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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Yictims,
BGB CHERRY groaned.

It was a rather unusual proceeding on the part of

Bob Cherry.
than to grumble, and he
-:-]'.JE- ulTh great cguanimity,
SLE
i E, JhwnH kind. He rose from his seat on the
table in Study No. 13, in the Remove passage at
Gresiriars, and groaned.
Harry “hartmi and Frank Nugent, of the
cemove, had just looked into the study, and
seir faces were as lugubrious as Bob Cherry's,
“It's time," said Whartor.
“ Better po down," said Nugent.
Whereupon Bob Dherlj groaned emphatically.
Wharton and Nugent might have called for
i to accompany him on his way to execution,
to judge by his expression.
“Time, Marky ["" said Bob Cherry, turning a

Mo. 233.

Az a rule, he was more inelined to laugh
generally took things as they

just now his sunuy face bore an expression of the most
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A Splendid New, Long, Complete
School Tale of Harry Wharton &
Co. at Greyiriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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daleful  Took
Lancashire lad.

Mark smiled, as he rose and closed s Xenophon,

“ Buck up, Bob!" he said. *“It will only last an hour,
noyway.'

Bob Cherry snorted.

“An hour—on a half-holidayv—and the best of the whole
summer! What price the cricket ¥

“We can po to the pnets alterwards.”

“Oh, rats!"

“Yes, rats ! satd Harey Wharton warmly. * An hour out
of a hall-holiday ! It's rotten! If it was our own Form
master 1t wouldn't be so bad, but Capper

“ Quelchy ought to have stood up for us!"
“Yoes, rather !
“He's left us to

npon hiz  study-mate, Mark Linley, the

said Nugent.

o like middy sheon to the

slaughter I"" growled Bob Cherry. *I'm sur
I&“;—:d at Quelch! I'm disappomnted in him!
an "

“Come on!" said Mark * Better not be
late !

And the four juniors left the study.

Tiwv proceeded downstairs, [alling in with
\ the last two !',:ﬂ'l:-rnl more Removites gnmg the same way,
.. Cover Pages. All the Remove [ellows were looking serious

and solemn. _ 1
“ Faith, and it's too bad intirely I said Micky

July 2Tth, 1912,
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Desmond. " Sure, I've been thinking, couldn't we ask
Capper to lave it till to-morrow, and give us the lecture in-
stead of one of the lessons i

Harry Wharton laughed,

“I'm afraid that wouldn't work,” he said. * We've got
te stand it. Of course, it's really very kind of Caypper, in &

Wi [T

ﬁ_ﬁherr}* groaned deeply,

" Ceople have been killed with kindness before now,” he
nmfl_., *“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There goes three! Come
on !

And the juniors hurried down,

In the “Rnﬁ"_—thc hig room on the ground floor that
was used by t ﬂ_ﬂuniﬂm or their meetings—aquite a erowd
was collecting. They all looked very solemn. Nearlv all
the Remove and the Upper Fourth were gathering there,
vut they did not seem to be preparing to enjoy themselves.

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Fourth, looked as wocbegone
as the Removites, Generally Removites and Fourth-Formers
met with mutual chipping, f}ut on the present occacion there
wag a bond of sympathy between them, as if they had met on
the sad oceasion of a funeral, Temple nodded lugubriously
to Wharton & Co. '

“ Bit rotien, ain't it*" he said feclingly.

“ Oh, rather I'" said Daliney.

“ Better try to look a little more cheerful when Capper
comes in,"" said Newland. * He won't take it as a compli-
ment if we look like a blessed set of mutes !

Temple growled,

. " All very well for you; you're a giddy philatelist, and
interested in rotten stamps. But what price us? We want
to play ericket!™

" And we've got to look as if we like it !” said Bob Cherrv,
with & snort. I call that insult added to injury ! '

And the juniors groaned in chorus.

It was a lovely summer’s afternoon, and a half-holiday.
The cricket-field was simply ealling out to the juniors, and
the thought of the river was especially attractive to thoe
rowing fellows in the Lower Forms.

But that was not to be!

Mr. Capper, master of the Upper Fourth, was an enthusiastie

hilatelist. He collected stamps, and he talled stamps, and

e was popularly supposed to live merely for the sake of
stamps.

Perhaps it was his pleasant little chats with Newland and
Banthorpe on the all-absorbing subjeet that had made Mr.
Capper fancy that an hour's lecture on the subject of
philately would be keenly interesting to the juniors.

At all events, Mr. Capper had aunounced that he would
give the lecture, and, at the same time, show his album
to the juniors, and he never dreamed of the spirit in which
his kind offer was being received.

Of course, the fellows were not bound to attend the lecture.
They had been asked. But the requests of Form-masters are
rezgemuch like the invitations of Royalty—they are supposed
to be complied with.

Probably only two fellows in all the Upper and Lower
Fourth wanted to attend the lecture, but all of them felt
that they must attend it.

It was timed for three o'eleck in the Rag, and at that
hour most of the vietims hed turned up.

But they were not jovful.

Even the news that Mr. Capper had a very rare stamp
to show them—a stamp which was supposed to have only
one fcllow in the wide world—did not make them
enthusiastic.

An 1856 One-Cent British Guiana was no more to the
average junior than the common or garden stamp bearing
the eftigy of his Majesty King George the Fifth, and sold at
#ll post-offices for one penny.

r. Capper’s stamp might be—and doubtless was—worth a
[abulous sum, and might be a most remarkable thing for a

Form-master to possess; but the juniors would rather have
played cricket,
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U"i'i'hiuh would have been quite incomprehensible to Mr.
a&pper.

Mr. Capper had shown that wonderful Oue Cent to several
fellows interested in philately. Newland and Banthorpe, of
the Remove, had almost wept over it. Gadsby, of the Shell,
was said to have offered r. Capper five pounds for 1t.
This was taken by the fellows as a :ﬁ]ﬂu.: proof that Gadsby,
of the Bhell, was off his rocker. Newland, who knew as
much about stamps as Bob Cherry knew about cricket,
doclared that the stamp was worth hundreds of pounds.

And still the juniors would rather have played ericket !

“ Look here'!! Why doesn't he come?” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, in exasperation, locking at his watch. *It's ten
past three |

“ Lecture's from three to four,” said Nugent, ' It's all
right, if we get off at four.” _ )

““Yes; but you know these giddy hobbying maniacs!”
growled Bob. * He'll make it an hour, all the same, what-
ever time he starts. I know "em !”

“1 shall jolly well get out at four, anyway !” grumbled
Polsover major.

“Same here!"”

'** Faith, and me, too, intirely "

*The getoutfulness will also be terrific for my honourable
solf 1" sa1d Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Why doesn’t he come " g’l‘ﬂ“‘fﬂg a dozen voigces. ''It's
not playing the game!”

The audience were very restive,
stamp on the floor.
last.

* Here he comes!”’

But it was not Mr. Capper; it was Gadsby, of the Shell,
who looked in. Gadsbhy glanced at the juniors and grinned.

* You fellow$ waiting for Capper?” he asked,

“Yes!" growled Bob Cherry.

" Something's gone wrong—I heard him yelling in his
.='gmi:;1 as I passed,” said Gadsby, * Hope you'll have a good
time |"

And the Shell fellow whistled, and went on his way,

*He may have lost his album,” said Bob Cherry, with a
gleam of hope, *or some good Samaritan may have bunged
it in the fire!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

** Hark 1"

“ Here he comes!™

*“ Hallo, hallo, ballo!"

The deor opened again.  Mr. Capper, the master of the
Upper Fourth, rushed in. He had a stamp album in his
hands, and a wild expression on his face. His eyes were
ﬁi[]i]]]f;’ glaring, and his hair was untidy. He gasped for
breath, and tried to speak, but could only stutter.

* Great Scott!”

“What's the matter?"

“ The matterfulness s terrifie "

The juniors gathered round Mr. Capper in great concern.
Although he had * mucked up ™ their half-holiday, as they
regarded it, they rather liked ' old Capper.” Apart from
his hobby, he was a very kind Form-master, and popular.

“ What's the matter, sir!"’" asked Harry Wharton. ** Any-
thing gone wrong ¥’

Mr. Capper stuttered spasniodically,

“ My stamp "

“We're waiting to see it, sir,” said Newland,

“ M-mi-m-my e-s-stamp!”

* Yes, sir. I've been telling the fellows about it," said
Newland, in wonder, * They're all—ahem !—very keen to
sep 1t, s’

** Awfully keen!” groaned Bob Cherry.

" M-m-my s-s-stamp!'” spluttered Mr. Capper, looking as
if he were about to fall in a fit.

“Isn’t it there, air?”

* Gone ! shrieked Mr. Capper.

“* What 1"

“Gone! Stolen!"

“ Great Scott!”

Mr. Capper waved his stamp album high in the air.

“Gone! My stamp! The British Guiana One Cent ! Gone!
The 1850 issue! Gone! Only two in existence, and this was
one of them! Gone! Btolen!”

" Lost, stolen, or strayed !" murmured Pob Cherry.

" Gone!" roared Mr. Capper. * Gone! Bome unknown
villain Las purloined my stamp! Boys, I am sorry I shall not
be able to give you the lecture now——"

The juniors tried to look sorry, too. There are times, as
Nugent remarked afterwards, when hypocrisy seems to be
almost a virtue.

' Oh, sir!” exclaimed Temple, with a really artistic lock of
dismay,

“Yes, T am sorry, but T am too upset—and it will be
necestary for me to look for my stanp!" said poor Mr
Capper.  ** Boys!” He tried to calm himself; he realised

Some of them began to
There were footsteps in the passage at

By MARTIN OLIFFORD, in this Thursday’
number of “THE GEM" LIBRARY, One Penny.
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caught him full upon the nose,

The new boy stepped up to Bolsover, and in a flash the bully's guard was knocked up, and the new-comer's fist
Bolsover gave a roar like a bull, rolled down the steps, and bumped on the

| ground. (See Chapter 7.)

N

that at a moment like that calmness was necessary. " Bovs,
# any lad here has taken that stamp away for a—a joke, I
sl forgive him if he will return it at once!”

There was silonoe,

Much as the juniors had been exasperated by Mr. Capper's
moursion mto their hall-holiday, nobody had thought of in-
tericring with his stamp album, And it was well known that
Mr. Capper would rather have lost a limb than his 1856 Beritish
iana One Cant.

“ Boys," said Mr. Capper, hoping against hope, ** I trust
that this is only a joke—a foolish joke! I hope that my stamp
will bo restored. If aoy lad here has thoughtlessly removed
= let him give it back to me, and I will forgive him—I will
thank hiwm.™

But there was no reply.

“Then," said Mr, Capper, with a haggard look, * I can
-J:E;- conclude that the stamp has been stolen—stolen for its

aluc!

“ Was it worth anything, sir?" asked Billy Bunter,

“ Worth anything !"" shrieked Mr. Capper. “ It was one
of the only two in existence! It was worth a thousand
sounds ! Oh, my stamp—iny stamp ! My 185 DBritish Guiana
Uoe Cent 1™

And with that wail Mr. Capper staggered out of the Rag.

Tex Maoner LiBragy.—No. 233,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Under Suspicion.

ILENCE fell upon the crowd of juniors in the Rag.
S That they were glad to be let off the lecture could not
be denied. But they were really sorry for Mr. Capper;
and they were troubled, too, by his declaration that the
stamp had been stolen.
It was not pleasant to think that there was a thief in the
schoal.
“ My hat!" =aid Dob Cherry, breaking the silence at last.
“Tlas 1s pretty rotten. What can have become of hua

stamp "'
“Stolen!" said Ogilvy. “ What should anybody steal a

rotten stamp for "
7 t[',‘.lllll was worth hundreds of pounds,” said Newland.
i I, rot :u
“But it was.' said Newland. ““ Rare stamps fetch big

sums. There was a Mauritius stamp onco sold for fifteen
hundred pounds."'

* Phew "

**The 1856 British Guiana One Cent is very rare!" said
Newland. “ There is supposed to be only one in cxistence
—and Capper had another; he told me he got it from a
relation who died some time ago, and it was the apple of his

B
FRANK HIEHA.HDE-
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eye. It would certainly have fetched three or four hundred
pounds in the market."”

“ Worth a burglar's while, I should =ay,”” remarked Bob
Cherry. ** Blessed if I knew old Uapper was such a giddy
millionaire. All the same, 1 don't believe anybody's stolen it.
It must be a lark."

M If anybody's stolen it, it’s somebody who wants it for
his collection, I should say,” remarked Bolsaver, the bully
of the Remove,

Newland turned red.

“ If you mean that for me——"" he began.

. " Well, T shouldn't wonder,” drawled Bolsover. ** This
is what comes of letting blessed Sheenies into the school—'""

H‘:ﬂlsm-er did not get any farther.

Newland, the Shewny, as Bolsover elegantly termed him,
rushed right at the bully of the Remove, Txil:ting out with his

riglit.
j;I]-t;-i'-;r.:w:-r caught the blow on the point of his chin, and he

went down on his back with a crash that shook the Rag from
end to end.

Newland stood over him with blazing eyes.

Good manu!” chortled Cherry. * You asked for that,
Bolsover. It was simply cacldizh to hint that Newland might
have taken the stamp!”

" Yes, rather!" :

Bolsover sat up daredly,

“I—I'll amash him!" he gasped.
Let me get at him, that's all !

Ar;f[l Hé:rlsm;gr mnjii- staggercd to his feet.

i ands o !!r Euﬁ.l Eﬂ'h 2 i L .
wectts T pEY A Cherry You'd no right to

" (et aside ]

[T} IH,H.tH-I-E].’

" Let him come on!" said Newland grinily, * He's bigzer
than I am, but I'll stand up to himgiill Irdmpi Nul.gu.idy
shall call me a thief so long as 1 can hit.”

** Bravo "

Bob Cherry shrugeed his shoulders and stepped aside.

“ You'll get hurt!” he =aid.

i# I'l‘m rEHd_}'!I’

Bolsover rushed at the Hebrew junior like a bull. New-
land did not give way an inch, He met the attack with
Erff-ﬂt coolness and perfect boxing, Balsover staggered

ck as he caught the junior's right in his eye, and his
left on the nose.

" Good old Newland |"

dd r_;'ﬂ it_ Ill

" Hurrah 1"

Bolsover breathed deeply. He was more than a match for
the slim, handsome Hebrew lad, and he knew it, if he did
not lose his head. He came on again more carefully, and his
blg\l fists began to hammer upon Newland

“I'll squash the rotter!

ewland put up a gdod figzht. But he was driven back
before the bully's onslaught, and Bolsover's crashing blows
fell heavily upon his face and chest. The bully of the Remove

was grinning savagely now.

“ I'll smash you, you cad!” he said, between his teeth.

The door of the Rag was thrown open.

Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Greyiriars, looked in
with a [rown upon his face.

'* Stop that at once!” he exclaimed sharply.

The interruption came in good time for Newland. He was

nting, and almost at the bully's merey by this time.

l«over dropped his hands unwillingly.

* What's this fighting about!” demanded Wingate angrily.

" I'm licking that Sheeny!" said Bolsover sullenly, ** He
starto<d 1t"

“ Did you strike the first blow, Newland?"'

“ ¥Yes,” said Newland quietly.

“Then you—""

* Hold on,"” exclaimed Bob Cherry indignantly. ** Bolsover
accused him of stealing old Capper's stamp; that was what
he hit out for.”

" Oh, that alters the case!” said the Greyfrinrs captain,
" ﬂhm resson hud you to say anything of the kind, Bol-
sover !

“* Well, he collects stamps,” said Bolsover, rather lamely.

“"Bo do 1, said Wingate—'" or, rather, I used to; and
g0 do several other fellows. Is that all?"

" Well, he's a Bheeny.”

" Anything else?" said Wingate grimly.

“ Well, I think very likely he took it!” growled Bolsover,
feeling himself cornered.

Wingate's eyes gleamed.

" You think very likely he took it!"” he exclaimed scorn-
fullyv. ** That’s reason enough for you to call a decent fellow
a thief, is it?7 You are a cad, Polsover! You'll take five
hundred lines for fighting in the House, and you'll stay in
this afternoon and write them out.”

Bolsover gritted his teeth. Byt he had nothing to say; at

Tee MagNET Lismany.—No. 233.
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n E‘ﬂll'i]. the Greyfriars captain would have licked him there
and then.

Wingate turned contemptuously away from the bully of the
Remove,
_ “You fellows are all wanted,” he said to the crowd of
juniors,
_ " Going to have the lecture after all?” asked Bob Cherry
in dismay,

Wingate grinned.

“No. The scheol’s to be assembled in hall.™

“Phow! What for?”

“Tho Head's going to inquire for the missing stamp."™

i My hﬂ.L !1|

Wingate strode away. Remove and Upper Fourth crowded
away towards the school hull. There was evidently to be no
cricket for them that afternoon, after all.

— —— -

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

No Takers !

LL Greyfriars had gathered in Big Hall.
H Cricket and other occupations had beem interrupredj
fellows of all Forms had gathered from’ far and near.
All the fellows, from the head of the Bixth down to
the youngest fag, looked very serious. .

The whole school recognised that the matter was a serious
one.

A stamp of great value, whether it was worth hundreds of
pounds or not, had been taken from Mr. Capper's stamp-
album, and 1t had to be found.

IT it waus not found, it meapt only one possible conclusion—
that there was a thief in Greyfriars school who had taken it,

Fellows in the school who were addicted to philately looked
extremely uncomfortable, They felt that some degree of
suspicion rosted upon them. What Dolsover had said in the
Hag was in a good many minds.

Only fellows who collected stamps were likely to under-
stund the great value of Mr., Capper's wonderful specimen.
The other fellows knew little, and cared little, about it—in-
deed, some of them even now did not believe its value to be
s0 great,

Three fellows, ab least, were stam
he very keen on the subject. y were (Gadsby, of the
Bhell, and Newland and Banthorpe, of the Remove.
Dolsover had already done his best to fasten suspicion upon
Newland, the " Sheeny.”” Banthorp, the new boy, was &
quiet, timid little fellow, The Removites took a good deal
of interest in Banthorpe, owing to the peculiar circumstances
under which he had come to Greyfriars,

A circus boy had come to the school under Banthorpe's
name while the little fellow lay i1l at the circus, and though
the matter had lasted only n few days it had caused much
excitement in the Remove. The real Banthorpe was a very
quiet and timid lad, and most of the Removites regarded
himi with a kind of contemptucus liking. His ono strong
feeling of any kind seemed to be his keenness for stampa.

But that Banthorpe would have nerve enough to steal any-
thing, even if he were dishonest enough, few were inclined
to belicve., But Banthorpe, owing doubtless to his natural
timidity, was looking quite crimson as he took his place with
the Remove in Big Hall. Newland was looking very sclf-
conscious, too. The thought that Bolsover’'s reckless accusa-
tion might have taken root in the minds of his Form-fellows
was enough to disturb the junior,

Gadsby, of the Shell, seemed cool enough. He had cheer-
fully asked Hobson and Hoskins of his Form to search his
Eﬂcketﬁ. apparently considering it rather a joke that he might

o suspected of having stolen the stamp.

(radsb
late, an

collectors, and known to

passed the Remaovites as he came into hall rather
nodded cheerfully to Newland and Banthorpe.
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“We'd better stand together,” he said, with a grin.
® We're under suspicion, you know. I say, Newland, 1 sup-
pose you didn't bone that stamp?”

Newland Alushed angrily.

““No, you ass!"

£ All serene. I only want to know, you know. Did you,
Banthorpe?’

Banthorpe coloured, too, and looked scared.

"“0Oh, no, Gadsby,"” he said, “*I wouldn’t do such a thineg|
I should have liked to havo the stamp very much, but surcly
you don't think I would have taken it?"

Gadshy chuckled.

“ Well, T didu't, either, as a matter of fact,”" he remarked ;
“but 1 bet you wo shall all three be under suspicien until
old Capper remembers what he did with that stamp.”

Newland stared at him.

“*Do you think he's lost 1t?"" he asked.

“Of course he has,'"' said Gadsby impatiently.
think there's a thief in the school, then?"

“Well, T don’t like to think so, certainly.”

* Of course he's lost it,"" said Gadsby. * He's taken it ocut
of the album for something—p'r'aps to show somebody—and
Eunrgl?nt.e to put it back, ﬂight have got blown into the

re,

“*Bilence, there!" said Wingate.

‘“* All serene,”” said Gadsby coolly.

He went to his place in the ranks of the Shell.

* Mind your pockets,”” he said cheerfully, as he joined the
Shell fellows.

And the Shell l:E;'rim'u!a::[.

“ Bilence !" said Mr. Quelch, the master of the Roemove.

Dr. Locke, thoe Head of Greviriars, had entered by tho

r door. Mr. Capper was with him, looking very white
and worried, It was evident that the loss of his specimcen
weighed very much upon Mr. Capper’s mind.

Dr. Locke looked very serious, too. It was an unpleasant
matter to him, and in his heart he probably wished Mr.
Capper’s stamp album at the bottom ulf:l the sea, and perkaps
Mr. Capper with it.

“ Boys," said the Head, his deep voice sounding through
the hl{l, “ boys, you have been called together for a most
unhappy and unwelcome cause, You heve, doubtless, all
aeard by this time that Mr. Capper has lost a stamp from

collection.”'
era_was o murmur of assent,

"“This stamp is a very valuable one,"" said the Head.
Capper assures me that it cannot possibly have been lost by
accident. It was fastened down in his album, and the albur
was secUred by a catch, and was kept in his desk in his
study. Someone must have gone to his study and opened the
desk and the album, and taﬁm the stamp out, Now, I am
unwalling—very unwilling, indeed—to believe that any Groy-
frinrs boy would have taken this valuablo stamp with dis
sonest intent. T prefer to believe that it was taken as a
1oke—a foolish joke—to give Mr. Capper a fright. Such an
sbsurd and unfeeling practical joke deserves the severest

shment. But in order to get the unpleasant matter

red up, the boy who has done it will be forgiven, and
mothing more will be said upon the magter, if he immediately
restores the stamp to Mr. Capper,”

%a Head paused.

ere Wwas deevl silence in the hall,

“1 call upon the boy who removed Mr, Capper’s stamp to
stand forward and hand it back to Mr. Capper.”

Bilence !

There was a stir in the crowded ranks of bovs; but it was
only a stir of uneasiness and excitement. No one left his

“ Not good enough,"” murmured Gadsby. **No takers!”

And his comrades chuckled softly.

"“Are all the boys here, Mr. Prout?’ asked Dr. Locke,
tarning to the Fifth Form-master.

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Prout.

“ Very well, boys, I have made an appeal to you, for the
sake of the good name of the schanl. Fuﬂ forgiveness awaits
the boy who has played this foolish joke on Mr, Capper. 1
-ipﬁe:m! to him to come forward.”

o reply.

“ Otherwise,” said the Head, his voice growing desper, * as
an article of very great wvalue has been taken, it will be
mecessary to communicate with the police.”

*Tho police!” '

- A shiver ran through the erowded hall,

“1 see that you feel this as much as 1 do." said the Head.
“ The good name of Greyfriars, T hope, is dear to every bov
Bere. Again I appeal to the thoughtless boy who has done
this to come forward and set the matter at rest.”

There was a long pause.

But there was np answer to the Head's appeal, and a dark
frown sottled upon Dr. Locke's brow. His voice was sterner
a3 h{nr ruaumeiii. fi »

“ Yery well. my offer is not accepted, I can only con-
clude that the boy who has taken this ﬁamp iptends I;g keep
it—in short, that he is a thief! That boy mall be sought
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out, and he will be expelled from Greyfriars immediately ha
is discovercd. I shall send for a detective immediately !

The Greyiriars fellows gasped a little.

Gadsby, of the Shell, came forward.

" May I speak, sir?" he asked.

Thoe Head looked at him.

“Certainly, Gadsby, What have you to say!”

f" Under the circumstances, sir, most of the fellows scem to
think that suspicion falls upon fellows who are stamp-
collectors."

“That is unfair,”" said the Head. T hope no boy will sus-
pecf any other boy until proof of some kind {i’ forthcoming.™
~ ““But they do,”” said Gadsby, * and it's rather rotten for us
who happen to be philatelists. May I sugges:. sir, that all
the stamp-collectors in the school should ba EEH]‘C}IEd., and
their studies and boxes should be searched, too, before anv
other step is taken. If the stamp should be found, that's all
right ; and if it isn't, it will set us right with the school.”

Dr. Locke nodded.

“Quite so, Gadsby. It is a good suggestion. But the
search must be carried out by an experienced and responsible
person. I shall send for a police-inspector from Courtlield,
and ask him to meke the search."”

iE you, sir,"’

The assembly broke up.

There was no more to be said. It was pretty clear, by this
time, that the stamp had not been taken for a * jape on old
Capper.” Whoever had taken it intended to keep it, at the
risk of being found out, expelled from the school and Eer-
haps arrested [or theft. hoever ho was, he was, as Bob
Cherry remarked, a cool beggar—a very cool bﬂgqlr indeed.

Thea Greyfriars fellows streamed out of the hall, and tha
Remove were free at last to get down to the cricket-field.
But keen wicketers as they were, they did not give much
thought to the great summer game for 1he raml.ingér of thit
afternoon. All Greyfriars, from fags to the Sixth, weie
thinking and talking of one thing only now—the mystery of
the missing stamp.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Very Unsatisfactory.

l NEI:EIIL‘TGR GRIMES arrived in due course from Court-
il
The fellows saw him arrive, and quite a crowd
gathered to see the search conducted. A great serious-
ress had fallen upon all the fellows. There was very little
doubt in their minds that the stolen stamp would be found
by the inspector, and they were antici ting a scene in the
Big Hall—of the delinquent, di_m:}n'.'eregl and exposed, being
expelled from the school by the headmaster. The stolen
stam) was coertain to be still within the House, and it was
only a few hours since it had been taken, and a thorough
search could hardly fail to discover it. Imia-aﬂ, it was quile
on the cards that when the inspector left Greyfriars, he would
take a prisoner with him on the charge of theft. e public
disgrace that would follow was almost as nnnnyig to the
fellows as to the Head. There were very few at Greyfrinrs
who did not think of the good name of the old schiool. If
the thiel were discovered and taken away, he would be
in}lnwed by the scorn and contempt of every fellow in Grey-
rars.

Inspector Grimes was shown first into Mr. Capper's study.
The Fourth Form-master was there, with a most troubiz.l
expression upon his face. Mr. Capper, too, felt the un-
pleasantness of the coming disgrace, but he was determined
at all costs vo recover his stamp. He could hardly be blamel
for that. It was almost a unique specimen, and it's actual
value was very large. Mr. Capper was nﬂi. & rich man, and
the rest of his collootion was in proportion to his means; but
that rare specimen had come to him by a stroke of good luck,
and he had prized it very highly, and had refused many
offers for it. Naturally, he was determined to move heaven
and earth to restore it to its place in his collection.

The inspector looked very semous and knowing as he listened
to the explanation of the Fourth Form-master. He shook
his ponderous head solemnly, and produced a fat notebook,
and moistened a stump of pencil. He was prepared to tike
copious notes, ulthough whether that would lead to the
recovery of the British Guisna One-Cent was another matter.

“You had better give me all the details you can, sir,” said
the inspector, ‘' Thoe stamp was in this album, I take it?"

“¥Yes,"” smud Mr. Capper, opening the album. * This is its
place. Theé stump was mounted on this page along with the
rest of m{l British Guiana. You see that the mount has heen
snippec. through—not torn off. I suppose the boy who did it
used a penkmife?"

The inspector nodded.

““And when was the stamp taken?" he asked

5]
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“Not more than a few hours ago. T was locking over my
album just before dinner, as I had intended to give a lecture
to the jumiors on philately this afternoon, and | intended to
show my album, and especuilly that rare specimen of the
British Guiana One-Cent, 1856 1ssue,”  Mr, Capper lingered
Javingly over thosoe words, which indeed were encugh to make
& keen philatelist's mouth water. " After dinner 1 came up
here to look up some notes of my lecture, and jJust before
going down I glonced into the album as 1 took it out of
iy desk. Of course, I did net funcy that anvthing might
have happened to my stamp, but 1 looked in to see it. Imagine
my feelings when 1 saw thut it was gone "'

nspoctar Grimes could not, as a matter of fact, magine
Mr. Capper's  feelings at that moment, but he nodded
sympathetically,

“*The album was in your desk?' he asked,

" Yos—this desk."”

* Dosk loekod 7'

“Noo T never keen 1t locked™

“Waus the stamp valuable, sied™

Mr, Capper stived at nim,

“Was a stamp of the 1856 issue One-Cent British Guiana
valuahlo®" he repeated., My dear sir, the value was
incaleulablio.”

“"To yvoou, of conrse, sir; What would 1t
feteh 1m0 the ket ¥ A pound,
perhaps?”

“*A pound " shricked Mr Uaprer.
four hundred pounds for i, oo

The inspector Jumped,

“Oh!" he said, " Four hundred quid ! Great Beott ("'

“There 15 only one other specimen in existence " said Mr,
{_,‘u!u;:m'.

" This 18 a serious matter, then, siv,’’ sald the inspector,
“If the stamp was worth four hundred pounds, that alters
thi: case. How many people knew thav it was here?"”

*“ Evervbody in the school, 1 suppose,” said Mr. Capper,
“1 have made no secret of possessng a Brinsh Guiana
One-Clent 1856 stamp., Naturally, 1 was proud of it, 1 have
shown it already to several boys interested in stamp collect-
g’

“Did evéfvone know how valuable it was?"

“Well, no. But the stamp-collectors, of course, knew."

“Grood " osnid the inspector, moistening his pencil again.
“Their names?"”

My, Capper hesitated.

**1t must be understodd that T do net suspect them in the
slhightest degree,’”” he said.

“Of course. But us they had seen the stamp. and knew
how valuable it was, naturally they fall under suspicion first,
Their names, please?"”

** Newlund and Banthorpe of the Remove, and Gadsby of
the Shell.”

‘The inspector made a note.

" Now, why do you suppose this stamp has been taken!"
he asked.

"To udd to a collection, of course.”

“But then the collector would not dare to let it become
known that he had such a stamp,” the inspector remarked.
“1t would be known to be yours.”

Alr. Capper shook his head,

“Not at all,” he said. ' There was an issue of the
stamps, and others may survive in different parts of the
wm'IrlL A collector might come by one, as 1 did, for instance,
in the collection of an aged relation who died and left his
album to me. If such a stamp appeared in another collee-
tion, 1 might suspect that it was mine, but I could not prove
Lt.

** But that would not apply to a Greyiriars boy "’

“* No,”" smd Mr. Capper, with a sad smile. * But you are
evidently not a philatelist, inspector. A keen philatelist
would be glad to have a unique specimen, even if he could
not show it in public. It would be enough for him to possess
it, anid to gloat over it in private.”

*“Oh!" said the inspector, evidently under the impression
that such conduct wmﬁd be & plain proof of lunacy, but ready
to take Mr. Capper's word for it. *I—I see. You do naot,
then, think that the stamp has been taken to be sold?”

"It is quite possible. There are dishonest stamp dealers,
and they would give a great deal for such a wonderful
specimen.  If a dealer gave fifty or & bundred pounds for i,
he could sell 1t again at an immense profit—perhaps in France
or Americn,”

A chance for a keen young rasenl to muke a pot of
money,”” the inspector remarked. * But it is not likely that
a Greyfriars boy would be acquainted with a dishonest dealer,
1 suppose

* Well, no, it is extremely improbable.”

“1In that case. he would have tuken the stamp for himself,
to—to enjoy it In secrecy.”’

I suppose so."
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“ Which mukes it clear that it must bhave been a stamp-
collecting boy.”’

“Hm! Yes T st admit it.”

“And the stamp was taken =
< “Between oue o'clock and half-past two,” said Mr.
appwer.

i tm'”. room was empty all that time?"”

“Quite."”’

“ Whers were the boys?"

** From one to half-past they were in the dining-hall. After
that, it is hardly possible to toll where they were.”

“Then if & bay has taken the stamp, it was teken between
hali-past one and half-past two "

' Exactly.”

“Good! Will vou send for the three boys vou have named 7
[ will question them,™ '

" Certuinly.”

Mr., Capper rang, and Trotter, the pare. was sent for the
three youthful i;;hilutulism of Greviriars, Thev came in a few
nunutes | they had been expecting the sumimaons,
~They wore very different looks as they come in. Arthur
Banthorpe was pala and frightened, and his colour came and
went,  The inspector's eye fastened upon him at ouce.
ever there were signs of guilt in a human fuce, they were in
Avrthur Bauthorpe’s, Montague Newlang wus oilm and com-
posed, but there was a frawn on his brow.  Ornily Cecil Gadsby
was perfectly normal. He was very quier, but very cool, and
evidently pot in the least put out.

Imspector Grimes ainf_.t!v--:l oitt Bauthorpe first with a stern
eye.

“*What 18 vour name " he asked,

Bunthorpe turned erimson.

" i'i-nl-;J;]l*lw:m.‘l:'m.rlur-1 i you please," he stammoered.

“Where were you between half-past one and half-past two
this afternoon?”

Banthorpe tried to think.

*1—I don’t remiember,” he muttered.

“You hnd better try to remember ! said the inspector
sternly,  *'It may be a serious matter for you if you don't 1"

"I—=I was in the Close, sir, after dinner. Aftor that T
came into the Rapg, to be reudy for Mr, Capper’s lecture in
pood time, sir."”

** Anybody with you?"

"I talked to some of the fellows part of the time, sir.”

"“Were vou in public view all the time?"

**No, no, no, sir!™

“*Where were vou, then®

" Part of the time I—T was in the Hedd's garden, sir.”

“In the Head’s garden.” execlaimed Mr., Cipper! * What
were you doing there?! You know very well, although you
iro a new boy, that juniors are not allowed in the Head's
;;urd(*ﬂ."

i I_I—'I——"

" What were you doing in the Head's garden?” asked the
inspector grnimly.

“I—1 went there, sir,” stammered Banthorpe

" What did yvou go there for?"

" I—1 just went there, sr."”

“ Wera vou aloue?”

i ‘1"’“1“5' Hllr.,.

* Did anybody see you go there?™

“1—I think not, sir.”

" You went there secretly?”

i YI."H. gip. "

“Why did you go there secretly?”

“ Berause—I—1—— I didn’t tauke the atnmq. sirl"' ex.

Mr

claimed Banthorpe, turning a tearful face upon Mr. Capper.
“ I—1 never thought of doing such a thing, sir, 1 assure
VOu.,

“1 am sure of it,”" said Mr., Capper.

" How long were you in the Head's parden?’ asked the
mnspector.

* About—about a quarter of an hour, sir.”

" Until you came in to the lecture?”

“Yeq sie,""

“ Had you any spocial resuson for spending that time in
the Head's garden all by yourself1”

* Ye-ea, sir.”

“*What was it?" '

Banthovpe's lip trembled, but he did not reply.

“"Answer the inspector, Bunthorpe, my boy,” saill Mr.
Capper kindly. * It is better to bo quite frank. You will
not be punished for trespassing in the Head's parden this
time: I assure you on that point."

Banthorpe did not reply. Ho burst into tears instead.

o Inspector Grimes turned a very significant look upon Mr,

APer.

“I don’t think you will have to leck much further for
tho thief, sir,” he said in a low tone.

Mr. Capper looked very amtated.

" he sauld,

1 cannot believe it,” " Banthorpe is a timid
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- As the Junlor set to work, his resemblance to Galsby of the Shell faded away,

iils complexion departed under

the touch of a sponge, his eyebrows altered their hue, and a flaxen wig was detached from his head; his very

| features scemed to change.

=

It 1s very curious that he eannot

lad, and ho is [rightened.
cxplain himself better, but—but——

Mr. Capper puused, discouraged very much by the inspee.
tor's grim expression, and, indeed, by wretched doubis that
began to creep into his own mind. There was an uncomfort-
gblo silence 1o the study, broken only by little Banthorpe's

T

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Banthorpe Cannot Explaln.

ADERY and Newland stood waiting. Inspector Giromes,
with a last, expressive look at the sobbing fag, turned
to the other two boys. He scanned the dark, land
some fare of the Hebrew junior very closely,

*“ What 15 sour name?"” he asked.

“ Montague Newland, sir."

“Whire were you between half-past one and half-past
two to-dav?"’
“In my study, sir, looking over my stamp album.™
“ Auyvbody with you!"
“Yes, sir. Ogilvy shares my study, and he was thera
ang an imposition set him by Monsicur Charpentior, oir
rencly master.”’
“ All the time¥
Fle lelt the study to take in his impot. only & few miautes
sre lalf past two, sir. 1 remembor heaving the hali-lhour
AF MAGNET LiBrany.—No. 233,
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chime, and Ogilvy must have heard it, too. Ile was iz the
F'yench master's room by that time, 1 suppose.”

“ How long were you left to yourself?™

* Not more than five minutes."

* During that time you were quite alone?”

" You, sir.”

I owas time enough to slip down here and take the stamp
from Mr. Capper's desk, and estape before he came tn at
half-past two?"'

Nu'“l.ﬂh' ”LI‘-E‘I{"\.I

“"1 dare say there was time, but it would have been very
‘.*]‘ji""”... }ru I:'l.il'l

“You mus* not mind these questions, Master Newland,"
said the inspector kindly., 1 am not hinting that you did
lake the stump, but I am trying to make-it clear who had
the opportumty to take it,”

*1 understand, =ir."”

The nspector turned ts Gadsby.

“What is vour name?"

U Uerll Gadsby, sar,”

“Where were you between half-past ono and half-past
two?"”

1 went down to the river, sir, with Hobson and Hoskins
of my Form immediately atter dinner,” said Gadsby.

“ Whoen did you come back?”

“ About three o'clock, T remember lookinz into the Rag
{ulin}m 1_1':rf_*-3, and secing the fellows waiting theie for M.

AT,
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" Were your companions with you all the time?"

" Yes, ur.”

" They will bear out your statement, 1 suppose?”’

" Yes, sir, 1 cuppose so; thev're 1n the house, if you care
to ask them."

The inspector nodded.

Little Banthorpe's sobbing had died away. He was stand-
ing looking miserable and tearful, with wet ghstening on his
cheeks. Inspector Grimes turned to him again, with a glint
it his eves, There was no doubt that the mspector believed
that he had already found the guilty ﬁ:::;nn.

* Have you an _fﬂ]ing more to say, er Banthorpe!'’ he
asked significantly,

* N-no, sir,”” stammered Arthur.

“* Dud yvou tnke Mr. Capper's stamp?”’

** No, no, sir!"™"

" Were vou actually in the Head's gavden at the time
vou have stated, or is that merely a flimsy excuse to account
for your time, when you were really entering Mr. Cupper's

stl.tdi,':f"
** I—1 was really there, sir."”

“ Very well” Inspector Grimes turned to Mr. Capper,
"1 understund that 1 am desired to make a search, sir!”

““Yes; one of these boys hunself uuggested 1

“1 died, sir,” said Gadsby, **1 think it would be more
gatisfactory for all parties.”

** Quite so0."’

The inspector procecded to search the boys. They sub-
mitted with great calmness to that proceeding. 1t was pretty
clear that if the thief was there he was not carrving tha
stolen stamp on his person. The nspector could tell that
easily from their manner; even little Banthorpe showed no
sigus of alann,

LA

"rAnd now their belongings and their rooms, 1 suppose?
said the inspector,

* Yes, if vou please.”

Inspector Cirimes and Mr. Capper loft the study together.
Quite a crowd followed them up to the Shell passage, where
iadsby’s study was the first searched. Gadsby shared that
study with Hobson of the Shell. Inspector Grimes, although
his ‘mind was already mude up on the subject, searched the
study very thoroughlv. Dut no trace of the stolen stamp
rewarded him,

They procecded to Newland’s study. Ogilvy of the Remove
was there, e shared that room with the Hebrew junior,
o stepped out while the mspector searched the room.

The result was. the same.

Then Banthorpe's study was searched. It was the room
he shared with JT:M]I}' Bunter, and the Removites who looked
on from the passage grinned. It was not likely that any-
thing could be kept in that study without Billy Bunter
knowing it. Bunter generally knew everything that went on,
And, indeed, the search was in vain. Nothing was found.

Alter that the boxes belonging to the three juniors were
carefully examined in turn, still without result.

Inspector Grimes looked somewhat baffled as he finished.
He had fully expected to find the stamp in Ihnthm{"s

uarters or in his belongings, but he had not done so. en
the search was over, he repaired to the Head's study with
My, Capper. Dr. Locke was waiting in uneasiness to hear
the result of the search.

“*Have you been successful?’ he asked, as the inspector
entered.

Inspector Grimes shook his head.

“1 um sorry to say not, sir.”’ he said. ‘' The young rascal
has hidden the stamp well. But I have little doult that he
would produce it il proper pressure were brought to bear.”

The Head started. _ .

& E’nu have fixed upon a person, then, in your mindi” he
nsked.

'* Yes, sir: Muster Banthorpe.”

* Banthorpe! The new boy!
very timid little lad,” said the Head.
that it is possible.”

The inspector drew himself up a httle. ‘

‘““ Banthorpe showed every sign of guilty confusion, and
burst into {ears, while 1 was questioning hum, sir,”" he said.

" He is, as 1 said, a very timid lad, Mr. Grimes. He has
been brought up somewhat harshly, I understand, and fre-
rquently blushes when spoken to. 1 think perhaps his conduct
was merely the effect of natural tumidity,”

** Ho has failed to accouwnt for how he spent the time
during which the stamp must have been taken from Mr.
Cavpu}r's gesk.”

** Ah, ihat is serious!” _ _ )

“ 1 reganrd it as conclusive, sir,” said the inspector. '* Under
ardinary circumstances I should regard that as sufficient
grounds for an arrest on suspicion.’’ ) _

“1 wish to proceed very slowly and carefully in this
matter, Mr. Grimes,” said the Head. *“ I was in hopes that
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the stump would be foumd, which would be conclusive proof
1 will send for Banthorpe,”

Arthur Banthorpe was sent for.

_ He was pale and trembling
as he came into the Head's study. Dr. Locke looked at him
searchingly.

“ Do not be uneasy, Banthorpe,” he said. ** It appears tha#
you hi?ﬂ failed to satisfy the inspector in your answers to his
questions. Will you tell me where you were between half-

ast one and balf-past two this afternobn! Have no fear.

hatever you may have done it will be forgiven if you can
satisfy us that you did not go to Mr. Capper’s study and take
the missing stamp."’

“I—I have told the inspector, sir,"”" faltered Banthorpe,
showing signs of tears again. *' T went into your garden, sir,
for a quarter of an hour, and remained there until 1 came into
the house to be ready for the lecture.”

“* But Banthorpe fails to explain why he went into the
garden and remained there for a quarter of an hour,” said
Mr. Capper.

“Why did Euu do so, Banthorpe?" asked the Head kindly.

Banthorpe burst into tears.

" Come, Banthorpe!” said the Head a little more sternly.
* You must see that your conduect now lays you open to very
grave suspicion. Why did you go into the gardeni”

*I—I thought I would, sir.” ;

*“Ah! You had no special reason for gomg?"’

* Ho has stated that he hed,” said Mr, Capper,

** What was your reason, Banthorpe?”

Banthorpe sobbed,

Dr. Locke frowned darkly.

“Fhis 1s very strange,” he said. *' You may go, Banthorpe,
I shall havo to consider about this, 1 have a few words Lo
suy to the inspector, Mr. Capper.”

Mr, Capper followed Banthorpe out of the study. The few
words Dr. Locke had to say to the inspector may have been
accompanied by some reward for the trouble the inspector
had taken, for Mr. Grimes looked quite cheerful and satislied
a1 ho emerged.

Mr. Capper returned to the Head's study after the inspector
had gone. Dr. Locke was looking very distressed and worried,

“This is a terrible oceurrence, Mr. Capper,"” said the Head.
“I really wish vou had taken more care of your valuable
stamp, though I suppose it is useless to say that now. It looks
decidedly black against Danthorpe.”

"1 have been guestioning him,”" said Mr, Capper, with a
troubled look. ** He declares that he knows nothing of the
stamp, but he still fails to state why he spent a quarter of
an hour alone in your garden, sir. It is very suspicious indeed.
But—but I cannot Wi:ﬁl any drastic measures to be taken. A
stamp is 8o easily destroyed. In esase of any threat bein
used, I fear that the thief may burn the stamp to remove all
woof against himself, and then it could never be discovered.
1 do not know what to do.”

The Head frowned thoughtfully.

"I was thinking of a detective, sir,"” Mr. Capper remarked.
“*You remember Dalton Hawke, the Schoolboy Delective,
who cleared up the affuir of the pickpocket who took Coker's
pocket-book? He is exactly what 15 wanted now—a boy who
could mingle with the other boys as one of themselves, and
detect the thief. But, unfortunately, he is now known to
the boys, and they would be as much on their guard againsé
him as against a grown-up detective.”

“1 was thinking of Dalton Hawke myself, Mr. Capper,”
said the Head quietly. * His father, Inspector Hawke, of
Scotland Yurd, has told me that the 1 is an adept at
disguises, and it is possible that he might be able to come to
Greyfriars under another name, and be unknown to the boys
while he is making his investigations. 1 shall communicate
with Inspector Hawke upon the subject.”

Mr. Capper's face brightened up.

“T'hat would be splendid, sir!’ he exclaimed. *“1 have
every faith in him—if he could come, and the other boys dil
not Enﬂw that he was a detective. But——"

“Wa shall see,”” said the Head. *' It appears to me to bo
thoe only chance of fecovering the stolen stamp.”

And they did see!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Wants Halves.

HE next day was not a happg ono at Greyiriars.
T Mr, Capper was going about, as Temple feelingly ex-
pressed it, Tilr.ﬂ a bear with a sore head. He was worriad
about his stamp, and he appeared never to think of
anything else. He hardly ate at mealtimes, and in the Form-
room he was absent-minded and irritable. His temper was
suffering under the stress of his anxiety, and the Fourth
Form suffered under the stross of his tempor. He talked of
the missing stamp in scason and out of season. He made the
amazing statement in the Form-room that Marius, after nis
doeds at Rome, retired to British Guiana; and again he
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asserted that the Greeks of Cyrus's army consisted of ten
thousand postage-stamps—statements which were received
with amazement in the Form, and which showed how tao
subject was running in the Form-master's mind,

In the masters’ room Mr. Capper would always lead (he
conversation round to stamps, ti?le the other masters wero
wearied to death of the subject. Mr. Capper had really un-
scrupulous ways of introducing his favourite topic. He would
sav, ‘“Speaking of tanff reform, did 1 ever show you my
Mauritius?"' or " Talking of gvmnastics, would you like to
see my stamp album?’ And now that the apple of his eye,
the wonderful Britich Guiana 1856 One Cent was missing, Mr.
Capper was more terrible than ever. The masters would zo
round corners hurriedly, when thev saw him coming, to avoid
the dreaded topic.  Mr. Capper took to dropping into the
prefects’ room to tell Loder and Wingate and Valence and
the other prefects about it, and on his third wvisit there he
found the room deserted.

While Mr. Capper was so much exercised on the subjeect,
matters were not pleasant in other quarters. Banthorpe's
strange conduct had laid him open to suspicion, and many
fellows looked upon him as the thief, much to his distress.
Others persisted in taking Bolsover's view that Newland was
the guilty party, s suspicion they based on no better grounds
than & vague dislike of the Jewish race, which was not reason-
sble. Gadsby of the Shell took the whole matter apparently
as ldjﬂ]-lf‘. and disarmed suspicion, if anvbody had been in-
clined to suspeet him. When Hobson lost his ericket-bat,
Gadsbhy offrred to turn out his kets, which raised a laugh.
And Gadsby announced that he had had enough of stamp-
collecting in view of what had happened, and sold his stamp
slbum that day to a dealer in Courtfield. That proceeding
showod that he, at all events, was not the enthusiastic kind
of philatelist who was liable to steal a stamp for the sake of
gloating over it in private.

Under a vague cloud of suspicion, with Mr. Capper boring
sverybody to death about his stamp, and losing his temper
with his boys, Banthorpe going about looking as if he were
gnder senténce of execution, Newland keeping a dignified
frown on his face, and occasionally fighting with somebo.l
who asked him questions about stamps, everybody felt
extremely uncomfortable, and wished Mr. Capper and his 1656
British Guiana One Cent at the North Pale.

It was quite a reliel to have a fresh topic introduced in the
shape of the announcement that a new boy was coming to
Greyiriara,

Billy Bunter brought the news into the junior common-
room just before bedtime. Bunter always had news before
everybody else—perhaps owing to his gift for listening at key-
aoles. 'ﬂm fellows were looking gloomy cnough, most of
shem expressing heated opinions on the subject of stolen
mlps when the fat junior rolled in.

“1 say, you fellows!"" said Bunter.

“Found the stamp?”" asked Bolsover.

“0Oh, no!"
“Then shut up!”’ _
“But 1 say, you fellows, there's a new chap coming to

Greviriars,” said Bunter. *‘I happened to hear Quelchy suy

w Wingate—"'

“ You happened to have your car to a keyhole, T suppose!”
sud Bob Cherry sarcastically. ;

“Oh, really, Cherry! The chap’s name is Armitage—"

“Is he coming into the Remove?" asked Harry Wharton.

“T don't know. But he's a junior.” L

Some of the fellows talked about the coming junior for a
change. It appeared that he was coming the next day, aul
would probably go into the Third or the Remove, according
#a how he shaped when he was examined by the Head. Billy
Bunter blinked round the eommon-room, and found Gadsby.
Gadsby was sitting in a corner reading a letter when Billy
Banter rolled up to him. Bunter lowered his voice.

“ 1 say, Gadsby '’

Gadsby looked up.

“ Hallo, Fatty! What do you want?"”

“ Hush !"" said Bunter mysteriously.

Gadsby looked surprised.

“ What on earth’'s the matter?” he asked.

[ want to speak to you in private,” whispered Bunter,

Gadsby laughed. _

“I've got no more to lend you," he said. _

“1 don't want you to lend me any money,” said Buntes,
wth a great deal of dignity.

“Or give you,”" said Gadsby.

“ Look here, Gadsby, [ want to speak to you alone

“ Dh, rats!"

“ Would vou rather I spoke here?”

“Vou'll have to sprak here if you want fo speak at all”
sasd Gadsby, yawning.

Bunter sank his voice to a whisper.

“ About that stamp!" he said.

= Well?"

“ Halves, vou know.”

“What 1"

“ Have vou sold it vet?"”
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Gadsby gave Bunter one look, and reached for the poker.
Bunter sprinted out of the common-room as if he were
running a wager on tho cinder-path,

“ Beast 1" murmured Bunter, as soon as he was safe in the
passage. ‘‘Beast! I suppose Gadsby didn't take it, after
all. I'll try Newland.”

Newland was rather difficult to find. Since the un(?leuﬂiﬂ
suspicion had fallen upon him that he had taken Mr. Capper s
stamp, the Hebrew junior had kept very much to himself.
But the Owl of the Remove discovered him at last in the
school library. He came up to the surprised Newland very
mysteriously. “

*I've been looking for a chance to speak to vou, Newland,
he said. **Mind, I'm coming to you as a [riend. Halves,
you know."

“What on carth are you talking about?' asked the
astounded Newland.

“Halves!" repeated Dunter,

““Are you dotty?"

““Oh, really, Newland! 1If you haven't sold the stamp
yet—"' :

Billy Buntet did not finish. Newland jumped up with an
expression upon his face that made Bunter bolt for the

door.
The fat junior was gasping for breath when he halted at

last at a safe distance from the library.

“ Beast ! he muttered. *' I suppese it couldn’t have been
Newland, after all. The beastly S8heeny, to give me a start
like that! It must have been that weepy little cad Ban-
thorpe! Anyway, I'm bigger than he 1s !’ )

Comforted by that reflection, Billy Bunter rolled away in
search of Banthorpe. Banthorpe was in his study, which
happened to be Bunter's study, too. He looked up miserably
as the Owl of the Remove came in.

Banthorpe was keeping in his study because he felt that ho
could not face the eves and the talk in the common-room,
but he was feeling very lonely, and he was glad to see Bunter
come in. Billy Bunter was not exactly pleasant company,
but he was better than solitude. _ L

Bunter closed the door. and set his back against it in w
dramatic nttitude he had learned from pictures on the
vinematograph in Courtfield.

““Now then, Banthorpe !" he said sternly. :

Banthorpe started up in alarm. For & moment he fancied
Bunter had gone mad. Bunter's manner certainly bore out
that supposition. He raised his right arm, and pointed
dramatically to the little Removite.

U Wow-what's the matter, Bunter?” stammered Banthorpe.

“Halves !"

i “Thﬂt !l‘l

“Halves!"

“T—I—T don’t understand you, please, Bunter !'" )

“ None of your lies!" said Bunter loftily. *‘I know jolly
well that vou've sold old Capper's stamp, and I want
halves ™

“What !I"’

“Hand it out at once, or I'll denounce vou, you blessed
young criminal I’

“* You—vou villain!" gasped Banthorpe.

Bunter gave a jump.

“What's that?"' he roared. .

“"You villain!" said Banthorpe, showing spirit for onee.
“Do you mean to say that if 1 had stolen the stamp you
would take some of the money 1"’

Bunter nnufhm:l. As a matter of fact, he hadn't thought
it out; he only knew that he wanted money. Bunter really
had not brains enough to be a rascal; he had a very dim
notion of the distinction between honesty and dishonesty.

“I—I'm pl-n'InIg to be easy with you, for the sake of your
—vour people!” he said. “ 1 don't want to disgrace your—
vour uncle. I'm going to let you off. Of course, I don't
want the money myself. But I've been disappointed about a
&n-m;tal-nr&er. and I'm temporarily—ahem !—embarrassed !

f you don't want to be shown up, you'd better hand it
out !"

“You cad!"” said Banthorpe. .

““ Will you hand it out, or take a licking first 1" demanded
Bunter threateningly. ‘ _

“I'll jolly well give you a licking for calling me a thief !"
said Bunthurﬂe.

And he rushed at Bunter and smote.

“Ow!" roared Bunter,

[1e sat down with a startling suddenncss on the floor. He
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i’:_tmpr-d up again, and rushed at Banthorpe, and Banthorpe
it out again and again. He was about lm\rf Bunter's weight,
but he showed an unexpected pluck and activity. The study
doar was thrown open, and half a dozen Remove fellows
looked in, attractod by the disturbance.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, in amaze-
ment. ** Here's Bunter becoming a warrior bold! Go i,
Banthorpe ™

Bunter sat down again with a bump.

“Oh ! he roared. ** Keep him off ! Oh!”

Banthorpe, wildly exeited, danced round the Owl of the
Remave, brandishing his diminutive fists,

“Get up " he shricked, “T'1l teach you to call mie a
thief ! Get up!”

““Ha, ha, ha !

“The thrasher and the
Ogilvy,

“Get up, Bunter!” roared Boly [,'hrrr:_r, “Why «don't T O
Ff‘:”ll[l and take your medicine? You're twice as big as he
s !

“Ow! T—I don't want to hurt
“1 was only reasoning with him, and begging him to reform
and give Capper back his stamp -

“* He said I'd sold it, and asked for part of the money !
yelled Banthorpe.

““My hat! That's like Bunter !"

“1 didn’t!”" roared Bunter, ' T—I didn't mean that!
What I meant to say, Banthorpe, old man, was—was that T
Iirmrly believed vou were innocent, and I'd stick up for vou
gaainst evervbody !

'*“Ia, ha, ha!"

““Oh, bump him!" said Dob Cherry, in disgust,
;‘]'r'rﬂ.j' EEIM fat bounder rolls out lies makes me feel il]!

im |

“"Ow, aw, ow!"

And when the Removites left Bunter, he had no breath
left to ask anybody for * halves.”

whale over again!” grinned

him " gasped Bunter

“The
Bump

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Another of '"Em,

"' IRE!™™
F It was Ogilvy, of the Remove, who uitered that
shout, as he looked out of the School House door the
next morning after lessons.

There was a rush of the fellows at once,

“ Where 1

Wi Whﬂt—'”

Wi \t‘,"h} E.ll‘

Ginlvy chuckled,

“There I"" he said,

“My hat!" exclaimed Harry Wharton, following the
dircetion of Ogilvy's finger with his eve. " It's a giddy
blaze, and no mistake !"

It was!

A youth in Etons and a silk hat was coming across the
[Mose, followed by Gosling, the porter, laden with a box.
It was casy ecnough to guess that it was the new Lower
School boy, of whom the jumiors had heard the previous
evenmg. The stranger had an extremely sandy-coloured
fuce and hair of the brightest auburn, which showed red
under the brim of his hat, There had been red-headed boys
at Greyvfriars before, but never one with so aggressive a
red s that.

“Well, my word!" said Nugent.
kid 7"

“"That's the giddy new bounder!” grinned Bolsover,
“My hat! 1T think we can have some fun with him!™

Harry Wharton frowned.

'* Let his hair alone, for goodness' sake !" he said.
rod-haired people are sensitive about it, though goodness
knows why they should be—red’s as good as any colour.”

Bolsover put his bands to his mouth, and shouted :

** Hallo, Copper Top !’

The new boy came on calmly. He reached the school steps,
and raised his silk hat to the juniors gathered there. He
disclosed a really beautiful head of red hair in deing so,
nnd Bolsover & (Eﬂ. chuckled glecfully.

“Good old Copper Top !™

The auburn-haired youth looked coolly at Bolsover,

** Iid vou speak to me?"" he asked.

*Yes, I did, Red Top 1"

“Ind you mean to be offensive "

“Just as you choose to take 11" snid Bolsover,

** Beeause, if vou did, T am quite ready to knock some of
the cheek gut of you!" said the new boy quietly,

Bolsover grinned,

“Come on, and knock it out!” he said.

" Certainly !

The new boy stepped up to Bolsover, and the bully of the
Llemove put up his big fists. In a flash—se quickly was it
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done that eyes could hardly follow it—his guard was knocked
up, and the new boy's fist caught him full on the nose.

Bulsover gave a roar like a bull, and rolled over on the
steps, and bumped down to the ground. He sat there gasp-
g, and c_l:l.'.-'pmﬁ his nose with both hands.

“Oh! Ow!" he bellowed.

" Take imy box in, please, porter !" said the new boy,

“ My heve,” murmured Gosling—** my heye !

And he earried the box in, and the new junioe followed
him into the House, and disappeared.

*“ Well, my only summer bonnet ! ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“ Bolsover 1s in the wars now! Ile has been getting it n
the neek lately ! Are you hurt, Bolsover 1"

“Ow ! groancd Dolsover., " Yow !  That red-headed
bounder s as strong as a horse! Qh!"

“ Better give him a wide berth,” grinned Bob Cherry,

“and let hus beaut:iful auburn tresses alone. He can look
after them."

“Hua, ha, ha ™

Boleover made no reply, but walked away growling. He
was generally expected to try conclusions again with the new
boy, but he did not seck to do so. Bolsover major was not
wirticulnrly gifted with broains, but perhaps he knew when
e had had enough,

The knocking down of the Remove bully by the new junior
interested the Hemowites in him. And his arrival was a
welcame change of topie from the eternal subject of the
stolon stamp,

* Master Armitage, sir!” said Gosling, as he showed the
new boy into the Head's study,

And the Head rose to receive Master Armitage with a
smile of welcome.

lelm new boy was a quarter of an hour in the Head's
study,

When he emerged he inguired of a junior in the passage
the way to Mr. &unich's study. The junior happened to Eu
Harry Wharton,

“ This way," said Tarry cheerily. * You want to see Quelchy !
Does that mean that you are coming into the Remove "

*That's it I

* Your nume’s Armitage, isn't it 7"

The new boy nodded.

“What study are you going to have?"

“ M. Quelch will tell me.™

Wharton hesitated. He had some fear that the new boy
might be gut mto No, 1, as there were only two fellows in it,
und the chuma of No, 1 did not want to be erowded in their
quarters.  But it would hardly have been courteous to a new
fellow to ask him to ask for any number but No. 1, so
Wharton did not speak,

He guided the new junior to Mr. Quelch’s study.

" Here you are ! he said. " 1'll wait for you and see what
vtudy you gel, if you like, und take you there"

“ Thanks ! * You're very good,” said Armitage gratefully,

He knocked and entered. He was only a few minutes
with Mr. Quelch. When he eame out, he smiled a little as he
met Wharton's anxious look.

* What number 7" asked Harry.

Mo, T

“No. T! Good!"™

“Ta it your study 7" asked the new boy innocently.

Wharton laughed.

“No; mine's No. 1. Neo. T is all right—there are two
[ellows in it—Banthorpe, o new chap, who came last week,
and Billy Bunter. Don’t lend Bunter any money, and don’t
advance him anything on any postal-orders, that’s all "

“ Will you show me the way ¥"' asked Armitage, smiling.

* With pleasure! Come on!"

Wharton led the way up to the Remove passage. A good
many fellows looked at them as they went, but Armitage was
not subjected to uny more chipping on account of his auburn
hair. His reply to Bolsover major had become generally
known, and the juniors recognised that he was not a safo
subject for chipping,

Banthorpe was in the study when they came in, and Billy
Bunter was with him. Relatiops wore rather strained be-
twieen  Bunter and Banthorpe. The unexpected fighting
| owers Banthorpe bad shown the previous evening had left
Bunter quite erestfullen, and he treated Arthur with very
groat civility,  1ie blinked through his bip spectacles at the
new boy as he eame in with Wharton,

“This 15 Armitage,” said Harry.
atudy.”

Bunter gave a growl.

" Well, that’s nice,” he exclaimed. “T usod to have this
“tudy to myself; but they seem to think it’s the proper place
to dump new boys in.  First Banthorpe, and now Armitage.
Why ean’t you have him in your study, Wharton "'

Harry Wharton lavghed.

“You'd better ask Mr. Queleh,” he said.

here, "

““He's put into this

“He put him
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“Look !" snid Kangaroo., * 1 will put a bullet
through the centre of that screen, and yon
will sc¢e¢ that 1 shall not miss my aim| **
There was a very audible sound of a move-
ment behind the sereen, for the concealed
—ecavesdropper of the Fourth Form had heard
— thu. ti.rrih ¢ boast of the chairman of the
scorct society, (See Chapter &.)

————

[Fur the above nmusfug incident see the gmnd long, complete tale of Tom Merry & Co. at Si.
Jim's, entitled ** TOM MERRY’'S LEUGION OF HONOUR!" by Martin Clifford, which is

contalned in *‘The Gem '’ Library.
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Well, I think it's rotten."

Tunk vou !"" said Armitage cheerfully.

' Oh, no offence ! snid Bunter quickly, remembe rmg Bah

peer  major's reeent experence at thn red-haired junior's

ds. “T don’t want to row with vou.

You'd better not, I think,” grinned Wharton.

Oh, really, Wharton—""
“ You'll find Bunter all right if vou euff him occasionally,

Srmitage,"" said the captain of the Remove. ““Don’t lend
am any money, or yvou'll never see it again.'
Dh, really 3
“Come out, kid," said WIurluu tapping Banthorpe on the
soomider. ** What are you moping indoors for on such a

velv afternoon?! Come and have a run in the quad. before

Panthorpe shook his head.
1'd rather stay here, thunk vou,
Why, you u:-un o opgs?

.
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all down on me,"

think that

“The
quivering lip.
rostage-stamp.

Armitage looked round tnlunlh]\

“What's that!” he said. * Somecbody boned a postage-
atnmp? Not much of a thing tn bone, surely *

“{'Lh it was a valuable stamp,’ 01]}13111-:-11 “hmtnn " A
British hmmm Ten Cent ::ium{-ihmg

“One Cent,” said Banthorpe quickly, * 1856."

Armitage looked intercsted at once.

“My hat, 1'd like to see that!" he exclaimed, ** Do vou
mean to say that anybody here has got an 1856 British Guiana
Onn Cent ?**

said Arthur,
I took Mr.

with a
Capper's

fellows are
“They

“Mr. Capper had," said Danthorpe, '‘but somebody's
stolen it, Do you know anvthing about stamps?” he added
shyly.

[ should say so. I colleet them.”
Ilarry Wharton gave a groan.
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“ Avother giddy philatelist ! I'm off |

*“ And be ran out of the study. Armitage laughed.

“You're a philatelist I said Banthorpe, interested in the
new boy at once. * I'm so glad., 1 wish you could have seen
My, Cappei’s stamp. Perhaps he will show it to you when it
tuins up. I think it must turn up some time, for 'm sure
nobody at Groyfriars would steal it.”

" Well, 1t would be a strong temptation. if it's really an 1856
British Guiana One Cent,” said Armitage, laughing. * Are
yYou spure it wis goauine

“Oh, yes! Do vou sight "' asked
Banthorpe.

" Yes, by description, of courep.
birt never the genuine stamy.
onlyv one i existence,”

Hinthorpe nadded.

“ Yoo, but Mr. Capper got one from a relation who died.”

" Printed in black on red,” said Armitage, * with a picture
of a three-masted ship 1

““That's right.”

“My hat, I'd like to see it !"

Billy Bunter gave a grunt.

‘*Ilf vou're going to talk rotten stamps, I'm going,” he
saidl,

" Shut the door after you ! said Armitage cheerfully,

Runter went out and slammed the door.

" Would you like to see my album, Armitage?” asked
Bienthorpe shyly,

" Yes, rather! I'll show you mine when T unpack my
bix,” said Armitage.

Manthorpe rose with a very cheerful expression upon his
face. He was always willing to talk stamps. And until the
be!l rarg for dinner the two new bovs sat with their heads
tezether over the stamp album, in a state of great enjoyment.

know them by
I've seen copics of them,
I alwayvs understood there was

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Caught in the Trap.
e W ILAT'S the new kid like?'" Bob Cherry asked, as he

met Harry Wharton going in to dinner,
Wharton grunted,
““He's a stamp maniae.”

"*(h, another of "em !"

" ¥Yeu, another of "em !

“ Ho'd better not talk stamps to me!” said Bob Cherry
troculently. “I'm getting fod-up with stamps. Old Capper
Jawed me in the Close just now about stamps—fellows are
rarung to ran when they sce him commg, It's awful !

.hnntuﬁe came in with Banthorpe, It was evident that the
twu new boys at Greyfriars had strack up a friendship, doubt.
ness on account of their common interest in stamps. They
lecked an oddly-assorted punir—Armitage, sturdy and powerful,
and little Banthorpe with bis slim form and timid manner.
But a good many fellows of Bolsover's kindney who had been

in the habit of ragging the timid new bov decided that they
had better let that pastime drap {or the present, while he was
under the protection of the fellow who had ** whopped ** Bols-
vver major.  Armitage’s friendship was likely to be a very
peotd thing for Arthur Banthorpe.

Aimitage sat beside Banthorpe at dinner, and they talked
1: low tones, and the fellows caught scraps of stamp talk—
“Cupe of Good Hope,” * Cexlon,” and the like,

_ Newland showed some signs of interest, and after dinner he
Joined the two boys as they left the dining-hall.

“ You are interested in stumps?’ he asked, speaking to
Armitage,

Arimitage nodded.

“1'm a collector,” he said.

“So am L” snid Newland. *“T'll show you mine, if vou
hke, if you care to come to my study.”

“1'm on !"" said Armitage emphutically.

And Banthorpe, Armitage. snd Newland disappeared to-
goether into the Hebrew junior's studv, and remained there
%1l the bell rang for lessons.

Mr. Quelch bestowed a somewhat peculinr glance upon
Avmitage ns he came into the Fourth-room with the rest of
the Remove, but it was onlv for a moment, and beyond that
he took no special notice of him.

Armitage’s bright hair made him a conspicuous object in the
JFormeroom, but etherwise he fell into his place very quietly.
He did the Form work easily and well, nm{ Was given a good
place in the class,
‘ The three philatelists left the Form-room together after
lessnng.,

l‘:.-"im;f more chaps who colleet stamps here ! Armitage
pekod,

" There's Gadsbhy, of the 8hell," said Newland.
“Good. I'll look him out ! s1id Armitage.
soino stamps 1 want to swap "
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“TOM MERRY'S LEGION OF HONOUR.”

* Too late for swapping with Gadshy,” said Newland, with
a smile. ‘' He's mlrF his collection. He =old it yvesterday in
Courtfield.”

“ Not much of a collector, if he parts with his collection,”
said Armitage,

“It's on aceount of that stamp of Capper's being missing,
Gadsby says he's fed-up with stamps, and doesn’t want to huve
any more to do with them."”

“"But he'd keep his rarest specimens, surely 1"

“I don’t know; vou can ask him.”

"I will!” said the new boy.

Gadshy, Hobsan, and Hoskins, of the Shell, were in their

sty when the new Remove iUniﬂr appeared there, TEEE
From the marke

wore having tea, and it was a lavish tea.
t'eference Hobson and Hoskins showed to Guadsby, it was
visy to pucss that Gadsby was standing the tea,

“Hallo!" said Gadsby, looking inquiringly st Armitage
% he eame 1o after knocking, * lgun‘t set the study on fire,”

And Hobson nnd Heoskins laughed dutifully,

Armitage smiled pood-naturedly.

"Oh, et my hair gione!"” he said.

" Yes, rather!  Don't want to burn my fingers,” said
Gadshy,

And Hobson and Hoskins lnughed again.

P Cheese 0t sald Armitage, ' for goodness’ sake!
hoard encugh about it since fcu.m{* hore.
ing stamps,

" Whose ! usked Gndsby.

“ Ha, ha, ha!" chuckled Hobson -and Hoskins,

" Somebody has been collecting old Capper's stamps, and
tacre’s been a row  about i, said Gadsby, grinning.
" Lueky for you yon've ounly just arrived at Grey?riu;rl, or
vou'd be undor suspicion, too. The Iellows can’t make up
tireir minds whether Banthorpe or Newland or 1 boned old
UVapper's stamps.”"

Armitage laughed,

“I've pot some stamps to swep,” he said. *I've heard

about your collection from young Banthorpe. You had a
gordl Covlon set,”

“*¥Yes, T had.”

“1'm wanting some Ceylon to fill up my sot, and I could
ler wou have South Ameriean or East Indies.”

" Too late, my son!” snid Gadshy., " I've sold out.”

» 2old the lot?”

* Fvery one, album and all.”

" Oh, rotten!” smd Armitage. '] say, where did you sell
them?'"

“In Clourtheid."”

*Oh, there's w ﬂtﬂmp-drn}nr m Courtfield, 1= there!" said
Armitage, 1 might be able ro get some Ceylon [rom him.
Who 15 11"

" Chap named Fspacs, in Church Street,” eaid Gadsby,

*Is that where you sold vour albumi™

“Yes "

“Good! I'll run down and see if T can capture any of
vour Ceylon,” said Armitage. *' Is Isaacs a decent chap?"

“Oth, he's all right! You won't get any big bargains out
ef Bam, that's ail,” said Gadsby., “ If you've got plenty of
ey to spewd, you ean pet what you like from him. I
void haven't, ko'll fis you up with cheap stuff. He's got
evervthing. ™

“Thanks ™

“ I you buy any valuable specimens, you'd bettor keep an
cye on Banthorpe and Newland and me,” Gadsby called
out, re Armitage turned to leave the study, and Hobson and
Ho<kins cackled again.

Armitage’s foce was very thoughtful as he went back to
his own study. He entercd the Bemove passage, and caught
sight of Bolsover and Snoop and Vernon-Smith there. They
gringed at him, but he passed on witheut speaking, and
entercd his ﬁllltl}'.

As lie pusted open the deor and went in, there was 2
sudden swish of water,

O gasped Armitage.

A large zine bowl had been perched skilfully upon the
top of the door, filled to the brim with water. He under-
stood now the canse of Bolsover & Co.'s grins in the passage,
The bowl had swooped down upon him as he opened ﬁm
door, and fairly bonneted him, and the water ran down hia
clothes and his neck.

“{w—ow! Gr-errr!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!" came a roar {rom the passage.

Bolwover & Co, oxpected Armitage to come rushing out in
a fury, IHe had already shown that he was a fighting man,
and they did not expeet him to take the " booby " trap

tamely.  To their surprise, he slammed the study door and
locked it.

" M-my hat!" ecjaculated Snoop, in amazement,
takinge that quictly.”

I've
I say, I'm collect-

“He's

MARTIN OLIFFORD, in this T
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Bolsover's eyes gleamed. He was quick to jump to the
conclusion that Armitage was funking.

“The rotten funk!™ he said. *" Come on!

Hes ran along the passage to the door of No. 7, snd
thumped upon 1t

* Hallo, tn there!” Le shouted.

There was i sound of gasping within, but no other reply.
Bolsover kicked on the door.

" Come out, you funk!" he roarcd.

No answer,

Bang—barpy—bang!

“Funk! Coward! Yah!”

Still Armitage made no reply.

Harry Wharton & Co. came upstairs, Nugent carrying a
bag in which were supplies for tea in No. 1 Study. They
looked along the passage in surprise

“ What's the row there!" demanded Wharton

*Armituge is [unking,' said Bolsover, kicking ot the door.

“0Oh, rats!"

**He didn't look much like funking when he biffed you
this morning,” grinned Johnny Bull I thought you were
dnh;g all the funking, Bolsover.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

The Remove bully scowled, He had felt his defeat at the
new boy's hands very keenly, and he had turned over in his
mind what chance he might have if he tried his fortune
sgain. The apparent funking of the new boy cncouraged
him immensely. If Armitage was not funking, why did he
not come out® He had been drenched with water, and must
be sonked through now. And be could hardly be drying
himself in the study; he had no towels there and no change
of clothes. His locking himself in the study admitted of
only one possible explanation, so far as Bolsover could see—
he was in a blus funk.

“Well, he's funking now," said Bolsover savagelv. ' Why
doesn’t he come out? I'm willing to meet him, with or
without gloves, and he's hiding in his study.”

“Oh, rot!” said Wharton.

“Come and see for yoursell."

“1 jolly well will"

Harry Wharton tapped on the study door,

**Are you there, Armitage?’ he called out.

B YEB'.I

“ Bolsover's out here, hungry for a row.
to givE him a licking?"

wd Nﬂ-ll

“Eh?

“I'll give Bolsover a licking presently."

Bolsover laughed.

“We rigged up a booby trap for him." he said. * He's
soaked with water. He'll gateh cold il he doesn’t get him.
eelf drv. And he won't come out.”

Wharton looked puzzled.

“Why don't vou come out, Armitege?" he asked.

“ Because I don’t want to.”

“Are you wet?”

[ Y’HIF

“You'd better go up to the dorm. and dry yourself, then.”

“That's all right.”

““Dash it all, you don't want to catch cold!"" said Frank
Nugent. “* What silly game are you playing, Armitage!
You ‘dirlnia.'t look as if wou were nfrnis of . Eﬂlsurar this
mormning. "’

“I'm wot afraid of him."

“Why don't vou unlock the deor, then?"

“ All 1n good time."

Bolsover gave a taunting langh.

“Yah!" he roared through the keyhole.
Fank! Yah!"

There was no reply from Armitage, Apparently the taunts
of the Remove bully left him unmoved, or else he dared not
venture out into the passage while Bolsover was .there,
The chums of the Remove looked ot one another in waonder,

Are you going

“"Coward !

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Funk!
CROWD gathered in the Remove passage, outside the
door of No. 7. Bolsover major was swaggering in o
really remarkable way. He felt that all his old
restige was returning to him. He was willing to fight,
and t]I:ﬂ hoy who had knocked him down was not willing;
so much was ovident. And Bolsover major plumned himself
very much upon it. He meant to give Armitage the licking
of {liﬂ life when once he could get at him. ﬁr— banged on
the door again, and yelled taunts through the keyhole.
“Yah! Funk! Yah! Come out!™
“1 say, you fellows, that's my study,” suid Billy Bunter,
“1 want to go in. Who's been iyu-:-hing my door?”
“The new chap,"” grinned Ogilvy.
Bolsover.”
Bunter knocked at the door.
“1 say, Armitage, let me into my study.”
“ Go and eat coke!"” came Armitage’s reply from within.
Tare Macxer Liprary.—No. 233,
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“Oh, really, you know——'

“Open the door!" shouted Russell. * What are you funk-
ing for, Armitage? We all know you can lick Bolsover.”

*“Why doesn't he eome out and do inh then?"” demanded
Bolsover. * He's a rotten coward. and he's hiding himself
behind a locked door!™

“ Faith, and ye're right!" said Micky Desmond. *“If a
follow talked liko that to me, I'd come out, if I had to
siyueeze through the keyhole."

* Armitage "

*(‘ome out!"

“Open the door!"

Armitage did not reply, and the door remained locked.
Harry Wharton shrugeged his shoulders.

“Looks s if he were a funk after all” he remarked.
““ He didn't strike me in that light, though. Well, it’s no
business of ours.”

And the Famous Four went along to Study No. 1 to tea.

“I'm jolly well going to have this dovor open!" said
Bolsover, who was in great spirits now, * Bunler wants to
go into his study—don’t you, Bunter t"

“Well, not particlarly,” said Bunter.

Balsaver scowled at the [at junior, ‘

“You don't want to go in?" he roared, threateningly.

Bunter jumped. ;

“Ye-es—I[—1 mean, yes, I do—I want to go in most par-
ticularly,” ha gusped. ** That's what I really meant to say.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“You specially want to go

" [—

in at this moment?"’ said
Bolsover, in & tone which showed very plainly what Bunter
had to expeet if he didn't assent. *‘ You've got sometlung
to do—Ilines, or something "' ‘

“Yes—yes,” said Bunter. “I—I've got am impot. to do
for old Charpentier, now I come to think of it. I want to
go into my study at once."

“Good! Now, we're not going to sce Bunter kept out of
his study, are we, yvou chaps?” Bolsover asked, looking
round at the crowd of Removites,

“Ha, hn, ha! No; certainly not!"

The juniors were all keenly excited by the scens, and as
cager ns Dolsover for the door to be opened, to sce what
would follow. . _ "

“ Bunter's got a right to go into his study if he wants to,’
said Vernon-Sinith. ' It's up to us to see that he has his
rights."

“Hear, hear!™

“1 say, vou [ellows

Bang—bang—bang !

Thump—thump !

Crash ! )

Six or seven fellows were attacking the door now, and it
groaned and creaked under their combined assault. A roar
of voices hilled the passage.

“Open the door, Armitage !”

“Funk!"

“ (Come out and show yourself, Copper Top I"

“ Gingoer for pluck, you koow !"

“Ha, ba, ha!"

“ Come out, you blessed funk!"

(*rash—crash ! ) o

But there was no sign from the junior within,

“I'm going to have the door open!” said Ralsover.
“ Somebody get a hammer, and we'll smash the lock in!"

“Good egg !

“71 say, you fellows, vou're not going to bust the lock on

my WHoor, vou know!" said DBilly Dunter, in alarm.
“ Bhut up " said Bolsover.

“But I say— Ow |”

Bunter went whirling noross the passage ms the Remove
bully gave him a violent shove. | )

Snoop had slipped awey, and he returned in a fow minutes
with a heavy coke-hammer he had brought from the regiona
helow. Bolsover grasped the hammer and swung it over
his head.

“ Btand clear !" he said.

The crowd backed away. Bolsover brought the hammer
down upon the lock with a terrifie crash.

“*Phow "

“That's done it !"

The lock was not built to stand an attack like that. The
heavy swipe of the coke-hammer had smashed it to pieces.
The door was loose enough, nnd Bolsover shoved it. Dut it
did not open. It gave about half an inch, and then jammed
again. Bolsover shoved at it in vain.

“He's barricaded it!" wyelled Snoop. ““I can &oe the
corner of the table. He's got the study table under the
handle 1"

“ My hat !

13
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e awlnl funk ™

Three o four juniors united fheir strength against the
d"—"f'”'-_ Fut the study table was jammed snder the handle.
and it was pretty ¢loar, althengh they could not =ve him,
that Arnpitnge waoz holding the table in plaee nside the
wdy,  The as<ailants reclod back, sasping, from, the Jdoor.

“Waoil, ot all the blessad fanks!™ YViornon - Stntlhs
“ M st be geared out b his witsd  Botter leave him
nlone, Bulover. You'll freighten b into a lit, or somo-
Lhmng .

1oy going m ™
this 1ncining '

“ Yoo, 1t looks as if he did,” said Ogilvy,

Bolsover glared round in scarch of the speaker, and Qils v
rradently retreated to the reer of the erowd.  Bolsover's nose
was vory swollon and red, and he was very seusitive about if,

“Liet the form from the end of the possage,” said Vernon.
Smith, “* We can bust i the doar with that.  Weo'll make
Armitage pay for the damage.”

“Good wheeze !

There was o rush of juniors to
Filme moment & Junior ncar the
oul;

“Caye ™

There was a rush of the [ellows to eseape, but befere
Bolsover & Co, could retrent, Mr. quh'h Ui -1ri1I|||-_:
aplong the passage. He was {rowning angrily.

“ What docs this riot mean?” he excloimed. *“*Who lLias
braken the lock of that deor ¥

“TF you plonee, sir,” spid Boleover, with wonderful neek-
nesx, " Bunter wants to gooinle his study to do an imposi-
vion, sir, wnd Armitnge won't let hiom an,”’

*“Ili's got the door barricaded, sie,” said Snoop,

Mre. Queleh fixed a frowning glancs upon Dalsover.

“ Have yon been bullying hum, Bolsover !

“1I, cie!" oxeclaimed Polsover, with well-dour astonishment.
“Nat I, =ir! He ©truck me this morning, sir, and 1 did not
return his blow, becoause— becnuse hAghting 5 against tho
riles, sir. These fellows can tell you so.'

COuite true, sie sad Ogillvy, " Fverybody thought that
Bolsover was funking it, sir, aud thai he was afrawd of the
new chap."

Bolsaver ground his teeth, Ogilyy’s evidence was not
piven noa way that was exactly fMlattering to i,

Mr. Quelel lookod puzzled for a monent,

“You had no richt to break m the lock, Balsaver,” lLa
eaicd. 10 Munter eould not get into s study, he should
have repucted the matter to me. You had no right to take
the low info vour own hands. You will take o thouszand
lines for this behaviour, Holsover. Dispprse at once, you
others.  1f there is any further disturbance here I shall canc
every boy who tikes nart it

And Mr. Queleh strode away.

“My hat !" said Bolsaver,

And in orne minute thire was not
single Romovite left near Study Noo T,

#nal

sald Bolwaver. * Jle punchod sy nase

el the form. But at the
wad of the etairs ealld

—_—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Yery Queer,
B CLRSOVER MAJOR sat in hig study

writing lines. He had a good many
to do. A thousand knes take a con
siderable time, and Bolsover was
not a rapid writer.  But culy half Bel
sovir's attontion was given to his imposi-
tion. TIlo had one eyo almost incessantly
on the dosr af his studv, which was apen.

The bully was waiting for Armnage,

The anly explanation of Arvmitage’s
extraocdinary conduct was that he was
Funking a meeting with Bolsover, and for
that precise reason Belsover meant the
meeting to come about. He had his
thousand lines, as well as s swollen nose,
to avenge now, and he meant to make
Armitage pay for both,

Dut Armitage did not come.

Bolsover had bad hia tea, and written
several hundred lines, nand yet Armitage
had not passed along the passage,

It was uncertain w ]'wlLer he had come
out of his study or not.  Bolsover did
not venture to linger there after the
Form-master’s warning. Armitage had
doubtless taken advantage of the raising
of the siege to go up to the darmitory to
dry himself, But, even so, why did he
not come? Did he mean to stay in the
dormitory all the evening, to avoid
Bolsover?

Twe Maoner Lisrany.—No. 233.
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The suminer evoning was yet Tight in the Close, and nest
of the fetlovs were out of doors after ton. Bolsover
remarcd alone, grinding out Latin lines and warehing for
his wvacinm, screwhat hke a spuler din a web, Whoern
Arimitage did appdar at Inst he would have him nll to hin-
self, and he provcscd buosell the treat of giving the new
Hemovire the biggost Deliong he hind ever given anybaody,

Thore wus o footstop up the pas=age at lust. DBolsover laild
down Lis peay and made w stop towards the deor. Surcly
it was Avtnnage coming at las1 !

Bat i wes w ligure anoa grey lounge-suit, with faxen hair
and o prgs necktie, that came along the passage. Del=over
rrow led,

“Gadsby. you ass! Have you sccn Armitage?”

The jumor shcok ks head, without replying, and passed on.

" 8hell rotter I growled Bolsover, and he returncd to his
teblo and sar dewn, and résumed the weary drive of the pen,

But he watched and waited 1 vam for Arnutege. Five
bundred of his Lines had been completed, when Bolzover,
losing all patience, rose and threw his pen dowo, and
spate of Mr Quoleh’s stern warning, weut along the par-age
L H1.Iil.|_'_». No. 1.

The door with its broken lock was half open, and Ban-
thorpe was sitting ar the table domg his preparation,

He locked uje tinndly at the scowling [nee of Bolsover,

“Wherd's Avmitage 77" asked Bolsover savagely.

1 don't know, Bolsover., He was gone before I came in”

“Is he in the dorm {F

“T dou't know,”

Bolsover, with & growl, turned and made his way npsiairs
to the Remove dormitory. At that hour i was naturally
deserted.  Bolsover looked in.  Avmitage wae not there,

“The rotten funk ! muttered Bolsover, greatly incensed.
“He most have sncnked down the back stairs while 1 was
walfing for him in the passage, Never mund, I'll find him.”

And, leaving his impesition unfinished for the present,
Bolsaver went out into the Close. Harry Wharton & Co.
weole oan the cricket-Hold, m.'tkirjg the best of what light re-
muained, and the Close was full of fellows snjoying the fine
weather, But among them it was impossible to bGnd
Armitage.

“laooking for s mebody ¥ avked Vernon-Smith,

“Yes, " growled Bolsover. ' Have you seen Armatage I

* No; isn't he in his study "

“He's natoin the House at gll" said Bolsover savagely.
“1le must be hiding away somewhere, Dut I'l see him at
calbing-over, [ suppose.™

“ Porhaps he's gone owt,” said the Bounder of Greviriars,
* Azk those Shell chaps.”

Hobson and Hoskins, of the 8hell, were adorning the gate
with their persons, and looking out into the road. Boleover
Lere down on them,

‘““Have you seen Armitage go ot he
asked,

“* No,"” yvawned Hobson,

“Confound him !

Al Bolsover tramped away 1o rezunme
his  unprofitable search. The earth
seemed to have opened to swallow up
Armatage. If he had not gone out, it was
very curions what had become of him,

A figure came down to the gates n feow
niinutes after DBolsover was gone, andd
Haobson and Hoskins exclaimed together:

“ Halla, Gaddy !"

" Hallo "

“*Laoing oul 7

e Yﬁ'ﬂ-_l.

- Like ug to eome 1

The juuler shook his head,

“Not this time, I'm in a hurry. So
long !"

And he walked qmickly down the rcad
towards Friardale. He passed ouf of
sight of Hobson and Hoskins, and then,
curigusly enough, he leaped over a fence,
crossed o feld, and took a new direction,
which, in & {ew minutes, brought him into
the Courthield voad. Then he walked
on quickly towaeds Courtfield.

Hobson and Hoskins strolled into tho
Close, rather wondering at the unusual
abruptness of their study-mate’s manner,

“Time we did our rotten prep.," said
IFobson.

“Yea, or I sha'n't have any time for
m{vpiann practice,”” Hoskins remarked.
*“Would you care to hear me ,].'bln}' the
march from Tannhauser, Hobby 7
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Bu]suvur brought the hammer down upon the lock with a terrific crash. The lock was not built to stand Sut‘.h
ttack. The door gave hali an inch and then jammed again. Bolsover shoved at it in vain, *He's

!
!
i barricaded it,"” yelled Snoop.,

“ He's got the sfudy table under the handle! " And meanwhile the mysterious new
boy was working desperately at his fresh make-up. (See Chapter 9 )

Hobby grunted.
“* No fear!"

And the misunderstood mugical genius of Greyiriars accom-
panied Hobeon to the study in the Shell passage.

A junior seated at the table jumped up, startled by their
sndden entrance, and scattering blots from his pen over the
<heet before him.

What

There was ““You fathead !"" he roared. ** What do you mean?

a light under the door, and Hobson frowned as he saw it.

**Bomebody's in our study ! he exclaimed. * It can't be
Gaddy—he's gone out.”

“Bome kid locking for the missing stamp, perhaps,™
grinned Hoskins. * Bunter was found searching in New-
land's study this morning, and Newland kicked him out.™

“If he's in cur study, we'll make an example of him,"”
eaid Hobson angrily. ' Step quietly, and let's catch him,
whoever it 15"

The two Shell fellows trod on tiptoe towards their study
doar.

Hobson turned the handle silently, and Aung the door open
with great suddenness, and they rushed in.

“Now, then!" shouted Hobson, ‘' What—why—how—my
hat I'?

Tee Maexer Lierary.—No. Z33.

are you playving rotten tricks like that for?”
Hobson and Hoskins looked at him blankly,

It wans Gadsby, of the Bhell _
“You fool-idiots!" snarled Gadsby. * You've made me

-[.].mi this now! What on earth do you play those kids’ tricks
or?"

* We—we thought it might be some outsider in the study,”
gasped Hobson. ** How on earth did you get here?”

Gndsby stared.

“How did 1 get here?’ he repeated. * What are you
talking about, vou ass? Why shouldn’t I be here, 1n my
own study ?"

** But—but you're gone out !" stammered Hoskins. :

tl“ Do I lock as if 1 were gone out?" said Gadsby sarcastic-
ally.
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“But we saw you go out!” shouted Hobson, * We wers
at the gutes. We saw you go out ten minutes ago. You
went down townrds Friardale ™

“Oh, you're off your rocker ! said Gadshy.

“ Yo must huve dodgid vound and got in again over the
wall," suid Hoskins. ** What did vou do it for?'"

Gadshy snorted.

1 tell von 1 haven't been ot !

Hobson and Hoskins staved at him dumbfounded.

“ You baven't been out!” gasped Hobson.

b N'J, 7 E 3

“But—bul we saw vou!"
. Oh, you were dreaming ! snapped Gadshy.
In here for the last half-hour, doing my prep.
shit ”ll: talking rot, I'll go on deing it."

Hoskins and Hobson did shut np, They were too amazed
to say anything further. But thev looked at Gadsby with
very deep suspicion and uneasiness in their glinees, Phey
felt thut he was decciving them, though why he should do
50 wias a mystery they could not futhom.

“T've beon

And if you'll

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Yisitor for Mr, Isaacs,

R. ISAACS looked up, in his dark, dusty little shop in
the Church Street at Courtfield, as a junior in
elegunt grey cluthes and a pink necktie came in. Mt

Lsaacs rubbed his fat lirtle stubby hands together, and
bowed to the new-comer across tlie counter.
“ Ah, Mishter Gadsby " he sd. Tt is kind of you to
look in and shee your old friend Sammy —Sammy Isancs."
f.;arlah}' nodded coolly.

‘8ame oily old bounder,” he remarkod, looking curigusly

at the deualer, )
Mr. Isancs wriggled deprecatingly,

“But I am ferry glad to shee ¥ou, Mishter Gadsliv," ho

said. *If you have come to talk pizness, ve goes into dor

little parlour. Perbaps some customer oo i here, and

den perhaps they hear. Ha, ha ha!"
Gadshy Erin:mﬁ.
© And that wouldn't do,” he remarked,
“ No, o, no! He, he'”
“Well, I've come to talk business,” said Gadsby abruptly.
"Goot! Goot! :
“*Bo let's get in."

 Fhe dealer opened a flap in the counter and signed to
Giadshy Lo pass through, and then the Greyfriars fellaw fol-
lowed him through a creaking door mto a dusky little parlour
behind the shop, thick with dust, and half full of cases of
furniture. Mr. Isaacs clused the door leading into the shop,
nn‘r.i signed to Gadsby to sit down.

‘Take dat seat, my tear Mishter Guadsby I'"" he exclaiimed.

" Now, vat can I do for you? You have not altered your
mind and vish to buy stamps again "

*Oh, blow the stamps!"

e ~till hive dat album, if vou vish to buy him back."

*“I dou't want to."

“I give you good price for him, and if you want him back,

I let you have him same price, vith a little per cent. for mein
brofit—a very lestle,"

“Rats 1"

“You tuz!: tat te less you have to do vith stamps the
petter now,” grinned the old Jew dealer, chuckling.

Gadsby nodded. There was a strange gleam in his eves
now, but he was sitting with his back to the shadowy winduw,
and his face was in gloom, and the old Jew did not notice it.

“Vell, vell, behaps tat is right,” said Mr. [sancs, noddinyg
too. * And I give vou good price, is it not #"

*I'm not grumbling."

The stamp dealer chuckled.

“You grumble te other day,” he remarked,

“Oh, never mind !

“Tat is all right. But now to pizness.”

Gadsby sat silent, as if in thought. The old Jew dealer
watched him cunningly from beneath his heavy lids, He
looked strangely like an old spider with a fresh young fiy in
the web, '

Mr. Issacs was a rather peculiar character. He was &
dealer in curiosities of all sorts, and especially stamps—and
many rare stamps could have beon obtained 1n My, Isancs
litile shop—for a good price. But Mr. Isaacs did not bess
the most savoury reputation. He was the deadly rival i
trade of Mr. Solomons in the H?:h Street. Mr, Isancs was
very sharp in business, and some Courtfield prople considered
that he was not above turning a dishonest penny if he hud a
very safe opportunity, But if that was the case. it had never
been proved against Mr. Isaacs—he was too careful for that
His dealings in rare stamps were extensive, He sold six-
penny and shilling albums for youthful beginners, and he
sold rare specimens that ran into scores of pounds each, If a
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stamp was wanted, and it was obtainable anywhere, Mr
Isaacs was the man to get it if hiy price were puid—and lis
price was generally high. Mr. Isaacs wanted his little profiz
—generally about cent. per cent,

“ Vat you tink?"" Mr. lsaacs asked, after a pause. * You
talk tness "

“0h, go ahead,” said Gadsby. .

“ But 1t 1s for you to go ahead," said Mr. Isaacs, in some
surprise. ** All T vant to know iz vezzer vou have come to
aocept mein offer. You promise me tat you let me know
Ly Saturday, and to-day is der Friday."

“I've been thinking it over."

“You tink dat I offer not ercugh 1

Gadsby nodded, .

" But twenty pound!" exclaimed the old dealer, ruising
liis hands. * Twenty pound for a poy at school! It is o
furtune,”

“Twenty pounds! Pah!

" Have you ever had so much money before?” the old
Jew exclammed sharply. “1 know tat you are in debt,
Mishter Gadsby."

“*How do you know that?"

The old man chuckled.

" Because you hal pawn der vatch mit David Jacokbs
in der Hizh Stroet.”

Gadsby started, and the Jew chuckled again.

““Ah! You not tink tat I know tet. Mr. Jacobs is my
ferry goot friend.”
“ Hang him."”

“You sell him also der scarfpin,” said Mr. Isancs, ‘5o
I know tat vou vaut money. I tink I know vhere you owe
der momish, too.”

“ Where ™ snapped Gadsby,

*“ At Higheliffe School,'" said Mr, Isascs, watching him
“You have a cousin dere, named CGadsby also, and you
mix much with Ponsonby and Monson, and der rest. Dev
are ferry expensive young shentlemen. Dey run vou into
expensce, and dev play cards for monish, T tink."

“What on earth do you know about the Highcliffe set "
demanded Gadsby angrilv.

Mr. Isaacs chuckled iia fat chuckle.

“I know all about dem,” he said. “Tat is all right
Mishter Ponsonby he come to me to sell someting some

tlmea.h and he ramse money mit Mishter Jacobs, too.'
il III

“You owe der money at Higheliffe, I tink,” said Mr
[sancs coolly. * You play der part of der high roller. and
vou have not der money to pay up. 8o you get in debi—
you pawn your vatch mit Mr. Jacobs, and you scll vour
stamp album to me., And pecause 1 like you I offer you
twenty pound for vat you have to sell.”

Gadsby paused.

“It's a low figure,” he said at last.

“It is mooch—mooch,” said Mr. Isaacs, with a shake of
the head. *I make a very small brofit; I make small brofit
indeed."’

“Oh, rats." |

Mr. Isancs only grinned. He took Gadsby's growing
annevance ns o sign that he meant to yvicld

“Der truth,” he said, “only der truth. I get dal ting
for a shentleman who vants him, in France, but he very
close man—he pay little. I do it for friendship.”

**Ha, ba, ha!"”

Mr. Isaacs laughed, too.

“Berhaps der is a lectle brofit,” he said—*“a leetle! But
a man must live." ]

“ Look here, what's the highest figure?” said Gadshy

“Twenty pounds.”

“Make it twenty-five "

The dealer shook his oily head,

“ Impossible, my young friend.
ruin me."”

“Twenty five,” repeated Gadsby, and money down!"

“If I say twenty-five,” said Mr. [saacs, hesitatingly, * tet
is te top figure. You make me starve in my peezness,
Master Gadsby. But berhaps I pay twentyv-five, if you bring
te article here and lay him down in my bresence first.”

“The article?" said Gadsby.

Mr. Isaacs grinned cunningly.

*Te article dat you have to sell,” he said.

“Very good. When shall I cone?”

“To-morrow,” said Mr. Isancs, *if
But——"" he paused. * You have him "

“Yes, I've got it all ready.”

“ Has deve been drouble apout it 2"

“Oh, that's all right.”

“You must be ferry gareful,” said Mr. Tsancs anxiously—
“ferry gareful indeed! [ do not want der bolice in mein
shop."

Gadsby laughad.

Impossible, You will

tat 18 possible,

in this Thursday's

MARTIN CLIFFOR
l'llnz.r IBRARY. One Penny,

of “THE QEM"



"“"That's all right, Mr. Isaacs, Twenty-ﬁve pounds, then,
when you se¢ méeé to-morrow.”’

“ Yeth; if you pring der article mit you.”

" Good."”

And Gadsby rose to his fecet. Mr. Isancs showed him out
vl his little shop into the street, with many bows. Then he
returned to his murky little parlour, ehuckling.

“Goot! Goot!” he murmured., * Twenty-five pounds is
a large sum—a ferry large sum—but dere vill be mooch
lift out of four hundret and feefty. Ha, ha, ha!"”

Aund Mr. Isaacs congratulated himself very much upon
a handsome stroke of %u&iﬂ-ﬁ'ﬁ. If he eould have followed
lis visitor after the latter left the shop, he would not have
congratulated himself so much, and the satisfaction in his
breast would have turned into the keenest alarm.

For Master Gadsby, after strolling carelessly along the
High Strect of Courtfield, turned into the lane that led
towards Greviriars, and entered a footpath in the wood.
It was dark now; but he seemed to know the way perfectly
soll. He paused at last at an old hut, half-hidden in
tangled thickets that had grown over the ruin, and turned
«u the light of a pocket electric torch. The light gleamed
unon thick and silent woods. The junior pushed aside a
tangled mass of creepers, and cotered the ruined hut. There
e set the electric lamp upon the ground, and the interior
ol the place was brightly lighted. He dragged a bag from
ander the creepers where it had been hidden, and opened
it. He took clothes and a pood-sized mirror from the l)'mp:,
2oal a ease of making-up paints. Any fellow at Greyfnars,
o+ well as Mr. Isancs of Enu:tﬁefd. would have becn
astonished to sce the junior now.

(adsby, of the Shell, had never been known to enter into
private theatricals as an amusement, and even so, his
procceding in such an extremely secret way would have
n-nazed his friends.

Hut as the junior set to work, his resemblance to Gadsby
of the Shell faded awav. His complexion departed under
the touch of a sponge, his evebrows altered their hue, and
a Aaxen wig was detached from his head; his very features
scemed to change.

Anmil then, as he stood clear in the light, the fellows who
had seen him on a previous visit to Greyfriars would have
iecngnised Dalton Hawle, the schoolboy detective !

But Re was not finished yet.

He changed his clothes, and packed away the grey suit
i the bag, and dressed himself in Etons. Then he resumed
metking-up—but in a very different character this time. His
liare grew a bright auburn under his deft touch, and when
‘o had, at last, finished, it was the face of Armitage, the
rew boy at Greyfriars, that looked back at him from the
LAIPTOT,

Ten minutes later the hut was deserted and in darkness.
Armitage, the new boy in the Remove, whom Bolsover had
= uuhit im vain for so long, was on his way back to the
e hrool.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Armitage Turns Up!

OLSOVER MAJOR swaggered into the junior commeon-
B room with his nose very high in the air. Bolsover
wajor was never very modest in his demeanour. He
never allowed it to be supposed for a moment that he
Wodu't an excellent opinion of himself. But just now his
cwiilk ™ had risen to a pitch that made half the Hemove
vearn to shake him.

The fact that the new boy had disappeared for hours,
2111 had evidently stolen out of the house sccretly, impressed
I'clsover with a sense of his terrible prowess which certainly
ot into his head and excited him,

Samewhere or other Armitage was hiding away, and the
ti:irible Bolsover paraded the nassages und the common-
;+ om with the air of a congqueror.

Bob Cherry uttered an exclamation of disgust as the bully
! the Remove swaggered im,

* Somebody will have to punch that silly ass,” he growled,
“lie's getting altogether too big for his boots.” _

“The bigfulness of Bolsover for his honourable boots is
t rtifie,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “* But
w here can the esteemoed funky Armitage be 1"

“That's a gmiddy mystery.”

“ Auvbody econ  Armitage?" asked Bolsover, looking
loltily round.

There was a laugh from the juniors.

* No, Bolsover.”

“le's not on view

“Where on earth can he be skulking?" said Bolsover.
“I've looked all over the place for hun. Did anybody ever
boar of such an awful funk?”

" Perhaps he's gone out,’' said Vernon-Smith.

“1f he has, he's late for locking-up,” said Bolsover.
“ ila migsed calling-over, Though I suppose that won't burt
i1, as Quelchy scems to be favouring hiw.
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“* Faith, and he’s bound to turn up be bedtime,I suppose,”
snid Micky Desmond.

“1'll wnﬁnp him in the dorm.,” said Belsover.

“Or he'll wallop you,”" snorted Bob Uherry.

Bolsover laughed snecringly. .

“It doesn’t look like 1t,” he said. ' Hallo, Gaddy !"” he
added, as the Bhell fellow came in with Hobson and
Hosking. * Have you secen Armitage?”

‘‘ Not since this afternoon,” yawned Gadsby. ' Are you
still hunting for his sealp, you dreadful fellow ¥ Aren’t you
afraid of terrifying the whole school into hts if you carry
on in this way? 1 tremble whencver I come near you.

There was a cackle, and Bolsover turned red.

“ Look here, if 1 have any of your cheek, I'll lick you
instead of waiting for Armitage,” he said threateningly.

~ Not at all,” said Gadsby politely. *“I'm not looking

for trouble, Bolsover, dear boy. was only rmuu.rh:lng
what a terrible fellow you were. You are, you know
And Gadsby strolled carelessly away.

It was getting very late in the evening, and bedtime was
at hand. It was puzzling a good many fellows what had
become of the new junior. s

The only explanstion of his absence was that he was hiding
away from the bully of the Remove, and that explanation
could only cause genernl contempt. _ _ .

Yet it was strange, after the cool way in which Armitage
had disposed of the Remove bully, when trouble had first
arigen between them. .

“He's a rotten coward, Bolsover,” said Snoop. **1 could
lick  him m;;m:if, as far as that goes. When I sed
Armitage——"

“ Are you inquiring after me?”

It was & ¢ool voice at the door. )

The Removites stared vound in surprise. _ )

The red-headed junior stood in the doorway, with a placid
crnile upon his face, and certainly with no symptoms of terror
e his looks.

“You want me, Snoop?” he asked

Snoop backed away behind Bolsover.
like the loocks of the new boy.

** Bolsover wants you ! he stammered,

“Well, 'me herel

Bolsover stared at Armitage in amazement. The cool
manncr of the new boy was not at all in keeping with the
theory that he had been hiding away in fear. But if he bad
not been hiding away, why had he locked himself in his study,
and where had he been ever shce? .

The Remove bully swaggered towards the new junior,

“1've been looking for you, Copper Top,” he said.

“Thank vou!"”

' You've been hiding away."”

Armitage shook hig head.

" WNot at all.”

‘* Where have you been, then®”

' QOut for a walk.” _

Bolsover laughed mm:l-r.m;,','liy.

“ And vou locked yourself in your study because you
wanted a little rest, I suppose,” he said, with heavy sarcasm.

“ Never mind why I locked mysell in my Etud{;" said
Armitage, cheorfully, ' and never mind where I've been. I
don’t see that it's any business of yours.”

“ Funk!” hooted SBnoop.

“Yah! Funk!"”

“Wallop him, Bolsover.”

“Fhat's just whut I'm going te do," declared Bolsover.
** Are vou ready, you funk?”

Armitage hesitated.

“1 haven't got much time now,” he said, "I was late
m. and I haven't done my preparation yet, you know.”

There was & vell of densive laughter from the juniors.

1 ouess that's too thin,” said Fisher T. Fish, the
Ameriean junior. ' 1 reckon that cock won't fight, sonny.”

** No fear.”

‘ Take your hicking, you funk."”

Bolsover stepped between Armitage and the door.

" You're not going out of this room until you've taken &
licking,”" he remarked,

Harry Wharton jumped up.

“ Hold on, Bolsover. If the now kid doesn't want to fight
vou. he's not going to be made to. You're a head mﬁu
than he is, and you can let him alone. I don’t care whether
he's a funk or not. You've not going to bully him."

Bolsover glared savagely at the captain of the Remove for
a moment, and then he burst into an angry and scornful
laugh,

“ All right.

He did not quite

If the rotten coward wants to skulk behind
somebody else, let him! He's not much worth licking.” :

“But 1 don’t want t0.,” said Armitage, smiling. “I'm
very much obliged to vou, Wharton., It's vour duty as Fl;r?m-

FRANK H%EHAIIM
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eaptain to protect smaller boys against that big brute. But
as it happens I can take eare of myself."

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, if that's how you loek at 1t, pile in,"” he said. ** But
if you don't want to fight Bolsover, he sha'n't touch you.”

“1'm quite ready to Gght him if he wants me to, and I'll
let the prep. stand over.”

The Removites stared at Armitage in amazement. They
were utterly perplexed, but Armitage evidently meant what
he said. He had taken his jacket off as he spoke, and now
he rolled up hus sleaves.

“Now I'm ready.” he remarked. ' Come on, Bolsover. 1
will make your cars mateh yvour nose, if vou like."”

'** Ha, ha, ha!"

F Faith, and it's a broth of a bhoy he is after all!” ex-
claimed Micky Desmond, enthusiastically. “Pile 1n,
Armitage darhog, and wallop him."

“ o at, Red Ton!™

* Ginger for pluck!"

*Pile in!"

Bolsover stared blankly in amazement at the new junior
for some moments. Then, with a scowl of rage, he doubled
bis big fists, and rushed to the attack.

1‘I"I

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover Takes His Medicine,.
HRMIT."LGE met the rush of the Remove bully with per-

feet voolness.
His hands were up, and his cool and steady eves
fixed upon Belsover's face. As the big lists of the
Romove bully lashed at him, Avmitage swept up his left, and
Bolsover's hands were khocked into the air with perfect ease.
Then Armitage’'s right eame with a crash on Bolsover's nose,
and the burly Removite reeled back.

Bump!
Bolsover fell with a crash that shook the room.
“Ow! Ow! Ow! Groo!”

There was a buzz of amazement in the comimon-room. Why
& fellow whag could fight like this should have hidden himself
away all the evening was a mysterv. It was pretty clear
i.l'm!jti h}? had nothing to fear from Perey Bolsover in a stand-
up hght.

“*My hat!” cjaculated Bob Cherry. * That was a beauty!
Bolsover will have a proboscis as big as an elephant's to-
morrow.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

** Faith, and ye're right."”

“ (et up, Bolsover!'

“ Pick your man up, Bnoopy.™

*“TPut him on his FEEL"

“ Bravo, Ginger!”

- But Snoop did not pick his man up. He had no desire to
make himself conspicuous just then, in case he should take
the next turn after Armitage had finished with Bolsover.
Snoop was making himself as small as possible. It was
Monty Newland who went forward and helped the fallen
bully to his feet, returning good for evil in the moment when
his enemy was down.

Bolsover staggered up with Newland's assistance, and stood
unsteadily upon his feet. There was a crimson stream flowing
from his nose, and he dabbed at it savagely with his handker-
chief, His eyes had filled with water from the force of that
doughty blow, and his head was swimming a little. Gladly
enough would the Remove bully have relinquished the combati
then, as he realised with painful clearness that he had
tackled more than his match. But after “ swanking " about
for hours, looking for his enemy, he could not abandon the
combat in the Arst round.

“Go it, Bolsover!"

“Pile in, Ginger."

“ Ginger for pluck! Hurray!™

Bolsover cast a look of ]:Il"'.ijﬂll‘ﬂﬁ rage at the erowd. His
bullying ways had not made him liked, and there was hardlv
a fellow in the room who was not glad to see him getting the
worst of the combat.

He gritted his teeth, and rushed at the new boy again
He hoped to clinch with him, when his great strength wounld
give him an advantage,

. To his surprise and satisfaction, the new boy did not seek
to avoid the close encounter. Bolsover grasped him.

! aﬁuw, then, you hound!” the bully muttered, between his
tecth.

Armitage grinned,

" Yarooh!" roared Bolsover.

He felt his feet suddanly swept from under him, and he was
bumping on the foor before ho knew what was happening.
The new junior had tossed him there like a bundle of rags.

“ Bravo, Copper Top!"
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“* Hurra
Newlnmi helped Bolsover up again, The Remove bully
looked dazed. But he came on again, not seeking to get to
too close quarters this time.

But even his length of reach failed to give him an advan-
tage. Armitage forced the fighting, and the Remove bully
wus driven Fairly round the common-room. The juniors,
laughing and checring, made room for him to pass, and he
was driven back step by step, resisting fiercely all the way,
and taking a heavy punishment.

The new junior's face had hardly been touched.
cool and ¢alm as ever, and smiling cheerfully,

“ My hat!" said Bob Cherry. ' He is a cough-drop, and
no ﬂ;uta‘l‘w! Why, Bolsover hasn't had a look-in from the be-
ZInmng,

“ What on earth was he dodging Bolsover so long for,
then*" said Harry Wharton, in great perplexity, "nng why
did he lock himsolf in his study tﬁis afterncon?’

“Tt's a giddy mystery, but he ain't a funk.”

“ Perhaps he was leading Bolsover on to play the giddy
ox,"" él.;rmm}ﬂ Frank Nugent. “If it was that, he's suc-
cooded."

“The giddy oxfulness of the honourable
terrific!" wurmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
down again!"

Bump !

Bolsover reclined on his back on the, floor,

He did not rise very soon this time., He was knocked out.
and ho had no fight left in him, and he realised it himseclf
now,

Newland helped him up, and guided him to a chair, where
Holsover sank down gasping. His noso was terribly swollen,
and one of his eyes was closed.

*“ Done?" asked Ogilvy, with a grin.

Bolsover panted.

“Yes, hang you!”

** Well, he looks done—done brown," remarked Morgan.

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

" You can cackle, you rotters!” groancd Bolsover. * There
isn't another fellow here who could havo done it

“Swank is cheap to-day I remarked Elliott, with a grin.

““ Ha, ha, ha 1"

*“Oh, shut up, you chaps!" said Bob Cherry. *“ Let him
alone. Don't chip a fellow when he's down. Bolsover's put
up a good fight, and he never had a chance from the start,
Copper Top is a giddy prizefighter.”

“ Bravo, Ginger!"

Armitaga smiled.

“I'm sorry I had to hammer vou, Bolsover,” he said.
“You wouldn't let me get out of it, would vou?! You can't
blama me.”

*Oh, hang you!" growled Bolsover.

“Give us yvour fist, and let's say no more about it," said
Armitage, holding out his hand frankly enough.

Bolsover put his hands in his pockets,

“1'll hek you some day !™ he gasped.

“Just as you like," said Armitage. He looked round.
“There was another chap here who was calling me a funk
as I came in. Will he kindly step forward and repeat the
remark.”’

Snoop turned quite pale, and tried to get out of sight. But
there were plenty of fellows cager to see the sneak of the
Remove made to look diminutive in public. There was a
vell for Snoop to show himself.

"' Bnoop ! Enﬁnp}* e

" Walk up!"

“ Stand up, Bnoop!"

Ogilvy and Trevor and Russell and a good many more
Removites pounced upon the unhappy S8noop, and he was
dragged forward. Snoop's knees knocked together. Armi-
tage regdrded him with a scornful smile,

“1 think you called me a funk,"” he remarked.

_ *"No, I--T didn't,"" gasped Snoop—* that is, I didn’t mean
it. I—I—it was just a little gal:t-, vou know."

" Ha, ha, ha!'" roared Bob Cherry. ' Snoop lacks like a
big joker, docsn't he?"”

Armitage grinned.

“That's all nght,”” he said. “I think you fellows have
seen that I wasn't a funk, and that's enough for me. You
can buzz off, Snoopy."

And Snoop ' buzzed "' off with great alacrity.

Bolsover followed him from the common-room. Baolsover
went alone, The bully's friends had fallen away from him in
the hour of his humiliation.

“ But what on earth did you lock yourself in vour study
for this afternoon, Armitage?’ demanded Bob Cherry. * You
made the whole Form think you were funking."

“ Why didn’t you come out and wallop Bolsover, if vou
could do it so casily?"" asked Bulstrode. )

"My dear chaps, what a lot of questipns you ask,” said

He was

Bolsover is
“He 15

MARTIN DLIFFORD, In this Thursday's
of “THE CGEM " LIBRARY, One Panny,



Armitage, " T didn't care to.
coing to do my prep. now."”

Aud Armitage left, the common-room and went up to his
study. Little Banthorpe followed him quietly. IHe left the
reom in a buzz behind him,

“ Blessed if I ever saw a piddy champion like that before,”
<id Bob Cherry. * He's pot o ripping upper-cut with his
eft., Did you notice it?"

" Bolsover did "™ grinned Hazeldene.

** Ha, ha, ha "

*“ It rermnded me of that chap who was hore a fow weeks
ago, ' said Bob Cherry. * You remember that chap, Dalten
Hawke. He had an upper-cut with the left like that.”

Gadsby came quickly towards Bob Cherry, with a startled
look on his face.

“What's that?’ he exclaimed sharply.

Bob loocked at the Shell fellow in surprise.

“You remember?’ ho asked. "1 had the gloves on with
kim in the gym, once, and he downed me in the same way.
I.ncky we had the gloves on. Never seen any other ohap
with that same upper-cut with the left,

Gadsby nodded, and with a queer expression on his face,
quited the common-room. He went up to the Hemove
passage and looked in at No. T.

Awnitage and Banthorpe were seated at the table, cheer-
fully enough, Armitage working away at his preparation, and
Banthorpe with his stamp album before him. They looked
round as the Bhell fellow glanced in.  Gadsby surveved
Armitago with a plercing plance.

“ Hallo ! said Armitage cheerily.

I'hat's enough, isn't it? I'm

; M ILicl you manage to get your Ceylon stamps?' asked
siilshy,

“T haven't seen about it, vet,” suid Armitage. ** I'm think-
e of going down to Courtfield tomorrow. Did you say
Cheeh Street?”

“Yes. Izaacs, in Church Street,” snid Gadshy.

“ Thanks."

" Good-night,"

Gadsby clesced the study door and walked awayv. There

was o strango paleness in the Shell fellow’s face.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

In the Dead of Night!

- ANTHORPE, old man!"” ‘
Banthorpe looked up from his Mauritius page with
a smile l-[l]u had grown to like the new fellow very
much in the short time he had known him. Philately
had been the first thing to draw them together, but Armi-
taxe's kindness had won very much upon the timid little
fvllow, and Banthorpe regarded his fighting powers, too, with
=wod admiration.

“ Yes, Armitage,” he said.

“ Will you tell me something?"’

* Yoeu, anything you like, About stamps?’ asked Arthur,

Armitago smiled,

**No. About yourself,”

* About myself ! said Bantharpe, in astonishment.
if you like.”

“T've heard the whole story of Mr. Capper's stamp, sinco
I've been here, of course,” said Armitage. " The fellows
«oem to have made up their minds that it was taken by ane
wf the three chaps who colleet stamps here.  But Newland
and Gadsby seem to have proved an alibi,  Noewland had
Ozilvy in his study with him at the time that the stamp was
taken, excepting for a few minutes."

“ Yes,

“I'm sure Newland didn’t take it,”” said Arthur., * He's
not that kind of fellow.”

Armitage nodded,

** He struck me in the samo light, too,” he said. ** 1 should

eertainly want a lot of proof before T thought that he was a
thiel. Gadshby, too, had Hobson and Hoskins with him down
by the river. Of course, he might have shpped away from
them, but——"

“1 can't think ihat Gadsh;l,r took it,”" said Arthur hesi-
txtingly, "Of couree, I don't know Gadsby, He's in
different Form ; and I'm new here, too.”

“Then there's yoursel,” said Armitage.
Jidn't take it ki:i’. But why conldn’t you account for the
*me when it was taken? You said that you went inte the
ilead’s garden, a place where juniors are not allowed to zo,
and you wouldn't say why. You're not tho kind of chap to
play a jape on the Head."

“Dh, no!" exclaimed Banthorpe, startled at the idea.

Armitage smiled.

* And vou're not the kind of chap to trespass in the garden
without permission, cither. The fellows all know that: and
vou can hardly blame them if they think that it was a yan
too account for your time.”

“ 1 suppose s0,'"" aaid Arthur, with a very troubled look.
" Don't vou belicve me, Armitage?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact, T do,” seid Armitage.  “ But 1
want you to explain, all the same. Why didn’t voo tell the
Ilrad why you went into his garden?”
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Bantho was silont for a moment,

"I didn’t want to get Bolsover into a row,”” he said at last.
Armitage started,

* Bolsover ! he exclaimed,

“Yes. The fellow you fought with, you know."

" What on earth had Bolsover to do with it?”

““He'd been ragging me,”" said Arthur falteringly. * He's
a bully, you know, and he's always ragging me when Harry
Wharton and thoe others are not about, ’% can't be always
going to Wharton or Bob Cherry and complaiming. 1—1 went
mto the Head's garden to keep out of Bolsover's way. He
wad going to duck me in the fountain, and 1 kept away from
him tll the time for the lecture. I knew that he couldn’t do
anything then, you know, beeauso Bob Cherry would have
stopped him,

Armitage whistled softly,

““And why didn't you tell the Head "

“1 couldn’t,” said Bantherpe, Aushing. * It would have
been sneaking, and it would have got Doelsover into a row.
And—and he would have licked me afterwards, too.”

“T see. But you might have explained to the other
fellows

“They wouldn’t have believed me,” szaid Arthur, with a
auivering lip. It was too late then. 1t—it looked as if T'd
mado it up afterwards, you know. I don't know whether
even you believe moe now."’

“1 believe you," said Armitage quictly, “ But it was very
unfortunate for you. Inspector Grimes went away quite con-
vineed that you were the thiel, because you eouldn’t prove
an alibi to account for vour time when the stamp was taken,™

"1 know. I couldn’t help that.”

“1I'm glad you've explained,” sawl Armitage, after a pause,
‘““and I'm glad | gave that bullying brute a licking, too.
And vou needn’t worry ubout the matter. 1 fancy the thief
will be discovered befores very long."”

Arthur Banthorpe brightened up very much.

“1 hope s0,"" he miﬁ. “You-—vyou think the stamp waas
really stolen, then—not that Mr. Capper lost it somehow 1™

“I'm sure of it."

“ Then I hape the thief will be found. It's rotten to have
the fellows locking at me as f I were a thief, and not
speaking to me."”’

* Thut will bo all over soon, kid."

Bob Cherry thumped on the door of the study a few
minutes later, and it few open,

* Bedtime, you new fellows," said Bob Cherry. " My
hat! SBtamps ngain!" he exclaimed, as ho caught sight of
the open album on the table. ** Bror-r-r-r!”  And ho fed.

Armitage laughed, and rose to follow him.

Bolsover cliborately took no notice of the new boy when
he came into the dormitory.

And Armitage took no notice of him. There was no sus-
picion of swank about him, although he had laid Jow the
greit fishting-man of the Remove. He went to hed quietly.
Aund no one in the Remove suggested ragging the fellow after
lohts-out. It had been made very clear thut Armitage was
not 4 fellow to be ragged with impunity,

Wingate saw lights oul for the Remove, and left them
all very guiet and orderly. Armitage was soon breathing
eadily, und one by one the juniors, after the usual chat-
ting, dropped off to sleep. ) i

But if anyone had been able to see Armitage in the dark-
ness of the dormitory, he would have discovered that the
new bPoy's eyes were wide open.

Armitage was breathing the regular breathing of a sleeper,
but he was uot aslesp.

Eleven o'clock tolled out from the old tower of Greyfriars,
and there was no sound in the Remove dormitory save the
breathing of the jumiors and the deep, unmusical snore of
Ihlly DBunter.

Another hour glided away.

Twelve strokes rang faintly through the night.

Midnight ! _

Armitage =at up in bed. By that time all Greyfriars was
leeping.  The new boy slipped quietly out of bed, and with-
out u sound drew on hig elothes and a pair of rubber shoes.
Noigselessly he c¢rossed the dormitory to the door, and let
himself out into the passage.

It was quite dark outside; all the lights were turned out
e the house. For o new fellow, Armitage certainly knew
his wav very well about the School House. Ho moved on,
silently und witheut a punse, to the Bhell passage, and opened
tho door of Gadsby's study. The study was dark and silent.

Armitige closed the door when he had entered, and laid
a rug along it to prevent a beam of light from escaping
imto the piesame, .'_ll'lll hung his bandkerchief over the keyvhole.
Then he drew down the blind, The wuterior of the study was
now as dark as the tomb.

The new boy turned an the light of his electric lamp, and
the study was luhted up, 6
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“-Ink the clear light of the electrie lamp, Armitage set to
Ork.

Ho was searching the study.

Not as Inspector Grimes had searched it, but minutely, not

ving a single inch of walls, floor and furpiture unsentrehed,

Una boomed from the clock-tower!

Two!

Thipe!

With untiring patienes the searcher went on, while tha
hours glided away, nnd it was not till threo had struck that
the light went out in Gadsby's study.

In the Remove dormitory the juniors were sleeping soundly,
and no one heard the faint creak of the door as 1t opened
sgain.

Armitage undressed in the dark, and slipped into bed. In
two minutes more he was asleop,

€ was still fast asleep when the rising-bell rang out on the
clear morning air of July, and Bob Cherry sat up in bed
and vawned.

The new bovy was awakened bv a hearty shake. and he
ﬂﬂt&nnd his eyes and found Bob Cherry looking down upon

‘:‘H,”H“ " said Armitage sleepily.
" Time to get up, lazybones!™ said Bob Cherry.  ** Didn't
you hear tho iising-hell "

i ¥ i
" No,” yawned Armitage.

. “I suppose I was fast asleop."

. § suppose vou were !" gunned Bob. ** You can't lot (ios-
ling" expend  his cnergy on the rope for nothing. Get up.
you slacker!"

And Armitage laughed, and turned out,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gadsby Gets a Shock,

ADSBY of the Shell was down early that morning,
Defore the rest of the Shell wers down Gm:lsg_r WiLs
whr-#ltmr out hi.';I bicycle ﬂfl;iﬂ-!-“!li t}ﬁr dE‘lﬂm. and he
Mo it at the gates, and pedalled away towards
Courtfield. He had me into his study for a few minutes,
and came out with his Jacket lmttﬂneé' up over something
he had placed in his inside pocket. If anyone had obzerved
Gadsby's movements, he would have fancied that Gadshy
had something very valuable there. Perhaps he hadl. Per-
_there was a reason for the peculiar smila with which
&rtl.mtaga of the ‘Remove watchcd Gadsby wheel his bieycle

ou

Gadsby put on good a?oed as he dashed away towards
Courtfield. Hiz face was ooking unusually mriuuﬂ. and his
brows were knitted. He rode into Courtfield, and jumped
off his machine befora the little shop of Mr. Isaacs in Church
Btreat. The shop was not vet opened ; Mr. Isaacs did not
begin the day's business at such an extremely early hour.
But Gadsby rung loudly at the bell at the side door.

After about five minutes' delny, Mr. Isaacs' head, adorned
Ilthvltﬂlghé-'ﬂﬂf. !éflﬂkﬂd dﬂl.lt E} a window above,

“ Vat is dot?"" demanded Mr. Isascs. * Mein rootness!
It is Mishter Gadsby!”

“I want to speak to you—it's important!" said Gadsby.

:' ﬁ]’ mmi‘?ﬂ! I{B anything wrln):mgk‘:” §

‘No, no; it's all right. But buck up—TI've rot to et
back to brekker.” 3 ¥ ¢ ¢

Mr. Isancs grumbled, and withdrew his head. Ho was not
an early riser, and he did not like being disturbed. But he
came down presently, in a musty old dressing-gown and loose
slippers, an opened the side door. Gadsby had leaned his

cycle up against the shop-front, and he ‘was waiting im-
patiently. He came in immoediately the door was ﬁ]WﬂE‘i

" Come into der parlour,"” said Mr. Isaacs. ** Haf you
brought it1"

L E-E.“

“Goot! But vy so early?" asked M. Isiacs., as he
ushered the Shell fellow of Grevriars into the murky little
pprdnur behind the shop. * Der afternoon—dot vould be all
right."

“I wanted to oot rid of it—never mind why. I'd foel
safor with it gone,” said Gadsby uncasilv. “I had a queer
suspicion in my mind last night. I suppose there was nothing
mn it, but—but there it was. I feol .l-m}er without that rotten
thing hanging about. If you like to come to decent terms,
it's yours."

Mr, Isaacs closed the doar earcfully,

".-:II !-:af gome to derms,” he said. ** I offer vou twenty-five
quids.

“What? You offered moe twenty!" said Gadsby. * But
twenty or twenty-five, it's all the samo; I sha'n't take it, You
know perfectly well that it's worth four hundred to vou.
Mr. Capper was offered four hundred."

The old Jew's eves glistened.

Dot is all right,”" he said. * But dere is der risk, and I
have to find der gustomer.”

Tie MacNer Linpnary.—No. 2371.

A for ALL
L " Beadors :

“TOM MERRY'S LECION OF HONOUR." .

“Don't tell lies!” said Gadsby savagely. ** You've g
the customer. It was because vou had a good custany
inquiring for the specimen, and offered anv price for ir,
you put me up to this.”

Mr. Isaacs raised his hands in protest.

1 put you up to it!” he exclaimed., ** Now. dot is no-
true,  You comp to me and say dot you have dot stamy 1o
sell, and I say I buy him."

"1 told you that Capper had one in his collection,” svi)
Gadsby, ** and you went specially to Greyfriars to ask Cappies
to let you see 1t, to make sure that it was genuine. Wl -
you did that, I knew you had an eve on it."

" My dear Mishter Gadsby e

" And for woeeks after that you were hammering awav
me on the subject whenever | saw vou,” snarled Gadsln
“ You put this idea into my head, and now I've got i
stamp vou want to screw mo down to twenty quid. and sel
it for four hundred vourself."

“1 give you twentv-five."

“You'll give me fifty, or I'll throw the rotten thing into
the river, and have done with it 1" =aid Gadsby savagelv., 1
don't dare to tako it back to the school.”

Again Mr. Isaacs’ dirty hands came into eloquent action

“iir-in dear Mishter Gadsby! Mein dear voung shentle

i

mun

* Will you give fifty? You'll make a whacking profit then
—about seventy-five por cent.”

" Yesterday you say you take twenty-five—""

Giadsby  stared,

“ Yesterday?
vou vesterday.”

Then Mr. lsaacs starod.

© Ah, you are dreaming, my dear Mishter Gadsby,” he
sai. ** In dis parlour here you offer me to pring dot stam=
for twenty-five."

" You're mad, or else | am!"” said Gadsby hoarsely. * I
tell you I never came into Courtfield at all vesterday !

“* My cootness|"

“ Are vou lying to me, or did somebody come hore calline:
htirns-vlf by my name!" demanded Gadsby, in anxietr anl
alaim,

" Somevun certainly eame, and it vas you—unless you have
a twin brozzer who is us like you as two peas, Mishtor
(racdsby.""

“ My hat " seid Gadsby in a deep breath, ** That accounts!
Hoskins and Hobson both swore vesterday that they saw me
g0 out of the school, when I was in my study doing mv
prep. all the time ! Somebody made himself up as me !

T3 L_I:-_ ["ﬂ'utﬂl?ﬂ!‘”

“That proves it!
cut with the left!
Good heavens!™

The Jew gazed at him in alarm.

“ My dear Mishter Gadsby——""

" Look here, will you have the stamp or not?' shrieked
Gadsby, his face pale as ashes, * I tell vou there is a detoc-
tive in the w« hmr watching me!”

“Vat!"” gasped Mr. Isancs, turning pale.

“1 thought the matter was ended when that old fool
Grimes went away. He was convinced that voung Banthorpe
had taken the stamp. 1 thought it was all serene. Then
that red-headed villain came ! Don't vou understand ¥

“No; I don't!” growled Mr. Isaacs,

" Lasten to me, then! Coker lost his pocket-book some
weeks ago, and a young detective chap named Dalton Hawlce
came to the, school to look into the matter. After it wos
settled, wo found that he was a detective. I was thinking
he might be sent for again over old Capper's stamp, and I
was on the watch—but %newr suspected that red-headed kil
until Bob Cherry mentioned last night about his upper-cut
with the left, Then I thought of it for a minute, but it
seemned impessible.  Only, if you say a chap came here vestor-
day disguised as me——"

“ My cootness !”

" Did you say anything to give me away ?" asked Gadshy
anxiously,

The Jew wrung his hands,

Y Dot awful rascal!” he gasped. “I dink it vas vou.
Mishter Gadsby! I speak not of der stamp—I speak of
‘dot article you have to sell.' But—but I speak apout vou
—npla;.nut your being in debt, and—and pawning your
vatch—"'

Gadsby clenched his hands.

“Oh, you ass! You fathead! You've given me away!
il‘lmt was the information he was after, of course! Hane
1m "

“Be calm, my dear Mishter Gadsby! If vou have dot
stamp, it is all right! You give him to me for twenty-five
pounds, and I get rid of him. Then dere is no proof againat
you—dere cannot be proof if dot stamp is not found.”

“True!” Gadsby calmed down a little, “ &When I've got

What are you talking about? 1 didn't sce

That red-headed villain—that upper-
My Heaven, then he knows—he knows !
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rid of the rotten thing, it will be impossible for Dalton
Hawke to prove anything, even if he suspects. ‘But, T tell
vou, you sha'n’t have it for twenty-fivel I'd rather throw
it into the river!" _ o

“ Dot would be & sinful waste, Mishter Gadsby ! But it 1s
all night. 1 give you dirty."”

“ No—a thousand times no!”

Mr. Isaacs sighed. _

“You ruin me ! he said.
Isaacs ! _
friend ! I give you forty-five!”

“Fifty, or it goes into the Sark !”

““ Oh, my dear Mishter Gadsby—""

Gadsby, with a furious gesture, turned towards the door.
The old Jew shrieked alter him: . .

Tt is all right! I giff you feefty, but you ruin me!

“ Buck up, then!" said Gadsby. ‘

“* Show me dot stamp first !” said Mr. Isaaes, locking the
door. " You lay dot stamp on der table, and I lay der
monish beside 1t 1"

“All night 1™ -

Gadsby took & pocket-book from his inner pocket, and
opened 1t. He jerked out a stamp that was [astened to one
of the leaves by a gummed mount. The stamp was printed
n black on red, with a little design of a three-masted
ship in the contre. Along the top and bottom were the
lines: “* British—Guiana,” and along the sides, " Postage—
One Cent.”

“There vyou are!" said Gadsby, _

Mr. Isancs looked at the stamp. Then an excecdingly
disagrecable look came over his wizened old face. He
regarded Gadsby with a bitter sueer, and made a gesture
of contempt towards the stamp.

“You are in a bhurry 7" he asked,

“Yes, yes; 1 want to get back !”

* (o pack, den!”

“ (Give me the money for the stamp, confound you I”

“You can take back dot stamp, instead !’ said Mr. Isancs
contemptuously. 1 giff you one halipenny for him! Dei
is der value! Mein cootness! You dink dot you take in der
old Jew mit dot imitation? My cootness ! I sold stamps
and bought dewn pefore you was born, you dishonest young
rascal I’

(zadsby seemed transfixed for a moment,

" Imitation !"" he breathed.

“Yeth, you young villain!
Jew ! He, he, he!"”

And Mr. Isuaes cackled unpleasantly,

** That's the stamp that came out of Mr. Capper’'s album !
panted Gadsby. *‘ You saw it there yourself—you saw it was
senuine ! You told me sol”

The Jew nodded. )

“ Mishter Cupper's stamp was genuine,”” he said.
dot is not Mishter Capper's stamp !
tion, printed ! . ) _

Gadsby caught up the stamp and examined it. A terrible
pallor came over his face. )

“VYell 1" said Mr. Isancs sarcastically.

“You're right!" said Gadsby hoarsely.
tion !

“ He, he, he!” )

“ Don't cackle at me, you old fool!"” hissed Gadsby. ‘I
didn't kngw it was an imitation! I hid the stamp in my
«sudy, nn?l took this from the same place this morning!
somebody must have found it and changed them!"

“You hid it ferry carefully, hein?"

“Yes, ves! I raised the wellpaper in one corner, very
earefully, and put the stamp on the wall, and gummed the
| aper dr'.vwn again over it !" said Gadsby dazedly. ** No one
«ould have thought of such a dodge—Inspector Grimes
<da't! But—but somebody must have searched mﬁ study
‘=st night, and—and found it, and—and taken the real stamp
sway, and put this in its place for a trick I""

The old Jew's face expressed the greatest incredulity.

“ Dot is fery fine ! he said. “ I do not pelieve vun word
«f it! You are a dishonest young rascal! I have noddings
‘o do with you! Take avay dot cheating imitation, and
wave my house! I have dings more to do vith you at
L_‘_ L

Gadsby staggered, rather than walked, from the house.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Capper is Made Happy.
- C OME in!" said Dr. Locke,

“You ruin your poor old frent
But you are so greedy, and you are my nice young

You dink 1o take in der old

(7] ].aut
Dot is a sheap imita-

“Ii's an imita-

His study door opened, and Armitage entered, with
a very

uiet and grave expression on his face.
-morning, said Dr. Locke.
“You wish to see me?"
“Yes, sir, and Mr. Capper !’
I will send for him."’

Dr. Locke rang, and Trotter was sent to summons the
Fowrth Form-master to the study. Mr. Capper came very
gasckly, and there was an eager expression upon his face,
=« did not place the greatest faith in the schoolboy detective.
et be was cager to avail himself of the slightest chance of
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getting back the 1856 British Guiana One Cent, like =
drowning man clutching at a straw,

* You have something to tell me 7" he exclaimed eagerly.

Armitaga closed the r.

£ Y'E'!, sir."”

“You have loocked for my
Armitage !

Dalton Hawke smiled. ] .

“You may call me by my right name now, sir,” he said,
work here 1s ﬁnijzed"'

The Head drew o deep breath.

“You mean to say, Hawke—'

*You have found my stamp,’” shrieked Mr, Capper—" you

have discovered wy 185 British Guiana One Cent ™

“Yes, sir."

¢ T i posinie” exolsinied the Hesd

“Is it ible 7" exclaimed the Head.

Dalton plﬁxwke laid the stamp on the Head's desk. Mr.
Capper pounced upon it with an almost inarticulate ery.

*“Is that it, sirY"” asked the schoolboy detective, with a
sinile.

"Yos! My dness | My British Guiana One Cent—m
1856 issue! My dear, dear boy, you have saved my stamp
How can I thank you 1"’

“1 am amazed !” said the Head. “T am only too thankful
that I sent for you, Master Hawke! DBut how did you find
the stamp, and where!"

“In Gadsby's study, sir.”

** Gadsby, of the Bhell?" . _ .

‘““ Yes, sir. 1 searched the study last might; it occupied
me nearly three hours.”

** Bless my soul !

“1 should not have searched it so thoroughly, but that I
hud suspicions to go upon. I knew that Gadsby had taken
the stamp, and so it was only a question of searching until
| found 1t,”" said Dalton Hawke quietly.

“But how did you kmow it? Three boys have been
sotnewhat under suspicion, but of the three, Gadsby was the
Toast suspected,”” said the Head.

PDalton Hawke smiled.

“T made it a point to observe the three of them when I
came here,” he said. *1 was put into Banthorpe's study,
anil 50 had every opportunity of observing him, It did not
tuke me long to decide that whoever had taken the stamp, 1h
was not he. Newland unnpressed me in the sams manmner,
and, besides, his alibi was almost perfect. But with Gadsby
—he deelared he had been with Hobson and Hoskins by the
river at the time; but I was sure that he could easily have
slipped away from them, as undoubtedly he did. T learned,
too, that Gadsby was in the habit of apendmﬁ money freely—
standing feeds. and so on, in his Form, and yet his people
were not supposed to be rich; also, that he was on chumm
torms with 8 sot of Higheliffe fellows, about whom, an
whose little ways, I had learned something when 1 was
liere before. Upon the whole, Gadsby seemed to me to be
the fellow to watch, and I watched him |

* But—but then " _

“ My methods were a little originak” said Hawke, with a
smile, “I doffed my present disguise. and adopted another
—that of Gadsby himself. He is rather a striking-looking
fellow, and dressed in a semewhat striking way, and it was
vot diffieult. I visited Mr. Isaacs, the stamp-dealer, in
(‘ourtfield, under Gadsby's name and appearance, and Mr.
T-uacs, without a single suspicion, was good enocugh to give
the whole game away!"

“ Bless my soul | ) )

““1 learned—qguite unintentionally on his part, of course—
from Mr. Isaacs, that Gadsby was in debt; that he had
pawned his watch and sold a searf-pin in Courtfield; and
‘hat he had been lod into extravagance by the Highclilfe set.
He was badly m nced of money, and it was pretty clear to
me that Mr. Isnacs had played upon that, to induce ham to
purloin Mr. Capper's stamp. Doubtless he had had a big

stamp, Hawke—1 mean,

[y}

offer for such a specimen from some keen philatelist. There
are colloctors who would give a thousand pounds for that
stamp to complete their set.”

“ True, very true!" said Mr. Capper. “ I have been

offered four hundred, and have refused. Mr. Isaacs, him-
colf, T re member, offered me two hundred when he saw it."

“ The villain!” said Dr. Locke. “The wretch, to tempt a
foolish boy to his ruin! The law shall deal with him for
that !’

“1 camo away knowing that Gadsby was the thief, air.
It was only s question then of finding the “mmﬁ.{ I
scarched his study, and found it at last. It was hidden
under the wall-paper, which had been raised in part and
stuck down again over it; and certainly I should never have
succeeded if I had not known something of the dodges of
eriminals in concealing stolen banknotes.'

“ Does Gadsby know "’ asked the Head slowly. -

FRANK RICHARDS.
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T
."HLI TOUne ﬁnnrhm R
Y Bome -'1'F thio -l”:l.; fsscs sl it was yvoung Banthorpe !

Tho !'-'.'El'IIHIHIH.I}" deteotive smiied

“Ha must by this time, LI eamo hero with a printivl
facsimale of the stamp in my posaession—in order to impres
it upon my rmnd, so thot 1 should «usily recoenize tlie
origitnl uirn-'u I fouwmd . The dea oceurred to meo of
|r5=l|"il1_-:, th IR I H in the |||-|.||! af the talen stamp, and T
ditl &0, l:I sby's feelings voiien he finds 11 ont wllll nat b
pleasant i:' he deserves that punishiment.”

“ e has not found it our yet, then? 1 must sond for hum
at onee,”

“He bins prabably distovered it by now,” said Dalion

[lgwlio “Ale went out this morning on his bi vele, amd dud
not coule in to breoklost, I looked '-.1.. hys study, and
found toat (hae wall paper i that perticaiar plaes had boen
cisturh SIRL l{e heas talien the Lmitation stamp away
Lis 'll:-' i 1 ‘F[ |'I'l'. I i'll'||-ll|.l

e drend Sl o vosgne rasenl " soid N, € fetr “T havp
treatedd liotle svith every conhidenee. ITe decrves to go Lo

prisor’”
Pr. Lockoe frowna |
“1 aw wivawl, Me. (Capper, that by lenving so valuablo
|

wn srtiche dngin el New, to sone 1‘~.I—:I| ||h r.| tempta-
{ionn in 1l L1 fiimd boy's 'n.‘-.l_'.,ll T llil And the
e nee ol thnt wrtlid e, Isones, died thie rosl. '[:.lr!hill'l.' will
be cxpelived from Jreviriors, but there T think hus pumish
ment mmsy < L A

Dalton Il:l'i' n by,

““1 think so, ton, s, [3t 1] he 15 not punished, Mr. Tsaaca
must cscape, tool Dot the polies will watch him vory olosgly
-Ilftl‘: this, and 1t will nor bhe long belare be 15 eaught nap-

|'r[1"I,.. ' for a man whao ||| s i ths Kimd of thinge onee wall
(ln g0 ngrain, and be will be lod by the heels before lr-ug__-: =
“1 apree wiath you,” said the llead. ¥ You have done

wolderfully well, Tawks, and T am very rrateful. I o sup
pose you will bo leaving us to-day ="

“Yes, sir,” said the schoolboy detective, with a smile.
““1 shiould like to BY good |!|:;._— ta tho fellows beloee morinnz
]I.‘H.*-.l!:-_ il cotehn tlua r-']f]l'.' 1R _1_ Iiayo 1'1:]-'.'.]' work
waiting for me in London.'

Dr. Locke shook hands warmly with the schoolboy detec
tive, and=Hulton IHowke loft the study

Harry Wharton & Co. nnl ]mn 4 h passage.

“Hallo, linllo, hallo! Here you are!” sid Bob Cherry.
“Head wopin '

The schoctbhoy deteetive grinned

nj._i .'.|I|.-I 1 '.,II I'I' SR

“DBoll's gone,” snld Hery Wharion, * Aren't you coming
iﬂ[d the Form-room "

Armitare shonk ];-H |u adl

"INo: I'm leaving

“Leaving " exelammoed the Iamous TFour togother.
“Wh’t'i on carth for®"

*Going home,” Armitage explained. * Goed-lye!"

“Well, iy hat !"

The chuns of the Remove shook hands in ampzoament with
the schoolboy detective, They had to hurry into the Form.
room, and had no more time to ask uu--,imnn Daltan
Hawko bade farewell to Danthoerpe in the passagoe, and
Arthur, as nmnzed as t¥e Fanous Four, said good bye sadly
enough to his new friend. By the time the Remcye had
gottled down for morning lessons, Dalton Hawke was on his
way to tne stabon. His work at Greviriars was done, and
much os hé-.- sudden departure surprised the Remove, fow,
if any of them, guessed that the now boy in the Remove i L.I
been no other than Dalton Hawke, tho famous Schoolbos
Detective. )

" L] L] - L] L " L] #

There waz anothier [ellow miissing fremi his place that
morn:ng at Greyfriars. Tt was Gadsby, of the Shell

Dr. Locke waited for his return, re :1-|1. to deliver sentenes
upon tho wretched junior; but Lnul by did nat come

He knew that the game was up, that the stolen ﬁ,.nnl-, ol
beon found in his lLul‘n nnd that he waz known to be the
thief. What fate awaited him at Greviriars ho did not
know. Expulsion at least, und perhaps avrest as well. The
wretched Doy, overcome with foar and remeorse, did not
return to tiw school. In Courtficld he wrole and -I']l.'.i]IFITI'I_- il
a miscrable letter to the Head, begging for dorgivencss and
confes<ing his musdeed, and then hoe ]].-.! {o hiz homo

Arnd after NGO Crine l-_'ia:-;j'-._ 1,-.].|:! ]I-.|| i:.'!.i rq-m-;-.rli
Lradsbyv's letter, and rond 1t sadl y enoumil, the school was
P.F‘-L‘llui!]:-:| Onee mare 1 “n“ fi |- nr o hrrn: AlNnaunIceInend
by the Head. Tt was then that Groviriars learnod that the
t-hir_'f I]:J._I i}l't"u'l 1.]2.."\['1.11.1.'1!'r|.|| 1]“|,'| :_Ii.]-f'_ '::Ill:nl!‘ ilnli l;i- et irns
again, and that Gadsby had eoulessod and left Greviriars
for ¢ver

“Ladshyv 1" said Bob Cherry, as the school streamed out of
the hall, pmnzed. “ My hat I bope yeu'll have 1he
-11,‘L11l|'-. {o o]l Newland you I orry now, Bolsover !

Bolsover s rrundod.
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“Oh, I odon't mand now,"

too " snud Harry Wharton,

said Arthur. “1'm rorry for

Gadsby. The poor fellow must have been very much tempted

Hoor Gradshy !

“ Poor rats " anid Bol Cherrv, with a4 snort. * A thief's
FE | l.'lll-_'I! !LI l‘t B0 i 1i|| ng |||-~- i TITAR Bt 1T svonder w l;.
voung Avinttage went so siddenly * Thut's o giddy mystoyy ™

“ Mysterious  voune

gy

Wharion ol | -I1|!|_|n-|:" Wi

locked Liinsd If i lis -.u-u_
It was. indeoed. mvetor

var Caltogothor,” said  Hoarees
shall never know now why b

vesterdny ngainst Bolsover.”
wise Dt of the Greyiriors jumiors

had secn "-I:I-I!:L;__,'r '-‘-.|—l||1|:-_: th -:hr-.' from hits hatr and los
face, and transforming himsell into Dalton Hawke again,
1]t1'_'».' wonld not have beon so =m ||J:' el at the fact that he had

locked hunsell 1o lus stud

v i

ftier the booby-trap had drenched

him with waier. Tt was only the locked door 1||u:t had saved
ecinergeney, from being discovered

U:tltﬂt_L l[.jiwl-.t*. in__1':|'|.t
to be in disguise. Pt

TE

lead had not seen (it Lo take Lhe

eehool into his confidence on the subject of the real identity
He wisely considered that the less

of the red-headed junitor.
amnd

sntd the sooner mended,

it romainad o zecret that Dalton

Hawke, the Schoalboy etective, had visited the school in
slolen atanip.

disguise 1o track out the

THE EX,

(Next week's splendid, long, complete tale dealing
with the adventiures of Harry Wharton & Co,, at Grey
Friars, by Frank Richards, is eniitied " HARRY WHAR
TON & CO.'S BANK HOLIDAY ] Also next week thera
will be a grand long instal/ment of Sidney Drew's
wonderful serial story, " Twice Round the Globe !
and another three.page comic supplfement! Maks
sSure of obicining a copy of ''"The Magnet” Library, by
crdering well in advance, Price 1d.)

- TOM MERRY'S LEGIUN UF HONOUR!

“w iy

|th
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| (L

1

REDFERN JAPES TOM MERRY & CO.
AND ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’'ARCY !

BUY THIS CRAND NUMBER OF OUR COMPANION PAPER.
Out on Thursday, JULY 25th.

umagnot- hoassrs:  TOM MERRY'S LEGION OF HONOUR.”  numtor

ARTIN ﬂLlFFIIHII in this Thursday's

of *

‘"THE CEM " 'Ll!ltnn‘r One Penny,
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OUR THRILLING NEW SERIAL STORY.

START THIS WEEK!
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THE - STORY:OF - THE
GREAT MAN-HUNT

TWICE ROUND THE GLOB

v SIDNEY

Ferrers Lord, miltionaire, and owner
of Lthe Lerd ol the Deep.

Prince Ching=-Lung, Adventurer, Conjurer and
Yentriloguist,

il 7= |
il = A
« Wi " I
-.. 1;I!i| o 4

NI
W1 1|j[r [t 1
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Nathan Gore, Jewel collector,
and multi-millionalre,
Ferrers Lord's terrible rival

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

“ BY FOUL MEANS OR FAIR, I'LL WIN."”
Nathan Gore, millionaire and jewel-collector, clenched his hands furicusly and raved like & madman on the deck of the liner Coronatiom

He had started specially Irom America in order fo be

great sale was to take
that time. *°* A telegram for Mr. Gore,"" & volce ran
face came over deatbly pale, and be gave vent to a terribla oath.
No bidders. Price unknown.” ““I'l win yet,"” shrieked the man.

i ti g e ok bt sty tal the Channel was to spoil everythi

to b £ up lor auction, and now it seemed that & ck Iog which had suddenly an over the Channel was to spoll averything.

great salo was {0 take place At middny, and siceady the captain had told Nathan Gore that it would be impossible to resch Southampion beford
out through the darkness. The American was told the me 2, and, as he

he message was : ** Ferrors Lord purchased * The %

‘“ By lonl means or Iair, I'll win |

London where the costly diamond, ** The World's Wnll_ldﬂ' i
or tae

tened, his
orld's Wondez * privately,

“THE WORLD'S WONDER."
in the magnificent drawing-room of Perrers Lord’s house in Park Lane was assembled a varied collection of individuals. First of all there

was the celebrated millionaire himsell, and close to him sat Ching-Lung, a Chinaman, busily engaged in making paper butierfiies.
the great engineer, was sipping tes, and Rupert Thurston yawned in a chal~. |
i Money and Iar words, Rupect,”" he replied.
A thousand fires burned in its crystal heart & tl. thousand colours, ever changing, leaped Irom

asked the latter. The millionaire smiled.
The priceless itm passed from bhand to band.
every fucet, **°

guess it would have beem more money and less fair words il old Gore ha

Hal Honour,
“ How much did you pay lor that great diamond P '' presen
‘* By the way, you have not sewn it yet P *’

uroed up,’ remarkesd Ching-Lung sagely.

“I'LL TAKE THE CHALLENGE !"

The millionaire’s house was wrapped in silence. A faini light shome from (he drawing-room. Ching-Lu
Thars was & ghastly erimson stain on
Ching opened the drawer which Lord indica

A m had been left behind : ** To Ferrers Lord,—Knowing that you would not sell * The World’s Wonder,”
The millionaire rose to his leel.
He travels down to the cave where the Lord of the Deep is hidden, only to
He begins the chase after the dinmond thief, and rushes across Germany in 8 8

Alter many delays they cross the Russian frontier, Again they ane

ery broke from him. A man lay Isce downwards on the floor.

‘“‘ Ching—the diamond ! ' came in a hoarse voice.

worst. defy you. The stone is mine.—Nathan Gore."
him down and win back my diamond.™
submarine vessel has been destroyed by Nathan Gore.
train, taking with him a number ol the crew of the Lord of the Deep.

delayed owing to the flooding of the marshes, but when they resch the other side they discover an old
Gore is hiding, They burst opea the door, their bearts beating with excitement.

of & weapon P

pushed open the door, them B
is collar. The man was Ferrers Lord.
but thers was no diamond there. Buf
I have taken it. Do
“ 1 take the challeng Ehini,;" he said. “I'll
d that this

in which Ferrers Lord thinks Nathan
Was Nathan Gore there in the blackness, his finger on the irigges

(Now go on with the story.)

The Bird Escapes !

* Nathan Gore!" rang the millionaire’s voice.

There was no reply. Ferrers Lord struck a match, and
lighted the candle. He walked on boldly, holding the light
above his head., Sacks of flour were ]"nilmi up round the walls,
A rickety ladder led up to a room above,

** Btay where you are,” said the millionaire,

He began to mount the ladder. At the tep was an open
trap-door. He vanished, and the hght threw strange
shadows.

“Ching !

Ching-Lung ran up. A man bound hand and foot was
lying on the floor, & rifle close beside him, His dress pro-
claimed him a peasant. He looked up at them in doubt and
Terror,

*“What has happened here?’ said Ching-Lung.

“We shall soon know.”

Ferrers Lord took the gag from the man’s mouth. The
expression in his eves grew hard and stern as he began to
untie the cords.
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“You had better bring in the wounded man,”” he said,
“The night air won't do him much good. Be quick, Ching,
and send for the horses,”

He spoke so sharply that Ching-Lung whistled as he turned
awayv. When his pigtuil had vanished, Ferrers Lord sat
down on the only stool the room contained, and laid lus
revolver across his knee.

“Well, rogue,” he said harshly, ** where are the men who
came here from the tramn®’

“1 know not, Excellency, by Saint Nicolas of Moscow, I
know not! May the fiend fly off with them! They took my
bread and my bost. They bound me as you saw,”

" And they fired at us?"

" Yes, Excellency, the murderers—yes.’

“Oh,” said Ferrers Lord, ““in that case they have not
been long gpone. How |'|||ia:_‘1;l;,- the marks of nnlni{l} boots L']'IT
on your boards, little Ivan the miller, little Ivan the deg,
the pig., the hLiar. Out with the truth, little Ivan, or my
bigzest man shall knout you at your own door.”

' By the Saint——"

¥

B
FRANK HIEHAHD-
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* The truth, little Ivan,” said the millionaire, with a smile
t made the peasant shudder. *' Must I cut vour back with
knout, and take away the gold the Englishman gave you,
too? Do I not know when a man is bound, and when he
tends to be bound and gagged. Do I not know a mudstain
urs old from one minutes old? Do I not kaow the mark of
an English boot from that of & Russian clog? Must you have
the knout? Speak, little Ivan the miller. I haye learned
many a trick for getting at the truth. Must I call the man
with the strongest arm?®"’
* The peasant fell upon his knees.
. E:ﬂeilt'nc{i" he whined, “1 am a poor man. All is here.
ou cuin read into my heart. 1 took his gold, indeed, for
season 15 bad and bread is dear. Be merciful, Excellency.
I will tell you all. The-men from the train have gone in my
boat. The Enghshman has taken my horse. He bribed

me to do this."

" Thank you. "And when did he leave, little Ivan?"’

* Long ere sunset. He said that you would come, and bade
me fire on vou to keep you back. Excellency, if only for a
little. DBut the cartridere was blank, Excellenicy.”

Ferrers Lord laughed.

“I guessed that the
answered Ferrers Lord,
blank also."

A glimmer of n smile wrinkled the miller's dirty face.

“1 think so, Excellency. My brother Michael was paid to
drive them awayv."”

A heavy footstep set the ladder creaking, and Barry's head
bnd shoulders appeared.

* Plaze, sor,” said the Irishman, * the gintleman wid the
bullet in him has imigrated. We can't foind him at all, at
all. 0i belave Ould Nick has come along and invoited him
out to supper. Be all the powers. he's vamoosed, bad scran
to him for puttin’ us to the throuble av lukin' for him."

*“ Have t E(zhﬂ_,'ﬂl:lﬁ for the horses!"

“ Misther Ching and Prout, sor, is afther thim."

* Very good.”

Tho millionaire took out a cigar. He was neither angry
llrl:lli_ dl‘.';ﬁnmt He could admire cleverness in foe as well as
m iriend.

- e mm—

Lost Horseflesh and a Lost Breakfast,

The simplioity of Nathan Gore's scheme doubled its
brilliancy. He had made good bhis escape, he had kept his
purguers in check. and, what was more, Lf* had robbed them
of thair horses. Ferrers Lord felt sure that the crafty moujik
:hm:! ridden off with their mounts. All doubt was ended when
Ching-Luug bounded up the ladder.

“Here's a game!" he said. * The horses have broken
loose. and hooked it "

‘A pity!"” said Ferrers Lord.

“I'll massacre that villain Joe,” said Ching-Lung. * He
must have tied them up as if he'd been tying up a brown-

aper parcel. Where's Nathan sloped to? Are we on a

alse scent "

The millionaire shrugged his choulders.

*# It does not matter,"”” he answored. " A stern chase iz a
long chase. Little Ivan here tock us for burglars, and fired
at us with a blank. That is all."

Ching-Lung rubbed his shaven crown for a second, and
then began to giggle wildly as he grasped the whole plot.

“Oh, pip," he chuckled; * what a giddy bilking! T say,
Lord, that will take some capping. And how sweetly we
‘awallowed it all. Now we've lost our horses, and—ha, ha,
ha, ha! Oh, what green things we were !™

“ Fairly,” said Ferrers Lord. “1 fear we are stranded
for the night. Little Ivan,” he added, in Russian, “ I could
send you and your brother to the mines for stealing my
bhorses,. if I wished it. You may sell the horses, but the
monay is mine, and I shall send for it."

“It will be waiting for you, Excellency."

““If it 1s not, you will regret it! To-night we are vour
guests. Find my men food and drink.”

* Yes, Excellency.”

The miller was glad to get off so cheaply. He made a
fire, and lighted a dozen rushlights. Then he brought out
heaps of sacks for seats, a stone jar containing vodka, black
bread, and a fiteh of bacon,

Barry tried the vile, fiery vodka first, and howled that he
had swallowed prussic-acid. Tears poured from his eyes.
It was like drinking molten lead.

** Get some tea ! said Ferrers Lord.

They made a good supper. Ferrers Lord questioned the
Russian. The man did not think that thev could obtain
horses. If the flood went down, a return to the town would
be impossible until the ground dried.

“We'll sleep, then,” said the millionaire philosophically,
“and let to-morrow take care of itsell.”

It seemed probable that, for the second time, they had lost

Tax Maenzr Lisrary.—No. 233.
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moment [ touched those cords™
““And 1 suppose our horses are

“TOM MERRY'S LEGION OF HONOUR.”

every scrap of hnggnga. The owner of the boat would hardly
run the risk of remaining to be stranded. He would stewn
back and hand the property over to the police, or clse keep
1t for himself.

According to the miller, Nathan Gore was almost in the
same plight. At any rate, they were crossing a civilised
country, and they could do something towards refitting at
the next town.

Barry and Gan snored in chorus, and the rest lay with th-ir
feet pointing at the stove. Except for numerous hunz.,
fleas, who wore most attentive, the night would have pe--ad

leasantly. However, they were all tired, and even (ho

cas could make little impression on the leathery hides of
Barry, Gan, Maddock, Prout, and Joe.

The sun was bright when Ching-Lung kicked themn into
wakefulness.

Barry groaned as he sat up.

“ Murther!" he said, *0i'm as stiff as the proices at a
London hotel !

': %:;'5. me !" growled Gan. -

' at's wit etting wet," said ing-Lung, *“and
toddling about in ﬁnmn Edudm Get up ! c A

“0i can't; Oi'm too weary ! 'DE,
Swate slumber, lit me woo thea!™

“ Lazy pig " said Prout. *‘Get up, Gan 1"

“"Too stiffi—too—too—stiff ! I :

Gan was asleep again, and Barry followed his examnle,
They had one of their lazy fits. \When they were roused. tie
Frubhj'pmntun began to whine and groan about their aching
imbs,

“Av gﬂ are a Christian, Joe," sighed Barry, as he drew
the sacks over his legs, " bring me a cup of tay in bed!
Bedad, av 0i troied to sthind Oi shud Ehmp down in a
faint, so I shud "

“ Me goin' die !” moaned Gan,
bad ‘nough all ober. Me want tea, Joe—just some nice
butterful tea! Lub ve' awful, Joe."

“ Blitherin' frauds,” said Joe sympathetically; * blec.cd
skulkers !"

“ Hark at that, and us at the dure o' dith !"' soblicd Barrey
“0i thought he'd a tindher hearrt, Gan.”

‘“Old beast !" said Gan, * No good only to saw firewaod !
Dirty old chip-cutter! Want him ugly face planed oft !

‘*And us dolein'!"

Barry hid his face in the sack and wept, while the dis-
gusted Joc went to cook breakfast, Tll as they pretendod
to be, Gan and Barry could not resist the seducive smell of
bacon. They turned a couple of poles into crutches, and
hobbled down below, for Joe was doing his ceoking in the
open air. A roar of laughter greeted them.

“ Buck up, you nnippian!" said Prout.

“Pass the Elliman's, Rue,"” said Ching-Lung.

“Two invalid-chairs, some cushions, and the smellin'-s1'ts
for two toffs, waiter !"" chirped Maddock.

' 8end for a doctor, quick !"' put in Joe.

Barry and Gan limped painfully towards the fire.

“Have yer laugh and yer chaff," said Barry darlls,
“ Yez'll regrit ut whin we loie could and stiflf in our coffi- !
Oi forgives—we both forgives vez. Racked wid pain a-:l
agony as we are, twisted wid rhewmnatism, iv'ry bone nchin’,
iv'ry nerve red-hot, iv'ry movement a torture and tormint. o
are still min cnough to bear yer insults, and proudly sa: to
all of yeze—"

‘“Rata!" eried Ching-Lung.

The men screamed.

“* Are you ill, O'Rooney ?"" asked Hal Honour.

[“dﬁig.;"nmwered Barry, “ Oi am sthindin’ on the threslinld
of dith !

“Push him inside, Joe,” said Prout rudely; *‘vou'ro
nearest "'

“I scorn yez!" cried Barry. “ Gan, we scorn that wmis !

““Billy ole bald head !" said Gan, with deep disgust.

““Barrin’ Misther Honour, who i= a thrue and rmﬁlt- pestie-
man, and Misther Rupert,” said Barry, “consider yez are
scorned !  Bein’ at dith's dure, Oi have composed the
followin" swate little vorse to carrve on our tomb. Oi feel

ELl;a that Misther Honour will see ut done. The ver-¢ is
i

lit me slape agen!

“ Gotted pneumatic fovers

“ From the Green Oisle and from the Lind of Ice,
An Oirishman and an Eskimo have come to doie. ch,
musha !
Wan aich of thim, which just makes (woice,
Have come to doie in Russia,
To lave their bones on a foreign shure——""

_ : containing the bacon, Proul
lifted the ﬂfmmmﬁe kettle, Ching-Lung clutched the plates
Maddock seized the bread and cups, and, without a word.
they entered the mill, leaving Rupert and Honour to hear the
rest of the ““poem”™ alone. They bolted the door behind

them.
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Joe picked up the frying-



Barry's jaw fell when he saw the breakfast take its
departure, and Gan was on the verge of tears.

HOI—Oi1 think,” stammered the Irishman., * 0i—0i—01m
sure Oi've forgotten the rist! When ut comes back to me
0i'll tell vezz Thank yez koindly! We must be gomn’.
Rheumatics is tirrible—tirrible 1"’

They did not limp so much as they made for the door.

“ Ghost of a gudgeon !" panted Barry. ' Ut's fast!”

“Kicks at him !"" said Gan, "1 wants bacon !"

“ Lit us in, plaze!"” said Barry, knocking gently. "' Be so
koind as to open the dure, gintlemen !”

* Imposaible,” answere Ching-Lung's  voice. "It
E‘uuldn't be proper. I'm having a bath, Come back in an

our !"

** Beautiful bacon, isn't it 1" said Prout loudly. o

““ Wonderful," said Joe, in the same tone. * Delicious,
splendid ! I never tasted better! Have another slice 1

“ With pleasure! Joe, you're a king of cooks! Just look
at those pink streaks and toothsome fat. It's great, grand,
sweet !’

“This tea is fine,”" remarked l’:hin;f-Lunﬂ‘. ““and the bread
;5 a treat! Really, I pever enjoyed anything more in my
ife !’

““Melts in your mouth,"” said Prout,
bread! By hokey, it's serumptious !”

Barry and Gan were starving. _

“Laet us in, for the sake of marey!” whined Barry.
“Wea're ravenous !’ )

“Go away ! I)-alled Joe. “You're dyin'!
don't want grub! Go and die!”

* Dey eats him all !"" moaned Gan.
pigigses "

‘““ Another cup of that splendid tea!” =aid Ching-Lung,
“¥Yes; I will have another rasher. Treat isn't the word for
it! I'm making an awful hog of myself I”

“Io lit us in!" wailed Barry. " We're dhroppin’ wid
hunger, faintin' for food ! Wid bitther thirrst our blistered
lips is parrched! Ow! Lit us in!”

“w, ow, ow ! Dey leave us nones !" sobbed Gan.

“You're dyin' !" roared Ching, Prout, Maddock, and Joe
together. “Go and die!"

** Haythins, brutes, hogs !"" said Barry,

“(Go and die!”

‘* Rogues, vagabonds, thaves, villains, cads, curs. monkevys,
ajes, speaks, bounders, brutes, bastes, animils, snakes,
reptoiles, insicks, voipers, gorillers!" howled Barry madlsy.

*'Rillers, 'rillers, 'rillers I'"" bellowed Gan. * Dirty, means,
nasty ‘rillers!”

** As you're so pressing, I'll have just half a cup of tea,”
said the unscen Ching politely.

** And the last rasher, sir?"' saad Joa
the supreme agony to press you, sir,” .

'* As you press me, I'll take it,”" answered Ching-Lung.
“Is there any more tea after this?"”

“ Not a drop, sir. We've cleared up every drop and every
crumb.™

“ It was the most delicious breakfast that ever passed my
lips,”* said Ching-Lung. ‘' It was really superb!" ,

Barry and Gan forgot their rheumatics, and tore their
locks and danced. Euﬁdenl:p something touched Gan on the
head, It was a black loal tied to a string that dangled from
the little window above. Gan clutched it.

“ Halves I'" said Barry.

‘* Nebber !" said Gan.

“Thafe I said Barry, .

(Gan dug his tecth into the loaf and fled. He knew it
came from Ching-Lung. The interior was stuffed with bacon.
Barry started a chase; but Gan-Waga swallowed down the
loaf as he ran, and as Barry saw the food dwindling he gave
it up.  Thurston took pity on him, and gave him some bread
aud a eouple of epgs,

*Oi'll kill that Ching-Lung yit!"" growled Barry. and not
for the first time. *“* 01 know Oi shall!"

Ferrers Lord had decided to push on on foot until they
could find some conveyance. lIvan's stock of eattle consisted
of an old plough-ox, with a sad-looking [ace and a gentle
eve. Ching-Lung had an interview with the miller about
that ox. o pieces of gold went from Ching's pocket to
the pocket of the miller, and the ox was the property of the
Chinese prince. A surcingle was obtained, sacks tied over
it. and when the order was given to start, Ching-Lung rode
out in triumph, mounted on his sorry piece of tpugh beef,

““Great Bcotland Backyard!” said Rupert. ** What are
you going to do with that?™

“ Well,” said Ching-Lung, " as I've bought it, I think I'll
buy a field to put it in!"

“ Bought that! Never!”

“Don’t you insult my cattle !" said Ching-Lung.

* Bedad,” said Barry, " what an oxthraordinary craytur !"

“What a cowardly thing to sav,” added Joe gravely,
“ about his Highness's lively capture!”

* That's just where you reveal yer ignerance ! murmured
Prout dreamily. “1 was thinkin™—"'

“Order, order!” said Thurston. “1 don't want a head-
ache. Are vou really going to ride that, Ching "
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“1 gm, sonny." .

'il'II'hfrn our ?;-i:endship is severed ! said Rupert. * Fare-
we i

He hurried after Ferrers Lord and Honour. From hid
mysterious pocket Ching-Lung took out & huge whip.

“T am going to meet the Sniffsnaffscotchi Foxhounds,” he
grinned. * Forward, S8ceptre, my Derby-winner.”

“Goin' to the meet, did he say?” said Barry., * Bedad,
he may be goin' to ut, but ut's little meat he’s goin’ on.

The old ox loped away, and they tramped in jts wake. The
road was wet and heavy.. Scathing remarks were hurled ab
the prince and his mount. Ching-Lung grinned, smok
cigarettes, and fanned himself. After a mile or two of boggy
walking, the chaff gave out. The old ox had a good mora
in him than they fancied. He kept up a swmging pace,
Very soan they were envying his owner, .

“0i begs ver pardon, sor,” said Barry, " but is ut com~
fortable 7"°

* Just like nittinﬁl{n an easy-chair,” said Ching-Lung.

** Ah!" sighed Barry wistfully.

A little later on Gan Jost a boot in the mud. The sole had
been almost torn off, y

** Get up behind me, Ganus, my blubber-biter,”" said Ching-
Lung. * You'll have to ride now. Give me your fisticus.”

 Ah 1" sighed Barry agamn. ** And Oi must walk on culd
Shanks's mare. Ah, me!”

Soon after that Barry lost a boot. It may have becn an
accident, or he may have unfastened the laces. Anyhow
he dug in the mud for it in vain. Perhaps Barry wan
to ride. . ) :

“Go on and lave me to doie,”” he said. ' Oi ean’t walle
widout boots, Oi wudn't kape yez. Go on, and Oi'll rist
here and it the woild waolves of the desert w mea bones !

““ What's up " asked Ching, reining in lns fiery mount.

“ Barrv's bootless, sir,”” said the steerasman, ; -

“ Careless chump !" said Ching-Lung. * That's just like
Barrv—always making a mess of i:'hm?-ai”

- Moke butterful messes of him feets!"” warbled Gane
Waga.

“*Well," growled the prinece, * he can’t walk, so Iinxpﬂci
lie'll have to ride my Arab steed. Come down, Gan.”"

Barry winked and grinned, fer he had obtained his desire,
Ching-Lung was very busy with the sacks and ropes.

“You ean ride pmp&rli now,” he said. .

Gan and Barry sat back to back, with a rope to cling t?,
and a couple of sacks rolled up and fastened to the animal's
flanks for footrests. Barry thanked his Highness a dozen
TEI]IIII!-!. As the old trek-ox could not carry three, Ching led
It along.

All gent well for an hour. The character of the country
had totally changed. Instead of the Rats and swamps, they
began a steady ascent towards a range of blue hills. They
fol u:fm:l the banks of a winding stream, swelled and yellowed
by the rain.

T reckon the beef is going to come to a full stop yonder,
sir,’” said Prout, ** unless he can do circus tricks."

Ching-Lung grinned. The stream crossed the road, spanned
only by a plank, L )

" Bosh 1" said his Highness, *“ My old bovril is a tight-
rope-walker.”

They reached the edge of the water. Gan and Barry pre-
nired to spring down. Then Ching-Lung gave the end of s
dungling rope a pull, the sacks which formed the footrests
swiftly unrolled, their mouths opened, and Gan and Barry,
velling with astonishment, elid into them.

The sacks tightened, and while Joe, Maddock, and Prout
sereamed with laughtor, Barry and Gan dangled on either
side of the ox, only their red and angry faces visible, utterly
helpless to free themselves.

“Onward, Flying Fox!" laughed Ching-Lung. " Gentle-
men, I will now tame this ferocious creature, and teach i
how to walk a plauk above a wet and dizzy abyss. I can’t
promise to succeed the first time, and I make no charge to
view the thrilling and unparalysed sight. Allez ! Hoop-la 1"

He eracked the whip like a pistol-shot, and the ox bellowed.

“* Murdher !” howled Barry, staring at the foaming water
below. * Help! Ot ean’t swim! Oh, spare me, Oi enthreat,
Or beg, Oi pray! Help! Foire! Don’t sor—don’t!”

Crack, er-ack! rang the wh1lp.

" Oh, Chingy, Chingy !"" wailed Gan. “ Him fall in? Ow,
ow, ow !""

““Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!" roared Joe, Maddock and Prout.

“Allez! Allez!"" shouted Ching-Lung.

The ox had his forefeet on the greasy plank, and the two
passengers were struggling frantically to liberate themselves.
Prout and Maddock ﬁa.m'vd with fiendish joy.

" Whoa, yez baste—whoa !"” roared Barry.

“ Moo-00-00!" said the ox, 55
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And then he got angry, spun round like a top, and put
his head intu the small of Joo's back with such violonee that
!113 lifted the carpentor a fow vards into the air. Joe dropped
into n muddy puddle, and Prout and Maddook got cut of the
way. Au a swinging trot, that shook Gun ond Barry almost
tﬂé"l]}', the animal took the road to the mmill.

hing -Taang went in ehase. Suddeuly the vrope broke, and
Gan and the Trishman lay in the voad. With a last ** Moo-oo-
oo!" of delight and defintice, the ox whisked hid tail,
gambolled like a calf, and 100k his departure.
gree was n reat deal of laughter, Ching-TLanz sonn made
some Toot-covenng put of the savks. Rupert, [al, and Ferrors
Lunl Wi élﬁ’ulﬁng Iill'-m. il ® :-n[il,n'g,.' f;-l'r'nri'tu'.l_-fu I“'I't:IHI.
the fariner they purchased some huge thish-boots, which thie
Favmer and his son used whet duck-shooting in the swatis.

“f have poore news” snd Forvors bord, © Gore puassed
on !Illlr"ﬂil'hdl"h last might, amd the horse seemod vy lame

tLood s !t

After w cup of tea, aslice of black bread, and some slrong
smelling cheese, they went on agwn,  The day grew hotter
and hotter. They met.a few peasouts, who looked at them
wonderinely, aid a few clildven, who promptiv took to thve
hools It was hewvy walking, fol they weee stll baeendmsig.

“*Gove evulently intends to steike the raidwey sgam,™ sad
the millipnare, = Neao r] I.hiul.r mitles of the line are Rooded.
Thare his never been such o diluge bofore. I he lozes
his hoyse we ought (o gun on hiim, He s an old man,”

“Ta this the only way he can take ?" asked Roport,

“The only way until ho is bevond the hillss Ruport. The
lower pass 1s choked with wator, and be munt cross by what
i5 known as Satan's Swing.  Keep O Rooney from lagging.”'

“TMuvey up, Barrey ™ Bl f..'hiln:-].LHy:f,.

“Bedad ! miuttered  Barey sulhily, “yez v’ be g0
sproy ver<f av yes was wewrin hools fieevy cnough to dioiyve
mm rivets wid!"

The¢ asecnt became morve difficalt. It was onlv a winding
sheep-track. and water trickled down it.  Here and thore
the nullionaire noticed the half-eifacol spoor of n horse.

S Lamping badly on the near frout leg," he thought, = and
getting worse.”'

He sot a gquicker pace—a pace that made Buiry groan, for
Lhe boots were ot comfortahle,

Proot began to mop his bald head.

“ A horse " evied Ching-Lung, pointing to the left.

It was lving down, still saddlod

“*ITe has had to abandon ! sad the
“ Faster, fuster!”

Barry groaned again. A hard clinb brought them to the
brink of a deep, narvow ravine,  Forrers Lord turmed sharply
to the right, andl they came in view of Satan’s Swing—a
bridze swung on wire ropes from eliff to elitt. It lookel
Aimsg and weask, but the milbovaire dud not hesitate. They
were half-way over, when a shuill ery of tevvor burst from
Gan-Waga's lips.

Thev stopped dead—petrificd, aghast. Lven Ferrers Lord,
the man of won, was incapable of though! or action for a
momqoent.

A gaunt, wild-eved figure stood above them al the end of
the bridge—the figure of the pursued—the figure of Nathan
Gore !

With a scream of murderous triumph, and a wolfish laugh,
he looked down at them. 1lis white locks tosscd in the
breeze, his face was distorted with fiendish joy, And then he
hurled himself at a massive boulder poised above the supports
of the bridge, and the great stone swaved and rocked,

* Back—back for your lives—[or your lives!"

Ferrer Lord's shout brought them to ther senscs. They
turned and ran. The millionaire fiped. He missed; but a
splinter of stone cut the madman’s tace and covered it with
blood. He uttered a cry of pain and rage. The boulder fell
over the brink and tore away the supports.

Just in time, the millionaire sprang clear, and two bullets
from Ching-Lung's weapon whistlod across the chasm.

But Nathan Gore was gone.

Y PBeaten again,' said the millionaire calmly,

None of the others spoke. They stood panting, pale and
breathless.

“0Oi'm goin” home,” said DBarry, blowing his nose. 1
loike o bridge that s a bridge. London Bridge is about
good enough for yours thruly. Geutlemen, will wan of yez
till mo where Oi can foind a 'bus?"

He roused a laugh, but rather a weak one,

“* By hookey !"" muttered I’rout, ** that was a close thing |™

“O1 hate a man who throws stones,” said Barry. * Ut's
a rude thing to do. Fancy hikn sp'ilin’' this lovely bridge!
Ut's mane—that's what O1 call ut. Bedad! 1 wish O1 had
the rogue in Tibet. Oi'd tacho the ould wreteh to go round
the counthry smashin' up brdges and chuckin’ wlders
about. Arrah, Tom darlint, av there’s avin a smell in yor
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pockot-pistol, ut's mesilf that wud loike to sniff, and av thoe
stuell’s gone, Oi'd luv to suck the corrl "

Prout produced his fask and passed it vound, Chig Lung
rolled o cigarvetio, | '

= Programme, please; Lord 7" he said.

1 was just considermg.  We eannot cross the ravine, and
Ll !:-Eir-. 18 flooded below. Perhaps we can ind a boat, o
butld & raft."

“How far is it?" askod the engineor.

“1 should say six or seven mjlos.”

“We'll think how to cross when we got there," sald TIal
Honour,

Tl mullionaire’s knowledge of the grovnd astonshed them
ITe never faltered, even where seversl paths met. Tl
rounded a low spuy, and saw the vellow Bood-water sieer b
it ot before thein m the sunlight,

“T think that wil even puzde you,
Lord, smiling.

There was a house in the valley, and Honour pointed to it

Lot us go and see,” he said laconically,

A repulsive-looking Russini, wid a whale pnek of lean.
RLOrving {fng.-;. miot Uu*m. Furvveps Lovd asliod for a bout
Thore was no boat.

* Now, what will vou do, Hali"

“ Dl o™

* What wirh #"”

W his shed,” aoswered the unbeaten engzineer,
~ The shed was built of wood, and woenderful gold purehas i
it. Their anly tools wore an axe and & hanimer. In hall
an_hour the rouf was oft, and they weee busily ab work
building a raft. All thow nails were the old ones, carefully
taken from the planks, Eyvervone leant a hand,

* Bhe’ll be n bt keavy to go into the water, sir, won'
shet™ said *rout, '

“1 thunk not, Tom, ook at that stick.™

The water was vising swiftly, Honour had placed a stich:
to mark the rise. Loung before they had finished the littl
raft, wellow waves wore lapring  the timbers.  Honow
mounted o tough larch pole for o mast, anid hackod blados
on two nthers for swoeps. The only sail they aould find wa
A& worn tarpaubin gtack-sheet,

“What wind there 15 is right for us," said Ching-Lune
“DBat I can’t eall her a * Shamrock,” or a * Defender. |
suppose she'll travel a mile a vear.”

“1f she travels af all, we shall get whead of CGors," said
Fervors Lord. ** He has a long round to make. He must o0
on, unless he wishes to ataryve,™

The work made the men hungey, They were lucky enouzh
to obtain some fresh eggs, nnd some bacon that was pract:
cally all fat. Joo baked burley-cakes over a smoky five.

The last nail was driven in, and they watched the stick.

“ She'll be wfloat in twenty minates," said Hal Honour

The millionaive paccd up and down, his hands clasped
kichind him, The chuse seemed almost at an end. Gore
could not skulk wmong the hills; he could not retreat to
Prinsk, for he had cut off retreat by destroying the bridge
e would starve unless he rveached Reflav. Tt was a long
round, and a difficult one, for the reall would be submerged
in several places.

Who would reach Reflav and the railwav Rist? Al
depended on that. From Reflav the line would be clear to
Moscow, and there was a train in the evening.

** She floats !" said Hal Honour.

The raft vose clear of the gras-.
her down again.

* We must wait a little longer,” said Fervers Lord.

Ching-Lung bent over, and eut a noteh in the stick.

“It seems to me," he said, after a pause, *"the boeastly
water dossn't mean to get anv higher,” '

“By hokey "' growled the steersman,
it's going back !"'

" Try and push her off

The water was certammly not advancing. They seized the
sweeps and pushed. The ralt would not budge.

“ Man got ole hoss up dere,” said Gan-Waga. “ Seed him,
Chingy "

" You muserable scatterbrains!"" said Ching-Lung. * Why
didn’t you say so before? I'm on it like a ton of brieks '

He managed to find some tackle, and came galloping baclk
on an old screw of a horse,

Ching-Lung rode it into the water.

“ Make fast,” he said, ‘*“and pull and push together. Yo
heave-ho! Gee-up, my bov! Gec-whize ™

“ Hurroo, we're moving !” yelled Barry, * Bedad, tho
anchor's weighed, and & moighty good weight ut 15! We ara
out on the otvan sailin'—sailin' across the say ! We are bold
and bonny——"'

There was a clatter of hoofs. A troop of Russian soldiers
galloped down the hill. The roft was surrounded.

(To be continued next week.)
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“ HARRY WHARTON & CO0.'S BANK HOLIDAY.”

My readers will know what to expect next Tuesday, for
the title alone of Frank Richards' latest story conveys promise
enough, to be sure. It is a tale of the popular chums of
Greyiriars School while on pleasure bent, and is full of fun
and spicy adventure. The sEiurt these merry juniors huve
helps to make up 3ui'r|: the best yarn it has ever been my
good fortune to read.

You can join in

“HARRY WHARTON & €0.'S BANK HOLIDAY"

by buying next Tuesday's issue of “The Magnet' Library,
and it will be a holidsy you will more than enjoy. At
holiday time, by the way; it's advisable to order your copy
in advance,

OUR 3-PAGE COMIC SUPPLEMENT.

I have been anxiously waiting to place this surprise
number of ‘* The Magnet’ Library before you, and now
thet it ie actually in your hands I sincerely trust that every
uiie of my readers will thoroughly appreciate this new and
costly feature which I have introduced into the pages of the
ever-popular ** Magnet ™ Library.

The comic supplement will brighten up our little journal
more than ever, and when my loyal friends have shown this
special number round amongst their friends, who are non-
readers. I can, I know, look forward to seeing
in the near future an astounding increase in
the eirculation of this paper. _

Write and let me know what you think of
it. A posteard will do.

“ LEAGUE OF GIRL-MAGNETITES.”

This is the latest suggestion for the advance-
moent of the cause of clean and wholesome
popular literature for boys and girls—and
grown-ups—as represented by ** The Mn.gﬂel"
Library and its companion papor, ' The Gem,”
sgainst the blood and thunder type of penny
dreadful which has lately been making strenu-
ous efforts to establish itself in the popular
favour. * Mmldy Malone,” a staunch girl reader, hailing
from Cork, in dear old Ireland, writes as follows:

“Dear Editor,—Why ecannot we girls have a ' Magnet
League ' all to curselyes? I am sure we form a considerable
proportion of the thousands of readers of the dear old
‘Magnet’ and its equally popular companion 'The Gem '’
tand it is a Gem, too!) Nearly all girls, although they don’t
always own it, prefer a rattling gocd boye’ sc ool story to
the stuff they get in so-called girls' papers, and you will
find your girl-readers everywhoare are at Ezaﬁt as enthusiastic
as your boy-readers over the splendid Harry Wharton and
Tom Merry stories which I, for one, would not miss for
worlds! You would find girle can get you quite as many
new readers as boys, and I should like to ask girl

Magnetites to form special girls' leagues in every district
for this purpose.”

Well, Miss * Molly Malone,” you have had your say, and
the pext thing is for me to await my numerous girl-readers’
comments thereen. Until T have heard these, 1 shall be
anable to tell you whether your suggestion will be acted
upon or not. 1 am inclined to think, however, that readers
=31l be content with one Magnet League in each district. to
which readers of both sexes can belong. All readers are
Magnetites, whether boys or girls, you know. I quite agree
with what you siy about the enthusissm of girl readers, and
I rely on them to help me all they can—and not in wvain,
¢ther! In conclusion, I must thank you for a very interest-
mg and clearly put letter.
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£1,000 FOR YOUR HOLIDAY.

I would like to draw my readers’ attention to the
Magnificent priza of £1,000 which the “ Daily Mail” is
offering this year for the best holiday. To quote the words
of the paper 1tself: :

“The prize of £1,000 is for the twelve ﬂmtngmphﬁ which
show most strikingly that the competitor has had & s lendid
holiday and has ﬁwrnu;:hi}* enjoyed himself. It 1s lor the
et of photographs which will make a friend who looks at
them, perbaps some years later, say, ' What a lovely time
vou had! I wish I had been with you there e

One might think at first sight that one would have to he
an expert photographer to stand any chance of gamnming
prize, but this is not the case. A series of photographs taken
by a beginuer with a cheap camera has as good a chance
as the work of the expert, It is not the quality of the
photographs that matters, but the scenes they depict.

Those who are already photographers should make a point
of entering the competition. As for thoso who are not
photographers, it is very ecasy to become so, for a serviceable
camera can now be secured for a very reasonable price.

A FEW HINTS TO AMATEUR GARDENERS.

The maonth of August is the time when the kitchen garden
chould be eleared out and re-dug ready to receive the seeds
of vegetables for the following winter and spring muonths,
The best sced tcgha-:w in the winter garden is that of the
cabbage.

First of all, dig the soil deeply, and turn 1t
over thoroughly., Then sow tEu seeds thinly,
afterwards covering them with about a
quarter of an inch of mould. Cabbage-seeds
have to be watered occasionally, and the plants
should be watered dircetly they make their
appearance.’ Guard the seeds well from the
birds, Later on, thin out the m-dlmfl. and
when the young plants have wn four or
five leaves they must be transplanted in well-
manured ground,

_ Transplanting

is really a very delicate operation, and should
be conducted with the greatest care, making
. sure to inflict no harm upon the plants. Remove
them with a fork, doing it Eenti]r because of the roots. It is
not necessary to remove the earth which elings to them—
in fact, in this case it is better to leave it on. %ﬂfurﬁ trans-
planting them, make holes in the irnund with the dibble,
and should the weather be dry, fill them with water. Insert
the plants, and press the earth well down, not merely against
the stem, but well round the roots. Water the plants at
intervals and earth up the roots aus soon as the cabbages
begin to get of any size.

_ Cabbages that are to be used in the winter should be sown
in July and early August.

Another plant which requires very little attention, and
which will grow all the year round, is

. Spinach.
It also requires very little space. Spinach is of extra value in
the winter, and if it is sown at intervals during August and
‘.‘.-‘mpte-;nb&r, it will give off a good crop during the winter
momnthis.

Sow the seed thinly, at the depth of half an inch, and
with a space of abous a foot between each set. It is best
sown in showery weather, as otherwise it requires constant
wotenng.

As birds, esnecially sparrows, are very fond of spinach
sced and young plants, the kitchen garc?:m should bo well

protected from these raiders,
When the plants have grown a ILttle, they should b
thinned out to about six inches apart. The bed must ba

kept in good condition, well hoed, and free from weeds of
all deseripticns. Spinach must be gathered, and not eut.
TIHE EDITOR.

FRANK %H ARDS.
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1. Dear Mister Edditer,—\When your little fricnds Georgie
and Ferdy tripped over a parrot, you can bet they weren't
lodking much longer for a chanee to lark. First, Georgie
sncaked Ike's togs, while me, Ferdy, hauled v p an old bench,
No, we dida't say anything to ma just yvet,

You

3. It was a nice old beano, and ma thought, rsaie as nuts,
it was ko sitting on the form trying to cod her he was u
rrob !

r little sons laffed their buttons off,

THE BUNSEY BOYS HAVE BAD LUCK TO START

I'll make him jump such a one ! " the said, while

6. P'r'aps the parrot thought she was offering him a cake
there and then, for he caught hold of ma tight, and she
And then, just as we was
starting to lafl, up comes Tke in an old barrel, which we ought

couldn't shake him off nohow.

not to have loft near him.

oun seeeneio wew sase resrons; a
| DpecIAL Conic SvppLEMENT. |

=

STEP SOPTLY’
(e WLy BE
SURPRISED!

OOM AT POLLT
KEW FEATHEDY

2. Not till we had got it all faked up. Then (reorgie ran
oft and told ma to come and make Ike jump. Ma is alwavs
ready for a lark—she takes after her little sons. So up she
waddled, while I was talking French with the parrot and
making believe 1 was talking to Ike.

GUESS Who
L - T B
Tmce M‘lr

4. " Now, ma," said Georgie, * just do this like T do to
Ferdy." And ma did it, and said: ** Now, Ike, guess who
it is in twice, and you shall have a nice home-made cako,
with Tue MaGNET in sugar on the top.”

THRATS & TRICK
WORTH TWO OF THEIRY

- L
_______

6. And then, oh, dear ! oh, dear ! another fine joke ruined!
We have done our best, Mister Edditer, to make your readers
laff, but our jokes never scem to end as they should. We
don't seem to have no luck at all. Good-bye till next week.

Ferpy, the Bunsey Boy.

Frinted nid published ? the Proprietors at £3, Bouverie Strest, London, England, Agents for Australia: Gordon & Wm, Melbourne,
Bydoey, Adelaids, bane, and Wellington, N.Z ; for South Alrica: Central News A Ltd., Cape Town and Johanunesburg,
’ ™ Bubecription, Ta. per sonum. Saturday, July £Tth, Rll,
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FPrEEPEFER TEHARE,

2. “With tho bolp of this pepper and 3. Which caused itmtm'ntho_bt
gasped Tommy Atkiss, “Thirsty! My my mﬂgtﬂuuner. think I can obtain omfull, and Tommy Atkins and his cam
word! I should tdnk I wael Even some méisture!” And he took a skot st ostchiYig the preclous liguid, slaked their
the camel’'s got the hump over it. But I the moon. thirst hﬂa.uﬂl}:nlly.

thiok I know whatto do |

THAT MADE
HIM HUFFY,

Speciator (to
policeman who is
jobstructing his
= Iview): *“Hi Mr
' *”'u Policeman, can you

L Phg draughts 1 *
l oliceman: “A
bit. Why 1"

Spec.: “I'm just
thinkd it's o
time you made &
move.

Policeman: “In
that o7 Well, when
I make a move, 1
always take a man.”

First Nursemaid: ™ Is your baby
Second Nursomnid : ** Rather | He raises the whole family
out of bed every night.”

: —
. “Alack 1" cried the a3 2 But good EirEupeﬂoaluinkly brought A
be side-slipped, and dropped the tarts. his pike around, and spiked the toothsame | Visitors ** Have you lived bere
" My luok's out! I’ﬂﬁ the sack for tarts. And the king was so diverted, egad, | life 1"
this, Oh, gadzooks] t's done it)" thathe pardoned the nanghby page. Fisherman: *' Not yet.”

MORE COMIC PICTURES ON THE NEXT PAGE—mMmMmMm >

your
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I. “Just my luck!" yelled Smith, the guomaker. “1I 1. Little Dickie Doenut and Charlie Chumpeigh wersa unjng'-
only put that sign up thiz morning, and now that stag comes } ing a quiet cigarette in the hollow of the old tree, when the
along and knocks it down. Oh!" THut the stag was well | denr old doctor strolled by.
away with tho sign,

A

LTt - - 2. “What 1" said the D.0.D., * the ancient willow alighs
2. And when thﬂ noble sportsmen HPﬂhtt}d the ﬁigl’l, t-h[’j' Dear me! I wil at once oblain some Epri_“g walor, and ex-
were  vastl dﬂ!lﬂhtﬂd. = i Jovel" said Hlﬂf. " Whnt tinguhh the mnﬁngmi.iunh

n rippin’ iden! What n smart fellah this Smith must be 1 * :
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3 Awd they made a hﬂ-ﬂ line to Smith's Emporium when 3. No explanation is necded here, gentle reador. Our tw-

they wanted new guns, much to old Smith's surprise and | little friends soon pnr)';ed out, and the doctor sttended to the =
pleasure. Intor im his study. Yes |

R

-
-

il

1. Now, it seems that the Hon. Lady Ermyntrude was 2. Tricd 8 morry jest on James by sticking a needle into ©
iving some of her friends & cup of souchong, and James ecalves. And, believe us, the explosion blew thom dow
ﬁrnughr. it up on & silver salver in his best mannor. And the stairs, where their papa, the duke, promptly attended to the=

Hon. La¢y Whatshername's two little brothers, who were home with 8 malacea cane P"
for the holidays—
" - - TR



