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A big boat, rowed by sailormen of the Royal Navy, with armed marines and police crammed into it, appeared in
the ocpening. Inspector Crimes stood up in the boat, with a warrant in his hand, and a smile of satisfaction upon
his fat face. ‘‘In the name of the King, lay down your arms 1" he shouted grimly to Captain Firebrace. There
Is a gun-boat outside, and you cannot get away!"” (8ee the long, complete school story inside.)
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The Daily Mail offers £ 1000
Jor twelve snap-shots illustrating
the jolliest holiday this Swmmer,

Take a Kodak with you on your holidays and
win the Daily Maill £1000 prize with twelve

jolly Kodak snap-shots.

A Kodak will give you just the kind of pictures
that are most likely to win the £1000—capital Every boy (and every boy’s father) should send a postcard to us for 2
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one of the new Vest Pocket Kodaks that cost anywhere in Great Britain and Ireiand on receipt of price by
only 30/-. Get one to-day ! WM, £ PECK & CO.(Dcpt. g ) 31, Bartholomen Gloss,LONOON, E.C,
Ask for Free Booklet IIIDEII AGENTS WANTED

Ask your mearest Kodak dealer for a copy g o#&%ﬁﬁ“}”ﬁ?&ﬁ

n}/ “ How fo win the f1o00 Holiday Prize.”
¢ is full of practical hints aud vipping
Kodak pictures, If the dealer has nons
feft, sand & post-card asking for & copy o

Kodak Limited,
22. Kingsway, London, W.C,
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DO YOU LIKE THIS PAPER?

K so0, you will like its pnpula.r companion paper, "The Gem” Library, equally as
well -that is a certainty! This Thursday’s ““Gem ” contains all school stories—a grand
long, complete tale of the chums nf St. Jim's, entitled “Tom Harr; & Co. in
Ireland,” by Martin Clifford, and a long and exciting instalment the most
thrilling and interesting school serial the day, entitied *The School Under
O?vm" Ask your newsagent to-day to reserve you a copy of this week’'s "“"Gem"”
Library. It comes out every Thursday, and costs One Penny.
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A Magnificent,
Long,
Complete Story of
the Boys of

el Greyfriars School.
w BY ..

FRAN
RIGHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER. the hour of six, and many eyes were glancing at the clock.
Carried Unanimously And every now and then came the indignant inquiry :
£ ** Where's Mauly?"'

AUCLEVERER!" “ Whena's o
“ Muuly I here's that ass, Mauleverer? ) _
Lord Mauleverer, the schoolboy millionaive, and the dandy

“ Where 15 Mauleverer?® 2t
About fiftv voices were asking the question, in ﬂf.'lm Remove, was one of ‘the juniors who were not present.
the lecture-hall at Greviriars, and asking it in indignant tones. And, to judge by the remnvks of the meeting, he wuas very

The lecture-hall was crowded. = I 'r:n:i:I}' “.;.:'m“‘ﬂ there.

As a rule, the fellows dil not meet there unless there was The Famous Four of the Remove—Harry Wharton, Bob
a lecture to be listened to, or an address from Cherry, Frank Nugent, and Johuny Bull—stood
the Head, for n prize-distribution, or something in a group together, chatting, They were dis-
of that sort, But there was evidently nothine l‘.‘HsiiILg‘ the rm'l-ting. aned '.‘;h".' it had been ealled.
(.I-F ”E-‘l'l sort On Now. 'l'hn ””."-.11”:; ‘."|'.."|;5 not at 1:1~|:]E}.. {H,] ot I{II”-..I.' l“_'_:l:!l'._rli_l,' i]l. H'I,;! |!‘l|11ill'f'*-h:1“
all orderly, the fellows lounged about as they knew, so far. All they knew was that Lord
liked, and they all talked at onee ' Mauleverer of the Remove had put a nobtice on

All the lower Forms were minsled there, the the board ealling the mecting, and that they had
Remove and the Upper Fourth being in grest s
force. ns well as the Third and the Shell, There The next day was to be a whole holiday. and

were fuzs of the Second, and “babes® of the the '[f:'-n:xJ'rmrH fellows had been makmg many
plans  for spending  that dav 1o the best

First. There were several Vifth-Formers, and = : )
one o twa of the Sixth. The big clock indicated advantage.  Lord Mauleveret's notice on the
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baard hnd, therefore, attrocted a great deal of notice. Lord
Mauleverer was the only titled fellow at Greviviars, and he
was a willionnice, amd had an unlimited allowance of pocket-
money—very much wore than even Vernon-Smith, whoe was
the son of a mulhonaire.  [f Lord Mauleverer had some
seheme on for ywndmg the whole holiday in a particularly
gorgeous manner, there were very lew fellows who were not
wiling to back him up; and the nolice he had put on the
board hinted as much.

Fov it ran;

" All chaps who would like to have a big outing to-marrow
are requested to turn up in the lecture-hall at six o'clock.—

“ MAULEVERER,"

It was discovered that Lord Mauleverer had obtained por
mission from the Head to hold a mesting in the lecture-hall.
But that was all that was known. What he had to sav to the
nceting, and whether he was going to ask a erowd of fellows
to pin him in some extra special excursion, might be sur-
mized, but eould not be known for cortain.

And now it was past six, and the meeting was there—a
very numerous mecting—but Lord Mauleverer was not,

Fellows were coniing in every minute, and anxious glances
wore tuened upon the new-comers as they crowded in; but
the schoolbuy carl was not among them.

And when the clock indicated a quarter-past six the in-
dignation of the meeting was very great  In faet, it sceined
to be transforming itself into an indignation meeting.

" Where 15 the silly ass?’ growled Harry Wlharton, the
capfain of the Remove. *“He ought to be bumped for
keeping us waiting like this"

" Perhoaps his watch has stopped,” suggested Nugent.

* Oh, rats!"

" More likely he's forgotten about putting the notice up,
and forgotten all about the meeting,” grunted Pob Cherry,
** You know what a blessed slacker he i

Some of the fags were beginning to make a loud uproar
to testify their impatience, somewhat like a theatre nudience
when the eurtain does not go up to time. Paget and Tubb
and Bolsoyver minor, of the Third, were stamping on the
Aoor in unison, with great etfect. Nugent miner, of the
Second Form, was bumping an empty inkpot on a chair.
Micky Desmond was buzzing through a comb and paper.
Ihe uproar in the rcom was growing in volume every
moutient,  And still the schicolboy millionaire came not.

“* Mouleverer I

“* Wheve's Mauleverer?"

* Where is the silly ass?”

" Twenty-past six!” exclnimed Boli Clerry. ** Blessed if
['m going to wait for him any longer! Time we went and
had tca.™

“ Yes, rather!"”

" Tat's go and have a look for him,"” said IHarry Wharton.
"1 he's lorgotten the meecting, we'll carry him here, and
bump him all the way.”

* Hurrah !"

Hayry Wharton & Co. hurried out of the room, leaving the
lell in a burzz behind them. They ascended the stairs, and
hur'rir:d along the Remove puassage to Lord Mauleverer's
study,

The Remove passage was deserted; all the fellows were
downstairs in the Rag.

Bab Cherry opened Mauleverer's door by the simple process
iof ijnmming his boot agamst it. The door flew open with
L S DA ] i N

The Famous Four stalked in.

An clegant youth was lying upon a luxurious sofa by the
study window. He had a book in his hand, but he was not
vending. He had fallen asleep.

He cpened one cye 0= the door erashed open, and then
closcd it agnin,

Bob Cherry gave a roar,

* Mauly 1™

Lo:d Mauleverer opened the other eve,
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GET YOUR CHUM TO

“ Begad ! Lie murmured. * Don't make & row! I'm

having a little doze."

A M

" Fathead !

** Slacker "

“ What about the meeting ™

Lard Mauleverer opened EL-u:-rh CYOS,

* The—the meating I he ejaculated.

“Yes, ass!”

“ Yes, slackeap!™

“It's twenty-past six, aml the fellows are all there!" roared
Jolmny Bull  * What do you mean by it, hey?"

“ Begad ! Lond Mauleverer sat upright on the sofa, look-
ing quite dismayed.  ** Bogad, you know, I forgot all about
it !ll

** Assl Fathead!"

“Yonu sce, my dear fellows——""

" You awful slacker!" roared Bob Cherry. ** You got us
all to the mceeting, and then forgot all about it. What do
vou mean by at?"

“T'imoawlly sorry,” said Lord Mauleverer—*' 1 am, really!
You see, I'm tired. I often get tired. The weather's really
too warm, vou krow. Look here, run back and tell the
fellows I'll be along in ten minutes or so, when I've had a
hittle rest.”

The juniors gazed at Lord Mauleverer in stony silence for
some seconds,

Then they made a sudden rush at him and whipped him
off the sofa, to the accompaniment of a wild vell l]rﬂm his
lordship.

They whipped up the noble carl in a strong grasp, and
whirled him out of the study into the Remove passago,

Lord Maulevervr roared.
“Owl! Oh! ud! ¥Yeh! Oh! You've knocked

my head on the wall—ch! Lemme down! I'll walk! I'll
come at once! Yow!"

" Yes, you'll come at once,” grinned Bob Cherry. * No
doubt about that. Bring the nilf}' ass along!"

“ ¥Yah! Oh! Yowp! Begad!

Lord Mauleverer, in the grasp of the four juniors, was
rushed at top speed elong the Hemove passage, ’ =

Down the stairs they went at top speed, and Lord Maul
everer gasped, and kicked, and struggled wildly.

But there was no escape for him. They reached the
bottom of the stairs, and rushed him along the lower passago
to the lecture-hall,

A vell from the open doorway greoted them,

'* Here they come "

" Here he 15!

ai HI. h-ll, ha pre

With arms and legs flying wildly in the air, Lord Maul-
everer was rushed into the room. {‘he juniors set him down
iipon the floor with a considerable concussion,

Bump [

“"Yow-w-w!"

Lord Mauleverer sat on the floor and gasped for breath.
Harry Wharton tarned to the yelling erowd.

" Gentlemen ! Allow me to present Lord Mauleverer, who
will now address the meeting "

‘* Ha, ha, hLa!"

“Groo!"” groanced his lordship.
ha, hal”

“Ow ]
“ Ha,

Oh! Yah!”

—— o —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
His Lordship's Great Wheeze,
hﬂf{ll} MAULEVERER scrambled breathlessly to his
oot
He was looking very untidy, and his collar was torn.
his necktie missing, and his hair very dusty and
towzled.

His appearance, as he stood gasping for breath and trying
to smooth down his hair, elicited a fresh yell of laughter
from the crowd in the lecture-hall.

** Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Pile in, Mauly!"

* Go ahead !

" Begad,” gasped his lordship, “T feol very untidy, you
know! I'm sorry I kept you R?Ilw:n waiting, you know—
really, you know."

" We're net going to wait much longer,” roared Bolsover,
the bully of the Remove, “If you don't begin pretty soon,
we'll give you the frog's march.”

** Hear, hear!™

i Mjr dear fellows, pray allow me to get my breath back!"
gasped his lordshin, “*It—it was very kind of the chaps to

carry me here, but they needn’t have been quite so vough.
Oht Ah! Groo!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"
“Pile in, Mauly "

BUY THE “MAGNET!”
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Billy Bunter blinked at his minor.

‘ Let me take some of 'he parcels for you, Billy,” sald Sammy Bunter, to his rain-soaked and dripping brother. |
“You gerroff ! " he growled.
(See Chapter 17.)

“You're not going to sneak any of my grub.”

Lord Mauleverer cleared his throat. He mounted upon a
chair whieh Bob Cherry brought forward for him to use as
a rostrum. Bob waved his hand.

“Order! Silence for Mauly! Nugent minor, I'll give you
a thick ear if you don't stop that row! Dolsover, keep your
minor in order! Silepcel™

* Ordar!™

* Gentlemen,”” began Lord Mauleverer, when silence was
almost restored. It was never likely to be quite restored
while thers were s0 many fags in the room.

** Hear, hear!"

“To-morrow 18 a whole holiday,

**Go hon!"

“Have yvou ealled the meeting to tell us thatt"
Yernon-Smith sa rl:*n:-.tic‘aﬂy.

“Order ™

“Shut up, Smithy! Pile in, Mauly, old man!"”

“Certainly! 1 had an i1dea about to-morrow,’”’ said Lord
Mauleverer, still a little breathlessly, *“ That's why I've
called this meeting. want to stand treat to the whole
school to eelebrate this meeting—I mean, to celebrate this
whf:—]- hu]it]:l"-‘ 4

"Hurray !

“ My idea is a bi r-lcurﬁ[un for the whole sehool to take
part in,"" continued the schoolboy earl. ** A motor drive
round the country, stopping for lunch and dinner at places
on the coast. Enough motor-cars to carry the whole school.”

“ My hat!"

“Great Beott!”

Tur Maaxer Linnary.—No. 236,

NEXT
TUESDAY.

i

gentlemen——

demanded

“THE COMPETITION CRAZE AT GREYFRIARS!"”

"“ We could spend part of the day at Muargate, and othe
places like that,” said his lordship. ‘‘That's the wheeze.
[ invite all the fellows of all Forms to have the davy ous
with me. All who care to come are welcome. Unlimited
tuck will be provided,"

There was a burz,

*(Oh, ripping!"

“ Good old Maule!™

“Hurray !"

“What about the exes?”" demanded Versnon-Smith,
you know it would cost more than a hundred pounds?®"”

Lord Mauleverer nodded.

*“* Begad, vans, mv dear fellow! That's all right.
cxpenses will be met by me, as it's my treat®

“ By Jove!"

“Good old Mpule !’

“ Lunch-baskets will be provided to carrs in the cars,”
sald Lord Mauleverer, *and f[ellows can order anvthing
they hike at Mrs. Mimble's or Unele Clege's, fo taka with
them. There is no limit, There will be six privam MOLos-
‘buses provided, sufficient to carry the whole school, if the
wnuh_- school cares to come. No expense ur'; be spared to
malke the trip o sucecess. Who cares to come’

There was o roar.

B l -!'!

“And It

“And 11"

“What-ho!"

“Count me in!

IIDﬂ

All

By
FRANK RICHARDS,
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“TFaith, and I'm coming!"

“The comefulness will be terrific!"

" Hurray !V
~ There was no doubt that lord Mauleverer's magnificent
idex had caught on,

Exeryone was enthusiastic.

Coker & Co., of the Fifth, shouted applause as loudly as
the Hemovites, or the Fourth-Formers, or the fags of the
Second and the Third.

The room rang with clicors

“ Hurray! Bravo, Mauly ™

“ Hear, hear!”

= We'll all come !

The uproar was, as Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh would have
said, terrific. The lecture-hall rang from end to end. Cer-

tainly no lecture that had ever been delivered in that
historic  apartment had ever elicited such unbounded
applause,

Lord Mauleverer gazed over the enthusiastic mecting
with his kind and genial smile. He took pleasure in the
pleasure of others, and it was easy to see that he was
pleased by the reception his plan had met with.

" Begad,” he murmured to his chums, ' it's one of the
pleasurcs of being a giddy millionaire, you know., It's
ripping.”’

Bob Cherry chuckled,

" But I say, Mauly,” he said, “this is ripping of you,
but it's likely to run you into pearer two hundred quid then
one hundred,”

" That's all right."

“Well, T know you're rolling in filthy lucre,” said Frank
Nugent, ** but it's a lot of money.”

“It's all sercne, dear boy."

“ Faith, and it's a broth of a bhoy ye are!" roarcd Micky
Desmond, rushing up to the schoolboy millionaire and
embracing him  enthusiastically. " Sure, and 1 must
hug ve!"

“Oh!"” gasped Muauoloverer.,

** Faith, and I——"

“(ierrcoh! Leggo!™

' b'lmulde{ him!" roared DBulstrode.

** Hurray 1"

"“ By Jove! Begad, you know! Oh, I say, don't—ah—oh "

But Lord Mauleverer's expostulations were in vain. The
crowd made a rush for him. Coker, of the Fifth, eud
Temple, of the Fourth, seized him and elevated him upon
their shoulders, and he was marched round the lecture-hall
in triumph.

Cheers rang out round him as he was borve round the
hﬂllffluulder-ii h. e ’

“* Hurray! ip, hip, hurray!'

. H-I"H;.Tﬂ? Mam;.!” g 4

The door opened, and Wingate, of the Sixth, the captain
of Greyfriars, put a very red face in. Wingate looked angry.

** What's all this row about?' he roared. ' Do you want
a licking all round, you noisy young raseals—eh?”

“It's all right, Wingate.”

** All serene, old man.™

“Is it all right?” said Wingate troculently.
at once! What are you doiog with Mauleverer?
nonsense "

Coker and Temple came to a halt in front of the irate
captain of Greyfriars, and Lord Mauleverer gasped on his
perch and looked down at Wingato,

“ Begad,” he said, ** it's all right, my dear fellow! You'll
come, too, won't yvou?"

Wingate stared at him.

“* What do you mean?"' hoe demanded.

“The whole school 15 coming out 1n a troop of motor-cars
to-morrow for the day,” Harry Wharton explained. *'lt's
Mauly's treat. ¥You must come, Wingate.”

“Pray do, my dear fellow!”

“He's blueing o hundred quid on it,” said Bob Cherry.
“The more the merrier, you know. You'll have to come.”

*“ The SBixth are all invited,” said Frank Nugent, " Like-
wise the Filth.”

“The SBixth will have a special ear all to themselves,”
eaid Lord Mauleverer. I really hope you and sour friends
will honour us, Wingate."

‘Wingate laughed,

“1 will see,”” he said. ' Thanks for the invitation, any-
way. And now don't make so much naise; you can be
heard all over the house.™

“ Right-ho!™

Wingate retired, and the juniors marched Lord Mauleverer
round the lecture-hall onee more, with perhaps a shade lees
noise. Then he was marched out to his study. Lord
Mauleverer fully appreciated the enthusizsm of the Grey-
friara fellaws; but the prospect of ascending the stairs on
the shoulders of Temple and Coker was an alarming one,

Tur MagrwEr Lisrary.—No. 236.

A for ALL
" " Reade:s.

“ Btop it
Stop this

"TOM MERRY & CO. IN IRELAND!”

“I'd rather walk, you

F

“I say, lemme down!” he gasped.
know—really, begad! 1 say, you know, my dear fellows——"

“* Rats!" said !E.‘-IJEH_'I". “Carry him up!l’

And they carried him up, with a cheering crowd of juniors
behind. About half-wey up, Horace Coker’'s foot Ef:llppﬂd,
and there was a terrific yell from Lord Mauleverer,

“0Oh! Ah! Help!™

The next moment thers was a wild seramble on the stairs
Lord Mauleverer sorted himsclf out and fled. Coker sat up
on the stairs, with Temple sitring on him, and somcbody
else sitting on Tomple, Ho gespod.

“Oh, you ass!"

“¥You fathead ! groaned Temple, ¥ What did you twnble
cver for "

“Groo! What did you shp fori”
“Ow! My leg!”
" Yow ! y nose |+

""Where's Mauly ¥’ demanded Bob Cherry.
But Lord Mauleverer was gone. He had fled into his
study and locked the door.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker Condescends,

HERE was considerable excitement at Greyfriars that
evening,

Whole holidays were not frequent, and when they

came there Fenerﬂ.lly was some excitement; but this one

was a very specinl owe, and ereated much more interest than

ususl, Lord Mauleverer was known to be simply rolling in

money, and sometimes to spend it with the most lavish

recklessness. Buot for a junior =choolboy to spend a hundred

or two hundred pounds on a single outing was something

Yery new.,

Lord Mauleverer was of simple tastes personally, bot he
spent his lavish allowance with a reckless hand. 18 study
had been furnished regardless of cost, and it was a very
luxurious " den" for a junior. He would tip the school
paorter a half-sovercign without thinking about it; and,
needless to say, Gosling regarded him with awe and venera-
tion, He was a perfect gold mine to hard-up fellows who
wanted to borrow; and as his memory was very bad, he
never remembered to ask for the return of the loans, and,
m fact, never remembered the loans at all. Bunter, of the
Remove, made quite a little income out of him, and so
did some other fellows who were not too scrupulous. So
far from remembering loans and their amounts, Lord Mau!-
everer found it difficult even to remember fellows' names -
even fellows he met every day. But Bunter did not mind
being called Punter or 8hunter, so long as the loans were
forthcoming ; though Coker had been known to cut up
rusty when he was addressed as Poker or Croker.

Six private motor-'buses to carry the whole school on an
excursion was something that appealed to the imaginations
of the fellows. TUnlimited tuck, giving what ordera they
liked at the school shop, appealed to them still more. Billy
Bunter, resolved to make the fullest use of that permission,
and so did a crowd of other fellows.

Vernon-Bmith, who was the son of a millionaire, often
tried to outshine the schoolboy earl; but on this oceasion
he gave it up, and decided to go with the party. Pretty
nearly all Greyfriars had decided to go, teo. There werc
mueny fellows who wonld have refused an invitation from
Vernon-Smith, rich as he was. But nobody wanted to refuse
Lord Mauleverer. He was g0 kind and gentle, and truly
hospitable, that his guests were sure to have a g time,
if he could manage it.

Even the high and mighty Sixth condescended to accept
the invitation. They were to have a 'bus all to themselves,
with unlimited supplies; and although, as Loder remarked,
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it was rather infra dig to be treated by a iunim‘. still he
would go—and the other seniors said they would go, too.

Lord Mauleverer made the arrangements easily enough,
He had frequently had ears out from the big garage in
Courtlield; and he simply sent them a posteavd, saving
what he wanted. And Lord Mauleverer was too good a cus-
tomer to be neglected. A most mmposing gentleruan, in a
frock-coat, and a silk-bat, presented himself af Groyinars
that evening and nsked for Lord Muauleverer. Tle was the
representative of the Courtfiold Car Company, Lord Maul-
everer gave him carte blanche, and he departed well satished
with the assurance to his lordship that at ten o'clock on the
following morning six private motor- buses, with chanffeurs
complete, would be waiting outside Greyvfrars.

“T'm gomg.” Coker, of the Filth, remarked to Potter
and Greene, in his study.  “ Tt's voally ripping of Mauleverer,
vou know: and I don't think we ought to stand on our
dignity as seniors on an occasion like this."”

Potter stared.

“* No fear!” he said emphatically.
to give any orders we like at the tuck-shop.
a hist of the things I want."

Coker grinned. ‘ _

* [ saw Dunter making up a list,” he said. * He was filling
an excreize-book,"”

** Ha, ha, ha!"” e

“] was thinking of giving a treat myself, like Illihtﬁ. if
we had found the smugglers’ tressure the other dax,” said
Coker thoughtfully. *“If that hadn't turnod out to be a
jape, T was going to stand something to the whole school.

Potter and Greene grinped.

“ But it was a jape,” remarked Greene. “ Thosr voung
bounders are still chuckling over you're going to the cave
to dig up ten thousand gelden guineas, Coker.

“ You went as well,” said Coker warmly. *° As a matter
of fact, I had my suspicions all along that it was a bit
fishy H

““Ha, ha, ha!" _ o

“ 1 tell you, 1 wasn't half satisfied about that idiatie docu-
ment. But vou fellows were so keen to look for the rotten
trensure,”” growled Coker. o

Potler and Groene chuckled. The juniors had not allowed
them to forget the treasurc-hunt in the cave at Pegg, and
it was likely to be a standing joke at Greyfrars for some
time. =

Cokor Trowned at his hilarious chums .

 Oh, don't cackle!" he said erossly. ' Look here, T think
we ought to go and see Mauleverer, and toll him we'll
como. I dare say he's feeling n bit uncertain as to whether
seniors will come out with his show.”

Potter winked solemnly at Greene.

“* All sercne, old man!” he said. “I'm on.”

And the heroes of the Fifth walked round te the Remove

passage. They found Lord Mauleverer's study pretty full.
Harry Wharton & Co. were thore, making arrangements for
the morrow, Lord Maulevercr agreeing to eversthing that
was suggested. Temple, Dabuey & Co., of the Upper Fourth,
were tﬁérr, too, helping—or, at all events, enticimng. Tubb,
and Paget, and Bnﬁun?r minor, of the Third, had come In,
to assure Lord Mauleverer that t‘nE?_ !
incidentally to partake of the “tuck” in his well-stocked
study cupboard. Billy Bunter was there, sitting in the
casicst of easy-chairs, and still engaged in compiling his
list. There were saveral other fellows present, too, most of
them talking 'at the same time. Lord Mauleverer was
reclining in an casy attitude on the sofs, with his head
resting upon a cushion that had cost six guineas at Liberty's.

“ Hallo!" said Coker, locking in. R

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry cheerfully. *' You
follows have come just in time. We want volunteers to act
as waiters to-morrow. What offers 7"’

Coker frowned majestically. )

¢ Just looked in to speak to vou, Mauleverer,” he said.

4 Thank you, dear boy,” said his lordship. ** How do you
do?"’

“1 hear everybods's invited to a beanfeast to-morrow,”
Coker remarked.

Lord Mauleverer looked puzzled.

“ Not exactly a beanfeast,” he said.
any beans.” X

“ Oh, that's all right!"” said Johnny Bull
Coker beans if he docsn't bebave hinself.™

“ Ha, ha, ha!" _

“We're thinking of coming,” said Coker lofuily.

“ Good!"" said Lord Mauleverer.

“Of course, it's a bit unusual for Fifth-Formers to go oul
with & jumior gang,' said Ceker condeseandingly.
“0Oh, that's all mght!” said DBob Cherry

“We're not particulap.”™
“ Look here, Cherry
S Can't 1" said Bob, with a shake of his head,
“Eh? What do yvou mean?”
“ Hurts my eyes!" explained Bob.
There was a cackle from the juniors in the siudy, and
Tae MacyeET Lisrarny.—No. 236,
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Coker knitted his brows. He was very much inelined to
fall upon the humorous Removite, and smite him hip and

thigh; but he restrained himself
“1 don't want any of vour cheek, Bob Cherry," he
rowled,

“Well, T don’t want anv of vours, for that matter,” said
Dob Cheery affubly.  * Bur I'm getting it."

“* About this bun-struggle,” said Coker, * we're coming,
Mauleverer. What time are vou thinking of starting?”

“Ten in the morning, deay bay.”

“ Better make it half-past ten,”” said Coker reflectively.
“ No rising-bell to-morrow, vou know; and I expect I shall
be up late.”

“ Well, mv hat !"" said Nugent. “ OF all the check—""

* Half-past ten, Mauleverer *"" a<ked Coker.,

His lordship shook his head.

" Ten o'clock, my dear fellow,” he said.
and get up a little earbier, Croker.”

“ Coker, vou ass!"

“Borry ; 1 meant Coker, you ass!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ir wvou're looking for a thick car—"" began Colker
wrathfully.

** Muke an effort

“Order ! exclaimed Harry Wharton, * Nohody i3
allowed to cheek Lord Mauleverer to-day. If vouie not
ready at ten, Coker, you can go and eat coke—"' 2

** And Potter and Greene can go and eat Coker,'" said
Nugent.

**Ha, ha, ha!"”

“*Well, perhaps we
Mauleverer,” said Coker.
a 'bus to themselves *"

“1I forget,” said Lord Mauleverer.
have a "bus to themselves, Wharton?”

“Ha, ha! Yes.”

““Ynas, mr dear fellow.” =zaid Lord Muunlevercr, * you
have o 'bus to voursalf, Poker."

“Coker, fathead !”

“ My nustuke; 1 meant Croker.”

“lLook here, vou ass -

“Order ' said Bob Cherrs. ** You really ought to put on
a mask, or a firc-sereen, or something, before you ask people
to do that, Colker.”™ :

Coker gave DBob Cherrv s glare, and rushed at him.
Someone put out a foot. and Coker stumbled over it, and
foll on his knees in front of Bob Cheyry, and roaved. HBob
Cherry gazed at the senior as he unintentionally knelt before
him, with great gravity, and tapped him on the shoulder.

** Arise, Sir Horace,” he said solemuly.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!" .

Coker scrambled up, and three or four Removites grasped
him, and he was gently but firmly pushed into the passage.

Y Get out,” said Nugent. “ Buzz off, Sir Horace! You've
been knighted, and what more do vou want?"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

‘" Buzz off, Sir Horace." )

“You voung sweeps!” roared Coker, charging back into
the study. * I'll— Oh, oh! Ah! Oh!™

Bump ! .

(Coker descended upon the linoleum in the passage once
more, and Potter and Grecne were strewed over him. Then
the study door was slammed.

“Begad " murmured Lord Maunleverer. .

“ Queer way some fellows hove of aceppting nn invitation,
murmured Bob Cherry. * That's Coker's way,  it's not
what T ecall pohte.”

““Ha, ha, ha!" s

“ He'll be back here in a second,” said Johnny Bull
“ Got the cushions réady, and biff him!"

i Gﬂﬂd E‘E’H [:u .

Lord Mauleverer's studv was thick with cushions of the
most expensive kind. Four or five juniors grasped fE!l
cushions, and stood ready to pelt Coker as soon as he put his
head into the study agnin, There was a sound of voices in
the passage, and the door opencd.

could bhe ready at ten o'clock,
“ I suppose the Fifth Form have

“Da the Fifth Form

Whiz, whiz, whiz! Biff, aff !

Bump! Crash!

“Oh!™

“Hold on!”" roared Baob Cherrv. “It's not Coker—it’s
Wingate !

But it was a little toa lnte!

NSWERS

By
FRANK RICHARDS.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTLCR,
Bunter's Little List,
FORGE WINGATLE. the ciptain of (Gees friars, sprawled
G in the doorwiy, with cushivns whizeing upon him. They
WOre Mmiust exXin nsive dlal 111'LIII1irLIII|". solt cusiuens: bt
thut did wor mueke the fu=illade any more agrecable 1o
Wttt Tie Blinked 114!&1’”_\' at tlie horritied JUIHGTE,
“ Ol pasped Harey Wharion:  ** Borry, Waigate 1™
“ Awfully sorry, Wingate;, old manl”
“Quite a ni-take !
“Oh, rathey!”
“The sorvyiulness s terrafie I .
“ Me velly solly 1" murmured little Wun Lung, the Cninee,
who had thrown the final cushion—after he had had time to
see who 13 was, too,
“ You—yvou young villains !" *What do
you mean? IT-—-I— Oh!" : . _
The juniors rushed forward to help the eaptain of Greyiriars
to his feet, Wingate was helped up by muany hande.
“We—we thought it was Coker!” gasped Dob Cherry.
“You young sweeps! I—"
" So sorry, Wingate, old mun—-
" Oh, rather !
“ It was & mistike; we thought it was Coker—-
“You'd better make sure it's Coker next tine,”” growled
Wingute, az he dusted down his clothes, " You deserve to
have a licking all round. 1 lodked in to tell you that Courtney
and T are coming to-morrow, Mauleverer."
“Jolly glad ! said Lord Mauleverer cheerfully.  *“It's
pwfully goud of you to come, Wingate.”
“ It will give the thing quite a tone,” remarked Nugent
gravely.
Wingate laughed.
“When do you start?'" he asked.
“What time do we start,
AMauleverer.
“ Ten in the morning,” said Harry, laughing.
“Raght-ho ! saad Wingate, “1'll be on hand.”
And he nodded to the juniors and quitted the study.
“*Not half so hnught;,r about it as Coker,” grinned Bob
Cherry. * Perbaps that's becausze he's only in the Sixth, and
captain of the school. Good old Wingate I
“ Wingate's a brick!"” said Johnny Bull. “Ii's a good
thing he's coming. He'll help to keep the Fifth in order.”
“T1 say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, blinking up from
the list he had been busily engaged upon for a long time.

LA

“T eay, will one of you be able to lend me n portmantean’

“ A which?

“Or a small trunk,” said Bunter, "1 don’t know that it
need be a specially small one, either,” he added, thoughtfully.

“ What on earth do you want & trunk for " demanded Bob
Cherry.

“ Wants to make himself complete,” remarked Fry, of the
Fourth. ** He's the same size ns an elephant now, and with
a trunk he'll be the complete article.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Oh, really, Fry! I shall waut a trunk, or a big bag at
least, to carry the things I'm going to order of Mrs, Mimble,
you know,” Bunter explained. * Mauleverer said we were to
nrﬂer]whn.t we liked, you know; and I've been making up a
hitle List.”’

““Ts that the little list*"" asked Bob Cherry, 5ri:ming as he
saw tho exercise-book in Billy Bunter's fat hand.

““ Yes, that's it,”’ said Bunter.

“ Looks to me like a jolly big littla list."

“Oh, no!” said Bunter. *“It's quite moderate. FLord
Mauleverer 15 really playing up jolly well, you know, and I
wouldn't think of doing anything that could possibly seem
like imposing on him. Some fellows might. But I couldn’t,”

** The noblefulness of the hanourable Bunter 18 terrific |

“Well, I think a chap ought to be decent,” said Bunter.
“T was thinking of reading the little list out to Ma.u]j:. I
don't want to do anything underhand—like some fellows.”
h:;Thrare won't be time to read out that Little list; life's too
ghort,’

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Oh, really, Cherry "

“Let him read it out,” yawned Lord Mauleverer.
being read to sleep.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Ahem! First of all, one dozen jam-tarts,” said Bunter,

** Yaas !" said his lordship.

" Twopenny ones!” added Bunter hastily.

“You bet!” said Fisher T. Fish. "It wouldn't be like
you to make 'em penny ones, Bunty.”

“0Oh, really, Fish, I wish you wouldn't interrupt. Twao
cakes, one seed and one currant—price two shillings each, Is
that all riqht, Mauly "

““Yaas!" yawned Lord Mauleverer.

Tae Magyer Liprary..—No. 236.

gasped Wingate,

Wharton 7"  asked Lord

“1 like

“ Twao bottles of currant wine—""

" Yaus "

“One potud of cocornut toe, and one puuml af chocolate-
1..|_-.Lll:1- One pound of museatels, and ene pound of cream
crarkors,

“* Yaas !

" Two tins of pineappic. and a bottle of preserved cherries,
OUne decer covam-puff=, and one dozen marmalade taris.”

““Beoegad 1™

“ls that all right ¥ asked Bunter anxiously.

“ i, yaas "

"“It's jollv thoughtful of Bunter to plan out the provisiona
for the whole party. in this way,” anE Nugent remarked.

The Ow] of the Remove blinked at him indignantly,

*“(bh, reullv, Nugent! These things are for me."

“What on ecarth are you going to do with them ™
demanded Johnny Bull.

“Take them in the car with me”

“*“What for??

“To eat, of course.”

“But where are vou going to put "em?” demanded Beb
Chesrw, ““You can't possibly have room inside !’

“1 wish you wouldn't interrupt me with frivolous remarks,
when I'm doing accounts and trying to save Mauly expense,”
surd Dilly Butter peevishlyv, “ 8hall 1 go on, Mauly 7"

Lond Mauleveror opened his eyes,

“Eh? Oh, ynas!”

""" Are there any more things on the little list?" asked Bob,
in amazement.

“Of cowrse there are. I've hardly started yet.”

“My only Aunt Jemina Ann!”

"Twao pounds of dough-nuts, and ene pound of preserved
ginger. Two dozen buns, and two dozen meringues. That
all might, Mauly "

“Oh, yaas!"”

“A case of Tangerine oranges, and two bottles of jellv,
Three rabbit-pies, and two pounds of cold beef, two pound:
of ham '

Y Great Beott !

“ Oh, really, vou fellows! Are vou awake, Mauly "

“Eh! Oh, vaas! Go on. 1'm not missing a word.”

““ Half a pound of tongue, and six hard-boiled eggs—""

" Yaas!"

* And——"

“To be continued in our next,"” said Bob Cherry, elevating
his boot and kicking Bunter's exercise-book across the study.
“INuff's as good as a feast.”

“"Ow! Yeou fathead—"

“You'll have to run that list as a serial, Bunter,” said
Nugent; “ we're fed up with it now. Chuck it!™

I say, you fellows, I—"

“It's all right, dear boy,” yawned Lord Mauleverer,
" You needn’t read out the rest. 1"l take your word for it."”

“"Well, 1f it’s all right, T'll take the bLst down to Mre,
Mimble, just as it is,” said Billy Bunter, picking up the
precious hist. “ If you're satisfied that it's aﬁ right, Mauly,
Of course, T want to avoid appearing to do anything greedy—
like some chaps.”

" Yaas™

“ You deu’t think I've overdone i, do you!™

“* Yaus.”

[ 1] Eh ?*l

1 mean no,

It’s all right.”

“Get out!” roared Bob Cherry. " We're fed up with
you and your little list. And if you take all those things in
the car, we'll jolly well scoff them for you.”

“ Oh, really, Cherry—""

Bob Cherry reached cut with his boot, and Billy Bunter
i’::_ﬂled into the passage, Wharton slammed the door afier

1m.

“Ow!"™ gasped Bunter., ** Beast!™

He scrambled to his feet, and for a moment was on the
point of charging back into the study. Then his eye {eil
“_Ew the little list, and he smiled, and picked it up, and
changed his course for the tuck-shop. Billy Bunter intended
to get his big order executed before there was a rush on the
tuck-shop, and he did not mean to wait till the morrow
before sturting on the good things,

" —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Caught in the Rain,
=l SAY, %uu fellows—""
l i N : Eﬂt ﬂl;.t- i-l -
* No room for oises !’
* Qg 1 aaly
Billy Bunter snorted with indignation. He had spent
rather too long in making up his Lttle list, and he was late
at the tuck-shop.

GET YOUR CHUM TO BUY THE “MAGNET!"
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“ There is l-lll neﬁrs of the Hdnrpped boys!" said Inspector Grimes to the Head, but the chaulfeurs have been found

bound hand and foot, and gagged, on the lower slopes of the Black Pike!"
“Good Heavens!" (See Chapler 11.)

exclaimed.

The Head started, *“Bound!" he

Mrs, Mimble's little shop in the corner of the Close was
cramme,

Lord Mauleverer's statement
liked could be ordered to anv extent,
or at Uncle Clegg's in the wvillage,
advantugo of.

There were a good many fellows who were not given any
credit at all at the tuck-shop, and more whose credit was
Htricl]}' limited, but Lord Mauleverer's credit was quite
without limut.

Any tradesman for miles around Greyfriars was only too
rlad to oblige the schoolboy m: lionaire to any extent.

Lord Maul: pverer had informed Mres. Mimble at the school,
ond Unecle Clegg in the villuge, that all orders were to be
wit down to hun, and he was hkely to have a very con-
siderable bill to meet at ench ﬁmhlhhrlu nt.

Bunter p:tuanr'T angrily as he saw the crowd in the tuck-
shop 1n the curner of the Close. The little shop was full
to overflowi N,

Removites, and Shell follows.
Recond crammed the shop, and
swarms for thewr turns inside.

Billy Bunter's attempls to push his way through were met
with very decided opposition. It was useless for the Owl of
the Remove to explain that he was hungry, and that lie had
a little list. Nobeody earcid whether he was hungry or not.
and he was pushed back without ceremony. Bunter blinked
wrathfully through his big at the crowd of
juninrs round the school shop.
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"“THE COMPETITION CRAZE AT GREYFRIARS!”

“1 want to get in!

“ 80 do we, and

: “1 say, vou fellows,”™ he protested,

*“1 dara say vou do!’
you'll take vour turn,

““ Oh, really, Snoop—

“I've been waitting half an hour,”
of the Third, "1 rather reckon Mre.
out befors we get "

Bunter zave a gasp of disnay,

“ Sold out !" he cjaculated.

"' Looks like it."

“The .wtuﬂ".-. eoing fast enough,” chuckled Penfold ol
tha Romove., * 1f Mrs. Mimble had knlnlt*: this was coming
hi’l[ i.i l'lﬂ\l hll.l'l 1[Il A '.-I:If"l:.lﬂ.i ‘ﬁtﬂ!i\. I Llll-l."‘r‘

“T'm not roing to wait here till she's mld out,” velled
Bunter., ** Make roon for me, vou fellows. 1've got a litt
of thingw to order.

There was a yvell of derision at the ¢ool request.

" Rats!™

‘“* Buzz off "

“Go and eat coke!"

Bunter puashed forward, trusting to his weight to earrs
him through. But it was a case of no thoroughfare. Bul
strode and Tom Brown of the Remove caught him by the
shoulders, and swung him round, and he went spinning

“Yurooh'!" roured Bunter,

Bump!

Billy Bunter zat down in the Clo-e
and gasped,

" grinned Snoop.
Bunter.”

LL]

gaid Bolsover minot
Mimble will be sold

‘-'lu:ir|!| a ]IIH|| CONRCESSI0m.

By
FRANK RICHARDS.
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*“ Now vou buzz off, you fat bounder!" growled Bulstrode.
" You're not wanted here. You take up the room of two,
and vou're not coming i till everybody else is served.”

“Oh, really, Bulstrode—""

* Seut!” roared Iazeldene,

And Billy Bunter ' scatted.”

The fut Junior moved disconsolately awav. The erowd
eound the tuck-shop was thickenming cvery muinute.  Nugent
minor and a ercowd of Second-Form fugs came tramiping up,
and they strove to push in through the ciowed, snd were

omptly shoved out again. Sammy Bunter of the Second,

illv’s minor, came hurtling oeut of ihe throng, and sat
down near his major, who was juwt meving off. Bunter
blinked at him.

“ No chance of getting in, Sammy "’ he saud,

Sammy  snarvied.

“ Beasts!” ho said. ** I'm going to have another tey™

“I'm not," sand Billy; " Twm going down to the villape,
Mrs. Mimble will be sold out before half those chops hive
got in."

Billy Bunter rolled away towsrds the gates, while Sammy
mule another wvaia attempt to insinuate himself mto the
erowil.

Bunier trampad out into the road to Frinrdule.

He did not ask a prefect for a pass out of gates. A good
many passes had been asked for, aud the prefects had sto)iped
giving them. But Bunter intended to rizk lines, for the
sike of ordering his litile list at the villige tuck-shop,

_He rolled on down the countiy rowd as fast as his fat
little legs could po,

A of rain fell npon his fat face, and then another,
Billy Burter glanced up at the sky. 'The evening was falling,
and a thick cloud was rolling up from the direction of the
sea. Bunter gave a grunt of dismauy,

“Ow! 1 Il get wet! I shall catch cold! Groo!”

It was a sudden shower; in two minutes the rain was
fqllmg thiekly, and the Owl of the Remowve blinked round
bim in search of shelter.

There was a barn a short distunce from the road, and a

ap in the hedge gave access to it. Bunter serambled up
the bank and through the hedge, and plunged into the
barn. The rain was falling hard now, and the fat junior,
puffing with exertion, skook the drops from his clothes in
the shelter of the barn,

“Groo!” he murmured. ** What rotten luck! All the
fault of those rotters who wouldn't let me get into the
tuck-shop. DBeasis!™

It was very dark in the barn. Billy Bunter blinked out of
the nalf-open door at the driving rain, comimg down thicker
and thicker in the gathering gloom. Suddenly he started,
He had caught a sound behind him in the old barn.

Hs looked round apprehensively.

Billy Bunter was not of the stuff of which heroes are

made, and the barn was a loncly place, and the durkness
a him uneasy,

“ Who—who's there?" he stammered nervously,

There was no replv.

But as he listened, in the silence of the barn he heard a
sound of low, suppressed breathing,

He blinked round him through his spectacles in dismay.

“1—1 gay!"" he murmured,

The breathing ceascd,

Bunter moved nearer to the door. But a driving gust of
rain drenched him, and drove him back into the barn.

“ Who—who's there?” muttered Bunter. “1 may, you
may as well show yourself, you know. Is it one of the
fellows?"

He gave a sudden start,

From the dark corner of the barn he caught a gleam of
strange light, and he soon discovered that it was the gleam
of a pair of very bright eyes that were fastened upon him.

He moved towards the door again, with a sudden rush
of fear at his heart, resolved to msk the rain and make for
some other shelter, rather than stay where he was.

There was a sudden movement in the straw piled at the
nli'prner of the barn, and two dim figures I.nmum{ out in the
gloom.

One of them darted across and intercepted Billy Bunter
before he could get to the doorway,

“ Stop!"” said a soft, {oreign-sounding voice.

Bunter stopped, palpitating with terror.

In the dusk of the doorway, he eould see a strongly-bailt
man in seafaring clothes, with a dark, foreign fuce, and
very bright, Piaming black eyes

“I—1I say,” muttered Bunter; “T'm not doing any
harm, you know. I—I didn’t know there was anybody here,
I didn’t mean to intrude. 1—1've got to get back to calling-
over, you know. 1 =

** Stay where you are, nino!"

“ Ye-e-es, certainly!” gasped Bunter,
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very plessed, sir. Certainly. I—I meant to say that Ird
like to stay here, if vou don't mind.”

Ho backed awni‘ from the seafaring man.

A good many foreign sailormen were to be seen at the
fishing tcwn of Pegg at all times, and Bunter had no doubt
thut this was same =eaman from a foreign cship that had
stopped % the little town,

¢ locked a pretty vough character, and Billy Bunter
Eﬁeﬂ him with the greatest unecasiness. It was evident that
the foreign sailorman and his companion bad stopped in the
barn for shelter from the rein, as Bunter had done, but for
some reason they appeared to take exception to Bunter’s
presence therp,

LIhe other man eame Into the light of the doorway. He was
a powerfully-built man, in seafarmg clothes, but did not look
ltke a foreigner. His face was hard aud clear-cut, and tanned
by ﬂl'l_-l': a:]:;d g;?r:n-

" Let the alone, Diega " he saud,

The dark-faced sailorman muttered somcthing in a foreign
tonguea

“ Btuff ! eaid the other.

“But 1 tell you, captain——""

“Pish!”

The foreign senman scowled, apd shruggzed his shoulders.
The man ke had called by the title of captain turned towards
Billy Bunter,

m—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Very Mysterious,

ILLY BUNTER shrank back against the wall of the

barn, his fat face quite white, and his heart thumping

with fear against his fat ribs. The aspect of the foreign

seaman filled him with alarm. He would not have been

surprised to zee the dark-faced sailorman produce a knife from

;—.1;: h;.'.lﬂi. or his belt, and advance upon him with murderous
mnmient,

Billy Bunter was not a hero. The darkness and loneliness
of the old barn, and the fact that the two mysterious strangers
blocked the way to the deor, mude the Owl of the Greyfriars
Remove shiver with dread.

The cajtain regarded him with an intent stare. The foreign
sallorman rummaged in his jacket, and Bunter felt certain
that he was fecling for a knife. He watched the movements
of the sailorman m terror. The swarthy hand came out—
but it held nothing more dangerous than a short black pipe,
which the seaman proceeded to fill, and then light. Bunter
gUVe & gasp of relief.

* Who are you, my boy¥’ asked the captain, in a quict
velee. ** You need not be afraid; there's nothing to be afraid

of, sonmy. You have as much right to take shelter here out
of the rain as we have.”

“ Ye—es,” gasped Bunter.

" Who are you?”

" M-mi-my name's Bunter,” said the fat junior.
to Greyfriars.”

“Greyfriars? What is that-—a church 1"

Bunter grinned a httle.

) No; a schoal!” he said.

_ "Oh! said the captain, slowly, " there is a school here,
is there?”

“Jolly big school ; two hundred and fifty chaps,” said
El“}"‘ Bunter, with some importance. * I'm in the Remove—
that's the Lower Fourth."

“ Aye, aye. Head of your class, I dare zay,” said the
captain, gently.

" Well, T ought to be,” said Bunter, “but there's a lot
of favouritism in these matters, you know., I should ho
captain of the Form by rights.”

The forcign scaman muttered something, in a language of
which Bunter did not understand a word, but which sounded
soft and pleasant to the ear. The captain shook his head im-
patiently.

"“ It is stuff I he said. “ You did not know there was any-
one here when you came into this barn, Grunter—is that your

name "’

* Bunter, sir.”

" K "*:!IE' Bunter! You did not know there was anyone
ere

“0Oh, no, sir.”

" You came from the road?"

" Yes—I1 was going to Friardale to order the grub for our
excursion to-morrow,” Bunter explained. ' Then it came on
to rain ! _

' ;‘"And you did not stay outside, listening, before you came
i

Bunter blinked in astonishment.

* O, certainly not,” he said. ' T wouldn’t do such a thing.
ani:loa;i [ dido’t know there was anybody here talking
ECCretE,
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** Becrets ! exclaimed tle capiain.

The sudden harshness in hiss voice rvobbed Bunter of his
returning confidence. He begun to palpitate neon

“ Nen-nothing, sir,” he stonmered. 1 doan’t suean any-
thing, s, I—1 never mean anvthing, you know. I—I
mean——""

" ¥ou did rot hear us speuking. then®™

** No. sir, not a word.”

“ You see it iz all rizht, Dicgo. The bor was not spring.”

“No lo ereds, senor.”

The captain laughod,

“¥You are a doubting Thomz=, I zusss, Diega” he said;
and Billy Bunter * guessed™ st the =ame tune that the
cuprtain came from across the wide Atluntie. ** It 13 all right,
and you are a fool "

* I'—I shouldn’t think of listening, sir," sud Billy Bunter.
“T1 didn't know there was anyhody here, And what was there
ta listen to, anyway?®”’

“My friend, Diego, was telling me a little stors to whila
avcay the time," explained the captain, *that is all. Is
it not so, Diego?"’

* 81, senor,”

“The rain has come on very suddenly,” the capisin re-
marked. *‘TIs your schoo! a very long way from here, Master
Bunter?” |

“Oh. no; quite near. sir,"” said Bunter, regoimng confidesce
at the friendly tone of the sea-captain. * It's rotren! I w
lasts over to-morrow, it will muck up our excuraton.””

*Ah!  Yon are going vpon an excursion®’ said the cap-
tain. pleasantly. as he lighted a cigar.

“* Yes, rather,” said Bunter, quite willing to talk about
Limself, and impress these seamen with a due tdes of his
importance. ““Certainly!  The whole school! T'm really
getting the affair up—myself, and my friend, Lord M"‘.L'EIE'
verer! We're going to have a day out—the whole giddy
school !

The captain gave him a curious glance.

““The whole school?”" he said.

“Yes!"

“A picnie, I suppose,
suggested,

“(Oh, no: a day out in meotor-cars.”

“You will want a lurq.;u number of cars to accommodate
so manyg, | should think,” said the captain, smiling.

“Bix special motor-ommbuses,” said Bunter m-
portantly.

“Truly?”

“Yes, rather. They're coming down from Courtficld to the
school at ten in the morning. {.nt of responsiility tor me,”
said Bunter. * Of course, I have to take on practically all
the management. Lord Mauleverer is a very close fricnd
of mine.” .

“Two hundred and Lfty bovs in six motor-"buses!"” said
the captain. * That will be a very large party!”

“ Oh, the more the merrier,"” said Bunter. ** 1 shall spare
no expense to make the outing a big success.™ )

“That is very generous of you, young gentleman. Your
schoolfellows must be very much sttached to you,” said the
captain, smoothly,

Billy Bunter nodded. _

“ Yes, I'm very popular in the school,” he said. **There's
a lot of personal jealousy, of course, But I'm very popular;
yartly because I take so much trouble for the other fellows.
i‘m getting up this excursion regardless of e:pmjnse.l'.*

“ And you start at ten o'clock in the morning?

“That's s0."

“In six motor-ommbuses?”

“ Just so!”

“* And they come from Courtheld?” _

“ Yes," said Bunter, a little surprised by the keen interest
the captain appeared to take in the details of the matter.
“The chauffeurs will bring them over from the garage ut
Courtfield, and arrive at Greyfriars at ten. Then we start.”

“ You are much to be envied,” said the captain.

“ Ves, 1 intend to have an absolutely ripping time,” said
Bunter. _ . )

“1 hope you will, my young friend.” ) _

“ We're going all round the country, and we're going to
stop and feed at various places,” said Bunter. * We're going
to take plenty of grub in the cars in case of secidents. It will
run Lord Mauleverer into a couple of hundred ﬂmd. if a
penny—ahem | —1 mean Lord Mauleverer and me.

“ Your friend must be very rich.” .

“ Rolling in money,”" said Bunter, as boastfully as if the
money were his own, ‘* He's a millionaire, you know; tha
richest chap at Greyfriars. Coker says he was gomng to
stand a biz exeursion like this if he'd found the smuggler's
treasure, but—"

The captain started.

“The what?' he exclaimed.

“The smuegeler's treasurs,

“Indeed! What is thar " _ :

“(Oh, you haven't heard of it." s1id Bunter. " It's a story
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about a treasure buried in a cave at Pegg. They say thak

(Captain Firebrace, the smuggler, nsed to run cargoes in the
caves along the coast here, and he buried ten thousand
guincas, in gold, to save them from the revenue officers. That
was an awful long time ago. Of course, only an ass like
U'nkapr would believe such a yarn. They planted a dummy
¢lue on him, and he went searching in the cave for the
gminens,  He, ho, he!”

The captain laughed, oo, very heartily,

“1 suppose nobody believes such a queer story!™™ he re
marked.

Bunter chuckled,

“No fear. I don't, anywav, [t's all rot, of course. Bome
of the chaps explore the caves on half-holidars, looking for the
treasure. They've never found any. He, he, ha!”

The captain glanced out of the door.

“The rain has stopped,” he said.

“Good!"” said Bunter. *“I'll he off I"

“ Good-night, my young friend! You have entertained me
very much.”

“ Oh, good-night,”” said Bunter.

The fat junior had forgotten his fears of the sailormen; but
he was glad fo get out of the barn. They stood aside for him
to pass, and he plunged through the deep dusk in the direec-
tion of the road.

“1 guess that's queer, Diego!” said the captain.

The Spanish seaman growled.

“* The whelp was spving,” he said.

“1 guess not."

“Then why did he speak about the treasure of Captam
Firebrace?'

The caplain shrugzed his shoulders,

“You are a fool, Diegs,” he said. “If he had known that
we had beon speaking about that. he would certainly not have
mentioned it. Diega. this was a lucky meeting for us.”

Tho seaman looked przzled.

“You don't understand?’ asked the captain.

** No, senor.”

The captain laughed.

“You heard what the bory said of the exeursion to-morrow
—two hundred and fifty boys, 1n six motorcars?”

T '&"“ﬁ:l“.

“Tt will be a pleasant excursion, Diego. Why should we
not join it?" )

The seaman stared at his captain as if Le suspected him of
taking leave suddenly of his senses 4

i. you are mad,” he said. ‘ What do you mean?

The captain laughed azain.

“1 guess it'a dry now,” he said.
moving. Come on!" _

And the two strange sailormen quitted the barn. Mean.
while Billy Bunter was hurryving to the tuckshop in Friardale,
where he astonished Uncle Clegg by the extent and variety
of his orders.

“It's time we were

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Feed for Nothing,

" AIN 1" said Bob Cherry, with a grunt.
“Rain! Oh, rotten!"
** Beastly !’
“Yaas, begad!” o )
The juniors looked out of the dripping windows into the
weeping close of Greylriars, ) .
The rain coming on with the evening filled them with
diamay. i
If it lasted over the morrow the great excursion planned
by Lord Mauleverer & £'o. would have to be abandoned.
A rainy day would rpake an end of the great plans the whole
of Greyviriars had been laying for the morrow. _ .
“ Rotten ! said Harry Wharton. * But I dare say it will
clear up before to-morrow ! U*‘h A
“ The vottenfulness is terrific ! said Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh. _
Fﬁll-ms wet and angry came in from the school shop with
their collars turned up round their necks. ) |
Qome who had been down to Uncle Clegg's in the villa
were wetter still when they came in. wilvy, one of the
crowd from the village, :;'a-; grinning, however, as he cama
in and shook off the raindrops.
“ Wherefore that gurgle?' demanded Bob Cherry.
‘“ Biegsed if T see anything to cackle at.”
Ogilvy chuckled. _
“&f.;u haven't seen Bunter," he replied.
“ Bunter! Where is het"”
“In the rain." o
“ Ha, ha, in ! Did he go down to Uncle Clege's?
“Yes. I passed him on the road coming back,” grinned
Ogilvy. *“ He's laden up to the chin with packages, udﬂhu
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can havdly walk., The ruin stopped for a bit and came on
again exten hard just as he came out of Friardale., I was
runtung, but Bunwer eouldn’t run, He wanted mie to take
somo of his parcels. 1 had enough of my own 1o carey, and
l wasn't taking any. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Where 1s he now?” usked Vernon-Bmith,

“1 left him half-way i the lane.”

“* Poor old Buntey ™

“ He won't leave uny of the parcels behind if they've gob
grub in them,” grinned Frank Nugent. ** He'll stick to them
Heke grmn death, Let's wateh for him. ™ _

The rain was falling thickly in the Close now, and dashing
against the windewe of the old house,

Chitaide, all was dark and wet., :

The juniors erowded in the lighted doorway, watching for
Bounter. The sound of heavy feet flopping through the wet
vame from the shadows of the Close, anH there was a yell
from some of the juniors,

** Here ho is!"

“Come on, Bunter!"

“Buck vp for the last lap ™

" Ha, ha, hat”

A weary form eame tramping and staggeiring through the
rain, It was Billy Bunter, lﬁ- was simmly drepched with
rain, and rain wus ronning down his fat face. He was so
laden with packages and parcels of ull sorts und sizes that he
bad almost disappearcd frem view under ihem, and the
parcols were as drenched as the Owl of the Remove was.

*1lalle, hallo, hallo!"™

“ Hero ho is!"

* Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter staggered into the doorway, and stvod there
wasping, pouring with rain,

“Owl Okl 1 say, vou fellows!"

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“"Grooh! I'm wet!"

“You look damp,” grinned Bulstrode.

“Ow, and my H.T'E'E'ﬁ are wet, too!"
" Ha, ha, ha! The dough-nuts are running '™ velled Snoop.
" The jam tarts are running, too. There's Jam all over
your bags:, Bunter,"

nﬂw:H n

** Ha, ha, ha!" .

" Let me take some of the parccls for you, Billy," said
Sammy Bunter,

Billy Bunter blinked at his minor.

" You gerroff ' he growled. * You are not going to snesk
any of my grub.™

And Billy Bunter tramped upstairs to the Removo passage,
leaving a trail of mud and vain behind him.

The juniors yelled with laughter, and some of them fullowed
Billy Bunter to his study, perhaps to lond him assistance.

Bunter piled his parcels on the study table, and growled
with angry dismay as they squashed one into another,

“Ow! The jam tarts are all done in! Oh! The puffs
are all spoded| DBlow the rain! Ow! What rotten luck!
Grooh !

**Ha, ha, ha!’

*Oh, shut up, you fellows,” said Buntor. * One of vou
might go and get me a towel, I think. Ow. and & chango
of clothes. Go and fetch Mauly's dressing-gown for nie,
une of yvan. Ow ™

"“"What would Mauly sav®’ chuckled Johnny Bull.

“"Ow, I'm wet! Grooh! Where's that towel?"

** Plenty of towels in the dorm.” said Snoop.

* Girooh !

Billy Bunter rolled out of his studv, and pulled the door
shut behind him and Jocked it, not caring to trust his
treusures to the Removites.

* Lemme help you upstairs, Bunter, old man,” said Bolsover
mijor ki"d]ty'

** Thanks I grunted Bumier.

Bolsover helped him up the upper staircase.  His
slipped, and he fell, dragging Bunter down with him.
fat junior roared.

“Uw, you clumsy asa! Yow! Gerroff!"

Bolsover was sprawling over the Owl of the Remove, and
he sremed in no hurry to get off.

“Yow! Help! Ah! dzh L

" Your fault," said Belsover, picking himsclf up in a
leisurely way. * You ean go up without my help now, you
fat duffes”

" Grooh! Ass! Yah!” _

Bunter framped on upstairs to the Remove dormitory,
where he stripped off s soaking clothes and towelled down
his fat person, Boelsover major returned to the group of
Jumiors in tho passuge, and held up a key.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" roarcd Vernon-Sniith.
away from Bunter?'

Bolsover major nodded.
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*Did you get that

“Yes, who wants a feed 1™

““Ha, ha, hat”

"“1 do.”

“And I

" Yes, rather (™

“Go [T

Bolsover major opened the study dosre,

The juniors ecrowded in. A dozen fellows erammed them-
sclves into the room, and some of them started on the catables
on the spot, and some carvied them off to safer quartors, to
be devoured at leisure.  All the things were wet through, and
the buns and terts and cakes were simply squashy masses,
but the goods contained in jars and tins and boxes were still
i good condition, and they were quickly raided.

In ien minutes there was nothing left of Bunter's big supply
save a osticky mass of indigestibility upon his study tuble,
and some cmpty tine and jurs and bottles,

Then the Removites, chuckling, erowded out,

Balsover major locked the door.

“ What's that for?' asked Hazeldeno,

“I'm going to put the key back into Bunter's pocket.™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“He will think the ghost of Greyfriars has bolied his
thinga,” grinned Russell,

Bolsover ascended to the dormitory. Billy Bunter was
putting on his dry clothes. and the wet ones lay on tho foor.
Bolzovir picked up the jacket, shipping the key into the
pocket as he did so.

“Can 1 help vou, “Want
these thingy dried®’

Y OL, they'll dry,” said Bunter. “1 want that jacket,
though. T put the key of my study in the insido pocket.”

Ul get it out for you,™

“limme the jueket,” said Bunter suspiciously,

“Oh, all right 1"

Bolsover major tossed the wet jacket to DBunter, and it
f'rling round his fat face. The Owl of the Romove gave &
velp.

“Ow! You asze!"

Bolsover luughed and quitted the dormitory. Bunter dis-
entangled the jacket from his head, and felt in the pocket,
The key was there, sure enough, and he traneferred it to the

packet of the jacket he was wearing. Then he rolled out of
tie dormitory,

Bunty?" he asked, politely.

_— e —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Bunter is Astonished,

CROWD of juniors were waiting outside the locked
H study in the Remove passage.
The story of Bolsover major's little joke had passed
round, and the juniors were curious to see how Billy
Bunter would take the loss of his great feed,

A sniff came from the fat Removite as he saw the crowd
waiting.

I osay, voun fellows, what do you want " he asked.

*Feed " said Tom Brown.

. " Look here, you can go to the tuckshop if you want feed-
mmg—""

“* Mrs. Mimble's sold out,” said Hazeldene.

“Well, I had 10 go down to Uncle Clegg's in Frinrdale,
and you can do the same thine if you want tuck," said Billy
Bunter crossly. ““You can all order what you like, to be
put on Lord Mauloverer's acoount,'

" But yvou've got enough to ge round.”” sajd Tom Brown,

" Look here, you New Zealand bounder, I'm not standing
& feed!" exclaimed the Owl of the Remove indignantly.
“What do vou'mean? Just clear off I”

The juniors grinned.

1 suppose we can wait here if we like," said Stott. “If
you're not going to feed us, we can see you feed, at least, 1
Euppose.”’

“¥You want to rush in when I open the door.” growled
Bunter, taking the key from his pocket. 1 know your
little game.™

‘““Ha, ha, ha "

" Look here, you sheer off !
is mine !

" But vou can't eat that lot, Bunter,"” urged Bulstrode.

“Yes, I ean: a lot of it has been spoiled by the rain,™
said Bunter. I can manage all the rest, and 1 expeet 1 shall
be hungwy when I've finished. You buzz off "

The junicrs exchanged grinning glances, and did not maove.

Bunter stood by the locked door, key in hand, in a tor-
mented state of indecision. He was very hungry, and very
anxious to get at the consgnment of good t ings he had
placed in the study; but he did not venture to open the door.
He was very much afraid of a general rush on the part of the
Remayites,

There was a heavy foolstep in the passage, and Coker, of
the Fifth, came along. Potter and Greene were with him,

BUY THE “MAGNET!”

What I've got in thut study



il

7
';

Che “INagnet”™

LIBRARTY.

]

—t

ONE
PENNY,

|

Y

‘8 -i:'.i" A s g

Zits

AT | gl o B i

K7,

above incident see the g
MERRY & CO. IN IRELAND,"”

“Spalpeen, gossoon !" said Arthuor Augustus, agreeably, wondering what was the cause of the frightiul

expression that was overspreading the stranger's face,
the stranger, * shure, if ye're looking for a black oie, it's Mike Milligan that can oblige ye!"”
rand, long, complete tale of the Chums of St. Jim's, eatitled: ** TOM
which is contained in rthis week's
companion paper, ** The Gem "' Library. Out on Thursday. Price One Penny.)

'Il]'
g,
-
e T

.
1:.~i'-'r T-"'.:_

o

“ Phwat did ye say?" roared

“ Cruikseen lawn!" r
(For the

issue of our popular

“Hallo ! said Coker. * What's the trouble here? You
kids having a row 1"

Wi -‘:.u.l:i !l‘l‘

* Burz off, you Fifth bounders "'

“Go and eat coke!”

** Lun away and eatee cokee !

*'I say, vou fellows!"” exclaimed Bunter eagerly. 1T say,
Coker! I’ve got a ripping feed in here, and those bounders
want to rush it. Btand by me. and keep 'em out, and you
three can come in, if you lhike!l”

Coker & Co. grinned,

“Good egg!"” said Coker, " We'll keep "em out!”

Y s, ratﬁer!” said Potter. _

‘“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Removites.

“What are you cackling at?” demanded Coker, rather
puzzl-d. -

“We want 1o see you feed,” said Tom Brown blandly.

“Ha, ha, ha " _ _ .

Socure in the protection of the Fifth-Formers Billy
Punter unlocked the study door, and held it open for Coker &

Co. to» enter.

The chums of the Fifth, frowmnz at the hilarious
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Romovites, passed into the study, and Dilly Bunter slammed
the door shut. The jumors 1in the passage simply yolled in
anticipation of Coker & Cn."s feelings when they saw the kind
of feed the ratders had left in Bunter's study.

Coker, Potter, and Greene locked at the sticky mass on
the tuble, and then they looked at Billy Bunter, The short-
sighted Owl of the Remave did not immediately notice what
had happened to his fooed.

“Where's the grub?" demanded Coker.

** There it 1s,"" said Bunter, 1n surprise.

(‘oker glanced again at the sodden buns, and tarts, and
pulfs, and snorted.

“ Where?" he roared.

“On the table, of course !"

“What! Do you mean to say that wyou've asked us in
here to eat this stul " shouted Greene.

“Yes, certainly, What's the matter with 1t?" demanded
Huntor.

“ Matter with it ! exclaimed Coker. * Look '™

Ile grasped the Owl of the Remove by the back of the
collar, a.ndl dragged him towards the table, and pushed his

By
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fat face down towards the eticky mass, Billy Bunter
wrigglod in the powerful grusp of the Fifth-Former.

“Ow! Leggo! Qh!™

" Look at st " roared Coker furiously.

" Moy nunt!” gasped Bunter, looking blankly at the
hela:.lp on the table,

@ wondered whether he was dreaming for & moment.

He had left piles and piles of good things on the table in
the study, as well as that sticky wreckage; but it was only
the heap of stickiness that wus Kaft.

" 1—I don’t understand this!" panted Bunter. *“ I—I left
a lot of things here—all kinds of things! They're gone!
The door was locked all the time I was in the dorm. You
saw mo uinlock it myself.”

" Yes, I saw you,” growled Coker.

“I—1I don’t see how anybody could have got into the
study,” said Bunter, in bewilderment. * It—it must have
been a g-g-ghost, T think.”

" You cheeky young sweep!” said Coker.
idea of a jape on the %‘J’.ﬁ:ht suppose.’”

“0Oh, really, Coker—""

. We'll j-::uﬂ_v well teach you not to be so funny,’ said Coker.
*Shove his fat chivey into it, vou fellyws.”

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!"

“Ow!"” roared Bunter. “Leggo! Oh! Grrriroocooh !"

Coker, Potter, and Greene graspea the Owl of the Remove,
and he was foreibly bent over the table, and his fat face was
jammed down into the sticky mass,

Bunter gurgled and struggled furiously,

But the more he struggled, the deeper his fat countenance
was ground into the wet and sloppy remains of tarts, and
buns, and cake.

Jam and crumbs covered his face and his spectacles, and
il_mlcl;zcl_ up his nose and eyes and mouth, and clung lovingly to

is hair,

“Groooh !"" murmured Bunter, in a muffled voice. *“ Grooh !
Leggo, you beads! Let nie do! Ow! I'be jogig!"

“There!"” gaid Coker, giving Bunter a last shove, which
i'nmmd the end of his fat little ncse on the table. * There!

ou won't be so funny apain!”

And Coker & Co. strode angrily from the study.

“ You haven't fed!” exclaimed Tom Brown, in surprise.
“Don't you like the grub{”

** Ha, ha, ha|”

The Fifth-Formers strode awav without deigning to reply.

Billy Bunter rolled away from the table, clawing frantically
at the mass of stickmess that encumbered his features.

“Oocooop !" he mumbled. * Help! I'be jogig !"

i Hﬂq -hﬂ-. ha !I™

The sight of Bunter was too much for the Removites.

They shrieked.

Billy Bunter came out of the studv, clawing at his face, and
the juniors staggered away down the passage in various

stages of hysterics.
“Helb! Groo! Ah! Grooh !

** This i= your

“Helb " moaned Bunter.

““ Ha, ha, ha !"

Bunter clawed ‘and dabbed at his face frantically, and sue-
ceeded in clearing his eyes, and then he wiped his spectacles
and adjusted them sgain upon his sticky nose.

Then, in a state equally divided between amazement and
rage, he rolled into his study again to search for the missing
eatables,

But he found them nof.

"“It—it must have been a ghost I the Owl of the Remove
gasped. ** The—the study's ﬁaunted! The door was locked
all the time! The blessed place must be haunted !

There was a fresh yell from down the passage.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter glared along the Remove passage.

" Look here, you fellows, who's taken my tommy "

“Ha, ha, ha [

“ How did you get in, you beasts?"

“ Ha, ha, ha !
Ow! Yah!™

“Yah! DBeasts!

““Ha, ha, ha "

" Better go and get a wash, Bunty,” eaid Tom Brown, with
the tears of merriment streaming down his face, * You look
jammy ™'

o Tﬂe jamfulness of the honourable Bunter is terrific.”

“ Buntee velles sticky,” murmured Wun Lung. * Better
washee, me tinkee.”

“You—vou rotters!
bellowed Bunter.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Buonter, with a wrathful glare at the hysterical
juniors, rolled away. It took him quite a long time to get
the jam and other stickiness off his face aond his ears, ang his
hair. Then he went up and down the Remove passage in
search of a good Bamaritan. But feeds were evidently off.

There were signs in hall the studies he looked into of
rARY.—No. 236.
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recent feeding, but only empty jars and botiles and tins
remained, and there was nothing for Billy Bunter.

It wes in vain that he went to and fro, seeking what he
might devour. There was nothing to be devoured, and after
all his great preparations for a really record feed BiH
Bunter had ro wait till supper-time, and then regale himself
upon bread and cheese, and by the time he had it he was
glad enough of even that,

And there was a fresh outburst of merriment on the part
of the Removites when they saw Billy Bunter at the supper-
tuble negotiating the bread and cheese,

e, W —.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Off.

ORE than one of the Greyfriars fellows awcke in the

M night, and listened for the rain, but they were

comforted at not hearing the drops on the dormitary

windows. By the time the morning dawned the
clouds had passed away, and a burst of summer sunshine
greeted the Remove when they turned out at the clang
of the rising-bell,

Bob Cherry was the first up in the Remove dormitory,
and he ran to the window, and mounted there and looked
out.

“Ripping morning !” he exclaimed. “First chop! It's
going to bz a fine day !

“ Hurray'!"

‘“ Begad, that's good ! said Lord Mauleverer,

And the Remaove turned out in good spirits.

The rest of Greyfriars looked very cheerful when they
gathered in the big dining-hall for breakfast.

The morning was beautifully fine, and the fellows were
looking forward to a merry day spent in the open air.

They finished making their littls preparations for the dn};l‘ 5
outing, after breakfast, while waiting for the arrival of the
ears.

Towards ten o'clock, the hour fixed for the arrival of the
cars, s crowd of fellows went down to the school gates to
look for them,

Ten o'clock struck from the old tower, but the ¢ars were
not yvet in sight from the direction of Courtfield.

: t" | alle, hallo, hallo!" Bob Cherry exclaimed. “ They'ro
ate !

* No sign of "em yet!” said Frank Nugent, locking down
the road.

" Begad, no!"

“The latefulness of the esteemed chauffeurs is terrific !™

remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh. *“ Perhaps there has
been an esteemed bust-up on the road.”

““0h, cheese it, you giddy Job's comforter !

" Let's E-::. along and look for them ! suggested Nugent.

“*Oh, t &3{"11 be along soon!”

Coker & Co. came down to the gates.

“* Not here yet!"” exclaimed Coker.

““ Not yet, Bmoker, old man!"” said his lordship.

“Coker, you ass!"

*“Ha, ha, hal”

** Blessed if we ought to be kept waiting like this!" saia
DPotter.

“ Hard cheese, Rotter!" said Lord Mauleverer politely.

Potter frowned.

“ Potter, you idiot !"" he carrected.

“¥eas; I meant Potter, you idiot !"

“ Look here, you silly ags——"

“ Not coming yet?" demanded Temple, of the Fourth,
coming along with Fry and Dabney and Scott, of his Form.
“They're late.”

i YEI.I-.”

s -IYWPP':'“ you gave them instructions properly 1™

[T IH.'IH-. L]

“Well, they're late!” growled Temple.

“Oh, rather " grunted Dabney.

*“Yuoas'

“1 exyect you've made some bungle about it!"™ said
Coker.

“Ynaas."

“What !"

“Yans—I mean, no! T expect they'll come soon.
time I" said his lordship cheerily.

Lots of
“Don't be impatient,

Broker—"
“You silly fathead! My name's Coker!"”
“Ha, ha, hai"

“I say, you fellows'" said Billy Bunter, " some of you
might run along and see if the cars are coming ! There may
have been an accident !”

Harry Wharton looked up the road towards the town of
Courtheld.

T?ltr:ru wane no sign of the expected cars upon the long white
FO#aq.

The fellows were beginning to get very impatient. Lord

MARTIN CLIFFORD, In this Thursday's
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Mauleverer's carelessness in making arrangements was well
known.

“The ass has told them tomorrow b
Coker. *Ilid you order the ecars
Mauleverer ¥

“Yaas; I «distinetly said to-morrow !

“What! Then—"

“ But it was vesterday, you know, that I said it,” his
lordship cxplained.

“You ass—""'

“ Begad, you know

The gquarter rang oul from the clock-tower. The Grey-
friars fellows exchanged looks of exasperated impatience.

“Quarter of an hour late!" exeluamed Harry Wharton.
“It's queer! I saw the chap who came down from the
garage vesterday, and he understood plainly enough that the
cars were to be here at ten o'clock this morning.

“T say, you fellows—" )

“ Let's get along the road, and look for them !" said Harry
Wharton.

““Right you are!"

A dozen more juniors went out into the read, and walked
down towards Courtfield. They had not proceeded far when
there was a sound of tooting on the road, and Bob Cherry
uttered an exclamation :

“There they are!"

“Thank goodness!"

_Il;lnund a bend of the highroad the foremost car came in
siprht.

It was a towering motor-omnibus, capable of accommo-
dating a great number of passengers inside and out.

It swung on down the road, and after it came another
and auother, till six of the huge vehicles were in sight, in a
procession,

The Greviriars junicrs stopped in the road, and watched
them come on.

Wharton held up his hand as the foremost 'bus reached
the spot where they were standing.

“ You can take us on to the school,” he called out to the
chauffeur. “ We came to look for you. You're latel”

“Yos, sir.” _

And the juniors clambered on behind the car without
waiting for it to stop, and swung on towards the gates of
Greyfriars.

A cheer from the crowd there greeted the appearance of
the procession of motor-"buses.

They were certainly very handsome turn-outs Fach had
a uniformed chauffcur in charge, sitting sedately at the
steering-wheel,

The head-chauffeur jumped down as he brought the fore-
most 'bus to a halt, and touched his peaked cap to the
Gireviriars fellows,

“1s Lord Mauleverer here?"" he nsked.

The schoolboy millionaire came forward.

“ Yaas, my man,'' he said.

The chauffeur touched his eap again.

“1 was ordered to report to you, sir."

Lord Mauleverer looked at him,

“ Vou are not the man who drove me before," he remarked.

“ No, sir—1 mean, no, my lord !" _

“ 1 understood it was to be the same man in charge. I
believe I said so." _

“] was put on to the job, sir,”” said the man respectfully.
“T think you can rely upon me, sir."”

““ Oh, yaas! What's your name?"

“ Tadd, sir—William Tadd!"

“ Very well, Tadd. It's all right.”

“Thank you, sir!"

The news that the cars had arrived was soon spread
over the school, and the Greyfriars fellows came out In
crowds to take their places.

The Sixth Form had a car to themselves, and so did the
Fifth, but the juniors piled on without regard to dignified
seclusion.

The whole crowd was in great spirits.

Innumerable lunch-baskets and bags were piled on the cars,
almost the only fellow without a personal supply being Billy
Bunter.

Dr. Locke came out to see the fellows off.

There was a kind smile on the good old doctor's face as
he waved his hand from the gate to the joyous crowd as the
motor-'buses started.

With a cheer the cars rolled down the long white road.

“OF at last!” said Bob Cherry. ** Well, we're only half
an hour late, and that's jolly good, considering that
Maulevorer made the arrangements !’

‘*“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Lord Mauleverer & Co. were in the leading car. Lord
Mauuleverer lecaned down the front to speak to the chauffeur.

“ Gadd "" He began.

“Tadd, sir!"

“Yaas, ] mean Tadd! Go through the village!"

Tadd was turning the car to take the road past the Black
Pike towards the bay.

“ Road's up, sir,” said Tadd.
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“Is it?" exclaimed Dilly Dunter.
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“The rain, sir,” =aid Tadd respectfully.
Conrthield that the road was un”

“Well, vou'll have to go round, then, my dear fellow,”
siid Lord Mauleveroer.

“Yes, sir! Ay, ay, sir!” _

And the car rolled on, with the rest of the procession in :i8
wake, They disappeared from the view of Dr. Locke, stand-
ing at the school gates, and the Head turned back towards
the School House. Hae little dreamed of what was to happen
before he saw the Greyimars boys again.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Yanished School,
GREYFHIAHE was very quict that day.

Almost the whole of tho school had gone on Lord
Mauleverer's exoursion.

Most of the masters went out for the day, also, und
it was late in the afterncon when Dr. Locke returned, and
the dusk was falling on the old school.

He met Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, in the hall
as Lie came in.

“ The boys have not come back yet, I sce, Mr. Quelch !" he
remarked.

“ No, sir,”” said the Remove-master.

H" E] gave thein instructions to be back by dark,” said the
pal.

““They lLave gone a long way, sir,” said the Remove-
master, with a smile. * Perhaps they will be a littie late
i returning.

“ You doubtless.  After all, whole-holidays do not come
overy weck, and we may allow them a little latitude,” the
Head remarked.

And he went into his study.

Darkness fell upon Greyirars,

It had been a glorious summer day, and if the Greyfriars
fellows were having a good time, and bhad gone far abeld, it
wins not surprising of they overstayed their time a hittle.

Biut when it had been 1{.‘“‘1«. an hour, and there was still no
sign of the boys returning, Mr. Quelch iirl:l'r a little anxious.

Ho went down to the gatcs, across the dusky Close, and
spoke to Gosling, the school-porter.

““ No one has come bagk yet, Goshng ?"" he asked.

“No, sir,” said Goslhing.

“It i3 a littie straonga'! They are vory late!"™ said Mr.
Quelch. “ Please let me know as =oon us you sce anything
of the cars, Gosling.”

L L YE'S-. !.ir.l’

And Mr. Quelch returned to the School House.

Gosling grunted.

“ Which the young rips won't be 'ome till late,” he mur-
mured. * Wot I says is this "ere, I shouldn't be surprised if
they don’t turn up till near midnight, that's wot I says.”

Another hour passed, and the ocars had not come 1n.

About ten o'clock Mr. Quelch came down to the gates
?gnin, and now therc was a shadow of real anxiety upon his
.

It was past bedtime for the junior Forms, and it was
certainly very singular that the holiday-makers had not
come in.

If the juniors had been on the excursion aslone, Mr.
Quelch could have understood it better; but all the seniors
were with them, and with the whole body of school prefects
in the party it was certainly singular that the cars had not
returned.

"' Nothing seen of them yet, Gosling 1" asked Mr. Quelch.

* Nothin’, sir.”

“1t is very strango

““ Yes, sir."’

Mr. Quelch went to the Head's study. Dr. Locke was
there, very busy upon his Horace, of which he was
schoming & new edition which was to put all previous
editions of Q. Horatius Flaccus into the sﬂlde. Dr. Locke
had been so deeply buried in his Horace thut he had for-
gotten the passage of time, and, indecd, the fact that the
whole achool was absent at all.

“Pray excuse me, sir,” said the Remove-master. ".I
thought it better to tell you that the boys have not returned.”

Dr. Locke atarted.

“Dear me! Not returped yet—any of them!”

** None, sir.”

“ What is the time!"

“ A quarter-past ten.” :

“Dear me! That is very singular!"

The Head laid down his pen and locked anxiously at
Mr. Queich.

“ Very singular indeed!" said Mr. Queleh. "I cannot
understand it at all, Of course, there may have bueqﬂ B

1
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breakdown of the cars—perhaps all of them. But in that

case it would have been easy for Wingate or Courtney o
senid o telegram here”

‘“ And there has been none "

“No, sir.”

" Extraordinary {"

_“ It is so extraordinary that T eanunot help feeling alarned,

wr,’ said Mr. Queich. It scems impossible that any
sccident can have happened to so large a party. Two
bundred and fifty boys, with all the prefeets with thewm,
oould hardly get 1uto any serious trouble,"

“7T should tﬁiul{ not,” suid the Hend.

" But why have they not returned—or, at least, inferined
us of the cause of their delay 1"

“ It is amazing |V

* What shall be done, sir?"

Dr. Locke rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

“1 hardly seo that anything can be done.”" ho said. ** Tt
would scarcely bo useful to send Gosling 1o lcok for them.
We don’t know where they may he—perhaps twenty nuiles
avay if there has been an accidint to the cars.”

“Umite so, sir”

* Wo can only wait for them to come back.”

“ Very well, sir. I can sugpgest nothing better, certainly.”

And Mr. Quelch left the study.

Dr. Locke plunged into Horace again, but Mr. Queolch
did not seck any oceupation. He wns very anxious. It
scomed impossible that any misfortune could have happened
to 50 great a crowd of fellows—and vet, where were they |

Eleven o'clock struck !

Mr. Quelch went down te the gates again, and remained
there, with an anxious brow, looking out into the shadowy
road.

The minutes dragged by.

Twelve o'clock |

Midnight )

“Good heavens!™ murmured Mr. Quelch.
bhave happened "

He returned to the Head's study.

He foumd Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, and Mr.
Capper, of the Faurth, with the Head. All of them wero
Jocking very anxious, and the Head had ceased to devote
bie attention to Horace now,

“They have not come?" exclaimed the Head, as Lhe
Remove master entered the study.

Mr. Queleh shook his hend.

" No, sr.”

** And no word has been received

“No, sir.”

* Extraordinary :

The masters looked at one another in great disquietude,
It was amazing and unsetthng. That something untoward
had happened was certain now ; and yet, if there had been a
porious. accident, why had they not heard of it? It was
inconceivable that anv aceident eould
have happened to disable cvery member
of so numerous a party and provent a
wire from being sent to Greviriars.

““ Tt cannot be an accident,” Mr. Prout
psid. "I cannot imagine what it means.
Neither can it be a prank, for the pre-
feets would not enter into such a thing.”

“ It ls simply unaccouatable,” said Mr,
Capper.

They waited. _

One o'clock boomed out on the still
night air.

- A light shower of rain began to fall in
the Close, cooling the sir after the heat
of the day.

No one thought of poing to bed.

Gosling was up, with a light burning in
his ledge. FEven Goslmg was feeling
anxious now. Mr. Queleh left the School
House to go down to the village, to ascer-
tain if anything had been seen of the ox-
cursion there, Mr. DProut volunteered
to walk over to Pegg, and Mr, Capper to
g0 to Courthield.

Dr. Locke sat up to wait for them to
return.

The dawn was creeping up the castern
eky wlen they came in. There was no
eirn of the boys. Alr. Quelch was the
birst to return.

He had inquired at the police-station
in Iriardale, and nothing had been seen
there of the cars. It was only known that
they had mot passed through the village
en their way atter leaving the school.
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. Mr. Prout came back from Pegg, tired and sleepy, and o
little cross.  He had no news,

(f the ll:-en:un,a he had been able to inquire of in the
fishing village on the bav, no one knew enything of Lhe
CXCUrsion,

Finally, Mr. Capper eamme back from Courtficld, The
Greyfriars masters gave him a look of ecager inquiry as he

cumig i, but his expression told that he had no news of the
nuesing school,

" I have been to the garage in Courtficld,” he said. “ The
night-watchman informed me that nothing had been heard
of the ears, or of the chaulfeurs in charge of them, They
were anwzed at the garage at the cars not having returned.”

:‘ It is, indeed, amazing 1" said the Head.

. The boys certainly did not pass through Courtfield,”
satd Mr. Capper. *“That is all that is known."

* Extraordinary "

"I have also seen lnspector Grimes at Courtfield Police-
stution, and he will come over if you need him, sir."
Dr. Locke nodded.

“I suppose the police must be ealled in to search for the
boys!" he exclaimed.  “This is » most remarkable oceur-
rence—a complete mystery ! Tt secins lmpossible that anv-
thing can have happened to them, but there is no alternative
but to make a search."

The sun vose higher in the sky, and the bright summer
sunshine streamed down upon the Close of Greyiriars,

A new day had come; but it did not licht th .
busy scene at the old school, . ot hght up the usual

'IThl,E Close was deserted; the Form-rooms were empty and
silent.

Where were the Greyfriars fellows?

——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
No News!

R. LOCKE rang up Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield, on
the telephone, carly in the morning, and had a long
talk wiath lfun. The inspector was as amarzed ns tho
Head of Greyfriars. ut he promised that scarch

should bo made instuntly for the missing school.

It was about hall-past mne when Inspector Grimnes made
his appearance at Greyfriars, with a very serious and per-
plexed expression upon his ruddy face.

Protter showed him at onee inte the Head's presenco.
Dr. Locke was pale with anxiety.

" You have news for me, I hope, Mr, Grimesi” he eox-
claimed.

**1 have news, sir,”
boys, though.”

** Nothing has been heard of them

* Nothing, sir.”

.. Then what have you to tell me 1"

We have found the chauffeurs who

were gont in charge of the cars, sir."

"“Indeed! Then they can tell us—"

" Nothing of the boys, sir. I will ex-
phun.‘ The car company in Courtfield
sent six cnrs, with a chauffeur in charge
of each. The head chauffeur was a man
named Williams, who has driven Lord
Mauleverer before, The manager as-
sures me that the cars were sent off in
time yesterday to arrive here at ten
o'clock in the morning, and as I learned
from Mr. Capper that they did not arrive
till half-past ten, I was struck at once
l::lv_tlmt circumstance. It is now ex-
Eﬂam#d. Every officer in Courtfield has

en engaged in the search: and the
chauffeurs have heen found—bound hand
and foot, and pagged, in a Iﬂnel:.r shed
on the lower slopes of the Black Pike.”

The Head started.

“Bound !" he exclaimuql

“Yes; and very stif and cold and
hungry,” said the inspector. * One of them
had managed wo igﬂt rid of his gag, and
had been calling for help for a long time,

and that was how my men came to find
thom.™

“But—but, T do not understand,” said
the Head, in bewilderment. *“Tt is not
surely suggested that the boys——"

Inspector Grimes shook his head.

“No, sir. The chauffeurs had scen
tothing of the boys. They were

said the inspector. “ Not of the

and
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waylaid on the road from Courtfield to the school e sterday
morning.

“What 1"

‘ As they brought the cars along the loneliest part of the
lane, sir, d'my were attacked by a gang of men numbering
twelve or fifteen, who forcibly stopped the cars, and dragged
the chauffeurs out of them."

“ You amaze me !’ gasped the Head. * Why—why—"

““ The chauffecurs were stripped of their uniforms, and were
then hustled away to that lonely shed, and left there bound
and gageed, so that they could not give the alarm.”

L

*Good heavens !

“The cars came on to Greyiriars, as we know,."' said the
mspector. “* It is clear, thercfore, what the uniforms were
taken from the chauffeurs for. Six of the ruffians must have
put on the uniforms, and brought the cars on to the school,
pretending that they were the chauffeurs sent from the
garage at Courtfield.”

The Head guazed in blank amazement at the speaker.

““1s it posmble ¥’ he gasped.

“ It is eertain, sir.”

‘" But—but, can the men give a description of their
assailants—""

“Only that they seemed to be seafaring wen, sir; and
that several of them were foreigners,”” said the inspector,

The Head sat dumbfounded.

It was some minutes before he could speak, and then his
voiee was husky.

“*Ts it a plot to kidnap the boys of the school, then?” he
asked,

Tre Macyer LiBrary.—No. 2386,

“There is no other explanation that I can think of, sir;
and the thing was so utterly unheard of, that 1t 1s not sur-
prising that it suceeeded.”

1t is sstounding ! But—but where can the boys be? It
cannot be easy to hide away two hundred and fifty boys?”

“It would seem impossible,” said Mr. Grimes; *‘and I
have no doubt that we shall succeed in finding them. IMalf
the police of the county are out looking for them now, and
I am expecting news every minute.”

The inspector rose.

* As soon as 1 hear anything T shall ring you up on the
telephone, sir,” he said.

“Thank you!"” gasped the Head,

And the inspector left; leavin
in a state of anxicty and menta
had never experienced before.

The inspector was as good as his word; he very soon had
some nows to communieate. Mr, l{uttt‘h was iu the study
with the Head, when the telephone-bell rang.

“ Plepse answer the inspector, Mr, Quelch,”™ said the Head.

The Remove-master took up the reeciver.

“‘ Hallo! Yes?' he said. * This is Greyfriars. Dr. Locke
18 here. What news?"”

“We have found the motor-"buses.’

" And the boys?"

“ No, sir.”

“Where were the cars#”
Abandoned in a lonely lane over the Black Pike."”
No one with them 1™
No one.”

““No sign of the boys!™™

the Head of Greyiriars
perturbation such as be

r
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" Not so far |

Y Good "

Mr. Quelch hung up the recorver.

The inoarning hours glided by in unusual quietness and
idleness at the old schoal.

The Form rooms were cmpty.,

The masters, idle, tived, sleepy, moved about the old
pchool restlessly, full of anxiety for the missing boys.

Tl dday passed.

There were many rings on the telephone; but there was
no news of the boys,

All the mformation that was received was of o negative
description. The hoys had not been seen in Frinrvdale, or
Courtfield, or Pegg, or any of the pleces round about the
school.  SBearch had been made along the coast, and inland
i all divections, but nothing was discovered. All that could
b learnced waz that the excursion, alinost immediately after
leaving Greyfrinrs the previous morning, had  vamshed—
vanished as completely as if the boys had melted away into
thin air.

The Head's anxiety was indeseribable.

Night foll again, and there was no news—not a word from
the missing boys, or from ths rascals who had semehow
contrived to make them prisoners, The cars had been
recovercd from the lonely spot where they had been aban-
doned by the kidnappers, and talien back to Courtfield, Tho
police and many ﬂnl‘EEr scarchers were scouring the country
far and wide.

Put the result was mil.

If the boys had been kidnapped, the only eolution was
that tho kidnappers intended to extract payment from the
Head for their release. And for that purposs they must
communicale with him,

But no communication eame,

If it came it might afford a clue to the police; or, at tho
worst, the Head might meet the demands of the kidnappers,
for tgi'm sake of having his charges restored to him safe and
BOUTIO.

But it did not come. It seemed that, if the boys had been
kidnapped, it was not for the purpose of holding them to
;ansﬂ;ﬂ; vet what other motive could the kidnappers possibly
mvo
tTI.“ Daoctor felt his head in a whirl as he tried to think
it out,

The night passed.

It was upon Tuesday that the Greyfriars follows had dis-
appenred from human ken; on Thursday morning there was
hno News.

The day dragged by.

The whole countryside was excited now with the strange
happenings; and as well as the police, there were crowds of
searchers,

But they searched in vain.

One explanation was that the bovs might have been taken
to sea from the bay; but no large vessel had been noticed
there—nand 1t would require one, to earry off two hundred and
fifty boys. And besides, how could the embarkation have
been contrived without the alarm being given,

But if that was not the explanation, where were the boys?

The whole school had vanished !

It seemed like an evil dream to the Hoad, as he waited
—and waited in vain—{or news of the kidnapped school.

Dut we are spatving no effort.”

THE TWELTH CHAPTER.

The Captives.
ND where had the Greyfriars fellows been for the past
two days?
They were within a mile of Greyfriars 8chool; but
they might as well have been a thousand miles away,
go far as nny chance of communicating with the school went

Unier the frowning rocks of the great Shoulder, the eliff
shutting in the end of the bay, was a narrow opening in the
rocl, covered with water at high-tide.

At low tide it was open from the sea, and boats could
pass 1n and out. :

It was the great cave in which, on a celebrated oecasion,
Cokor, of the Fifth, had searched for the supposed treasure
buried by Captain Firebrace, the smuggler of olden days.

Harry Wharton stirred and awoke.

Where was he?

The captain of the Greyfriars Remove felt a hE'!W])‘. dull
aching in his head, o dry and bitter taste in his mouth.

His facultics cleared slowly.

He fancied at first that he was in bed in the Remove
dormitory at Greyfrairs, But as he moved he found that it
was soft sand that was round him, and overhead, as he gazed
upward, was an arch of rock, ;

He started into complete wakefulness in his astonishment.

What had happened?
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His head and his limbs were heavy; but he made an effori
and sat up in the soft sand, and looked about him with dizzy
eves.

e was i1 a huge cave. Overhoad, the arch of rugged rock
secmed boundless—high in some places, sloping low in others.
Here and there in the rock were upward fissures, through
which the sun-rays came from above.

The fugitive rayvs of the sun lighted up the centre of the
great cave, and left the recesses full of lurking shadows.

One side of the great cavern was closed in by murmuring
water, The others were lost in shadow.

Wharton passed his hand over his eyes in bewilderment,

Round him, on the soft sand that covered the Hoor of tha
cave, other fellows were stretched in slumber, line upon line
of recumbent forms.

There were scores of them,

Bob Cherry was next to him—his chums Nugent and Johnny
Bull were close at hand—then Lord Mauleverer, Billy Bunter,
Wingate of the S8ixth, Coker of the Fifth—{aces he knew on
nll sides.

And all were plunged into deep slumber. So far, he him-
solf seemed to be the only fellow awake.

What did it mean !

It seemicd to him that it was some strange and terrible
dream, and that he would soon wake to find himsell in his
bed at Greviriars.

But it was real enough.

He was in the great eave under the rocks of the Bhoulder,
at the end of Pegg Bay., He knew the cave well enough; he
had explored it often on half-holidavs.

The rest of the erowd that had started upon the
excursion with Lord Maunleverer were with him.

But how had thev come there?

He had no recollection of 1t. He sat with his hand to his
throbbing brow, and tried to piece out in his mind what nad
happened.

He remembered the start from Greyfriars, the six big cars
swinging down the road ; and Tadd, the head chauffeur, taking
the lonely road over the Pike because, as he declared, tho
road through Friardale was up.

All that was elear in his mind.

Then he remembered that, in the loneliest part of that
lonely road, there had been a breakdown—two of the cars had
gone wrong, and the expedition had stopped, perforce, while
the chauffours attended to the damage.

The Greyifriars fellows had waited about idly while the
repairs were being dene; and as the weather was hot, thex
had opened the hampers of lemonade, and drunk a great deal
of the refreshing liguid, William Tadd had acted as waiter
in the most obliging way, opening bottle after bottle, and
carrying round the glases to the t.hjr:ti: fellows. After that,
Wharton could not remember clearly what had happened.

The last scene in his recollection was of a group of Remaove
fellows drinking health to the founder of the feast, in foaming
glasses of lemonade handed to them by Tadd.

Wharton had a faint remembrance of feeling sleepy after-
wards; and he supposed that he must have fallen asleep.

But how was it that he had not awakened in the road,
where he had fallen asleep? Where were the cars? How
had he and the whole party been transported to the sea-cave
under the great chiff !

It was amazing—incredible !

Harry Wharton staggered to his feet. His movements
awoke Bob Cherry, and Bob opened his cyes and sat up.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” murmured Bob. “'Tain't rising-

bell."'

day’s

“ Wake u_r. Boh I
“Groo! I've got a headache.”
“Get up! Bomething's wrong—awfully wrong."

Bob Cherry blinked round him.

“M-m-my hat! Where are we?”

““In the smugglers’ cave."

“ W-w-w-what !"’

“That's where we are, old man—unless we're dreaming.”

Bob Cherry jumped up. _ .

“How on earth did we get here!" he exclaimed, staring
round the shadowy ecavern.

“ Goodness knows "

Bob Cherry rubbed his eyes.

“My hat! It must be a dream! Tt can’t be real.”

“ Tt's real enough, but—but I can't understand it.”

The two juniors moved away towards the mouth of thas
cive, picking their path among the recumbent forms of the
sleapers,

hlt the end towards the sea, the water flowed; the ground
there was at a lower level, and was covered by the water from
the bay. It was only possible to get in and out of the cave
by boat,

Out in the flooded outer cave a steam-launch ll:jy moored Lo
a rock, at some litile distance from the water's edge,
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Gevoral men were visible upon her deck; and they all
looked like seafaring men, and eeveral had dark, foreign
faces. rs g -

They looked towards the juniors and grinned. )

One of them, a swarthy Spanish seaman, called into the
cabin of the launch.

“ Capitano! They are awake

Wharton hailed the launch.

“Huallo, there!™

“Hally, senorito!"

“ Who are youl”

The Spanish seaman grinned. _ -

“I am Diego Diaz, nt your service, senorito.

“1 mean, who are vou—what is that vessel !

“Captain Firebrace’s launch.”

i ‘f"lhﬂ-t !T!

““ And Captain Firebrace is hove.”

The captain came in sight. Tt was the man who had been
with. the Spanish seaman in the old barn on the Friardale
Road, when Billy Bunter had taken shelter there from the
rain. Harry Wharton & Co. had never scen him before,

The captan smiled.

““Ah! 8o vou have woke up!" he said

“ Yee," said Bob Cherry. “ Did you bring us here "

“Ay, ay !’

“What for "

"“You will soon see.”

The captain muttercd an order, and the launch came closer
to the shore, and Captain Firebrace, as he called himself,
stepped on the rocks,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Kidnappers!
HA RRY WHARTON and Bob Cherry gazed at the captain

i bewilderment.
He was followed on the shore by Diego and a dozen
other men, among whom the juniors recognised the
false chauffeurs who haf brought the cars to the lonely road
over the Black Pike,

Thev had doffed their chauffeur garb now, however, and
were dressed as seafaring men.

They were armed, as the Greyfriars juniors noted with
further amazement, each of them carrying a revolver in his
belt, and a Lee-Metford rifle slung on his shoulder.

1t seemed more like a dream to the juniors than ever; and
for one dizzy moment thoy wondered whether the spirits of
the old smuggler gang had returned to haunt the scene of
thoir exploits of a hundred years before.

Several more of the Greviriars fellows were awake now,
and they were gathering round. _

Billy Bunter blinked at the captain and the Spanish seaman,
recognising them at once.

The captain gave him a cheery nod.

“* Ah, my young friend Grunter,” he remarked.

* Bunter, please,” said the Owl of the Remove, blinking at
him., *I-—I How did we come here "

"1 want to know that,” said Wingate of the Bixth, striding
forward with a grim frown upon his brow., ‘' What has
happened " ‘

“How on earth did we get here?” said Coker, rubbing his

Vs,

"4 Me velly much sulplisee!" murmured Wun Lung; and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh declared that the surprisefulness
was terrifie,

“Who are you!" demanded Wingate, locking sharply at
the eaptain.

“T am Captun Firebrace."

Wingate frowned.

“Don't be an ass,” he said. **That is the name of a
smuggler who used to run cargoes in this cavern, a hundred
years ago.”’

The skipper nodded.

**1 have borrowed his name,”” he said. “ My own need not
trouble you. 1 am Captain Firebrace here. After all, one
nameo is as good as another,”’

“ Bi, senor—si !"" grinned Diego.

“ Did you bring us here ?"" demanded Wingate.

Y -‘-!l:ln &v I"

“ But how—wh L

“T guess vou are surprised,” grinned Captain Firebrace
—+to call him by the name he gave himself.

“ —I cannot understand it!"" said Wingate in bewilder-
ment.  ** The last thing I remember is being on the road,
walting for the cars to be repaired o

“ Naturally. Did vou Lke the lemonade?"
" The lemunade?"
Ay, ny!"”

Wingate started, as a light flashed upon his mind.
“ It was drugged!" he exeluimed.
“1I gucss so.""
“"You—vou vwillain! You—"
“1 guess it's no use wasting words,” said the skipper
Tare Maener Linrary.—No, 236,
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“ There was somecthing in the lemanade, and vou've
It's all right; you're not going to be

easily.
only just woke up.
burt—any of you." .

‘““ Do you mean to say that you drugged us to bang us
here?”’ exclaimed Courtney.

“1 guess so."’

“ Then those chauffeurs were in the plot!"

The skipper grinned. _ _

" The :.:l;'lmui“fcm-.v. who were sent with your cars are tied
up in a shed, in a lonely place,” he replied. My men
took their place and their clothes.™

** Good heavens!”

“The breskdown was worked, and the lemonade was
drugged—it was the casiest way to get you here! the cap-
tauin explained, with perfect coolness.

“ You awful villain!"" gasped Coker.

“Do vou mean to say I:]Eat you deliberately planned to
kidnap the whole school?” shouted Wingate.

“1 guess so,”’

“ And wo have done it,” grinned Tadd.

“ But—but what for?" demanded Wingate.

" You can't expect to keep us here.” _ _

“ T guess that's just what lIJ do expect,’” grinned the skipper.

“ What? Two hundred and fifty of us?”

" Exactly.” >

“ Do yvou think we shall let you?" roared Coker.

“ | muess vou can't help yourselves.”

“ Why, we'll smash you!" yelled Temple of the Fourth.

Captain Firebrace tapped his revolver with a significant
gesture,

*“1If there 18 mutiny,
satd. ** If there's trouble, my men

“ Shoot 1" gasped Wingate

a i ?'E'IL e ' 1

“ Why, vou scoundrel, do vou understand that you're mn
England, not in the Rocky Mountains?’' shouted the captain
of Grevinars. : : )

**1 guess I'm just as much master in this hyer cave as if
I were in the Pocky Mountains,” said the captain r.-n:u-n:nllly;i
“ Look wou, vou couldn’t get away, even 1if you coub
handle us. which vou can't. You can only get out of this
cave by water, and thers is no craft excepting my launch.
Anybody trying to board the launch will be shot dead, by
my order."

““My hat!™ .

“ The launch is guarded, and watch will be kert all the
time.”’ continued the captain. ** You can sce that you will
not have a chance there.” _

The Greyfriars fellows stared blankly at the cool American.

What he said was periectly true. -

To attempt to leave tho cave by swimming was to courb
death among the currents that wound and eddied outside
the cave, among the sunken rocks at the base of the Shoulder.

A very powerful swimmer, who knew every inch of the
bay, might have succeeded in doing it, but only at the
risk of his life. And even he would have to elude the
watch of the armed men on the launch. )

Unless the kidnap&mt] schoolboys could overcome the kid-

the mutineers will get hurt,” hf
have orders to shoot.

nappers in & struggle, it looked as if they would have to
remain in the cave cxactly as long as Captuin Fircbrace
pleased, unless they were searched for and found. _

" You see, I've pot you where your hair is short.” said
the :.hi[?er with a pgrin. ' And I warn you that my men
have orders to use their firearms if needed.”

"?rﬂ“ g mi'lt L f i troubl

o ess you'll see if you give us any trouble.”

" Etﬂuwhn{ i this fﬂl’?{ 5hgiuted Wingate furiausly. * Do
you think you are going to get moncy for setting us free®”

* I reckon not."

“ Then what 15 yvour object?"”

“1 want lubour,” explained the captain. “ I'm searching
{or something in this cavern, and the whole place has got to
be dug from end to end. It would take my men weeks and
weeks to do it. Dut I couldn't hire a hundred labourers to
come here—it would be talked of all over the country, and
draw attention to the spot, I guess.''

“ I guess 0! grinned Tadd.

“1 had thought of kidnupping a gang of Azshermen from
Pegg,” went on the skipper. ** But that was a little difficult,
and might have been lﬁﬂ.h]_’:’i_‘:l‘ﬂ-llﬁ- But when I learned from
a pleasunt little chut with our fat young friend here about
the exeursion of a whole school to-day, 1 laid my plans
accordingly. You need have no fear; you are not going to
be hurt, any of vou, unless you give i{rouble. But you
are going to work."

“ Work!" said Wingate dazedly.

“Yep."

“In what way!"”

“ Hpades will be served out to you, and vou will work
m gangs under my men, acting as gangers. The whole {:?nrﬂr

1
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has to boe dug up from end lo end until I And what I
want."’

“ And what are you looking for?

¥ The treasure of Captain Firabrace.”

—_—— .

THE FOURTLEENTH CHAPTER,
Prisoners |

INGATE started.
W ** Thoe treasure of Captain Firebrace!' he repeated.

' 'i']!;_'l smuggler's treasuie]”
S Yon.

* It does not exist; it is only a varn,” sud the captain of
Greviriurs

The American skipper shook hiz hend

“It does exist, I guess, and it win't only a varn," he
angwercd. U Unptnin Firebroes, who buried it here, was iy
granidfathes.”

“ Pliew ' said Dob Cherry.

"1 hadd the story from my popper,”” eontinued the skipper.
“I've watted n lone time for a chanco to hunt for it. “Hl
matde soma money, and got together a heap of friends to help
me, 1n the South Bens, and now we've comoe here to look for
the troasure af old Fyebrace, ANl I know of it 15 that it's
buried in this eave somewhere. The cave scoms to be a mile
long one way, and split up in every direction, and the
treasure mav b lnlri:-u.] iy any eorner of it. My men and 1
have been looking for it for some dayvs, but T could see that
wo had no chance. We wanted a hundred diggers at least,
keeping at it steadily all day. But as 've said, I couldn't
bring gangs of labourers here. When the story got out,
the wuthnvities would be down on me here at once, and [
should have beon stopped. 1 puess that wasn't my game.
You boys are going to do the digging;: vou'll take a spade
amecs, and work in gangs."

** My hat!”

“ When the treasure’s found, vou'll go free,” said Captain
Firebrace. 1 puess it will Le a pleasant change to you
alter school wark—hey "

** Do yon think we shall put up with it?" demanded Win-
gato angriiy,

1 muess you've got no choice in the matter.”

“ You cannot force us to woik.™

“If vou refuse, I guess you will be fQogged."

*“Whpnt!"

“And yon'll get no grub, either, unless you earn wvour
retions

Wingato was silent.

- The power was in the hands of the lawless ruffian, and
it eortainly looked as if he would be able to have his wagy,

The Greyfriars fellows were amazed, but some of them,
especially the fags, did not seem particularly downeast at
tho prospect of escaping school lessons for a few days

To take orders from this gang of lawless rascals was not
ploasant, doubtless, but it was a strange adventure, and a
change from the Form-rooms at Greyfriars,

The seniors were furious enough.

But if the kidnappers meant to carry out the threat of using
their weapons in case of o revolt, there was nothing that the

refects could do.  Schoolbioys with their bare fists could not
ace Leg-Mpetford rifles.

The skippor watched the changing expressions upon Win-
gate's faco with grim gmusement.

“1 jitlf‘ﬁﬂ vou'd better mauke up your minds to do what's
wanted,”” he said. ** You won't gml moe n hard master.
The kid who finds the treasure will be given a handiul of
it for himself; 1 promise that.”

**It's all rot: there's no treasure,’

“1 guess we'll see about that."’

“1 suppose you know you'll be arrested and put in prison
for this, my man?®" said George Wingate after a pause,

The American shrugeed his shoulders.

“Tf I'm caught, very likelv,” he said. “ But I'm riskin
that, I guess, I don't think yvour police will have much
chance, thouch."

“ Wp shall be searched for.™

" Not in this cave, 1 guess,"

Winzate's heart sank.

It was true ecnough. Whoe would dream of looking for the
vamshed schoolboys 1n the tide-hudden eavern under the
Shoulder?

“1 guers yon know the lay-out now," said the skipper.
“YFou'rs gmng to work here, under my men's arders, and
you'll have your rations. You may have to stay here for
wivks, or only for days, according to the time it takes to
nncarth thoe tronsure. That's the programme. What have
you got to sav

Wingnte gritted his teeth.
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“T1 don’t quite know what to say, excopting that you are
8 rotten ecoundrel.”™ he said. * | don't belicve you would
dare to use those firearme either,”

“Try us," saul the skippor.

**You can't make us work, anyway.”

“You won't get any rations unless you de.*

*You dare not sturve us.”

The skipper grinned.

" You will see! The work will be ready to be started
to-morrow moming. FEvery boy who 15 willing to work can
come and say so, and he will be given rations for the day.
All who are unwilling will be given nothimg."

And with that the skipper stopped back upon the launch.

The Greyfnars fellows, all of whom were awake now, dis-
cussed the matter in unending amazement,

The extraordinary occurrence had thrown them quite off
their balance, and it was a long time before they emﬂd Zrasp
it und understand how matters stooad.

_ For the short remainder of that day the kidnappers did not
mtorfere with them,

The Greyfriars fellows were left to their own devices, the
skipper probably being willing to allow them time to realise
fully how helpless they wore,

Aund they did realise it !

They cxplored the cave far and wide in the hope of finding
somir outlet other than by the opening on the sea, but they
found it not.

They searched along the flooded portion of the cave for o
boat, but thore was no Loat to be found. It was coertain that
other boats had been there, for so many bovs could not have
been brought to the cuve in the launch alone. But they hnd
come nnd gone ; and the only vessel there now was the steam
lnunch, crowded with armed ruflfians,

It wus an astounding state of anifairs—a whole school kid-
napped, and guarded by armed men, on the const of law-
abiding England, within a mile of their distructed headmaster.

It was so unheard of that, for that very renson, it was quitu
probeble that Captain Firebrace and his gang would be
able to curry the enterprise through successfully. No one
could suspect what had happened.

The Head ol Greylriars, wherever he thought of searching
for the missing school, would never dream of looking for
them in the lonely sea caves,

Why should he?

He had doubtless heard the story of the hidden treasure
of the smuggler of olden time, but he probably regarded it,
like everyone clse, as a [able.

That a gang of seafaring rascnls had come to the bay to
tearch for at, and that they had kidna a crowd of school.
boys to furnish the necessary labour in seerct, was a thing
the Head would not be likely to think of.

The search for the missing school would take all directions,
but 1t was not likely to head for the caves under the towering
Shoulder,

Wingate realised it; and he realised that the skipper was
master of the situation, and that the only way of escape was
by seizing the launch.

But that was impossible !

Rather than be taken prisoners themselves, the ruffians
would certainly use their firearms, and the Greyfriars fellows
were not prepared for bloodshed.

The rest of that strange and eventful day wore away.

Some of the fags were cheerful enough about the matter;
but most of the Greyfriars fellows were angry, and ready
for almost anything to deliver themselves from the hands of
the kidnappers.

But there seemed to be no resource,

By night they were hungry ; but nobody had as vet applied
for rations, But as the might passed the hungriest fellows,
realising that they would haye to give in, made a virtue of
nocessity and asked for food, promising to work on the
morrow in return,

Billy Bunter was the first, and others soon followed his
example ; and nearly the whole of the kidnapped school had
tuken the same line before midnight.

Wingate was the last to give in,

The captain of Greyfriars felt the humiliation of his position
keenly, But it could not be helped.

They were in the hands of the enemy, and unless fortune
turned up a card in their favour there was nothing for it
but to make the best of the position.

The fellows slept in the sand of the cave that night, as
conifortably as in their beds in the school dormitories.

In slumber they were able to forget their strange position,
and the dissstrous ending to the day's exoursion so gaily
plonned by Lord Mauleversr & (o,

But the day came ot last—the down of a strange day for
the boys of Greyfriars!

By MARTIN CLI in this Thursday's
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THE FIFTFENTH CHAPTER.
A Strange Slavery!

T HE c¢lang of & bell from the launch awekened the Grey-
friars bova,

!'.'_]” Halle, hallo, hallo! There's rising-bell ' said Bob

herry.

He sut u11- in the snod and rubbed his CVOR

Through a deep fissure in the rocky arch overhead the
sunrays were streaming down into the great cavern and
ghmmeving in a dim bght sven in the recesses.

The Greyiriars fellows rose,

Bome of thein bathed in the outer cave, and others dressed
without taking that trouble,

Breakfast was handed out from the lannch—eoffee and
eruckers and  cold boiled bacon—a  substantial  breakiast
enough.

Then Captain Firebrace pointed to a pile of spades that had
been landed from the launch.

“There's your tools!” he romarked,

“1 guess vou take the gddy isemt, you do!” said Fisher T,
Fish, tho Amoerican boy in the Remove, evidently greatly
ncdmiving his enterprising fl'].l[l\.‘n‘-l_'{'}tlﬂtl‘:f'l'.l:'l{’l]. **1 guess you
prance off with the whole cuke factory!”

“Oh, rats!” growled Bob Cherry.

“You can't deny that it's mughty slick, Cherry,” said
F{i.-.:*}*u.-r T. Fish. **1 guess it's the shickest thing I ever heard
of.

“TIt will lund that rotter slick into prison, I hope
Frank Nugent.

Fisher T. Fish shook his head wisely.

“I guess not,” he said. ** The skipper has got his head
screwed on the right way, You watch out for him. Yep!"”

After breakfast work began.

It was work very differeut from what the Greyfviars fellows
were aocustomed to.

Spades were handed to them, and they were divided into
gungs of a dozen each, and set to work m different parts of
the cavern, each gang under the superintendence of one of
the gang of Captain Firebrace.

The work was enormous.

The whale of the great cavern was evidently to be explored,
and the surface dug to a considerable depth, in search of the
hidden guineas of the old smugglers,

Captain Firebrace appeared to be quite assured that the
treasure was there; and, doubtless, if the old smuggler
captain was truly his grandfather, as he had declared, he
posscssed some proof wﬁich he had not communicated to the
Lreviriars fellows, -

But if he was certain that the treasure was buried in the
cave, he certainly did not know which part of the cave,

The whole of the surfuce was marked out in sections to
be excavated, und as fast us one section was completed it was
refilled, in order that the next might be begun. .

The Groeviriars boys worked away the whole mormng.

Then there was a rest for dinner.

The same fare that had been given out for breakfast was
supplied for dinner, with the addition of duff from the launch.

'Hjm. schoolboys ate with a good appetite -M[imt:mllv Bunter.

But the unsecustomed work was making t
tired, and some of them very eross.

Coker & Co., and some of the Removites, who had lately
been doing 4 good deal of gardening, took it better than the
rest. But even Coker was tired, and he growled when the
hell went again at two o'clock for u resumption of labour.

“I'm jolly well not going to stand much more of this!”
he said ta Potter.

Potter nodded sympatheticnlly.

“1T'm tired to death.” he confided.

“Same herel” growled Greene,
gardening ™ ) ‘ .

“T wonder what the Head's thinking about 11!’ said Bob
(‘herry, as he took up his spade. * l:ge would be surprised
if he could see us now.”

“ Yes, rather!"

“The surprisefulness would be terrifie,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “ My own great surpriscfulness is still
very terrific.”

“Now then, senoritos, it is time to work!” called out
Diego.

‘““Oh, go and cat eoke!" growled Bob Cherry. _

The Spanish seaman grinned. He did not seem to mind
Baob Cherry's reply.

“Wark, senors,” he said.

And the Greylriars fellows recommenced their weary labour.

When night fell they were tired out, from Wingate of the
Sixth to the voungest fag. They ate their supper, and slept
again in the sand.

“How do vou feel, Harry?’ asked Nugent, as they lay
down in the soft sand in the darkness of the cave, broken
feohly by the lights of the launch,

Wharton grunted,

“ Jully fagged!” he said.

“Bame hore!”

“They must be searching for us,” said Johnny Bull; * the
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whole countryside will be up about the disappearance of the
suhoal.”

“The upfulness will be terrific."’

“But they heven't found ug” growled Boly Cherry; ' and
it looks to me us if they won't find us, We shall find the
treasure first,”

“Uh, blow the treasure ™ said Bolsover major.

“ ¥Yans, begad!”

“We haven't found that yet—the skipper said it might take
weeks," sard Harry Wharton, ** We've been hard at it for
a whole day, but we haven't dope a tenth part of the work
¥ou.

“We'lre jolly well not geing to stop here for weeks!™

“ Wingate's getting awfully wild,”” Nugent remavked., "I
l!i-ltlr:n? he's got some scheme in his head of going for the
rotteys,”

“There will be trouble.
think it’s necded.”

“I guess 1t's no good,” said Fisher T, Fish. ~ The skipper
14 too slick for vou. It will take vou Britichers a long time
to get over a sharp Amurican, you bet!"

* Look here, Fishy!™

‘“ Jevver get left?” grinned Fisher T. Fish.

**Oh, go to sleep!"” growled Bob Cherry, in disgust.

And the Removites settled down to slumber.

I believe they will shoot, if they

———

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Harry Wharlion Makes a Discovery.

HE next day and the day after passed, and another and
another day.
There was no change in the aspect of matters in the
hidden cave by the sea, under tTm great rocks of the
Shoulder.

In the outer world, Greyfrinrs was deserted; and the
Head and the masters and the police and erowds of other
searchers sought fur and wide for the kidnapped school.

But they found them not.

In the smugglers’ enve the Greyfriars boys remained in the
hands of the kidnappers, and worked all day under the eyce
of their taskmasters

They were growing more and more restive daily under
the labour and the imprisonment in the cave.

Wingate and some of the seniors had made a desperate
attempt to seizo the launch in the darkness on the third
night, and had been seized themselves, and were kept
bound prisoners there the whole of the next dav.

The lesson was enough for the kidnapped schoolboys.

Their captors were on the wateh, and shotsa had been
fired, though fortunately no one had been hit—it had not
beecn necessary; but had the schoolboy attack shown any
sign of succeeding, there was no doubt that the kidnappers
would have resorted to bloodshed.

Working under the orders of the taskmasters was better
than that, ns the fellows realised, and there were no more
outbreaks.

Wingate and his comrades, after a whole day spent in
bonds, without food, were not inclined to risk it agdin on
a hopeless chance.

It scemed that the kidnapped school were hopelessly at
the mercy of the kidmappers. Their only hope was in rescue
from outside.

But pearly a week had passed and there was no sign of
reseue,

The launch had gone out into the bay several times duning
the weel, doubtiess for provisions and information, but no
one in Pegg suspected the business of the American skipper,

And when the launch was absent, n dozen armed men
always remained theréd in the cave to watch the prisoners;
and if they had been overcomo there wias no means of
leaving the cave save by swimming.

And a swimmer, even if he escaped alive from the
dangerous currents at the base of tﬁ:; Shoulder, had to
crass the bay to get to the shore for help,

It was a task that would have taxed the greatest strength,
and the fellows regarded it as hopeless to think of,

But the thought was working in Harry Wharton’s mind.

The imprisonment in the smuogglers’ cave was growing
intolerable,

The supposed treasure had not been discovered, though
by this time a half of the floor of the cavern had been
excavated and thoroughly explored to a good depth.

Some of the kidnappers themselves seemed'to be losing
their faith in the accuracy of their ecaptain’s information,
though Captain Firehrace never showed any signs of doubt.

As for the Greyfriars boys, they regarded the whole
matter in the hght of a wild-goose chase; and, mdeed, 1t
was one of their consolations to reflect that the treasure-
hunters were destined to be disappointed. 4
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Harry Wharton & Co. wore working in a gang under the
keen eye of Diego, the Spaniard, on the Monday of the
new week, when Harry uttered a suppressed exclumation

Bob Cherry glanced at him,

Harry Wharton's eyes wore gleaming with 8 strange light

" What 1s it, Harry?"" asked Bob Cherry. E

“* Hush ™"

“But, | say——

" Mum's the word!” whispered Harry.

Bob (Cherry nodded. He noticed that Wharton, instcad
of digging on iu the same spot, was shovelling the sand so
a5 to make it deeper there,

It was not till they knocked off for supper that Wharton
found an opportunity of explaining, unheard by the kid-
noppers.

“ What was i1t, Harry?" Bob asked, after a glance round
to make sure that none of the rascals were within hearing,

Wharten zlancéd round, too, and lowered his voice. The
Co. had drawn apart from the other fellows.

“ My spude touched something solid under
whispered Wharton, *'I think it was a chest.”

“ Phew !

“The (reasure!” murmured Nugent

Harry Wlarton nodded.

“Yes: 1 think it's vers likely,” he whispered.
those scoundrels are not going to have it.
to it; the right 1s to the finder,

“Quite right!"” said Bob.

“Oh, of enurse, we're all together in this!" said Harry
“ I don't claim more than the other [ellows, but T mean those
kidnapping rascals are not cntitled to anything. Even il
tho treasure were theirs, by enslaving us in this way they
ive us the right to take it if we can. We're in a state of war

LR
ere.

“ Bul they'll jolly well take it, ali the same," said Bob.

“Yes—if they find it. They haven't found it yer,"” said
Harry, I'm going to look

the sand. '

i n'lt
They've no right
and 1 found t."”

“That's why I said nothing.
to-night, when they're asleep, and make sure of what it is.”
“lood !

" But if thay had it, Harry, thoy'd set vs [ree,” said
I"'-ug;l'r:r.

Do we want them to eswape, alicr seizing us like this
and making alaves of us®" asked Wharton.

" No fear!” =aid Bob Cherry promptly,

“The nofearfulness 1s terrific.”

“ But——"" began 3nb.

“I've got an idea in my head,” said Harry, in a low
tone.  ** U've been thinking of it for a good wﬁe, and now
I've made this discovery [ am going to try it."

“ What's that?" )

" Swim out of the cave at night.”

Bobs Clierry gasped

“You ass! You'll be drowned !

['m a good swimmer, Bob, You know I swam off ance
round the rocks Liere, and eame through it all right. Of
coursg, it's rather thick undertaking it in the dack. I knosw
it will be risky.”

“It's death ! muttered Nugent, with pale lips.

Wharton shaok his head.

“1 bulieve thers's a4 good chanze,” he said.

But—but——"

U I could got through I dould wet to Grevfriars and tall
the Head, Tuoe Revenue officers along "the coast and the
police could get licre together and natl these seoundrels,”
sald Harry. * As for their revolvers, they wouldn't dare
te use them when they were cortain to be captured, If th-
cutrance to the cave were coversd by a gunboat, the=-o
would be no estape for them. vou sce'”

“ By Jove, no! They'd be shut up fiere.”

“I'm going to try it." '

“1It's frightfully dangerovs.’” said Nuzent uncasily,

“But I think I can do it." '

“Well, if you've made up véur mind——""

1 have,” satd Harry, with a smile.

And there was no further argument on the subject. When
Harry Wharton had determined uwpen a thing, s-zumen®
wis not of much use. And, as a matter of fact, Lo bad a
romd chance of suncess. He was a splendid swimmers., and
il anyone there could accomplish the dangerous task, it was
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Harry Wharton. And any of the Greyfriars fellows would
have been willing to run some risk rather than allow the
kidnappers to succeed in their vascally scheme. After having
c.l.uv{-cF at the orders of their taskmasters for a weary week,
it would have been too bitter to see them take the treasure
and sail away scot-free with it

Little more was said on the subject during the evening for
fear of eavesdroppers. It was not till a late hour, when all
the schoolbovs were asleep and the kidnappers hud retired
to the launch, that Harry Wharton crept away te the spot
whero he had been at work during the day.

Ho descended into the excavation, anid groped in the sand
with his hands, dragging it aside, and feeling for the shape
of the hard Dhjﬂ-ﬂ'laﬁlﬁ spade had struck.

He made out easily the form of a great chest clamped and
banded with iron, so deeply and firmly embedded in the
sand that it could not be moved a fraction of an inch.

Wharton, breathing hard, drew himself out of the
CXCAVALION. ) _

He had no doubt now of the accuracy of Captain Fire-
brace's information. The treasure was there. But the kid-
nappers should not touch it, if he could help it. Even if
the skipper was, as he claimed, the grandson of the original
Captein Fircbrace, he had no claim to the treasure, which
hiad been won by the lawless deeds of 1ts former possessor.
It was ** treasure trove ' in law; it belonged to the finders,
minus the Government porcentage.

Wharton heaped sand thicker and thicker upon the chest,
and retired from the spot as cuutiously as he had approached
it, and returned to where ke had left his chums

The Co. were awake and awaiting him cagerly

“Well?™ whispered Bob Cherry.

I was right.”

“ Good egg!”’ _ )

* And now I'm going,” said Harry. * Good-bye, old kids!
I'll be back soon, 1 F|rh:nr|ur3-. with help enough to make all
these rascals prisoners and give them what they deserve.”

“ Let's come as far as the water with you,” said Nugent.

““No, They might hear something. Better stay here.”

“1 don't liie to let you go, Harry.”

Wharton laughed,

“ [ shall be all right,” he said. . _

He stripped off his clothes, with the exception of his
underclothing, and left his boots and cap. Then he made
his way silently and cautiously down to the water,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
At the Risk of His Liie.

IGHTS were gleaming through the cavern from the

little deck of the lnunch. ‘

Harry Wharton stood upon the edge of the sea as it

lapped there at his feet, and gazed at the lighted
launch,

The Spanish seaman, Dicgo Diaz, was the only man visible
there, and he was tramping up and down, with a rifle 10 the
hollow of his arm. ,

If he was keeping n keen look out the swimmer could
hardly hope to pass him unscen, but it wus a risk that had
to bo run,

Wharton <ot his teeth, and stepped into the shallow water.
The cold contact sent » shiver through him. The tide was
nat at the full, but in the outer eave it had risen almost to
the top of the low arch of rock that fronted the sea. The
leunch eould not leave the cave till the tide went down, and
if Hurry Wharton gaincd the opening, pursuit was 1mn-
poesible, excepting by swimming, and no one among the
gang of kidnappers was likely to try that.

Wharton skirted the side of the cavern where the water
lapped the perpendicular rock, and swam softly towards the
apening,

He felt, rather than henrd or saw, a sudden movement of
the Spaniard on the launch.

There was a shout,

** Benorito !

Wharton gritted his teeth,

He was seen.

He swam on fiercely, realising now that life itself was at
stake. FHe heard a c¢lick from the launch in the deep
eilence, and a savage yell.

* (ome back, fool, or I shoot!"

Wharton swam on desperately.

Crack !

The foreign ruffian was as good as his word.

The rveport of the rifle raug in deafening echoes through
the eavern, rolling back in reverberating waves of sound.

Something struck the side of the cave within a couple of
fect of the swimming junior, and glanced off into the water.

Crack, crack |

Ping, ping !

Two more shots, and ane whizzed so close to the swimmer
that he felt the wind of it on his wet face,

Then a desperate stroke carried him out under the low
arch of rock at the mouth of the cave, and the launch dis-
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appeared behind him, only a loud echo of shouting following
the brave lud into the darkness,

Crack, crack !

Bullets struck the water behind him.

But he was safe now.

Fle swam out of the low arch of rock, the rocks above
only a foot from his head; but the shadow over him dis«
uppeared at last, and stars gleamed out upon him.

He was in the open bay at last.

There he paused, treading water, to recover his breath.
He looked back at the cave he had left. The opening was
ke 4 narrow black shadow on the water, and from 1t came
a confused echo of sounds.

Harry Wharton's heart was beating like a hammer.

He had had a fearfully narrow escape, and he knew it
But his task remained yet to be done

He regained his hreath, and swam away along the chiff for
some distance, and then struck off for the shore where lay
the village of Pegg.

The night was dark, but stars gleamed in the sky, and
showed up faintly the line of the cliffs, and he cuught the
glimmer of a lighthouse lantern in the distunce.

It gave him s bearnings, and he swam steadily on.

Thore was no sign of pursuait.

Until the tide was lower - which would not be till morning,
for it was still rising— the launch could not leave the cave,

Wharton swam steadily, keeping his strength, and slowly
crossed the ghimmering bay towards the fishing village.

Strong and steady ns he was, it wns a terrible task.

Once & whirling currvent caught him among the sunken
rocks, upon which many o good ship had come to grief in
stormy weather. But he extricated himself, and gained n&
last the safety of the smooth and open bay,

It remained then a matter of strength and endurance, and
he believed that he was equal to the strain.

He swam on silently n::[l] steadily under the stars,

He felt his strength going, und stiil the shore seemed foar-
fully distant.

But at last sand erumbled under his foet, and with a last
effort he dragged himself ashore.

He sank down upon the shingle, exhausted, and lay for
some tune breathing heavily, with the water dripping from
his limbs.

Then at last ho dragged himself to his feet, and staggered
wearily to the door of the nenrest fisherman's eottage,

P p—

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Head is Surprised.
IT was aboui an hour later that there was a terrific peal

nt the bell at the gates of Greyfriars School.
Gosling started out of his shumber, and rose grumbling.
Ting-ting-ting-ting-ting !

“Orright!” growled Gosling. “In a 'urry, ain't yer?
Well, wait, then, What I says 15 this "ere—you wait till I've
got into me trousis, anyhow.”

Ting-ting-ting-ting !

Guﬁﬁng growled his way down to the gates.

He uttered an exclamation of smazement as the light of
his lantern, shining through the bars of the gate, fell upon
a strange figure without.

It was Harry Wharton of the Remove,

He was bareheaded, and wore a fisherman's oilskin clothes
and heavy boots, and he was panting for breath. Gosling
almost dropped his lantern at the startling apparition.

“ Master Wharton " he gasped.

""Yes, Gossy; here I am. Open the gate—quick !"

: "My honly 'at!" said the porter. **'Ow did you come
are "

** Let me in 1"

““Where have vou been, Master Wharton 1"’

“"Open the gate ! roared Harry.

Gosling swung the gate open, and Wharton rushed in.

“Wot | says is this "ere " began Gosling.

But Harryv Wharton did not wait to hear what he said.
He passed Gosling like the wind, and raced away towards
the School House.

In five minutes more Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch, in their
dressing-gowns, were down in the hall, and Harry Wharton
was giving them a breathless and excited description of
what had happened to Lord Mauleverer's excursion party.

The masters listened in blank amazement.

Mr. Prout and Mr. Capper joined them, and Monsieur
Charpentier, the French muster, and they heard the recital
with astonishment and wonder,

“ Extraordinary !"* gasped the Head.

“ Amazing !"'

““Mon Dieu!
Charpentier.

It 15 zat it 13 meeraculous!" said Monsieur
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“ And vou swam out of the cave to come here?" exclaimed
Mr., Quelch.

“Yes, sir,” soid Harrey,

It wus a terrible risk to run.’

I came throngh it all vight, sir.””

*“ And you sny they fired on you?'" exclaimed the Head.

" Yos, sir. One bullet at least went very close. The other
fellows won't know whether 1 was hit or not: they'll b
uwfully anxious about me.”

" Their minds will soon be rolieved,” said Mr. Quelch
grimly. *“The police and the coastguards will soon aceount
for these scoundrels, unless they moke their escape before
they can be captured.”

" They can't get out of the enve before morning, sir,' said
Harry gleofully, * The tide 1s in. The mouth of the esve
5 overy low down, you see--it rises higher inside. They
eant get out till after the turn of the tide: it won't be low
enough before daylight.”

* Excellent

* There is no time to be lost,” said Dr. Locke.
better go to bed, Wharton— ™

“May I go with the police, sir, when thev zo®" askid
[lurry. “1I should like to see the finish, sir: and—and I
believe I have discovered the treasure. 1 partly uncovered
a big sea-chest to-day, digeing in the sand,”

“ Dear me ! spid the Head, ** Well, if you are not too
fatiguned——"

"’z}h, not at all, sir! I'm as right as vain " said Harry
eagerly. ““When I've changed inte some decent clothes, 1
shall be all right.”

“ Very well; you shall go,” said the Head, with a kind
smile. “ You certainly deserve it, Wharton, after what you
have done.” He turned to the Form-musters: * And now,
gentlemen, there is not a moment to be lost.”

And not a moment was lost,

In the earliost grey of dawn, less than six hours after
Harry Wharton's escape, a gunboat was flosting outside the
tide-coverad mouth of the cavern, crowded with police ready
to deal with Captain Firebrace & Co. us soon as the tide was
low enough to allow them to got at the gang of kidnappers.

e o

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,

Golden Guineas,

T was a night of fearful anxiety for all in the smuggler's
cCAVA,
Harry Wharton's chums had heard the shots, and
whether the captain of the Remove had succeeded in
escaping or not they did not know.

Tho thought that perhaps the body of the brave junior had
sunk in the flooded outer cave, riddled by bullets, turned them
almost sick with horror and dread.

And the anxiety of the kidnappers was almost equally great.

For they did not know either whether Diego's bullets had
found a billet, and whether the bold swimmer had perished,
or whether he had escaped to bring them to justice.

Captain Firebrace and his men passed an anxious and
sleepless night, Even if justice was now stretching out its
hand for them, they could not escape: they could not leave
the eave tidl the tide wont down.

When dawn glimmered through the grest fissure overhead
into the cave all were awake, and keenly on the watch.

Tho Greyfriars fellows all knew of Harry Wharton's bold
attempt by this time, and they shared the anxiety of his
chums.

With the morning light the tide began to go down.

The opening at the extremity of the outer cave reappenred
from under the water, and grew larger and larger as tgﬁ level
of the sea declined.

Lower went the water, and all eves were bent upon the
opening with the keenest anxiety. The schoolboys hoped, and
the kidnappers feared, to sce boats enter there.

There wis a sudden yell from Bob Cherry.

“ Hurrah! They're coming !"

“ Begad! Yaas!"

* Hurrah !"'

*“The hurrahfulness is terrifie

A boat had appeared in the opening as soon as the water
was low enough to allow it to pass in without bumping the
heads of the crew on the rock overhead.

It was » big boat, rowed by sailormen of the Roval Nuvy,
with armed marines and police erammed 1nto it,
| Th;irn_- was a groan of despair from the kidnappers on the
aunoh.

They had their weapons in their hands, but thev were not
tisposed to begin a sanguinary conflict which could only end
in defeat and the hapgman’s rope for all of them.

Inspector Grimes stood up in the boat with a warrant in
his chubby hand and a grin of satisfaction upon his fat face,

“ Lay down your arms,” he said grimly, * in the name of
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the King! There is a gunboat oulside, and yon eannot g-::lt
uway. If a single shot is fired you will take the consaquences."

Captein Firebrace gritted his teeth,

T guess the game's up!" lie remarked.

And ho threw his revolver into the water. _

The police boarded the launch, and the sullen, savage kid-
nippers were quickly disarmed and socured. _

I guess we've got you this time, skipper,” grinned Harry
Wharton.

Captain Fircbrace shrugged his shoulders. and the hand-
cnfls on his wrists clinked. :

"1 guess s0,"" he said. T never reckoned you'd try that
dodge on me—I never caleulated a swimmer could get out
alive, It must huve been touch and go, I guess.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ It was,' he said. "It may be a comfort to you to know
that we've got the treasure, too. I [ound it yestorday."

Tha ﬂkippnr drew a deep breath.

“ Done!” he said, “ Dished and done! 1 give up!™

Harry Wharton leaped ashore, and his chums rushed to
groet him, and they fairly hugged him in their delight.

The smugglers’ cave resounded witly wild ulumrmﬁ.

8 kidnapped schpolboys made the hollows of the old
Shoulder ring again.

“ Hurrah 1™

“ But the treasure!” said Harry Wharton, * Come on !

Soveral of the juniors seized spudes and rushed away
towards the buried chest. Thev uncovered it in a few
minutes, exposing to view a huge sea-chest, barred and
tlamped with iron. But the woodwork was rotten from irs
long burial, and crashing blows from the spades burst th
licl 1nto fragments.

(‘rash—erash !

“It's open!” yelled Bob Cherey.

“Golden guineas!™ roared Johnny Bull,

" Yuns, begad!"

It was true enough.

Inside the big chest many things were packed of various
kinds, and among the rest were several bags of old guiness
bearing the effigies of their Majesties a-(&.nf.'u:nrg;e III. amd
George TV,

The blows of the spades had broken open the bags, and
tha golden coins rained down in the sand.

The juniors gathered them up cagerly, and they wero
stacked up and eounted,

" One thousand !" said Harry Wharton at last. * Tho story
ran that thero were ten thousand golden guiness buried here,
but, after all—"'

* One thousand is jolly decent,” grinned Bob Cherry, * The
story grew, and the guineas didn't, that's the reason.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Captain Firebrace and his friends went to prison on the
charge of kidnapping, as certainly thev richly deserved.

And after man llzeg*nl delays the discovered guineas were
handed over to the finders, and, as Bob Cherry put it, they
made a handsome * whack " all round for the schoolboys who
had been kidnapped in the cave, and had been the means of
discovering them,

And so, after all, it had to be admitted that TLord
Mauleverer's excursion had been a great success, for its ulti-
mate result had been that the smugglers’ treasure had been
discovered, and it was won, not by the kidnappers, but by
the kidnapped school !
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Nathan Gore, Jewel collector,
and multli-milllonaire,
Ferrers Lord's terrible rival

Prince Ching«Lung, adventurer, conjurer and

Ferrers Lord, millionaire, and owner Ventriloquist,

of the Lord of the Deep.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.
' BY FOUL MEANS OR FAIR, I'LL WIN.”

Nathan Gore, millionaire and jewel-collector, clenched his hands furiously and raved like a madman on {he deck of the liner Coronation.
He bad started specially from America in order to be present al the sale-room in London where the costly dianmond, ‘* The World's Wonder,"
was to be put up for auetion. ‘' A telegram for Mr. Gore,"' & voice rang out thrapgh the darkness, The American was told the mes:age, and, as
he listened, his face came over deathly pale, and he gave vent to a terrible onth, The message was ; ‘‘ Ferrers Lord purchased * The World's
Wonder ' privately. No bidders. rice unknown.”’ **I'l win yet,"’ shrieked the man. ** By foul means or fair, I'll win | "

“ THE WORLD'S WONDER.™

In the magnificent drawing-room cof Ferreras Lord’s house in Park Lane was assembled & varied collection of individuals. First of all (here
was the celebrated millionaire himself, and close to him sat Ching-Lung, & Chinaman, bosily engaged in making paper butterfiies. Hal Honour,
the great enginees, was mipping tea, and Rupe.t Thurston yawned in a chair, * How much did you pay for thal great digmond P ** presently
asked the latter. The millionaire smiled. ‘' Money and fair words, Rupert,’’ be replied. ** By the way, you have not peen it yet P *

The priceless gem passed from hand to hapd. A thousand fires burned in its orystal heart ; a thousand colours, ever changing, leaped from
every Imcet, * I guess it would have been more money and less fnir words if old Gore had turned up,”’ remarked Ching-Lung sagely.

“* 'LL TAEE THE CHALLENGE ! "

The milliongire’s house was wrapped in silence. A faint light shone from the drawing-room. Ching Lung pushed open the door, then &
ery broke from bim. A man lay face downwards on the floor. There was a ghastly crimson stain on his collar. The man was Ferrers -
“: Ching—the dimmond ! '* came in a hoarse voice. Ching opened the drawer which Lord indicated, but there was no diamond there. Bul
A rmessage bad been left behind : ** To Ferrers Lotd,—EKnowing that yon would nol séll * The World's Wonder,” I have taken it. Bo your
worst. defy you. The stone is mine.—Nathan Gore.” The millionaire rose to his feet.  ** I'll take the challenge, Ching,"’ be said. ** I'
bunt him down and win back my diamond.” He travels down to the cave where the Lord of the Deep is hidden, only to find that this wonderiul
enbmarine vessel has been destroyed by Nathan Geore. He begins the chase alter the diamond thief, and rushes across Germany into Russia
in & nEm;.i:l train, taking with him & number of the crew of the Lord of the Deep.

Such is Nathan Gore's cunning, however, thet they are unable lo overtake him, though pressing him hard. The mad millionairs flees to Prince
Miguel Ollenorff, an old enemy of Ferrers Lord, and plots with him to wait in ambush for the party, which is being guided by & gipsy lad through
the forest belonging to the Russisn prince. This boy rushes into the undergrowth in pursuit & wild boar, and a second later a shot is heard,
and & dozen Russians surround Ferrers Lord and his party.

‘Kow go on wilh the story.)

“To the left into the long ride!" he cried. ' We may yet
show your Excellency sport. Let go the dogs!”

Frecd from the leash, the great brutes sprang awiy.

“Will your Excellenoy take a rifle
“ No, thank you,” said Ferrers Lord.

“But this one is terribly fierce! He has ripped up many

Baifled Rage—Good Fare and Fun in the Servants’ Quarters
—Barry Breaks into Verse.

Nathan Gore choked back a sigh of rage as he saw Ferrers
Lord uoharmed. He dared not shoot again, though lhus foe
was not ten paces away. And then, hat in hand, smuhing
like the hypocrite he was, Prince Miguel bowed to the

English milhionaire,

“This is indeed & pleasant surprise!’ he eaid. **1 had
heard you were t-rm'uFiug in Russia, but I Llittle dreamed
that my benefactor would honour my poor estate with a
visit,"

Ferrers Lord bowed coldly.

“ Have you had any luck, prince?” he usked.

“Not yet. One of those fools exploded his gun, and 1
suppose the report has frightened the boar.™

 He sent his ball unpleasantly close.” _

“The dog! I'll knout carelulness mto him |
that a call?” |

They heard the faint notes of a bugle. The prince answered
them with his hunting -horn.
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-tIr:p’:-.l and killed a peasant-wouar b

“ Give my friend, his Highness Ching-Lung, a spear,” said
Ferrers Lord,

Ching-Lung's eyes sparkled as he seized the powerful
weapon. Uninvited, he sprung upon the pony that Nathan
(ore had ridden. The baying of dogs and the shouts of the
beaters grew louder and nearver as iE:jl' ran down the glade.
The dogs hud found their quarry.

“What a fuss over killin' a poor little porrker!” said
Barry, quite as excited as anyone. * Whoy, me uncle
Dinnis O Rorke, wud kill forty in a day widout winkin', and
calt thems down aftherwarrds. Arrah! His was the porrk
sausages to make yer mouth wather! Av Oi cud be hanged
wid a sthring of thim, 0i'd doi laughin' loike a mealy potater

FRANK Enkﬂ ARDS,
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i n hot oven! Sthiek him in the neck, Misther

Ching,
whoile 2% howld his 1ail!

There sttt a pig on pirth whose
tutl 01 et howld ! Oi*ll grab hing whin he comps—-*"

“Look out!™ cned the Mussian.

Barry glinesd at the boar for the wenth part of a second.
Lts great bristly head, its fupping ears, its bloodshor eyves, and
mirderous, fushing tuska showed through the bushes,

e l"ril[l.'lh-.'r.r" 'Ihn'rfi_-[j t}u: 11‘55111:|.'1.|1_

He gave up cvery notien of * howldin®™ that pig’s tail,
and, turupg tail himsell, scuttled up a tree. The boar burst
mte the cleariug, the dogs tearing at its flanks. Prince
Miguel, rifle in hand, coully pulled at his mmoustache and
watehed (Ching-Lung. The terrified pony was wheeling and

plunging. _
“1 had betrer shoot, Excellency, T think,"” eaid the
Russian. *That pony will throw your friemd, and the boar

will certeinly kill him.™

* Shootinie boars is not what wo consider aport,” said Ferrers
Lord duily, It is the risk that adds zest to sport. Save
your bullets. Perhaps his Highness will be able 1o teach us
something."'

As if by magie, Ching-Lung had the pony under econtrol.
Dne dog lny toyn and dead. Bheltercd behind the trunks, the
beators were velling to keep the boar from charging out of
the glade. The pony dashed forward, and Ching-Lung leaned
low in the saddle. He seemed to gronze the bLoar. Like a
Quash his body rose erect in the saddle, and fell. The spear-
head shone like a streak of silver, and sank deep in between
the' shoulder-blades of the boa:.

Thé boar sank upon its knees. Round came the
Two strong yellow hands whipped out the spenr. The
roge, tottering and bleeding, and charged down u
Russian. He turned to run, but tripped and fell.
Lung rolled from the pony,
the terrible churge. The

ony.
Fite
pon the

Ching-
between man and beast, and met

ar sank to the shaft, and the
boar dropped, writhing. Ching-Lung was flung back by the
shock, and dropped across the prince's body.

As he staggered up, he saw s pocket lying on the grass,
There was some u!::l lettering upon it which canght his
Euii{k eve. IHe deltly pocketed his find, and wiped his fore-

cad,

" Bravo, bravo!™ eried the men.

“Hooray !" sang out Barry from his perch,
did say lie ought to have been a porrk-butcher ! _
. The Russiun brushed his clothes, and thanked Ching-Lung
in well ehosen terma,

“ They wire two neat strokes, Ching,"" said Ferrers Lord.
“This is n bigger gentleman than any we found near Kwai-
Hal. Huve we tuught you anything, Prisce Migue] *™'

“XYou have only increased my respect for the rifle,
Execlleney,”” answered the Russian. * It is safer. You will
be my gucsts, I trust.”

Ferrers Lovd was about to refuse. He had no suspicion of
tieachery. He saw Ohing-Lune's hand move in an odd
manner that was clearly a signal.

“ My movements are uncertain, prince,” he said; “but we
will remain a short time, at least.”

“1 am overjoyed, Fxcelloney 1™

As they returned to the castle, tlie milllonaire and Ching-
Lung fell behind.

o &'hy do you want to stay, Ching?”

* Because 1 have found something,” whispered Ching-Lung
—*“something queer, old chap.”

* Found what?"

“A pocket-book dropped by our Russian friend. It's
crammed with English gunkm:ntﬂs, and bears the name of a
dear friend in gold letters—' F. Nathan Gore.'"

Ferrers Lord did not start.

“Oh!" he said enigmatically. * That is indeed 2 curiosity.
But it is even more curious to be the guests of the nephew
of Michael Scaroff.”

Barry, Gan, Joe, Thomas Prout, and Benjamin Maddock
found the servanis' quarters of the Castle of Matrinsk much
to their liking. The prince had given orders to treat them
nobly, and the culinary departmasnt produced something like
a Lord Mayor's banquet. They did not give the food much
chance of going bad. After his fifth attack on a venjson-
pasty—a pasty almost the size of a bath—Barry sadly laid
down his llinifu and fork.

“What & thing eating is to take away yer appetite ! he
sighed.

* Dreadful I'" said Prout sympathisingly, * I wart some o'
that valler cheese and watercress, but ['ll ha' to give it L.
How are you goin’, Joe?”

“T've fsll at the roast gander,” said Joe.

““Pass him hore, den, Josey ! grinned Gan-Wapga. * Me
hutterful 'ungrys stills. Oh, Inl.lﬁ- joviulness, ain't hims
brown and fatness? [ hab some ob dat gold stuff wid him."

“ That's marmalade ' gasped Prout.  ** Ugh, you pig !

The sight of Gan-Waga dipping a drumstick into the
marmalade and eating the mixture with a glowing face that
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spoke of utter bliss, was much more than they eould bear.
They flung a dozen bones at hine and hastily left the tuble.
Prout happencd to look back. Gan was adding pepper, aalt,
vinegar, and mustard 1o the choice dish.

" By hokey,” muurtered the steersman, *if he ean do that
and live, his blessed Winside must be copper-sheathod and
viveted, and pertected wi' ingyrubber ! By okev—by ho-key !
A Belleville l‘fllt-r couldn’t stand it ! Look at him, Barey 1"

“ Bedad, he vempinds me av the bhov,” said Barry—"" the
young gint who

* Liniked all koind of dishes,
Mixin® troipe and little fi-hes,
He wanee throied throut and ynmarmalade,
And sponge-cake spread wid musthard ;
But moighty sick that bhov was made
Wid vinegar and custhard !

“Lit him alone! Lit him alons! We'll bury him darrkly
at dead of noight, and engrave on his tombstons. wid many
tears and a cowld chisel: “He did not ate to live. but ate to
doie. Don't sthop to git yer tate wet, sthranger, but pass
boy. His name was Gan, you'll understand. He died of
eatin' jam wid gander.™

However, Gan did not die. He joined them, locking quile
as healthy, if not more healthy. thun usual, They strolied
out into the park. A little biack-browed man—one of the
prince's valets, hurried after them.

“8ye ! he valled.

“ That's the Seven Dials accent.” said Joe. * That's a
cockney, my lads. He'sa Londouer, I'll bet. Halla ™

The little man ran up.

“ Hallo, nine-foot-thirteen!” said Prout. * How's yer
mother? Does she still wheel that wpple-barrer in the Wiite.
chapel Road? By hokey, they was apples, too—all apple and
no [lnps! I've bought pecks of "em !’

The little man began to brivile. Barry seized him lovingly
by the hand.

“Tom,” he cried, *“ ut’s Bill! Oh, Dill, how are yer? T
does me hearrt good to gaze wid oies dim and wet wid jov
g:‘tﬁ”;;ur simotlin’ counting-house ! Joe, ut's Bill—ut's our

il !

* Don't know him," grinned Joe,

“What,"" ened Barry, in amaze,
mother did our washin' 1"

“Ta be sure!" said Joe.

“The very chap!"" said Maddock.

“ Bill, by hokey !" chuckled Prout.

Barry took out a pocket-book, and opened it before the
little man, who was boiling with rage, purple, and then nearly
black, with passion.

“And that remoinds me, DBill" he went on quickly,
“There's a few things down here we've missed, and we'd
take ut koindly av yez 'ud wrote to ver mother to sind them
back."” Then he pretended to read from an ima inary list,
**Not returrned Ernm the wash boy Mrs Budslosh—noine
pairs of socks, embroidered in blus-green silk, wid satin heels
and velvet toes, the pmpﬁrtj' of Barry O'Rooney, Esquire;

i

“not know Bill, whose

foive Hfannel shirts, wi calico  frills, linen cuffs,
and raal pearl buttons, hall-marked roight through,
all the property of the above distin uished ginﬁm

wnan, who is distantly related to the R'val Family through
Adam and Eve; also, wan shirrt, in rags (the on ¥ wan he
ever had), belongin’ to Misthar Prout; wan duster, wid n
hole in the middle, used about iv'ry foive year boy Misther
Gan-Wagna as a pocket-handkerchiei : wan collar (& donkey-
collar), worn on Sundays boy Ben Maddock. who only missed
bein' a dook becanse he wasn't the ildest son of wan whin his
fayther doied. Further—— Dear, dear, are yvez tuken bad 7"

The little man was red in the face, crimson, purple, and
then mnearly black with passion.

“Y-y-you—you—you—"" he ?luttﬂmd,

“U, v, w, x, Yoz oa, b, ¢,"" said Joe gently.

“Y-y-you—"

" Whisht "' said Barry. “Whisht! Ut's u fit comin® on!
Bill darlint—Dill. don't doie! At laste, Oi beg, Oi intrate,
give us the addhreses of yer mother afore vez turns Up yer
toes! Think, think"—Barry's voice was full of tears—
“ think what ut wud mane av we lost the garrmints! Think
of Misther Prout widout a shirrt! Think of me, related,
through Adam and Eve, to the R'yval Family, widout a shirrt
or socks! Don’t doie yet—don't die! Whisper ut—where
dt‘ll’s ghe live?™

“ Y-y-you—v-y-y spat the valet, * Oh, y-v v-vou—""

And then the little man, wild with wrath, shook both
clenched fists at them, gnashed his teeth, folded his a-ms like
a Napoleon, and strode buck to the house,

“Tell yer mn not to forget, Bill 1"’ shonted Barry.

And then they looked at each other and roared as they

slapped Barry on the back
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b: I:lﬁ’ nots sce the jokes,™ said Gan. ** What's him alls
BOUTL !

“1t's yer poor knowledge of English,”" explained Joe, with
a . " Barry was o treat. He was just chafhin’, you seq,
and fine be did it Haw, haw! Y-v-v-y-vou!"

" But s'poses de chap bringing order From de boss or
Chingy?"

Prout smote lus thigh.

“ By hokey,"” he said, ' I never thought! That's a true
waorel, fatty. 1 thought he was just goin' to pal on, and, if
he had took his chafl and chalfed back, we'd ha' had him, 1
likke a chap who don't pet riled at a bt of jokin""”

“ Me not like him mug ! growled Gan. 1 go and asks
Me. Rupert or my Chmgy."

j'“ ]II+j;-i Chingy ! smiffed Maddeck.
11t

" T ruess his Highness reckons he owns Gan, anvway,”” sail
Joe. " They're a brace of 'ull-marked "uns.”

Gan could go when the other mien hung buack : for, as Prout
put it, ** the iceberg had the whole run of the ship.””  Hi
walked dirvect into tﬁ-r dining-room where Prinee Miguel and
his guests wera lunching. He returned with a smile on lits
fece and a plate of strawberry ice in his hand,

Y Good 'mough—butterful " he gurgled. ' We go fishesing
far pikeses in de lnke. Dere rods and boatmans, and we hab
lea and 'joys ourselves. Chingy him say so. And deve sonie
nasty stuffs comin'."

“ What's that?"'

. Hu:-t?' v hisky. ™

“Gan'' =aid Parry, pre=sing a kiss on Gen's brow, ** we all
luvs yez ™

“71 reckon he owins

FEE————

Tells of Some Queer Fishing, in which Ching-Lung got
Badly Hooked.

The men went off in high spirits, and quickly reached the
lake, It looked a likely place for fish, Joe, who professed
to be s great angler, snid there ought to be mke in it as
high as Nelson's colunin

Two boats were ready in charge of two bewhiskercd
Russiins. The rods were up, the bait-cans held a stock of
duce and gudgeon, and Barry took care to be sure that the
whisky had not got mislaid. They christened one boatman
“ Whiskery Willy "' and the other * Hairy Harry,” and the
boatmen answered to their titles without demur.

“* Now for fish!" aid Barry. 01 bet me socks Ol eatch
the biggest! Push off, Whiskery Will O1 app’int meself
captain of this geod and thrue ship, and me wurrd is law.”

 And I'll boss this one,” said Joe. * Look here, Gan, you
4it near the whisky. You can't trust Ben. There's groed
in his gooseberry orb now. Push off, Hairy Harry! Let her

gt

The boats pulled out together. The baits were put on the
iooks, and the heavy green and white floats went bobbing
about the surface of the water. Fishing with live bait for pike
did not satisfy Joe. He preferred to troll, and his skill in
sending the artificial dace spinning across the lake excited
universal admiration,

Tt looked casy—so easy that Barry thought he would try.
At the very first attempt he ravelled himself up in about fifty
fect of lme, and got the hooks so firmly fixed in the seat of
his {rousers that they had to be cut out. There was a smile
on the face of Whiskery Willy that would have stopped a
train,

“ Ut's & bad rod and a bad reel!” growled the disgusted
Irishman. ** What can yez ixpict from Russia? Oi miver
secd sich a spalpeen of a thing. Arrah, but that was a raal
rod me ould Uncle Dinnis had whin Oi was a bhoy. Shure,
the siver, limpid river ran past the window of the castle, and
many’s the morrnin’ we'd lave thim winders open to let the

salnron jump in from the sthrame afther the. floies that
walled about the ceilin’.”

“ T'ma a bit of a liar mysell,” said Prout, ** but that Hoors
me,"’

** Wud yez accuse me of tillin’ an ontruth, Thomas Prout?

“(Oh, ne," answered Prout, ‘‘not on any account, I
wouldn't."”

“Oi'm glad of that—moighty glad of ut. Ut saves on-
lcasantness. Wance more vez hiave saved yer loife, Tom.
Vhiskery William, may I ax yez to stick another gudgeon on
thim prickly hooks. Ut's a quare thing, isn’t ut, that all
hooks are bent? Such thrifles appeal to o thinkin' moind like
me own., Odd that a man niver comes across a sthraight hook
or a vound square. Thank yez, me whiskery wan!—thank
vz koindly! Wid a betther fnco yez would be betther
?n{i-ir{in', and wid all the hair and whiskers off yez wud be
-bﬂ ¢ 11|

** You gibbering idiot, chuck drivellin’ I
“ You're frightenin’ all the fish!”

“Ut's yor great ugly face, yez means! Whisht !
a boite !V

‘“ 80 vou have! Give him Well "

* Murther!" said Barry blankly.
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“What done dats?" pasped Gan-Waga

The Aoat had gone down and risen again. Splinters of
cork flew from it.  Barry landed a small jack, and then they
cxaminoed the float.

“Ut's a stuggerer!” said the Imshman.
ut's busted it=elf !

Prout scratchied his head. It was extraordinary.
cf the pike float was guite shattered.

T Eucsl "nough!" roared Barry.
Tom."

“ By hokey! What does it mean?”’

Chips of cork from Prout's float were duncitg on the
ripples.  Before he could pull it up, however, a run fram what
laoked like a hecavy fish made them forget the mystery.
Prout struck and hooked a monster. Joe's rod, too, was
bending like a bow as he played a monster, There was tre-
mendous excitement on bosrd both boats."

““He's giving in, the rogue ! cried Barry, kneeling ready
with the gaff. " Be aisy wid him, Thomas, me jooil of a
bhov! Don't pull his mouth teo oiuch. Ut spiles a horrse to
pull him.  Arral, Oi seed the shoine of him, thin! Whin O1
zit this tickler in his vibs Le'll be afther comin' gintly. He's
comin’ now., Aisy!  Aisy! A little hoigher.  Hurrah!
Nailed 1™

He gaffed rhe struggling fish,

“Tave and "cuns!”” he yelled.
face.”

“ Bedad, luk how

The top

“Yo one gone sames,

“* The baste has spat in me

“Ow, ow ! said Gan, in terror.  * It blood !

Barry dropped the fish, and wiped his face. His handkers
chief was erimson, Prout sat down and glared. The bontman
Eﬂintml to the twenty pound pike with trembling hand.
ixcept for a siight quivering of fins and tail, it was motionless
—dl_-nd.

“Oi'm gom'.” said Barry hoarsely. ' Oi don’t loike a
Jace where such things happen. Oi'm goin’. 0Oi don't lo'ke
Hoats that bust, and lishes that spit bi‘ud at vez, and thin
dose in a jifiv! Tom, Oi faal faint. Ts Tun is haunted.”

Prout resched for the whiskv, and drank nervously. Joe
had just landed a fine fish, and was admiring and rloating
over his capture. Gan's eyes rolled in fear.

* Afther vez wid the bottle, Tom !

1 Prout passed it ever, raised his cap, and polished his bald
end,

“ By hokev !’ he muttered, **If it "adn’t been broad day-
light I should ha' run. Sartinly it's the rummest go 1 ever fell
over. That fish must ha' bust a blocdvessel.”

“ D'yez think the corrks did that as well?” asked Barry.

“ Dunno. 1 gives it up.” _

“ Ghosts, gobling, spooks; banshees, lairics, imps, or my-
hatmas,” growled Barry, ** Qi intind to howld a post-mortem
and an inquest on that fish! Yez cannot frighten a man w
tho blud of the O'Rooneys in his veins. 0i shall find out how
he doied. Still, still, me Autterin’ hearrt! Yez name is
Barry. The O'Rooneys know no fear. DBedad, they're the
bhoys for shootin' lindlords! Where's me knoife!”

Barry apened the fish and began to dissect it

“ Hearrt good,” he went on learnedly; * liver first-rate,
iungs primme, stomach containin' the remamns of a fat roach.
Let's luk at the brain, av any.”

He hacked through the tough skull.

‘““ Brain small, and—arrah! What's this at all, at all?

He brought it out on the end of the knife.

"By hokey!" pasped the stecrsman. ™ A bullet—no; &
slug from an air-gun!” _

Barry put on his coat as the astonished Prout examined
the little hollow piece of lead.

“Oi'm goin’ we,” remarked O'Rooncy. ** Ut's not
liealthy bein’ near the wathcr, Wather is a [recquent cause
cf eowlds and bronchitis.” _

“* Steady on!" said Prout, glanoing cautiously round him.
* Was it pood shootin’ to hit them floats?"”

“ 0i shud call ut nigh on a miracle.”

“ And, by hokey, who shoots like that?”

“ On'y Chingy,” put in Gan. ' Nobodys elses.” _

“ By ﬂnkej, you've got it ! There ain’t anyonc else. Fle's
comewhere ashore in them bushes. Steady on, and I'll tempt
him. Pretend to take no notice, but keep your eyes peeled.’

*The haythin rascal ! growled Barry. * Sure, av course
he's the ghost!™

et Ixiﬁtﬂn !"

Prout placed a cup in a cﬂnﬁiﬂicunus position. There was
sudden impact, and the cup broke in pieces.
‘ In thim thick bushes vondher, as Oi dive!” saul Darry.

“ What ean we do to git avin wid him?
The steersman did not answer. He headed the boat for

the shore. ) L
“ Where are you going?' shoutcd Joe. ' Not chuckin® it,

e¢h "

“* Not much !" “ We want moro ta-.‘:'.:kﬁlﬂ."

answercd Proat.

FRANK I?rﬂﬂlﬂﬂ-ﬁ-
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They rowed into the boathouwse, There was a hazy idea
in Proat’s brain. IHe kprang ont.  Hanging to the beams
were sovernl steel traps which the keepers set for pame and
otters,

Prout took one down., It was of the ordinary pattern, with
teeth and a powerful steel spring.

“Btop here a bit,” he said.  * T'll try and stalk him, If 1
do, n EI{' roes "

“ And sarve him roight, the spalpeen !

" Yo' not catchin' Chingy so easy 'nough,” said Gan.
“ Chingv, him take some of dat. "’

* Dy hokey, 1 can try, can't 1"

“Wid juy, me son—wid jor! Dut what are vez zoin' to
do wil thal ould thrap?"

"I dunno. Let me grab hin. and, by hokev, he'll be o wet
chance 1"

Prout crawled round the back of the boathouse, and wormed
along thraugh the undergrowtly, e had mnde a note of the
spot where he expected the marksman was lurking.

Prout travelled inch by inel. Chine Lune was the slivest
and []tliﬂr-ir-.-:’r game any man coubd hinr,

The steersman paused to tie a leneth of tarred twine to the
trap. He knew why he had brought the trap, but he never
hoped to Le alile to use it

“By gum !

He dropped into the grass. Thera was a flicker of whita
closo to the cdge of the water. He eould soe Ching-Lung
kneeling there.

The prince was peering up into the hranehes of a troo, He
had an airgun in his hand, and was walching the movements
of a squirrel, '

I T can only get behind him,” muttered Prout. “I'll
Egive him a ta-ra-ra-ra and some extra for luck. Ho'll be the
wettest Chinee on earth, by hokoy! And then T'll slide ™

The prince. levelled the gun ut the squirrel, It was a
tempting and difficult shot, but he did not fire.

Ho locked across the lake, and kuelt down on the edge of
the bank. Ho took aim at Maddock's float, and waited for
it to remain steady,

The way Prout stalked would have delighted a redskin
warrior. Foot by foot he erent nearer.

Holding his breath, he ticd the sirine to a braneh. The
end of Ching-Lung's pigtail was within reach.

Pressing down the spring of the powaerful trap with his
muscular hands, he allowad (he steel jaws io close over the
prince’s pigtail,

*Now mo!" be muttered.

One mighty push sent Ching-Lung over the bank. There
was a .ﬂFlur.-h and a gurgling erv. The string becamos taut.

“* By holkey," grinned Prout, * that was a squelcner | You
can stop there and cool, sonny."

Ching-Lung was certainly n wet Chinee, and he was also
an astonished one. He eame up crowned with weads and
then went down again to recover Lthe gun.

But he could not dive. Some power was holding nim
back. He put up his hand, and found his pigtsil standing
on end,

“Groal pip ! he gasped.

He meznaged to serew his head round, and saw the string.
It had caught round a jutting branch, When he swam for
the shore it held him 'Luck like an anchor. He tried to
break it by swimming violently. The tarred string refused
to break. He tried to elimb up his own pigtail; but even
Ching-Lung ¢ould not manage such an acrobatic feat.

He could not sink ; he could not swim more than a yard or
0. If ever a Chinee was properly bagged and netfed, his
Highness of Kwai-Hal was that p&ﬁirtﬁar Celestinl.  He
could only escape by cutting his pigtail, It was impossible
to unpiait it. To a Chinaman a pigtail is more than sacred.

“That's Barry or Prout,” he thought. *“ I'll kill both of
them for it!"”

He did not intend to call for aid while there was the
remotest chance of escape. It would be terribly humihating.
He sot nis brains to work. A few ducks swam past. They
looked as if they were grinning at him,

Then he heard footsteps nnd voiecs. The first voice was
the voice of Prout, and it said :

0w bootiful is nater, Barry! Oh, 'ow T love nater!
By hokey, 1 could walk for hiver in these grecn woods a-
Estenin® (o the warblin' of the goese and the pure, sweet song
of the bullfrogs!"

The sccond voice was the veice of Barry O'Roonev, and it
answered :

“Tom, me bhby, sich sintiments war-rms me henr-rt. (i
luve the man who thruly admir-res nater.  What s
more #oothin® to the toired oie than the soight of a field of
praties? What 158 more grateful moosic to the jaded car
than the tindher squaalin’ of a pig* Wid vez, me noble
friend, Oi ¢'u'd roam these woods for iver. And Gan-Waga
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is anocther of the same kidney. Gan, doesn't yer hear rt faal
lt}ith to view the scenery ¥

It lighter when me eatin' cangles,"” remarked Gan,
* Whisht—whisht ! The muse is upon me.

“ Undher the greenwood three,
Plaze come and walk wid me,
Ta view the scenery.

Sit down, and wet ver theottle,
Wid samethin' from this bottle.™

“By hoker.” chuckled Prout. *that's good ! The last
line is fine, I neoept the invitation. We'll sit down right
away just 'ers, whera all these big toadstools are.”

Ching-Lung writhed and squirmed. He could not seo them,
but he knew that the eonversation was intended for his ears,
They could tell where his head was by the string, and Barry
picked up a big, juicy toadstool.

"' This makes me a bhoy agon,” he said, 1
of happiness and bliss! Gone like a dhrame, or lnst Batur.
day's wages. Ut's curious what a bhov loikes. Oi luy-ved
to sit on a bank loike this, and shor things into the wather.
Did yez over do that "

“ Thousands of times!"

“Me, too " said Gaon.

*“Laike that?" inquired Barry.

“* Just like that."

A floppy toadstool descended, and broke into a mash on

ing-Lung's head. e swam a few strokes, but the string
betrayed his exoot position. Down came another toudstoo;,
and then a ball of moss and damp soil.

" And then there was payshooters,” went on Barry, recall-
ing the joys of the past. “ hd yez ever make o shuvpooter —
Oi mane, shoopater—oh, dhrat ut I—pooshater? Ol get ut
soon—a pavshooter ¥"

“ Often,””

“ But dere no poases," said Gan.

" Bure, ould Barry can tache yez to be a bhoy, Gan. Barry
can do ut. Whisht now —whisht { This us how vez do ut.
Foind a good stalk of hemlock loike this, and cuf ut at the
jomts. Ut's holler, and a pavshooter at wanee. And for
pays, bedad, luk at the berries on that hawthor-rn, sll har-rd,
ﬂm‘.lwrlmt lotkely to be roipe for a manth. What did Oi tell
yez !

Barry had cut a stem of hemlock, and flled his pockets
with the groen berries.

* Butterful 'nough !" said the admiring Gan.

They grinned, and made themselves simdlar Weapons,

Knowing what to expect, Ching-Lung dived, but the
string wns too taut,

They crawled nearer, and the stinging berries began to
rattle round his head.

* Confound you!" he yelled. * Cheess it!"

“*What was that #

““Ah, thirm davs

* Hallo ! eried Prout.

“Me t'ink 1t was a swear,” said Gan.

“Ut was,” suid Barry, “8ome voile wretch swore! O]
hear-rd the awful wur-rd. My blud curdles. Come away,
Oi cannot sthand bad langwidge. Come away "

“1 'ata swearin' "' said Joe.

“Him make me sicks!" grinned Gan.
me bad "

“Come awny, then—come away! Luave the wretch to his
own avil conscienco !

Fifty yards further on Barry and Gan hurled themsolves
upon Prout, and hugged him’ rapturously. Prout had dis.
tinguished himselfl. They were indeed getting their own
back, and with a high rate of interest into the bargain.

“We must let Ben and old Joseph into the fun!" said tho
stecrsman,

‘" Me son, we must !
and a rat-thrap !

A bed of reeds hid Ching-Lung from Joe. The carpentcr
was having good spert, and he was happy.  Ben had coenred
one good [ish, and was playing a second when they rowed
ouf.

“ How have you done, Barry !" nsked Joe.

** A twinty-pounder, Joe,” said the Irishman.

"“Is that =117"

“All! Bedad, wait 2 mo'!
and thurty odd !

Joe put down his rod and filled his glass,

It takes something to wesh that down, Trish," he said,
“Tell mo some more. How did yer eateh it—on a lilessed
shark-"'eok and telegraph-wire? o hon [

“1 copped it in a rat-trap!” grinned Prout. * Bet vou
a tenner it’s right ! By hokey, if 1t don't weigh elose on that
I'll pay up! Come and look! Keep vour mouth shut, and
row arier us!"

“ Swearin's moks

Forward, to till the tale of a pigtail

Tom has got wan a hundred

(Te be continued.)
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FOR NEXT WEEK.
" THIE COMPETITION CRAZE AT GREYFRIARS,”

by Frank Richards. This amusing, interesting, and exciting,
complete school tale of Harry Wharton & Co. will appear in
next Tuesday's ** Magoet ™ Library, and my readers ma

vest assured that they have something really grand lo loo

forward to. Competitions and puzzles of all sorts become
“all the rage " in the Lower Forms at Greyfriars, and two
juniors, at least, lay themselves out to turn the craze to their
own advantage. Both Billy Bunter and Fisher T, Fish, the
cute American junior, proceed to make hay while the sun
shines; but by the time

“THE COMPETITION CRAZE AT GREYFRIARS"

is at an end they find somchow thut they have not benefited
very much, after all!

BACK NUMBERS OFFERED AND WANTED.

R. 8. Shippe, 10, Blandford Street, Sunderland, wishes to
obtain early numbers of ** The Magnet.”

H. Brownsey, Glenmore, Queen Street, Taunton, has 100
numbers of * The Gem " and **The Magnet ™ to dispose oi
at half-price. .

E. Morgan, 164, Lightwoods Road, Bearwood, Birminglium,
has a quantity of back numbers to dispose of. o

B. H. Green, 94, Drayton Road, Kings Heath, Birmingham,
has a number of old “* Magnets” for disposal at half-price.

(This Ceolumn, which has been open for many
weeks, will in future be disconilinusd.)

REPLIES iIN BRIEF.

 Constant Reader,” Keighly.—Thanks for your letter.
The values of your stamps are as follows: 25c. (1849-50), 4d.,
if used: and 25¢. Ilﬂﬁﬁ—&], il unused 30s., and if used, 3%
The colour of this latter stamp is a dull blue; but there is
avother issue of the same date of a deeper blue;, and this is
vorth 4s. used. ‘

H. F., Manchester, and * Frederick,” Bradiord.—The best
means of putting on flesh is to go in for a sound course of
physical training, such as with a pair of dumbbells, or an
exerciser, eat plenty of good food, wholesome and nourishing,
and drink as much milk as you comfortably can. Milk is
one of the finest fonds in existence, and you should endeavour
to drink at least a pint a day. Go to bed carly, rise early,
and avoid smoking and similar bad habits, and you will soon
notice an inerease in your weight.

H. Barnby, Clapham.—Many thanks for your letter. In
answer to your query, I have to tell you that you have, as
far as I can gather from your letter, a fairly good knowledge
of how to arrive at the charucters of diffcrent people by
rending the lines, ete., on their faces Sonietimes the con-
clusion arrived at is fairly correct; but it is not always
advisable to rely upon this method of estimating different
persons’ characters, as, according to un old saying, * appear-
ances are deceptive.” _

R L. V. J., Old Ford.—Thank you for your letter. With
regard to your question concerning emigration, I am afraid
that vou cannot obtain absolutely free passages to Austraha,
45 these are only granted to female domestic servants, and
then only under cevtain stated conditions. It is seldom
possible either to work your way out, a3 there arve very few
shipping firms who now employ men and boys for the single
trip. There are, however, assisted passages, which are
allowed under certain conditions, which are too numerous 1o
state here. For theso conditions and further information,
write to the Chief Clerk, Emigrants’ Information Office, 34,
Broadway, Wl:!ﬂfﬂ".lill;‘tl?l;i ﬂE_lW El'ﬁlnm;:i sztx enny stamps
for the hooklets on the different parts of Australia.

W. Bury, Burnlev,—Write to W. Clarkson, 434, Wardour
Street, London, W.C., for their lst. You might also try
A. W. Gamage, Ltd., High Holborn, London, W.C.
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TRAINING FOR THE AUTUMN SPORTS.

No. |—Races.

It now wants but a few wecks to the commencement of
the sutumn sports moetings, and it is time for those of my
readers who are thinking of entering any of the competitions
to start training seriously. No one, unless in the pink of
condition all the year round, can expeet to take lmrt in any
sport wikh any hopes of success without previously traming.
Another thing that must be seriously considered and guarded
ngninst is the strain that is put upon an unfit body in razing,

First, let us deal with traiming for

Sprinting,
which includes atl races up to 440 yards—otherwise, a
quarter of a mile. For the hundred yards' sprint o boy must
train hard, and if he is not aleeady the possessor of good ].EE
museles he must work hard to set them, as a rucer with wea
lous stunds no ** earthly " in a good hundred yurds' sprint.
A sure method of improving the condition of the calves 1s:

Every morning take a eood walk, travelling at the rate
of about three or four miales an hour, keeping this up as
steadily as possible.  Two hours every morning is quite
sufficient. Some readers way find this too long, cither on
necount of business hours, or beeause it 1s rather too much
to tackle at once. In this case the time may be split in two,
doing one hour in the morning and one in the evening.
This system of training must be curvied on until within about
three weeks of the race, when it is either advisable to increase
the distunce or to tanke un extra half an hour's walk during
the duy. The monotony of the two hours’ walking may be
relieved by introducing a short run—up to 200 yards or so,
which should be covered briskly but not vielently.

Now, when the reader has become pecustomed to training,
the running distance may be shortened to 100 yurds, and the
spead increased. The speeds lor different days should be
regulated in some such manper as follows : Take, for instance,
thiee days' training. The speeds on the first and second
days should be slightly lower than top, but on the third day
the distance should be covered as quickly as possible. It 13
a tip worth remembering on this third day to have o time-
keeper, when the improvement in the speeds can be noted.

Now for the next and hardest race—

The Quarter-Mile.

This race requires both stumina and speed, and it 1s for this
reason that 16 18 looked upon as the hardest race to rum.
The distance to be covered is over four times as great, yeb
the speed to be maintained is practically the same us in the
hundred yards. The system of traiming is practically the
samao ak for the hundred: Long, brisk walks to harden the
muscles, with a short run in the middle of them. If there is
ample time for training, the run need not exceed two
hundred yards at first, and need only be taken at full speed
but once a week. And then, as the body gets more used
to training, and the leg muscles become harder, the distance
muy be gradually increased up to the quarter, which distance
should be run at full speed a day or so before the race. If
this cen be taken fairly easily, the remaining time for
truining should be filled up with long walks.

Traimng for the
Half-Mile

is the same as for the preceding races, with the exception
that the distances in both cases, walking and running, u
be lengthened. The run should be taken casily at Erﬁt, and
only done at top speed but once a week, and then if possible
with the assistance of a timekceper and a pacer.

One more thing to learn is the correct monner of

Starting.

Place the left foot about six inches in front of the right,
lean slightly forward, with the weight of the body on the
forward foot. At the signal for starting press the foot hard
against the ground, leave the line at once, and fall directly
into the pace you have been traiming for.

THE EDITOR.

1
FRANK RICHARDS,
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| OPECIAL (ORIC SUPPLEMENT.

THE BUNSEY BOYS FIND THEY ARE DONE AGAIN !

== o A P o
1. Those navghty little terrors, the Bunsey Bovs, togged
up the beautiful statue of Appolhinaris defying the park-
keeper with an overcoat and topper,

3. They shifted the flinty gontleman who was still defying
the park-keeper, and hid him in the dustbin for Ike to chop
up to hearthstone in his spare time.
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3. And you can bet it wasn't long before those bovs came to

fetch Ler out, saying that a broker's man had called with a
carpet bag for the piano.

2. Lucky ma! Through the scullery window she saw the

\-'lﬁulﬂ bag o' tricks, so she whistled up Happy Ike on a bird
okl

i |-

i

4. Then ma rigged up Happy lke in the overcoat and
topper, and you would have thought he was the statue's twin

brother. Ma waddled back to her washing.

Gi. And Ferdy and George, the little Bunsey boys, got the

iright of their lives. " It's alive-oh ! gurgled Georgie, ** and
I thought it was made of hearthstone ™
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WINGED MESSAGES OF LOVE! A NEW HAT TRICK!

. 2

1. Oh, they're saucy minxes, are the artful students of Miss ~ =t .
Primm's mugdem]. (f course, they are not allowed to . " Throw up thy bands !” said the bold, bad highwaymen
exchange love-letters with the boys of Dr. Whackem's | *© simple Simon, who was going to pay the rent. 3o, yea
acadomy by post, so they do it by kite. verily and right hastily, he threw vp his hands.

: . : | - 2. But in Joing so they encountered a branch of a tree,
ihzl Yﬂlhhttﬂng wﬂttu_thc:néu:; effumons mﬂ"; just Bie | with which he gently pushed the villaing' hats over their
eni 0 the tail of their kite, on fly it over the garden | ;i forsooth. Then the welkin rang with music, ete., from
wall. The boys'of Whackem's remove them, and attach their | (hoir justy throate.
budget of sweet nothings, |

W
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; 3., And when (he Lold bad uns got  theiv Iughl_tiqrm off,
3. Then they let the kite flutter back to its pretty owners they esch acoused the other of doing the decd, whi

& our
again. And thus do the merry maidens revel in their little brainy friend got himeelf hence with their peashooters. By
love affuirs without danger of discovery. my halidom, what braina |
— — —

MORE COMIC PICTURES ON THE NEXT PAGE.



iv. The *Magnet” Library Special Comic Supplement. No. 236.

A_STORY OF WHEEL AND WOE.
; } g -.‘
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l. The amall boy thought it was mighty funny when poor 2. But Charlie was by no means done, and grabbing th
old Charlie the Coster’s back wheels came adrift, and let his bad small boy, soon ﬁlﬁﬁ him thuswise. ’“ni'uugr::n jllal.llﬂ:E ru:l:
cart down in the road—bump ! all the way to Covent Garden, me lad,” chuckled Charlie.

“That'll teach you to laugh!™

r  HER FIRST ATTEMPT.
| Z N\
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i iﬁ |
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I

F S

=¥

- - = Mra, Justwed : * It's my firse attempt,
Ejected Lodger: 1 westime you will | I made that ont of mother's old cookery

allow me to take my belongings away | book."

with me 2 Mr. J.: “ Great Seott! T think T must

Landlady: “T am sorry, buat vour | have . 3 A 4
: 7' o ot 8 bit '
other collar has not come home from the ? bEthe heading

laundry yet.”

Cissie: ""Mamman, mayva't I take the
part of a milkmaid at the fancy ball ¢ "

Mn.qmm : * You are too little.”

Cissie : “ Well, I can bo a condensed
milkmaid ! "

e
| B —
¥ -
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1. " Good!" said the Lear as he came across a pair of 2 o he sl —— — -

e e s bl ni _ - pped his littls tootsies into the mumber ton's

number tenq lying in the snow. “This'll do it! If Islip and did a merry paddle to his little home *mongst the fir-
with the gun will be foiled. Ha, ha!” “(uess 'm on tﬁua wrong trail after all!" he growled,



