HE WAYWARDNESS OF WIBLEY!

This week's grand stage and school story of Harry Whartorr & Co,
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'A DESPERATE LEAP TO SAFETY! g

Harry Wharton & Co. lose their quarry at the moment when his capture seems certain. (A sensaiional incident from
this week’s long compleie story of Greylriars.)
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“THE GREYFRIARS FLOOD!?”

EXT week's yarn iz simply
terrific, It depicts a state of

things at the old school such as

never could have been dreamed
of by anyone. -The plain fact is: Grey-
friars is in liquidation! But, let there be
no mistake, the famous establishment is
not in low water, The water is deep—
very deep—and the story comsequently
touches a proportionately high-water
mark. As everybody 'wiﬁ admit, the
MacNET never prints a dry story, and
next week it remains true to its poliey.
It is not for me, in a few anticipatory
lines, to sketch the plot., Of course this
swims along., We see Greyifriars under
thoroughly novel conditions, with some
of the fellows taking the alarming state
of things as a joke, and showing that
they ave true aquatic sportsmen,

UNDER WATER !

The explanation for the strange hap-
pening is simple. Thanks to a hasiy
thaw after a record snowstorm, Grey-
friars beecomes flooded out. Lord
Mauleverer maintains his serenity. He
is perfectly satisfied so long as he is macde
snug and comfortable in a big bath-tub,
which is poled about by hard-working
juniors. Bunter takes less kindly to the
discomforts of the flood. He proves
gomewhat heavy cargo for his tub, and
it is to be regretted that the porpoeise
fails to act up to his name. What really
might have been feared by some out-
siders was that good old Greyfriars
might have become a school of porpoises’!
Make sure, anyhow, of next weeld’s issue
of the MagxET. You will laugh over
the shifts to which the victimgz are driven
by being submerged. The Remiove fel-
lows do try and make the best of it, and

they were always excellent at laps; but
you can have too much of a good thing !

A “FLOOD* SUPPLEMENT.

Anything more thoroughly in keeping
with the long story of Greyfriars than
the Supplement could not have been de-
vised,
issue of the * Greyfriars Herald,” which
bobs along as merrily as a cork on the
tide. We get a glimpse of the flotation
at Greyfriara which makes for mirth.
The great thing to do in matters of this
sort is to look at what is happening from
all angles, IF the flood had lasted there
would have been anglers as well, with
good sport in the corridors fishing for
tiddlers, and herrings swimming in from
Pege to disport themselves in the class-
rooms, Mr. 51“311:]1 has, without a doubt,
made a few notes of the historic event
for his History of Greylriars, and he will
most likely hle a copy of the Flood
Supplement as a reminder. The whole
subject mets well' reviewed by Harry
Wharton and his subs; but, of course,
Myr: Quelch will be able one of these days
to touch on the period when the Grey-
friars fellows were hard put to it to keep
their heads above water, There 15 no
reference here to the stony days of the
Famous Five. The whole matter is
too serious. Look out for Monday's
number, It will damp nobody’s spirits,

“A MARKED MAN!*

Another gripping instalment of our
serial will appear next week., Jim Blake-
ney and Ferrers Locke figure in a highly-
dramatic situation. We hear more, too,
of Tiger Sleek, that giant in inches and
in intellect, though the mischief is that
he puts his powerful mentality to quite
WIolng 11ses,
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BETTER THAN EVER!

This year’s edition of the famous *“ Holiday Annual” !
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Next Monday you will find an-

A TREAT IN STORE,

It 15 good news that T have secured a
specially powerful serial to follow the
one now running., IEverything has to
come to an end some time or another,
but it is always refreshing to think:that

.} there is a special treat as a follaw-on.

And our next serial will be the work of
Hedley Beotf, an author who has made
a deep study of ihe stage. He has
selected as his theme a detective mystery
of the theatre world., It is a fine yarn,
as you will all declare,

“FOOTBALLERS’ NAMES **
COMPETITION !

Note,—All those of our readers who
took part mm this great picture-puzzle
competition will be glad to know ‘that
the time for sending in tntries was ex-
tended by three days after the closing
date previously announced.

Towards the last so huge was the
demand for the Magyer that many
readers were late in obtaining their
copy, and to give all our friends an
equal chance of entering the competi-

tton we accepted efforts up to the first

post on Friday, December 21st.

- We are now grappling with the .ad-
judication, and are making every effort
to give you the result at an early date,

LIFE IN THE OPEN,

This is what my correspondent, Len. R
Taylor, of Winnipeg, prefers. He tells me
he has been baving a grand jaunt throush
Manitoba., It was a grand life on the lakes
and rivers—eamping, shooting, fishing  and
swimming, and sleeping on the way., At Hill
River the party ran out of provisions for i
couple of weeks, and lived on. fish and
some stuff the Indians call coffee. They
struck an Indian camp. “Talk of profit-
eers!  Just try to arcue with an Iodiao
when he knows he has what you wanpt!” 1t
was altogether a wonderful experience, My
correzpondent says he intends to join the
Capadian Mounted Police. He says the out-
door is a swell life. He has been missing
the Companion Papers, but intends to oet
them all, for the school stories are like
Nature, very alluring. 1 should like to hear
more of those Sioux Indians whom he struck
on the frail,
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A WEEK
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MUST BE WON

See the New Puzzle-picture
Competition in this week’s
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It has long been William Wibley’s ambifion fo *° shine ”’ upon the professional stage, and he gels his chance at last.
His subseguent adventures, however, are out of all Ikeeping with his rosy dveams, and their effect is to cure tem-
pnrurf!_{;} Wibley's stage mania,
curlain '

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Left in the Lurch !

¢ IB! Where's that
\)‘f Wib ?*
Harry ‘Wharton

Remove spoke in exasperated

fathead

of the
tones.

The Rag was crowded with Removites
dressed 1n highly-coloured costumes.
Anyone who did not know what was “in
the wind,” so to speak, would have re-
ceived a decided shock on entering the
Rag at Greyfriars that Wednesday after-
nootl. _

Most of the juniors wefe dressed in
picturesque pirate costume, and a fear-
some and cut-throat assembly they
looked ! Harry Wharton himself made a
splendid sea captain of the Spanish Main,
whilst Bob Cherry and Tom Brown
appeared to be well suited to their roles
of merchants.

Practically every fellow in the Remove
was there that half-holiday. IEven Billy
Bunter, dressed as a ship’s cook, was
promiitent in the erowd. Even Alonzo
Todd, the Duffer of Greyfriars, was
there, although his features were some-
what unrecognisable under the bushy
whiskers and beard that adorned them.

Harry Wharton and Wibley of the
Remove had wrilten a pirate play, ealled
“Captain Skidd’s Revenge,” which, in
three weeks' time, was going to be pro-
duced at the Grand Hall, in Friardale—
the proceeds of the entertainment to be
devoted to " the funds of the Remove
Amateur Dramatic Soclety.

This was the first dress rehearsal of the
piece, and Harry Wharton, who was co-
manarer and producer with Wibley, had
sent forth the fiat to all members of the
cast 1o turn up in full costume at half-
past {wo in the Rag.

All were there, and everybody was
ready for the rehearsal—with one excep-
tion. And that exception happened to
be the principal character in the piece,
the sinister Captain Skidd himself.

William Wibley, who was taking the
part of Captain Skidd, and who was the
est actor and the veriiable backbone of
the Remove Amateur Dramatie SBociety,
was conspicuous by his absence !

The stage is set, the Deginners of the first act are in their places.

“The {fathead!” exclaimed Idarry
Wharton crossly. “He knows that re-
hearsal starts at half-past two. He knows
we can’t rehearse without him. The
blit!haring chump! I wonder where he
is 7"

““Perhaps he's got into a row with
Quelchy over something," remarked Bob
Cherry. *Or, maybe, he’s only just
hanging abouf, putting the finishing
touches to his make-up., ¥ou know how
particular Wib always i1s to have his
make-up just so.”

“0Oh, pifle!” snapped Harry Wharton,
“Wib's a silly ass to leep us waiting!
It’s a long piece, and rehearsals always
take twice as long as the ovdinary
straightforward run of the play. I'm
poitig down to rake out Wibley !™

Harry Wharton strode out of the Rag,
frowning, and made his way along to the
Remove passage.

He halted outside the door of Study
No. 6, and then his look of exasperation
changed to one of astonishment. Voices
were coming from within the room, and
one was a man’s—a strangoer’s.

Harry Wharfon tapped at the door,

The conversation inside hroke off, and
then Wibles's voice sounded.

“Run away, whoever vou are! I'm
busy !

Harry Wharion gasped.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. *I—I——
Why, the cheeky as=! Wib! I say,

Wibley [

Rap, rap, rap!

Wharton beat his knuckles sharply on
the door.

“Hallo! Ts that you, Wharton?"”
called Wibley from within. **Run away,
there's a good chap !”’

“Run away!” Harry Wharton could
hardly believe his earz. “ Look here,
Wil vou're wanted to i

“PDon’t bother! Call another time !”

“ Another time!  Wibley, you awful
ass, have you forgotten the rehearsal?”
demanded Wharton sulphurously through
the kevhole.

He heard Wibley give a gasp.

“(Oh, erumbs! 1 had forgotten that!
You—you'd better come in, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton opened the door and
walked into Study No. 6.

Ring up the

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story
of Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyiriars,
with William Wibley in the limelight,

Told by FRANK RICHARDS.
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ITe stopped almost Immediately and
gave o violent cough. The air was thick
with . tobacco-smoke, which pgot up into
the Remove captain’s nostrils, and down
his throat, and into his eyes, causing a
nasty, irritaling sensation in each of
those organs.

Blinking through the blue haze, he saw
William- Wibley, still dressed in his
ordinary Itons, standing by the window.
And, reclining in an ungraceful but evi-
dently comfortable atfitude in the arm-
chair, was a big seedy-looking man with
long hair, heavy features, and bleary
eyes, dressed in a shabby fur coat, striped:
trousers, a pair of old boots and spats.

This gentleman held a fat, vile-
smelling cigar between his stubby fingers,
and he was puffing away prodigiously at
it,

“Groooogh! Ah-ti-shoo!” said Harry
Wharton, applying his handkerchief to
his nose.

“Close  the door behind  ¥ou,
Wharton ! said Wibley, rather hastily.
“If Loder ar any of the masters cpme
alonr and smell the smoke, there'll be
the dickens of a shindy. Thanks! XNow
I'll introduce you to my friend, Mr.
Cornelius Mummer,"

The seedy-looking gentleman arose
from the armchair and, thrusting his
cigar into a corner of his mouth, he ex-
tended a fat and grubby hand towards
the captain of the Remove,

““Mr. Carneling  Mummer—Ilarry
Wharton I said Wibley..

“Grooooozh | Pleased to—ryerroogh I—
meet you, Mr. Mummer ! gasped Harry
Wharton.

“Prav don’t mention the honour, my
voung friend!” said the other, in lofiy
tones, waving his disengaged hand with a
sweepinig and dramatic gesture. * You
know who I am, of ecourse! You have
no doubt heard of Cornelina Mummer,
the pre-eminent tragedian of his time!
But "—here the seedy {face of Mr.
Mummer. assumed a sorrowful expres-
sion, and a tear drup]ljed from his bleary
eye—"‘but perhaps the days when the
great Mummer dominated the Thespian
halls of the land were before your time.

“ Gaze on me, my young friend! Here

Tug MagyeT LiBrapr.—No. 832,
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you see but the ruined roof and branch
of the once transcendent Muminer, the.
spoilt child of fortune, the whilom idol of
tﬁg ‘play-going public! Mummer was
once a Triton among the minnows, a
dominant figure among the exponents of
the histrionic.art! 'Time was when the
name of Mummer was a name fo conjure
with, when Mummer was sought after by
the managers, and the publie clamoured
for him from the housetops. Nobility re”
garded it an honour for Mummer to visit
their ancestral halls, the beauty of the
land worshipped humbly at the shrine of
Mummer !

“But look at Mummer now! Gaze on
the fitful spark that now remains of the
once dazzling brilliance of a theatrical
star, and weep with me at the pernicious
vagaries of ‘Fate! Misfortune has
dogged the footsteps of Mummer; he has
rolled the stone of Sisyphus! Sic transit
gloria mundi! Thus have the mighty
fallen !”

Mr. Cornelius Mummer gave .a sigh,
stmote his breast, and sat down, his bleary
eyves taised piously to the ceiling.

Harry Wharton looked {rom DMMr.
Cornelids Miummer to "Wibley, and then
back again at Mr. Mummer.

Wib'a visitor was a typical specimen of
an actor who had seen better days—and
seeir the last of them. Like most gentle-
men of his profession, he was most
logquacious concerning  himself, and
greatly. addieted to “swank.' Mr.
Cornelius Mummer- was a pathetic and
amusing figure, and Harry Wharton had
to grin, i gpite of himse]}.

“T'm sorry to hear of your—er—mis-
fortune, Mr. Mummer,” he said.

“(all me Cornie !” said Mr. Mummer.
“The name of 2Mummer has lost its old
significance, but I am known alffection-
ately to all my friends as Cornie, To
vou, my vyoung friend, I raise the
imaginary glass of sparkling wine in
greeting—the imaginary glass!"

Here Mr, Mummer gave a sigh of real
regret.

“{ornie 1s an old acquamtance of
mine, Wharton,” said Wibley., " He is
an actor, you know. His visit this aftér-
noon is an unexpected pleasure. He
came " to—er—discuss  business matters

with me.”
“What about the rehearsal?” de-
manded  Harry  Wharton  warmly.

“We're all waiting for you, Wib. We
onght to have started ten minutes ago,
ﬂ.nd——"”

“TI'm afraid vou'll have to carry on
without me this afternoon,” said Wibley.
“] shall be otherwise engaged.”

“Otherwise engaged!”  ejaculated
Wharton., *“ Why, vou—you—— Look
here, Wib, you can’t leave us in the lurch
like this! Yours is the principal part,
and you've got to come to rehearsal [”

Wibley thook his head. :

“Imposs!” he said decisively. * Quite
nmposs ! Cornie and I have business to
attend to—important business. I'm
sorry, Wharton, but it can’t be helped.”

rry Wharton gazed at Wibley in
mingled indignation and dismay.

It was quite true that without Wibley
in the cast the rehearsal would fall flat,
Williama Wikley of the Remove always
took the most important parts in the
Dramatic Society plays, because he was
the best actor in tEe echool. Wib was o
born actor, and whatever his other faults,
nobody denied that Wib could act.

“ Look hete, Wib, your business with

Mr. Mummer—"

“Cornie!"” said that worthy magnani-
mously.

“Ahem! Can’'t your business with

C'ornie wait till after the rehearsal ¥ de-
manded Wharton.
“No, I'mm afraid it ecan’t!”
Tue MagneET Liprary.—No. 832,

said

Remove captain's nostrils.

Wibley. “It's most important business.
As a matter of [act, Cornie and I are just
going out.”

“My hat!” exclaimed Wharton, _

Cornie arose -from the armchair and
took up o battered felt hat. Wibley
refiched for his cap.

“Wib, you—you bounder!” gasped
the Remove captain, * You've got to
come to rehearsal! We'll make you !”

“0Oh, bosh!” retorted Wib. *Come
on, Cornie; I'm ready!”

“Lead on, McDuff!"”
dramatically.

Wibley led the way from the study,

zsald Clorme

and Cornie followed, walking rather un-.

As he passed IHarry Wharton
rum reached the
The Fallen
Star of the theatrical firmament was evi-
dently somewhat under the influence of
potent liquor, _

Harry Wharton's lip curled confemptu-
ously, and he hurried along the Remoxe
passage and made his way back to the

steadily.
a cheery whiff of

Rag. ; .

The Removites were waiting there
impatiently.

“Where's Wib?” demanded Johnny
Bull,

“He's gone out,” said Harry.

“What!” yelled a score of amazed
voICes. , _

“Wib's gone out with a seedy, squifky
bounder called Mummer—a disreputable
old actor ! said Harry Wharton. * Wib
says they've got business to attend to.
Look here, you chaps, we're not going to
let Wib leave us in the lurch like this
for the sake of a beery old humbug like
Mummeyp. We'll go and fetch him here
and make him rehearse, They can’t
have gone farther than the guad yet.”

“ Right-ho, Harry 1"

“We'll yankfully grab the ludicrous
Wib, and teach hun the errorfulness of
his ways!” said Hurrce Singh, in his
weird English. _

The Removites, with the Famous Five
at their head, dashed from the Rag. A
horde of pirates, scamen, and slaves
poured down the stairs and out into
the gquadrangle,

Wibley and Cornie were walking across
the quadrangle to the gates of Grey-
friars, the latter holding Wib affection-
ately by the arm in order to steady his
faltering footsteps.

“Come on!” said Bob Cherry. “There
they are! Grab Wib and drag him
back !”

Wibley and his companion turned on
hearing hurried footsteps in their rear.

*“Oh, jeminy!"” gasped Wib. *“The
rotters are after us!”

The bleary eyes of Cornie opened wide
on seeing those pirates and scamen.

“Heigho!” roared the Fallen Star,
striking a dramatic attitude. **What do
my aged eyes behold? Is it the avengers
on our track? Avaunt, there, villains!
By my halidom, thou-shalt not reach
von slender vouth except across my dead
body! By the pink-toed prophet, I
Yarooogh! Yah! Help! 0-0-0-0-p!"”

Cornie went staggering back as a
number of ferocious-looking  pirates
assaulted him. He waved his arms
wildly in the air, and then his legs gave
way beneath him, and the great Mummer
feli to earth with a roar. -

“Grab Wib !"” panted Hdrry Wharton.
“Don’t let him ga! T Oh! Wow!”

Wibley struck out, and planted a
terrific right-hander on Wharton's nose.
T}‘ﬁz Remove captain fell back with a

ell.

Y Wib, more by luck than good man-
agement, got clear of his Form-fellows
and ran to the gates, leaving the luck-
less Cornie lying recummbent on  the
eround, moaning and declaiming the
Removites in thrilling tones,

“ After him !’ shrieked Frank Nugent.
“He's getting away !”

Wibley did not wait to go to Cornie’s
aid, realising that if he did so he would
undoubtedly be caught. So he sprintec
for the gates and disappeared through

| them, dashing up the Friardale Lane for

all he was worth.

He disappeared round the bend, and
Harry Wharton & Co. halted in the gate-
way.

“He’s gone—tihe bounder!”
Squiff,

“Yes, and we dare not follow—dressed
up in these things ! said Bob Cherry
wrathfully. “People in the lane would
langh at us. We shall have-to let Wib
go now. But wait till the blighter comes
back! We'll rag him bald-headed !

They returned to where Cornie was
struggling to his feet.

The Fallen Star rammed his battered
trilby on his straggly locks, and looked
round ferociously,

“Beorpions !” he hissed. “Villains and
scorpions !  Know you that you. have
assaulted Mummer—the great Mummer ?
You shall rue the day! Gr-o-0-0-gh!
Yow! I am going, rascals—I say I am
going! Ow-wow! 1 shake the dust of
this place from my feet for ever! Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“You'd better shake some of the dust
from vour coat and trouscrs first, old
chap! But must you.go, Mr. Mummer?
Don’t let us part like this, Bill 1" .

“ Enough-"” thundered Cornie, waving
his arms dramatically. I spurn your
honeyed words! T am going! Wow-
wow! T am going!”

Mr. Mummer went, walking very un-
steadily, and locking rather the worse
for wear.

Thoe Removites roared with laughter
as the Fallen Star staggered through the
gateway and disappeared. Then they
turned and went back to the Rag.,

The rehearsal of ' Captain Shkidd's
Revenge ” commenced without Wibley,
and Harry Wharton & Co. vowed ven-
geance swift and sudden on Wibley when
they caught him,

gasped

e

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Very Strange Behaviour !

IBLEY returned to Greyfriars
W after tea, when the dark sha-
dows of evening had already
fallen. He looked tired, but

very cheerful.

Bolsover major met him in. the Hall,
and gave him a grim look,

“8o you've returned, you blighter!”
growled DBolsover. * After mucking up
our rehearsal! Where have you been?”

“There and back again!” replied Wib
blandly.

Bolsover glared.

“ None of your cheek, young Wibley !”
he said. *“I asked you where you've
been ?"

“Well, there's no law against asking,”

grinned Wibley. *“You can ask me
again, if you like.”
Bolsover clenched his fists, Then he

beckoned to Trevor and Ogilvy, who
were standing by the letter-rack.

“Nabh this rotter now he's come back,”
he said. *“We'll take him up to the
Common Reoom and make him give an
account of himself.”

“ What-ho !” said the others readily.

They gathered round Wibley, and the
amateur actor of the Remove gave an
alarmed gasp.

“Let me go, vou rotters! T
Yah! Yaro-o-c-o-gh! Hands off! Ow-
wow ¥

Wib was grasped in many hands, and
whirled up the stairs, struggling.
Harry Wharton & Co. and most of the
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Remove were In -the Common Room
when Bolsover, Trevor, and Ogilvy
dragged Wibley .in.

Immediately a how!l arose.

**There he is!”

“Wih's back!"

flRa.g ]].i.m E:‘.'-‘

“ Spiflicate the blighter!”

Harry Wharton & Co. ran over and
relieved Bolsover & Co. of their prisoner.

Bump !

Wibley smote the foor with a hard
cONCUSslon,

“*Now, Wib, you scallywag, you've got
to tell us where you've been to with that
humbug this afternoon!™ said Harry
Wharton sharply. “ What have you got
to say for yourself?”

“*Nothing !” roared Wib., *Lemme
gersup! Yow! O-g-0-0-0p!”
“Bump him!” exclaimed Wharton.

I‘fﬂ?f_’:“'kllﬂﬂk the information out of
1 "

Bump! Pump! Dump!

The form of Williamn Wibley rose and
fell, and he velled fiendishly every time
he smote the eold, hard, unsympathetic
Hoor.

“Y-o-o0-p! ¥Yah! W-o-0-gh!”

“Where have vou been?” demanded
Harry Wharton, '

“Wow-wow! Mind wvour own Dusi-
ness ! Yar-o-0-o-gh!”

Bump! Bump!

“Tell ns what yon've been up to!”

‘““Rats! ¥Yah! Wow! Y-0-0-0-p!”

Bump! Bump!l Bum‘?!

The door opened while the bumping
operation was in progress, and Wingate
of the Sixth looked in grimly.

“Btop this cominotion at once, vou
little sweeps!” he rapped. “Do you
hear ¥’

The Removites allowed Wibley to drop
with a bump to the floor. There he lay,
moaning dismally,

“ Enough of this horseplay !” said the
captain of Greyfriars sternly. “It's time
you kids were in your studies doing prep.
Cut oftf, now, all of you, else there’ll be
trouble !V

“Yez, Wingate!”

The Removites dispersed meekly and
went a]ﬂnF to their studies for prep.

1n

“Tihlﬂf\' nped into Study No. 6, and
sat dolefully in the armchair,
Rake, Lﬂ:rg‘an, and Micky Desmond,

his study-mates, . looked grimly at him
when they came in. They did not say
anything, but took out their books, and
went on with their preparation.

Wibley sat sullenly in the armchair for
n little while gasping, and then he pulled
a large and sr:nmesﬁ'mt ragged wad of
typewritten sheets of paper from hi
pocket, and commenced to study them.

Rake glanced at him curiously.

“* Aren’'t you going to get on with your
prep, Wib?" he asked.

No reply.

- “Wib!" exclaimed Rake, raising his
voice. ‘*What about your prep?”

“Eh? Prep?” asked Wibley, looking
up with a start. “Oh, blow prep!”

“But you've got to do your prep!"
said Morgan. * Quelchy will go for you
in the morning, whatever!”

““ Bother Quelchy!” snapped Wibley,
not deigning to look up from the papers
h2 was reading,

“Better get on with your prep and
chuck reading, old chap!” said Rake
good-humouredly,

Wibley did not even seem to hear.

He knitted his brows over the type-
wrilten pages, and appeared to be deeply
absorbed in them.

Half an hour passed, and Rake looked
ronnd again,

Wib was still engrossed in studying the
pitpera,

“Wib! T =ay, Wib! What about
prep ! demanded Rake.

his
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the captain of the Hemove.
who was in pirate costume.

“ Mr. Cornelius Mummer—Harry Wharton ! ** said Wibley. The seady-looking
gentleman, a cheap cigar in his mouth, extended a fat and grubby hand towards
*“ Pleased to—groough—reet you,’’ gasped Wharton,
** Pray don’t mentlion the honour, my young Iriend,”
said Mummer in lofty tones. (See Chapter 1.)

*“ Oh, don’t bother !” said Wibley,

“Look here, Quelchy—"

“Shurrup!” exclaimed Wibley, begin-
ning to get cross. “How can a chap
concentrate when a silly cuckoo keeps on
gassing

“Faith, an' it'll be Quelchy who will
concentrate on you, Wibley, in the

t morniu’, if you don't do your prep!”

said Micky Desmond.
““ Rats!™
"Wib's study-mates exchanged glances.
‘“What are you so deeply interested in,

anyway ?” inquired Rake.

“ Nothing much!”

*Why don't you chuck 1t and get on
with your prep? You know what

Quelchy 13 on Thursday mornings; he
expects us to- have done an extra swot
because of the half-holiday, and—"

“Will you ring off " howled Wibley
wrathfully.. *Can't you hold your row
aboul prep? Bother prep! I'm not
going to do any prep! I've got this to
study, and—ahem!—I'm not doing my
prep, anyway!”’

" Silly ass!” said Richard Rake, “ You
must be off your rocker, Wib, to carry
o1 like this. You'll be sorry that you
didn’t listen to our advice when Quelchy
‘gets on your track in the morning.
He——"

“Oh, hang wyou, and hang prep, and
hang Quelchy ! exclaimed Wibley, jump-
ing up from the armechair in great wrath.
“You can't leave a fellow alone when he
wants to be quiet, can you? You silly,
burbling euckoos get on my nerves! I'm

fed up! IE I can’t get peace and quiet
here, I'll ind it elsewhere!”

“Look here, Wib!" exclaimed Rake,
as Wibley tucked the bupdle of papers
under his arm and strode for the door.
““Hold on a minute, I-——"

“ Brr-p-r-r!”

Wibley left the study and slammed the
door behind him.

He 1left his study-mates blinking at
each other in astonishment, wondering
what was the matter with Wibley.

. Wibley, looking very cross and exas-
perated, went along to the Remove
Form-room. The room was deserted, so
he sat down at a desk in front and was
soon deeply absorbed once more in that
wad of typewritten sheets,

Anyone looking into the Form-room
and seeing Wibley sitting there would
very likely have doubted that youth's
sanity, for he muttered to himself as heo
pored over the pages, and several times
made wild gesticulations with his hands.

And the Remove saw no .more of
William Wibley until bedtime,

was damp and dismal, and

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch suffered from

Wibley Cuts Loose !
R. QUELCH wore a grim look
next morning. The weather
1']1+E=umqti5m, which malady was always
worse In damp weather. As Squiff re-
marked over the breakfast-table that

morning, Mr. Quelch had a bad attack
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of the “serews,” and the Remove would
he well advised to “lock out for
squalls. ™ . .

Morning lessons commenced, and it
'was not long before Mr. Quelch dis-
covered that Willlamn Wibley was not
paying attention, Indeed, ¥Wib was
looking quite vacantly before him, with
an air of abstraction, and he did not

hear Mr, Quelch’s first summons to
him,

“Wibley!” thundered Mr. Quelch,
“You are day-dreaming, boy! Wake

up, do you hear?” ‘

“Oh! Ir—er—did you spealk, sir?”
said Wibley, giving a sudden start.

The Remove tittered, and thunder-
¢louds settled on the brow of Mr. Horace
Quelch.

“Yes, Wibley, I did speak!”
rapped. “You are inattentive! Stand
up, boy, and continue to construe from
the pomnt where Mauleverer left off I

Wibley stcod up and looked blankly at
h4s book, .

“Go on, Wibley!” said Mr. Quelch,
between his teeth,

“Ahem! Where did Mauleverer leave
off, sir?” asked Wibley, in dismay.

“Wibley! You have not been paying
attention to the lesson!” thundered Mr.
Quelch. “Take five hundred lines!"

“Oh! -Ye-es, sir!” gasped Wibley.

“Now proceed from -paragraph four
on page forty-nine!" rapped the Remove
master,

Wibley made a hercie effort to con-
strue, but it was a hopeless failure. Mr.
Quelch’s eyes glittered at him, and the
Remove began to tremble for Wib's
siufety,

“Wibley, did you do any preparation
last night?” demanded Mr. Quelch.

“N-ne, sir!” gasped Wibley,

“Why not, Wibley, pray?”

“I—I had other matters to attend to, |

sir ]’ stammered Wib. :

The Remove looked appalled. My,
(Quelch grasped the blackboard for sup-
port, otherwise he might have fallen
down with amazement.

“Wibley! How dare wvou! What
other matters more important than your
school work. did yeu have to attend to
I should be. interested to know "

“I—I was reading, sir!"” gasped Wih,

“Indeed!” said Mr. Quelch harshly.
“Wibley, your excuses quite fail to im-
press me, Kindly step out here 1™

Wib put down his book and stepped to
the front. Mr. Quelch szelected his
stontest ashplant, and commanded the
Jjumor to hold out his hand.

Swish, swish, swish, swish !

Wibley received two cuts on each hand
—and. they were “stingers.”” He re-
tnrned to his desk with his hands tucked
lightly under his armpits, gasping in a
pathetic manner.

“Cease those ridiculous noises, Wib-
ley I said Mr., Quelch in a harsh voics.
“In addition to the five hundred lines T
have already given you, you will be de-
tained on Saturday afternoon next, in
order to do the work you neglected
yvesterduy "

Wibley pave a start.

“Oh, I can’t stop in on Saturday after-
noon, sir!” he eried. “I've got to go
~out! T 2

“How dare wyou argue with me,
Wibley ! thundered Mr. Quelch. ** What
have your arrangements to do with me?
I order you to be detained, and I shall
see that you are detained!”

“ But, sir &

“Not another word, Wibley! Skinner,
kindly construe.”

Wibley wriggled in his desk for the
rest of the lesson, but his mind did not
arain wander—Mr. Quelch saw to that!

The Removites looked curiously at him
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n the passage outside when the class had
been dismissed.

“Billy ass!” said Bob Cherry. * Fancy
talking to Quelchy in such a cheeky
manner, Wib! I expected him to swoop
down and devour you)”

“Now, what did I.tell you last night,
Wib?" demanded Richard Rake warmly,
“Didn't T warn you that—"

“Oh, bow-wow ! growled Wibley.

He walked away, rubbing his hands.

 Wibley kept himself very much to
bimself during the two days that fol-
lowed. He seemed to shun everybody,
and several fellows reported that they
had seen him sitting in quiet corners,
deeply absorbed in Eis bundle of type-
written papers.

Saturday dawned, and Wibley seemed
to rouse himself from his subdued,
lethargic state into one of tense alertness
and expectancy.

““No holiday for you this afternoon,
Wib!” said Rake in the study that morn-
ing. “It's hard lines for you, but really
it was your own fault. We're going over
‘ith ] the rest to see that
ripping pirate play at the Courtfield
Grand Theatre—' Pirate Gold,” I think
it's called.”

Wibley's eves gleamed.

“Then a party of you are going over
to the Grand Theatre at Courtfield this
afternoon ¥ he said,

“Yes, rather!” gaid Rake, “We've
heard that it’s a topping show ! There’s
nothing like a thrilling pirate play |
Besides, it will give us a few wrinkles
for our own pirate play--what?”

" suppose  so,”  replied Wibley
quietly.

The Famous Five and Vernon-S8mith
looked in,

. “Hallo, Wib!” said Nugent.
g pretty blue—what 7

“Why should 117

“Well, vou're detained this afternoon,
aren’'t you? Hard cheese, Wibh! Wae
wanted you to see ¢ Pirate Gold ' at the
Grand . Theatre, Courtfield, with us,
We're all going this afternoon.”

“Don’t worry about me,” said Wibley.
“I shall be all right.”

Harry Wharton gave him a quick
rlance,

M Yau'll have to stick it out in the
Form-room, of course, Wib!” he said.

“Maybe I shall, maybe T sha'n’t,” re-
plied Wibley enigmatically.

After lessons Mr. Quelch gave Wibley
a grim reminder of his detention. And
a5 soon as dinner was over, and the other
boys of Greyfriars were frea for the rest
of the day, the Remove master button-
holed Wibley in the passage and marched
him off to the Form-room,

“You will proceed with wvour Tatin
study,” said Mr. Quelch grimiy. “I will
lock the door, and look in occasionally to

0 FE{"I‘

ascertain  that you are obeying my

orders,”

Wibley made no rejoinder,

. The door closed, and the key grated
in the lock, and then Mr. Queleh's foot-
steps died away down the passage.

Wibley jumped up, TFrom the window
he could see Harry Wharton & Co.,
Vernon-Smith, Squiff, Bulstrode, Rake,
Ogilvy, Hazeldene, and a number nf
other Removites making their way to the
gates en route for Courtfield to see
“Pirate Gold.” .

Wibley opened the window. Then he
drew out from under his jacket a length
of rope. One end of this he tied to a
desk, and the other end he threw out of
the window, Then he clambered out on
the =ill, grasped the rope, lowered him-
self, and commenced to climb down hand
over hand,

e was nearing the ground when a
vell startled him,

Looking round, he saw Gerald Loder,

—

the unpopular prefect of thfe Sixth, dash-
ing towards him in the quadrangle,

“Btop!” shouted Loder. “You little
rascal! Stop!”

But Wibley, like Baalam’s ass, heeded
not. He jumped off the rope and ran
swiftly towards the gates,

Loder ran desperately after him, and
several fellows in the quadrangle stopped
to stare and marvel,

“Wibley! I command you to stop!:
Do you hear, you little sweep?” shouted
Loder, in a royal rage. . '

“Rats!” retorted Wibley.

He arrived at the gates just as Gosling
¢ame rushing out to stop him, He
dodged behind the porter and gave him
2 push that sent him stapgering into a
heap of gravel.

“Oooogh! My heye! ’Elp!” romred
the outraged porter. “Desprit young
rip! Qoow! Nice goings hon 1"

“Gosling, you fool,you’ve let him go "
shrieked Loder

Loder spoke truly,
junior was gone !

In dehance of all rules Wibley had
broken detention and bolted.

The runaway

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Trouble Ahead !

¢ ERE comes the orchestra ! said
H Bob Cherry.
“Good cgp
Nugent.
The Grand Theatre at Courtfield was
crowded that afterncon. Saturdavy after-
noon matihees were always popular, but

1!'1

exclaimed

“on this occasion the * House full * boards

had had to be put up outside. .The
reason for this was the strong popularity
of the piece that was being presented—to
wit, * Pirate Gold,” a thrilling drama of
the Spanish Main.

The Greyfriars Remove were there
almost to a man—or, rather, a boy, They
becupied most of the front seats in the
circle. Down below, in the stalls, could
be seen_a good sprinkling of the lordly
Sixth and Fifth, Temple, Dabney, & Co.
of the Upper Fourth had *“made 2
splash,” as Bob Cherry put it, and taken
a box. This was rather an unfortunate
decision on the part of the Upper Fourth-
Formers, for their position in the box
rendered them a fine target for numerons
peashooters that the Removites produced,
These latter youths whiled away the time
while they were waiting for the perform-
ance to commence by potting at their
rivals in the box—much to the amuse-
ment of the rest of the audience in the
Grand Theatre, and the great confusion
of Temple, Dabney, & Co,

Dicky Nugent & Co. and a horde of
fags were in the gallery. and from their
lofty position “in the gods theg shouted
numerous cheery remarks to the others
below, They had evidently suppliad
themselves with nuts, for several of these
comestibles found their way into the
circle. Bob Cherry, indeed, caught one
on his nose just as the orchestra com-
menced to play.

“Yow!” pasped Bob, *Hi, you
cheeky kids on the top shelf, I'll give
you nuts if I come up there !”

*“Rats!"” roared Dicky Nugent. * We’ll
throw you down the pit if you show
vourself hera! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let 'em alone, Bob!” said Frank
Nugent, who was an ardent lover of
music, ‘‘Listen to the orchestra! It's
playing * The Pirates of Penzance,’ ™

“Bounds as if it's murdering them!”
grinned Johnny Bull.

The orchestra played the overture, and
then the lights went down, and, amid
cheers and tumultuous clapping of hands,
the eurtain rose,

The first act of Gold ™
commenced.

“Pirate
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The audience—and the Greyfriars boys
especially—watehed the thickening of the
plot  with hated breath. The play
seemed to fairly reek of the sea. The
scenery was a trifle lopsided, as Bob
Cherry remarked, and the colour scheme
of some of it was very lurid indeed, but
none could gainsay the fact that it was
most effective.

The hero of the piece was a boy who,
i running away to sea from a wicked
uncle, fell in with a shipload of pirates,
and cailed the Spanisk Main under the
skull and erosshones. His was a most
dillicult part, and the manner in which
he played 1t evoked loud cheers of
admiration frem Harry Wharton & Co.

The curtain fell at the end of the frst
act with the boy hero, Jin Hawkins,
holding his own in the powder-hold of
the pirates’ ship, with a flaming torch
ready-to plunge into a keg of gunpowder
if the eut-throat villains advanced.

“My word ! gasped Bob Cherry, when

the clieers and handelapping had sub-
sided; “What a topp:ng play! It's a
real thriller, and no mmstake! And can't
that kid act!”

“Ratherd” said Harry Wharton
heartily. “*He plays his part to perfec-

tion., And he’s only a boy, too—any-
cone can see that.  Sometimes juvenile
roles on the stage are played by grown-
ups, but Jim Hawkins in this play is
really a boy. All the same, he's a first-
rate actor.”

Cheers greeted the commencement of

Act 2.
This was even more thrilling than
Act 1, The adventures of Jim Hawkins

among the pirates held thoe audicnce
spellbound. Then there was a storm and
a dramatic shipwreck. Ilere Jim Haw-
kins saved the heroine, who had been a
captive on the pirate ship, and, after a
licht with the pirates in the sea, clung to
a spar with the lady he had rescued, and
in the last scene they were cast upon a
desert . island. . This proved to be the

treasure island the pirates had been seek-
g, and the interest of the audience was
intense when the ecurtain dropped.

It seemed ages to them before the cur-
tain rose again for Act 3,

In this act the pirates landed on the
treasure island, having captured another
ship, which had picked them up after
the storm, Then events began to mave
swiftly and dramatically. The boy hero
of the part here displayed his acting
powers to their best advantage. The fight
in the treasure cave, and the appearance
of a * ghost ¥ that turned out to be an
old man who bad been living for years
alone on theo island, the removal of the
treasure, the escape from the cave, and
the eventual blowing up of the pirate
captain and his cut-throat crew, all
thrilled the audience as never they had
been thrilled before.

The play ended with the boy hero, tle
old hermit, two reformed pirates, and the
heroino, sailing away with the treasurc
to England on the pirates’ ship, and one
long, lifting roar of cheering broke out
when the curtain finally fell.

“Jim Hawkins ” and the heroine had
to appear before the curtain again and
again to answer the Incessant encores.

The Greyfriars juniors in the audience
shouted louder than any.

They bawled *encores® again and
again, and stamped their feet, and
clapped noisily, to show their apprecia-
tion of the young actor’s performance,

“Jolly pood show!” said Harry
Wharlon when at last the juniors filed
out of the theatre.

“What-ho!” said Sqiuff. *“ Best show
I've seen for a long timel It rather
puts our own pirate play into the shade,
doesn't it

“Yes, somewhat!” agreed Harry
Wharton, with a laugh. * But ours 1s
only an amateur show, of course. And
that reminds me. You remember old
Davy Jorrocks in the plav—the drunken
gecond male on the pirate ship "

His chums nodded.

“That part was taken by Cornelius
Mummer, the chap who came to Grey-
friars the other day, and enticed Wib
away from rehearsal.”

“Great pip!”

“I noticed his name on  the pro-
gramme,” said Vernon-Smith. “I
shouldn't be surprifed if Wib hadn’t
come down here to the theatre last Wed-
nesday afterncon, knowing _ that
Mummer was in the cast of ° Pirate
Gold., You know how mad Wib is on
tho stage.”

““Yes, rather!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! said Bob Cherry
suddenly. ‘““Bister Anne, do you sce
anyone coming **

Hiz chums locked, and beheld Loder,
his face as ferocious as a tiger’s, bearing
down on them in the High Strebt.

“T want you kids!” exclaimed Loder.
“Where's Wibley?”

“Wibley " exclaimed Harry Wharton.
““As far as I know, he's in the l'orm-
i'ﬂ-um at the school. BIr. Quelch detaine:d
1m."”

“Yes. I know!™ replied Loder, with a
savage look, “But Wibley broke deten-
tion directly Mr. Quelch had gone, and
he ran away from Greyviriars.”

“0Oh, jeminy!”

The Removites blinked at Loder
astonishment.

The surly prefect of the Sixth looked

in

1hard at them.

“Are you sure vou don't know where
he 187 he rapped. *If you little sweeps
try to conceal anything from me, I'll
make it hot for you afterwards, Where's
Wibley #*

Bob Cherry turned out his pockets,

* Nothing doing; Loder!” he said cheer-
full{‘. “ Perhaps Inky's got him secreted
up his sleeve, and *

“Ha, ha,
Removites.

Loder scowled blankly,

“Mind, if I find out that you hiave been

ha!” roared the other

"_"f;__;

it
———ty

“ Heigho ! ** roared Mr. Mummer, as the Removites surged about him.
Avaunt there, ye villains I *

avengers upon us ?
" Wow 1 ™

““ What do my aged eves behold? Is it the

““ Grab Wibley ! ** gasped Wharton.
Wibley struck out and planted a terrific right-hander on Wharton’s nose,

“Don’t let him go! I—oh!

(See Chapter 1.)
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implicated with him in breaking deten-
tion, I'll give you something !” he hissed.

“(Good-bye, Loder "

Loder stamped away.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances,

“So Wib broke detention!” exelaimed
Nugent. “The silly fathead! Quelchy
will eat him alive when he gets back !”

“1 had an idea, somehow, that it was
in Wib’s mind to break away,” said Harry
Wharton quietly, “I wonder where he
went to 7

** Perhaps he came to the theatre, o see
his pal—what's his name—Mummer, said
Johnny Bull in his blunt, matter-of-fact
way.

Harry Wharton started.

“Why, yes. Perlhaps you're right,
Johnny. Let’s go round to the stage-
door and ask for Mummer, If Wib’'s
there, we can warn him that Loder is
after his blood. Come onl"

They retraced their footsteps and went
to the Grand Theatre.

. Arriving at tho stage-door, they were
just in time to sce Mr. Cornelius

Mummer roll forth and stagger down the |

steps. He was followed next minute by a
boy in Etons. It-was William Wibley of
the Remove.

He gave a start on secing Harry
Wharton & Co,

“Wib!” exclaimed Wharion.
bounder! 8o we've found you!”

Wibley looked uneasily ffom one to the
olther, _

“You—you've found me!” he mut-
fered. ““What do you mean—that you've
been spying ¥

“Bpying ! exclaimed Wharton.
“You're talking out of the back of vour
hat, Wib! We guessed you'd be here
with Mummer.”

“Cornie is ever a haven of refuge to his
friends 1n distress,” said Mr. Mummer,
with a slight hiccough and a wobble.
“ They all look to Cornie for advice. The
highest in the land have come to Cornic
Mummer, the great tragedian, in those
days——"

* Look here, Wib, you must have heen
off your rocker to have bunked from the
YWorm-room ! broke in Harry Wharton.
“Loder's in Courtfield looking for you.
He's in a raving rage. And as for
Quelchy—-""

“Blow Quelchy " said Wib, clenching
lis fists,- “I don’t care for Quelch, or
Loder either. I don't care for anybody!
\Why should I?”

““ Ah, why should he #” chuckled Cornie,
with a wag of his head. “Why should a
coming scion of ‘the Thespian halls be
ground down by the rasping regulations
of petty pedagogues? I ask you. Bcehold
my young friend Wibley! Look not on
me, for my days are run, Cornie has
lasted of the sweets of popularvity, now
he sips the cup of bitterness and——"

“Oh, ring off, Cornig!” said Wibley,
with a quick loock at Harry Wharton &
Co. “I'm going back to Greyfriars now,
to face the music. Don’t bother about
me, Cornie—yon understand 7

Cornie gave Wib an artful glance and
deposited his right forefinger on the side
of his somewhat rubicund nose.

“Yes, my young friend, I under-
siand,” he said. *“Cornie will not fail
you. And now I will away., The Duke
of Cornhampton awaits me!”

With an affectionate wave of the hand
to the Removites, Mr, Cornelius Mum-
mer walked unsteadily away,

And, as they turned the corner soon
afterwards, and made their way along
towards the railway station with Wib-
ley, they saw the secdy form of Cornie
disappear within the swing-doors of a
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public-house on the opposite side of the
road, and Bob Cherry pointed out with
a chuckle that the name of that public-
house was the Duke of Cornhampton.

FEEE——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Wibley’s Resolve !

€ OME in! "

Myr. Quelch’s grim voice an-
swered Wibley's tap on the
door.

Wibley entered the dread presence of
the Remove Form master.

Mr. Quelch’s eyes glinted at him like
points of steel,

“Bo, Wibley, you have returned!
he exelaimed harvshly, rising from his

chair.

“%’ﬂs, sir.” Wibley spoke in a calm,
collected voice. “I came straight up to
vou, sir, to—to face the musie.”

My, Quelch gave him a peculiar look.

“Where have you been, Wibley?

“I—I went to Courtfield, to see a
friend, sir,” replied Wib.

Mr, Quelch’s brows contracted, and he
reachéd for his cane.

“Wibley, I do not think you quite
realise the enormity of the offence you
have committed,” he said, “I will make
an attempt to impress it upon you., Youpr
conduct merits a flogging, but I will
administer a severe caning and mete
out another form of punishment that
will provide you with ample material
for reflection. Hold out your hand.”

Wibley did so, and Mr. Quelch gave
him six strokes of the ashplant, laid on
with all the lorce that he could muster.

The Removite was gasping with pain
by the time Me. Quelch laid down the
cane.

“There!” exclaimed the master. * And
now, Wibley, you will please to bear in
mind that you are detained in Greyfriars
for two weeks. I will issue instructions
to Gosling and the prefects that you are
not allowed to pass out of the school
iz;ate_ﬂ. until to-day fortnight. On each
wlf-holiday during the term of vyour
detention, morecdver, you will be locked
in the Form-room under my personal
supervision. Do you understand ?

“Yes, sir,” said Wibley, betweer his
teeth.  “I understand.”

“Then go ! ™

Wibley left the study.

Harry Wharton & Co, and a crowd of
Removites met him at the end of the
passage. All were sympathetic,

“Hard cheese, old chap!” said Bob
Cherry.  “Quelchy’s getting quite an
athlete with the stick in his old age,
13t he? But it was really your own
fanlt for acting the giddy goat, you

rats ! ®
|11

know !
Wibley.
“Teave me alone !

[1] 0]11
He walked away, but not to his study.

Wibley went up to the Remove dor-
mitory. He remained there, sitting on
his bed, holding his smarting hands, and
thinking deeply, until it was quite dark,
and he shivered with the cold. Then he

L)

muttered

stood up, lit a candle, and commenced to’

sort out his things.

He went down later to his study. The
room was dark and empty, and the whole
Remove passage was silenb,

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
Rag, rehearsing their pirate play. They
had not asked Wibley to join in, know-
ing that after the caning he had received
from Mr. Quelch he would not be fecling
up to acting.

Wibley lit the pas and busied him-
self in turning out certain of his helong-
ings, Hiz face was grimly set, and his
eves glittered with the fire of resolution.

“Why should I stay here and rot, and

be bullied, and mug rotten lossonz?
he muttered fiercely to himself. “What
is life at school to a fellow like myself?
Up at seven, breakfast at eight, lessons
till twelve, dinner, more lessons, tea,
prep, and bed at nine-thirty! Same old
grind, year in and year out. T'm fed up
with it! I'm out for something beiter
and bigger! And now I've got tho
chance, I'm going to take it. I'm dashed

| if T'll submit to rotten rules and regula-

tions any longer!”

Wibley took his bag upstairs again,
and hid it under his bed.

Then he retired to his study and waited
for his study-mates.

They came in just before bedtime, and
they all went up to the Remove dormi-
tory together,

Wingate saw lights out, but for some
ttme afterwards the Removites lay
awake, discussing their play and the play
they fw.d seen at the Grand Theatre,
Courtfield, that afternocon.

Wibley lay in bed and lislened with
gleaming eyes {o the conversation.

Oue by one the Removites dropped off
to sleep, until at length Wibley was the
only one awake.

“You fellows asleep? " he asked, sit-
ting up in bed,

No sound disturbed the night silence,
except the stentorian snoring of Billy
Bunter,

Wibley jumped out of bed, dressed
himself, and took his bag from under the
bed. He tied his boots together by the
laces and swung them round his neck.
Then, creeping on tip-toe in his socks,
he leit the dormitory and closed the door
quietly behind him.
~ Eleven o’clock boomed from the clock-
tower as he clamhbered out of the lower
box-room window and, having put on his
boots, walked quietly in the night

shadows across the darkened quadrangle,

Only a few lights gleamed at the win-
dows of Greyfriars. All the boys, and
most of the masters, had retired for the
night,

Wibley made his way to the old oak
standing by the school wall near the
cloisters. This tree was always used by
juniors in breaking bounds. He pave a
ast look back at the old school before
climbing the tree. There was a liltle of
regret, and a little of bitterness, in
Wibley’s look.

He flung his bag over the wall and
heard the thud as it dropped into the
grass on the other side. Then he
climbed the tree, swung himself on to
the wall and jumped down into the
Friardale Lane the other side.

“Free! ” he muttered, picking up his
bag. “Free at last! They won't got
me back ! I'm going out to make a living
and see life. Why shouldn't 1?7 I've
got the ability and the nerve, and that’s
all a fellow wants.” &

He ran up the Friardale Lane, keeping
well in the shadows. P.-c Tbézer was
standing by the old stile, and Wibley
had to make a detour across the field in
order to avoid him.

A quatter-past eleven struck in the
distance,

*Cornie will be waiting up for me, so
I'd better hurry,” murmured the run-
away junior. *I—I suppose I shall have
to dig in with him to-might; but still, I
don’t mind that. I shall have diggings
of my own to-morrow.”

The junior hurried his footsteps and
walked in the direction of Courtfield.
He did not meet a soul on the way,
and arrived at Courtheld, feeling tired
but quite cheerful. There he consulted
a rather grubby piece -of paper which he
drew from his pocket. It was an ad-
dress that Mr. Cornelius Mummer had
given him,

He found his way at last to Market
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Street and knocked at the door of No.
12a. This was a dirty, tumbledown
little house. After a short wait he heard
a shuffling of footsteps, the chain on
the door rattled, and at length the door
opened. In the fitful light of 8 bare gas
burner Wibley saw a lean, slatternly
woman, who glared at him as though she
would have ]iﬁad to eat ™ m.

“Ho, and who do you want?" she
demanded,

“Is Mr. Mummer at home, ma'am? *
asked. the runaway Removite, raising his
hat, “He was expecting me, T think.”-

 “ilo, yes! Expecting visitors at this
tune ¢ mnight, to be sure!” exclaimed
the slatternly woman, with a prolonged
sniff. ~“ Wonder wot sort of a place 'e
thinks mine is—not a Rowton 'Ouse
establishment, T "opes. But, thank good-
ness, the old scoundrel goes to-morrow,
Let me fell you this much, young sir,
Mummer is a rascal—a beery, inhuman
rascal | T wouldn’t ‘ave 'im in my place
again for anythink 1"

The good lady said this in a loud voice
for the bénefit of a person who had ap-
peared on the landing above, This
person was Cornelius Mummer.

“Come right in and up the stairs, my
voung friend !’ said Cornie, all the pomp
arml bombast gone from his- voice.
“Iirst door on tEﬂ right !

Wibley entered and walked upstgirs.
Mr. Mummer admitted him into his
roonl, closed the door, and raised his
hands and his eyes towards the cracked
ceiling with a look of sorrow,

“That woman, my boy, is no woman—
she’s a Gorgon!” he said. “One of the
species of Lucrezia Borgia, my boy!
Such is the.lot of a fallen star who has %o
submit to the tyrannies of landladies,
We actors on tour meet 'em—all sorts of
landladies. Most of 'em demand pay-
ment on ‘the nail, with callous disregard
to whatever financial circumstances one
happens to be in. To such straits has
Mummer fallen, that he has to seek
humble lodging such as this, when ance
he dwelt in marble balls—marble halls,
my bay!”

:ﬁfhlg v looked rgpnd him.

e room_was dirty and very humbly
furnished. On the table lay i:hg remain:rs
of Mr. Mummer's supper which had con-
sisted of those greasy commodities known
as fish and chips. Several empty bottles
littered the room,

“Welcome to my humble home,- such
as it is!” said Cornie. ““All my hospi-
tality is yours. 8it down.”

There was one rickety chair in the
raom, and Wibley sat deown on that.
Cornie sat on the edge of the bed, lit an
evil-smelling pipe, and regarded the
Greyfriars juniors through the smolke.

“Then wyou have kept your word!
You have sloped !” he said expressively.
“Like a bird you have found your free-
dom! You have thrown off the shackles
of bondage. The wide world is open to
you, my young friend. To-morrow you
join the company of ‘ Pirate Gold? on
tour.” -

Wibley’s eves danced with pleasure,

“*What did Mr. Curfew say this even-
ing ?” he asked.

““He said you were a chunk better than
Powcher,” replied Cornie. *He watched
your performance this afternoon, and he
told me he thought you wonderful !

“Oh, good!” exclaimed Wibley.
“Then I really shall get a regular
engagement?”

‘At once, sir, to take the part of Jim
Hawkins in the cast,” replied Cornie
emphatically, “Curfew is impressed—
preatly impressed. He did not expect
you to pick up the part after only three

days’ study.™ '
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Wibley lowered himself over the sill, grasped the rope, and commenced to climb
down, hand over hand. He was nearing the ground when a yell startled him,
Looking round, he saw Gerald Loder, the unpopular prefect, dashing towards
him. *“‘Stop ! shouted Loder. **Stop, you little rascal !’ (See Chapler 3.) |

Wibley grinned. :

“It was jolly good of Mr. Curfew to
zive me a chance,” he said. *Most
theatrical managers are pretty conserva-
tive, especially with youngsters like me,
It was mainly throu 1: you, Cornie, that
I got my chance. You introduced me to
Mr. Curfew last Wednesday afterncon,
and told him all about me. He wouldn't
beliove that I could act until you per-
suaded him to give me a showing, He
was very kind., Not many managers
would give a boy a chance to get on the
stage straight from school—and in a lead-
ing part, too.”

Cornie chuckled.

“Curfew knows o good actor when he
sees one " he said.  “ Mind, I'm not say-
ing ‘he’s got no faults. In his treatment
of me, for instance, he shows callous in-
difference and shortsightedness. DBut the
Fates are azainst me, and I bow to the
inevitable,, Now, to talk business—this
is how the matter stands. Bowcher, the
actor, who has so far takem the part of
Jim Hawkins in the Elay, is unreliable,
and, in point of fact, he left the cast to-
night. That has left the breach open for
vou to step into. Qur manager, Curfew,
saw you act last Wednesday afternoon,
he gave vou the score of the play to
study, .and told you to learn the part of
Jim .Hawkins. You did so, and Curfew
gave you a trial by putting you on in
Bowcher's place this afterrmoon at the

matinee. You succeeded, my boy.
Mummer is not the man to pgrudge
honour where honour is due. You liter-

ally brought- the house down. Curfew
was delighted. I told him that vou werc

joining us in the morning, and that you
would be willing to take on the part in-
definitely. He was glad, my boy—he
was glad,”

Wibley’s eyes danced.

“That's ripping! Then I've: got
nothing to worry about!” he exclaimed.
*You are leaving Courtfreld to-morrow.”™

“The entire company travels by the
morning train to Latcham,” replied
Cornie, puffing prodigiously at his pipe.
*“¢ Pirate Gold ' is being presented at the

‘Royalty Theatre, Latcham, for the first

hqu’ of the week., You will travel with
us.’

Wibley's face brightened still more,

“My aunt is staying at Latcham next
weelk,” he said. I shall be able to see
her, and—and explain that I've run away
from school to go on the stage. She likes
me, nnd she won't be down on me. 1
shall need a few things, too, and she will
probably let me have the money—she’s
awfully rich. you know.,”

Cornic looked hard at Wibley through
the haze of tobacco smoke,

“8o vou've got a rich aunt at Latcham
—ch?"” he said. *That’s useful, my
young friend. I've got some grown-up
togs here for you. It wouldn't be wise
for you to go about in your school togs—
what 7" _

“You're jolly thoughtful, Cornie,”
said the runaway junior. “‘ Now, what
about bed? I'm dog-tired!"

““My humble quarters are entirely at
vour disposal!” said the late eminent
tragedian, with a wave of his hand.

THE Maoxer Linaary.—INo. B32.
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“You sleep in the bed, and I will seek
the arms of Morpheus in the armchair.”

“No; T'll have the armchair,” said
Wibley. “It isn't fair for me to turn
you out of your bed.”

“T insist that you sleep in the bed!”
said Cornie. “Enocugh! Make yourself
at home, my young frieid 1™

Wibley gave in and went to bed.

Mr. Cornelius Mummer settled himself
in the armchair after turning out the gas,
and he remained there smoking lis pipe
and making frequent applications to a
certain bottle that he kept in his jacket

pocket, and at last dozed off to sleep.
He snored loudly, but Cornie’s
somniferous noises did not disturb
Wibley.

‘The runaway Greyfriars junior was
completely tired out after a trythg day,
and he slept soundly amidst his strange
surroundings,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
On Tour !

R. CORNELIUS MUMMER and
Wibley were up betimes in the

breakfast which consisted of

kippers and weak tea, they crept quietly
froa the house to avoid the landlady’s
farewell, and made their way to Court-
field railway-station,

“The rest of the company are here, my
young friend,” said Cornie. *Ah!
There is Curfew! He is glad to see you,
oy boy !”

The theatrical company and IHoward
Curfew, the manager,. were wailing on
the platform. They all greeted the run-
away Greyfriars junior with smiles.

Curfew was a tall, flashily-dressed man
with a sleekness of manner that did not
impress Wibley—in fact, it rather grated

n him,

“@Glad to see you, .Wibley!” -said
Curfew. * *Bowcher left the cast last
night, and the understudy isn't as good
as vou. I'll sign you on as soon a@s we
get to the theatre in the mornime. We'ie
there only for Monday, Tuesday, and
Wednesday, you know, and then we go
to Pegg.”

“Right-ho!” said Wibley cheerlully.
“T—I suppose you couldu’t let me have
something off my salary in advance, sir?
I'm rather short of cash.”

Curfew and Ricketts,
manager, exchanged glances,

“T'm afraid not, Wibley,” said Curfew,
after a pause. ““You’ll have to manage
somehow until the end of the week.”

The train came in, and the members of
the “Pirate Gold V" company went
aboard. Wibley and Mummer found
seats in a compartment with some of the
“supers,” They were all friendly, and
on the way to Latcham the actors became
communicative,

“Say, sonnie, I liked the way you
asked Curfew for some salary in
advance,” said one old actor who looked
mote shabby even than Mummer,
“We've all been asking him for arrears
of salary now for weeks; but we can’t
get it. I don’t think he'd pay us any-
thing-unless he had to.” .

“Why is that?” asked Wibley, 1in sur-
prise. “The piece seems to be popular.
He must be making a profit out of it.”

sPhat's what we all say, but Curfew
always puts us off with tales about pro-
duction costs,” put in a young lady in the
corner seat. ‘‘He's full of promises, but
none of them materialise. Curfew is a
bad egg. Life in this company isn't at
all rosy—it's only a third-rate tourmng
company, you know, I'd throw up my
job to-morrow, only it's so difficult to get
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the stage-

morning, and, after a frugal

a shop in the theatrical profession nowa-
days, and an artiste has to hang on to
what's going. We grin and bear a lot,
and tiust to Curfew’s honour—and
providence.”

By the time the train arrived at
Latcham, Wibley had learned that life
with a touring theafrical company was
not quite the bed of roses that he had
imagined it to be. Curfew appeared to
be a shady manager, and neither he nor
Ricketts was liked by any of the cast.

“Well, my young friend, how now?”

‘saidd Cornie, as he and Wibley walked

together into the Iigh Street at
Latcham. “ Why not scek out your de-
voted aunt and—er—inention that as you
are staying here for three days you will
be in need of lodging accommodation ?”

“That's a good wheeze,” replied the
runaway junior. “We'll take a tram to
her house.™

A penny tram-ride brooght them to
the residential quarter of the town, and
Wibley piloted the once eminent trage-
dian to a large house that stood 1n its
own grounds In a guiet square,

AMiss Catherine Wibley was amazed to
sce her nephew when he presented him-
self, with Corme, at the front door.

“Why, Willie! I hardly knew you at
first, 'in those ¢lothes!” exclaimed the
tall, handsome lady, whose hair was now
white with the advancing years. * Come
in!  Whatever are you doing here!?
Why are you not at Greyfriarst”

Seated 1n the large, sumptuously fur-
nished drawing-room of his aunt’s house,
Wibley explained everything frankly.

“So, you see, aunt,” concluded the
junior in a quiet, even voice, “1 have
run away from school to go on the stage.

You know I've always had a craving to

go on the stage. T feel that I can make
good there, and now I’ve got the chance
1 mean to keep to it. I am playing the
hevo part in * Piratp Gold,” The piece
15 on at the Royalty here for three days,
and we' finish the week at Pegg. The
company I'm in is only a third-rate one,
but ﬁti.Tl it may lead to something
bigger. The company has just arrived
at Latcham, and I came straight here.
This 1s my friend Mr. Cornelius Mum-
mer. He is mainly respgnsible for my
chance of getting on the stage.”

Cornie made a sweeping bow, and Miss
Wibley smiled benevolently.

“Willie, I am very surprised to hear
of your running away from Greyfriars,”
she said. “I'm afraid your father would
not approve of the rasﬂ action you have
taken, and I'm sure I don't know what
the people at Greyfriars must be think-
ing. But I will not give you away,
Willie, and I wish you success. T know
yvou are a good boy, and I trust you
implicitly.  Of course, you and Mr.
Mummer will stay here until you leave
Latcham 1*?

“Thanks awfully, aunt,” said
junior gratefully. * You're a brick!”

“To dwell beneath this roof were an
honour. indeed!” murmured Cornie,
“Miss Wibley, my lheartfelt “‘hanks!
Naturally, I shal! insist on paying—I
shall insist ! It will—ahem !—be a matter
of time, however,”

Wibley grinned, and DMiss Wibley
smiled good-naturedly. Then she left the
room 1n order to make arrangements for
the accommodation of her two visitors.

the

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
On the Trail of the Runaway !
T QO news of Wib 1" asked Dick
N Ralke glumly, looking into the
Commmeon Roomn at Greyfriars
~ on Monday morning.

The Famous Five and a number of
other Removites were there.

Wharton shook lus lizad.

“No, old chap! Wib seems to have
disappeared from the face of the earth !”
he said, “Quelehy’s in an awful wax
about it, and the Head locks worried to
death, Wib's disappearance is an ulter
mystery.”

All Grveylriars was thrilling with the
affair of Wikley's absence from school.

The Remove had received a “great
shock the morning previous to find
Wibley missing from the dormitory.
Rake had then discovered that Wib's
bag and most of his personal belongings
were also missing, and it became evident
then that the Removite had deliberately
run away from school.

Mr. Quelch had at once been notificd,
and then the Form master’s “ gating”
of  Wibley had become known. It had
gencerally been supposed that Wibley,
determined not to submit to the gating,
had £bsented himself from school for a
time to show his defiance, amazing
thougl® such an action was for a junior
to take., Iveryone had expected Wibley
to turn up again by the evening,

But now it was Monday morning, and
nothing had been secen or heard of the
runaway junior,

“I'm blessed if I can make it out,”
said Dick Rake, frowning. “Wib isn’t
the sort to make much of a fuss over
things. Ile may have got his rag out over
Quelch gating him, but—but he surely
wouldn’t have the nerve to carry things
too far. Ile'll catch it jolly hot when he
does come back 1"

Rake left the Common Room locking
very downcast and gloomy.

He and Wibley, as study-mates, had
had their rubs, but a close bond of friend-
ship existed between them. Rake was
worried over the absence of Wibley, Most
of the fellows at Greyfriars attributed
Wibley's escapade to the gating to which
his Form-master had sentenced him.

The Famous Five and Squiff were dis-
cussing the matter in a corner of the
Commeoen Room when Vernon-Smith
came up. The Bounder was looking very
thoughtful.

“You chaps discussing Wibley?"” he
asked. “I've been thinking things out,
and kave come to the conclusion that
there’s more in this than meets the eye.
You remember how thick Wib was with
that seedy actor-chap, Mummer? He
went to him at the Grand Theatre at
Courtfield when he broke detention last
Wednesday. Those two scemed to have
something up their sleeves then, It's
my belief that Wib has gone to Mummey
this time, and that he's run away for
g'{}ﬂl.']. !1-1-

Harry Wharton gave a start.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. *“*You're
right, Smithy! I had an idea that Wib
and the Mummer bird had something on
between them. Of course, Wib’s run
away and joined Mummer! If we can
find him, we shall probably find Wib.
Mummer is acting in ‘ Pirate Gold,” and
perhaps Wib's got a job in the company.
You know how crazy he always was on
the stage!”

Yernon-Smith nodded.

“ Just what T was thinking,” he said.

“Wib's a silly ass!” broke out Bob
Cherry. “ He wants a jolly good bump-
ing! We've got to I'md}r ﬁiﬂ‘t, chaps,
and bring him back. Let’s go over to
Yourtfield to-night, and find out where
' Pirate Gold * has shifted to!”

“That's the idea, Bob!” said Harry
Wharton. “We'll cyele over after tea.”

The Famous Five and Vernon-Smith
took out their eycles after tea that day
and rode to Courtfield. Arriving at the
Grand Theatre, Harry Wharton and the
Bounder went inte the vestibule and
gquestioned the commissionaire,
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That pompous worthy glared at them,

“Which you're the second lot that's
been inguirin’ after the * Pirate Gold’
crowd!™ he growled. *“Wot’s it got to
do with you boys, any’ow ? Find hout !”

Harry Wharton looked round angrily,
and saw two alert-looking men regarding
him with great interest.

Realising that no information could be
got out of the surly commissionaire, the
two Greviriars juniors left the theatre.
They were followed out by the two men
that Wharton had. noticed.

“ Licuse me, young gentlemen,'” said
one of them politely. * But may I ask
why you are endeavouring to trace the
* Pirate Gold’ company #”

“We want to get hold of one of the
aclors 'in the cast, that’s all, sir,” re-
plied Harry Wharton. “ Do you happen
to know wﬂere the company ﬂa& gone "

“1Ido,” replied the other, with a smile,
“You avill find them all at the Rovalty
Theatre, Latcham, until Wednesday.
Then they go on to Pegg. I am very
intevested in that company—rvery inter-
ested indeed !

With a nod the man turned away, and
he and his companion walked on p the
IMTigh Street, followed by looks of aston-
islhiment from the Removites.

“Well, T'm jiggered!” exclaimed
Frank Nugent. *1 wonder who those
merchants are?”

“They look like detectives to me,”
sulldl Vernon-Smith quietly., “I reckon
they're after somebody in the © Pirate
Gold ’ company for something or other.”

“Quite likely,” agreed Harry Whar-
ton. ““Some of these theatrical chaps are
awlul rotters, We've been reading a lot
about bogus managers lately. But still,
that's not our bizney, We're only con-
cerned with finding Wib and making
him  stop playing the giddy poat.
Latcham’s rather o long way away. We
shall have to leave it till Wednesday
afternoon for our visit there, I'm afraid.”

“Wednesday will do,” said the
Bounder quietly. “Unless Wib is found
by then we'll ' go over and rake out
Mummer. T'll wager a term's pocket-
money that Wib is over there with that
theatrical company. If he is, he'll pro-
bably have had enough of it by Wednes-
day, and he’ll be more amenable to
reason., We'd better be getting back to
Greyfriars,™

*T'll 1~_in{;]r up the Royalty Theatre at
Latcham first,” said Harry Wharton.
“1t's just about time for the company to
be there.”

At the telephone-box in the railway-
stafign the Hemove captain was put
through- to the Royalty Theatre,
Latcham. He asked for Mr. Cornelius
Mummer, and after a long wait he heard
a hiccough at the other end, and a deep,
reverberaling voice came to his ears.

“Hallo! Who wants Mummer ?"

f'Is that Mr, Mummer speaking?”
asked ITarry Wharton.

B

“It 15 he!” came the reply in accents

deep and dvamatic. *“ What—hic!—can
I do.for you?”

Mr. Cornelius Mummer, by the sound
of his voice, was evidenily under the in-
Huence of potent liquor.

“Is Wibley there?” asked Wharton.
“I want Wibley !

“Ho!” growled Mr. Mummer at the
other end. ““’Tis the voice of the—hic!
—Lraitor that I hear! T refuse to speak
of my young friend Wibley, sir! Never
let it be said that—hic !—Cornie would
betray a friend! Neverrrr! Mummer

may have lost his glory, sir, but never his |

—hie !'—honour to a friend ! Groooogh !
ITic! Good-bye! Hic—hic!"” .

Mummer rang off, and Harry Wharton
hung up the receiver and rejoined his
* chums outside.
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“Mummer was mum !” he said, with a
arin. “But I'm sure Wib’s at Latcham.
Anyway, we shall see on Wednesday.
Now we shall have to hurry back, or
Gossy will-lock us out !

The Remorvites eyeled back to Grey-
frinrs, well santisfied with the result of
their visit to Courtfield.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Rogues in Conclave !

IBLEY loocked worried,
He was standing in the small,
dirty, dressing-room behind the

scehes at the Royalty Theatre.
The Tuesday evening performance had
just finished, and from the other side of
the curtain could be heard the wheezy
strains of the orchestra and the shuffling
of feet as the audience made their way
out of the theatre.
Curfew. the manager, came up to him,
rubbing his hands in his usual sleek

manner.

“Hallo, Wibley! What's wrong?"” he
aslked,

Curfew had shown Thimself more

affable to Wibley than to any other
member of the cast. He was most in-
gratiating towards the runaway junior,
in fact. Wibley's fellow' actors had
noticed it, and wondered what axe the
unpopular manager had to grind.

“1'm wondering whethér my friends at
Greyfriars will find me here,” replied
Wibler, in 2 gquiet "voice. *“It's been

worrying me ever since Mr.. Mummer
told me that he had a telephone call
yesterday., Ie said that the eall “was
about me. That shows that somebody

‘has an 1dea where I am."

Curfew slapped him on the back and
gave a boisterous laugh. : .

“Why let that worry vou, sonny ?" he
asked. * You needn’t go back to school
unless you choose, I suppose ¢"

““N-no,” said Wibley, biting his lip.
“But I don’t want to be found here.
The fellows at Greyfriars don’t stand at
half measures, you know. If they conie
here and find me ! '

“They sha'n't take you away—have no
fear of that!" lau IJlEd Curfew, *“I'll
lock after vou, Wibley. By the way,
would you care to have supper with me
to-night at my place?”

*““No, thanks,” replied Wibley shortly.

Curfew gave him a sneering lock.

“Frightened of shocking your rich
aunt by stopping out late ?" he asked.

“I want to get to bed,” said Wibley.
“I've told you before, Mr. Curfew, that
I don’t smoke, or drink, or play cards.
And I don’t intend to start, either.
Good-night [ '

Wibley gave the manager a short ned,
and walked out of the dressing-room. A
few minutes later the stage door banged
behind him. :

Ricketts, the stage-manager, who had
been standing behind Curfew during thé
conversation with Wibley, stepped for-
ward and gave a chuckle,

in at the stage door.

what the Yah! Ow!

luckless man received a drenching.

““Can we See”Mr. Mummer ? ** asked Harry Wharton, as the Co. crowded

_ ““You can ses nobody !’ snapped

““ Which Mr. Curfew ’as issued orders that ne one is to be admitted. I— Here,

Yarooough ! *
Cherry pushad him against a fire bucket.

““ Come on, chaps ! ”* chuckled Bolh Cherry.

(Yee Chapter 9.) :

the doorkeeper,

The doorkeeper gave a yell as Bob
The bucket was full of water, and the
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“High aud mighty - little bral—eh,
Curfew ?” ‘he said. *I'd have sacked
him for his impertinence, But still, 1 see
why »you're kecping him under your
willg, so to speik. ¥You hope to get him
into bad ways -to get him to lose money
o you by playing cards. The kid hasn’t
any money to play with, so you'd get it
from his rich aunt, who is so devoted to
himm, She'd pay anything rather than
have her nephew exposed and disgraced.
Ha, ha! It's a good game, Curfew, but
will 16 work? The boy has a mind of his
own, and so far, he's only given you the
cold shoukder. 1 don’t think, Curfew,
that you'll ever get him to fall in with
your wishes,™

Curfew turned to his stage-manager
with an unpleasant leer.

“ Perhaps you're right, Ricketts,” he
sald. ““ But, after all, 2 hundred quid or
s0 hush-money from the boy's aunt
wouldn't be much compared with the big
stakes we usually aim at. I've a better
plan in mind. Look here, Ricketts, I got
Mummer half squiffy this morning, and
lhe old rascal talked. He’s staying at the
house of Wibley's aunt, you know, with
the boy. Mummer keeps his eyes open,
and he told me that that house is worth
the attentions of a cracksman who can
o his job quickly and sileutly. Do you
begin to see light now? If we can get
Mummer on our side, he can be very use-
ful. T've been wailing for the chance of
another big coup, and then 1'm going to
quit. You know what I mean, Ricketts,
This theatrical business has been a good
vloak for my real profession, but the
vloak is beginning to wear thin. I saw
McGrath in the town this morning, and
that confounded ‘’tec’s presence here
docan’t look healthy for us. He knows
foo much. You and I have got to work
one maore big job within the next day or
s0, and then we disappear—see?”

Ricketts lit & cigar and nodded,

“Yes, I see, Curfew,” he replied,
“With McGrath so close on our track it's
up to us to bring matters to a climax.
MoGrath was in Courtfield, wasn't he?
Laicky for us we didn't try to pull off
anything there. You intend to work the
linal job at Wibley's aunt’s place, then ¥

“Exactly I smiled Curfew. “* Mummer
will play into our hands, provided we
aive lhin enough- liguor. He's living
there, and he knows the lay-out of the
liouse. What could Le easier for us?™

The two rascals walked away, and
came upon Mr. Cornelius Mummer in the
narrow passage outside the dressing-
I'oGI.

The Fallen Star was looking most
dejected. His pockels were empty, and
ie was, as usual, in a thirsty state,

“Care for a drink, Cormiel” asked
Curfew, with a laugh.

AMlr., Mummer raised his eyes aloft.

“A drink to me would be as nectar to
the gods of Olympus!” quoth the old
tragedian. *'Tis sad indeed to think
that the mighty Mummer has come so
low as to go thirsting for liquid refresh-
ment, "

Curfew and Ricketts piloted him away,
and the trio disappeared behind the swing
doors of a public-house.

At closing-time Mr. Cornelius
Mummer staggered forth unsteadily,
thundering lines from *‘Hamlet ' in a
very tragic manner, much to the amuse-
ment of the passers-by,

Curfew and Ricketts walked off in
another direction, smiling with evident
satisfaction at the result of their talk with
the impressionable Cornie.

Midnight was telling from the town
hall clock when the Fallen Star rolled up
the drive of Miss Wibley's house and
lugged at the bell.
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A minute later the door opened, and
Wibley looked ocut. His lip curled con-
temptuously at sight of the inebriated
Mr. Mummer.

“Open the portal " said Cornie, with
a dramatic flourish. “’'Tis Mummer who
seeks admittance !

“¥You're not coming in here any more,
Cornie I’ replied the junior decisively.
“I'm ashamed of you! You're drunk !

“IMo! What meaneth those words?”
gasped Mummer. *“Who—hic !|—dares
to =ay that I'm drunk? Hie, hic!
Perish the thought! Hic! I scorn the
scurrilous aspersion on the fair name of
Mummer ! Hie!"”
~ “"Buzz off, Cornie !” exclaimed Wibley,
it an angry voice. ‘I won't have you 1n
my aunt’s house in that state! You were
half squiffy last night when you came in.
There’s a limit to everything, and I must
study my aunt’s feelings. You're not
coming in! Good-night !**

“My young friend! Hic! Wibley,
my dear boy! Hic—hic—"
Crash !

The door slammed to, and Cornie heard
the holt béing shot. He gave a sad shake
of his head, wiped away a tear from his
bleary eye, and staggered round to the
garage. He lay on somoe sacks in a
corner, and within two minutes was fast
asleep. There he remained all night, and
Wibley woke him next morning by
emptying water -on his face. And, as
Mr, Mununer’s conntenance was not used

to water, Wibley's method of awaking

him was most effective,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Night Out!

1 ERE we are at Latcham ! said
Bob Cherry.

It was Wednesday after-

noon, and the train from

Cfourtfield had just arrived at Latcham.

The Famous Five, Squiff, and Vernon-

Smith left the station and made their way
along to the Royalty Theatre.

The matinee was in progress when
they arrived there, so they walked about
the fown until they saw l'{l_e people leav-
img the theatre. Then they went round
to the stage-door,

“My heye!” said the seedy-looking
stage-doorkeeper when the Greyfriars
juniors presented themselves. **Wot do
you lads want?”

“Can we see Mr. Cornelius Mummer "
asked Ilarry Wharton, *We've come on
an important matter.”

“You can see nobody ! snapped the
doorkeeper. - *“Which Mr. Curfew 'as
issuedl horders that no one i1s to be ad-
mitted, J—— Here, what the—— ¥Yah!
Ow! Stop! Yarocoogh!”

The doorkeeper gave a yell as Harry
Wharton & Co. pushed past him. He
tried to stroggle, and Bob Cherry gave
himi a shove that sent him crashing
arainst a suspended fire-bucket. That
bucket was full of water, and the luckless
doorkeeper received a drenching.

?

“Yooogh ! Germﬂﬂﬁh! Wow! Yeung
willains! Come back! Grooogh!” he
roared.

But the Greyfriars juniors were already
chmbing the stairs.

They burst into the dressing-room
without ceremony, and there saw Mr,
Mummer, Wibley, and the rest of the
male members of the cast,

Wibley was removing his make-up in
front of a cracked mirror. He gave a
start on seeing his old schoollcllows,

“Wib!"” roared DBob Cherry. “So
we've found you, you bounder I”

Wibley turned towards them, panting,
his face flushed, and his hands clenched
tight together,
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“What do you want?’. he demanded.
“Why have you chaps come here?”

“"We've come to take you back to
Greyfriars with us, you silly fathead!”
Fxc!mmed Harry Wharton warmly.

‘Don’t you realise what an ass you are
making of yourself? You can't possibly
stick this out 1"

“Can’t 17" demanded Wibley., “Wae
shall see! I mean to try, anyway! You
chaps can leave me alone to manage my-
own affairs. This is no bizney of yours!”

“Rats!” said Bob Cherry. “You've
got to chuck playing the giddy ox, and
come back to Greyfriars, Wib! The
longer you stay away the worse it will
be for you!"

At that juncture Curfew and Ricketts
entered the dressing-room. They started
on seeing FHarry Whartoa & Co.

“What the dickens are these bays
doing here?’ rapped Curfew. “Turn.
them out immediately !”

The Famous Five, Squiff, and Vernon-
Smith closed in together on Wibley. The
runaway junior locked round desperately:

“I won't go back !” he eried. “I——

Yarooogh! Yah! Hands off! Rescue!
Ow—ooogh ! :
The Removites attacked. They

grabbed Wib and dragged him to the
dressing-room door. They meant to pet
him out by hook or by crook.

Curfew gave a shout and ecalled to
Ricketts and a numher of others. They
all dashed at the struggling juniors and
fought their way to Wibley's rescue.

A wild and whirling struggle ensued in
the theatre dressing-room. Wigs and
boxes of make-up and chairs were sent
spinning. Curfew and Ricketts wrenched
Wibley away from his schoolfellows and
kept the jumiors at bav, while Wibley
dashed out of the room and sought refuge
in the theatre.

“Now, vou young scoundrels. out yon
go, or I'll fetch in the police!” snarled
Curfew, His nose was streaming with
claret, having come into vioclent contact
with Johnny Bull's fist.

IHarry Wharton beckoned to his chums.

“We can’t keep up this rumpus here,”
he said.  “T think we'd better go, chaps.
Wibley has given us the slip, but we'll
get him all in good time !’

Looking rather the worse for wear, the
Greyfriars jumiors left .the theatre and
walked to the corner of the street,

““What a frost!” gasped Dob Cherry.
“It was rather a chesk on our part, of
cvourse, to barge into a theatre and start
a fight like that.”

Harry YWharton gave a grim laugh,

“You're right, Bob!” he said. “But
the game isn't up vet. We'll wait hera
till after the evening performance and
keep watch for Wib, We're bound to get
hold of him somehow !”

His chums looked quickly at him.

“What about getting back to Grey-
frinrs, Harry?’ asked Squiff. ““There’ll
be an awful row if we stop out——"

“Oh, bother -hat!” retorted Harrv
Wharton. “Now we're over here and
wo know where Wib is it's up to us to
stay hére till we get' him. He's got to
chuck this stage-lifé rot and come back
o Greyfriara and face the music, I'll
telephone Wingate and tell him that
we're out after Wib, and may not be
back till late.”

““May not be home till morning, you
mean, Harry ! grinned Bob Cherry.,
“Anyway, we're all game {o stop out, as
it's for a good cause.”

“ Rather I

The jumors kept watehh on the theatra,
but Wibley did not come out. IHe evi-
dently intended staving there until after
the evening performance.

Harry Wharton & Co. realised thig, and
had tea in Lalcham, afterwards returning

(Continued on vpage 17T.)



MRE. QUELCE.

What do I think of the stage? The
stage 1s an excellent iustitubion i 1is
proper place. i
public school. If some of my pupils
would pay as muech attention to their
lessons as they pay to theatrical malters
they would not look so foolish when I
ask them guestion=. Greyfriars is not an
academy of acting.

DICK PENTOLD.

At Greyfriars now it's all the rage,
for boys to go upon ihe slage, and
show the school they're clever. Bome of
them think they're awfully good, but
they have themselves misundersicod, Ior
they'll be actors—never!

GOSLING.

What I sez is this 'erve. _
to go on the stage once—al an election
meeting. And as soon as I walked acrosa
the boards I got the bird, I did, shell
and all. No, don’t ask me wot I think
of .the stage. It ain’t respectable. The
stage, I mean, not wot I think of it. In

course, William Gosling’s 'ad his days,

w'ich he wasn't always a school porter
a-working and a-slaving of his sowl out
for a lot of dratted boys w'ich ought to
ave bin drownded at birth, I woz an
actor once. I played the hanimile in a
pantomime. A real actor wot appeared
in public. But howing to a little differ-

.ence of 'pinion with the front legs—by.

which I mean {o say my pariner, I re-
signed. Drat the stage! There's no
roomi for talent nowadays. Legs 1s all
done by clockwork.

BOLSOVER MAJOR. ;

There's only one thing lacking on the
stage to-day, and that’s a really first-
class producer. Now, what's wanted is a
chap like myself, My hat! Wouldn't 1
make them jump about if I Efbf.‘, the job.
Imagine me taking a rehearsal. I would
stand in the middle of the stage with a

megaphone in one hand and a dogwhip,

in the other. And if people didn’t do

as I told them, I'd jolly well dot them

on the boko. Half ifm trouble is people

ret too much of their own way—but they

wouldn’t with me! To be a really sue-
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But its place is not at a

‘the stage.

I ’ad a hoffer

Several Greyfriars celebrities
~- have forwarded their views
upon this Interesting topic.

cessful producer a fellow must have a
firm hand—and a hard fist. And I've

got both. Ask young Nugent,

BILLY BUNTER.

The stage 1s all very well in its way,
but you kan take it from me, theirs far
two much purrsunal jellusy konnected
with it. I wood reorganise the hole of
T'our instance, you may hav
herd that after a sucksessful drarmer o
reely magniffisent feed is provided for
the aretists on the stage iiself. That is
all rong. The feed shood kum furst. I
goes without saying that a felloe carnt
give a reely inspired purrformance on an
emptea stummick. And all oranges
laken into a theatre by the publick shood
be konfiskated for the yewse .of the
arotists, Eating oranges in a theatre is
vulger. In short, it 1s0’t dun, And I
wood put a stop two 1t

THE HEAD, ;

An actor may best be described as one
who edrns his bread by the skill with
which he ©plays upon the human
emotions. To be a successful exponent
of the histrionic art one must possess
more than the average ability fo inter-
pret the characters as drawn by the play-
wright. One must be self-confident and
possess that elusive thing known in cer-
tain stage quarters as a *' personality.”

MR PROUT.

1 have only onec erilicism {o make
about the stage, and that is that the
public are not given what they want—at
least, not often enongh.. .

What is really mneeded—and very
badly, too—are a few more Wild West
melodramas.

As a matter of fact, T have myself
written a play of tlus sorf, which I
have entitled “The Redskin's Revenge:"
The scenes are laid in the Rockies, 1n
the wild days of about 1880, and show a
horde of yelling savages charging down
npon a lone traveller.

I have earmarked the part of ihe
lone traveller for mnyself. I think you
will agrea I have written a play that

‘will tlhrill everyone who is° fortunate

enough to witness it,

EDITORIAL!

By
HARRY
WHARTON.

ALLO, laddies! This, my merry
H men, being a Special Stage
Numiber, % considler I have
struck the right note on which
to open. :
Many of you might consider Wibleyr a
more suitable fellow to edit this number
than myself. As & matter of fact, [
offered Wibley the editorial chair for the
week—but he declined it without thanks:
Some fellows haven't the slightest senso
of gratitude.

However, having got through the over-
ture, se to speak, I might as well get on
with the washing—or the programme,
The *“star ™ turn this week is a special
article by that fat chomp, Bunter. Some
of you may have noticed it already—lhe
insisted I should put it on the front page.
Billy had an iwlea that if you liked it
he.could give an encore on the last page.
But in the words of the poet. ladidies
(that sounds stagey), he will be un-
lucky,

Bunter says he's an absolute dab at
acting. And I quite agree with lim.
Only a chap with marked histrionic
ability could swing the lead like he does.

- Now, there are many people who con-
sider it the easiest thing in the world to
get on the stage, They think they have
only to find some producer to give thein
a leading part—preferably at a big Woest
nd theatre—and their fortunes are
made,

You can take it from me that a career
on the stage is one of the hardest in the
world. And to begin with it calls for o
great deal of hard work—even for a
small part. Iven aectors with weorld-wide
reputations cannot afford to shirk.

Any student of the daily newspapers
must have read from time to time of
actors who have broken down through
overwork, and who have been ordered
by their doctors to tnke a rest. No:
life on the stage is by no means a bed
of roses.

Many of my chums may have an am-
bition to go on the stage themselves.
Well, all I've got to say is, that if they
feel they have real talent, and they don’t
mind hard work, then go ahead. And
good luck to yow

I could fill columns with interesting
chat about the stage. DBut I've alrecady
had to cut Bunter's article to get my
own stuff in. And if T don't pack up I
shall have to cut it some more.

Adieu! TFare thee well.

IHARRY WHARTON.
Tur Magxer Linsnary.—No, 832,



ACT 1.
The Wicked Barrernet !

1 HA ]::
A Wicked Sir Jasper uttered

ithat remark, Sir Jasper was
the villun of the peace. He
was attired in immakulate evening-dress,
with a gowld monekle studded with
preshus stoans stuck in wun sinister eye.

Befoar him, gagged*and bowned, lay
a small boy, knamed George. And
behind him  stood Bung Wun, his
Chinese servent, a mokking smile on his
inserewtable vello fase.

“Aha!” reepeeted Sir Jasper, parsing
a meening glarnece to Bung Wun, “ Sew
you thort to eskape from me, hay? But
you relkoned without my faithfull Bung.”

Sir Jasper koffed. A narstv hacking
koff it was, with a deesided note of
menice in it,

Lattle George growned allowed.

“What wood you with me, O Sir
Jasper? he arsked, his yung voice rising
to a pityful =obh.,

“T will tell you mn story.” sed the
wicked barrernet. *'Five long yeers ago
kum to-night, yore further, who was then
a speshul konstable, arrested me. My
krime was buymg chewing-gum after
eight o'klock.

““He took me two the perleece-station,
where I was sentenced two five yeers'
hard laber. I swaqre I wood have my
revenge. Five long and weery yeers 1
wated—five long and weery yeers! And
now the grate day has kam—"

““The day allee samee kum!” ekkoed
Bung Wun,

“1 am going 2 make yon suffer 4 yore
farther's sins,” reesumed Sir Jasper. “ Tt
is now wun minnit o midnight. I am
going two ty you too the raleway-line—
the eggspress will go rorring by. and—
and my revenge will be komplete !

“Noe—noe! Knot that, I implore
you, Sir Jasper!” allmoast shrecked pore
George. “Spair me—oh, spair me!
Spair me just this wunst, noble - Sir
Jasper, and I will een love the for ever!"

“Fool 1" hissed the wicked -barrernet.
“You arsk me to spair you when T have
weighted five yeers for this day? Noe,
never!”

Sir Jasper ssued a kurt kommand to
Bung Wun. Ioor George was lifted to
the raleway-line and tyed to a sleeper.
And in the distence kame the shreek of
the onrushing eggspress.  Sir Jasper and
the inscrewtable Bung Wun teok wun
larst look at their fowl wurk. and dashed
away to the former’s palashul Park Lane
manshun.

1+

ACT IL

The Fatel Minn't !
Puff, puff, puff!
The midmte eggspress was rorring

down the line.  Anny minnit now it
wood be upon the unforchunate Gedrge.
It seamed that nuthing cood save him
frem deth,

Puff, pulf, puft!
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Neerer and neerer . drew the giant
lokermotive, its funne] bellchin sparks
and fains. Poor George struggled
desperitly with his crool bonds—but he
cooddl knot move them. Tho sinister Sir
Jmﬁ}fr bhad dun his fowl wurk well—2
well !

Puff, puff, puff!

Only a few yards seperated poer
George from the onrushing trane now.
If he was to eskape he wood have to do
it at wunce. He struggled agane with
his crool bonds. And slowly but surely
he felt them give,

Roar, roar, roar!

Even as he rolled klear of the line the
lokermotive flashed by. George sied a
si of grate relief and struggled to his

feat.
“"Haved !" he gasped. “In the knick of
time!  And now to bring the wicked

barrernet to book !”

The plucky felloe immeediately took to
his feat and dashed to Sir Jasper's

The skout put oul the bom by jumping en it,

manshun in Park Lane. When he

arrived their he found all the blinds

down. IKnow doubt Sir Jasper was

already in morning for him.
“Revenge!” he hissed. “Revenge!

Aba! Revenge is sweet !”

The brave ladd nokked at the door,
which was at wunce opened by Bilf Wun,
Bung’s yunger brother, who was Sir
Jasper's valley.

“Tell Sir Jasper T must sea him at
wunee,” greated George. Then, changing
his mind, he pooshed by the asstonished
‘Biff and made his way to the barrernet’s
librery. Flinging open the dore, he
entered dramatikally, wrih wun hand
razed,

“Ho, villun!" he snapped. “Yore
fowl skeem has faled—and now I have
kum 4 a rekoning.”

But for wunce the brave ladd had over-
stepped himself. For with a sinister
snarle, the yello form of Bung Wun sud-
genl}' apecred from beehind a lakered

ox.

The neckst moment George was herled
to the ground. Sir Jasper sprung up
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By Dicky Nudent.

with a eri of rage to help hizs vello
akkomplice. And within too minnutes
of entering the howse, the dering yung
lad found himself a prisener for the
sekond time that nite.

_“Their shall be know mistake this
time !” hissed Sir Jasper crooley. “This
time I will make sertain of you!”

The barrernet wispered something in
Chinese to his servent, and the next
moment poor (George was lade wpon the
liberary carpet.

A kewrius-looking instrewment was
next obtained, which Bung Wun pro-
ceeded to fill with a green powder.

“This is a time bom,” eggsplained Sir
Jasper, with a kunning lear. “I am
going to leave it by yore side, and in a
few minnutes you will be blown teo king-
dum kum.”

Poor George’s fase terned a pail green.
This time, he new, their wood be no
eskape. So, like the brave lad he was,
he reesolved to meat his fete with grate
40tude.

“Doo yore wurst!” he hissed. “But
remember — remember, Bir  Jasper,
their'll kum a day!"

“Aha!” chuckled the barvernet, “We
shall sea what we shall sea.”

And with that he lited the fuse of the
bom and dashed down the stares, Bung
Wun bringing up his reer.

Splutter, splutter, splutter !

Aloan in the howse, (feorge watched
the sparks creep up the fuse. Any
moment now the bom wood eggsplode.
He thort his last minnute has kum, when
their was a sound of footsteps on the
stares.

And the next minnute in rushed
a Boy Skout. The skout put out the
bom by jumping on it, and freed George
from his bonds,

. ""In the knick of time!” he breethed,

You found my lorst marble manuny
years ago, and 1 have knot forgot. 1
suspeckted you were in danger, and
have kept watch on you. The perlecce
are without, and the wicked barrernet is
under arrest,”

“So perrish_all villuns,” sed George
thankfully. “You have saved my life!”

With that, reskewed and reskewer left
the howse and . joyned the wateing
perlice outside. In a few minnites the

.darstedly Sir Jasper and the sinnister

Bung Wun where hawled bed the judge,

“Bir Jasper,” sed His were-ship, at
the end of the evvidence, “you are a
skoundril of the deepest dy. You have
bean fowned gilty of a narsty and
wikkid krime, and mi sentence is that
U reeceeve wun thowsand kuts with the
kat-o’-nine tales !”

The wikked barrernet pailed beneeth

his 1an. But the nees sekkond he was
dragged skreeming sumthing horrible
to the sells.

Wack! Wack! Wack!

The kat-o'-nine tales rose and fell.
“Yercoooogh, yerocobogh, yeroccogh!”
“Kum,” sed the Boy Skout kwietly,
as the aggonising kries floted up 2 them.
“Justice has bean dun. Let us deepari.”
[Supplement it
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hand, not only on the stage itself,

but behind the scenes as well.

The stage has its own mysteries,
il own superstitions, and its own
comedies,

I was once invited to the green-room
of a certain theatre by a well-known actor
who had promised to entertain the com-
pany after the show with some unusual
stories,

And well do I remember it! The
company were assembled and waiting.
'The lighis were turned low, and at
length the actor appeared.

“Now, my friends,” he said in a low,
powerful voice, “I am going to tell you
the true story of a haunted theatre. The
place I am speaking of is just at the back
of Oxford Street. At present it 15 closed
—as i1t has been for many years past now
—and 15 used by some local firm as a
warehouse,

“But in days gone by it was as popular
as any theatre you could find in the West
End of London.. It was the home of the
old -melodvama, which we see all too
seldom to-day,

“Men like George R. Sims and Henry
Arvthur Jones, who wrote the * Silve¥
King," had many of their early works
produced there, while T have appeared
there many times myself.

““About six or seven years ago this
theatre secured the repulation of being
haunted. Just before midnight the
clanking of chains was heard, followed by
shrieks and groans. And the watchman
whose duty 1t was to look after the place
became so alarmed that he refused to re-
main on doty until the curious pheno-
nena was investigated.

“He swore that the ncises started at
about eleven o'clock. And on one ocea-
sion he stated that he had seen the
ghostly forms of dead-and-gone players
walking across the [urmture-littered
stage, just as they *had done in days
gone by.

“SHeveral of us who were interested
kept watch for a night or zo. But, while
we failed to see any of these ghostly

T RAGEDY and comedy po hand-in-

players, we certainly heard some very.

strange noises, There were shrieks and
groans; and then the deep, resonant
voice of a man speaking in much the
same manner as I have been doing in
ihe show to-night.”

The actor paused and pushed his long
hair back from his forehead.

““And, pentlemen,” he resumed, “the
voice of the man I heard was saying the
lines of a play that had been produced
in that very theatre for the first and
last time some forty years ago! I heard
them distinctly, and I recognised them
right away, For I had appeared in that
very play myself!

““We switched on the lights and made
a thorough search of the ‘;:%acc. But not
p. living soul did we find. What had
cnce been the dressing-rooms were now
stacked with furniture, while the passages
to the stage were choked with dust,
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“ After that the story went round that
the spirits of the dead actors who had
played in that theatre had come back to
haunt it as a protest against its being
used as a warehouse, But the cause of
those noises and voices remains a mystery
even to this day.”

“ A very curious story indeed,” said a
member of the party. “But I can tell
you of something equally strange, and for
the truth of which I can vouch
personally.

**As you know, I was for many years
on the variety stage before I went in for
legitimate work. And it was during that
time that I was hilled to appear in a
hall at Islington, which, like the theatre
you were speaking of just now, 1s closed,
if it has not since %een pulled down.

“The show started in the ordinary
way, nong of us having any idea of the
dramatic happenings which were to take
place before it finished. I did my own

“*Look!’ he screamed, pointing out info

“It's staring at me! Take

it away!'"”

the audience.

turn, and, after changing, came down to
the wings lo give a messare to someone
before going home.

‘““At that particular moment a man 1
had met gt different halls in various parts
of the country was going on for his show,
For o long time he had worked a double
act with a partner; but the pariner had
since died, and, in consequence, he was
doing a single turn.

“ His show opened with a song. DBut
he had only just started, when he stopped
short, pointing cut into the audience, his
eyves bulging with fear.

“‘Look! he screamed. * Look!
staring al me! Take it away!

“At first the andience thought it was
part of the show, and waited for what
was going to happen next. DBut in a
very few minntes they saw that some-
thing was wrong. The curlain was rung
down mnmediately, and the man was
drageed, howling and shrieking, into the
WINgs.

“A doctor was sent for, the manager
of the house believing that the artizte

It's

"lis I don't know of it.

William \Wibley

had been taken suddenly ill.  Tut all
the time the comedian implored them io
‘ Take it away!’

H*It’s his face!” he repealed. * Ilis
face is there! I saw it!

““ At length we managed to quieten the
poor fellow down.

* And what was the explanation of his
curions conduct?’ I asked, as the
comedian paysed.

“Oh,” he said, “jusi this! When the
man’s partner was about to die he had
given him an act which he had just
written, with instructions to pay any
money accruing from it {o his relatives.
. But the man had failed in his trust, and
had used the act fér himself—in fact, ha
was using it that very might. And
apparently he was sulfering from a guilty
conscience, for he swaore that the face he
saw in the audience was that of his dead
partner.”

Well, that tale, too, I was azsured, was
perfectly true.

I think the best tvay to conclude this
article would be to tell of some of the
superstitions of stage foll, As most of
my readers know, many members of my
family are on the stage, aml some of
these superstitions they have told me of,
and some I have pathered from conversa-
tions in the green-room,

Actors generally have a bad habit of
borrowing., They will borrow grease-
paint just as often as you like to let
them. And they wili borrow money,
too. But it has always been considered
very unlucky to borrow money just
before ““treasury,” as the weekly pay-
time is called.

Of course, there may be a reason for
the following superstition. But if there
To commence a
tour on a Saturday. morning—althengh
it is sometimes done—is considered an
ill-omien; and to pass a mwember of the
fair sex coming out of the stage-door
on the first night of a show is considered
to be a sign that the piefe will not have.
a very long run,

There have been numerons instances
in which stage superstitions have been
frnored, but in many cases soine mis-
fortune has befallen the artiste con-
cerned,

For instanee, “The Green Triangle,”
a show which started out on tour in
1908, ignored the fact that Salurday
morning was an unlucky day to slart.
True, many of the actors in the show
were against a start on that particular
day, but for varipus reasons the manage-
ment conld not see their way clear to
alter the date. Bad luck was
proplesied for the show, and, true to
trm!litiﬂn, the prophecy was fulfilled,

The show had only been on the road
a forinight when a fire broke out at the
theatre where it was being staged.
Several people were seriously injured,
and nearly the whole of the propertics
were destroyed, involving a Joss of
several thousand pounds.
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#Twinkle, twinkle, little star!
How I wunder what you are—"

! O may think it strange, Deer
i Reeders, but when I happened |

to zea those bewtiful wurds the
: other nite it set me thinking,
(Wonders will never cease.—Jd.)

0Of Lkorse, their are stars and stars.
Their ave stars that we sea in the ski,
like those in the pome, and their are stars
we sea when sum silly ass dots us on the
boko,

Also their are stars you sea on the
stnze. T'o bee a star on the stage 15 my
ambishion. T have often wanted to bee
a stage star. DBut all the felloes here
are so full of purrsuncl jellusy that I
have never bean given a chance.

However, if the felloes do keep me

By
Lilly Bunfer

out of the Dramatick Sossiety, they kin't
siop me thinking about what it must
feal tike to bee a.star.

As know doubt you are aware, I am an
aktor ©of konsiderable ability, And it
wood never serprise me if wun day sum
well-known producer kame up and hit
m.e on the back and sed:

“Marster Bunter, you are just the
felloe I have bean looking for. You are
a bawn-artist. I am going to make you
a grate man. I have taken the liberty
of kavsting you for the leeding part iu
my knew play, * A Fool Their Was.’

magine it, Deer Reeders. It wood
be wunderful. I might say 1t wood be
stewpenduous, I shood buy a fir coat
with an asstracan collar, I shood. have
my name in big letters posted all over

London. In short, I shood be- the

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

darling of the gods in moar senses of
the wurd than wun.

Without any bowsting, I fthink I
shood be as god as too stars, in which
kase I shood be what is nown as a
konstellashun.  Moar than that, Decr
Recders, I shood be a Komet.

Every nite I shood walk on the stage
at six thurty and eight fowty five. The
plaice wood .be” full of krowned heds,
who wood rise and cheer like annything,
They wood throw bowkays at me, and
follpes like Wharton and Wibley and
lots more I could kname wood boast io
there friends that they were at skool with
me.

And then wood kome the akting.

In the furst akt I wood make them
lavf—(Hear, hear.—Ed.)—and in the
sekond akt I wood make them cri sawlt
tears. . (They wouldn’t be able to help
themselves.—Ed.)

If T was left to select the play 1 wood
have something on these lines:

A boy (that's me) wood be found
starving in the streets. A kind lady
wood take pittv on bim and stand him
a jolly good feed. That wood do for_the
furst act. The second ack could show
the boy still having the feed. And in
the thurd act he could be diskovered {o
be a yung prince. Of korse, this dis-
kovery wood be selebrayted by anutther
big feed which wood be kalled a banquit.
- A show like that wood bring the house
down. (We hearlily agree with you.—
Ed.)
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ADVERTISEMENT

CORNER! |

RDOARS OF

SUCKSESS !
LARFTER ! 4

World-famous fat ‘boy in grate non-stop

GRATE

feeding akt. Toe ours of funney
merth and side-splitting owls.

BUNTER THE BUSTER !

Book ihis grate akt wright now. Tt
will pay you. All dates vakent, Apply
with terimms by letter or in persen to
William George Bunter, Study No. T,
Remove Passage, Grayfryers,

MUSICIAN (PIANIST) SEEKS
ENGAGEMENT.

All those desiring a really classical
cittertainment should consult the * Great
Aclody Maker,” who has a first-class
repertoire. Only those who appreciate

rezl music need apply. Free trial]
willingly given. _
Apply Claude Hoskins, .« -

SEVVER GET LEFT? NO, SIR!
Then don’t get left mow. Hustle right
aronnd and snaffle the latest and
greatest dollar-making sketch on
the market:

«TIIE TRAIL OF THE DOLLAR: "™

TFeaturing the great American Charae-
ter Aclor,

FFISHER T. FISIH.
I’lay produced by Fisher T. Fish.
The real goods!
Written by Fisher T. IFish,
A work of ari!
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Songs. by Fisher T, Fish,

' Melodious minutes!
Apply with cash right now to: . __
Fisher T. Iish, general and business

manager, Study No. 14, Remove Pas-
sage, Greyviriars School, Kent (Eng.),

TO PRODUCERS AND MANAGERS.

Richard Nugent, the eminent play-
right, is open to rite-reel hartbleeding
mellowdrarmers of yewman intrest nt
strickly modderate terms. (Cash in ad-
varnce.) Below are sum of mi grate
sucksesses now running at all the Jeeding
theaters and musick balls ¢
) “'II'lm Boy Who Took the Rong Tern-
ing! 1 |

“The Stane of Bkarlet Blud! "™

* Betrayed bi a Blowter!”

Don't deelay, but rite to-day. Perm
add—R. Nugent, Second Form, Kommon
Room,

REAL NIGGER
MINSTRELIFULLNESS!

Professor Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
is preparedfully desirous of bookfully
engaging his esteemed and absurd self in
a minstrelfull act of Iludicrous mirth
entitlefully named “The Last Rosefull-
ness of the Esteemed Summer.”

Professor Bingh has also disposalfully
for the esteemed sale a great and absurd
actfullness of the Mystic East, introduc-
ing a real native, entitled *The Rajah’s
Bevengefullness !

Applyfully enquire Study No, 1.

EGGE! EGGH! LEGGS!

Old erusty eggs, guarantecd to be well
matured in wood. Only dd. per dozen,
You rwveally must order a supply of
Mimble's famous eggs before visiting the
theatre,  No show is complete without
them. - Actors adore them. Take some
for vour favourite artist. He will thank

.Iﬂrr* & o

vou. Don't forget, Mimble's ezgs arc
the Lest, No bard yokes, A large

seleciion may be seen at the Tuck Shop.
Terms, C.0.D.

(Needless to say, this did
from Myrs. Mimble,—Id.]

AKTOR FOR HIGHER !

Wot I ses is this ere—mno stage acting
show is’ complete without ’ind legs. A
famus aktor- wot ’as appeared at ail {le
famus 'alls as *ind legs is now open io
akcept n pantemine sittivation. No
dratted boys need apply.

Address—William Gosling,
Lodge, Greyfriars School.

nol come

Porter's

THE SPEED FEEND!
Thrills! Thrills! Theills!
Sensation of a Lifetime!
Miss It !
TIIE GREAT COKER

in his non-stop motor-cycling -act will
keep any audience enthralled, breathless
and amazed,

See him loop the loop! See him ride
the tight-rope! = Sece him vault from
saddle to handlebars while travelling at
a hundred miles an hour!

No house can® afford this
wonderful akt!

The Don't

to miss

The Grat Coker has a few wvaKant

Book him up and make your
See what the Press says:

dates.
fortune,

“BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.”

“This aki is enuffi to make a kat
You can't miss the Grate
Koker, ... A sight for godds and little

fish. . + /2

“ST JIM'S NEWS."™

“No words can describe what we
think of the great Coker in his astonish-
ing motor-cyeling act. . . . A madman
on a motor-bike. , + » Undoubtedly a
smazhing spectacle, . . "

Book this grate akt before it 1s too
late.  Apply Ilorace Coker, IEsq.,
Fifth Form. .
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The Waywardness of Wibley ![

(Continued _from page 12.)

to the. theatre and taking seats for the
evemng performance,

Before entering the theatre Harry
Wharton telephoned to VWingate, much to
the Greyfriars captain’s surprise.

The house was packed for the last per-
formance in Latcﬁa,m of " Pirate Gold.”
Harry Wharton & Co., from their seats
m the ecircle, watched the play with
added interest, now realising that the
part of Jim Hawkins was being played by
none other than Willima Wibley of the

Remove.

“By Jovel That's really old Wib
acting! He takes the part rippingly,
doesn’t he?’ murmured Bob Cherry.
“There's no mistake sbout it, Wib is
properly cut out for the stage!”

“Yes, but he's cut out to remain at
school for a few yemrs yet!” replied
Harry Wharton grimly. *“We'll get himn
after the show 1"

The play finished, amidst thunderous
applause, ane .directly the curtain was
down the Greylriars juniors hurried from
the theatre.

The night was dark, and from the shop
doorways opposite the theatre they were
able to keep a close watch on the stage-
doar,

They saw the actors emerge one by
one. A closed car drew up to the kerb,
and then Wharton gave a gasp.

Three figures hurried out of the stage-
door and clambered into the car, which
next minute drove off swiftly. The three
they recognised in the lamp-light as
Curfew, Rickelts, and Wibley.

“Ob, my hat! So we're done. after
all 1" exclaimed Frank Nugent. *“ They
must have seen us waiting! That mana-
ger chap has rushed Wib away in a car.
Goodness knows where he’s gone to now !
We've had our wait for nothing, And
we shall catch it'when we do get back to
Greyfriars.”

Harry Wharton set his teeth.

“We won't go back yet!” he said.
“Lock, here comes that Mummer mer-
chant. As usual, I suppose, he's making
for the public-house I )

Cornie did make for the public-house,
and Harry Wharton & Co. waited outside
until eleven o'clock. . -

“Last train to Courtfield has gone!™
grinned the Bounder. *‘This will mean a

night out for us!”

“Who cares?’ said Harry Wharton
grimly. “We're after Wib, and we mean
to get him! Let's follow Cornie and see
whera he goes. Probably he and Wib
are living together. Here comes the old
blighter 1"

Mr. Corneliug Mummer walked out of
the public-house. His steps were quite
steacy, and he appeared to be more or
less sober. : .

He walked slowly down the High
Street, and Harry Wharton & Co. fol-
lowed at a respectiul distance,

Half an hour’s walk brought them to
the square where the house of Wibley's
aunt stood. The Greyfriars juniors did
not know that Wib had an aunt at
Latcham, and therefore it came as a
great surprise to them to see the dis-
reputable Mummer walk boldly in at the
rate of the big house.

“My hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Burely a cheap, third-rate actor like
Mummer cannot afford to dig in such
swagger quarters!”

““He's not going in,” said Harry Whar-
ton suddenly. *“ Look !™ '

Mummer had gone round to a side

window of the house, and the watching

juniors heard him tap softly on it. .

few minufes later the window opened
noiselessly, and Muommer clamibered
through, being lost to view Inside next
minute,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Just in Time!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. drew
H deep breaths, .
“Well, my only hat!” ejacu-
lated Frank Nugent. “ What do
vou make of it, Harcy? Thr business
loaks jolly fishy to me!”

Harry Wharton snapped his teeth to-|

gether hard,

“It is fishy!” he muttered. * That
rascal Mummer is up to no good in that
house, and there’s somebody else in there
too who is in co. with him. I—
Hallo! Look who's coming!”

The front door of the house had opened
suddenly, and a youthful figure came
out, hurrying down the path towards
the gale.

It was YWibley! _

“Wib 1" exclaimed Wharton, darting
out of the shadows and laying a detain-
ing hand on the junior’s arm. “What
are you. doing here?”

Wibley reeled back as though he had
bheen struck., His face registered blank
amazentent on seeing Harry Wharton &
Uo. in the grounds of the house,

“ You—you chaps here !”” he muttered. | g

“How did you tind me?” _

“We fpllowed Mummer,” said Harry
Wharton shortly. * Somebody let him
in at the side window. Was it you?
What's the game, Wibley

“This is my aunt's house,” replied
Wibley quietly. * Mummer and I have
been staying hére, but last night I turned
Munimer out, as he was drunk and I
was ashamed to have him here. I—I
couldn't sleep to-night, somehow. Cur-
few brought. me home' in his car, to
dodge you. He got friendly with my
aunt, and told her that he had given up
his room at the hotel, and she invited
him to put up here for the night. He
accepted, of course. And just now I gof

| up, hearing movements in the house,

and saw Curfew and Muommer at my
aunt’s safe in the library, They are rob-
bing the house! Curfew has bribed
Mummer to show him about, the house.
I—I dared not tackle them alone, and
I didn't want to scare my aunt. She's
very nervous, you see, So I came out,
intending to call the pelice or get help
somehow before the rascals left with
their swag.”

Harry Wharton set his teeth grimly.

“T think there are enough of us to
manage those two 7rotters,” he said.
“Don’t bother about the police yet, Wih.
We'll settle with Curfew and Mummer.”

Wibley darted the Removites a grate-
ful look.

“I'm nmeh obliged to you fellows,”
he said., *“I—I begin to realise now what
a silly ass I've been. I think I can see
Curfew in his true colours. He and
Ricketts are scoundrels. They have been
keeping to themselves all the money
derived from the play, and the company
is half-starving. 1'm disgusted with the
whole show! If wou fellows =ave my
aunt's property I'll come back to Grey-
friars in the morning—honour hright !”

“That's the way to talk, Wib!” said
Bob Cherry., *“We'll soon nip Curfew’s
little game in the bud. I—— Hallo,
hallo, hallo! Who's this?”

A car had drawn up outzide the house.
Crouching down behind the shrubbery,

it.

“Curfew’s car!” muttered Wibley.
“The fellow at the wheel I have never
seen before, but it's evident he's waitine

Harry Wharton & Co. peered closely at

for Curfew and Mummer, to drive them

“Right!” said Harry Wharton.
"“TE']? grab this rotter first, then,
Creep to the gate quietly, you fellows,
and then make a.dash at the car!”

“* Hear, hear!"”

The juniors made no noise in approach-
ing the gate. ‘Then, at a signal from
Wharton, the gate was wrenched open
and they all made & simultaneous dash
at the car. |

The man at the wheel was taken com-

letely by surprise. The juniors bowled
Eim'nvﬂr and sat on him.

* Now, _
ton. *““We—why, my bat!
guised !” -

Iri the struggle with the juniors the
man’s moustache had been knocked off
and a wig he was wearing lnocked awry.
Wibley pulled off the wig, and gave a

away with the plunder.”

ou rascal!” muttered Whar-
He's dis-

er?‘[t’ﬂ Ricketts !” _

“I'he rascally stage manager looked
balefully at the juniors.

Vernon-Smith gave a laugh.

“ 90 they meant to fit away in the car
—in disguise, so that no one would
recognise them!” he said. = *“Quite &
good idea—if it had worked !”

‘“ And now, Wib, here’s your chance to
catch Curfew and Mummer beautifully !”
exclaimed Wharton swiftly. “They're
expecting Ricketts to wait-out here in
isguise, aren’t they? Well, you just
change places with Ricketts. Put on his
clothes and his disguise, and impersonate
him. Wib, you can do it !”

Wibley's eyes gleamed.

“Why, of course I can! That’s a top-
ping wheeze, Wharton! My powers of
impersonation will come in really useful
at last! I can drive a car, too! I'll
do 1t !” )

Five minutes later Wibley, dressed in
Ricketts’ clothes and wenrin;ilt-he rascal’s
disguise, took his seat at the wheel of
Curfew’s car,

Hidden inside the ecar were Harry
Wharton, Bob Cherry, and the Bounder.
Squiff, Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and
Inky concealed themselves in the shrub-
bery of the house, with Ricketts as their
prisoner, secutely gagged with a hand-
kerchief.

Shorily afterwards two figures clam-
bered stealthily out of the side window,
cartrying between them two large bags
that were evidently weighty. '

Curfew and Mummer saw the car wait-
ing, and hastened towards it.

“Hverything has worked out splen-
didly, Ricketts!” muttered Curfew to
the silent figure at the wheel. * Nobody
in the house has been roused. And now
drive like the dickens to London. The
sooner we get away from here the
better [

The two bags were dumped inside the
car, and Curfew and Mummer got in.

Wibley started the engine, and drove
the car down the hill towards the main
streets of Latcham. He chuckled softly
to himself. Curfew and Mummer had
been caught like rats in a trap! )

It was not long before a commotion
sounded inside the car.

The two rascals had discovered that
they were not alone,

Peering back through the glass win-
dow behind him, Wibley saw Curfew and
Mummer struggling with Harry Whar-
ton, Bob Cherry, and the Bounder.

Wibley slowed the car down as he
came to the bridge that crossed the rail-
way line just outside Latcham station.

All of a sudden he heard a loud shout
from Wharton. _

“Stop him, Wih! He's going——"

Crash! The door of the car flew open
and the form of Howard Curfew hurtled
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out. Wibley rammed on the brakes and ]
leapt from the driving-seat at the same
moment as Harry Wharton and the
Bounder piled out of the car, Beb
Cherry hnll to remain behind to ationd
to Mummer,

In a race down the road the juniors
would easily have overtaken the bogus
manager, but Curfew was too wily a
rogue to take that course for freedom.
e leapt on to the side of the railway
bridge, elambered over, and disappeared
on the other side,

When the three -juniors arrived and
Tooked down they saw Curfew leap oft
the lower girders of the bridge and land
in the centre of the permanent way
below,

Next minute he had disappeared in the
darkness of the ralway abead.

Wharton and the Bounder were fuick
to follow, » They dashed along the rail-
way line in the direction they had seen
Curfew. take, and finally found them-
gelves at the entrance to a tunnel,

Of Curféw there was no sign.

**Has he pone into the tunnel, I won-
der?”" muttered Harry Wharton.

* We stand very little chance of finding
dhum now, wherever he is!” saiul the
BPounder quietly, “I think the best plan
15 to get back to the car, Wharton,”

“Right-ho! Curfew’s got away, but
we've got the swag!”

They returned to the spot where they
tad left the car. Wibley and Bob Cherry
had’ Mummer a prisoner. The Fallen
Star was most pathetic in his pleadings
to be allowed to go.

Wibley's lip curled as he looked down
ab bhim,

“You're a contemptible ead, Coruic!™
he said. “I trusted you, and this is the
tosult, I think you are more of a. fool
than a rogue, however. Curfew Lkept you
short of cash, and you allowed vourseli
to be bribed. If you take us to wheve
Curfew is staying we'll let you zo free.”

To this Mumnier eagerly agrecd.

While the juniors were discussing their
pians two men. walked up to them.
Wharton gave a stavt on recognising the
two who had spoken to them outside the
Grand Theatre at Courtfield two days
ago.

“What 1s the matter here, my lads "
asked one of them.

“Don't give me away, my voung
Triends!” moaned Mummer In a soft
voice from inside the car. “That'x
McGrath, a detective from Seotland
Nard. He's been following the company
about for weeks. He was after (urfew,
nol me!”

Harry Wharton explained, taking com-
passion on Mummer and leaving him out
of the information he gave the two detee-
Tives,

- Uhief-inspector McGrath regarded the
juniors admiringly.

* You've done splendidly, my lads," he
said. “It's a pity that Curfew has es-
caped, but I shall cateh him in time,
Thar rogue is one of the cleverest eracks-
men of the dav., For months he has
been operating in various parts of the
country in the guise of a theatrical
manager, assisted by Ricketts, who i3 a3
wily a rogue as himself. I have been
following their tracks and collecting evi-
dence against them, Ah, here aro the
other boys. They have still got Ricketts,
d see.”

dohnny Bull, Nugent, Squiff and Inky
arrived with Ricketts held a prisoner be-
tween them. The Removites had the
satisfaction of seeing MeGrath snap the
handcuffs on the wrists of the cowering
rascal.

“1 think we will go now to Curfew’s
apartments,” said- McGrath. “ We shall
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probably find there a good deal of plun-
der from his previous robberies.”

The two detectives, Harry Wharton,
Yernon-Smith, and Squiff drove off in
the ear with Ricketts. The others took
the recovered valuables back to Miss
Wibley's- house.

Mr, Cornelius Mummer, having been
given his liberty, at once made himself
scarce, and Wibley laughingly gave it
as Lis opinion that he would never sec
the IPallen Star again,

Mizz Wibley, on being roused, was
amazed to hear of the events that had
taken place while she had been sleeping.

And soon  afterwards Wharton,

- Yernon-Bmith, and Squiff arrived.

“We got 1o Curfew’s rooms, only to
find that the rotter had been there befare
us and had taken away all the moneyw
belonging to the *Pirate Gold' com-
pany,” said Wibley. “But he had to
leave behind all the swag he had got
from previous robberies. So MeGrath
made a good haul,”

Harry Wharton & Co, surveyed cach
other with grins,

* Well, here we are at Latcham, when

‘we onght to be at Greyfriavs, and it's

past one o'c¢lock in the morning ! " =aid
Harry Wharton. *The Head will be
teaving his hair, T reckon! ™

“Yowve got some excuse for being
out,” sald Wibley. “He'll arise and call
you blessed in the morning when he sees
you bring in the giddy wanderer—mean-
ing myself ! I shall get into a fearful
row for running away, but I'll stand
that, I—" - -

“Don’t worry, Wib!” =aid Harry
Wharton, with a lawgh. “MeGrath is
gpoing “to make things all right with Dr.
Locke. Me's going to tell him of the
part vou played in bowling out Curfew.
I think. things will turn out all right,
somehow.”

“1 sincerely hope s=o, for Willie's
sake,” sald Miss Wibley. ““And now
you young gentlemen must make your-
sclves comfortable here for the night.
I have some spare bed-rooms.”

* Thanks awfully, Miss Wibley!”

Ten minutes Jater the heroes of the
Remaove turned in, and slept the sleep
of the just

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Alt Serene !

I?‘C the morning Harry Wharton rang
npy Greyfriors and  informed De.
1wocke, much fo that learned gen-

tleman’s surprise, that they had
found Wibley, and were bringing him
back later.

Wibley and the others waited in the
High Street while Harry telephoned.
Wlen he came out of the telephone-hox
he found them talking to a group of
harassed-looking people who had the un-
mistakable stamp of the theatrical pro-
feasion about them.

Wibley introduced Wharton to the
moemberz of the *“ Pirate Gold 7 com-
pany.

“Now Curfew has flitted with the
money., the rest of the company are ah-
solutely stranded,” said Wibley, looking
gravely concerned. *“They haven't re-
ceived much by way of salary for weeks,
oanl here they are at Latcham, without
even the price of their -railway fares
back to London., It's a rotten shame.
Something’s got to be done.”

The “Pirate Gold ™ artistes were un-
doubtedly 1n an awkward plight,

‘ALL SPORTS

TR TOPICAL HAUSTAATED WEENLY

None of them had any money, and they
did not know how they would be able
to obtain food and lodging, let alone
their fares home,

“Hard cheese ! said Bob Cherry, in
his big-hearted way. ““We can't sce
these poor actors and .actresses stranded
like this, Harry, We've got to do some-
thing for them to help them out of the
hole.”

Harry Wharton nodded, and a sudden
gleam came into his eyes,

“Yes, we'll help them—and T've got
an idea,” he said. = “On Friday night
our performance of ¢ Captain Skidd -
Revenge ' comes off at the Grand Hall
at I'riardale. We've pot rid of most of
the tickets, and there's sure to be a big
demand for unreserved seats on the night
of .the performance—the show has been
well” advertised in Triardale, you sece.
Well, why not use the scenery belonging
to the ' Pirate Gold ' company, and pre
sent * Pirate Gold ' in Friardale insicad.
with the original theatrical company,
au‘g'mﬂnted by the Hemove? "

‘lareat -pip ! "

“That’s a topping wheeze, Harry ! "

. “We could easily work the two plays
into one,” went on Harry Wharton.
“The actors from the *Pirate Gold’
company would play the principal parts,
of course, and the money taken for the
show would be devoted to helping them
out of the hole that Curfew has landed
them in. The other chaps are bound (o
agree to that, when we explain matters
to them.”

“ Rather ! ™

*That’s awfully good of you, Whar-
ton,” said Wibley. *The thing can ba
managed easily, of course. I'll tell the
others.”

Wibley acquainted the * Pirate Gold .
artistes of Wharton's suggestion, which
they willingly and gratefully fell in witl:,

The Removites made a whip-round,
and nearly six pounds was given {o tho
stranded actors to- ““carry on” with
until Friday evening,

Then Harry Wharton & Co. and Wih-
ley took train for Friardale.

They arrived at Greyfriars just as'
morning lessons finished, and the other.
boys were trooping from the IForm-
rooms.  Immediately they were sur-
rounded in. the guadrangle by an eéager,
excited crowd of boys, who demanded to
know what had happened and where Wib-
ley had been, and how Harry Wharton & -
Co. had found him,

Wingate walked uwp and halied
astonishment on seeing the returned
Removite,

“Bo you've come back, Wibley! ™ he .
exclaimed.  “You little 1'&5::&1? what
have you been up to since Saturday? "

“1 ran away fo go on- the stage,
Wingate,” replied Wibley meekly. '

“Great SBeott!  You—vyou've been on
the stage! " -

““Yes, and I'm rather glad to be back
again at Greyfriars,” said the amateur
actor of the Remove, with a grin. “Tha
rest of the company are stranded uc
Latcham—the manager did a bunk, yon
see, with all the money. I'm going in
to see the Head now."

Wibley went in, with Harry Wharlon
& Co. and the Bounder. :

These latter youths emerged from the
Head's study a short while after, smiling,
- Ten minutes later Wibley came oul.
He was. not smiling—quite the reverse,
in fact. There was a look of woe and
sufferineg on his face, and he was ener-
getically wagging both his hands in the
air.

“ Licked " ingquired Bob Gherry sympa-
thetically. ;

“Yow-wow—yes gazped  Wibley,
clasping hiz smarting hands together and
pressing- his knees against {thems, “Iour

¥
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back ! ** he cried. **I-
scene. ** Rescue !

b, e, T—

The Greyfriars juniors closed in together on Wibley. The runaway junior looked round him desperately. "I*fun'fﬁhi

Hands off ! Rescue !”* In response to his eall Curfew and a number of actors dashed on the
A wild and whirling struggle ensued in the theatre dressing-room.

{See Chapter 9.)

on each—ow-wow-wow! Laid on thick,
too—groogh! DBut the Head was a sport!
He took a—wowp !—reasonable view of
things. Ile sald—yoo-oop!—that if
MeGrath hadn’t interceded for me 1
should have had a—gerroogh —flogging !
Ow-ow-ow !”

The Removiies grinned.

All the school soon buzzed with the
news of Wibley’s amazing escapade, and
thrilled at Harry Wharton & Co.’s adven-
tures in Latcham the previous night.

Universal sympathy was felt for the
unfortunate theatrical company that had
been left stranded by the bogus manager.

Wibley recovered from the clfects of his
caning, and he and Harry Wharton soon
had a revised version of *Captain
Skidd’s Revenge " in course of active pre-
paration. This version was to take In
most of the incidents in “ Pirale Gold,”
and thus give the actors in that ill-fated
piece an opportuunity to repeat the best
parts,

The “Pirate Gold ¥ company came to
Friardale -that evening, and Wibley,
Harry Wharton & Co., and the principal
Removite members of the cast met them
in the Grand Hall for rchearsal. very-
thing went swimmingly, and great thin.ss
were cxpected for the performance on
Friday might.

Friday night came at last, and by seven
o'clock the Grand Hall in the old-
fashioned High Strect was crowded to 1ts
full capacity. Greyfriars fellows turned
up in force, from the mighty Sixth down
to the small fry of the First and Second,
and the villagers responded nobly to the
advertisements exhorting them to “roll
up in their thousands.”

The title of the piece had been altered
to " Pirates of the Spanish Main.,” Loud
cheers greeted the lowering of the lights
and the first strident bars of the
orchestra. This orchestia was composed
of thoe amateur musicians of Greyfriars,
culled from the Remove and the Upper
Fourth., There were three violins, a one-
string fiddle, two tin whistles, a piccolo,

a cornet, a piano, and drums from the
Remove Boy Scouts Troop.

The orchestra played up like Trojans,
and were quite winded with their efforts
by the time the curtain rose.

¥

" Pirates of the Spanish Main " com-
menced anmiidst encouraging cheers, and
it held the andience in the throes of tense
excitement from start to finish. Wibley
exceeded himself, and displayed his

owers of acting 1o ihe full. His old fel-
ow-artistes of the “Pirate Gold ” Com-
pany gave of their best, and the Remove
moembers of sthe cast performed their
parts well. Altogether, the play was =2
grcat ‘suceess. The rafters of the village
hall fairly shook under the tumult of
cheering that followed the final drop of
the curtain,

When the audience had departed,
Harry Wharton & Co. and Wibley and
the stranded actors remained behind in
the hall to take account of the takings.

“ Rifty-one pounds eleven-and-six " =aid

A VERY SAD CASE.

“Yes, it's a very sad case, ma'am,”
said the burly man who had overtaken
and stopped the rector’s wife. *““The
father is too old and feeble to work, the
mother i1s a chronie invalid and can’t
leave her bed, the baby has the whoop-
ing-cough, and the other nine children
are erying for food!”

“How terrible!” exclaimed
rector’s wife sympathetically.

the

“It's  shocking, ma’ain-- shocking 1"
agreed the man, “DBut you've not
heard the worst yet.  They're five

pounds hehindhand with their rent, and
to-day the landlord threatened to turn
them all into the street unless someone
pays the money,”

“T must help them ! eried the good
lady, opeming her bag, * Bul may I ask
who you are?”

“Certainly,” he answered.
landlord [

“1 amn the

Johnny Bull, who performed the role of
cashier. “INot a bad haul—eh "

“Topping!” said Iarry ‘Wharton,
“That will give ihe * Pirate Gold’
company three pounds apiece, and leave
us coough to cover expenses,”

The stranded actors thanked ihe
Removites fervently for the good turn
they had rendered them. They then left’
for Friardale station, en route for their
homes, and Harry Wharton & Co. re-
turned to Greyfriars feeling well satished
with the manner in which events had
turned out,

“Well, Wib, how would you like to be
like those poor blighters who have been
working for practically rothing for
months, and have had to return homao
with hardly any money and with nd
jobs " said Ilarry Wharton, as they
strolled elong the I'riardale Lane
together,

Wibley laughed,

“I shouldn't like 1t at all,” he replicd.
“I realize now that life in a third-rate
touring theatrical company 13 pretty
rough at the best of times, but with a
roscally manager it's—well, 1t’'s not worth
living at all, Of course, I still mean to
go on the stage one day, but I think I'l]
wait.”

* And not play the giddy ox any more.”
erinned Bob Cherry. **1 hope you stick
to it, Wib. Chaps running away from
school to go on the stage are a beastly
puisance. I'm blessed if T can sce any-
thing attractive in stage life, Give me
CGrevfriars and lessons and lines and lick-!
ings 1" '

“Hear. hear!” chorused the others,

Aud William Wibley's voice was as
loud as any.

THE EXD.

(Fhere is anothcr magnificent story of
larey Wharton & o, neet Monday,
cutitled * The Greyfriares Flood ! —a
story that will holid yowr fnlerest from
firat to last. Don’t wiss i, chums!)

Tur Macyer Lierary.—No, 832
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'THE BEAUTY
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1

CONTEST!

A Special Contribution from the pen of S. Q. I. FIELD.

s e—— —

OME of you may doubt whether
S this is a true story. Well, yvoun are
entitled to think what you like, I
give yvou the narrative for what it

is worth.

To begin at the commencement, as
the Irishman said, there was a Deauty
Contest over at Courtfield. Not the
usual type of Beauty Contest, to which
fair * maidens flocked, but a Male
Beauty Contest!

Billy Bunter declared his intention of
competing,
fits of laughter. The idea of the big,
fat, ungainly Bunter taking part in a
B-u:iﬂut:,r Contest was altogether too
rich !

The fellows
gimply shricked.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Hﬂ, ]'IEI', hao !

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully
through his spectacles at the hilariou:
throng.

“You fellows can cackle!" he growled,
“You'll pipe to ancther tune when I
come toddling back to Greyfriars with
the first prize! 'This contest is-open to
all boys under sixteen "

“Under sixteen stone?’ inguired Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0h, really, Cherry! 1It's open to
fellows under sixteen years of age, and,
without wishing to beast in any way, I
reckon I stand a jolly good chance!™

“You'll have to wear a mask, then!”
gaid Vernon-Smith.

“Really, Smithy, you beast—"'

“If there's a booby prize offered,
Dunter's bound to bag it!” said Tom
Brown.

And there was a fr.gh peal of merri-
ment.

in the Common-room

Of course, we went into

Billy Bunter - lourished a fat fist in
our faces, and rolled away to the Re-
move dorm, to change into his Sunday
best. He also treated himself to the un-
usual luxury of a wash,

Having cavefully brushed his hair, and
curled his eyelashes, and dabbed his
lips  with some pouge—which he
borrowed from the “ props ¥ of the Re-
move Amateur Dramatic Society—DBilly
Bunter set out for Courtfield.

The fat junior was absent about an
hour; and while he was gone we played
chess in the common-room, and dismissed
the Male Beauty Confest from our
minds.

At the end of the hour, Billy Bunter
made a dramatic reappearance. He
burst into the room like a whirlwind,
and his fat face was ~aglow with
excitement.

Ve were very surprised to see Bunter
back so soon. It seemdéd as if he had
barely had time to walk over to Court-
ficld and back.

““Hallo, hallo, halla!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry., “Didn't you take part in the
Beauty Contest, Bunty?”

“Yes, rather!™

“Was there a booby prize?” asked
Tom Brown,

“No, but there ‘was a real prize, and
-1 say, vou fellows—I've won it!"”

“Gammon !”

“Draw it mild, Bunter!"

*“ None of your fairy-tales,” growled
Harry Wharton, “or we'll give you a
jolly good bumping !

Billy Bunter blinked at wus im-
pressively, |
“Here 1is proof, you doubting

Thomases!” he said. And then, to our
utter amazement, he put his hand in
his breast pocket, and produced, with a
erveat fHourizh, a five-pound note!

THE MOST ENTHRALLING TRAINING-SHI
STORY EVER WRITTEN!

Now running in our splendid companion paper
of school and sporting stories—
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I'or a moment we were struck speech-
less.  As Hurree Singh remarked after-
wards, you could have knockfully bowled
us over with a feather!

Billy Bunter—the fat, bloated, posi-
tively ugly Owl of the Remove—had
taken first prize in a DBeauty Contest!

“Well, I'm jiggered!” gasped Bolsover
major, after a-pause. “If I'd thought
anything like this was going to happen,

T'd have taken part in the contest my-

self! I'm not an Adonis, exactly, but
I reckon I'm g bit betier looking than
Bunter !"

“I guess this fairly beats the band!”
said Tisher T. Fish. “How did you
wangle it, Bunter? Did you bribe the
Judges?”

*Oh, really, Fishy—"

*“Did the judging take place in a dark
room?” asked Peter Todd.

“Of course not, fathead! Tt took
place in the full glare of electric light.”

“Then the only thing I can think
of,” said Peter, **is that the judges must
have been blind! They couldn't possibly
have given you the prize on the score
of beauty, because you don't possess
any 1”

“Dry up, Toddy!" eaid Billy Bunter.
“You're only jealous because I've won
a fiver, and beecause I'm the best-locking
[ellow in the district.”

“Brever!” prowled Peter.

When Wingate of the Sixth came in
to shepherd us up to bed, he found us
looking utterly dazed. And Wingate
himself looked dazed when he learned
what had happened.

“How on earth did you come to win
this prize, Bunter?’ he asked.

“On my merits, of course!” replied
the Owl, *I was far and away the best-
locking fellow that took part in the
¢ontest. The judges looked at me, and
they didn't need to look any further..
They were consumed with my beauty,
you know—simply eaten up with it——"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Wingate frowned. _

“1 daresay we shall hear the true facts
of the case to-morrow,” he said. " Mean-
while, off you go to bed!”

Next day the amazing affair was fully
explained.

It appeared that the judges, in this
particular Beauty Contest, were a set
of bearded old jossers whe were ac-
customed to judging at DBaby Shows.

Now as everybody knows, most of
these Baby Shows are snares and de-
lusions, because the judges don’t go by
beauty. They go by weight. The
plumpest and heaviest competitor takes
the prize. And this was exactly what
had happened over at Courtfield.

There had been about a dozen com-
petitors, and they had each been dumped
into the chair of a weighing-machine.

Billy. Bunter had been the last to be
weighed, and the whole “box of tricks™
had collapsed beneath his huge bull!

In the circumstances, the judges had
had no alternative but to award the
prize to our plump porpoise! And Billy
Bunter treated himself to some sump-
tuons feeds during the days that
followed, and drank the health of the
judges in foaming ginger-pop!

THE EXD.
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Through the Speaking Tube !
1] FEREERS LOCKE is a deuce of

a time!”
With a weary gesture Jim
Blakeney tossed aside the
evening paper, and glanced in the
dinection of the clock upon the mantel-
prece. _

It wanted five minutes to the hour of
seven, At six o’clock the world-famous
detective had telephoned him, and had
fired off a string of questions which had
left the young footballer gasping. And
without ‘giving any explanation for such
a strange procedure, Ferrers Locke had
rung off.

“Why the deuce did he want to know
about i‘ﬂe pass keys ¥ muttered Blakeney.
“1 feel hopelessly in the dark, and none
the more cheerful for having read the
local report of the whole affair.”

Needless to say, the “ Middlecham
Mereury ¥ had made the most of the
“story © relativo to the firing of the
Rangers’' grand-stand. They had more
than hinted that in the interests of the
public safety, it was asking for trouble
to store petrol-tins in the grand-stand,
and had mildly censured Jim Blakeney in
their columns for such negligence.

“The dummy of a reporter who
scrawled that tosh,” exclaimed Blakeney
irritably, “ought to make certain of his
facts beforehand. Wish to Heaven that
I ecould explain the presence of those
confounded petrol-tins myself! I—="

He broke off as a disereet tap sounded

at the door of the sitting-reom. A
moment  later Jenkins, the butler,
appeared.

“There's a chauffeur to see you, sir!”
Lhe announced rather indignantly.

“ A chauffeur!”

“¥Yes, sir,” repeated Jenkins scathingly.
“A chauffeur! And he’s audacious
enough to say that he must and will sce
ron. Very important his business is—at
east, those were his words. Shall I send
him away, sir?”’

“Did he not state his name?” asked
DBlakeney, ignoring the butler's remark.

“No, sir!”

“Hum! BSeems a pretty determined
customer, apparently,” ‘said Blakeney,
rather amused at the indignation growing
in the face of the aged retainer, who was
very punctilious in the matter of callers
leaving their names and eards, “I think
I'd better see the gentleman!”

“Very well, sir,” replied Jenkins, with
a covert grimace,

He vacated the room, and appeared
again & moment or so later in company

with a tall, uniformed man in chauffeur’s |

A Thrilling Serial Story of
League Foothall, introducing

Ferrers Locke,

the
famous Detective,

World-
and his

Young Assistant, Jack Drake.

garb, who carried his peaked hat and
goggles in one hand.
“Mpr. Blakeney?” he inquired of the
young footballer,
““At your service. What can I do for
out”
y “J] have a message to give to you, sir,

e~ e —————

HOW THE STOHY OPENS.

JIM BLAKEXNEY, the eighteen-year-old
centre-forward of the Middleham Rangers,
‘who is a pephew of o

TIGER SLEEK, a notoripus crimipoal, who
has thus far escaped the dock,

MORNINGTON  HARDACRE, the late
managing-director of the Hangers, a
great friend of Blakeney's, and inventor
of a sceret wireless ray.

REONALD BSWIVELLER, the insideleft of
the Rangers, and nephew of Hardacre.
Jealous of Blakeney’s rapid strides info
favour, Swiveller has committed a series
of erimes in  his endeavour to get
Jim Blakeney hounded out of the town.
Each attempt to mar Jim's pood name,
however, has been thwarted by

FERRERY LOCKE, the world-famous detec-
tive. The sleuth, by a strange and
thrilling series of events, throws in his
lot with Blakeney, amd becomes his lirm
friend.

JACK DRAKE, Terrers Locke's young and
capable assistant.

By a cunniogly worked plot, evolved by
Tiger Sleek, and put into practice by Ronald
Swiveller, Jim Blakeney is arrested as the
murderer of Mornington Hardacre, who is
fdund dead in the library at the. Myrtles.
Ferrers Locke, however, proves conclusively
Blakeney's innocence, and the young foot-
baller is acquitted.

Some time later the will of the Ilate
Mornington Hardaere is granted probate,
and Jim Blakeney findas that he has inherited
the hulk of the murdered man's estate.
Much to his dismay, Ronald Swiveller is left

conly a small annuity of one hundred pounds.

Fearful of the grim hand of the law, which
still seeks the murdered man’s assassin,
Swiveller suddenly leaves the neighbourhood
to start life anew.

Theodore Kettleton and his fellow-directors
of the Rangers Club refuse to work under
Jim Blakeney, and the youngster buys them
out. A few days later a rival elub springs
into exiztenee under the patronage of Kettle-
ton. The new eleven containg six ex-members
of the Rangers, whose conifracts have ex-
pired. The popularity of the old club hegins
to wane, amdl Kettleton resorts to shady
tactics to drag its good name in the mud.

On {he strength of his being selected to
play for England, Jim Blakeney challenges
Kettleton's eleven—the Crusaders—to a
mateh.

At half-time the Rancers are leading by
two goals. Suddenly the grand-stand bursts
into fames, and a panic ensues. The chief
fireman informs Blakeney that the stand has
been deliberately fired, and Ferrers Locke
takes np the cage. By an ingenious collec-
tion of elues, the slemth brings home the
¢rime to Theodore Kettleton, whe is at once
arrested,

{Now read on.}

Jnore

which is "—he glanced significantly in
the direction of the butler—" highly
confidential,”

“Jenkins,” said the footballer, taking
the hint, * you may retire.”

The stiff figure of the old retainer re-
laxed into a bow, and, casting a superior
kind of glance at the chauffeur, Jenkins
departed.

“Now, my man,” commenced Blakeney,
who fas corious to know his caller’s

business, “what's this ‘ highly con-
idential * message you were talking
about ¥’

For answer the chaulfour drew from
his pocket an envelope, and handed it to
Blakeney,

“With Mr. Kettleton’s compliments,
sir,” he added.

Blakeney's eychrows elevated a trifle
as he heard the name of his enemy, and,
curious now than before, he
hurriedly slit the envelope. The letter it
contained was as peculiar as it was un-
expected. It ran:

“Dear Mr, Blakeney.—Despite our
differences of opinion, I think it best that
yvou should know certain facts which have
come to my knowledge in ecnnection
with the burning of the grand-stand this
afternoon. I have at my home a man
who ean throw light upon the regrettable
affair, Thinking that you would like to
interview the fellow—whom I am detain-
ing until you arrive—I have taken the
liberty of despateching my chauffeur with
this note, and have given him instructions
to drive you here as speedily as possible.
Say nothing of this to anyone uniil you
have proved things to your own saiis-
faction.

“TaHEODORE KETTLETOX."

“By Jove ! exclaimed Blakeney, aloud.
“What a bit of luck! Can’t understand
Kettleton veering round like that.
though. Perhaps:-he's not such a bad
fellow as T imagine.”

He recollected that he was veicing his
thoughts aloud, and locked up sharply at
the chauffeur. But the man was stand-
ing rigidly at attention, his tanned
features sphinx-like,

“I'l accompany you in a moment,”
said Jim Blakeney, rising to his feet. “ By
the way, you're a new man, aren’t you?
Don’t recollect ever having seen you
before.”

For one moment a startled look crept
into the eyes of the chauffeur, but it was
speedily replaced by a respectful smile,

“Yes, sir,” he made answer. “As a
matter of fact, I only entered M.
Kettleton’s service yesterday.”

THE MagrET Lii :aRY.—No. 832,
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“1 sce.” Dlakeney made the remark
carelessly, as he slipped into his coat and
reached for his hat. “I'm ready !”

He followed the chauffeur to where o
emart, closed-in limousine was standing
in the drive. Still puzzled to account for
Kettleton’s obvious friendliness, and,
moreover, cager to interview the man he
had detained, the Rangers - centre-
forward entered the limousine and settled
lhumself in the cushions. With a respect-
ful zalute the chauffeur closed the door
after him and clambered into his soat at
the wheel. The nose of the ear was
swung round, and the engine broke into
uotion,

Then, its well-tuned motor running
smuuthiy and almost noiselessly, the car
headed for Middlehamy at a speed well
above the police regulations. For five
munutes or so Jim Blakeney pondered
over the strange missive he had received,
and then a feeling of drowsiness over-
took him,

“This won't do,” he reflected. “T mnst
pull myself together,”

He put down the tired feeling that had
taken possession of himm as a consequence

of the exertions of a particularly tryving

day. But as the car :roceeded, tho fecl-
ing of mertia grew and prew until he
hegan to feel alarmed. He tried to sit
bolt upright, and found, to his horror,
tinat the movement was denied lum.
Then, and only then, did he become
aware of a sickly, pungent odour that per-
vaded the interior of the car—an odour
that, whilst appealing to his senses,
robbed him of the power of action and
almost artieulation.

Then, through the restful hzze that
had settled on his brain, one dread
thonght struck its note.

Drugged |

With a gasping cry that was left half
strangled in lis parched throat, Blakeney
tried to rise, He clutched at the strap
of the window as he felt himself falling,
amd missed his object: his knees gave
way, his brain swam round in a dizzv
whirl; he faintly remembered striking
the floor of the car, and then all was a
blank,

The driver of the limousine turned his
head und gazed in at the window of the
car. He seemed to be satisfied with what
he saw, for a grunt of triumph escaped
his thin lips. Then, detaching a small
crlinder from the speaking-tube of the
var, and plugging the mouthpiece of the
latter with a portion of cotton-wool, he

settled down at the wheel and accelerated
his engine. Inside five minutes the
limousine . was leaving behind the
twinklin
heading for the open country.

And Jim Blakeney, sprawled in an
inect Jhieap on the floor of the car, was
breathing stertorously, his subconscious
brain conjuring up a fearsome picture of
Tiger Eleek—the product of his drug-
created sleep

The Aliernative !

: HIEN Jim Blakeney recovered
W conscionsness it was to find him-
self securely bound hand and
foot to a chair, in a well-lighted
and cosily-appéinted room. He blinked
abour him, and winced as a sharp pain
shot through his brain. The furniture of
the room became more distinet. as the
haze cleared gradually. from his head,
and the voung footballer began {o gaze
about him with interest.

He struggled to free himsélf of his
bonds, but it was a futile effort. The
cords only bit deeper into his ankles and
arms. TFrom a distance away . came the
muffed sound of voices; and one upraised
above the others caused the footballer to
shiver involuntarily, for he recognised
the dominating tones of Tiger Sleek!

“The scoundrel!” he breathed, finding
it difficult to frame the words on acconnt
of his parched throat. I walked into a

trap!” |
n what part of the world the house in

‘which he was now a prisoner was situated

he had not the faintest idea. He was
endeavouring to recall the events which
had - culminated in his pitching to the
floor of the limousine, when the door of
the room suddenly opened and the
familiar and dreaded figure of Tiger
Bleek strode into the room. At his heels
trooped Bill Stubbins, and the man who
had posed as Kettleton's chauffeur,

“Bo, my bantam,” growled the Tiger

fiendi¢hly, “you have come round,
el 7" _

“What's the game? demanded
Blakeney. “Why have you kidnapped

ine like ¢his, Tiger?”

“Your sharpness of mind appears to he
somewhat impaired, sonny!” hissed the
Tiger, in his sibilant voice. “Surely you
can guess why I have taken the trouble
to have vou brought here?”’

The young footballer did not reply. In
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his lieart of hearts he knew the reason
of his eapture. But he confined his
answer to a defiant glare that brought an
amgr;l( glint to the expressive eyes of his
rascally uncle,

“This time, my buck,” went on the
master-crimminal, ““there will be no mis-
take. Bavvy? I have come to the end
of 1y patience, Jim. I want the
Wireless Ray, I'm going to have that
Wireless Ray!”

“You'll never get it from me!” re-
torted Blakeney defiantly. “You're a
scoundrel and a liar, Tiger! You and 1

ceased to have anything to do with each
other months ago !"

*“That’s where you make a mistake,
my son " flashed the rogue, with a curl
of the ip. “The Tiger never forgels his
dear relations—and you've been ¢ dear’
in all conscience. But listen here, unless
you consent to deliver up to me the plans
and specifications of Hardacre's Wireless
Ray within forty-eight hours, you’ll never
play in the International match against
Seotland 1™

“T!:en I must become resignéd fo my
EPfu_.* returned Jim  philosophically.

Youn see, Tiger, no mention was made
of the Ray in Mornington Hardacre's
will, and T have never discovered any
trace of it in the Myrtles. How now "
“You lie! You cunning dog, vou
lie!” rapped the Tizer furiously. * But
you will ehange vour tune, I'll wager!
More obstinate folk than you have
learned to-change their ways and moods
under Sleck’s Slick Treatment. You
smile?  But there's nothing funny in
what I say, my lad. Not only will you
be conspicuous by your absence in the
comimg International match, if yon
remain obstinate, but you will also sud-
denly disappear from mortal ken! Then,
once. again, the Myrtles and all thait
therein lies will change hands.”

“1 follow you, yeu scoundrel!” said
Jim. “But don’t for one moment
imagine that the property would come to

the next-of-kin, Tiger. Ha, ha! You
start i

“Then you've made a will already,
eh?”

" Nothing of the kind, unele " retorted
Jim. ““But you seem to forget that the
next-of-kin is wanted by the police on
several charges—suspected murder of
Mornington -Hardacre, for instarce.”

Tiger Sleek smiled easily. ;

“Have no fear, Jim,” he grunted., “I
am innocent of that charge, despite the
paltry evidence the police hold of my
share in the plot to lci]rl Hardacre.”

I “Then why did you fly from MMiddle-
am ¥ '

“It suited my plans!”
oriifily.

“There 1s still another charge—almost
as bad,” continued Blakeney., “ What of
vour attempt on the life of Ferrers
Locke 7" :

ALY The exclamation forced itself
hetween Bleek’s yellow teeth, and an vgly
scowl overspread his bloated features.
“Verrers Locke!  He would have the
very .euce to prove anything. But he'll
never live to place me 1n the dock,”
added 'he master-eriminal, “It's going
to be a fight to the death between us—
and your dear, respected uncle is going
to prove the victor!”

“Big words, unele,” smiled Jim. “I'm
not given to wagering, but T'll bet you
a level hondred that you lose 1™

“Cun!”  Bleek strode forward and
dealt his nephew a savage blow upon the
cheel. “You've said enough—on that
subject, at any rate!” he hissed. “But
we're wandering from the point.  The
Wireless Ray we were talking about. I
have given wyou forty-eight hours to
decide. If at the end of that time you
still refuse to deliver the plans into my

rapped the raseal
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hands you will make a mysterieus exit
from this world! And the manner of
your passing, my young bantam, will not
be sudden or mereciful—it will be pro-
longed.”

“Your threats do not frighten me,™
returned Blakeney contemptuously. “But
I repeat—I know nothing of the Wireless

Ray. It has never been found!”
“You lie! You——" _ )
Tiger Sleek's heated denunciation

trailed off. He felt, despite the uncasi-
ness it caused him, that Jim was speaking
the truth,

“You ought to know me better,
Tiger,” grinned Blakeney. “But let me
tell you this; if I had the secret of the
Wireless Ray in my keeping T would
never barter it for what you offer me!”

“Not even for your life, eh 7

“No; not for that even,” said Jim

stoutly. “No foreign power should have
what by right should be offered to
Britain first. You're not only a

scoundrel, Tiger, you're a traitor to your
country !"

“Enough !” snapped the scoundrel, his
heavy eyebrows coming together in
grotesque fashion. “You sing very high
for a boy; perhaps you'll change your
note when you have been left for forty-
cight hours’ reflection without any food
or drink!"

. “Bah! TI've already said your threats

have no terrors for me!” _
“We shall see—we shall see!” hissed
the master-criminal, with a leer. “I
want the Wireless Rav. and I've set my
heart on getting it. If, as you say—and
I'm rather inclined to believe yon now—
you have not found any trace of the Y,

you must allow one of my men to stay

at the Myrtles for a short period, and
guarantee his safety whilst he is hunting
for its secret hiding-place. Perhaps I'll
stav with you mysel e

“And perhaps you won't!" exclaimed
Jim.  “I'd hand you over to the first
policeman I came across ™

“Very well. We'll come for your
answer in forty-eight honrs!” snapned
the Tiger. “Think it over earefully:
think what you have to lose. The honour
of playing for Eneland "—he smiled
cynically—"“half a millien of money, and
lastly your life! A lot at stake, my
son. Think it over!”

“My answer will be just the same then
as now !" flashed the footballer, “You'll
never Lave the Rav: yvou'll never set foot
in the Myrtles, Tiger, so long as I am
alive!”

Bleck’s eyes narrowed, and he made a
siride fowards his bound captive. But
with an obvions effort he managed to
control the passion that consumeéd him
and withdrew, The cunning smile that
came io his bloated face, however, was
more terrifying than any wild rage could
r:nm']nj'—it was sinister, repulsive, and
ernel,

“Very well,” he said calmly. “Stubbins:

—the gapg !

“Right-ho, chief !” _

The burly figure of Bill Stubbins, the
Tiger’s right-hand man, moved forward.
His hand slid into his pocket, to emerge
a moment later with a cruel, wooden
gag, held in place by a dirty handker-
chief.

Jim DBlakeney struggled violently to
prevent the rogue from fixing the gag,
‘but Bill Stubbins did not boast the same
temperament as his chief. After two in-
effectual attempts to tie the gag, he
brought his massive fist full into the
young footballer’s unprotected face, and
swore vieiously.

“Perhaps you'll take it quictly now!”

But Jim Blakeney was past all hearing
of the words. The sickening blow had
robbed him-:of his senszes, and with a low
moan his head fell forward on his chest.

It was an ecasy matter then to fix the
gag, and Bill Stubbins made certain of
his task by tying the dirty handkerchief
extra tight:

“That will do, Stubbins,” grated the

Tiger. “He's zafe enough now—-leave
him to it!”
And with that callous remark the

master-criminal beckoned to his associates
to follow him. The key was turned in
the lock, and the trio trooped downstairs.
Five minutes later they were imbibing
alcoholie ‘liquor not wisely but too well,
whilst their captive in the room above
was conscious of the steady ticking of the
clock, already commencing to eat up in
its ravenous and unremitting jaws the
forty-cight hours offered him in which to
reflect. But as each hour ticked by re-
morselessly Jim's resolve only gained in
strength. Come what may, he would not
consent to the Tiger's proposals.

On the Trail !
L WHERE*S your master,
Jenking "
Ferreras Locke casually
asked the question as he

entered the sitting-room of the Myrtles

With a gasping cry that was left half-
strangled in his throat, Jim Blakeney
tried to rise. He clutched at the
strap of the window as he felt himself
falling, and missed his object. His
knees gave way, his head swam : he
faintly remembered siriking the floor
of the c¢ab, and then all was a blank.
(See page 22.)

and made himself comfortable in an arm-
chair. S

Jenkins, the butler, stood by atten-
tively.

““He's gone out, Mr, Locke. Left here
half an hour ago !

“Indeed! Then I'll wait until he
returns before I have dinner,” said the
sleuth, pulling out his favourite briar,
“He left no message, 1 suppose {”

“No, sir,” replied the old retainer
gravely, “A chauffeur called on him
with a note half an hour ago, and the
master accompanied the man in his car
I.ﬂ_____-!l

Jenkims blushed and began to stutter.

“ Accompanied him where 7 asked the
detective impatiently, with a sharp loock
at the butler,

“To Mr. Kettleton's, sir,” stammered
the servant. “I—I—— He left the note

—_—— i

on the table, sir, and—and I took the
liberty of reading it!”

“To Kettleton’s!” exclaimed the
sleuth, sitting bolt upright. *“Did you
say Kettleton’s, Jenkins?”

“Ye-yes, sit. Here's thg note, sir!”

Ferrers Locke was on his feet now, a
strange, perplexed expression on his in-
tellectual features.

“Quick, man!” he rapped. “Let me
have a look at that note, Kettleton's,’>
he added, half to himself. “Strange !”

He alinost snutched the note from
Jenkins’ shaking hand, and eagerly began
to scan- it. 'Iﬁwn he whistled blankly,
and peered at the note again. '

“What was the chauffeur like,
Jenkins?” he asked quickly. “You saw
him, 1 suppose ?”

“Yes, Mr. Locke. He was a tall, dark-
skinned young inan dressed in a brown
uniform. And if I might say so, sir, he
wus extremely rude® i—”

“Quite, quite !” interrupted the sleuth
impatiently. “Tall, eh? My word, this
looks fishy. This note never came from
Kettleton,” he added, unconsciously {alk-
ing aloud.

“Did it not, sir 7" ventured the amazed
butler. “It’s signed by him, sir!"

“Order the car!" rapped the sleuth,
almost pushing the butler from the room.
“Don't stand there gaping like a fish out
of water: Something has happened to
your master. Some roguery is afoot!
Stir yourself!" .

“DMercy me!"” pgasped the butler, in
horror. “The car, the car—yes, Mr.
Lﬂ{':’ktf. certainly, Mr. Locke! Mercy
me -Jl =

In a state of great agitation Jenkins
shuffled out of the room and sought the
chauffeur. Mcantime Ferrers Locke paced
up and down the carpeted floor again
and again. It was obvious to him that
the letter was a forgery, for he had been
with, Kettleton himself three-quarters of
an hour ago—the time at which the mes-
sage . would have been written and
despatched had it come from Kettleton.
Then again the sleuth had interviewed
the chauffeur before he had visited
Kettleton. And the chauffeur was not a
tall man. On the contrary, he was a
small man, and wore a blue uniforin, not
a brown one. To make assurance doubly
sure, the sleuth reached for the telephono
and called up Kettleton’s number. OF
the maid that answered the phone he in-
quired if Jim Blakeney were at the
house, and as he had expected, received o
reply in the negative.

“Who the deuce is responsible for
this?" multered Locke anxiously, gaz-
ing at the message which had lured
Blakeney froin the house.

* Responsible for what, guv'nor 7't

It was Jack Drake’s cheerful voice that
asked the question. 'The detective's
young assistant stood framed in the door-
way of the sitting-room regarding his
master with a cheery grin.

*“Come here, my lad !" said the sleuth,

Briefly, and relating the facts as he
knew them, Ferrers: Locke acquainted
Jack Drake of the forged letter, and Jim
Blakeney's absence. The boy's face
lighted up with astonishment and.ig-
credulity as his beloved chief explained,

“Then yoy really think that Jim’s been
kidnapped ?** he gasped.

“There’s no other construction to place
upon his absence, I am afraid, my lad,”™
returned Locke gravely. “’The message
13 obviously a forgery—I can’t help think-
ing the worst. But we must get on the
trail, Jack. Remember, Jim's due to
play in the International match in three
days’ time "

“Ah!” exclaimed Drake eagerly. “1
wonder if it's a case of jealousy, guv'nor?
I wonder if some rival has got Jim intq
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hiz hands with the idea of preventing
him playing for England ¥ e U

S MLt %)E sometinng in that,” mut-
tered the slenth thoughtfully. ‘There.
are so many fields to explore, though,”
he added, with ‘a grimace. “Tor in-
stance, we've not heard or seen the last
of the Tiger, I'm- certain. Ronald
Bwiveller, too, has dropped into the back-
ground for the time being, and, lastly,
there's Kettleton’s precious pack of
alirectors all up in arms against Blakeney.
Now, which trail is the most likely one?”

“Peats me, guv'nor,” reflected Drake,
seratching his head by way of inspiration,
“We've never cleared up the murder of
Mornington Hardacre yet—perhaps the
parties concerned in that matter have the
Liggest grudge against Jim.”

“Aaybe -you're right,” said Locke.
“he person who bas in his possession
the last cheque Hardacre ever made out
and signed, has beeh sensible enough to
vefrain [rom cashing-it. Till that chegue
is. cashed, I am afraid the mysterious
murder of Mornington Hardacre will add’
vet another erime to thelong list of those
unsolved in the police records. - Still, the
Tiger, if you remember rightly,- was
implicated in the affair. Perhaps 1f
would be wise for me to get on his
track.”

# And  what about me,
Where do I come in%”

“You had better hunt up Ronald
Swiveller, my lad, -I'll' run along to
Inspector Motley and-ask him to keep an
eve .on Kettleton's co-directors; but
somehow or other I don't imagine they
are concerned in this affair nmow that
Kettleton is in safe keeping.”

Toe Jack DPrake, who had been on a
visit to London that day, the exciting
train of events of the afternoon culnunat-
ing in the arrest of Theodore Kettleton,
came av a great surprise. . He whistled in
amazement as his beloved chief unfolded

guv'nor?

‘poing too well with him.

S —]

woman took a faney to the irrepressible
detective's assistant. She invited him
into the sitting-room and bade him make
himself at home.

“And so you are a friend of Master
Ronald, eh?”

“Weller—not exactly a friend,”
replied Drake, with a smile. *But he
and I are very interested in each other,
ma'am. "

“T'm so glad!” beamed the good lady.
“You look a nice straight kind of young
nman, and, belween you and me, Master
Ronald is inclined to fly too high:”

She accompanied the remark by an
eloguent pgesture of the hands which
deplored Swiveller's shortcomings., “He
would do better to have friends like you
about him.” :

“You are very kind; ma'am,’ replied
Drake. *I wonder if- you could tell me
where he is? The last time I heard from
him he was irf ”

“ Lattrey!” chimed in Mrs. Butirix.

"%Veos that's the place,” veturned the
voung ' detective, taking his cue. “I've
mislaid his address.” i

“T dan give it you,” smiled Mus.
Buttrix goodoaturedly., * Master Ronald
owed me a small amount of money, and
he despatched it to me last week. Didn't
say much about himself. In fact, {from
his letter, I gathered that things were not
I don’t think
over the shock of his uncle’s

he's ever got
death.™

(¢ the rotten way he was treated
in the will either,” interpolated- Drake,
with & view to enlisting the further sym-
pathy of the talkative woman.

# Ah, me,” sighed Mrs. Buttrix, *I
must confess that the will surprised me.”

In this strain she chattered on for five
minutes” or so, much to Jack Drake’s

the story. {4

“ By Jove, guv'nor!” be exclaimed
enthusiastically. )
no mistake!. Middleham seems to be a
hot-bed of crime, doesn't it 7"

%1t certainly would appear so, my lad,” ’

smiled the sleuth faintly. *But enough
of this idle chatter—we are wasting time,
and the car ia here.”

Grabbing his coat and hat, Ferrers

Locke entered the car which had pulled
up in the drive, and intimated to fhe
chauffeur that he would not require his
services. With a few hurried instruc-
tions to Jack Drake, who was to follow a
trail in another direction, aml-a few
words of conversation with the excited
Jenkins,
of the car in which Jim Blakeney had
heen' carried away, the sleuth slipped in
the gears and drove off. _ :

Jack Drake  stood sturing after the
receding rear light dntil it was lost from
view altogether by a bend in the road.
Then he shook his head.

“They might well refer fo Jim
Blakeney as a marked man,” he mut-
tered. “'Tain’t all milk and honey being
o millionaire and a clever footballer, not
forgetting the possession of an uncle like
Tiger Sleek thrown in. My hat! Things

have hummed since we came to Middle-]4

'iljﬂm! I wonder what the end of it will
ai”

But Ferrers Locke’s young and capable
assistant did not waste much time 1n un-
certain speculation. He was essentially
a lad of action. In less than five minutes
after his chief had taken the trail, Jack
Drake, his overcoat pockets bulging. with
a packet of sandwiches specially prepared
for him by the thoughtful Jenkins, was
interviewing Mrs. Buttrix—Ronald
Swiveller's one-time landlady.

“You're a wonder, and {7

By [ﬁeat- good -fortune the buxom
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which concerned a description | s

2/ | howled

In the figure of the man standing

beneath the lamp-post Jack Drake

recognised Turnley, the driver of

the taxi, who, it had been proved,

was a member of the Tiger’s gang.
(See page 25.)

s

concealed annoyance, DBut at last she
produced the address from which Ronald
Swiveller had last wrilten and gave 1t
to Ferrers Locke’s young assistant. Will.-
the address safely stowed in- his note-
book, Drake suddenly remembered that
he had an important enpagement, and,
murmuring his apologies at having to
depart, spiced well with compliments
and thanks for Mrs, Buttrix’s special
benefit, he bowed himself out, as it were.

Onece i1 the main road, a few hundred
vards away from the house which shel-
tered the talkative Mrs. Buttrix, Drake
stopped beneath a lamp-post and drew
out his notebool.

“YWhat a stroke of luck!”™ he cex-
claimed. “ That woman fairly made me

tired with her endless chatter, but it was

worth it, after all. So, Mr. Ronald
Swiveller, vou and I are to meet again—
at Tattrey, eh? Let me see—that's
ahout twenty miles from here! "

Replacing his notebook in his pocket,
Jack Drake sped hot-foot for the railway
station, and in less than five minutes was.
seated comfortably in a first-class com:
%:rm'tment en route for the town of Lat-
TEY.

The Open Door !

€ ATTREY ! "

l The voice of the . gnard
aroused Jack Drake from the
doze he had fallen into, as the

train came to a standstill. Pulling his
coat about him, for the night was bit-
terly cold, the young detective stepped
briskly out of the station and chartered
a taxi to toke him to the address fur-
nished by Mrs. Buttrix. Twenty minules
later the taxi drew up to the kerb wiih
a grinding of brakes, and the driver
jr:-rﬁéd his thumb in the direction of a
houss on the right,

‘“'Fre you are, guv'nor!"”

Jack Drake alighted and paid off the
cabby. Now that he had arrived ot
Swiveller's address, he was undecided
which course to pursue—to knock boldly
at the door and ask to see Swiveller, or
hane about in the vicinity for Swiveller
to show himself. He decided on the
former.

‘With all the assurance in the world,
he walked up the steps of the house and
rapped the knocker of the door. It was
opened by a frail, middle-aged woman,
who appeared to be a trile hard of
hearmg.

“What did wyou say, young. gentle-
man? " she croaked.

- %71 gaid does Mr. Ronald Swiveller

live here? ” .
“Ah! Swiveller — Mr. Swiveller!
Friéend of his? Ah! Yes, he moved
from here yesterday, sir!”
Jack Drake bit his lip to stife the

exclamation of annoyance that rose in

his throat,

“Moved? Do vou know where he's
gone? "’ :

The woman elevated her ear for a
repetition of the query. . '

‘[DD

%;{:u know where he's gone? ™

rake.

The woman at the door shook her
head negatively.

“ (Can't tell yer that, sir,” she croaked,
“'00s I don't know meself, see? ™

Tt was useless wasting further fime in
conversation with the afflicted woman,
who still clung to the door as though
fearing Draka would force his way in.
Apart from that, Jack had a suspicion
that he was talking to someone insane,
and in consequence he began to icel
crecpy.  Murmuring his  thanks, hae
backed away and stood hesitating in the
street below.

“Here's a fine

r0,” he reflected.

P *“Just as the scent was getting warm,
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too, I wonder if I could find Swiveller
in one of the taverns: that used to be
ong of his Middleham habits, and the
leopard doesn’t change his spots.”™

He set off at n rapid pace towards a
row of lights in the distance which be-
tokened the centre of the town. He had
not traversed more than a quarter of a
mile when he saw a fipure beneath the
street lamp a few yards 1 front of him.

Being an observant type of lad, Drake |

gave the man a cursory glance, and then
passed on without being noticed,

Dut, ten vards further on, Drake gave
vent to a whistle of astonishment, For
in the figure of the man beneath the
street lamp he had recognised Turnley,

the driver of the taxi, who, it had been-

proved, was a member of Tiger Sleek’s
gang.

“What the deuce is he doing here? ”
muttered Drake, ‘“Guess I'll keep my
peepers  on him.
Swiveller, but I might achieve my object
with this scarvy-looking rascal. I'll—-"

He broke off and dodged back into the
shadows as le .perceived the man walk-
ing towards him, The footsteps rattled
by, and Drake followed in their wake
at a distance. of twenty yards.. When
the man in front stopped Locke's assis-
tant stopped also. When the Tiger's
confederate entered the public bar of a
tavern Drake entered the saloon next
to it and watched his quarry over the
counter,

The man left the tavern after a sojourn
of half an hour, and Drake did likewise,
Thus the chase went on. Drake’s blood
was thrilling with execitement now. In-
wardly he felt he was on the verge of
a great discovery. Up one street and
down another went the Tiger's con-
federate, apparently unaware of the fact
that he was being shadowed. And then,
to Drake's astonishment, his quarry
headed for a neighbourhood that be-
longed without a doubt to the *“upper
class, ™

“Hallo,” muttered the young detee-
tive, “what's the game? ™’

Scarcely” able te believe his eyes,
TLocke's young assistant saw his quarry
enter the drive of a corner house—the
most distingnished-loocking holise in the
whole of the neighbourhood. " Quickening
his steps, Drake followed and was just
in time to see the Tiger's confederate
key himself into the place. From a
point of vantage on the opposite side of
the road Drake watched the house for
about ten minutes. ' A pood strong wind
had sprung up, and it made eerie music
as it whistled through the trees.

Suddenly his attention was drawn to
the front door of the house bLie was
watching. A fitful gust of wind had
swept against it, and, to Drake's aston-
ishment, it now appeared open.

“Hallo,” execlaimed the lad, “here's
luck, if yvou like! He didn't close the
door. Guess I'll have a look round with-
out being asked. It would be a feather
im my cap if I trailed the Tiger to his
stronghold unaided.”

With this reflection Jack Drake noise-
lessly and’ swiftly crossed the road and
darted behind a friendly bush which
grew opposite the gateway of the house
that concerned him. There he waited,
his hegrt beating a trifle faster than
usual, for a few seconds. But, save for
the moaning of the wind as it whistled
through the trees, all was still,

Then, taking his courage in  both
hands, Locke’s young assistant crept
forward and reached the door of the
house. It gave to his touch without a
sound. Iivery nerve tautened in the
lad’s body as he stood within the hall-
way of the house, listening, listening.
A flickering light that hung perndant-

I've lost the trail of|.

TRAPPED ! !
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Slowly he siretched his hands
: * stairs.

As Jack Drake swung open-the door he saw framed in the aperture two massive
figures, each pointing a revolver at his head.
rat Locke’s young assistant gazed about him. But there was no avenue of escape.
aloft. ** Nicely done | *’ hissed the Tiger, from the

(See page 26.)

“ Hands up ! Like a cornered

fashion in the long and narrow_ hall
revealed a windinig flight of stairs. To
right and left of him wegre two doors.
Treading softly over the carpbted hall,
Jack Drake reached the- foremost door,
and listened intently.
life reached him from the room beyond.
He vepeated the experiment at the other
door, and the result was the samme. Then
suddenly, as he paused® undecided, there

floor above him.

"“Upstairs it is,”” muttered the young
sleuth. *“ Nothing doing down here.”

With more caution than he had hither-
to practised, the lad mounted the wnd-
ing staircase, testing ecach stair as he
chimbed to make certain that it did not
creak under his weight, He reached the
bend m the staircase without mishap,
and saw, te his great delight, a room
directly in front of him, from which a
beam of light and the: sounds of animated
conversation procecded. More still, he
perceived that the door was slightly ajar,

“I'm in luck, and no mistake,” re-
Aected Locke's intrepid assistant, “Can’t

hear much from here—reckon I'll move

But no sound of |.

echoed out a coarse guffaw from the

“_.

g bit nearer. If there's any trouble I
shall be able tp hop it quick down these
stairs again and out into the street.”

With that comforting thought, Drake
moved noiselessly on to the landing,
taking his bearings as he went in case of
surprise. Next to the room from which
the beam of light and the sound of voices
emanated he observed another door. The
key was in the lock, and; with scarcely a
sound, the lad turned it and pocketed
the key. .

“ Nothing to fear from that direction,™
he reflected. *“Now for it.”

Another two strides forward and he
had reached the open door, Now he
could hear the conversation plainly,

““Easy as falling: off the proverhial
log! " came the unmistakable tones of
the man he had followed, “We are
certain to find it, Tiger!”

Every nerve in Jack Drake’s body
thrilled as he heard the name of the
master-eriminal.

The Tiger!

Locke’s yoling assistant could have
hugged himself with delight. Tha
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Tiger] He would have something to
-report to his beloved chief, after all. In
Lis eagerness to catch the ensuing words
Drake leaned forward still further. As
he did so his shadow was thrown aganst
the interior wall of the room, and simul-
taneous with its appearance the sinister
voice of the Tiger rang out:

“Don’'t stand outside, Drake! Coine
right in!”

As the dreaded voice of the master-
criminal fell upon the watcher's ears
Drake seemed momentarily paralysed.
His jaw dropped, and a cold shiver ran
down his spine. Then, recollecting the
nature of the man he had traced to his
rendezvous, and forced on by the fear
that his life would not Dbe worth a
moment’'s purchase should hLe be cap-
tured, Drake darted back.

But he had not moved a couple of
paces when the bulky figure of Bill
“rubbins loomed up in front of him.
I'ven at that moment, Drake saw, to lus
a-tonichment, that the door of the room
which he had préviously lpcked, and the
Lkevy of which he had in his pocket, was
1HOW Open, _

fIe was caught in a trap. Defore him
was the grinning, muscular man who
vwas the Tiger's first lientenant; behind
tiim was the chief himself, perhaps the
whole of the gang. Drake took the
rasiest line of resistance. With a yell,
e flung himself at the burly figure of
Bill Stubbins, and dashed his fist full in
the razcal’s face. Stubbina covidently
had not expected such viclent rvesist-
ance, for he reeled under the blow, tot-
tevad unsteadily on the edge of  the
landing, and then crashed to the stairs,
In an instant Locke’'s assistant had
jumped over his prostrate body, and
was racing for the door at the end of
tlie hall below. He reached it without
mishap, fierce yells from above floating
aiter Lo,

*Locked ! :

With a choking ¢rv, Drake tugged at

the latch of the front door—the door he
had left ajar. But the lateh did not
budge. With a wild glance over his
shoulder, the lad saw the grinning face
of the notorious Tiger Sleek peering at
him at the top of the stairs. At the
scoundrel’'s back was the chanffeur,
whom Drake had followed, and the burly
Bill Stubbins. The latter was ruefully
caressing his damaged face.

All this Drake took in in an instant.
~ext, he had darted for the foremost
door, with the idea of making his exit
through the windows which he krew
must lay beyond. DBut again, to lus
growing horror, he found that the dcor
was= locked,

The Tiger and his confederates were
descending the stairs, m no apparent
hurry. it scemed, to capture the terror-
stricken lad below, The whele scene
reminded Drake, as he gazed wildly
about him, of the story of the cat and
the mouse, They were playing with
himi, But there was hope yet; he had
not tried the door to his left, He darted
towards it, and his heart leaped joyfully
as the handle gave to his touch; but his
catisfaction was only momentarily. Ior
as he swung open the door he saw
framed in the aperture two massive
[izures,  each pointing a revolver at his
bead.

“1’ut them up!”

The taller of the two rapped out the
comumand and advanced a pace, The
light from the swinging lamp in the hall
glinted evilly on the shining revolver,
and revealed a face that was almost as
zimster and rvepulsive as Tiger Sleek’s,

“TUp with your hands! Do you
hear ¥” ;

YWith a furtive look to right and left
of hit. like a trapped animal, his pulse
beating far above the normal,
Drake slowly stretched his hands aloft.

And from the Tiger sounded a grating
laugh that chilled the wvery blood in
Drake's bones.

Jacl.

“Nicely done!” hissed the master-
criminal sibilantly., “Bring him up-
staits. He can join his dear friend
Blakeney.” '

Two of the gang advanced and laid
rough bands on the slim young figure of
Ferrers Locke's assistant. He was half-
dragged, half-carried up the stairs, and
forced into the room outside which he
had listened a few moments before in
exultation,

To his surprise, he saw that the room
was cosily and costly furnished.  Great
armchairs and a luxurious sefttee filled
the major portion of the room. Dut
Jack Drake had little time to study his
surroundings. ITe was sent reeling to
the further wall by a vieious shove from
behind. When he had scrambled to Ins
feet he saw the hideous faces of the
gang peering at him, predominant among
them that of Tiger Sleck himself.

“¥Youn thought you weve mighty clever,
my lad,” grated the Tiger. *“Little did
yvou think that the chap you trailed here
was aware of wvour identity when you
passed him by the lamp-post nearly an
hour ago!”

“You mean that T walked info a trap
delibevately laid for me—eh ?” flashed
Drake, to whom the revelation came as
a surprise—an unpleasant surprise at
that.

“You've guessed correctly, my son.”
orinned the chief. “The door was left
open for vour benefit. I banked on the
chanee of vour entering Lhe house, and
I won!”

*“Well. now that yon have mo in vour
power,” =aid Drake defiantly, “what do
vou intend to do with me?”

“That is a guestion which can only be
answered by vourself,” said Sleek.

“What do vou mean ?”

“Simply this, my lad,” came the hiss-
ing tones of the Tiger. “Your life is in
my hands. Unless you do as I request
it will pay forfeit!” _

“ And what do you want ine to do?”

Jack Drake proved as unwilling to be gagged as Jim Blakeney had been, and his obstinacy met with the same reward. A '
gnarled fist was dashed into his face, well-nigh rendering him unconscious. (See puge 27.)
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“Lure your master—Ierrers Locke—
to this place. I will leave 1t to you io
arrange the method. DBut Ferrers Locke
mwust come here—must come! Do you
understand. i

*“And what if he does come?” asked
Drake, who had no intention of comply-
ing with the rascal’s request. **'What
then ¥

“You can leave that to me,” growled
Sleek.  “I have an account to settle
with him !

“Ha, ha, ha!

To the gang’s astonishment, and to
the Tiger's anger, Jack Drake burst out
laughing,

“That’s a rare joke!” lhe exclaimed.
“T can see myself luring Ferrers Locke
into your hands, you villain!™

“Then vou will die!” roared the
master-crimminal, now beside himself with

rage, ** Die—you understand ? You
will join your obstinate friend, Jim
Blakeney.”

“T shalt be pleased to meet Jim

arain,” .replicd Drake, unperturbed by
the other's outburst,

“Take him away! Treat him the
sameo as the other!™ hissed the 'liger,
“These lads arve obstinate. Perhaps, in

time, they will both be amenable to
reason.,”
“Pon’t kid vourself, Tiger!” said

Drake, as he was caught by several pairs
of strong hands and hurried out of the
room. My answer now 15 the same as
it will be alt any future date. Terrers
Locke is on your track, Do your
worst I

The farmous detective s younge assistant
was renderved ineapable of further speech

s e o
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another flight of stairs and dumped on
the landing,

“Open the blessed door
Bill Btubbins,

One of the party obeyed the command,
and switched on the electric light in the

L
L

erowled

JACK DRAKE,

room bevond., The sudden glare tempo-
rarily blinded Jack Drake, ]fnﬂ. when at
length his eves became accustomed to the
light, he darted back in surprise, At the
far end of the room, gagged and bound

hy the simple expedient of a rough hand
being clapped over his maouth. Then,
strugeling fiercely, he was carried up

to a chair,
fignre of Jim Blakeney, T
cornmenced to struggle in his bonds, and

HERE’S GOO

was the famaliar face and
The foothaller

a low gurgling sound came from his
| throat as he recognised the new arrival,

“Ain’t he pleased to see yer,” grinned
Bill Stubbins. * Hark at “im—a-tryvin’ to
talk to ver; saying ‘ how de do!' ®

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the gang.
“You curs!” execlaimed Drake, endea-
vouring to shake off his captors. * You
villaing !

The scoundrels langhed still more at
the lad’s indignant rage, and then the
burly Stubbins made a gesture of the
hand. Instantly the deiective's young
assistant was lifted from his feet and
carried to a chair corresponding with that
in which Jim Blakeney sat. Despite his
fierce struggles Drake was bound tightly
to the arms and legs of the chair in less
than three minutes. That task accom-
plished, one of the party commenced to
gag him. Drake proved as unwilling to
submit to this treatment as Jim DBlake-
ney had been on a former oceasion, and
his obstinacy met with the same result,
A gnarled fist was dashed into his face,
well-nigh  rendering him  unconscious,
and by the time his senzes fully returned
the gag was fixed., With burning eyves
Locke’s young assistant faced his eaptors,
and if looks could have killed the whole
pack of them would have expired on the
spot.

“ Vicious little brat, ain't e ?"” growled
Bill Stubbins. * Perhaps a night or twaq
in 'ere without any food or drink will
tame 'im. Come on, boys!™

The ““boys” trooped out of the room,
anil Stubbins, who brought up the rear,
switched off the electric light and locked
the door.

The two prisoners listened to the
sounds of their captors’ footsteps until
they died away altogether. Then,

{Continued on the next page,)

D LUCK FOR YOUR HAIR!

A Wonderful Gift to Bring YOU Abundance of Beautiful Hair.

1,000,000 HAIR

ROM +time immemorial superstition
has been rife, and the most com-
monly accepted symbol of good

luck has been the Horseshoe. However,

there iz a mnew szymbol of Good Luck
nowadays for all, both men and women,
who are afflicted with Hair Trouble in

any shape or form. It is one which im-

plies the restoration of Hair Healih and

Beauty, and the cultivation of abundant,

radiantly beautiful tresses, which evoke

the admiration of all and the envy of not

a few,.

The new *“Good Luck for the Hair”
symbol takes the tangible form of Edwards’

Harlene for the Hair—a potent liguid

which has been proved to be the Elixir of

Life for the Hair. No mystic movements

are involved bLeyond those of the World-

Famous *‘ Harlene Hair-Drill.”

CONTENTS OF HAIR BEAUTY FREE TRIAL
OUTFITS.

To-day is the very best time {o begin this
wonderful **Harlene Hair-DD1ill.” The *' Harlene
Hair-Drill ** Trial Outfit, which is offered free to
all who will remit the cozt of postage and pack-
ing—viz., fourpence in stamps2—contains the
following cssential requizites for carrying out
the * Drill ™ to the best advantage.

1.—Free trial hottle of ** Harlene,'" a winder-
ful liguid fonic preparation that promotes
healthy and beautiful hair growth.

2,—A packet of ' Gremex " Shampoo. This
is am antiseptic purifier, which thoroughly
cleanses the hair and scalp of all seurf, etc,,
and prepares the Hair for the * Hair-Drill
treatment,

BEAUTY FREE T
FREE T0 ALL. gz

— - —

Here's ** Good Luck' for your Hair.
A Four-fold Hair Beauty Free Trial
Outfit—the forerunner of Hair-health
with radiantly beautiful tresscs for
Ladies, and thick, abundant growth
fer Men, Claim your * Good Luck *’
parce] to-day. ({See Coupon on right.}

RIAL OUTFITS.

3.—Free Bottle of * Uzen " — an extjuisite
Brilliantine that gives the Hair a glorious lustre
and radiance, and is especially heneficial in
cases where the scalp is inclined to he *f dry."

4.—Free “ Hair-Drill"" Manual, containing full
instructions for carrying out the two-minutes-
a-day “ Harlenes Hair-Drill."

After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain
further supplies of ** Harlene” at 1/11, 2/9,
and 4/9 per bottle; ' Uzon ™ Brilliantine 1/1%
and 2/9 per bottle; *' Cremex " Shampoo
Powders 1/6 per box of Seven Shampoos
(Single packets 3d. each); amd ** Astol - for
Urey lair at 3/- and 5/- per bottle, {rom
Chemists and Stores all over the world.

| Detach and post to
EDWARDS' HARLENE, Ltd.,
20-26, Lamhb's Conduit §t., London, W.G.1.

Dear Sirs,—Please send me your f[ree
““ Harlene " Four-Told Hair-Growing
Outfit as described above, I enclose 4d.
in stamps for postage and packing of
parcel.

MAGRET, 1971 /24.

HOTE TO0 READER.

Write your full name and addresa
clearly on a plain piece of paper, pin
thi= counpon to it, and post as directed
above,

(Mark envelope  Sample Dept.")

N.B~—If wour hair s GREY, e:rllr:I'M!:
extra 2d. stump—ad, in all—and a FREE
bottle of ** Astol™ for Grey Hair will
alze_ be gont you.
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although it was a hopeless effort, they
strove te picree the' inky blackness that
reigned around them on all sides to see
vach other's face,

Both tried to speak, and both could
only succeed in making a waiﬂl-]iumhlt:
pf grunts that were as meaningless -as.
they were painful to utter. IFof quite-
three hours Drake and Jim Blakeney 3
listened 4o the deadly monotonous ticking
of the clack on' the mantelpiece, and then
their heads bégan to droop on their]
chests,  But even sleep was denied them,
for a cruel eramp began to shoot through

.,
~HAAENY
JAMEEEYE

“TIGER” SLEEK.

PRICE
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e

their limbs, and both awoke at almost
the same instant.
Tick-tock, tick-tock

_ The noise of the clock became madden-
ing. It seemed to burn its deadly mono-
tonons chant right into their brains. The
‘h!!l'llllﬁ process the Tiger had spoken of
was. begiuning to béar fruit. - By six
o'clock the following morning two weary,
sleepy and hungry voung men were ready
almost to do anything he might suggest
if they counld,in return be granted free-
dom—and sleep. Almost willing—for al-
thoiigh the flesh was ravenous in its de-
mands the spivit still burned brightly in
two stout hearts,

Tick-tock, tick-tock!

(Jacl Drake and Jim Blakency are
in the power of the nolorious eriminal
Tiger Sleck, but Ferrers Locke, the
wizard detective, is on the trail. Will
he reach his two young 'fricnds in
time ? Look ouwt for next Mondoy's
fine instalment, boys.)
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FRETWORK ;

Send ws your mame and address
onn postcard and we will send
VoIl SO

FREE DESIGNS

and a  booklet telling you all
about Fretwork.

HANDICRAFTS Ltd., Dept. 12,
264~268, Hollowdy Road,
LONDON, N.7.

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success. Let the Girvan System increase
your height. Wonderful results. Send. P.C. for par-
ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
A.M.P,, 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4,
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