.
Vet Lord Mauleverer wes turning out his pocketa
i1 in tho most ssdulous way, and as each was drawn
blank the worried lock upon his face deopened in
intensity, | G
“By Jove!" he murmured at lost, * This iz
simply rotten! What will the fellows say 1"
A -

was o stroke from the clock-tower of Grey-
. It wos Iollowed by another, and then by
another.

“Qh, my only hat!" cjsculated Lord Maul-
everer, **This is rotten! Three o'clock! They'll
all be here in & minute! My hat!”

There was & sound of footsteps in the Remove
passage. A heavy concussion sounded at the deor
‘- of Lord Mauleverer's study. Thé lock was not
planned to resist a summons of that sort; it erked open, and

THE FIRST CHAPTER. The door fow wide. The cheerful face of Bob Cherry of
; 1y of tho
All Ready but One. Rgm::: ln'zked‘inlo the study, :
O%D lirIlAULEVEBER. the dandy of the Remove at “ Three o'clock !"" he announced.
reyfviars, wore a worried look. “ v i Maul 3
o rule, Mauleverer had a_wonderful equanimity "?»ro'g:‘:n! 're‘:‘nduyl"l"md S
which nothing' could disturb. But just now he was «Yaas, But—"

‘looking very much disturbéd. He stood in his study, in the R . o ’
R e e ras poing through hia poekets, And you're-teady, T suppose?” continued Bob Cherry.
pocket after pocket, with the most scrupulous care. It was * Yaas, But—"

Ne. 208. i Gopyright In the United Statés of Am:rica. February ard, 1912,
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Tramp—iramp—tramp
It was a sound of m

roomeps on the worn linolew
of the Remove passage.

‘Wharton and Frank Nugﬁn‘

tame in, aod after them mma ohnny, Bull, and Tom Brown, -

&nd Bulstrode, the captain of the Remove. All the juniors
were drescad inr going out, and all hed a lock of

pany. But the excursion was limitéd to the Remove—who
ce:mnly made up a |umcoemly numermu arty.

ut now that @ rned ont—many of them
1;; spemnlly clean Enl.llrl Im- lhe m:cwnn—ihere seemed to

Lord!d‘

upon their face
“Here we am " said Nug
Qluw ready " said Bul d
cht up to the ml:kl” mﬂ Johony Bull. “I've put
a clun collar on, Meul
" Thank you wery mu:'hl" ltummered Lord Mlulaurer
" You see—"
. *Faith, and T've: put on a new necktie, darlmg"' said
Micky Desmond, comi into the study mch Leigh and
Vane of the lhm;m esn't it Jook nic
“Indeed it- dna 1" gaid Lord Mauleverer.
*“Sure, and ye're r“dy'f
“ Yaar  ‘But—"
* Ripping afternoon:for a little ouung," said

* But——",

wepther micels, Mauleverer. i
pther E

“Couldnl hnva been lml.ler” said Ognlvv‘ from the door- .

more in the study,
wu the ‘largest in the
enjoy it

—there was hardly
i e Bt SV S e i

Lower Fourth passage. ‘' We sha

“Yes, rothet!” said Morgan, behind Dmlvt “And 1
must ‘say it was really ripping, you, for Mauleverer to
manage this little run for o crowd of ud'™

* Ripping ! said Harry Wharton. “And  just like
Mnnlnerer
Hau, hear I"

nly he mustn’t keep ug wmtmg," ulrl Bob CI
“We're all. ready, Mauly—all - and by ynu hke

Trojans, and ]mlp you cash the ﬂun

a, ha,
“TIt |hal| never be said that the Greyirnrs Remove refused
to stand by a chap who had four fivers to cesh ! seid Nugent

auleverer emiled
All .lm ets wm Lunmd u:mde out, with the lining
shuw'u:'g. ~ He was looking £ through his desk now.

u put the fivers in a safe place?” Harry
th.mn remarl

Jsd ctammered Lord Mauleveérer.
ng like_being careful with money,” said Johnny
ramem'ber you-lost a fifty-quid note once.”

“Ya-us!
There was a shout along the passage, which was growing
crow
o \\ ere all rend‘ Where's Mauleverer?”
« He's here ! calied back 'Bob “Cherry,
“Tell him to buck up, then "
“ Patience, my sons—'"" N
' Rats! Buck up!™ . .
** Three ocloc'k Jwas the time,” said Trevor, **and it's five
minutes pas O .
“]G;{lve \!mlv tum: to polish his topper,” said Hazeldene.
« Ha, b
Lord Maulfverer, his expression growing more and more
disturbed, searched through his desk, and then turned oub
lhe drawer of tha table.
:iumcu: who had found room in the study watched him
curiout
[L was & great meumn for the Greyfriers Remove,
Mauoleverer was illionaire, or would be vrhen he
the mennwhﬁe he had an ample allow-
een a youth of

caraet age, an
nnee—mn ample, if Mauleverer hld nok
nusual good eense and g eeli

’['hlt ‘morning be had receiv
his guardisn, and he had asked the whole of the Remove
upon n_little excursion for the afternoon, w! ich, the day
being Wednesday, was a half. hnlmhy at Greyfriars.

The Remove had accepted the on as one man.

The programme included the hlrmg of as many motor-cars
as were necessary fo carry the numerous }nlrly round the
country, and unlimited tuck en route for all who wanted it,

Lord Mauleverer to foot all the bills.

It was & programme which did not often eome into the
way of Lhe emove, and naturally they looked forward to
it very mu

\Innd]p:s tu say, at three o'clock, the time for starting,
they were all ready—even footer engagements had n
cancelled for the afternoon.

Fellows in L'he other Forms had regarded the scheme with
envious eyes. B’ Dabney & Co. of the Upper Fourth,
rnd Coker of tha ifth, had delicately conveyed that they
would not object to hnnuurmg the party with their uom
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Hazcldene, "
coming into ‘the study. “]_mmt say )'cu 've aruuged the -

[nu: five-pound notes from

' In Next Thursday's Number of
“The Gem " Library, 1d.

mét ren
He turned out. um drawer of t.h- table, and mdenuy did
not find what he scught.
Then he turned a pink face upon the R!mnﬂlel
“T'm frightfully wrﬁ‘ you e]inws— .
't mind

wamng n f
e, e o B ad e juniars ogoru
‘.'F..u. ,g the laste little bit, Mau!y dnlmsf’
nt:

o But if you're ready now we'll giart,” eaid Euh;:ade. 5

L{;l Mauleverer made a last frantic search through his
pocl

ks Ynu»xnu. see, I pui the fivers m my‘pocieb-bodﬂ," he

es?"
i ;]“h:i other money, was all there, loo——ibout EEMen pounds.
“My hat! Fancy being sich a Cresni'f" said Bob Cherry.
"E:;g ol yuu ve got a lot of faithful friends to help you

i Hl, e, hat”
“ But_come on,” said Bulstrode. ' We've got to welk to
Caurtﬁild to crde: the cars at the garage, you know—=""

“ Give him time,” said Harry Wharton. I Mauly mu

* to change hl necktie or. put & new. topper on we can

ullw-.n
“ Foith, and yo're right!”
*It—it isn't that,” stammered Lord Mauleverer.
zee, 1 had .n my money in my nckc.rbool—
L X n vo told us Hnt before—"

A, Wa!.!.’" -
”

b Get it out, M

“I've lost thé pm-kzt bnnl!"

THE.SEGOND CHAPTER.
" = His Lordship Pays the Piper.

“ft"was. a_general exclamation of dismay from the
expectant Removites. auleverer onlmd very
distressed. The Remove looked very blank.

" You've lost thl&!ﬁckehbock"’ ejaculated Bob Gherry

“Yes I'm
* You've lost ebbook"' roared the Remavites in

:hmu, vnk.h a rumg m of indignation.
L And r,]se maney, too?” demanded Bulstr

“You

“Yaas. You see, the money was in the podte\ -book.™
My hat!”

“You ass!”

“¥ou frabjous chump !’

“Of all the ully fathe
“I'm awfully sorry 1" sa:d Lord Mauleverer. * Blesed if
I know what’s become of the pocket-book! Yo see—"
o Yuu ve lost it, you ass?
“'[‘he'n the excursion’s off ' demanded Bolsover, the bully
of the Remove, putting & very red and angry fece in at ths

1—I sannse #0.”

“¥on chump !

*'Oh, draw |t mild!" said Harry Wharton.  * Mauleverer
is an ass not to care of his mcne:, but 1 suppose he
it Tose the pocket-book % purpos

Balsover sneer 4

How do we know that?” he said. * How do we know

he isn't japing uwst I dure sy he's planned all this to make
us, lnok a ub of asses.
, rais
av Qu:bn hkely" said Bnoop. T :huuldnt Iclw & pocket-
boukanh ehwtg; five pounds in it, I know thi
o

guess nou" said Fisher T. Fish, the American junior,
mha {mded .‘wmelf upon his keenness. “T recken Mauleverer
i nu lmg our leg."
don't ﬂunk s0,” said Dick Penfold.
-nouldn L l.lo that.”
it matter what you think, you rotten
enhbler?" u:d Bulmver mdely “Don' shove out your
opmxun among your
“Yes, shut up, Per.told"’ said Snoop.,

* Meuleverer

- wmﬁ' OF GOLID "
By SIDNEY DREW.
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Lunl Mauleverer searched tiarough his desk, and then turned out the drawer of the table, for his missing bank-
notes,

The juniors watched him curiously,

“J'm frightfully sorry—"" he began.

(See Chapter 1.) |

Dick Penfold, the scholarship boy, was silent, with crimson

ches s <

“Oh, don’t be a cad, you know, Belsover!” exclaimed
Lord Mauleverer. ‘' Let Penfold alone.”

Bolsover scowled angrily.

*Look here, is this excursion coming off or isn't it?" he
demanded. ‘' Are you going to make us all look fools before
tha whole school 7" F

“We-shall be chipPed to death by Temple and those
:ottemdin the Fourth,” said Hazeldene.

““And C

oker, too—""
““Oh, it's rotten!"
“ Boastly "

“ Mauloverer had no right ‘to do it—""
“Why can't you look after your money, you assi"
Indignation was growing in the Remove. Bolsover was
not the only one who was angry. ~Lord Muuleverer's care-
Jesspess with his money was proverbial in the Remove, but
veally he might have been a little more careful than usual
on an occesion like this, when he had invited the whole
Form to an outing. So much had been szid shout the ex-
cursion that_hs Removites cerbainly would lopk rather
foolish if it did not come off.
ord Muuleverer was evidently much distressed. That ha
had deliberately japed the Remove in this way hardly any-
‘e MaoNeT Liprany.—No. 2

NEXT
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ono believed. Buf his carolessness had had results just as
as if he had acted deliberately.

Bob Cherry gave e snort of annoyance. il

*Well, if it's all off, wo may as well get out,” ho said.
*It's not too late to dig up some footer for the afternoon.

“ Good egg I" said Harry Wharton. “‘Come on, Franky

And Wharton and Nugent and Bob Cherry and Jol
Bull—the Famous Four of the Remove—left the study, and
pushed their way through the crowd in the passage. But
the other fellows did not go. Penfold followed the chums
of the Remove, but the others remained, crowding inte Lord
Mauleverer’s study with angry lo -

1 really cai't help it, you chaps!" said the unfortunate
Muuleverer. “I'm reelly fearfully sorry. I can’t imagine
where I lost the pocket-book. ’s not in the study any-
where—I've locked. I must have dropped it out of doors.”

““Oh, rot!” said Bolsover, ** You ought to koow where

But—"
“¥ou've no right to lose it, after inviting the whole Form
to an excursion ! exclaimed Trevor angrily.
“I'm sorry! Another time—"'
*Rats " 4
T believe it's all & rotten jape,” said Snoop. “I think

‘By FRANK RICHARDS,
Please order your copy early,
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the bounder ought to be japed for focling us like this before
all the schoal.”

** Hear, hear I

"Yen. rahher (o

1 Oh E nyl" ejaculated Lord Mauleverer, retreating, as
the Remunm ndvanced u) nn him with threatening lool

w! It’s not my feult, and I oun'ld.n‘

Thn puckeb—buuk is bound to turn up, and thy

Llny. ynu fellows,” exclaimed Bl.“j Bunter, “ perhaps.
i en, you know I”
b, :utl” said Bolsover,

"We ve got some douhtlul characters in the school,” the
fat junior went on. 'And that cobbler, chap Penfold has
the run of Mluleveru: s ﬁudy—

“Shut up, you cad!” said Lm'd Mauleverer angrily,

“Oh Nllly, M-n!oumer—

* Bump
*, Uollar the silly ess and b-lmp )um g
It was an angry roar from the Ri

d Mauleverer- backed away bu the wall of his study,’

Lor
and then he e]:)uuld back away no further. The Removites

pressed upo im vmh anm faces. The schoolboy earl’s
eyes begi d he put ap his fists.
*1 lhnli hn nut I" hﬂ exclaims “I—'

Bolsover laughed.
*Collar him " he med.
And be rushed on.

Biff
Lord It[mllerererl fists ca ht the bully of the Remave

t of the jew, and Bolsover reeled buck and felt
h on the carpet. The other fellows, surging
nn,'trameledpnver him, and two _or three fell vpon him.
 Yow!” roared Bolsayer. .

“Gereoff! Qw1
*Hold on ! “Let
He's an ase, bt

But Bulsirode was not listened to,

Lord Mauleverer was in the }umk of the angry and dis’
appointed juniors. They swept him off his feet, and bumperl
o over " and bumped

The schoolboy-ear
his jacket ripped up, am
Ranging over his back. He B o e Boaathy 208 Dhaked
dazedly at the juniors.

“Oh1 Ow! Yoo

alone !

o
«“Give hc))nl:lmoth:‘nl” roazed Bolsover,

“Owi )
Poop e
a, ha "
Then tl:e exasperated Removites streamed out of the study,
leaving Lord Mauleverer sitting en the carpet, gasping, a
perfect wreck.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Wants His Whack!
- EAY Penfold—"" "
ick Penfold started.
Pmlo]d the scholarship boy, the son of the village
euhh‘gr in Friardale, was sitting alone in his study.
h reyfriars Hemnva who

re to associate with Penfold; though a more Llnd
and L\‘Jhmp lnd it would have been difficult to find in
ike school.
was considered a fatal thmg ageinst Penfold that his
er wes the village cobbler—a fellow who actually mended
the boots of the Greyfriars fnlhmm whu;n th
repair, as Snoop pointed out indign:
rd Mauleverer said that the en]ﬁ qgn!tlﬂn was, whether
Penfold senior mended the boots wel ut a l:ublemln with
twe million pounds waiting for him wh o e of age
could be allowed chkm views, which the res! of l.h- Remove
consider be quees
All the best set in the Form, certainly, were very kind a to
Penfold. Harry Wharton & Co., whom all regarded as the
leaders of the Remove, treated him on a perfectly friendly
and cordial footing. Lord Mauleverer had quite taken him
up, and the cobbler's son and the schoolboy earl were often
seen in company. Snoop and his friends would say that
Penfold was toadying to the schoolbo; mlllmrnure Eut as
A matter of fact, there was no sign ol Dick Penlfold
never thought of toadying to anybady. ]{e would sooner
have passed his life at Groyfriars without speaking to a
single soul.
he scholarship junior was alono in his study when Billy
Bunter looked in. e was sitting in y the fire
gratc, in which there was no fire. The juniors pmd them-
selves for the coal they consumed in their study fires, and
Tee MaGNET LIBRARY.~—No. 208.
“THE SgHOOL'BOY NIHILISTI"
By MARTILY CLIFFORD.

y were out of

| In l!att'rhur-l.m )h:mherof
" The Gem ” Library, 1

& e ey, uld.mn that Penfold had o fire in his study. He
ha ugh it in & harder life than that he was
leadm at iha hlg nuhlm school.

Fold i gono directly back to bis study alter the faseo
Lord Mauleverer's little p tg nown what was -
!umg on in Mauleverer's -tudy o wm:ld certainly have gone
there immediately to help the dandy of the Remove. But
be was thinking about troubles of his own when Bunter's
fat l:'[ma and big spectacles were thrust in at his study door.

5a,

o} Is that you, Bunter?”
Bunm u.unu euuhously into the studay h]mkma
spectacles, -and closed tl loor be
Pan.l‘ !"vu come here f‘; y:eur haden tainly
o It in surprise.  Bunter cgrtain

shown no great signs a( irm-»z}np towards him hl;ﬂlrrto;
and he was not spe in need of Bunter's iriendship just
now. But Dick was nlvray. civil, lnd he ‘nodded.
“Thank you!” he said.

"Oh, not at all” said Bunter, “'T've l:oma as a friend—
it will pay.us both. I only want my whack.”
"Yaur wlnt'!'

Firi 4 inn 't understand.’

Billy Bunter h]mkod. at Penfold through his big glasses
in an’extremely knowing way. .

““ Of course, that doesn’t down with me,” he remarked.
“You donf. ezpcct me mlf: to swallow that, do you?”.
g e you mean?”’ emnl Penfold, in surprise.

hnva an; me, Bunter,
and et it over.: e e o bl
No. Woighing on your mind @ bit, T mppose, is’'t: 367"
ow there's an: anything weighing on my
d, in astonishment.

Bunter uckle. 3
“Tm rather n keen chap,” he explained. “No good
anybody e my to hke me m. A chap would have I.n g:t

5 morning to pull ! the wouol over my eyes
l'enlol Now, everybody at Greyfriars knows you'xe hard

“Th:t s no secret!” seid Penfold bitter “The son of

”‘f; village |hoemu].=r is not likely to be rol mg in money.”
unt

=3
H Exactl lqrned. “That's the reason you did it."”
“Eh1 |d what P*
** Tor
"ka At 7"
dune come that game with me!” urged Bunter.

"Dcnt 1 tell you that I can see I.lm:ugh all that®”

f you have mot goné mad, will you explain what you
me{n—d’ mean anything,” ssid Dwk Penfold as pnmml_y
2 he could,

“Oh, very well, 1i L?“ want it out in phln English "’ said
Bunter _irritably. Mauleverer has lost pocket
book. There were four fivers in it, and fifteen pounds in
gnld. es well as chung-o—eo T understand.”

o1 daro say. But

““Of course,
ass like Mauleveru wouldn't really lose such a thing.

Pnﬂcld “Started
“T hope not,” he said, "1 should ba very sorry to beliere

knew perfectly well that even a caralluls
t's

prc 4 | ﬁl “You do it well!
Of course, if the pocket-book with all that money has been
annexed, the p who annexed it is s chap who' s hard up,
and one who's ]md the run of Mauleverer’s study.”

Dick jumped.
“NUhA e he exclaimed.
“That's where my keenness comes m"’ said Bunter, with

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!
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some pride. 1 jumped to the facts at once. The pocket-
book. has been stolen, and it's beon stolen by a chap who
had a chanze at it, and who was in need of the tin—a chap,’
too, who comes from the lower classes, and can’t be supj
to_have very special ideas tbout honesty and things.”

Penfold's eyes flamed.

“Do you know what you arc saying?" he asked, keeping
his temper with difficulty

“ Certainly "

uly ! said B “Don't be afraid. T don’t
‘mean to give you away
“Give me away!” said Penfold duzedly.
i You're quite safe.” -
quite safe—so long os T have my whack. You can
keop the banknotes,” Bunter explained. *“ Hand the

fifteen quid. That will be giving you more than hall
“What ™!

“I only want my whack. As for Mauleverer, ho has
plenty of money, nad he wor't miss it 1 was reading in a

oolc about_Hocialism fhe other day that there ought to be
a new distribution of wealth—and we shall onl cginnin
it a littls early. What do you say? The quids for me, an
the banknotes for you. That's fair!"

“What do I say?” lq-:\apecl Peniold.

“Yes. You see—'

“You dirty little thief!” roared Penfold. “Get out of
or I'll kick you out! That's what I say!”
y Bunter backed away in alarm. K
“I—I aay, you kuow—""he stammered.
Penfold threw the door open, and then advanced upon’

Runter,
* The fat junior backed round the table, blinking at the
scholarship boy very uneasily.

“Don't get excited!” ‘he gasped. “T—I only want
whaek, you know. I—I'm willing to take ten quid,
ou the rest, and—  Oh I
Pentold sprang 2t him.

Billy Bunter made & wild rush into the passage. Penfold
slammed the door violently after him, and Bunter narrowly
escaped it. The cobbler’s son threw himself into his chair,
broathing hard. His anger did not last long; the ubter
stupidity of Bunter’s accusation, and his demand for a share
of the plunder, seemed more a subject for mirth than for

anger.
nﬁThn fat fool!” muttered Penfold. 'The utter worm!
To think that I have taken Mauleverer's moncy, and then
to be willing to share it—"

The door opened a_few inches, and Bunter's spectacles
glimmered in. Penfold swung round tewards the door.

“I—1 say, Penfold!" gusped Bunter, “I-Tll take five
quid and call it square!”

Ponfold jumped up furiously. The door slummed, and
hurried footsteps were heard dying away down the passage.
The Owl of the Remova was gone at last.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Riot!

L QUND it?”, 3
That was the question that greeted Lord Maul-
everer from a dozen fellowe whon he came into the
junior common-room at Greyiriars that evening.

His lordhin was looking hia waual cool sad unconcerned
salf now. Nothing disturbed his tranquil nature for long.
The bumping be had had in his study from the disappointed
Removites did not remain_in his memory, and he bore no
malice. He was quite willing to admit that the fellows had
a right to bs exasperated at being deprived of their excursion
2t the last moment, and they had boon very much chipped,
as they expected, by the other Forms. rd Mauleverer
had forgiven them—m any case, he was too lazy to nurse a
grudge against anybody. 2

“Found what, my dear fellows?” he asked.

*The pocket-bool, s -

“Oh, the pocket-book!” yawned Mauleverer. *Nol"”

“ %m. you looked for it asked Harry Wharton.

“NoL Y 4

“You haven’t looked for a pocket-book containing thirty-
five quid 1" roared Bolsover. o

T suppose it will turn up, my dear fellow,” said Lord
Mauleverer calmly. *I'm not going to exert mysell for

nothing.
" Well, my hat " )
crSuppose somebody fnds it and sticks o it?” said Bob
orry.
Lard Mauleverer shook his hoad.
“Lmpossible! ‘T den't beliave any fellow hore would be

maan enough to steal another fellow's cash."

“You don't know Bunter,” grinned Vernon-Smith.

“Oh, really, Sniithy—"" .

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“T suppose you've gok the numbers of the notes?” said
Frank Nugent. . <

“Oh, certainly! They were all writien down on a leaf
of the pocket-book ! {
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“The same pocket-book 1™
“Vage"

Ther what's the use, you ass, if the pocket

book's lost ?
Lord Mauleverer rubbed his chin thoughtfully. )
““Well, not_much use, now I come to think of it,” hi

admitted. * But T could got the numbors from the bank,
wqpuau ut I'm not going to trouble. The thing is bound
urn up.”

3
“Rot I' -said Bunter. “It's been stolen "

“ How do you know !"" demanded Bob Cherry.
“Well, I do know.
“Did you steal it1”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"
el if you dida't, you'd better hold your tonguo!”
said Bob Cherr; shn.r?‘iy. “It won't do the Form any good
to have any silly talk about the pocket-book having been
stolen. We don't want the Upper Fourth to start chipping
us nbout having a thiof in the Remove. We had that once,
and once was enough !
T Yes, rather I"" said Harr; Wharton. .
“T think the thiof ought to bo found,” said Bunter
obstinately. " .
““Shut up!" roared Bob Cherry.
* Oh, really, you know——" 3 :
“Tf you say another word on the subject, I'll give you a
thiok car !
* And T'll give Iyﬂu another to match!" sal
“ Faith, and LIl give ye another " sui
e B, hal” He'l hnve throa then !
. Bul

Nugent.
Micky Desmond.
* grinned Johnay

say, you fallows—

Dy wo, Bunter b°
" Tim Jeily well not going to dry up! I think—"

Bump
Billy Bunter sat down_on the floor with great suddenness,
Bob Cherry's heavy hand had {allen upon him. The Owl of

the Removo sat and gasped. Bob Cherry glowered at him.

* Another word on that subject, and yow'll get it in the

eck ! he said waraingly. )

“Aud Bob Cherry went up to his study to do his preparation.

Billy Bunter roso painfully. Thers was no sympathy in
the looks the Removites cast upon him. If the story should
et nbout thet there was a thief in tho Remove, thoy knew
that they would never hear the end of it from Templs,
Dabney & Co. e

Alonzo Todd, the good-natured junior who was called the
Duffer of Greyfriars, shook his bony forefinger at Billy
Bunter in & remonstrativo way. :

My dear Bunter,” he said, ““you should keep your mind
from vil thoughts and your fongue from ovil speaking, It
is very wrong of you to have such a suspicious mind. My
Uncle Benjamin would be shocked at you—nay, disgusted I'"

“Oh, go and eat coks!” growled Bunter.

My doar Bunter—" 2

But Billy Bunter rolled away in a bad temper. Bunter
had a decidedly lu!gil:iﬂ\ll mind, and he-was %wnn to puspect-
m% fellows of all the meannesses ho was guilty of himseli—
and their name was legion.

And Bunter was the chatterbox, as well as the Paul Pry,
of the Lower School. o was cofivinced that Lord
Maulaverer's pocket-book had been stolen, .and he had not
ithe slightest intention of holding his tongue on the subject.

arry Wharton wrinkled his brows as he sat down to the
chess:table with Nugent. )

“The fat ohump will blab this all over the school!” hs
said. " It's mo d trying to keep it dark. What a holy
ass you are, Mauloverer, ta losa your silly pooicet-baok

e sehoolboy oarl Iooked peniten

“T'm roally frightfully sorry,” he'said. Lord Mauleverer
bad & turn for emphatic adverbs. “It's fearfully rotten, I
know. T'll bo mora asraful next’time— will, really. Tivt

it's my pocket-book, and if I don't mind losing it, I don’t
anybody else should bother his head about 1t.
tter buck up and find it,”” growled Nugent.

“ '] have a look round tho Close to-merrow,” said Lard
Mauleverer. “I¢'s too dark now !”

“Oh, rats!”

“My dear fellow—"

“ Brgr-rrr 1"

Wharton and Nugent, deop in chess, soon forgot all about
Lord Mauleverer and his mussing pocket-book. It was not
till some little time afterwards that a gtnwing buzz in the
common-room made them look up, wondering what was the

matber.
_  Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Fourth, had coma in.
Temple, Dabney, and Fry end Scott had their trousers.
pockets fastonod up with “hugo safety-pins, whole rows. of
them glistening under their short Eton jnckets. The chims
of the Remova staced at them in astonishment. They knsew
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that it must be a jupe, but what the object of it wes they did
not renlise for a moment. s
‘* What the dickens aro the silly asses up ta now "’ grunted

mother av Moses! Can't ye see, intircly?”
Micky Desmond mmn;er]%
if I'can!" said Harry
"Suru, and they're pretending that th:re are pickpockets
ut !

e e

The four Fourth-Formers paraded solemnly through the
room, and every eye was turned upon them. Shell fellows
and Fourth-Formers grinned. The Removites did mot grin.
They looked furious.

Harry Wharton jumped up, bumping against the chess-
ug;a in his exmtemnnt lhd upeetting the pieces.

t gave B

the plas
Dabney & Co. halte

“ Wkat are ;ou Ilp to1" exclaimed Wharton. * What do
vou mean by ihis

othing 1" said Templo blandly, “Wo've heard that
property his a way of getting lost when there are Removites
sbout, ihat's all; and we've taken precautions !”
b, rather I said Dabne %

B2, ha, ha " Yellod the Fonrth.

Wharton turned erimson with anger. He could take  joko
zs well as ian;hud;;. but he Telt thas this was gning pash th
imits of a

bire, Sou' griocisg amee— Be exclaimed

ﬁj‘nu mind ‘keeping your hands off 7" -he asked.
“T'se got five bob in my pockets, and I don't want to lose
‘' Ha; ha, ba I”

Harry Wharton did not keep his hands off. He rushed
right at the humorous captein of the Fourth Form, and
swote him. Temple returned smite for smite, and in o few
seconds the two juniors were grasping one amother, and
nm;genng to and fro in wild conflict.

the bounders ! roared John Bull.

There vms a tush of the Reinove. In a moment more a

m!d and thrIm% combat was raging.
Rescue, Fourth !I” yelled Fry.

']'he Fourth did not need calling to the fray.” They were
always more o less on fighting terms with the Remove, and
it needed ooly a rpark to start_a conflagration. Removites
and Fourth-Formers closed in on one another from all sides,

d the common-room was filled with shouting, trampling,

Bammring combatants. Wid yolls rase above the din of

trampling feet
 up, Romove! Chuck them out”
“Go it,

“ Give ‘em aoclu‘"

In the midst of the wild excitement Wingate, of the Sixth,
the captain of Greylrm-s upganred in the deorway, with a
furious cxpression u| mce and a cane in his hmd
He did notstop to talk tﬂ uie rioters. “He waded in with the
cane, Jlslnn rlght lmd left, and the yells became louder and

maze sh
“Bank ellsd Nu ent.

I Was mi for the door. Fourth-Formers and
Rsmovntes went jamming into the doorway, and streeming
wildly down the pnuf ‘Wingate stood elone in the
nu.\meE mgm, panting for breath, and with a cracked cane
in his han

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gets His Whack,

ILLY BUNTER trod gently along the Remove pass:
with o fixed and determined expression upon h;alﬂ:
face. Bunter meant business. He paused outside Bob
Cherry’s study, and hesitated, vnth his hand upon_the

handle. Ineide, he could hear voices—the voices of Hob
Cherry and Mark Linley, his stedy-mate.

Bunter listened, with o gloam in his eyes; but all he heard
was Linley ﬁxpla:nmi some passage in Virgil to his chum.

Mark Linley, the Lancashire factory Ind, who had come
to Greyfriars on o scholarship, was far oheed of all the
Remove in classics, and he placed o great deal of hid time
ot me disposal of Bob ChErry, whe never could get on in
La Bab Cherry was the finest half-back the Remove
-usausnd, and he could play both forward and back, if
necessary, with great success, and ho had kept goal with
grest credit. At swimmipg and at sprintfig ho had few
txu.,ls, :md at oycling and buxmg there was no one in the
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Remave to equal him. But in the class-room and the study
Bob was frequently found wanting, and Latin canjugations
possessed myetenen which he felt that he would never
satisfactorily fat

Ee opoisd tho door without rocking, and rolled into the
study. "Bob Che orry 7 looked very cosy and comfortable.
There was a red nnveb ou the floor and & bright coal firo
the grate. Bob and Merk looked round as Bunter came in,
snd the {at junior halted just inside the door, and blinked af

"Hlllo, halle, hello I" exclaimed Bob Cherry, staring at
the Owl o£ the Remove. * Have you come ]aern for-another

bupping ;
O e Son want, mé to sdvance_something off a

postal- urdcr you're expecting this evening?” suggemd

sarcastica "
“Tve n smnaﬂung ]o]iy im; ?orlnnt to say to you,” eaid

Bllly Blmter sulkily, “If Linley will get out for o few

bos—"
hl\hrk Linley rose. Bob Cherry pushed him down into his
chuir agail

“* Stay wlu-re you ure #* he said. o
ou, Mnrk nd t only some more of Bunter's rot !’

" R iztm let Lmh:y go!" said Bunter significantly.
ats
F "Thun come inta my study,” said Bunter. “T don't want
1o say it before Linley! You ean't depend on him to keep
& secrot— know what these lower closses are—""

hat roared Boh Chcrrr, jumping up.

Bunter backed a1 ”

“1—1 moan, ou—yuu had better coma into my study I ho
stamme: ou—you see, it's mwiully important,
.m.iolhm ':I an goélximél;:. nley i

' Ob; rot!" sai 0| erry_cross “I1 know you are
only tlking out of your hat ! 1” Look here, T'll tome, but it
F; ‘gassing, I shall give you s thiok oar I

* Well, come cn!' said Bunter.

Bob Cherry followed him from the study. In spita nl hw
knowledgo of Bunbau character, he began to think th:
perbaps the Owl of the Rem uva hnd wmet.hmg u-nponnnt
to say. It was always possible, of course, that -Lor
Mauleverer's pooket-boo hm] ralliy been stolen, and that
Bunter knew somethi:

Bunter led the wa; mm hn unm!y s£ud§| and l»&hted tho
gas. Bob Cherry follawed him in, with a restiess a
:.rn atient look. e could not endure the cad ui the Remove,

he made no secret of his antipathy.

i Shut the door!” said Bunter mysteriously.

Bob Cherry slammed the dwr shut.

1 Now, what is it 1" he demunded.
1L et my wh

“ I've got no secrets from

"I 'wunl. my whack, and I'm Eimng to Im-e it,"”” said
Bunter, keeping the table between
blinking across at the long-limbed juni
way. “'That's why I wouldn't speuk unt befcra Linlcy.
would want a third share.”

“ Dotty 1" asked Bob pleasantly.

** Of course, we know perfectl well thet Lord Mouleverer's
pocket-book was stolen,” said Bunter. *‘Between ouselves,
we may us well be frank. I suspected Penfold at Brst—""

i Penlold ty exclaimed Bob Cherry.

e P i e
o Acculmd P:ninld 1" said Bob Cherry, almost dazed,
Bunter nodded.

“Yes. You s he has the run of Mauleverer’s study,
and he's horribly up—a beggarly scholarship bo, you
know, like your [rmnd Linley.’

Bob Cherry clenched his
hnat-ly 2
“But mever mind inley now. T know now it wam't
Penfold—he would neur ave dared to act as he did if it
Im(l bec{l;md ides—""

ands hord.  Bunter wemt on

¢ Besides, I know who it is.”
“You know who—""
*Who stole Lord Mauleverer's pocket-book,” said Bunter
trinm ntly.
“You fat chum)
“ Better have it T plain English,” said Bunter, witt
& grin. ** As soon as 1 saw you trying to hush it up, I guesscd
who the chap was.’
Bob Cherry n'lmost staggered.
" Hush it up?” he repeated faintly.
“Yes; you were Lr}\;mg to shut me up before the fellows
anid hush the whnls thing up,” ssid Bunter. “I knew then
at you had don
Br]vh Cherry jumptd‘
=
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“ Better have it out In plain English,” sald Bunter, keeping the table between him and l!nb Cherry.
whack, and I'm golng to have it!"

“1 want my |
(Ses Chapter 5.) |

#: I nnl bnrd Meuleverer's pocket-book 1" said Bob Cherry,
wondering whether he was dreaming.
r ¥
Bob Cherry stood nlaul. ragarding the fat junior.
silence encouraged Bunter.
u see, I've bowled you out,” he said.

™ Your wh-ck?“ repemd Bob.

His

“Now T want

Yes. My -hu.re, Iyo ow.
a9 Dh ycur nmd Bob Chcrry, in a dangerously
calm v
"P:ecnse] Bunter. “I'm not going to give you

away. If nuloven:r can't take better care of his money, he
deserves to lose it. 1 want my whack.
“You shall have it,” uud Bob Cherry
“Good ! You can keep the banknotes—there
trou%lg in passing thezn‘nnﬂ T'll have the fifteen qu
' Fiftee

50, beautifully clearly 1"
junter chuckls
 Well, it wouldn't be. easy to take me in," he remarked.
*You're yom to give me my whack now?"
# Certainly I
Tx- anx—r LiBRARY.—N:

TUESDA? ¥

3 THE SCHOOLBOY MINSTRELS!™

“Go ahead, ihnn"
* Here goes !
Bob' Cherry darted round the table, and seized Bunter by
the collar befors he had. a chance to dodge. The fas junior
gave an anticipator

Bob Cherry, hmthmg fury, sat down, and dragged Billy
Bunter across his knees, with his fat face downwards. e
gaddcaught up & Latin grammar from the table, a book of »
andy size.

ou rotten, mean, low cad!" said Bob Char heh\rw'l
his teeth. *¥You shall have your whack, as cen
lay it on."

Bunter !lrn gled and roared. But he was helpless in tha
iron grip of I.Ee indignant_junior. Bob's left hand held h
pinned, and his right, with the graminar in it, rose and ft
with r'bythm-c rapidity.

Whack, whack, whack !

Tha dust rose front Bunter's trousers. He was gelt.ng kis
* whack " now, but not in the way that he had mean

“ (0w " roared Bunter. “ Yow-ow-ow-ow! Ohl Htlp "
Whagk, whack, whack !

“Help! Yaroop!"

Whnc ] wh,-cl:  whack !

0w, ow,

b Cherrs whacked and- whacked til bis srm was tired.
Billy Bunter's terrific yells rang the whole length of the

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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from far aud nior
oor was opeved, aud

Fellows came crowdiny
The study

‘nnnnve passage.
to see what was the matter.

& orowd of Removites stared in, am: at the spectacle
Bob Cherr{. with Bunter face downwards mcrcss his knees,
and his right arm rising and falling with mmdang whacks.
“My only hat!" ejaculated Harry Wharton. * What the
dmk!nn— >
* What the—""
“Oh! Help!”

“ Give it hlml" roared Bulstrode.
it's for, hul Ihl:nnw he deserves it.

Yaw! Hel, Fire! Oh!"

“What's he done, eb | ot guped \!nrk Linley.

o Dmn?" roared Bol “He's accused me of
stealing that asa Mauleyeres's pocket-book, and asked.for bis
whack. lle'l mlh to take the ﬂlweu quid, and leave me

irty litle thiel.’
didn't—I wasn’t—I—
i hnmm. o

“I don't know what

“I'm him his
i " Remvites
Whaik “wlack, “whigk!  Wiack! The Latin grommar

split into piecm hﬂsud the remons of |t
aovay, and ralled By me mh x Bamp loor. He
gasping lﬂ:r his exertions, and uwuud down at the pm.
ing, ing Owl of the Hnmon
Fou've ot your whack,” he remarked grimly. "'If you
want any more, you've mb- ot to come end ask for it.
And DBob Cherry strode l'rum the study. Billy Bunter's
whimpers and groans were drowned by the roars of laughter
from the Removites.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Chucked Ont!
CRD MAULEVERER was quesioned igain about the
h book when

Remove went v

by
Jole d Temple, Daboey & Co. in the

commen.

them ly, and they foresaw more chipy of the,sam
e I by tont
was found. The loss of the pocket-book, and Bunter's inju-
dmm— tal the Lower Fourth in a very

had
avloward posiion. T4 re‘.’nplo. Daboes & Co. might or- might

E}Lim r‘umr&kutl’, t{u Remove gnd b-:“l K
footar, % oriokel at_rowing, and at n cryﬂung-u,
Lim were bound to score nrheu they iad & chance. It

had o
only the F'mmb that had taken up the

j] Hobson, the captain of the Shell, had ndv:lcd the
Bhell fellows to lock thel shudy doors before they went up
to bed, mmg that mgo I.dneo in a loud voice that was
heard all over the comm

And the Shell fellourl hmi nuudn o great fuss of looking for
keys, and so forth, to’ secure their vﬂu-ble- when they went
to bed. Coker, of the Fifth, had been heard to suggest
leaving watches and other valuibles in charge of the prcfects
over-mght. ‘The Remove e unpleasant impu-
tations. Nobody in the Form with le exnnpuen of Bunter
imagined that Mauleverer’s pocket-b oen  stolen.
Mauleverer had so much mone z thit ha was nlways careless
with it, and he had once lost a banknote for fifty pounds, and
taken it just as coolly.

But his carelessness exasporated_the Remove now. It placed

ﬂmn an invidious position, and Lhey did not like it.
It L very well for you to say that it doesn't matter,
ou sss,” Bulsirode growled, “but it's rotten for the v.hu]u
orm, especially since Bunter started playing the gidd

on the subject.  The othor fellows are calling us u pa o
thm\u already.”

'm really sor: ? my dear I'cl.lnw " said Lord Mauleverer
X nlly “I'd do nr-yllun 3
Well, ind the
T'll have & joll ood
I'll tell you what,” lmd ulstrode, “if you don't find the
pocket-book before nfterncon school to-marrow, we'll give you

a |olly good bumping.”

at love, you know "

b And if you don't find it by the :wemng we'll give yon
another, and we'll keep it up till you've found the pocket-
book,” md Bulstrod

‘' Heay, hear
[.-ur:l Mnuluverm looked dismayed,

“T'm going to have s jolly good lock for it, you know,"
he expostulated.
Tre Macx¥er Linrany,—No. 208,
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In H-xb Thursd!
The Gem "

";Yuﬁ‘d 'E:(-{.‘Iur lﬁe;d it, that's all!; fu]d %“l'"“d' grimly.
ou’ll get ol 3

Loder, the pr 53:’"- e durmftory, with his usual

ungmiate exprens
“Not in bed ;en'-"{:"m-kd “You'd better buck up.
D RLNEE s the i of looking % you &
ut we ‘wan Ve e leasure
mmbbnid og Cherry chh:riulg'.
erry !

“Tube's hundred Jines " rosred the
“ Il ake anything you lke," sid B Cherrs, with ume
dlmln)lhed cheerfulness.

“Yes, I dare say yw would take my watch if you could,”
wid Laélhm, wiih o neer. -
ob L] !:p‘ﬂllﬂﬂ chan,

“ o s R ek
" t to
Bxp:ﬁ: what Jou mesn e, you cad ” said Bob Chery.

Imd )

= Wlnﬂ 'l‘l.h twu hundred lines!”
“Rats 1"

* You—you young thief]" said Loder. “T'll have you up
before your F -master in the morning, if 1 have any more
said Bob Cherry defiantly,
adled me o thief, you cad I

er strode

T . agod T cenobed his fs. i
Whastan-aad John Bull end h-mk Nugent drow closer to

“What do you mean "

“and I'l tell him you

“ You rotten cad, Loder Wbuhn. his eyes flashing.
* How dare you call Bob a lhll!l""

Tfnn refect mnmd. e

“Well, there are thieves here, at an; " he said. “I've
heard about Mauleverer’s ct-book lwin[ stolen.”

“It wasn't stolen; Mauleveror lost it. -

* Begod, yaas, you kmaw I said his lordship. *1 never
said it was nmlm, -

Oh, rot!" said Loder. * Get to bed, yan you‘:g I.'Iunc:'d

o t,, us thicves,” sai
e O O e e tod o% our wvdor, Loder
You can g

et on
e, ot o e wa
4 H rton, +ody to
b.'fkh'hl}: movitge gathered, round Ko oot o imdrersing
: rrulect ;lnrod at them savagely.
,mu ‘g 1o bed
,

ad sto
“ No
demnoe’ O M L e
rare at Grqgfnm THe did not quite hww how to deal

“ Get out of our dmm:t.or: " said Bob Cherry.
Loder !

* Yes, indeed, Loder, I cannot but re!ud, -uur remarks
as nprelwnnbls m I.hvﬂh’lml said Alonzzo Tedd, mlh Y
shake of the hea lly Un:h Benpmm would be shocked

at_you, Loder—nay, disgi

“TKick him nutl" mud Bcllmmr

** Chuek the cad oul

And the Remove nude a menacing advance towards the
refect. The tables were turned now with a vengeance.
very vestige of the prefect’s authority was gove, and he
had only himself to blame for it.

** You young cads! hissed Loder, " Get to bed, 1 tell

you—"
* Rats!”

“ Yah!"

" Gl out of

** Get out of our dorm.

“ J—]—J—oh—I—"" gasped Loder, as the _um-on began
to hustle b owards umf’ itand back| Go to bed |

Loder, losing his temper and his prudence, began to hit out
ravagely. sover rolled over under a o . and
Hazeldene was knocked across !mn There was a roar from

the Remove. Their blood was now. They began to hit
as well as Loder, and they hit ver)' hard. Loder was swept
towards the door under a rain of blows.

The prefect shouted for help as he was driven out of the
dormitory.

He c]uny to the doorpost, huld.u:g on_with_all his strength,
and the juniors tors and grabbed and shoved at him.

There were rapid footstops in the passage, and ngute
dac captain of Gregfriars, came, hurr:mg up, with a very

ngry face. He arrived outside the dormitory, just as
Lodu was torn from his hold, and hurled bodily into the
passzge.

‘s Numbcv of
brary, 1
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bamped dowa, with-a loud grunt, and wied
fest of the Greyfriars upllu_x ingate
stared at the scene, ahmm i 3
er!” he gasped. hat—what—"'
The prefect staggered up, torn and dusty m:i dishovelled.
h";k[l:okatmnl he roared. * This is wl toomuo[:uur

up the juniors in their e.'hevk. Wi
Wharton faced the eaptain nl Gr.]'lnm undaun

t does this mean,

' We've chuoked Loder out,” he repli ‘““He's a :omn
nnrl and we'ro fod up with him, We woa't obsy Loder!"
oar, hear!” roared Bob Cherry.
* Whas rzo:—Chur

 He called Bob a thief " said Frank Nugent indignantly.

*Oh!" said Winj ra

** He called us all thieves,” said Jobnny Bull. * We won't
stand him any more.
ot they are!" roared Loder.
ot |

“You've no right to say that, Loder,” said Wingate
sharply, “ and if you want to be treated as a prefect, you'd
better bu]urn yourself.

Loder spluttered with ra
"Do mean to say \gn you're going to back them up
nusauﬂ" he !ﬂi

flashed.
" he said. " If you insulted the kids in
aserved all you got. If there's any more of
ou Lo the Head mysell. Now get out, and I'll
"“:""‘ﬂﬂ' ith down the passage. H
T, trem! with rage, went down the e. ]
id ot dara to sypose, the. captain of the sahool. - Wingata
mads nfeshm and the Remove went obediently to bed.
They had no desire to dluboy Wingate, who was the most
popular senior in the e captain of Greyfriars
l.urned the lights out, and doced the door. Bulstrode sat up

*We've shut Loder up,” he said; “ we'll shut up every-
body in the same way who hng:m on l.ha same business. But
it's ‘all Mauloverer's fnult.

" Yos, rathor—t
The Lh nll

* Young thieves, the whole

u know—"" began Imd Mauleverer feobly.
growled Bulstrode. * What I said to sou holds
; we' p you twice a d'? hll you've found the pocket-
you silly ass! Brrr-rer !’
nd the Remove heartily concurred. There was no danl:t
that there were painfal in store for the
earl, unless he sucoceded i in. finding the missing pocket-| bock

THE BE\'ENTII CHAPTER.
The Home of the Scholarship Boy.
‘HALIg’ hallo, hallo "

b Chen-y uttered the ejaculation as he was
awakened by a shake. The E.rlt rays of the morning
sun were stealing in at the high windows of the

Remove dormitory. The rising-bell had not yot clanged out,

and the Remove were soundly asleep.
“opaned his ezes. and stared at the fellow who
im. 1t was Dick Peofold.

Cherry indignas {
Ponfold smiled faintly. In the grey morning light bis faco
D

looked very pnle and worn, and Bob Cherry, slecpy as he
was, noti

** Anythi; , Pen?" he asked.

ki Yu-a tol mn a other day I could ndo your bike if I

b Dirl [1 A]l ume"'

“ Can I have it now, for an hour?

“ Certainly I'" said Bob Cherry, wonder. * What the
i)

dwknul do you want to for n zh ime in the morning?
* [ want to run down
“Oh, I see! Your pevpb must_be
receive visits alﬂil.hls hnnr." grunted Bob
ot & pass out
oot 4P S ) Wimmte for it soserde
“Good! You: can have the bike—] in my trousers-
ket, or, else in my waistoont, or wmowhm:, said Bob
Bc:-wy * Next time you want the jigger, take it without
wlhug me up in the middle of the night, you thundering
ass!

ANSWERS
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jolly early risers to
herry. “ Have you

- to the bicy
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And Bob Cherr_v turned over to go to sleep again. Another
shake started
“Can 1 hka l-iae keyr" asked Pnnfn:d.

“Ent Of courso you can, ass!”

& Thank yoa!"

“ Brrrrr!”

Penfold extracted the key from Bob Cherry's trousers:
pocket, and left the darrmw:y Only an early housamaid
was up as he went downstairs. He passed out into the fresh,
keen air of the Close. The clock-tower was x]::nmwng in
the rising sun, and the creeping g turning the
branches of |hl old elms into silver. Penfold made his way
lo-shed, and unlocked the padlock which sccured
Bob Chcr:y s bl:ynk to the stand. He wheeled the machine
out,.and down the path to the gates,

, the porter, was busy with a broom in front of his
almg geve s snort at the sight of the scholarship

porter, reuntn:l Pen[ald'l pmum at Greyfriars.
any

“ . a time,
an Gosling did not li to say
ﬂr" to tl Ehe son_of m Loots.
Gosling coul:d not forgive a fellow born in his own station for

having got on in the world—not on uncommon
indon by the way. Gosling was always as importinent to
§=msa|s Gt the Hemoro ua e dared (0 be.

Yol,” said Pe lease open the gate.'
Gol a pass houl"' uk('d Gosling suspicicusly.
Bhuw it me."”

Dick's eyes gleamed for & moment.

1 shall not show it to you,” he replied. * You can take
my word. If you think I haven't a pass, you can report me
to my Form-master. Open tha te at once.”

His tone was sharp, and Gosling went mhl:n down to

bu}c out, nod
t hon, T must ny‘

the gate and ed it. I'emfuld wheeled
feft Ehe sohool porter prumibling.

** Nica hairs for a cobbler's son to

growled Gosling discontentedly. PCL s i this 'ere,
this school is coming to somethink. That's wot I say.
And Goslin

raturned, gmmblmg, to his nwnnpmi
mounted the bieyele in the road, and eycled
towards the village of Friardele. The colour came into the
lad's cheeks, and a brighter light into his ayes as ho rode.
It was very pleasant, and ve mwutmg to rido in the
fresh, worning air. Peni: bicycle of his own;
h many glllm“ at Greyfriars pl thai
at his disposal if h_. cared to borrow them, he -gum pailed

of b.mg lmk 0.
But he needed a machine lhl; ‘morning in order to get home
nmi bnck to the nnhoal in time for breakfast with the Form.
he old High 8 of Friardale was heg-ummg to show
wm e it o Dk Pantold i pedalled into
“Many lo grooted Dick chearfully an and mdl,. Dick
knew av% in Friardale—he ha all his
life uniil he went to Greyfriars. And mmy ql t.hn villagers
ware quite proud of the village lad wi un l scholar-
ship and won his entrance into the big public
ick stopped before the little shoemaker's Py i;mpad
off his machine. Mr Ponfold’s shop was one !-hl oldest in
the quaint old High Street. The little window with di
panes did not let much light into tho shop, and in the Ilghrw
d John Penfold could generally be scen at worl. 10
» was enteved by a step downward {rom the sirect, which
was a veritable trap for the unwary. Dick leaned the bicycle
F agnuut the ;hop and stepped down. o sl was
ready (Kou. and old Jchn was I.h!re, seated at his work,
early as hour was.
He stopped, and half rosa o with an exclamation of plensure
as Dick came'in, Iookmg vory rosy and healthy after his ride.
D " he exclaimed, ** I didn’t expect 1o sce

Tote Hnw s m other, dad?"
John Penfold’s face clouded.
tter and no worse, Dicky, kid. She's awake, if
“eaver. She'll bo mighty glnd Ln seo_you, Dick
I've come down to ses her, dad. I—I was ansious.
‘What does ths dootor say!”
Mr P.nlo!d mado & lm less !sl.urn

e as doctors always du. iokr, lad. She wants change
of m md beiter food than we can give 'er, Dicky—but it
can't bo helped. Your mother don't complain, not her. It
would cost twenty pound, Dicky, and where is a poor cobbler
to get twonty pound from? All I had in tho savings' bank
has gono for your mother's illness, and it's all I can doslu

=3
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pay_the rent and kaup u:a woll from thadooz' But your
motl:er don't complain.”
T'll go in and see her, dad." i

hell be glad 1o see you.” :
white, wom glad e her
T'he pi]e, tmuhled face hﬂ'hhd up u t.'lm handmma lad :uwd

by the
said the faint, affec-
come out without per:

‘It is luud of
tionate vo:ce,

ou‘to come, Dicky,
ut you have not com:

Noj; I have n pass, mother.”
hool, ck. I know
there must be a lot of things against you,” uud iu: mor.her

wistfully.
Dick’s ¢ uyellrh were web. - "
** Oh, mother!"” he said.  '* Sometimes I think I'm wasting

my time them If I were here, lmigmg dather with his work,
nm.l] | pet in more money, and things would be easier for
uu all.

Mrs. Penfold shook her head.

“Yon mustn’t think like that, Dick. You've got a chanco
in life, and you must make the most of it. It was wonderful,
your getting the mhalushlp §8 you did, and it would be &
uz\ rot to meke the best o 1.

“ Bu

. 'ere working, Dicky,” said his mother soltly. *The

“os had with the seholarship has paid the rent here
ice. You had more than you could havo carned

r's trade, Dicky. d ‘you are getting your

than you could get at home, in these

ou are a min, Dicky—"

Dan T shall ‘bo able to ook sfter you,

= work to get on at the school, and mot

astly. There are fellows
:n:r.e\- mother, There's a chap in

ho's juss bost 2 pocket-book with thirty-five pounds
acd be domsz't even take the trouble to look for it, he

said Pen nately. ““It's rotten!
=ould get you all .lm. the doctor says you

J be helped, Dicky. Some folks are rich, and some
and we muost be patient. And don’t énu BO WOrTY-
t me, either. I'm geiting better; and dociors always
. you know. A poor man's wife can’t have the

< 25 a_rich woman; it's not to be expected. And
<se the rich are any happier than we are, Dicky,
Folks can have too much, as well as too

=

5 -au f.x]l of miserable I;uttem:ss at that moment,
was \\)illnf to rough e not mind
clothes, and standing uub of the pleasures the
wuld afford. But that his mother should be
ed of what she needed for want of a small
,_while other fellows had as much money as
that seemed bitterly unjust.  Yet, if Lord
r h2d Enown of his distress, and had offered him
k:ew that he would ] ra uud it indignantly.
t a beggar, seemed

ck Pe:umd remained talking - with hu molhm till it_was
to go. How could he get tha money that was needed?
Tn;a -ns :..e :hought that was eating into his mind and his

-

\'.'hnn he left, }m l lt hl! mother brighter and more cheeriul
for his rm(. But Pen's face was clonded as he remounted
Dob Cherry's bicyele and rode back to the school. ~ What
could he da to help his sick mother ! - Tho thought haunted
Timn, and he was still thinking of it, with hopelessapersistence,
as he rode up to the gates of the school, end wheeled the
mzchine in.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
A Litile Joke on the Remove,
" SAY Jou fellows, I've got an ulca "
tius William George Bun
'I‘hu Remove had come out ‘aiter breckfast. Bdlr
Bunter had been thinking deeply during that mea
‘He cornered the Famous Four in the passage, and proceedcd
to deliver himself of his idea.
« Mauleverer hasn't found his pocket-book, you know,”

h bc

Van T know,” said-Jahn Bull, walking am,

o " really, Bull, 1 wish you wouldn't wallk away whils
I'm talking!" Tt puts me out. I say, Nugent, I've got an

idea
’ ETHB MaeNeT Liprary.—No. 208.
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“ Go hon !” said Nugent, !allowmg ‘Bull mh: the Close.
Bunter grunted discontented
“T've bccn thinking of for rm
Mauleverer’s pocket-book,” he sui
Bob Chorry, who war sfmmng deci sg of impatiance;
T think if it's found, the ready cash o be divided
amm the finders. Wh.nt do you fellows Lhmlr c[ the idea1”
, rotten !’ said Bob,
bt Oh really, Cherry——'
“ Buzz off, and dun t hdtbort" smr] Harry.
 Yes, but look here, if we form a committeo to search for
the book, and we find it, 1 think we ought to have our

wha
" Hallo, hallo, hallo! Ain't you satisfied with the whack
1 gave you last night1” Bob Cherry e:tclmmed in surprise.
“1'll give you some more if you
B\mler hscked M\M‘ hastil, tily.
ands off, 1] "Look here—"'
“ O, rats 1" aid W anon. and ho walked away with Bob

a_committes to look for
%l;:lkmv at Wharton and

Ty,
Beut:"’ murmured Eully Bunter.

Dick Penfold was standing the mhnni ﬂmr, looking out
into the Closa with a oudo! brow. . He started as Bob
(.hm- guve him a sm:mimg clap on the shoulder. -

he ejaculated.

“\thr.! Ihe row 7" asked Eob.

** Nothin

“ You're oo!nn downhearted.”

“ Am 17" said Pen, with a faint smile, &

“Yes, you are.  Nothing wrong at home, I hope?” said

“N.no. My mother isn't very wall,” said ‘Pen. Of the
other troubles that were upon his mind, nothing would have

irduced him to speak. felt a sensitive shrinking from
exgcnmébl;:s poverty to the s eyes of the uther hrliuw:.
rry a mvul expression nh?nge

. Pen ! he exclaimed. "Thit’a rottén?
an g :ermun, hope.”
' No; not ver lanuua !
"Sony‘" said Whario:

“1 was going to ask u if ynud I:l:e to help in looking
for Masteverers poce an % The Form havo

- promised him a recurd bumpn.w II Jt. sm’t found soon. We
mij hi h(—l lmn out.”

“ 1 1 hrlp, with plessure,” he said.

“Good! Come on, then."

Lord Mnulnverer had ﬁnl:lded to have a really good hunt

for the mxas.l:i pocket-book that morning. () com-
menced the really good hunt by taking a seat in the window-
Tecess in the pasvage, and beginning to read o pay Bob
Cherry and his friends hed made up their minds_to help
JMauléverer; but they meant that he should help lmnself as
well. Bob caught sight ol him in the window-seat, and
Iursied towards him. - Lord Mauleverer looked up Tather
pervously.

“I—1 say, I'm going to look for that pocket-book after
third lessor he excleimed.

Bob Cherry grizned.

You're going to lock for it now, my son,” he
# Come on."

“Begad, you know, mn;—

“Come o, you ass !

“I'm fe rather tired—'

e a little exercisa to cure that tired fecling.

ming 7'

A P hink T teave it till presontly— Oh! Yarooh "

Lord, Mauleverer was whirled out of his seat, with Bob
(.hcuv s grip on his collar. He grinned ruefully.

“I'Il come,” he s

“ Exactly! Come on!"

And Lord Mauleverer went. The aunmrs had alteady
locked nbout the Schaol House pretty thoroughly. ‘hey
search n the Close now. Where the schoolboy ear] had
ed the pocket-book was & mystery. Lord Mauleverer
ot _remember in the least even when he might havé
. He only knew that it was missing when ha wanted
previous alterncon.

p end down the Close the juniors searched, um:l the bell
reng for chapel: Then they had to give it up; the pocket-
book had not been found,

‘After chapel, as the Remove went to their Form-room,

Bulstrode "némd Lord Maulevcrer on the shoulder.

t foun ;en?" he said.

ad, no !
cll, you've got till two o'clock.”

y dear fellow—"'

rats !

P R really can’t be fourd, you k

Tt will be rough on you if it isn't,” nid Bulstmde grimly.
And they went into the Form-room. Mr. Quelch, the

said.
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Form-master, had figt come in. 'I'he blackboard was
standing befors the desks, and ss the juniors went to.their
places, they !uvr it, and saw thet there was an inscription

ons
PENNY.

v5ian%., The “IMagmer™

upcn n. m bold dnlk letters. There was & shout of i
e

o Lon'k at thst i roared Bob Cherry.

“Tha cads!"

.‘: %I:u'- Templu again !”

® 10!

Across the h!lckbonrd had been scrawled, in lotiers that

oould have been read at a great distance, the notice :
“BEWARE OF PICKPOCKETS!"

The Remove glared at it.

“My hat!” exolaimed Bulstrode. “I'm getting fed up
w{;th this, Let's go along to the Fourth Form-room and rag
them.

“ Hurrah 1"

“Good! Come on!”

And the juniors crowded excitedly towards the door. At
that moment Mr. Quelch came in. He sesmed surprised at
the excitement he beheld in thg Form- mom

“ Take your places at once I he exclaimed.

The Removites took their places. Vengeance upon the
numorists of the Fourth Form had to be postponed until
after morning lessons.

But the Remove were very annuy!ﬂ and exc:r.ad and lessons
that morning were not likely t oothly as usual.
Br. Quelch came round and lool:cd at tha blackboard, and
frowned darkly as he saw what was writlen upon it.

“Baware of pickpockets !” he exclaimed.
this mun "

The Remove were silent

“ Who wrote this hum'!" exclimed Mr. Quelch,

ily towards the

o 1 don’t know, nr," said Hi rf ‘Wharton, wh:xn the Form-
master’s.eye hnd singled out. " I suppose it's o joke.”

:iA oke! It ecems to me a very mlly and pointless joke,"
sal

¥ B0 |= oes 10 all of us,

Mr. Quelch wiped out the cha]k Imara. Thu lessons
caeded; but the Remove were in a restive mood, and Mr.
Quelch found it necemary to hand out Lnes with “Gmusual
liberality that morning., The Remove were thinking less of
the milil exploits of Julius Camsar in Gaul than of their
own intended warlike operations upon the Upper Fourth
when morning lessons were over.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

A Little Too lIssly
BU[ﬁiTRODE called & Eslt in the passage when :hu

turning

move were dismissed after morning lessone.
UEW’ Fnurth wers not yet,out of their Form
way !"” said Bulatrud!, heading off thn ul\lll
move Ln-n-d: l.hu door. 1 wait outside the Fourth
Form-room for the suidr Jﬂknr-

 Hear, hear ! said Bob Cher:

The Remove werv more than \Hllmg They were burning
with indignation at the insult they received, and unlv
a few fellows like Snoop and Bunter slipped away instead of
following Bulstrode upon the warpath.

T}u juniors erowded ou the Fourth Form-room, wait-
mg for the Fourth to come out. They were all ready for

um{)]a, Dabney & Co.

suppose it was the Fourth?” Nugent remarked.

rods gruated.
. Collar Temple & Co, as soon as they
coma oty and give them a jolly Geod bumping."

e mihor
Ry Botter g6 and Tock for o blessod pocket book,

Mauleverer,” said Bulstrode roug! know what
you'ro moing to get if it doesn't hzm up before afterncon

o’ they uted Tom Brown
The Fom'th Furm dwr had opened, compact mass of
juniors swarmed out. Temple, Dnhney & Co. were the first,
and they walked into the arms of the Removites without a
sus) icion of what await
“Collar the eads ! yelled Bul:l.ruds
There was a rush.

Temple and Dabney, Fry and Scott, wure seized in the

twinkling of an eye, and rushed off down t °, inj
and struggling. " el o
“ Bump them "
hnunderul"
Hu:
R e hampla, “Ow Hol
** Yarool roare ‘emple. * Ow elp! r
Holp! OB ip! Okl Yah!

Bump bump, ‘bum £
ﬁanlmev Co. had pmbnbly never had such a
GNEFT LIBRARY.—No.
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The Removites were in deadly earnest.
They bumped the leaders of the Fourth, they rolled thein
over, and generally dusted up the foor with them. @
Fourth were so taken by surprise that they did not make a
movement to help their unfortunate chisfs,
¥ Dear me! atever does -t.‘ms meant”
Mr. Capper, the master of t pper Fourth, came out of
the Form-room, and stared at tha acenn in astonishment.
** Boys, whatever— Sml-»—nmg this ot once!”
angrily Removites released the
s, lnd they sprawled on the floor at
s foek in o very wreckad stata.

bumping before,

“0h

“What m. thu mean?" shouted Mr. Capper.

Gl o, oy

*“Templ

I

“ Wharton, how dare you! I

“They've been japing s, and this i a little japs back
ade” “We'ta getting fed up with the

%pm." aald Bulutr
ourth Form brand of humour.”

Temple sat up, and groped wuldli for his collar, which
was hungmg by a single stud. He pumped in breatl

rantically.
O Sw! Wo haven't—wa did i—arooh "
“ Daar mmo " exclaimed My, Capper. " This incom-

prehensible ! ys—  Ah, Mr. Qu;l:h your buys have
acted in a most o1 us manner.”
“1 can see hhnt, sir,’ said Mr. ng'lch “Will you kindly

Ot 1% hat? exclaimed M. Cappe: .
e never wrote angthing on ang rotten blackboard!
soared Temple,

vather( Oh " °
“R ot " said Bulstrode.
* Whethor they did or not, this is a most ontrageous pro-

cocdin “Tho whole Form will sty in
for. mimr fiar Joasoaa taday, and wiike vt G

”Nuw go—qmauyl

The Remove streamed out into the Close. Upon the whols,
they were satisfied. An hour's detention after lessons was
nut glu“m but they had certainly avenged the insult from

(..o]m- of the. Fifth was utwdmghoumda tha School Houss
w)th hn friends, and he greeted tho excited Removites wita

b Wlut s nll that blessed row about?* he asked.

“Find out!" retorted Bulstrode.

“ We's ‘l'z:.lb“n brhmpnxlx‘ag 2’: F;Juﬂh said "(ugen&

(t -up wi es about pickpockets.”
B, Crn o s rons. _ Bobtes and Gresne and Bland
followed his example. Remorvites .stared st them

&7
lli::hare s the joke?" demanded Bob Cherry.

"What are you silly asses cackling at?"
‘'Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker & Co.
“You mklmﬁ duffers—'
“Ha, ha, ha!
' Oh,. come on!" said Harry Wharton. *No good staying
hure to listen to geeso cackling.
"My only Aunt Jane!" roared Coker. * Have you beon
Eumpm'g Temple and the rest for that notice on your biack-

Vel growled Bob Cherry.
*“Hu, ha, ha
Wimrtnn lnnked at Coker of the Tifth with sudden
icion.
Do you I.m‘orw lﬂyglulg nbmﬁ1 it he do:mng! '
5 ou got o
ycl]ud "Coker. Ha, ha, hate o T 07 e eart

Wasn't it T:mp o
h

“We're

P

ha,
i Perhaps it was you, you ass!" shouted Johnny Bull.
“Porhaps it wasl Ha, ha, ha ©* e
mAl;d Horace Coker simply doubled up in an excess of merri-

e

It was rather unfortunate for him that ho did so, for as he
bent _his head down, Bob Cherry reached out suddenly, and
put both his hands upon the back of it, and pressed him
downwards with ‘and “Horace Coker fopped
down on his knees in & muddy puddle.

oo (™ b roared.” DR

a, I
al
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Tt was tho Removites turm to laugh, Bob Cherry chaned
his grasp to the baclk of Coker’s neck, and shoved him face
dowawards in the puddle, and Coler spluttered wildly in the
muddy water, eplashing it on all sides.

Then Bob released him, and the Removites trooped away,
pilling with langhter, ond Coker's friends hastened to pic

im up, and eet him upon his feet, as if he had been a
wooden soldier. g
“Qw!" gasped Coker. " Yowp! Gioo! Berroooh! My

boastly mouth's full of beastly mud, end T'm boastly wet

over alt my beastly waistcoat! Yowp |
“Ha, he, ha!" X
“\¥hat are you sniggering at, Potteri"” roared Coker.
Potter jumped back & pace. X
“I—I wasn't sniggering, I—1 wes coughing!” he stami-

Tl give jo8 something to cough for!” howled Coker.
clenching his big fists, But Potter did mot wait for it. He
departed quite hurriedly. ] ¥
er mopped the mud from his face, and Greene and
Bland tried not to grin—not very successfully.
“Where have those nu!:llg bounders gone!” enorted Coker.
. they've gone,’’ said Greene.
v didn’t you lick them?”
“Well, you. sée, we're not quite up to licking twenty kids
at a time; but—"

Oh,
“ Wh,

“ Fathead I””
*Look hore, Coker—""
‘“Dah! Silly ass!” 8
Creene and Bland {lﬁnned, and walked away. Coker, still
saorting, went into the house to wash his face and change
his collar.
- THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Dick Penfold's Discovery.

HE search for the missing pocket-book had recommenced
in the Close. All the schoolboy esrl’s friends were
anxious to find it, not only for the value of the pocket-
book, but to save Lord Mauleverer from the promised

bumping.  That bumping would certainly be his if the
pocket-book did mot turn up. The Remove were in an ex-
asperated mood, and they meant to teach Lord Mauleverer &
lesson in g care of his property. A dozen or moro
fellows had taken up the search, but the ground to be covered
was very extensive. The pocket-book had undoubtedly been
dropped from Lord Mauloverer's pocket, but it might have
been dropped anywhere, end Greyfriers was a big place.
Harry Wharton & Co. went up and down and round about
looking for it. Dick Penfold wes as keen as anybody in
the search. He was probably the fellow who was keenest to
be of help to the schoolboy millionaire. Pen felt very ‘much
Lord Mauleverer's kindness in_taking him up before the
whole schoal, and the young earl’s friendship had meant very
much to the scholarship boy in the uphill ‘battle he had to
fight at Greyfriars.

ut. the pocket-book was not to be found. There was no
doubt that it was somewhere, and that a sufficiently long
search must unearth it. But the search would have to be a
Jong one. If it did not turn up in the course of a day or
two, it would lock as if Billy Bunter had hit upon the truth,
and it had really been stolen.

As the time drew near for afterncon lessons, Lord
‘Mauleverer began to wear a worried look. Significant looks
ware upon_him by the Removites. There was no getting
out of the punishment the juniors had in store for him.

Afternoon lessons began at Greyfriars at two o'clock. At
a quarter to two, Bulstrode and z crowd of fellows came into
the Cloisters, where Lord Mouleverer had joined his friends
who_were hunting for the pocketbook.

“Well?” 8 ulstrode grimly.

“T—T haven't found it yet,” snid Lord Mauleverer. *I'm
in great hopes of its turning up at any minute, really.”

Bulstrode laughed.

It will turn up too late for s, smyw " he remarked.

*“Give him a chance,” said Dick meofé. "We may be
able to find it before two o'clock, Bulstrode.”

*'Oh, rats!”

“You shut up, cobbler,” said Trevor.
your opinion on the subject.” : .

* Perhaps Penfold can give us a hint where it is," said
Snoop, with a g).ggle. T darc say money is wanted at home
to pay the rent.” %

Some of the Removites langhed. Penfold went crimson.
Ho walked up to Sucop, who began to wish that he had not
heen so humorous when he saw the gleam in the eyes of the
scholarehip boy. .

“Do you mean that you think I may have taken the
pocket-book, Snoop?”’ asked Pen, in o low, clear voice.

“T shouldn't be surprised,” said Snoop.

“Then take that!”
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Bmack !

Snoop had to take it—right across the mouth. He backed
away, turning very pale. 5 P i

i round with him, Snmpe\y,' seid Bolsover.

n he is. Give the cobbler a hiding.”
“T'm not going to fight & cobbler,” said Sncop.
Penfold laughed scornfully.
* You are afraid,”

“ Now, go it, Bnourey half a dozen voices. * You
can't let'a cobbler call you & cow Yenow.” .

-ard, you
He's not fit for me to touch,” said Snoop.
“Oh, rot!” said Bulstrode. —*You're a funk——that’s

what's the matter with yon. Clear ont!”
_ And Bnoop cleared out, followed by hisses {rom the
juniors.
“And you needn’t be so_handy with your hands, either,
an:hlsr," 'suid Bolsover. "I dare say Snoop was quite right.
lu "

Bmack ! el :
Bolsover reeled back from the blow from Penfold’s open
hand. The juniors stared. They had not expected Pen to
turn upon the burly bully of the Remove. Balsover gave a
roar.
““My bat! T smash you for that!”
_ He rushed at Pen; but Bob Cherry and Ha
jumped in the way ot once. Bolsover was flung back like a
sack _of coal.

*Get out of the way!” he roared. “‘Do you think I'm
gu‘:lnﬁ to let a workhouse rat slap me on the mouth!”

“ G

Wharton

es, if you insult kim,” said Bob Cherry.”

ot aside.”” i

T wor't! You're not going to lay a finger on Penfold
while I'm about.”..

"My dear Bolsover, you are quite in the wrong ! bleated

Alonzo Todd.  **My Uiicle Benjamin would characterise your

conduet as—'
*Oh, shut up!” said Bulstrode impatiently. * We didn’t
come bere to see you go through your tricks, Bolsover. We

here—"" roarsd Balsover. . :

“Bosh! Shut up! We've got something <lse on hand
now."” -

‘Bolsover_backed away, scowling, with a deadly look at
Penfold. His look showed plainly what Penfold had to expect
when he was without his friends.

“Begad, you kuoy, L think you're a cad, Balsover I said
Lo ik

auleverer. ' inl
No time for you to think, Mauleverer,” said Bulstrode.

"Ye'm haven’t found that retten pocket-book of yours, have
ou?"

“No. But—" B
*Then you're going to be I}aﬂnl thrnu{h it
*I—1 say, you know, I've had another remistance from my
guardian,” said Lord Msuleverer brightly, * It doesn’t really
matter to me whether the pocket-book is found or not.
Suppose you all come to the tuckshop and have a fecd.”

say, you fellows, that's & jolly good idea !”

“Shut up, Bunter! Collar that ass, you fellows "

"B'agnd,‘jau know— Oh I

Lord Mauleverer was promptly collared
that would have been useless. And his friends did not inter-
fere; the punishment was just. Mauloverer certzinly
hid no right to be so careless with his money.

*Bump him "

B 'Beguld, you know—"

m)

He did not resist;

ump !

They bumped him onecé, bwice, thrice! Lord Muuleverer
stood it with grest fortitude. Ho was hurt, but he did not
complain. The dandy of the Remove had plenty of pluck.

“‘There,” said Bulstrode breathlessly, **that will do! But
if that biessed poeket-book isn't found before bedtime to-
nigh]li, M;ulevcr:r. you'll get it worse!”

“Begad I

The Removites streamed away. Lord Mauleverer dusted his
clothes, and adjusted his coliar.

** Are you hurt?” demanded Bob Cherry.

“Yaas!"

“Then why don't you yell”” asked Dgilvy.

“Too much trouble, my dear fellow."

And Lord Mauleverer strolled away.

“There’s still time to look for the pocket-book ! shouted
‘Nugent.

“"Oh, bless the pocket-book ! said Lord Mauleverer.

It was close upon time for school now, and the juniors gave
the matter up, and left the cloisters. ne of them remained
hehind ; it was Dick Penfold. Tho boy, plunged in the deepest
dojection, had gone into the recesses of the cloisters to be
alone. ‘

Hé ‘was in s depressed and bitter mood.

Tt was hard upon him. There was no ground whatever for
Snoop’s sncer—yet many of the fellows had been quite willing

R INGS OF GOLID."
By SIDNEY DREW.



1o think that there was somethmghm the sug, .x‘:tmn of the cad
of the Remove—that Dick m'gh: 0 & thnl', ply becsuae 'ha
wi d was not as the

folt bitterly that if he ]ound Lhe pooket book, and kept
the money thst he h, they would not think
much worse of him than they did already.

The school bell was ringing in_the d.ueulue. but Pen did
not hear it. He was th: lﬁmg of m.my things as he paced
alons in the dusky cloisters, of his mother’s sickness, of
bitier naed of money, of tho ey fight ho had found before

im at

His foot imu:hed against mmalhmh{l;f.m the shadow,
i

of one of the old sione pillars, and he t carelessly out
of his way.

There was a clink as the object rolied away from his foot.

Pen started, and peered down into the shadow. A russia-
Joather pocket-book, with a silver monogram on the cover,
was lying there, and a Eoldan sovereign that had rolled out
of it glimmered in the shadows.

Pen bent down and picked up the pocket-book.

He had found it!

It was Lord Mauleverer’s pm:km book—the junior had scen
it many times before. Tha schoolboy ear] had let it fall there
while walking in the cloisters. If the search of the Removites
had lasted another ten minutes, they would doubtless have
Dk pieked wp th d opened the pocket-book

ol ) @ sovereign, an e
to et it Toatae there i s ok o banbosier srued
the pocket-book, and in little slits made for their reception

w:ru rows of soverei;

One, two, three, four, ho counted them, fifteen in all, in-
cluding the one he had picked up, which he replaced in a
vacant niche.

Fifteen pound.l in gold, and twenty pounds in notes, and &

compartment fastened with a button.
booh. lnd thought of
i d then, with a
241
© camo_out into the Close, nnd m.rled “The big olock in
the tower indioated fon mnutes past two; the boll had-long
r':uud ringing, and the Remove were all in their places before
N

“The dickens, I'm late!"’ muttered Pen.

He Lhnul the book into the mnrln.-—poc.‘:ﬁ of his Jlulm.. and
raced across the Close. Ho could not return the book to Lord
Bhu]evunr now, but he could do so immediately after whwn;ﬂ

Ha came breathlessly into the Remove Form-room, Mr.
Quelch, who was making manful eﬁorl: to drive Latin inte
unwilling heads, turned round sharpl

* You are ten minutes late, Puniold " he snapped.

“I'm sorry, sir.

“Take a hu ! Go to your plica!”

Dick Penfold went to his place.

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER,
To be or Not to Be.

FTERWARDS, when ho thought about it, that afternoon
seemed to Dick Penfold like s strange, unreal, and
terrible dream.

- When the black thought first came into his mind he

:uuld not tall.

ug it did come, and it stayed.

ket-book weighed heavily in his jack

nmuaﬂﬁc him of s pressnce thera all the time.

ade him first think of it?
htl»u was the miserable thought of what he could
ior his mother if the contents of that pockei-book weze

et pocket, and

#ho monsy wia mot his, And when ha ntared the Fom:
room, Pon had mo thought but to hand the Lord

M;J“Im” as soon as the Remove came out {m- lnuam

If it wero his!

What it would mean to him!
little room over the little shop in the 5 Street, barcly
ablo to keep even o fire in tho sick-room, and here waé ey
enough, mord than enough, to prosure all that she wan

Lord Mauleverer would never miss it. Large as the sum
was to Pen, the schoolboy earl did not care vrhelhnr it was
found or not.

Would it bs stealing to keop it, then?

He knew that it would, of course; but his mind was in a
wl“rl ‘:r‘\.d the bitter sneers of Snoop and his [riends wcre
st

‘They had call-d him a th.mil

If only the money was his!
Bnt to keep it—

shuddered.

“Panloid :
Tt wi fr. 1Que}l,ch'

His mother, Iying sick n the

vo:co The Form-master was staring
poken thres times, and Pen had not
:.m Dxck ll.l:lod th of his miserable reveric, Ins
cheeks going crimson.
Tms ihmcrr Lrsrany.—No. 208.
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W m-ner";nh you, Penfold?” snappod Mr.
Quelch. "T}m Form-room is not the place for day-dream-
ing 1"

sir! Did you spoak?”

Pen broke o
said Mr. q?elnh ahlrply
Pen -wod ]ielp]euly. did not even know what the
Form had been doing. At that moment he could not have
construed to save life. ‘He was, as a rule, one of tho
keenest fellows in the Form at class work. ~But now—the
book seemed to dnncn before his oyes—the familiar lines
meunt nothing to him.
“Go on, Penfﬂld W
“I—I can' o
G W]utl Wlnl do you mean?”

FE|

The boy's distress was so ovident that the Form-master saw
that there was something the matter. His expression
soften
= Ar- you not well, Penfold?” llu asked more kindly.

“I—=I don't feel quite myself this afterncon, sirl™ stom-
mered Di lL

““Very well, Penfold, oo, g,
know you are not an i
- Yna:hlrs axct

leave the Form-room. I
T qaid Mr. ,Quelch kindly.
ns for the afternoon.”

ou,
1100 Jhank xou, 85F 1o Penfold, He moved blindly from

the Form-room, hardly noticing where he was going. Many
?EI the Removites noticed his queer look, and some of them
elt sor

“ Pon' Iooks awfully queer " md Lord Mauleverer. “I
hope he's not i

He's wurr_ymg about his mater, T think,” said Bob Cherry.

1 hear she's ill

“Oh! Poor old Pen l"

! Poor lid ! said

Bulst:
“Ob, T didy's kaow :hn 1" muttered Bolsover, rather
shamefaced. *“If I'd kno
" fon woulda's have Yoen such a rotter o him, oh?”
“ A
Penfold vrn‘Tcd unstesadily away from the Remove room.
o great corridors were silent and deserted; from some of
thu other_class-rooms came a hum of voices. The pocket-
book in his breast seemed to be burning
Thn unhupgy junior made his wa
He wamted to be alone, to
Hs olou.-& the door of his study, nnr] placed the pocket-
book on the table. Thirty-five pounds! And twenty was all
that his mmher needed.
ould it a sin?
‘“Oh, what's come over me?" mulured the boy,
his hands to his burning forehead. * A thisf—a thnﬂ Bul
they ealled me a thief belorn I thought of this—as well have
tha game as the name.
He ross and paced the :l d
He must give the kesbmk back to Lord Mauleverer.
Heo must—he must! If only soma fellow would come in and
sea it lying on the table, then he would have no choico in
the matter.
But the fellows were all in the class-rooms; there was no
chance of

. up to the Remove

The clock in the tower was striking.

One, two, three, four!

In half an hour ﬂ)e Form work would be over, cinsses
would m @ had half an hour in which to make
up h:u mm

his mind whether to become a thief or not! A
bunl of :elrnm came to his achi
snalchlﬂ up tho pocket-book, and

o Lord Mauleverer's study.
stnd: -n:i plu:ed the pocket-book uj
conspicuous place; and then, not
pause, rushed back to his own study.

For the next half hour Penfold sat in bis ohair, refusing
& had saved himself. Come what might, he was

He darted into tho
m tha table in the most
aring to trust himself to

not l- thiel.
ime !
« It was I.h& ]lL“ hour from the clock-tower.

Half-past {

He slurhnd. n.: In heard the strokes.

It was time for the Remove to be dl:muu\‘]. apd the
passage would be full of fellows now. It was too Iate to
to Lord Manleverer's study and take back the pocket-bool
even if he wished to do so.

Pen drew a deop, deop breath. 13

FRANK RIOHAHDE.
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Tt was decided, then. .

He sat down once more, and weited—waited till five
o'clock boomed out from the clock-tower. Then he rose to
his feet. Lord Mauleverer must have gone te his study
long before this. He had his pocket-book sgain, and all
was well. Pen loft his'study, and wert down to Lord Maul-
everer's study. The passage was deserted, which was
peculiar, if classes were dismissed, but he was too pre-
occupied to notice the circumstances.

He had only to explain to Lord Meuleverer that he had
found the pocket-book, and put it in his study for him. Of
the wretched temptation that had assailed him he would
say nothing. - There wes no nced to mention that. He
would forget it as soon ps he could. 2

He knocked at Lord Mauleverer's door, and opened it

* Mauleverer—"

He broke off. .

There was no one but himself in the study. He glanced
at the table. The pocket-book was lying there, just os
had left it.

Pen staggered.

He remembered now. The Remove were detained that
afternoon—the whole Form hed been detained an hour, in
cansequence of the trick played upon the Fourth Formers.

‘They would net be out of the Form-room until half-past

v, S
1t had all been for nothing. The struggle was not over,
and Dick Penfold stood staring dumbly at the fatal pocket-
ok : -

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Dick Penfold’s Temptation.
HE boy was not himself; his brain was not elear. The
< mental struggle he had been through had exhausted
him, and left him weak and irresolute. ~He had
fought the battle against himself once, and won it.

He had not the strength to fight it again. The silver mono- |

ﬁum on_the russia-leather seemed to taunt and gleam at
im, as.if to tempt him. He seemcd to see, through the
leather cover, the rows of glistening sovereigns. Did ever
a fellow have such cruel luck? He had returned the pocket-
bosk to its owner's study. If matters had gone as usual, it
would have been in Lord Mauleverer's possession again long
ago: It seemed as if the stars in their courses were fighting
against the unhuppy-boy, as against Sisera of old. .

As if moved by some influence outside himself, and inde-

pendent. of-his own will, Dick Penfold moved towerds the

table.

‘The silence of the study o;:f:cnzd him. If only some
fellow would come in—if only there would come somo inter-
ruption—to save him from himself | The boy, with o dull
despair in -his heart, knew that he needed to bo_saved.
Himself, he could not do it. His strength, his resistance,
already in his hands. In

wera gong. The pocket-book was 3
another moment it was in his pocket, where it had lain
before. %

He was a thief!

But no one would know. That was the miserable thought
that came into his mind now. Next to innocence, the thing
to be desired was secrecy—safety.

He did not immediately
leave the study. Somehow,

= recmed rooted to the spot.
&o lang as he did not go, he

past five.
Dick started guiltily.
If the fellows found him

in Mguleverer's study, what

would they think? They

cauld not guess, bub—
Footateps !

If Lerd Mouleverer came

in—-

The study door opened, and

rd Mauleverer came in,
He started a little on soeing
Penfold, and then nodded to
bira cheerfully

“Feel better, old chap?™
he asked.

“ Yes,” ecid Dick dully.

"“Good ! Going to have tea
with me "
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was not a thief. “ bouf him that required
There were foatsteps in the to be locked up for eafety.
passage — meny  footsteps, There was_a knock at the
many voices. e Remove B door, und Harry Wharton
were out at Jast. It was belf- leoked in. @ started at tho
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Pen started. & i

He had sunk low—low enough, but he could not sit down
ta break bread with o fellow he had robbed. He shook his
head hastily.

“No, no! I—I mean, I think not, thanks!” he stam-
mered. N
“Just as you like, my dear fcllow,” said Mauloverer
politely. .

His look showed that he was surprised to find Penfold in
his study, without any apparent object in-being there, but
he madeé no remark. Penfold felt that his presence need
explaining.

“I—I came to'borrow your Latin dictionary, if you don't
mind, Maulevorer,” he said.

It did not seem to be Dick Penfold who was speaking at
all. The words came from his lips, but he listened to them

with a kind of dull surprise, bs if someone else had spoken. .

Was it really he, Dick Penfold, who hod spoken that de-
liberato lie so quickly, so easily, so naturally? An inward
shudder ran through the boy. Into whet depths was he
falling ‘

*' Cortainly, old chap ! said Lord Mauleverer, in surprise.
“Herc's the dick. Blessed if 1 evor knew a chap take to
Latin dictionarios when he was seedy before "

" “Thanks " muttered. Penfold,

Ho took the dictionary.

For the moment an impulse came strongly upon him to

confess—to tell Lord Mauleverer everything, and to hand

him the pocket-book.

Just at.that moment Bob Cherry and Mark Linley came
into the study. Bob Cherry clapped Lord Mauleverer upon
the shoulder in his jovial way.

**Come on ! he exclaimed.

“Eh? What!"

“You've got to comé and look for the pocket-book, my
son,” said Bob Chnn?. “No slacking, you koow. Take
his other arm, Marky." -

Mark Linley lnughed, and took Mauleverer's other arm.
The schoolboy earl was marched foreibly out of the study,
and his protesting voice died away down the passage

Dick had not spoken.

When they were gone, Penfold slowly left the study, and
returned to his own. -

Ho closed the door, and took out the pocket-book, and
stood looking at it dully, stupidly. What had he doné? It
was his now—his, and he was o thief! The fearful word
hummed end buzzed in his brain.

He mede a movement towards the door. It was not too
late now. But it was too late! How could he explain now
—how could he account for not having handed the pocket-
baok over ot once? Lord Mauleverer was not suspicious,
but he must guess—he could not fuil to guess.

Pentold heited :

Did he really want to give the pocket-book back? Ie
did not know. His brain was ‘not clear enough at this
moment for him to know what he wanted, and what he did
not want. :

He opened his desk, and thrust the pocket-book into the
decpest recess, and placed papers over it, and locked the

desk again, and put tho key
is pocket. It was the

in his_pocl
first time he had done co.
He did not usually have valu.
ables al

sight of Penfold's white face.
“My hat! You do look

edy I’ he exclaimed.
“I'm oll right.”
hat is it—n headache 7
my head ackes a
eaid Pen dally

“Mauly says you've bor-
rowed his Latin dic.,” said
Wharton. “1 came in to
stop you. No good mug-
“in,f at Latin when you
wody. Comos and have toa
in my study.”

Penfold shook his head

* Thunks, I'd rather nct,”

he said.
* All right, old son.”
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To the stupefaction of the Removites,

indignation and rage as they recognised the face.

the Bounder made a sudden move forward, and grabbed at the inspector's
whiskers, There was a yell of amazement as they came off in Vernon-Smith's hand.

It changed to a roar of

“ Coker, of the Fifth Form!" (Sec Chapter 14.)

Wharton withdrew, with a look of commiseration upon his
face. He was very sorry for Penfold, and he could guess
that the scholarship bay's troubles probably went deeper
than most of the Greyfriars fellows knew. But he did not
5\1&3 the trouble that lay hcaviest upon Penfold’s heart at

1at moment—the shame and misery that was gnawing him
with bitter torture,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Police.
ICK PENFOLD came down into the junior common-
D room & little later. He realised that it would not do
to shut himself up alone too.much. If he was going
1o keep the pocket-book, it was necessary to act in the

most natural and ordizary manner possible, in order to
avert suspicion. Suspicion, indsed, could haidly fell upon
him, for no onc had the slightest idea that ho had found
the lost pocket-book. But Pen was nervous and uneasy.

To Dick Penfold, the slightest glance and the lightest
word seomed ladan with suspicion. Eo shvank from the cycs
of the juniors, yet he felt that he must brave every glence,
must not attract attention to himsell by unusuel con-
duct.  If ho were going to keep tho pocket-book—  Was
he going to keep it? ¢ hardly knew.

The unhappy boy was dallying with temptation. He had
made one effort to rid himself of it, and he had failed. But
s0 long as he did not touch the money, he was not a thiel.
But the book was safely locked up in his desk, and he did
pot return it to it owner. - What he was going to 4o he did
not know. He meant to think it out—to decide, but his
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throbbi
a but_clear]

Ho had hidden-the book, and he had lied to Lord Maul.
everer. The shame and misery that weighed upon his mind
gave him a dull pain, thut he was beginning to endure with
8 dogged, sullen endurance. He could not tell what he
intended to do; but_for the present, at least, he did not
intend to return Lord Mauleverer his %run rty.

0 the common-room the lost pocket-book was the general
topic of d i The R ites were d
Lord Maul , and P d with the Fourth-F g
who would not let the subject rest. Temple, Dabney & Co.
had tho advantage now, and they used it unsparingly. The
Remove-room had_ already been dubbed the Thiaves'

ormers had adopted a

Kitohen, and the Fourth.
putting their hands over their pockets whenever a Removite
enmo by—a littlo joke that led to frequent skirmishes.

The Remove were'in an angry mood with Mauleverer and
with everybody else. Billy Bunter, who had again suggested
his iden of forming a committes to find the lost pocket-book,
and divido the prooeeds, hod been seized and bumped and

@ room, and had retired groaning to his
study. Lord Mauleverer was looking forward to -time
with considerable uneasi .

o ke looks of the Removites showed what ho had to pxpect
was

aching brain was in no state to think anything

with

! et-book was not discovered before then, and
was little chan apparently, ofiits being found. It
quite cloar by this time that the pocket-book had not been
lost inside the house, or it muist have been found; and out
of doors it was now too dark to continue tho search.

There had been so much talk and so many rows on the
subject that the whole school knew -of it by this time. It
was only a question of time before the matter came to the
Head's knowledge. Then there would cortainly -be an
inquiry, and matters would bs worse. The opinion that the
book had been stolen was gaining groond: If.it had merely
been lost, surely it must have turned up before this.

Dick Penfold sat dawn by the fire in the common.room
with a book in his hand, but he did not read—the book was
a mero pratence. When he looked nt its puges the lattors
danced before his eyes. Like a fellow in a dream, he heard
the discussion that went on round him,

* We shall be called up to-morrow befora the Head, and
questioned about _this” said rode &
shouldn’t wonder if the polico are ¢alled in. It will be a
pretty rotten disgrace for Greyfriars, and they'll never let
us forget it. If the pocket-book isn't found, everybody will
concluda that there is a-thicf in the Form."

S Well, if it isn't found, I guess that will be correet,” said

T t._l"iln&;l'l.f "é:. Eust be fml:nd i!'it;:.ldnnl_v lost.”

isn't found, it means that somebody has picked it
up and kept it,” said Bob Cherry. * But itylniuhtpbe any-
bc‘r‘ly at Greyfriars—not in the Remove.” B

‘O courso it might, but tho fellows won't think so."

“Faith, and ye're right!" said Micky Desmond, “Wa'll
give Mauleverer a jolly good hiding for boing careless—that
will be some satisfaction.” 3

“ Begad, you know-

“ Nice set of asses we shall look, standing in a row, with
a policemon asking us questions, and making notes in a
foglet-bool about which of us looks nervous or guilty,” said

ulstrode.

r “ It's enough to make anybody look guilty to ba
?:a:t‘l.onnd about a theft, but policemen don't ﬁadérmnd
= E

“The blessed thing will have to be found,” said Harry
Wharton. "It would be horrible to have the police hers,
and I suppose it will come to that.”

Lord Mauleverer locked very distressed,

“I'm frightfully sorey I he said.

. “Oh, rats!” growled Bulstrcde. *We'll make you sorrier
in the dorm,"
:]'_hcr.'s, rather " L
ro wes a sudden paiter of feet in the passage, and
Ty T patter of feet i 2 passage, and

Third rushed in, with a scared ®xpression on
his face, =
* Oh, you fellows!"” he gasped.
i What's the matter, you young ass?’ granted Bulstrode.
“They're coming I'"
“ Who—the Fifth1”

-
*No—no!"” panted Tubb. *The police!”

“ What I roared B\:{nlrode.

* The prpnl\'ee " stutiered Tubb, his excitement.

** What do you mean?” exclaimed Nugent, seizing the fag

by the shoulder and shaking him, *What do you mean,
you silly young ass?’

“H'a true! I saw him—a detective—"

“Rot i

" He's coming here—here ho is!" gasped Tubb.
MMy hatt” "

A stout figure strode in at the door
Tie Maener Lisrary.—No. 208.
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in Next Thursday's Numbar of | *
“The Gem " Librery, id.

THE BEST 8™ LIBRARY ¥%~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND" 3" LIBRARY. "2(&"

room.  Behind hmia werg Potter and Greene of the Fifth,
evidently showing him o = b

“That's the room, sir,’ siid Potter. * Most of the
Remove arc there, sir.””

“*We'll stand =t the door,
see that none of the young

“ Thank you, young gen ! .

The Remova were all upon their fest mow,

The person who entered the commop-room whs a stoud
individual in dark clothes, with a giealed “%l‘ and large;
thick whiskers that almost covered his face. His nose was
very Tod, is eyabrows ware very dark and bushy. His
boots weve of the lirgast size, and by themsalves looked very
imposing and official. He spoke in a deep bass voice, that
8 to be feiched with some difficulty from the depths
of his puffed-up chest. T

The Removites gazed pon bim in uneasy doubt.

i) 9 Bol i,

nspector,” said Greens. * We'll
ves geb out.
W

Greene's

word i tone, 2
gH

T4l | t Jast ,
“Oh, Haaven!" murmured Dick Peafold. He sank limply

into bhe chair from which he bad risen.

i Then the Head ‘had already heard Oi the

(ke |

an inquiry—a search! If the Remove studies wers searched
tho packet-book would be found in bis desk | Dick, Penfold,
almost everoome with xomorss and soreor, sat hall fainting
in his chair. His punishment had come—his sin “ foun
him out quickly. . And at 1
he deserved—hé knew that. If a fellow became a thief what
could he expect but to found out and exposed to the
horror and scorn of all decent fellows? " 5
The thought was in the miserable boy's mind of making
from the common-room—io get to his study and get
e betraym|
o ona could fail to guess what he Had for, an
be followed. Besides, Poitér and Greene were
standing in -the doorwsy to prevent sfr e could not
leave without a struggle, and that would betray him hope-
lessly. He sat still, with a numb terror in his heart, his
eyes, alinoat glaz red upon the stranger.

The stout man strode into tha room. 3

“I am Inspector Stodgers, of Courtfiald,” he said. *The
Head has sent for me to investigate the mystery of—of the
lost pocket-book. Stand in a row here, alithe boys who
belong to the Lower Fourth.”

Tha Removites obayed limply. .

If the man was a police-inspactor, acting under orders from
the headmaster, they had no_choica but to_obey. The
Fourth-Formers in room drew apar,
Shell, and the members of the 'I‘hnﬁ'l W)

a
T3
himself.

wara present,
early all the Form were
there, and there were a crowd of them.

The stout {mﬁeﬁtor turned to Potter.

£ Are e asked.

Master Potter?”'
ver the line, s
.hs replied. ** There are a few others in the

ase
Potter glan:

ot al

studies, 1 think. .

“1 will begin with thess,” went on the desp bass voice.
“ Boys, it appears that one of you has had a valuable pocket-
bogk stolen.” i )

“Not at all, my desr sir,” L
bave lost a pocket-book.

Tho inspector fixed his eyes upon Lord Meuleverer.

#Who are you?’ he demanded.

1 am Lord Mauloverer.”

“You belong to the Remove?"

£ You have lost a pocket-bock?”
Yags.

said Lord Mauleverer.

The inspector opzned his note-book, wetted the end of &
stump of gcencﬂ. A?:d mada a nate. . Then he glared at Lord
Mauleverer again.

“ What was ths valus of the pocket-book?”

““Thres guineas."

::Whal‘ll Is that all?"*

a
“Rot!" siid Potter. He's
gammoning.""
“You had better deal frankly with ms, young gentlomen,”
said the inspsctor fisrcaly, ‘I warn you that everything
you gay ey be used in evidence againsi you."

“It was thirty-five pounds.

B
“You are bound t3 tell the truth, the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth,” said the inspector, “in any place
within the mcaning of the Acu”
*Begad " g
Ths meaning of the inspaciir’s remarks was not quite

&GS OF GOLID"
By SIDNEY DREW.



clear, but. his w.:rd_s cerfainl es & logal sound that was
very impressive to the startled and .meo,sy juniors.

“Now, what was the '-‘Lue of the contents of that pocket-
huok"‘ demméed the in:

“ Oh, the contents!” said Lotd Mauleverer. “ You didn't
aek me about the contents. The contents were worth thirty-
five unds odd, 1 believe.”

Ynul value, forty qui

*Thay is & very large sum for a kid in o fag’s Form to
; possess,”” said the inspector sternly. *'I1 hope you came by
fﬁ; money honestly, young feliow?

aas.”
 And you state that you have lost it?”
& Vaas =

t* Where did you lase 11"
“Treally don't know.”
I Hli lt been searched for®”

* said the inspector, * or neaily.”

-, Bm t, has not been found?”
“ No.'
* Then,
(;nm:lusmn is that this valuable pmpmyr
and it is my duty to find the thief

shall find him1"”

And ector thrust a hand into his coal pocket, and
there was a metallic clink, and the sound of clinking hand-
cuffs—for they had no doubt that it was that—sent a chill
to the hearts of the Removites.

THE FDURTEHITII CHAPTER.

said the inspector, in a deei voice, ''the only
as been purloin
he thief is here!

HE Remove were allem, ws:h ale and dismayed faces.

" The inspector had decided that there was a thief

unol:ig tbem. md was going to find him. If he
and good. i

innocent fellow, 2 cenvmted him, as the police have been
known to do sometimes, that would be very awkward for
the fellow in_question. Detectives are only human,
they make mistakes like other human beings, only their
mistakes uu dreadfully  serious for the persons concernc
Each of the juniors ¢ felt a chill steal along his backbons s
e e’ whiskered inspector travelled along
aod Sravelld byok ags

‘pinched that pocket book,”
im to confess, and throw

the fierce
|hu line,

e of you young fellows
said Lhe inspector. I eall upen
himself upon the mercy of the law.

1: seemed to Dick Penfold that the inspector’s eye singled
him ont. He shivered, and for a wild moment he had a
impulse to spelk out, to get this awful terror over.

ug id n
He closed ]us hps hard to keep back n cry, and stood fast.
Forsanately for him, the rest of the Form were lookin
pale and disturbed, and his looks were litile more dismaye
than those of the cther [ellows.
* Well? demanded the inspector.

Silence.

:lAzn you going to confess?”

"Very well 1" zaid the stern, deep'voice. *1If the thief
will not confess, it only mmaen: for me to investigate and
expose_him. Come forwa

is hand roca. and poml.:r] to one ui the juniors.

For a

moment Dick Penfold tremhled. hnt it wn Bnlmver. _the
bully of the Remove, at whom _the ins as pointing.
The burly Removite started, and ‘i Ince went very wh
*Me?" he exclaimi .
“Yeu, you! Come forward 1"

Bolsover almost |lnggered from the line.

‘* P-p-percy
The inspector made n nol
Py’ in Pemy?" he demanded.

ou sAy ‘P-p—percyl" demended the in-
spector sternly. 1 warn not to trifle with the law,
young man. This looks s o ue.

** Ti—if you please, I—

“1 don't please. Hnw old are you”

** Fifteen and a half,

!"You are, m the Remqve!"'

" Yes, #ir.'

“You are oId anﬂug:l to be in the Fourth, at least, if not
in the Shell” e inspector. ‘' This "looks very sus-
picigus. “are you in the Remove?”

—I—I don’t know."”

*TIt looks as if you are hare. sir, specially with felonicus
des;gns upon the pocket-book of Mauleverer,” said the
inspector. ‘' Perhaps, however, you are still in the Lower
Fonrbh hnenlie 3uu are too stupid lo pass into a higher

EVERY. “ " - ONE
F‘““”‘“’- cne-m"nz.-ang-!’ ! riuny,
Removites did not laugh, The matter was too dreadfully
eerious for that.
"“Very good,” said the inspector, making amother note..
*But it is a very common thing in the criminal classes for
stupidity to be assumed in order to cover up dishonest inten-
tions. _I have my eye upon you, young man. You had better

l:sz
+ Fmi hwen’t l.nglhmg to confess, sped Bolsover.
id you steal the pocket-book?’ llmunderocl the inspector.

“N-n-n-no, sir!"

“ What character does this boy bear in the echool, Master
Potter?" nsked the inspector, turning to the Filth-Formers
in tha dourwny

““Rotten, sir!” said. Potter.
the Remove, and he i:u]hes the smaller chaps.
been uheukf 4o _the Fifth.™

1" The mspael.nr mads another note, *'This is
snpmu—vary seriout You say ﬂut this young scoundrel
hes been cheeky to thn Fifth Fox'm

** Certainly, sir, on maxn, oceasions,” -

*I don't see whet that has to do wll.h it, sir,” said Harry
Wharion courageously. * Ynu wro not here to bother abeut

"““He's the biggest fellow in

our private affairs, I suj

ilence ! thunder spector, - He turned to Bols-
over_again. . ‘' Now then, Rcllm er—did you say your neme
was Rollover?”

o, sir—Bolsover "
. yes; Bolsover! Turn out your pockets '
What ¢

“Turn out yanr pockets at once I"

Bolsovor obeyed, The Remove watched him with painful
anxiety. All kinds of articles were turned out of Bolsover's
pnckeuw ball of string, & pocket-knife, an old letter, &
chunk of toffee, and several other things. The msPEml’
locked hard at the articles as they lay upon the table.

“13 that all?" he thundered.

e-e-08, 8

*1s that mﬁee your property 1" -

* Ve-g-es, sir!

“You are sure you did not steal that toffea?”

" Ye-e-es, sirl”

“Where did you cbtain_it?" demanded_the inspector.
“1 warn yon to be careful, young man. ave my eye
upon you. 1 have been informed s young gentleman
named Coker that he sew you, from his study window, reb
& fag of toffee by violence—toffeo whi the fag had pur-

chased for Master Coker, and which he was bringing to my
—to Master Coker's study. Is this statement true or not?’

Some of the Removites grinned at this, in spite of the
state of tension. Bolsover’s little way -of bullying fags into

iving up possession of toffee and other eatables was well
E . ?t ‘was a custom he had—not an uncommon custom
in a bully at a school. It was bullying, and it was cruel—
and very like Bolsover—but it could hardly be called steal-
ing. But in the e es of the law it might assume a moast
Berious Aasp ver began to shake, and he sincerely
W:shed at thn.t rnamcnt.. thet he hed not been & bully.

stammered.
The truth"’ thundered the inspector. *‘The truth,

—I did take the toffes from a fag, sir!”

“Ah! You admit stealing the toffee, the property of
Master Coker ! .

“Tt wasn’t stealing!” howled Bolsover. *We often raid
the Fifth, and the Fifth raid us. Coker hnd o lot of my
jam-tarts once!” )

* Quite true !’ said Harry Wharton.

* Silence ! Bnlsnnr—d:d you say your name was Bols-
over u: Rollov

** Bolsover, a:r

“ Very good! Yuu are convicted on your own confession
of having been guilty of a robbery with violence. I do not
think we shall have to ook much further for the thief.
The only" question i whn were eTe your accomplices

nn'ver had. any—I m

Do ou mens that you stale the pocket-book unaided 7™

“I—! dndn’t steal it. I—

* This prunmﬂ.mn will do you no good!” enid the
inspector sternly. *“The best thing you can do is to own
up, and make a clean breest of it. You will be sent to a
rerormamry, which is the proper place for you. Do yon

confess
"Nol" howled Bolsover.

. Bolsover stood aside. The inspect roved alon
"'!Ieu " gn.sped Boleover, hardly knowing what be was the line, Is rast:é“ :pon Vemug s:r?.ru’; Bt!‘l;:u Bound:r cﬁ
saying. Greyfriars, and he signed to the Bounder to.come forward.
heru was a iggle from Puueure and Greene. Bui the Vernon- Smlth did so, wnh o souwl on his fwe. Vernon-
mu: RARY.—] - 17
N' [ »
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wmith had been watching the inspector very keenly, with
the sharpest eyes in Gru;frmrs

o me 1" demanded the |nl|'|ect=r
said the Bounder cos
. hu Sra n friend of th boy under ius[m:-un"'
“Oh, yes!"
“Tum out your pockets "

“Rats

i thundered tho inspector.
“Didn't you hear me?” said the Bounder coolly.’. “x
gaid “ Rats !

The Remove gasped. Vernon-Smith was known to be
a fellow of immense nerve and unmlang coolness. But no
one had ever expected to him ' cheel:” & police-
inspector. engnged in such an mvuhgli ion. ,

‘ Vou ass " murmured Hazeldene, “Be careful, or he'll
pnc( on_you!"

Th la Bounder xhrnggsd his shoulders.

I don't care if hy he replied aloud. * Look here!”

Tlm Bounder made s sudden move forward, snd, to the
stupefaction_of the Remove, gr.hb.r] at the |nl|lec¢0ts
whiskers. The mlsnctur jerked his liead back—but too
Tho backward jerk of the heas ly leant additional
force to the {mll the

was & yell .of amazement from the jt

came off in the Bounder's nsp t

indignation and rage as tl aco, now ully exposed to

view, wes recogiis In spite of the darkened eyebrows,

and tho reddened nose, the juniors knew the face, now that
..the bushy whiskers were remov nd one name ‘rang
‘iiruuﬁh the ‘common-room in a roat.

ed to o roar of

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
True to Himself!

L OKER!"
i (lol.er ni the Fifth!"

The mspecl.ur, deprived of his whislers and his
official character at HIU sorm: moment, starl back with an
exclamation of dism Remove stared at him,
astounded by the tru:k ‘that had bee layed upon them.
Coker, the leading light of the Fitth Form Dramatis
Eucl had added considerably to the gaiety of the school
by attempts at Bhalkespearian drama. But if he could
net plny Brutus or Mark Autony, wns evident now that
he vé:lk not, wholly without q.mlzﬁ ns.ns an actor.

a"’ yellerl Potter and Greene. * Come on,
Col:ey. "the game’s up !

[migeulor Smdgnu, of Gﬂuﬂﬁeld—-nhls Horace Coker, of
the Filth Form—retrested to the doorway. e was grin-
ning now. The pe was over but it had besn great fun
for tho Fifth wl d lasted. Bob Cherry gave o yell.

* Collar him

Some of the Remove rushoed at Coker. The hero of the
Fifth dashed into the pessege. The three Fifth-Formers

fed bacls.to their own quarters, roaring with laughter; and

in & fow rﬁ;m“" more sounds of uproarious merriment
rang from the Fifth-Form passage. It was ovident that the
whole Form was in the joke.

!u the junior common-room, the Remorvites remained

Vernon-Smith tossed the false whiskers and beard
-on lhe teble with a laugh. Bolsover gave a gasp of relief.
"It was all a cheat—he was not suspected—it was all over.

Dick Penfold sank into a chair, almost giddy with the relief,
now that the strain was past. But no ono noticed Penfold
in tho oxcitement.

“Coker " said Wharton. *“ Who'd have thought it?"
“ Coker—the rotter !
The bounder !

*“What a jepe il

“And we always said he couldn’t mct!" ﬁ:m“d Nugunt
the first to recover hw gnnd temper. * My hat! Won't the
Fllth chuckle over this!

‘“Faith, and ysu right I

“1 guess we've been plaved for a sot of suckers” re-
marked Fisher T. Fish. “*Coker has rung in & cold deck
.on_us this time, I'reckon!"

Some of the Remove laughed. The jape had boen a clever
-ong, and they began to soo that it was funny, now that it

ovi
“ Blessed if 1 know how you saw through him, Smithy 1"
rsaid Bob Che: r: “ He took me in, all along the line!”
The 'Bcundcr laughed.
“Well, o didn't talk exactly like a pull":uﬂiner.' he
remarked, “ and when I wal is face cluw% 1 made
up my mind that his whiskors were hls: And Potter and
'(.»reenn“fl'lgglmg there, gave him nway
aoNET Liprany.—No.
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nundzr gave at the whiskera. There -
nmnu as the whiskers -
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“ Blessed if rmw it, though.”
“I had a of nu!psnmn—-*" began Bolsover.
ycll of lnu hw: mhrruptad him.
that's nlsy sou answered up as meekly as a
lnmh"' grume
“Look he;

But

“You yecs t.ﬂken in, worse than the rest of us!” said
Harry

“1 tell y ou—

“Who stole the toffee? piped out Tubb of the Third.
And he nmﬁlnd from tha room before the Remove bully
cauli ruch i,

a !

"“’e lhall have to make the Fifth sib up for this!"
growled Bulstrode.

‘ They've made us stand up, at all events!" said Harry
Wharton, laughing. It no good grimacing sbout it—
wo'vo been done, and it serves us right for bemng such
asses. w I come to think of it, an inspector of police
would never hava acted as Coker di

“No; we can all see that now!"” grinned Bob Cher

“The rotter might have .Lna on soarching the lot o “us,

Nugent.

if Bmithy hadn't spotted ' said ‘It was
glly ]m:ky “for us tiui the Bounder was up to suufi. Hallo,
n—vr at are you looking so sick about? It's all over

P tried to smile.

"I was startled I he said.

"Weo were all so, I guess!" grinned Fisher T. Fish.
“When the police start on a case they are bound to mab
sumabmiy—nnﬂ if the gmlt_y arty isn't to be found, it

es hard on som Eu i it was only Caker I
l?cnfuld left the wmmun mom and went up to his study.

His heart was beating almost to suffocation. Tt had not
been dangorous, after all; but he felt like a fellow wha
had had a [nr ul numw escape. Suppose it had been a
real detective—i it quite probable that one wmud
coma? Wlnt if there had been a search of the
nudxu—sury box, every desk turned out? He felt au:I: at

thought.- A voice hailed hm\ on, the stair:
Hbello, bere's one of the thiey.
o, hal"

Pen turned ecrimson.

It was only a joke from & group of Fifth-Formers, chuck:
ling over Coker's su ul

2pe o move. But the
words cut the boy to the heart. The jokun little knew how
near the truth they were.

Pen went into his study and closed the door. He locked
it, and then stspped towards his desk. Whether he returned
the pocket-book to its owner or not, it must not remain in
his study. The other junior who shared the study with him
might feel suspicious at seeing thn desk locked—Pen bld
mever kept it locked before. And if there were a sea
Pen turned cold at the thou, Iw

He falt in his pocket for t As he did so, & hand
tried |hq door, and thers was o sharp rap o the oytside.
‘ - B 0! What the dickens have you got the door locked
or

Pan started, and slipped the key back into his pocket.
It wos Russell's voice—Russell was his study- mlbe He
swung_round quickly to tho door and opened it. Russell
came in, looking at

“New dodge, locking the door f" he asked

“I—I locked it—"" stammered P

“Yes, I know you did I"" said Rlusell “I found it locked.
What the dickens do you mean locking o fellow out of
his own study? I say, Pen, you look seedy! If you want
the room to suurseli I'll take my prep. into Bob Cherry's
study, if you like?"

Pun shool his head.

No; it doesn’t matter,”

“Right-ho—I'll begin, then

And

he said, in a stifled voice.

d Russell sat down at the table Pen quitted the study
—he could not bear company at that moment. Luck was
aguinst him again! What was he to do? For the present
the pocket-book had to remain where it was.

Pen went into the window-recess at the end of the passage
—angwhere, to be alone, to be sble to think. He pressed
forehead against the cool glass, and it gave him
me relief. The unhappy boy was almost in » fever.

What was he going to

The thought u?tha ltulaln pocket-book was like & searing-
iron in his brain. What _was he going to do with it? Was
lis going to leep it? He thought of his mother—of the
sick woman, and her p.le, patient face—of the grim neces-
sities of the poor home! The moncy would do so much
there

But it was not hi

A npew lhought camo into his mind—what would his

(Continued on page 20.)
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1d not have to suffer now. Pen's hoart was

TEMPTED, BUT TRUE!

(Continued from page 13.)

mother say if she knew of the striggle that was going on
in his mind? He knew what sho would feel—her horror,
:J:r rmuer;. nt the thought that ber son might become a
el
And his futher—the quiet, euady hmiqwrkmg honest old
cobblor of Friardale—what would he 1 Pen know that
the old man would rather die of hugm' in his shop than lay

ﬁnm upen money that was not hin. Ho knew it. He knew
that his father would feel more scorn than pity for him, if he
‘What a fool

could be aware of his present stress of min
he had been to uxmk DF it. If his parents should ever learn
how the money wa: e by! He shuddered. i
avert. lmkn—dfutmn ﬂnlsrl:ng with disgust and con-
tempt—Pen groaned.

But his mhax—dm was m nm:h bitter need!

Alone there, in the dusk he window recess—alone, in
silence, the unhappy boy rought out his battle.

!.lut lm won it

L to him ch-nrlv that he must not do this I.hms—

that JE ha dud"t with whatevor words and esouses he might
gloss it over, "tho bare, brutal fact would remnin that he
woitld be a thief, as base and as contemptible as any criminal
serving his sentenco in a conviet prisog |

It camo to him clearly, and his mnn was made up, his pur-
pose fixed.  Whatever happen t home, wlm.a\-u: mght
come of it, he would not fall into I.hn ebyss that had opened
A u:rnphugl; at his fect—whatover happened, he would be

Whet = hnl ho had been to think of it for one moment!
Stren, by his resolution, Pen turned back towards
Bis atu - his micd wes mmds up, bis urposo clear—to take
hm{ from its hiding-place, and e 1t back at once to
[.ord H.ln!nrum before that cruel temptation had time to fix
upon him ¥ won ths fight with the
tempter. l;le bad been tempted, but he was true!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Like a Thief in the Night!

HE light was still burning in the study as Pen camo
along the pamage. . Busell had Ieft his preparation
late, md he was. nct finished yet, though it was close
ugo bedtime. Pen groanod inwardly as he went into

the ll y. Wu he nover to have a chance? Russell lookod
up &

L5 Nol ﬁ’ru:hcd yet?” asked Pen. :

“ No. chuck it at 'Imdnrno. though.”

“ Tt ynu chuck it now

** Yes, and have a row wuh old Quelch in the morniog.'
gmz;;;d R “No fear. It's ell Coker's fault. Hu
wast

Pen remnmud in the study mlh Russell till the Remove
came tramping up to bed. Harry Wharton looked into the

stu &
b, here you arc? ho oxclaimed. “Come on, Loder's ©

in h; u.nu] sweet tomper, and there will be lines if you're
‘not sha
“ All right, T'll come,” .md Russall.

He lingered till the last moment. Pen saw that thero was
no chance, and he left nne study with a heavy heart. He
realised that this was part of his punishment for having hali-
ywldcd w ;l:;’tnmputmu Now that he was willing to give

it secmed impossible to do so. Every
mument l.hnl. it remained in his desk was tortura to the re-
pentant boy. But it had to remain there. How was he to
get rid of it?

In tho Remove dormitory, where Russcll was the last to
arrive, a grim silence m:gnoé a8 the juniors turned in. Lord
Mauloverer was looking very uneasy. He knew what he had
to axpost and the painful remombrance of the bumping in
um Cloisters was still in his mind. There was no escape for

Loder saw lights out, grunted in responsa to Bob Cher
ammblu good-night, and léft the dm'l;:nl.ory. slﬁglmmg ?hz

Thnn Bulstrodo sat up in_bed.
pose you haven't found that rotten pocket-book of

‘1 su
yours, Mauleverer!” he inquir
“ Sorry, my dear fellow, I haven't.”
7

“Then you'ro going Lhrnngh it?
i ngad you lenow—"
en sat up. Tf ho had acted,decently, his friend—the
ftll!ﬂw who had been kindest to |n his thorny career at
'ne Maexer Linrary.—N
"'I'H; SCHOOLBOY muu.lsrl"
y MARTIN CLIFFOR
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W"w Muuleverar off to-night, Bulstrode ! he excleimed.
“T think wo shall really find tho pocket-book in the morn-

ing. P
““How do you know?"
* Well, I feel sure of it.”
T don’t see how you can feol suro of it unless you know

where it uX} r:db]suéul.&odu brusquely. ou can ring off,
an; that duffer o
T er R s candiy. Hulstrode aad » cromd of othor

izl.lmn :h m%huhum and pyjomas gathered round

Mauleverer"

“ I say, you know, you might ehuek it,"” protested his lord-
ship. I'm m-lly going to have a jolly "good look to-morrow |
mornin,

“A.ng you're going to have a jolly good bumping to-night,””
said Bulstrode.

And the schoolboy ear] was hauled out of bed.

Penfold lay down cl heart. He dared nnt own
up—that was impoassil "This must go on, and it was all his
fﬁa:lh 'l' I; the way of the transgressor is hard. Pen was

B“? hump,
Lor Mlulavunr 'nom the mﬂmtmn without a murmu
The dmdy of the Remove had plenty of pluck. Heo knuw.
too,-that his punishment was nok q\‘lw ulstrode
tm 'brnt:hlm when the ordeal had Emuhnrl mrl “Lord Maul-
everer hiad an ache in every hnm his be 3
“There,” panted -Bulstrode, “Wand il (he - pocket-book -
doesn’t turn up to-morrow morning, 'Mlulevumr. you get I.Im
sag again, beforo atlarnoon school.!
B, 3
.-’md ord Mauleverer limped int

mind

sympathetically. * m.l should really learn not -
s, you know.

ket-book, and has been cad cnprugh to keep it, it’s oll your,

1; for putting & jon in_his

och I gronned bis lordship.

e | lrUle to be h:mut T suppose!
use he's a thief.

to be carel

"A follow has a i h
1f o chap steals,

Pen shivered.
The Remove settled down to sleep. :
for two of them. - Pen was lying awake, thinkio, ol
gotting rid of tho wretched u*at-ba ok, and Lord Maul-
everer was aching too much to slum i

Ten o'clock rang out, and then ulovent Then Penfold
moved. He had t.hqnghl. out a plan. He dared not leave the
matter till the morning. When Greyfriars was awake a
crowded, lio could not be sure that & singls movement of his

would be unscen. The t- m\ul got rid of that
m ht while the rest of the Form were aal

Sl condd nof remimn it to tho place whore ho had found it
at that hour of the night. It was ussless to take it to Lord
Mauleverer's study, !ur il it were found there, questions
would be immediately. It would be known that some-
one had taken it there—taken it there durlh the mght. m-l
Pon would not be able to explain. S'.d

pocke€-book to its owner that nfumoeu all would havn bun
well but_how was he to explain having kept it back till
night?! No cxplanation was possible, exc epiing tho facia,

;{ d decided to open his study window, and fing t.hu
pocket baul: out into the Close as far as he could. Lyi
the open quad., it was cortain to be Euund b’ the first foll
out in the mornin They might be rised st having
overlooked it in their searching, but !he l:uuh] hardly sur-
miso how it had really como there. At all events, it was tho -
only thing that Pen coul 1d do.

Tyhe junior sat up in bed and listencd. ~There was no -
sound in the dormtory, savo the regular breathing of tho
slocpers, and the unmusical snore of Hilly Bunter.

Pen stopped softly from his bed. He drew on his houurl
gud jackel, aad o paic of slippers. Tho aight was ccld, bu
he hnrrny noticed it.. Ho moved :s.ulluul'ky towards the dnm‘.
and stumbled in the durk against s chair. \are Was a4 VOirs
from Lord Mauleverci's bed.  The I.chmg Junior was still

awaks
what's that?"

But there was o sl
hinkiog of means of

o

un! ypon Mauleverer being awawe. I¢
Iluud quite still, his hum beating like o hammer against his

i{e hoped that the silence would satisty Lord Mauleverer,
and that he would settlo down to sloap agnin. But the school:
Loy earl was sloepless. Ho sat up in bed, blinking and pear
ing through tho dar kncn towards Pen. Dark as the dormj-
ihg throveh 33 4 Mualevcrer caught 2 glimmos of the junirs
Iorm standin, “
Jove, \\lw s that "
Pc:l bit his lip hard.

&S OF GOLD."
By SIDNEY DREW.



" Tifapers from the Fourth—ch1":said bm lordnh)p " Wake

zlml fellows!” P
old on I Pen, in a voics of sgnny.
n.no Fen

s T
" why the dickens didn't you answer, ehen ?" asked Lord
Mnulmerelr

# What are yon d:mg cut of bed—eh?" eaid Lord Maul-
Laverer, paazmﬁ at him. t's blessed cold, ien'’t 1t? Going
1o j o1

o ol
A, Thhn w]\sl’l wp?”
#I—I'm going down {o my_ study to—tn gct something,"
muttered Pen desperately. ''It's all right
“Mind you don't run into a prefect, then . chuckled kis
lord ‘f’iﬁ h"Lodrer would be very glad to caich you.
* What the dickens do you want to fetch from your study
in the middle of the night?"" asked Lord Mauleverér.  * Look
 bere, Pen, you're seedy, old chap. Get back into bed, and
[‘11 5a for you."
ned i
I N'o—nn"' ha axclmmed
“ Yaas, yu:.” r:ph:d the good-natured Maulevercr, put-
ting . “Begad, ns celd!
uuh . lnggtful nold . your sectly s kmow. T can't
z% nn?'rrny T'm aching too much Gnl into bed.”

"R.-m" said Mauleverer, taking Penfold gnnd -naturedly

- the shoulder, and pushing him towards his bed * Now,
what is it you want? I'll get it for you."

!’en could almost have laughed in his misery. If Lord

M..ul“urn had only guessed what it was he wanted from his

{'um i said Mauleveror. *T tell you yow]] catch cold.
£1 know what you want from your study a this time

n{ ‘might. Anyhow, Tl gel it for you.
uwyou can’t 1" muttered Pen.

“It's locked in my

" wﬂ. you can give me the key, T sup,

*I-I'd rather go myseli, Mnuhvcmﬁf would really.”

* Well, I'll come with you, then,” said his lordsh:p cheer-
mugy.h"Cv o on. Wait a minute till I get into my bags,

z

*I—I don't want you to come,” muitered Pen. ““ We—
we mlg}m gt “caught, you know, and it's no good both of us
etting
E5EOR T dons mind! Suoop docs 1y lines, you know, at o
bob for fifty, lfanls\'erer “T'II' make him do

you
?l’avo: mmd I—I won‘t go!" stammered Pen.

Lord Mauleverer langhed softly.

‘* You mean that you don’t wut me,” he said. *“ Wh
dickens couldn't you say that at ﬁm Pen? I didn't
there was any secret about it. Buzz

And Lord Mauleverer turned_ back w his bed and tumbled
in. Pen hesitated o moment or two. the were
found in the Close now, would not Lord Maulcverer suspoct
thae truth, cspecially if it fell anywhere near the windows of
the Remnvla';l:ldlw? Buu—ﬂut o d?‘:ed‘ nok :eg;u it Wl;lun;
it was unti morning. -any risk, it must t rid of
Totons Uniytoiees ovakiod to x maw duy 82

Pen crept to the door, and crept out ml.n the passage,

sipioe, liko o hict i the ni As he thought mm:;
he made his way down to the ® passage. He entered
his Blnd,r and locked the door behind him. en he breathed

4 ol oveats, he was sale from interruption now.

]-[u liihud vho gas, :um:ninn on the merest gﬁmmgr, to show

t enough tm- what he had to dn e unlocked his

delk and the pocke k was in his hand. He shuddercd

s be touched ;b—ihuddu:ed to feel how near he en
Iu becoming a thief, for the sake of what that pocket-book
contained.

Pen opened the window as softly as he could—it crmkad
as it opened. The sound was slight, but it seemed to

ng ears of the gunlm slmost like thunder. The uwl
keen air of the night blew in upon him.

He raised his band, the pocket-book in it. His hand
swept forward, and the puukea-buuk sped out into the night,
far, far into the blackness.

B over the window-sill, with throbbing heart, to
hear it hLI But no sound came from the night; there was
not & slight echo, Tho thing bad fallen at o distance, and
Pan's hoart was lighter.

He closed the window.

Although it was near midnight, and the school was asleep,
although there was n locked door between him and the
rest of the school, the boy would not have becn surprised, in
his tense state of mind, to have scen someone in the study,
looking at him vm-h accusing oycs, mth a hand raised to

mounce ere was nol —he was alone. He
turned out the sllmmar of gas, and unlock::i the door, and
with silent feet crept back w the Bemoue dormitory,
MAiaNET RARY
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Lord Mauleverer did not speak as ho came in—whether the
wakeful junior_had fallen nslecp or mot, Pen did not know,
He crept into bed,and drew the clothes over him, and laid
his hend upon the pillow. But thero was no sleep for him
that night, and wheh_the groy dawn glimmered in at the
windows of the dormitory his eyes were still open—tired,
restless, sh, end his foce was pale and wan with

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gosling's Good Luck.

OB CHERRY was the first up in the Remove dormitory
that morning
Ho turned out -t ‘the first clang of the rising-bell, and
gave Dick Penfold a shake. Dick had closed his eyes
as soon as he saw Bob Cherry stirring. He
it'to be known that he had not slapt.

. gnll;elup i xhoutcrl Bob Cherry.

"You woke me up yesterday morninj Bob Cherry.
explained, with o grin. * One good turn deserves another.
Jump up, and come for o run in the Close before the other
fc]]:lnwa are down. It will do you good. You're looking
S0

[y -

"SIept wm" asked Bob,

Wcll Jmn ea.n 't sleep now,” said Bob Cherry, * Gotling
bas nearly, Enished ringing the bell. Tumble up, and come
for a run in the Close.

Penfnld shook his head.

I—I'd rather not!” hie stammered.

st Oh don’t slack !" urged Bob Cherry.

Pen was not slacking. It seemed to him that lick was
never tired of playing him tricks.; He did not want to be
the first out in the Close that morning, oy &
rensons. He did not want to figure as the discaverer of the
missing pocket-book. The less he had to do with the matter
now the better.

“I—I'm not slacking!” he stammered. *'But T hnrdly
slrFl last night. T think I'll st n bed as long as I can.

h, rats] That

- Nn. it isn't, really.”

Bob Cherry gave it up, and grunted as he went to his wash-
stand. The rost of the Remove were mrm cF out now. ‘The
rising-bell had oe.nseﬂ to nng Dick was the last up
but one, that one bein, course, Bxl.ly Bunter. Bunter
always stayed in bad tx!)‘the last possible moment, and when
he rose his ablutions were a wonder Although ho
gega.ne;ashmg after all the other fellows, he was frequently

nish

Lord Mauleverer grunted & good deal as-he turned out.
He was still very nhfgr from the previous night's bumping.

ylstrodo gave him a grin.

--§ inf e!” ha asked.

‘Ths.l s nothing to what you'll h: f!almg' hke’lpmsenﬂy, if
th- {"v?ifk et-book doesn’t turn up,” said B
t-ho !" said Bolsover emphnﬂmnl]s
“Yes; we can’t have Bolsover suspecte -.nd scarched by
palmn mspectnu ad lib, you know,” said Nugen

a, ha, ha
“Oh shut up‘ ' sajd Bolsover. ‘I wasn't renlly taken in
by that nss Coker, I felt all l.he time that—
“ Ha, ha, hal"
Famous' Four were the first' down, and Lord
Mluleverer !ollownd them. Dick Penfold was taking. care
it out of the dermitory, and he 1mEercd. over his
wusixma. in company with Billy Bunter. “herry put his
arm in auleyerer's as they left the dormitory, and
mzn:h!d him downstairs. %
You're coming to lock for the pocket-book,” ho remarked,
* After breakfest, my dear follow.
* Certainly ; if it's not lmxnrl beforg mnned Bob Cherry.
! But you're coming now. No time like P
““Bogad, you know, I'm getting simply fed-up wnh that
blessed pocket-book P said ford Maulaverer. It seems to
me that & fellow has o right to lose his own g’ndmthmk
if ho wants to without all this fuss being madel” "
¥ That's just whore you'ro mistaken,” said Bob c!lo:rfully
“WWe'ro going to teach you careful habits. Yo
1o have some hoss-sense bumped into you, my son.
* But, really, you know—>"
* Really, you know, you're coming, and that'u Bat!” said

id not want

slacking 1"

o
And the reluctant peer was run down the ﬂep! into the
Close, snd then he ceased to abject. It was not of much va
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nbi]ac(ing when Bob Cherry had made up his mind on the
subject

‘Gosling, the porter, was in the Close, with a big broom in
his hands, Gosling glanced towards the juniors, and came
towards them, with an unusual expression upon his face.

“Your lordsh Y' please—""

Gosling was always extromely civil to Lord Mauleverer.
The schoolboy earl tipped him as mnn%half-ernlrn.l as he hod
twopences from any other fcllow. The number of times
Gosling could get the words lord and lordship into a single
sentence was really surprising.

““Hallo 1" said Mauleverer- i

“[ ‘ear that your lordship 'ave lost a pocket-book,” said
Gosling.

“ *ave!" said Lord Mauloverer, with great gravity.

“Wot 1 says is this "ere,” said Gosling. ‘'H
ought to be willin’ to take any trouble to oblige
gent us is 50 open’anded as your lordship, my lord. ‘

“T'm suro you'rs very good,” said Lord Mauleverer, a
little puzzlod. 3

“Which as soon as I 'eard that the pocket-book was Io*l-i

i i in,

siarted 'unting for i
“Which I considered it my dooty_so
_ “Thank you very much, begad!
it it
“That I *ave, my lord " .
St

to do, my lord."”
I hope you've found

g
“Found it !" shouted Boh Cherry. < °
“ Found the pocket-book " exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“¥es; that I ‘ave!”

-And Gosling brought his horny hand round from behind
him, and opened it, and there was the pocket-book !

< The juniors looked at it. It was Lord Meulevercr's pocket-
book, right enough—they knew the russia-leather cover
and the-silver monogram.  Tho book was a little stained with
wud, but that was all. Thare it was!

By Jove!" said Lord Mauleverer. * Thanks!"
Where did you find it, Gossy?" asked Bob Cherry, in
amazemept. o'vo looked everywhere.”

“In the Close, Master Cherry.”

«1In the Close! Where?"”

“Hunder the_ helms.”

"My only bat!" sjaculated Frank Nugent. “I'll
swoar—""

Pray don't, my dear fellow—"
“Ass] I'll swear we looked under the elms, over every
blessed inch of ground there,” said Frank Nugent.
“ Perhaps the wind blew it there?” Lord Mauleverer

llgvnud,

*Ves: I think I can sec the wind blowing about a pocket-
book erammed with filthy lucre, you nss! Sure it was under
the elms, Gossy 7"

"Yosinﬂllxler Nugent; right hunder the helms, hon the
ground !

“That's plain enough,” said Harry Wharton. *It's jolly
odd, but I suppose it must have been overleoked when we
searchied. I suppose nubodr got up in the middle of the
uight and chucked it there?”

‘ Ha, ha, h

‘fhe juniors laughed ot~ the idea, cxeepting Lord
Mauleverer, His face was usually grave, and for & moment
there was a very queer expression upon it

1L earl
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ntleman in my born days as your lordship, my lord! It's
ey Kind of you, my lord, and. I sccepts your lordship's
presant with eIl my 'eart, my lord.. Wot I says is this 'ere,
you're a gentleman, my lord "

“ Thank you very much ! said Lord Maulcvorer. I had
an idea myself that that was so, but I am glad to have my
views confirmed by such an able judge as yourself, Gosling !

And h way with the grinning juniors. Bulstrode
met_thom at the doar of the School House. Sy

“You'd tor wire in and find that pocket-book!” he
remarked.

*'Not nt all—"' .
ren't you going to look for it?”

No.

Then you'd better look out for squalls—-"

You :].“' it's found !"" his lordship explained calmly.
ound 1" 4 -

“Yes; Gosling's found it, and he's just returned it to me.

And we'll have that little excursion on Seturday alternoon,

if you fellows will come. shall be very much honoured,

said Lord Mauleverer, with a bow. 2
*“Oh, we'll come!" said Harry Wharton, ll\ﬁl\mg, “ But
only on condition that you leave the tin with Mr. Quelch, 10

B Jookod up safely watil Saturday.”
 Vas, wih plostars. “Anytiing to oblige
Dick Benfold looked eagerly nt Lord

came fowards the diningroom for breaki

earl met his glance calmly. .
“T hear you've found your pocket-book I he exclaimed.
Lord Mauleverer n ed. .
“Yae.  Gosling found it for me. I's all sercnc, thanks I

8

aleverer as ho
t. The schoolb

“I'm so glad!

And Dick Penfold turned away. Lord Mauloveror's glanco
had been searching os it rested upon Pen. Did he connect
the scholarship boy's eurious conduct on the preceding mlgh_t
with the strange discovery of the pocket-book in Closo
in the morning? His fnce did not express what wa
thinking, and he did not speak to Dick Penfold on tha
subject, nor did his mannor to the scholarship boy after that
change in the least. If he had an; '!u?loloil of the tarrible
Sempiation that the unhappy boy had daliied with, he ki
that Dick must have conquered it, and proved himself sound
at heart and honest and true. And that could anly make
the schoolboy ecarl respect him. But what Lord Mauleverer
thought upon the subject, if he thought anything et all, he
never uttered.

The finding of the pocket-book was a greater relief to tho
Remove than to its owner. The Fourth and the Fifth had
to cease thoir little jokes—there was no longer any ground
for them. Tho pocket-book had been recoversd intact, and
to had evidently not been stolen. Coker and Temple even
offered in a kindly way to come out on the motor-car excur-
sion plaaned for the Seturday afternoon—an offer which
was gently but firmly declined.

And Dick Penfold?

The lad had won his battle—he had saved himself. And
though it -does not always come about that honesty and
cournge have their due reward in this world, it was the cage
it Bick Penfold, for when he paid his next visit 1o the
humble home in Friardale, ho found that his mother had
taken a turn for the better, and that all anxiety was over.
And that night Pen knelt his bedside, and gave thanks
with tears in his eyes that he had been sble to resist tho

Gos““ﬁ; was waiting ex e sch
opened, tho pocket-book, and the rows of sovereigns in th
little niches glistened in the sunlight.  Lord Mauleverer tool
out the wad of banknotes.

o said Joha Bull.

Yes; better count ‘them,”
“VWWhat rot, my dear fellow !
““ Ain't you going to count them "' roazed Bob Cherry.
Lord Mauleverer looked surprisod. i
“What on earth for , asked. ‘I suppose they're all

right. T couldn't possibly insult Greyfriars by suggesting
that there is a fellow here who would stick to any of my
banknotes.” -
“Then what have you got them out foz, zas?”
“Only to 1qive one to Gosling."
“ My hat!” 3 .
The juniors had uxgocm-l Lord Mauleverer to give Gosling
& handsome tip for finding the pocket-book, but a tip of a
fiver was enough_to take their breath away. It took
Gosling's away. Ho gasped. Lord Mauleverer detached ono
of th erisp motes, and futtered it towards the school porter.
st Thurnt\'uu are, Gosling ! Pray accept that, with my best
thanks! T'm sure you don't mind my offcring you a slight
recognition of your valuable service!™
Gosling did, not mind. He grabbed the banknote, and
stuffed 1t into his pocket, as if airaid that the schoolboy
millionaire might chango his mind. :
hank you kindly, m{ lord " hesgasped. “ Wot I'says is
this 'ere, my lord, thef I never soe sich a open’snded young
MaoxeT LiprarT.—No, 208.
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whon Lord Mauleverer's little excursion
came off, one of the happiest of the party was the boy who
had boen tempted, but proved true.
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——— THE FIRST CHAPTERS ———

GHING-LUNG
IN THE
FORBIDDEN
of Ferrers Lord,

Millionaire,
Rupert Thurston,

i THROUGH
. ounwr | TRACKLESS
TIBET!

BY
SIDNEY
DREW.

Voo

and Gan-Waga.

Whhinz to_explore t'.l_:a pn:u:n.u unkaown land of Tiba!

Lml', gef urston, -Way

g g g e L
e party, o o ame a

they are l&‘:h:d by the Du! p‘ulh and oatlaw, Storland Sabl

2'slern Sght, beaten off
who mm -m. h biss to inflict the pecessary punishment, &

(READ THIS FIRST)
Ferrers Lord, millionalre, makes up a party, lscluding Prince Ching
u Bsumv. and & mumber of the crew of the Lord

have just crossed the Himalayas iato The Forbldden Land, whed'
ib, These are, 2

of the Deep, to travel with him across

a band of his ruffaniy followers. however, afier

Brout, ouc of the party, plays a practical joke on Gaa-Waga, the Eskino, aad is therengbn chased by that gentlemas,

e e e e moier A me s oet BE s closely followsd by Gao-Waga, who every minute gains

Ching-Lung's Slave !
T]Ie chase went an merrily until Prout slipped.

Thu whip came down upon his back, making Prout bellow,
and the onlookers scream with delight. Prout received a
sccond cut, and floundered into 3 caraes bebind & male. He

- managed to edge out, and rubbed Limsel
‘' Had noughl " asked Gan-Wage.
Ow! You

The mule pllnked his hoof on Gan's toe st that moment,

and then Gan- Wuga began to dance.
ha, ha!"" roared Prout. *‘Ho, ho, ho—oh!"

L 0.- do yon want—

His mirth was short-lived. Prout’s laugh was a tremendous
one. I;erhapl the mule thought the great Thamas was lau; h
ing at

and did m:i hhc at. It lashed out when the *
came, anc both hoofs on the exact centre
’s tunic, just m-u the third button.
‘hPxouk & fect left the ground, and he struck the earth with a

Joe ran to the scene of action to render first aid to the
wound
“Tom,” ke said, * why didn't you say you was goin' to
nt dmm.. and I'd "ave ;oz you o hnn‘nch&*
“Eh?" murmured
“Why didn’t you wait Bt & chismsa hacsicles i
\msn!" . P;”-"ll bi his i his bij
s pr mummre oe, burying his face m is bij
hnndkuruh]{lfn “Hig mind's wnndenrr?g‘ lnlgt
messago lo yor mother-in-law in my e
* Brothi rinned Maddook, "lse‘l s soothe 'is larst
moments with tgu ‘beautiful song."
And then he struck up, whilo the others shook with laughter,
the pathetic words:
“‘Break the news to muvver,
Bay there was no uvver,
To love me when the donkey kicked.”
Prout scratched his head, arose, and shook himsell. He
had been nastily jarred, and the breath was knocked out of

"-'-"wno mado the donkey kick, brothen?” chanted Ching-

"Gmg!rl" roared the men.
-The great Thomas scowled and rubbed himself.
Can-Wags were grmnmg me s pm of crocodiles.
Prout streiched out clutched each by the
nape of the neck, and bmugln the:r skulls together vmlemly
The stopped grinning at once, and started rubbing
reak the news to muvver!” roared Prout.
was mno uvver—to s the grinning idicts roun here!
Gents, 1 don’t know who made the donkey kick ; but T know
who is gbin’ to kick a lot of donkeys right away if you ain't
careful.  Pouf! I'm winded! It took my breath away. It
wasn't fair either, That mule had knuckle-dusters on, and
T wasm't on me guard. . Im airaid he's broken my jewellery.”
He took the battered remains of a silver watch out of his
pocket, and pmd sadly at the fragments.
“Time lies,” he sighed, as he
md 50 do the gparrers. I wc‘n
'HE Ma un.nﬂ

Joe and

there

ed the ruins away—
at watch in a reffle, and

':rnx'r sl
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itrnuwr went till now. And then it wenl rather fast, didn’t

said Ching-Lung, "ycu re getting as smart as &
l.'nlurl éu.mmy. Have a cigar?
* Thank ’ee, sir I said P:nul. “Td like two better!”
Ferrers Lord came back. He had been to take the saddles
from the two dead ponies, lnd lhen the fun ended.
*‘ Either the d and got away or they took
him,” he said. have been nght back to the camp. We
must_have hit them hnrd for I covered up unother bo y, nd
found another dead horse. We might as woll leu:h in what-
ever is left of the yak be!ore tha vul ture: eat it."
' Will you come, Ching "’ rston.
“Like an exprﬂu train, my .m ‘Get hold of your catsmeas
lmi come alon|
solitary Vultum, swooping dmrn marked where the
urcllu 1., N S vk e e
Mounting their poni 01 r o sloj
cultore it i peene wth s Sronk of disgust.” Though tho
hill pirates had taken:the hm of the flesh, plenty remained.
Ching-] Lung drew his knife, and bent down.

Plink-)
A Dailak clipped through Argal-Disis's bush, and 8 Manser
ouble cra mnnT was ﬁ.r:ng

rifle uttered its queer
them, and the first shot ume hwclouhbn
D g-Lung. * Roll off, Rupue i
Thurston sprang !rom hi uddln, lnd duy threw themselves
down upon the grou ge of smoke could ba
seen, and it was impmlx“hle ta hz]l Erom what direction the
bullet had come.
“Don’t show an inch of wnr-aﬂ 1" said Chmg'vL\mg
4 Pack yourselves as flat as a pancal
“But the pemet will tell them whem we are.”
Tl shift -
Ching- Lun l'elt rou-nd him cautiously, and found a w?la
of pcbblcs. ¢ Bung them at the browsing pomﬂ, and they
lek 1b°|?f twenty yards away.
Had if e e e batk:
Ti the saddle, gr
Tand "&'3}" the Eu, Totlamed ...my'h,
- e:le :. e smoke!" said Thu
fi‘&: it How fur may do you tink i7"
L, mt seven hun 3
The_ light brilliant, and the breoza had died
The 5“;5" :::;ur:g!l:y &i"ry‘:ﬁ:d :.lell;. for lha ‘Illt pkt-n
has the dryest atmosphere in the wor
“Don’t shoot, old chap!” said chmz-mn: hurriedly,

lb 3dlopud
e other.
Iaokl Just behind

“There seems fo be only ono ui them, must have|
heard that old u..fm i ploskin Bl 171 bad that balh o
string here— By Jnu, I nve! there, and U‘: \;d.'l
locate the rascal in no t J“ again ve

minutes. Take hold of this, lmd w il
He crawied sy, tr is rifle.
fe-].smd nr;hgoatbemulu

h his ﬁnpﬂ. The strain ceased r
;réi.p %‘;Iu;‘.mﬁ!; dragged away, ~Then & hand tou ed his.

- Gm-: a8 your rifl, ‘ol d c):ap,

(A ELFRANK IORARDS.

Have you gob the string
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# Thr.l:;l tug it hard”

Lung’s rifle, fm-zy yards away, exploded as the string
J:rl-sd dn-m the tri
Plink-plonk | crac! er.! u‘ gun behind the cactus, and the
Imoh revenlud l.hu bouucn of the sui r. who had fired at
the smoke lecoy. as all g Lung needed.
Ho fired. A ml:n s head md oulders and arms leapt above
tln cactus, and tho body fell forward, writhing, and then ley

" We'll have to carr
He picked up his
on with his interruj
“Ching, old chap,”
on earth-did you make that shot?”
“With that gun, gboy 1t is the prisoner we left behind.””
“And how on earth do you know it's the prisoncr at this
rln‘}nﬁz:n?"

the meat,” ssid Ching-Lung calmly.
o aa if nothing had happened and went

p.pe Rupert, in smazement, ** how

th prisoner had a silver bunglo on his wrish
and Tasw tho Light fash on it. By Jove, docan't yak smelt
mus

"Yuu re & terror!” said Thurston. : e
ung laughed.

7; answering, chuckle sounded almost under their very
l'ooL A dark, smiling face and two twinkling eyes looked
Lp al them. Then the tall figure of Argal-Dinjat raiscd itself

“Enlu'bl " he said, in broken English.
Yuu grm chief! 1 being your slave
ressed Ching-Lung's hand agaeinst his forehcad.

On the March Once More— Hard Pressed for Water—The
Witch Well Causes Trouble.

Argal-Dinjat reported ﬂm the pirates had ridden south-
west, a direction axactly site o route taken by the
expedition. It was |b|e thnl |h|s might only have been
a ruso to put them quthg;r guard, and that the real intention
of Storland Sahib was to make a wide detour and wait for
them. But the Afghan shook his head when Ferrers Lord
mentioned it.

“ No, sal Thoy will not return for many days; but they
will !ehlrn, for the sahib never forgets.

* And t makes you they will not follow us
to-day?” uked the millionaire.

“I know not, sahib ; but it is true.

“1 seeing shot!

They ride to Casmeaera,

village where we -bought the goat. They will loot it.
ey g LT T S R
not good o bo noar Storland Sa s advage, sabi
The woodoutter. in_the

Jumsln Kaows nol when tho tigor will

e us.’

hnt do you mean by that

water, The mountain utrenma fall beyond us
ta thn nghl and left and join the rivers of the plateau. The
ridge we follow is waterless; but it is the bul. pll.h Itisa
strange place, sahib, and the demons. people

Ferrers Lord sent back Joe and Gan- anu “to refill all the
watar-bottles and to give the mules u drinl

‘1 not qui almnt Storland Slh\!:. he said to
; ““and as I have the best I shall let you
It seems we are followin, u-. ancient caravan
mulp, known now as the Path of Dautﬁ In the old days all
the rich caravans used to pass this way.. An earthquake or
an avalanche. however, upset the watercourses, and now it is
a dangorous route to follow.  Argsl-Dinjat talks about
demons,” he added, smiling. ““If you see one, shoot it, snd
we'll ha\a it stuffed.”
geu are, old chap. TNl shooi you 8 brace.

get m ared. We should miss you if you did.
he caravan moved away al a trot, lemnng Ferrers Lord

%{ uard the rear. The wonderful dry air affected all of them
rm its inspiriting influence. It is so dry that meat will

Y untainted for weeks.

‘They laughed, chatted, whistled, and sang. When the road
widenod and_they could ride four abreast Ching-Lung per-
formed s series of circus tricks, jumping from pony to pony
m smnrtly s eny trick-rider in the land of sawdust and

get al

Don't

ﬁoup la| ,All ! Allez!" ho eried. *‘ Look out! Ally
Slunerl Huup Ia 1
“If you rigy }: Gan-Waga as a clown,” said Tlvuubon
* you could surt a full-fledged circus at once. ‘ Ching-Lung’

unnuralluicd troupe of tumblun, high riders, and gi
goats’ would look fine on bill
Ching-Lung dropped into his
“A splendid notion ! he L “W- could £l the
ramme without troubloe. Luts seo! There's Jerking Gan-
¥aga, King of Rib-Ticklers and Joke Merchants; Professor
Bruseflo Sprouto, the Red-Haired Fsenk from Finland ; Jolly
the Fatest Man on Earth; Mad Maddock, the Merriest
Mmslrr.\l left Unmurdered; and Ruperto Thurstono, the
Tae MaoNeT Linrary.—No. 208.
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when he sleeps.
er, and any of the
e doors if we had him

Fasting Wonder, who never ests my|
The chief would make u splendid
other lads ‘tould taks the money at f
chain "
. ;'The great bar act would suit you, sir, said Prout sweetly.
“You do it splendidly.

e e el or horizontal ™" asked Ching.Lune.
“ Public-house bar,” murmured Prout-sweetly. And there
WAS & ganeml tittor. :
said  Ching-Lung, “You're mistaken.
about bars. You're the man for |hn!.
Yuu vu bmm med to them from your carliest youth.

“'By hokey," grunted the stecrsman, ** hark at a1

Iwasa teatotaller till T was twenty-one "

“T was referring to prison bars,” said Ching-Lung; and
ergrybody | laughod:

The sun began to blaze down upon them parchingly, and its
light, reflected from the snow-covered peaks. made their eyes.
5: In spite of the Afghan’s warning, the men began to

Waga wn in & new climate,
hem. His mouth felt

I know -
Thomas.

Why,

drain thoir water-bottles. —Gan-
End he rlhlt‘ Tareh:!hlnt{nthan any of tl
ry, and his lij an
T e can got tog much of this air,” said Thurston. *It's
very pleasant at first, but the reaction comes. Every inch of
my, skin in tingles as if T mﬂ been sandpapered.all over.”
here, ghed Joe dolefully.

s
“On, sshibs, on!" came the warning voice of the Afghan
Below them, only a few miles away it seemed, flashed the
waters of the river. Every fask was empty now, excopt
Ching-Lung's. Both mules and nies were moving with
Aagging steps and droopi The dry .lr shrivelled
them, and not even a hlldg of lrnl or a speck of moss grew
on lhme arid slopes.
aga was ru:lmghm front, swaying in the saddle at
mr, nep The: oon travellicg for neazly four hours
op.
ttunl wnmns ory of the

the
n sl xbs, on—for your lives nn
There was no lsughter now. Mules and pemel wnm willing
enough, but they were beginning to need whip and spur
dnu them forward. And the cool clear water ﬂnhud mock-
mgls before \ho_nr airﬂ. It was thirty miles way.

“I'm eracking,

E moment the

o slackened, there came

sahibs,
hl’ mutund Ching-Lun; =
They all drow i Below thom was the track—the path
ol deat was a grumm! sight—a path of skelstons.
ks, horses, mules, picked cloan by eagles, and
bluubud mla hanl! ‘whitenoss ; and human bones lay aniong
them—those of men, women, and children. Skulla grinned,
empty eye-sockets stared up at the pitiless sky.
é‘u fragments of rag, broken utensils, and dec-lyed
svddles, told the stories of tho ill-fated carsvans. Some of
¢ho bones had been gnawed by wild dogs and beasts of prey.
It was little wonder that the supnrmhou! natives thought
the, death ath qum.-d by demons | nnd imps,

oot o8 i his sddle. Ho had not uttered o
single word of comphml., thnugh he was suffering agonies of
torture.

Ching-Lung oaught
Drink this, Gan,” he said.
There was only a ﬂmd of & pint left in the fask. Ching

Lung's throat was on fire
" o, pln d G-n anu. “Not take it! You want it
ad. Not

He ul'lmd thc Iluk away. It was-as brave an zct as well

could imagined, for he waa fainting.
* Drink it!" cried Ching.] z?
"got tukc it, Chingyl Me e !
rink

“ No,"” 'md Gan-Waga doggedly.
Chmg -Lung took out his r:vulvcr and pointed it at Gan-

Waga's head
ke s and deink it
drink it, I'll shoot you!”
The Eskimo turned his haggard face, and looked into Ching-
Lung's eyes. They were stern and hard, and full of deter
mination. He took the fask, and drained 1t ravenously, an
t‘ns men licked thoor pnrchné
‘* On, sahibs—on !" Argal- Dm:lt * On for your lives.”
They lashed their .dnd mounts into a feeble trot. Bones
to zha left, bones to nghc skulls grinning at them hideously,
as if overjoyed at their misery, and the awful sun blazing
uwrhead
“We can’t last another hour, Rupe

Not want you die !”

I'm not jesting, Gan. If you don't

" whispered Ching-

L4%e cattle con't, at any satet Hallo®”
Gan-Waga's mule had broken into a gallop, its nostrils
dlst!ndm‘] and ears erect.
“ Water—water ! Ho scents water " shouted 'tbe Afghan,
“Allah is with us. The witch-well is not dry,

s = GO
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|, make n Enrtune ere, selling fy-pepers.

Tha od:er tules and penies scented it, too, and strained at
their bits. They began to frot, and then to gallop. A hollow
lxy to the right of the road, and they saw the ghmmer of the
water, 1: was haroelér a hundred yards away, dnd it lay like
a shield of ish Waior at lus

They mﬁ:heu the edge and remained dur\b{oundcd gazing
into n deep pit. No weter was there. The pit was dryl
Ara'ul Dinjat crossed his and bowed his head.

" be murmured, “and it is ks will. We

is wise,
can hut diel”

The Mystcrlwu Weil—Water at Last, and Too Much of it
Gan-Waga in his Element,

Unleu their eyes had deceived them, and played them a
trick, the pit had been brimiul of water before.

pﬁp. of moisture still shome cn_the rocky sides. They
sta: in bewilderment into the dark pit. A faint gurgling
was heard in the far-off depths.

*“It's the oddest thing I ever heard of, or saw,”
Thu “Was it only a mirage?” g
“How could it be thet? We &ll saw it. Besides, the sides
still wet, It's ono of those wells that vanich periodically,
ppose. There are one or two in Chipe.”

*Then it may fll up again]"

i "kIn & month,” said Ching-Lung glocmily.
uck 1

Pumelhmulu. and men looked utterly downcast and de-
jected. Had they not seen the faithless water, they could

ve led on more dog| y. The disappointment was
#o ncute they d:up‘:nrsd forlornly into the treacherous
well, dmr.nnuﬁ and

* Cheer up, ladal™ uncd Ching-Lu: “It's o nasty ln:w.‘h!

and we mulm't go down under 1t. Lel.'l see how dee)

a stone, and they listened. At last ume thl!
socrd of & mnen splash of water.

"F-(g s, good,” said Ching-Lung, * “and there's water
down there. We ] ]»Ilv soon have some up! Get hold of
the rope, all of jm and knot it mnﬂ:en urry up, while
the water is in re ick, lads—quick !

ey set to work ws-Lh newed vigour. Bwilily cords and
bridle reins were tied and ntnppeﬁ to form one length. Then
a lulther bucket went down. .
Not _lang rnuugh"' said Ching-Lung. “No. We're still
ards away."

‘ Here you are, sir!” said Prout.

Breathlessly they. waited, kneeling on th- edge of the pit.
The_leaded bucket lnual:ed the water, and sank

“ Pull, lads—pull = i

Up came the ucket, lled to u;a brim with erystal water,

said

“This is awful

“and the men uttered a fockle ch

“Holp yourselves, lads—help “Sourselves, and 61l your
bateles 't
It was mectar—pure, sparkling, icy ou|é Th h it
o areatiiye anid Talt Tke nev men. - Again a=d f.t'.‘:du-e
bucket sank into the pit. The thirst of the cattle scemed in
ntuble, and arms were aching before they had th
}-Dinjat hlwd hu Jong arms reverentl: S! :f
Ao thanks Be'said, - Few, indecd, have found
water in the wal whu: they_have taken thi: Thi
spirit of the well bas favoured us. To others
-ﬁa the water for an instant, and then withdraws it before
they can drink, leaving them to die.”
'm much obliged to he gmtln-u l'nr h.- kind-

ghed Ching- Lung d to
ﬁnrl hun m s good temper. rm a bit, and wau or the
chief. The water we've got nught to last us out.’”
“and I'll

“'We’ll drlw lnulhur bucket,” said Thurston, *
proceed to wash.”
en he ]nd finished rinsing his hands and face, the others
Eollcwtd hig example i turn, and Inund themselves delight
full u!&mhw v 4
.ves aga grew lively again, and pipes were lighted
and smoked with huge I‘Elli]ly pie ¥

The flies were the only drawback, and they swarmed round
the well. They were a kind of black mosquito, and their
sting resembled a prick of a red hot needle.

Prout's nose formed one of the main objects for attack,
.dnd they stormed it gl.“mllv until it began to swell visibly,
_and to turn the colour of & ripe tomato.

“ The spiteful varmints ! Ermuled Prout again and
* They mean to eat me up by little bits. OA }l‘nm o,

uch !

l‘: it to
ome,
you vil

uk‘o?lﬁ d.nin t 3n|l bring one of your mr..hc' in-law's veils?”
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Prmlt looked at his Highness thoughtfully, & to puzzle

aut tement. Keguuduut avago 1 ting to.p
i don'! see it, draL nm! Why
“if they hndn't. ynur

et

“Well," exclaimed Ching-Lung,
beautiful Roman, nose would bifa ther erers” tims
setld on it fnr or 'y ke & reckhot coul. e
t a fi
" The li en “chuckled. Prout tried to think of a smart

as the only thing that had anything smart
Just L'Imn was his nose, he gave it up, and grinned

al s another!

o
. Dinjnt was standing on a boulder, acting as a watch-
[ul wntry A horseman appeared far away dn-n the path Like
;_spaek. The eagle-eyed Afghan saw at & glance that it was

‘errers Lor

* The sahib comes,” he eaid, ' and all is well.”

Ching-Lung lay sprawled upon the ground, lnulmq' lazily

into the mysterious well. Beside him sat Gan-Waga, his legs

dangling over the brink. Btrange rumbling and gurglings
camo from the depths.
* This is a gueer shop, Rupert." said the Prince. ' Every

effect must have a cause. I should fancy it's fed by » power-
ful spring; but 1 can’t understand what es the water go
away 8o suddenly. It's filling up again now. Po]uh up your
b and give me an explanation, uh. clever one.!"

can give you my theory, and it's a T one.

Out mn; |l. then, and if I like it I'll present ynu w:th 'Y

leather med

" Get '.hn rewm! ready, ‘then. T suggest that tho well is
fehinb’l water, The water passes underground by some
channe

b my dear boy! Marvellous! What a picce of
r.ulna. o miurml.lian' Fancy water running in a chanmell
Hnw extnmdm-
nute," said Thurston. ‘"I'hu channel passes
nght Q.hruugh the well. You know how swil i snow melts,
d snow and jco are ol:en washed down. That's
On ordinary occasions 9 r.)unnn! is lnrge elnnuxh
"off tho_ water. (But mupgose » groat mass of s
ur ws forms a barrier high up nmun tains? 'I'hm Mln
water cannot get away until there is enough to burst the
dam. Tho channel underground is not e enough to carry
at off rapidly, .nnd 50 it is forced up until this well is full.”
'I'lutn not so bad. You
rm, now. The poor

Pﬂ}"
rowls an gnx-glus ﬂmmlell lmm ahu shaft.  Evidently
the water was ri for Ch:ng\-Lung could sce the reflection
of his face and a's

'I‘hu water hecame violently
_ﬁxuhd md-nm-led round -m! round, seething and
ere was ; wu roaring, and then a ery:

1'1:-; rulh d back. A column of water, like a geyser fifty
feet high, shot up into the air. There was no -upmg it as
it descended, though they fled right and left. X

Down came the torrent covering a circlo of twml.j yards

argund.

Ponies, mules, men, and goods were all drenched.

And then the -uu'r sank back again with a roar into the
depths of th

n spite of the unpleasantness of it, the victims laughed, and
laugh until their sides ached.

Gan-Waga alone felt ]ug]ll dalighted, for wator was almost
his native element. mhyen would hu gladly dis

with the soaking. ine o , the sun warm,
rcend their clothas ouk 0

stri d mﬂmw t, and

beginning to think that lplnb it altogether a
gcnﬂemm, grinned Ching-Lung. ‘' He might h:v- m
us the tip to put on_macinto: ¥

‘ou have
the w-ur hm when it touched Prout's nose. ' Didn't you see

"Ynn m have too much of & d:od thm:." llld Rupert, as
o wrung out his shirt. “A L
:ng !ar a spoonful of wnur. and now nvu zut more than
t, T'm not going to trust that well n. ¥
om !.hn blmlmu. ‘boys, md dow les. It's a
iy tiag ihe me;?a ey
a

then ﬂm m)l]mnurn
met his gaze
He hughud vlhzn he huni the sto)

“Oh :huﬁ up " said Prout sulkily. * They don't worrit  of the mosquitos, who mad
¥ ] {uat because Do s%lf ren{;ectm Ty wonlld b seen; on an glmpdl‘-lnl_hcu wete prefera fo i they
gy ace like yours. They like something good-lookin® and ressed quicily. ¥ of thiz M-“' "
h!y must lzsve ashestos feet in these ports, Tom," re-  new serfal wil appenr next wook In ‘'The Magnet
m-vhd O‘hmg!. Lity M Order copy In m‘vmn.! 155
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Ching-Lung and Gan-Wagn Get into Dliluultlea,

It was indeed a ghostly and ﬁhutly sight, and the glow of
tho watch-fires renderod it doubly so,” In the vulgar language
of the crew, *Thara were no flies on Joa!"” He might look
meek, sleek, and innocent, bui he was nothing of the kind.
He had been badly scared for the moment. It was quite for-
zivable, for the sudden appenrance of a grisly knight, and
the gravelike accents of the spectre’s voice, would have scared
auy person. And there were two of them. )

" Fhat shall bo his doom, comrade™ asked Ching Lung,
brandishing his- battleaxe. *Shall we hack him liml from
Lmb?"

*No-o-oa! Not that!” wailed Joe.

“Shall wo draw_his teoth ono by one?”

“§sparc me! I—I'm engaged to bo married!

m

“Shall we hew him into slices, and roast him in molten
brimstone? Speak, comrade of the shades!”

Joo's knees bumped against the deck, and he shook like a
jelly hammered with a spoon.

‘“Roast him!" hissed Gan-Waga. “Ha-aa! Ah-ha!”

“Thou hast heard, human. Thou shalt roazt. Como, thou
art doomed I :

Joe screyved his face up into the most hideous expression of
abject terror, and crawled to Gan-Waga's feet.
P+ H

D-d-den’t

please, Mr. Ghost, have pity! Oh, merey! I don't
want to roast!”
“Thy ploadings, mortal, are vain” sid Ching-Lung.

“Seizo him, Fatisticus!"
Gan-Waga nearly burst his_coat-of-mail into scrapiron in
ing to choke back his laughter. He clutched Joc by ‘the
car, and placed tho cold fist of his sword against Joo's neck.
The night wes deliciously warm now, and the water of the
channel was nevor chilly, Joo, his knoes bumping fogether
in protended fright, staggered towards the prow. Once b
fell with a moan. 3

** Arise I"” hissed Ching-Lung. E

Joe arose; but he managed to take a piece of strong cord
from his pocket as he did so, and to attach one end to the
gun-carriage.. Thoy waro closa to tho rail.

“ Mortal,”” said the phantom knight, * we live 'neath tho
sea. . Only once in a thousand years are we permitted to visit
the earth. from the land of shadows. he first mortal wo
‘meet, therefore, is_our proy. Thou art the man, and thou
‘must go with us. Dive overboard!”

Joo howled mournfully, and collapsed flat on his fece. Ho
kicked and wriggled and sobbed and squirmod. He begged
to be let off, and said he didn't want to go to the land of
tho shodows and to be fried over burning brimstone. He
swore he wouldn't dive and spoil his clothes. The clothes
were not his own, and he would be robbing his employer.
Besides, he had a borrowed watch on, and though it was a
Waterbury, it didn't mean it was waterproof. And while ho
was spluttoring out protests and lamentations, Joseph was
zm the other end of the cord to the rail, under tho useful

adow cast by tho gun. R

- PIu:ﬁ_inqu shall avail thee nothing!".said Syr Chyng, the
spook, grimly. “Avaunt! Arise and dive, or, by the sicred
bones of my knightly grandfather, my squire shall hurl thae
hoadlong into the watery abyss. Dost ear? Thou craven

itiffi mortal, arise and take the plunge!”

Oh-ooo-oh! I can't swim!"

Gun—“'nfn managed to lift tho carpenter’s limp form.

* Must 11" moaned Joe, clasping his hands for tho plunge
*Oh, say not so!"

*Or bo spitted like a fowl 1" hissed Ching-Lung, shortening
his blade for a thrust. ““ Over with thee !"

Joo jumped like a playful kangaroo, but net inta the water.
He dodzed round the o dived under Gan-Waga's weapon,
nnd flod across the deck, bounding in the fashion of a ferrct
pursuing o wounded bird.

The angered ghosts i&vﬁ chase. Joo could easily. have
escaped, below, but Joo had not finjshed with the grisly phan-
toms yet. Ching-Lung and Gu.nvz\gelgl speedily ~ discovered
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that it was not quite so easy to run in armour as in silk
sprinting clothes. i -
‘Round the wheelhouse darted Joe, and after him, with
naked swords, came the spectres. Joe waited for them there.
Ching-Lung followed him, and Gan-Waga aitempted to head
him “off. §uc seized a mop, and, q}lnngmg ‘out suddenly,
brought it down on Gan's head with such n hearty force
that the Eskimo fell upon his knoes, his teoth rattling like the

of ap

Gan ‘arose; and so did his wrath. Joe hopped away, and
Ching-Lung almost exploded. Stringing his bow quickly,
the Eskimo drew an srrow from his quiver, pped off the
sharp point, and fitied the arrow upon the string. Ho took
aifn at Joe, who as just hopping over ho rope Pang!

The arrow sped on its way, and Gan-Waga, who ha used
a bow from his boyhood, was s deadly shat, o

Joe uttered a wild shriek of agony as the blunt missilo
im on & ender spot. It could nob penetrate, bein)
blunt, but it stung like tho lash of a whip, and Joe clutchi
himsolf and danced, and swore likp a man who had sat down

on a box of tintacks.
¥, he feit inclined
aga with the mop.

moment, in the first throes of aj

ta spoil everything by assauliing Gan- &

Had either Prout or Maddock been in the same position they

would have done so; but the crafty Joo had more powers of

self-restraint..
Again the spectres were in pursuit. Joe yelled once more

Jouder then over. The mon below heard him, and footsteps

clatterod up the ste
“Get ashoro and bolt for jt," said Ching-Lung, *We
don't want them to spot us. Chaso him into the wheolhouso

and shut the door. ® can fasten it cutside.”

The tide was at its lowest, and the gangway communicating
with the stops was run out amidships. %oe was standing in
the brow, rubbing himsell and ynllin{h ** Murder!" ‘and
“Thinves " To chaso him into the wheelhouse, it was neces-
sary to round the gun. s

‘' Now, Gan!”

They rushed forward side by side, brandishing their
Weapons. C'hing-.l.unx had not mot u to the bars of his
helmet, which hampered his ﬁﬁ t, and the light was fitful
and troscherous.- The blow with the mop had ed Gan-
Waga's eye-holes a good bit out of their proper position, and
to soe at all with any distinctness Gan had to squint horribly.

That was why $hey did not see the rope. p

they rushed, and the rope didn't. It stayed where it

was, w-ilingctn welcomo them.

It caught Ching-Lung's anlles first. His Highness felt him-
solf trﬁving wildly to catch nothing as he flew through the air,
His chest caught the rail, and the good-natured rail helped
him further into space. en there was a splash, followed
by a shrick and & 3econd splash.

Specire number two had followed spectre number one into
the wet land of shadows.

_“*Just a leetle bit of string,” crowed Joseph, * such a tiny
little thing tied as tightly as string could be. Ha, ha, ‘hal

‘om, Ben, hore!”

Prout and Maddock, followed by severzl of the crew,
poured out of the wheelhouse.
Who's turned cut

* What's the matter?" roared Prout.
the ]iiht, and who in thunder is yelling
“ Ghosts, Tm‘g'hma " said Joe, peering at the water.
At

“Ghosts ?

“Two on "em, as I'm alive,” panted the carpente; ‘a2 fat
"un and a thin "un! Both of 'em was in harmour, and one
bad pink and ;rallar legs, and a [ootball j en. Th

"
rammed a red-'ot pitchfork into me and ¢l me :nunr!v.
Cm"il. yer smell brimstone? Then they jumped oveiboard
yonder.
Joe pointed to_the spot
)" said

“Jos

at the left of the gun.

sternly, as he ered inta tho

carpenter’s face, “‘let me smell your breath. No, you sin't
much. Is this a game, hey? Tell me!”

“If it hain't the truth I'll eat this mop!”
“Ark at that!”

Ahourse, gurgling sound, Jiko that of water being puured
into an empty bottle, rose from the sca. Then a veice—a
weary voice—wailed :

“Ow! Gugug-gu Ow !—
splutter, splutter—ow I -

rout made a dive in the direction of the sound:

8o did Maddock ; so did the others.

Crash! Prout tripped over the cord, shot forward head.
long. By a mirscle of luck his hands met the rails, and
closed on them like an oyster. ]

Instead of diving overboard with all the easy grace of o
sack of coal, he flopped down, using Maddock, who tripped
after him, a3 a cushion. N

“ Murder I” panted Ben, the bo's'un. “ What's hit me?”

Two other men, unable to check themselves in time, joined
the party. And the bo's'un, who was underneath, begun to

3% 3

seid Joe.

Con—gug-gug—found !

In NextThursday's Number of I “WTINGS O
' “The Gem " Library, 1d.
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magine that 2 s=all bhouse had col wd and buried him
e (e vt o bad between oy and ity senes
solid flesh on him, and soméone was sitting on
As hv objected to baving his head used am a -hmv. ha
Teine ‘The cfiendeds sakle. and bit it The
e o Themmts, Broctsiataled ke th cichestra
of steam: ‘""3 fiung the top layer of wriggling lumanity
aside, -nd gained his feet.
“1{ 1 knowed the willian who did jthat.” he bellowed,
hnppmill.bom. on ‘cme leg, end mursing ihe other, “I'd
to o putty. I'm bitten to the bone! By bokey,
"d scalp him
“ What's, the mmerl" asked Joe soothingly. " What aro
they- all lying down for?”
M‘_'\Hamr? '.l"humde: and lightning, they've bitten my feot

*The savage beasts!" said Joe. "Ere,
off ! wn.r. wrong with you?"
limut lhnol: his fists under Joo's nose.
" he said savagely, "I m s-going to setile up
th.'l: -_vuu- t!ul joke has gone too
What joke ™ asked Joe, with childlike innocence.
“Take Off your coat |

“Shame on "em!

1 e a rope for us,” said one of the men. * Here
it is.

" Phew 1" whistled the steersman. “So he has! Form s
ring, lads, and I'll |hu-r you. He has gone to the end of

mean, spiteful skunl

his rope, ou're a narsty,
P W, " several gricved voices.

ade in and mash him ! cri
*Pound him up, Tom !”

Pruut took off his coat, rolled up his sleeves, and squared

his great muscular arms, ‘and gave Joe a ployful tap on the

it
*Come on I
4 Gteady, mato!” waid Jor It nin't 8 joke. As I'm
_sailor and live by eatin d two ghosts. 1 repents th

e
was in hnmmlr. and %e, chivied me. round with uwnng
i mi and battleaxes.” May I never smoke another pipe
* {#'¥hey didn't bolt overboard when 1 hollered, and—
il "\ hnn nu ™
his hand for silenco.

“ Haln' He L it
boakd “
‘le S pani Get on
“‘Hist, boys !"” said Joe, in a hoarse whisper. ‘‘It’s Ching-
3 ll:.uhg and an! They tried to spoofl me, but 1 was up to
-

s The auublnght shot out: Eager fnuu: Tined the rail ns the
be;m egm to sweep over the water. It moved round and
Then wild yells of mirth filled the air, for
the ghna were found.
:The tide was at its lowest, and the keel of the Lord of ‘ha
- Deep was lying in the mud. The white crcle of light
revealed a strange sight.

o Thu weird phantoms had fallen into thirty inches of water,
with l.hlrty mm of weedy mud at et ihe Tottom. They had
managed to regain an upright position, but the wughl of
their armour prevented them from reaching the shore. ¥
were imbedded ﬁrmly m-zhn mud; their [u:eu were black,
festoons of mudd; clmets, their
armour was full of
tion.

- Madd, k tuelly f the indignations that had becn

FRibhonres won T, aud toung :nausgll"n breath to howl with

fanghter. E"ry face wore & broad gr

““Bless me,” said Prout, ‘“if the cmk ‘ain't been chucking
sarsopans overboard I

‘Full o' meat, too!” added Maddock.

il l‘ll repun. the wasteful rascal. Why, didn"t you hear

"Uimd: us n :Ima" ,moaned & voice from the interior of
one of the

“That was s huho," said Joe, *'but I don't see why tlem

Tell yon what

y sixpence

he man who sinks them. Ara you game?

hcl: out o! sight, and pretend we don't know any-

Gt
. thing."

Approvin, ins md gur les wslwnmd the suggestion.
g i o6 potatocs, unfit to oot below.
one. of !.hu man remmbered He was patted on the back
ﬂlﬁ sent to fetch it.

Wa' can’t hurt 'em,' tittered Prout, *

em, so pl.y away.
Armed_with potatoes, tluvg o8 roached the side. Biff!
| Clank| B! Dis seased potaines bogun to raitle scind the
A Iniortumh two, and every tul. was greeted w howls of
.h-éd Jjoy by the grinning muklmm. It was “’“bh on the

b 'l‘nx Mo¥ET LIBRARY.—]
L '.l'l.ﬂﬂnay:

“with that iren

wnmr and their hearts lu]J of mortifica-
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The “Magner onx
B m-.u-gv PRHAY.
Ching-Lung Gets Into Disgrace — News of ‘a New Expedi-
tlon—The Battle of the Dawn—A Brilliant Victory.
“ What's all this, lada?"
hail of potatoes suddenly ceased as the sound of the
millionaire’s voice struck their cars. For a moment the men
looked sheepishly at each other, and tried to conceal the
siles. Ferrers Lord glanced ot the two unlucky knights
d s storn faco relsxed, and bo
ld shriek of laughter broke from the erew ns

EVERY
LW“HAY.

Jaughed. A wil
Ferrers Lord 1 aver the rail.
“Your highness?"’ he said. * What are you doing there 1™
“ Getting rusty, old chep,” Ching-Lung ‘sighed.

~Then why don't you come out?'t

“Can't, old chap; we've taken root. Send somebody with
a spade to di

At a word ‘Lum &g millionairs the dinghy was I ed,
Gan-Waga and Ching-Lung were lm:huF out _of their wet
and miry bed and dngge into their boat. They tcok all

€ cl in_excellent part.

Prout and Maddock generously helped them out of their
siits of mail, and brought them steaming cups of coffec to
werm them after their p adventure.

i We didn't get the best of that b-rgl.m, Gm,:' said the

rince. “

:llpqylwnuut,th

om, this coffes
Gl.n rublud lm oily huﬂ wn.h a towel.
Luﬂ' ka lrmnur,” he grunted.

“ Armnur bnd he: “ﬂ

squeal with arrow. Ha, ha, el
‘;( ilp -nd uquul like

“We

He 3
H..zlu. what do you

‘man knocked and entered. Ferrers Lord -ulmd to speak
to Chms -Long, The millionaire was in the
Bhn " he said, “I've made up my mmd to leave

“80 soon 1"

“Yes, almost at once,” drawled Ferrers Lord, ‘“Why
should we stay? We are not treasure hunters, and we have
seen all there seen, and done all we came to do. Wae
have rather a long run before us. T have been puﬂ.llhs over
lhu isoners. I do mot like to shoot or hang a
thoy are, they are not the feaders. What would you

“ IMv them hehmd nrni let Vathmoor make them work.”

Ferrers Lord shook his

“That would never nmw:r This Jose is no fool. By
trado he is o gunsmith, “He would quickly mansfacture guns
and pawder and make himself king Bhazana. 1 like
Vathmoor too well for that. We Imﬂl :m!rll months yet
before the h‘me for nlnmm'i the wager expires. 1 Luow &
charming Lif ilhnd e New Guinea coast. I shall

scalded pi
, be did catch hold of himself.

ba able to Iuipm't themselves "
“By warl:mg ard—yes. all leave them cows, geats,
pigs, and seeds for the land. They will hardly try to escape,
even if they succeed in ul]dmg s boat. And now about
these dwarfs. A galley has just come in. The cances are
in great force, but they will not attack before daylight, as
they must know they cannot surprise us. I have jz!ﬂlxlﬂ!d
\ruthmoor[to "““T.,“' to take a share in the fighting.”
or you!

“ Then wurzc and work,” eaid Ferrers Lord, smiling.
at

resently.
TheLotd of Boe Treay wes already under way, and runnin
seawards towards the channel. In the fierce glow ol
res they could see the ites bustling about like
ants. any of them carried stakes on their shoulders, and
the beat of many mallets rang through the. mghh

On the deck of the submarine all was bustle, too. Her
storeroom seemed to contain every kind of article imaginable.
A donkey-engine was rattling noisily, and & crane hauled
buge drums covered with wire out of her hold.

She dropped a light anchor, and almost before the chains
had nuu nttlm& she was surrounded by galleys. Into
these the wire were lower: Right alonz_the
front of tha island galleys were stationed, their crews hard
at work driving in stakes. T]u- stakes were plamd twenty

yards apert, ten feet from the shore.

“ What's the gduue. Ching " asked Thurston.

“ It Jooks they were building a ring fence,” said
Ching- Lung. “but I fail to see the idea. Where is our boes
and chief? I'll ask his mightiness.”

Vln Witter was putting the same question to Ferrers

& It's most simple,” said Ferrers L hmoor thizks
They ]i;w)

‘atl
{here: will ba nescly thiriz thotmod s By

By FRANK RICHARDS.
Please order your copy early,
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ceptured a cannon, and the news comes from a prisoner three
different_tribes, usually at war with each o h
forces. Vathmoor felt the gravity of the
P“I’;] this. Had we not been here Shmua wuuld have been

Ureat Scott! Thirty thousand, ch?” gasped the Yankee.
“ Why, thay'd have eaten him up, armour and all! But
what the dmkens are those poles for?"

“ That's the point," said Ching-Lung.
Forrors Lor pened his pocket-baok,
plan upon it.

“ His majesty and I héave been manping our echeme out,”
he drawled. ** I beliove Vathmoor thinks me slightly crlud
but he woy too polite to say so. Herc is the only place
where the dwarfs could effect a I-uﬂsnr without serious loss.
The shore is level for a mile . All the rest of the
island is protocted with towering l.‘lI.El

“ Yoat

“ Well, Vathmoor’s ighting galleys will be divided into two
ficots. A forco on shoro will guard the bay hu:u '[l. will be
s weak force. You will sce the result for yours

Thurston and Van Witter were  still msmﬁcd but a
glimmering of the truth dawned upon Ching Lung as a drum
of wiro was placcd n the launch. Boswell, the chief
engincer, was in ch the little vessel. It throbbed
awey, followed by a Eolllla of gallays. The wire was
unwound, and attaghed to the stakes. , A1l worked with a will
Hours nuszd. and, at last, the tatk was done, the whole
length of the bay being protected by & wire fencework.

Just before dawn, Vathmoor himself came sboard.

* * Well. king,” said Ferrers Lord, “we aro ready for
them

“1 see thou hut bm!t thy strange cage™ answered the
king doubtfull t unless there be magh and witcheraft
in it surely it is too ﬁnmu to keep back the cavern dwellers,

blow from an axe would cut the metal ropes asunder.
Thou canst do wondrous things, Chief of the Btrangers, but
this I cannot understand, when thou tellest me no dwarf shall
pass thy cave.”

The millionsire laughed.

* Wait, king! It is not magic or witchcraft. But what I
will show you will seem wondcrful enough. Here are the ends
of the wire. Lay your hand upon that ! ssid Ferrers Lord.

The two ends of the wirc lay ceross the dock on a rubber
mat, and vanished into the hold.  Vathmoor cautiously
souched thom with his fingers.

*.What do you feel 7"

“ Nothing.”

“ But I can make those wires burn.

Forrors Lord gontly pulled a lover. vnhmoor yelled, and
jump, blowing his tingling TS, ooked so
utterly astounded that Ching- Lung could not runrm Ll Iu\agh
It was Vathmoor's first expericnoe of an electric shock.

“ By tho Four Suns nf Shlma," he cried, * this is verilly
!rllchcrl.ft and black m

* Not at all, king. In mj ]lnd only the ignorunt believe in
magic. This is knowledge, learning, scicace. We have dis-
covercd a natural force, and though we cannot undorstand
it, we use it, and make it our servant.””

Wilt thou swear it is not magic and the work of devils?"
1 swear it by the four suns!"”

His majesty, though still doubtful, seemed-relieved. He was
far from boing  savage, but, like the.savage, he imagined
that everything he did not understand was the work of a
supernatural power. Ching-Lung was eager to go with one
of the fleets of galleys, hu: Forrors Lord was relentloss, All
Ching-Lung's wheedling and blandishment met with a stern
refusal.

“ Look hero, old chap !"" he said, at last. ** You're a hard-
hearted tyrant! Now, I'm going to have it out with you.
will e kindly tell me whet my position is on board this

vos

“ 1 hardly know."

“ T know jolly well that I don’t
“I'm a voluntcer and & guest.
refuse to take orders lrum youl

to

“ What's the idea?"
and sorawled a rough

Touch thom again I'"

ot paid I said the prince,
uch being the case, sir,
I'm going with Vathmoor.

” Vl‘r, well."”

A galiey was passing. . Ching: Lung hailed it.
going to spring on to it ns it wos coming to the side—or
appeared to 'ae—-rhen the millionaire uttered an order.

Ho was just
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In mext Tuesday's grand, long, complete story, entitled

“ THE SOHOOLBOY MINS' RELS,"
by Frank Richards, the famnm Junior Dram ic &mety of
the Romove Form at Gre; is conspicuously active, and
as & result of much mhomwg and p plntl.u:{ann the plrl of t.l:o
leading lights of that famous Form, anol bln
dealt to restige of the rival Fifth Form. For
rollickin, scﬁmlhny story, full of quick action and lll. kind
of fun, hnnrtliy commend to all my readers
“THE SCHOOLBOY MINSTRELS."

A Letter From Yorkshire.

Two of my North Cuunl.ry girl readers write rne a lon, [“g
and interesting lettor, which' I wish I had spu:-
in full. They oy may many I.nhuhl o! praise to

and *The Libearies, ho lighast ane, of .n
my vmmrm. unconscious nna T:hoy
ing of their Ilro favourite books has tan,
snesk or play ill-natured tricks, which o
have done without thinking lnyt.hlnf about them.”
I cummlar '.n be the

MaoNET and its com)
Wakefield readers,
best thanks for their nice lette

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

0. C. H., Clifton Hill, Melbourne, Australia,

Thanks for your lony of ter,
have heard the lest of liitlo Jos Frayne in our compenion
paper yet, by any means. With regard to rour query about
the camel, this animal the power of storing rezerve

shrink perceptibly when the
distance without
those supplies. It seems, therefore, that you were right
your argument with ymlr friend.

** Bulstrcde,”” Hamps!

I was very mwmted to “hear of the plan adopted by
and your friends in naming yourselves afte
characters. The (,hrm.mn name, of Bul:tmdu, the ex-bully. ui
the Remnm, is Georg

Id Chum,"” Epw .,
nt will pmhlb1¥ be able to tell
rtfe uire. Very likely ha wi
ces of one of the papers devoted exclusively

camal has travelled a long

get the reco
to writo to the
to sport.
““Grecian,” Exeter.—Theoks for your letter. I will ccne
s.a»r Four guggestion.
e o eaboroughi—T. note your requsets. ih:
chﬂ‘o S:hool is within & dnve of Grq riars, but St.
is I'urllmr Ly and necessitates a c la train ;oume 3
-guu end.—No; the llury you muubon is ni

for_two ounces.

Frederick H., Bolton—The frst penny number. of THE
MAGNET was pn'l:hshod during the week ending Saturday,
February 19th,

W. Granville, Durm ri-If you will send your ruu -name

your offer of back numl
James Hayhurst, iackbuen T hanks for your ]ellur. I
will sne the matter you mention my best attention. In the
meantim
efforts l.n increase the Popuhnly of THE Ma

William was vory
letter, for which you have my very best thanks. H you mll

You neod not fear that you *

supplies of food and water in its humps, which certainly |

having had the opportusity of roplenithing
i

¥y you
r Tug MAGNET

Jou mhecs to i
1 advise you .

el.émbh:hm‘l in_book form. .
North Kansnaz.'mn ‘opies of “Tue MAiaNET
Library " can be sent to ak l]:w rate of one halfpenny -

you will continue your munh .ppmutod_"

Prout and Muddocl, grinning from ear to ear with unhely
joy, gripped Ching-Lung, and before he knew it a puir o | repeat your request for a correspondent, this time Fl""’!'.
|nd:ufﬂs were round his wrists, your full name & dress, according to rules, T shall have
(To be coneluded.) pleasare in publishing it. THE EDITOR.
Printed and oo ot 2 Bouverls Streat, ...u mAnuuﬁ%d Gotob, Tid, Maloourne,

blished by the
Eyéney, Adelid Brisbane. and Weito

-

London,
i for South Afriea: I
Queen Sereet "Wt Toronto, . Cubtcrintion. Ta. per Aamam” Batubay, Februnrs 3, 19
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| tale of Frank |

* By Martin. Clifford. Another of the spikes was treated in e
f . And  Wings: of same manner—another, and’ a.lwﬂ:er, a i _Ki“g.sﬂm?'
" Cold,” a wonderful “all fhe while the ceiling was descemting Detaptive; ~and
Story oF | lower, Frank Kingston was on'his kmees| folores, his
now, and his task was only Imlj'mmpleted! G
adventure, by It Was ‘a race with death-—a race” th pretty _lady
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