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Alwcays glad to hear from peu, chumas, so drop me & lne to the following addrdas ;
The Edifor, The " Mognet ' Librory, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Floctway
House, Farvingden Street, Lowdon, E.CA.

BURNING WITH ICE ?
Sounds almopt unbelievabls,
doean’t it? A chum of mine
who hails from Grimeby tells me that he
has been reading an accoumt of some

HM-’E you fellows ever heard of

cinema cameramen in the Antaretie in

which it wos stated that they were badly
burned whenover they touched the metal

of their cameras. He wanta to know

row this eould be when the temperature
was s0 much below zero t

It may interest my chum to know that
if he touches o block of ice of a sufficiently
low tempersture he will get & bad burn !
Immediately upon contact with the ice
the heat of the v rushes out with such
a force that a burn resulte—just the same
as a burn would result if the heat was
ronping inte the body as a result of
touching a red-hot poker. It is only a
gueation of the differénce of tam?erntu:m,
end & new kind of ice, known as © dry ice,"’

has recently been evolved of such a low [ g

temperature that it cannot, be touched by
the nalted hand without a burn resulting |

Ever heard of
HOBSON'S CHOICE ?

When @ person has no other choice but
*take it or leove it he is said ta be
faced with ** Hobson's ¢hoice,"” and John
Gresnwall, of Carstairs, wants to know
why we say this. Four hundred yesrs ago
there lived a cerrvier at Cambridee who was
called Thomas Hobson, He made a great
deal of money by hiving out horses to the
undergraduates ot the University, bub if
any of them dared to object to the horse
he offered them he simply answered :
" This or none ! ** AMany people have said
similar things since then, but few of therm
have been Lianded down to history in such
proverbial form !

HE npext anestion, which comes
l from one vl my gitl readers—Misa
A, F., of Twickenham—is & * bit
of o teaszor."'
who was

THE CLEVEREST PERSON WHO EVER

LIVED !
I rauvat admit that question ltum%d me,
g0 I handed it -DE'El-q‘ to- Mre. M. 0 you
think he was beaten by it ? XNot a bit!
Heya ig hia answer :

Undoubtedly the cleverest person who
ever lived was a child called Christian
Heinecker, who, was born ot Lubeck in
1721, At the age of tem months he could
speak ond repeat every word which was
soid to Lhim ! By the time he was a year
old he knew all the principal events which
are related in the hrst five Books of the
0ld Testarnent. At the age of tlures he
knew Biblical history and alse most
questions of universsl history and geo-
craphy, nnd he alzgo Jearned io speak
Latin and Fremeh. DBub, salas for hia
kinowledge, o died at the oge of four years |

=he wants {0 Enow

Just imagine suy boy being able to
spenk three Innguages at the age of
Tue Magxer Lisrave.—No. 1.215.

GATHER ROUND, CHUMS, FOR A CHEERY CHAT.

three, to aay nathing of his other accom-
plishmenta! T don’t think his record is
ever likely to be beaten.

Hern is a Hnudthjrﬂmuﬂtim for you !
Alee Brown, of Wolverhampton, wanis to
know

WHO INVENTED THE GUILLOTINE?

He hos heard that the man who invented
it was the firgt t0o die by it, and asks if
this is true, No, it isn't! The guillotine
was named after itsa inventor—a Dootor
Guillotin, of Parie—but aa he did not die
until long after the Fremch Revolution,
you can sea that a | number of
vietimms wmade the acguaintance of his
instrument befors his death. As & matter
of foct, he died quite pesceably in 1814,

It is & cornmon fallacy to believe that
the men who have inventsd certain death-
esling inetruments have met their end
by their means, but it is certainly true that
men who have condemned others ta death
in this manner have met their own fates
in the same way—aa the records of the
French Reveolution show.

After that somewhat grisly subject, it
is time we had something a little brighter.
What do you think of thia yarn ?

Patient = ** Doclor, what
1 need Is somsihing to stlr
me up—something to puil me
In Bghting trim 1**

Doclor  Jalter P
a moment's
thought) : ** Um !
Well, maybe 1 had hetfer
send In my BHLLIY™

It was gont in by Leo MeQuire, of 70,
Froderick Avenue, Hamilton, Ontario,
Canada, whe wins a topping book for hLis
trouble. Have you won & prize yet 7 If
not, sond along a limerick or & humorous
story. I have plenty more penkaives,

ket walleta snd ripping adventure
ks to distribute among my resders |
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BOOKS, PENKNIVES and
POCKET WALLETS offered
For storyettes and Greyfriars

limericks. Al efforts to be
sent to:
cfo MAGNET,

&, Carmelile Sirecet,
London, E.Cd {(Coup.).

DON'T MISS THIS
OPPORTUNITY OF
WINNING SOME-
THING USEFULI
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Hera i3
A CURIOUS PROBLEM
which a Liva | reader
has set me. Three men
wera in & hoat off the
ghore when somecnse A
mile away fired a shot in
their direction. The firat
man, whom we will call
A, heard the shot fired.
The pecond, B, saw the
smoke of the dischar
The third, C, saw the
bullet strike the water.
Which of them frat knew
the shot had heen fired ¥

If you can’t "puzzle this
out for yoursell, you will
find the anawer at the end
of this chat.

B ik

Now for a few

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.
A book on film.making (Harold Ellis,

 of Baildon, Yorks): You can get s cheap

book on the romance of the * talkies,”
explaining how the different & of flms
are taken, from Meners, r«.{;ﬁ of 56,
Fleat Street, London, E.C.4. I will make
& note of your suggestion for the * Holiday
Annual.”

Feador's address wanted (D. R. Stanley-
Adems, of The Elma, Spring Grove, Isle-
worth): I am afraid my Huddersfield
roader n:m'li' gave his initials when be wrote
to me, so I cannot say if it ia the boy you
know or not.

Who invemtad umbrellas? {(B. P., of
Heaton, Newcastle.) No cne kpows for
certain, but they dre of groat antiquity,
and are known to have in ues in
nacient Egypt !

Card-tearing (K. C., of Newhaven): I
believe Bandow holde the record for thia
feat. e could tear four packs of ¢ards in
halves at the same time! I wouldn't
advise you to try to emulate him !

Just bafore we finish, have a clhiuckle at
this limerick, which well desarves the
prize of a pocket wallet which hos been
sent to ita author, Reginald How, of 22,
Trajan Street, South SBhiekds :

Dicky Mugent, of litsrary fame,

As an auiber has mads quite 2 name ;
His speiling—ahb, wel

Ii"s 50 hard fo {ali

Whaether Dlcky or Twigg Is to blame !

READ? for next week'e programme !

Right ! Then hero it is:

*“* UNMASRED | *

By Frauk Richards
ie one of the finest varna this popular
author hies ever given us. Fm.nE . i3
never s0 happy as when he is retailing
the adventures of that popular Grevfriars
character, Billy Bunter ; and you'll find
that Billy Bunter iz featored a t deal
in next week's story. I don™t ntend to
tall yon much sbout the yarn, becauss
that might speil your enjoyment of it
Bo 1'll simply content myself by telling
you that thers are several surpriscs in
atore for you in thia fins talé—and 1 advise
you not to miss it !

Thera are plenty of thrills in next week's
instalment of cur fine new serial, “ Land
of Leost Planea!* and there ia an
ampunt of fun in the ' Qreyiriars Herald.™
Cur new cricket feature is bound to please,
too ! Altogether you'll find next week's
number a really Yp-top issuc,

Gosli! I nearly forged to give you the
answer to that puzzle. B, who saw the
amolke, would be the first to Enow that
the shot was fired. C, who saw the bullet
strike the water, would be the second :
and A, who only heard the report; would
be the laat.

Ho long until pext week, chunna

Your
EDITOR.



FIRST-RATE COMPLETE

SCHQOL YARN RY FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Amazing |
ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH
H jumped.
He jumped clear of the
round.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared. It was
enough to make the Remove fellows
stare, to see their Form master jumping
like a kangaroo. .

Mr. Quelch was a serious gentleman.
Ho was a scdate gentleman. He was
almost a solemn gentleman. He was
the last gentloman in the wide world to
be expected to perform sudden and
remarkable gymnastic, in public.

But that was what he &i:ﬁ

And the chums of the Remove could
only stare, nmazed.

Mr. Quelch was walking along Friar-
dale Lane towards the village, after
olosses at Greyfriars. Harry Wharton
& Co. wore walking up the lane from
the village towsrds the
school, Bo they were face to
face, though still separated b
a considerable distance, when
Quelch jumped. ]

When the eyes of his re.
spectful pupils first fell on
him, Mr. Quelch was imgresa-
ing sedately along the leafy _
lane, the May sunshine rcilected in a
genial emile on  his rather crusty
countennnce,

Then he jumped.

It was amazing.

“Ay only hatl” ejaculated Harry
Wharton.

“ What the thump——"" stuttercd Bob
Cherr;{r. . ‘

Quelch, having jumped like s kan-

arco, landed on the solid earth ugain,
ﬁ‘hﬂ cxpression on his face was exira-
ordinary. He swung round toewards the
leafy wood that bordered the lane om
his right, and stared at the green
masses of foliage, at the same timo
clapping a hand to his cheek, as if some-
thing had stung him there

“What's up with Quelel 7 murmured
Frank Nugent.

“Can't Ee o wasp—the first wasp of
summer [ murmured Johnny Ball,

“Great pip! There he goes again !”

only esteemed hat ™  gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
The Famous Five of the Remove

Featuring the popular
schoolboy characters—
Harry Wharton & Co.

stared in amazement, almost in awe, Tt
was simply astounding to sce their
Form master doing physical jerks in
this way.

Queich jumped—or, rether. bounded.
This time lius voice, in a loud, startled
ejaculation, roached the juhiors.

“ Dpooooh !

Hiz other hand waa clasped to his
other cheek now. He looked as if he
had & bad attack of toothache, both to
port and starboard, as it were, His
eyes gleamed at the leaiy bank of
greenery alonyg the lane,

“How dare you!” shricked Mr.
Quelch, apparently addressing the okd
orks and_ beechcs that grew along
¥riardale Lano. .

“fge—is=—is e off his rocker?®" stam-
mered INugent.

“Tooks quite potty I murmured Bob,

“Oh crwmbs ! There be goes again!™
gasped Harry Wharton.

Mr. Queclch pave o third convalsive
bound. His hands, which had been

To the boys of Greyiriars, Lancaster of the
Sixth is a sportsman to the finger-tips. To those
in the underworld, he is better known as the
Wizard—a notorious cracksman !

pressed to his checks, now suddenly
clasped his nose, as if a sudden pain ha
seized wpon thot member.

“Wooooooh I came his voice, in a
wild howl.

“ Great Scott 1™

“Villain 1" roared Mr. Queleh, etill
apparentiy addressing the trees beside
the lane. * Wretell! Rascal! Roffian!
Who are you? How dare you ?™

Under the amazed eyes of his pupils
the Remeve master made a rush at the
high, grassy bank, and clambered up it
to reach the trees and thickets.

Then for the fourth time he gave a
wild jump.

Thia time ho missed his fooling on
the sloping bank, rolled down it, and sat
in the ;l}a.m:, with o bump and a howl.

“(ame on |"” breathed Harry Wharton,
end tha chuma of the Remove ran
forward to the nssistonce of their Form
master.

What Quelch wus doing this for was

a mystery to the juniors: but he was
in need of aid, that was cleag,

They rushed forward, and reached
him in a fow moments,

“hr. Queleh ! czclaimed Wharton,

“Oh! Ah! Upen my word!" gosped

the Remove master dizzily, * Bless my
goul! Help me up, Wharton! Oh
dear I )
g The juniors helped Mr. Queleh to his
ek,

He panted for breath

Rolimng down the steep, %rusﬁg bank

and landing in the lone had rather
shaken the move master. He stood
unsteadily, panting.

“'What—what—ahat 13 it, sir?"
gasped Wharton, " Whot—»"

i

am hurt—my face f3 ent! I—
I—" gurgled Mr, Quelch. “There is
someone—oh dear I—some wreteh with a
catapult in the trecs——"'
“igh crikev ¥ gazped Bob CGherry.

The mystery was revealed now.

Now that they were closs at hand, tha
juniors could sco decp red
spots on their Form master's
chiecks and on the tip of his
nose, evidently where he had

been struck,
Noe wonder Quelch had
jumped !  Whizzing missiles

rom o catapult at closo

quarters were enough to moke
fhe most sedate, elderly gentleman
JUT.

The juniors gazed at him almost in
horror.

Apart from.the brutslity of the thing,
it-amazed them that anyone should have
the nerve to catapult so formidable a

rgonage a3 the master of the Grey-

rinrs Remove.

Mr. Quelch rubbed his injurics.

“Some wrelch--some raseal—" ho

anted. “It eannot be a Gregfriars

ov. I nm sure of that! Some lurking

ruffian—"

“Yarooogoh !” roared Bob Cherry,
suddenly c‘!n.?épmg his hand to his car.

Ho jumped, just as dlr. Quelch had
dona.

“ Chorey—whot—""

“Ow! Wowl Owl” roared Bob in
anguish. Evidently a pellet from the
hidden eatapulter had caught Robert
Cherry in the ear.

“Qw L shricked Frank Nupent,
hopping suddenly.

Tue Maicxer Lmraes.~No. 1,215
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* Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
Harry Wgurtun stared round, hia eyes

gleaming.  Catapulting was not only
painfu].gbut it was dangerous. Hnd one
of those whizzing missiles struck an
cye, sight might have been destroyed.
The fellow who was using the catapult
vias obviously a reckless rascal,

“This way, you menl” shouted
Wharton.

He clambered up the stecp bank, and
the other fellows followed him,

There was a rostle in the wood,

The hidden assailant; apparently,
thought it time to go. The Greyfriars
fellows heard the hurried rustling in the
thickets s he went.

“* After him | velled Johnny Bull.

“Get hold of the rotter{”™ panted
Wharton.

“My b ” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

The juniors did not wait to henr what
Henry Samuel Quelch had to say.

here was not a second to lese if they
were to get to close guarters with the
enemy. Already he was retreating
rapidly through the wood, and among
the trees and thickets it was not easy
to track him. . .

Mr. Quelch was left rubbing his nose
in the lane,

Harry Wharton & Co. scrambled
swiftly up and plunged into the wood.
From a distance came a rustling sound,
and the juniors tore through the
thickets in that direction. ‘Two of them
were hurt, and all of them were execited
and wrathful. There was a hectic time
in store for the catapulter if they laid
hands on him,

“There he goes [ yelled Bob Cherry
suddenly. .

Through an opening of tho irees
there was oan instant’s glimpse of a
running figure.

“ Ponsonby |” shouted Johnny Bull
*That Highcliffe cad |

The firure vanished the next moment.

“Come on 1”

The Famous Five, with sget teeth,
rushed in swift pursuit. A few minutea
later they came through the thick wood
into a footpath. In the distance, run-
ning like a deer, was the figure they
had glimpsed before,

“Thers he ig—"

'"-A-ft'e'r hjm ll‘]

And the Famous Five of the Remove
ran a3 they had never run on the
cinder-path.

THE SECOND CHAYTER.
Puaiting It On |

ECIL PONSONDY, of the High-
cliffe Fourth, glanced back over
his shoulder,

; Hizs faca was erimzon with
exertion, and his feei scemed scarcely
to touch the ground as he ran.

The winding of the footpath hid the
pursuers from hiz sight for the moment,
but the thudding nFm—ifL feet came to
bis ears.

> Oh gad I’ panted Fonzonby.

He ran his hardest.

The e¢ad of Hiﬁ}h{:ﬁih realised that
he was “for it * if he did not escape,
Catapulting a schoolmaster was a
serious matter, and it meant a floggi
if he was reported to his own head-
master at Highclife. Indeed, the re-
sult might be more serious than even
that, for what he had done was an
offence against the law,

Catapulting was_a favourabls enter-
tainment of 51& estimable Pon. Ho had
been finding a cruel amusement in cata-
sﬂ;mg birds in the wood ‘when Mr.

ueleh eama aleng the lane, and Pon
had not been able to resist the tempta-
fi1on to give him a fow.

Toe Macyer Lispary.—Nao. 1,215,

A middle-aged gentleman conld not
possibly heve pursued him suceessfully
through the wood, and Pon had eon-
sidered it safe, mob being aware that
the Famous Five were at hand, And
2o long as he was safe, Pon did not
bother about any other consideration.

Prudence counselled instant Bight as
soon us_the juniors appearcd on the
scene, But once more Pon had boen
unable to resist the temptation to give
his old enemies a few.

Then he Bed; nothing doubting that
he would vanish ‘from sight in the thick
wood, and leave the Greyfviars fellows
in gnorance of his identity.

Mow ho wished that ze had not
stopped for that last couple of shots.
fI;I.a realised that he had cut it rather
i L

He ran on decsperately.

Had the path been straight and clear
nothing could have saved Ponsonby,
But the winding hid him from the
sight of his pursuers, except for
occasional glimpses,

There was a chance yet of dodging
away., And if ho escaped, he was pre-
pared to deny the whole thing lates, if
accused. A few falsehoods mattered
very little te a fellow like Pon,

But tho pressing matter was #o
escape. If the Famous Five collated
iim, they wera not likely to give much
heed to his denials.

Pon was a slacker of the first wetor:
but ha could run hard whon he liked.
Ho ran hard now.

Apain ho glanced back as he reached
a spot where the footpath branched into
two, The Greviriacs fellows were hid-
den from sight by the winding way,
though he could hear them plainly,

He dashed along the right-hand path
and wvanished, ts than a minute
later the Famous Five rcached the fork
in the path, panting.

Which way Ponsonby had gene they
could net tell, for he was already out
of sight. DBut they did not halt.

Harry Wharton rapped out a word or
two, mnd it was enough, Bob Cherry
and Johnny Bull raced along the lelt-
hapd path. YWharton and Nugent and
Hurree Singh took the right-hand one.
They sped on breathlessly.

Aunother minute and the three sighted
Ponzonby, in o straight streteh of the
footpath ahcad.

“'There he iz panted Nugent.

“Put it on !

Hob and Johnny Bull were ocub of
the chase now, on the wrong path. But
threa fellows were hot at the heels of
Ponsonby.

‘The fugitive vanished again, hidden
by winding turns, Agzin the pursuers
came to a fork in the l:[m,ﬂ:, and again
separated. Nugent and Hurrce Singh
taking the left, Wharten the right.

It was Wharton who kept to the right
track, as it turned out, for a few
minutes later the path ended on the
edge of the wood towards Courtfield
Common, And Wharton, as he came
sprinting out from the trees, sighted
Ponsonby on the open eommon.

There was no more cover for Pong
no more trickery. Ile was in full
view now, and his only comfort, as he
looked back, was secing thut enly one
pursuer remained on hiz track. Four
of the Co. had been thrown off the
sonnt.

But Ponsonby did not think of stop-
ping. Not unless he was driven to it
was the ead of Higheliffe likely to faco
the capiain of the Greyiriars Remove,

Ha ran acrosa the grassy common.
In ordinary circumstances he could not
have stood apainst Wharton in a foot
race.  But he waz desperate now.
Harry Wharton was as good at running

THE MAGNET

as any junlor at Greyfriars, but he
failed to gain ¢n the fugitive. Dut he
did not lose =ight of Ponsonby again,
and he kept on hard, watching for the
slacker of Higheliffe to crack up under
the sirain. ] .

The long, white road ithat crossed
Courtfield Commen could now be seen
in thﬁ diﬁtﬂ]]iﬁﬂu E:I.IE W IH.I.I!I'I]TIiT.I
aleng the road; aend the Redelyfis
motor-bus appeared in sight, a red g]ut
on the landscape. In the far distance
was the town of Courtficld. Ponsonb
was heading desperately fer the road.
And \Wharton could guess that he was
hoping to fall in with some of his
[riends from Higheliffo Schoal. With
three or four other fellows to help him,
Pon would have heen glad to turn on
his pursuer. And it was likely enough
that Gadsby or Monson or Tlrury, or
some of them, would be in the offing,

A rather tall, athletic figure appeared
on the road, sanntering from the direc-
tion of Greyfriars School,

‘Wharton recognised Tancaster of the
Sixth, the new man at Greviriars. Heo
saw Lancaster stop and turn his head,
watching the chase across the common
with & faintly amused smile on his
handsome face.

Wharton waved his
BLN10T,

“ZEtop him ! he shouted,

Lancaster stared at him.

It was quite against all laws at Grey-
friars, written and unwritten, for o
junior to shout to a senmior, above all
to request him to intervene in e fag
row. But in the circumstancds Whar.
ton felt that he could stretch
It was not merely a fag row this time,
Hiz Form master had been attacked
and injured, and serious demage might
have been done. Ponsonby had to bo
brought to book.

Whether Lancaster would have inter-
vened did not transpire. Ponsonby,
seemg the Ureyfriars scnior dirmtr:.r
shead of bim, and hearing Wharton's
shout, turned desperately from  his
course, to keep clear of Lancaster.

e was barely keeping lis lead, and
conld not afford to lose an inch, By
changing his dircetion ha lost & good
niany yards.

Wharton cut across, and drew closa
behind him,

' Now, you rotter!™ panted the cap-
tamn of tha Remove.

FPonsonby ‘fnntml and stumbled en.
But he could hear Wharton elose be-
hind him now. The Greyfriars junior
put on a desperate spurt, and hkia out-
stretched  band  touched Ponsonby's
shoulder.

The Higheliffe fellow  swerved,
stumbled, and rolled on his knees. The
next moment Wharton was stumbling
over him.

And the next they were graspin
another, rolling in the grass, and
ing {uriously.

hand to the

a poink.

one
ght-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.,
Painful for Ponsonby !

ICHARD LANCASTER, of the
R Sixth Form at  Greyiriars,
strolled acrozs the grass, a smile

on his face.

Ho stood for some moments looking
down at the two juniors. FPonzonby
was Ophling like o wildeat to got free;
and Wharton was holding on to him,
determined that he should not get away

nEaln, ,
the Sixth-

"My hat!”
Former.

_ He stooped, and grasped the twe
jnniors by their collars. There was an
unuenal slrenpth in Lancastor's elim,

murmured



EVERY SATURDAY

raceful {rame. With scarcely an effort
o jerked the two juniors fo thoir feet,

jerking them apart at tho same
momaork. .
“Oh!” gasped Wharton, “Let go,

Lancastor [

“Aly dear kid—"

“ Let go, hang you!"” yelled Ponsonby.

Luncaster looked at him, Ponsonby's
face, full of rage and terror, was mof

lcasant to look uponr at that moment.

ancaster released Wharton, but ke
kept a grip on the Higheliffie junior’s
collar.

“Will you let po?” howled Ponsonby.
“I'l hack your shins if you don’t lck
go my collar, you Greyiriars cad!”

“Y think not,” smiled - Lancaster.
* Now, what's the row about, Wharton ?
If you fags want to
serap there's such
things a3 gloves and
rules, and all that, you
know. ‘This sort of
thing won't Jdo.”

“Pon doesn't want to
ecrap,” said  Harry,
“put he's going to.
You can let him go,
Lancaster. I'11  jolly
well gec that he doesn’t
get away now.”

“Hold on,” snid Lan-

castor quistly, “I
don’t know who this
fellow 18

“Ha's Ponsonby of

the Highcliffe Fourth.”

“Well, whoever he
i5, if he doesn’'t want
to scrap it's mnot
cricket to piteh into
him. What bhas he
done {*

Elarry Wharton re-
straincd a hot reply.
Lencaster was nof &
prefeet of Greyiriara,
though he waz in the
Sizth. Still, a Sixth
Form man was a Sixth ,
Form man, and had to Le treated wilh
respect, Wharton liked Laneaster; all
the Co. liked ond edmired bim. In-
deed, even such a hero as old Wingat:
was almost put in the shade by the
gplendid new.man whe had carricd
evervthing before him at the school.
Wharton oyed Ponsonby savagely; bur
ho restrained his anger, and answerced
Lancaster with the respect due to g0
great A oman.

“7'1 tell vou what he's done! He's
catapulted Quoleh-——"

“Your Forin master ?”

“And vou're so jolly fond of your
Form master ' sueered Ponsonby.

Wharton's eyes glinted at him.

“I'd thrash any cad who catapulted
a man," he said. * You hurt old Quelch
because you knew he couldn't get after
you, you wormi. And you let fly at us
too, and ran for if, like the rotten
coward you are, If Quelch reported yon
for this at Higheliffe, von'd be flogged.™

“2n that's 1t, 15 it?"" eaid Laneaster.

“ Not at all1” soid Ponsonby. He was
recovering his cooiness now, and feeling
rather fad that Lancaster had
intorvened. “I never catapulted Quelch
—I’ve not seen him for weeks."”

Wharton gasped.

“Why, you—you=-yon rotter—="

“ You'll have to spin a better varn than
ihat, if vou want to get me into trouhle
with my headmaster,” snecred Ponsonby.

“You deny it?" gasped Wharton,

Even in Ponsonby of Higleliffe, such
cffrontery as this surprised him, .

“Certainly I do. It's a lLie,” said
Ponsonby coolly.

“What did you run for, then ™

“1 cleared off, of course, when a gan
of Groéyirviars cands startad after me,
said Ponsonby. “I wasn't looking for a
ragging.”

Wharton clenched his hands hard,

“You don’t expect mo to believe
that " he exclaimed.

“7 den't care a straw whether you
believe it or not. TIf Mr. Quelch tlu%ks
I catapultcd lhim, ble can go to
Vovsey about it.”

“¥ou know he never saw you do il—
vou kept in hiding, like the sneaking cur
vou are.”

“1 suppose that's the sort of language
von wuse at Greyfriars,” remarked
Ponsonby., “It's not qluite the thing
we're necd lo at Highelilfe, IKeen off,

Br. Quelch jum

a bad astfack of the toothache.

vou  roftter!”  added Ponsonby, as
Vhorton made a movement towards
Lim.

Lancaster interposed.

“Hold on, Wharton !
he never did 1it—""

"1 know he did !

“T3id von see him?™

“No, but I know——="

“Kecp  your temper, kid”  said
Lancaster. *You can't bhammer o
fellow for what he may not have done.'’

Wharton breathed hard.

*oep out of this, Lancaster,” he said.

“What!"

“1 don’t want to be cheeky, but you're
not o prefect, and I'm not going to let
that ¢ad go for his hes"

Lancaster eyed the captaio of the
Bemove.

“#Quite I'* he drawled. “ But I happen

The fellow savs

te be a Sixth Form man, and the Sixth.

have some little authority in the school,
Wharton, Apart from that,-I'm going
to sec fair play

“* Qoooch I ** he gasped.
rascal lurking in the trees

5

¢ Yon can see fair E!ay-lut that roliee
put up his hands— i
“We're not allowed to scrap like
hooligans, at Higheliffs,"" gatd
Ponsonby, with a eurl of the lip. “I
dare say'a Creyfriars man ean ‘go in
with & black eve, and nothing =said.
That docsn't do at Higheliffe”
Wharton trembled with anger. o
was not in the mood to cndure lofty
supecreiliousness from Ponsonby.
“Lancaster ! Will you stand aside?”
“No!"” said Lancaster. “Not in the
least ! Keep your temper. kid! Man

who swears never catehes any fish, you
Enow
“ ook here—" :
“ Shut up, and listen io me.” eaid tho
Sixth Former calmly.

g
:

“This [ellow,

7.7
ﬁﬂ}r F‘gﬁ"l
suddanly and clapped his bands to his cheek as il he had

** There’s some
armed with a catapult ! ™

Ponsonby, as vou call lim, denies
having done what vou say he did. A
follow 15 ontitled to have his word
tnken.”

“"Not a lving cad like Ponsonby.”

“You sav you never wsed a catapulf
on Mr. Queleh, Pewsonby ¥

“Clertainiy not.” .

“Had vou a catapodt wiih rou?”

“Wothing of the kind.”

“Do you ever use one !

* Nover 1V

“I*vo scen bim, & dozen times at
loast,™ roare:d ¥ hiarton. The
miserable worm catepulls birds and
rabbits—"

Fi¥
i

S Ii's a die I sand Tongonby cheoclnlly,
“No Hirheliffe man cver wsed o
catapult, that [ kuow of. It's the sovt
of thing they might wse at Greyiriars,
perhaps. Decent men don’t touch such
things.”

Lancaster eved him curiousiy.
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“Greviriars is my school, as well as
Wharton's,” he remarked.

“Rorry 1" said Pomsonby politely. 1
forgot that I

“I don't think you florgot 11."" =aid
Lancaster. *You scem to o to be a
checky, impudent young rascal. All the
saine, I'm not going io let this kid
hammer you 1f he's made o mistake.”

“"Look here—"" roarcd Wharton.

“That will do, Wharion! We'ra

oing to get at the facts,” drawled

neaster. “"Turn out  vour pockels,
Ponsonby.”

Ponsonby started.

“What? What for?""

“Just to let us see whether you have a
catapult, or any smnumition for one,’
smdg.unm-;ter placidly. " That ought {o
scttle the point.”

A hunted look
Ponsonby's face.

HI—1 refuse to do anything of the
kind! VYouw've no rvieht o give mo
orders! I'm going—"

“"You're not poing et said
Lancastor, compressing iz prip on
Ponzonby's collar.  “ You'll turn out
your pockets first,”™

“I won't!” yelled Ponsonby, “and T
dare you to do it, either |

Lancaster langhed,

“I've no intention of deing it” hoe
saicd. “I've no right to do =o. QOnly
if you refuse to do 1t of ¥our own ncmrd.
1 shall take that as proving that vou've
got o catapult, and a supply of stones,
in your pockets.’

Ponsonby panted. The catapult was
hidden in an inside pocket of his jacket;
another pocket contained his ammni-
tion. Turning out his pockets would not
have helped Ponsonhy; but refusing to
do so came to much the stame thing,

“Let me go!™ Le panted.

Cecil

Cablng:  OYver

'3 1":"‘-{

rotter, let go my collar! I'll complain
to my headmaster about {his.”

“You'll have something clse
conplatn of before Pye dore with you,
suid Wharten grimly.

*The matter scems to be settled,”
drawled  Lancaster, “It's taken as
proved.  Ponsonby, you are a sneai-
ine, cowardly, measly young seoundrel,

1o

L

anll what you seem fo want is &
thumping good hiding. I leave you io
i

The (Groyfriars scnior  relensed

Ponsonby's cellar, turned, and walked

away, Ponsonby made a hownd Ho
CSCAPEe,
Wharton's grasp was on him in a

twinkling, and he was dragged back.

“Now, you cad!” said the captain of
the Remove, between his teeth. ™ Put
up your hands. You're poing to be
licked, anyhow |*°

And Ponsonby, in despemtmn put up
his handsz, as thers was no help for it.

The noxt five minutes were wild and
whirling ones.

There was no ocscape for Ponsonby,
and he put up a fight. Harry Wharton,
for soveral minutes, had his hands full,

But the Highddiffe fellow went down
at last, and lay penting and gasping
ity the grasa,

Whartenr looked down
breathing hard.

“ You're not licked vet[” he snapped,
et up 1

“I'm done! multered Ponsonbz,
glaving up at him from the®graze, with
deadly hatred and malice 1o his glinting
l'_"i.ﬂ"tl

“You'll get up, or you'll get kicked.”

Ponsonby gritted his  iccth  and
seranblod u The sorap was resumed,
the Highel e fellow fighting like & weild-
vat. But he was Lknecked right and

at  him,

e
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left, and he went down again heavily,
This tune he was ﬂ.llﬂwes to remain

in the gross.

“Youw'ro nob Ia:kl:'d" saitl “-Imriun
contempluously, “'but you can let it
ek that, if you like, yon erawling iun
Hand over that cnmpult—I’m gnmg to
break it up before I leave you.*

Funsonby gave him a deadly look.
But he was at the end of his tether
now, and he had to ohey. In silence,
he drew the catapult from an inner
pocket, and handed it over. Wharton
stnashed it under his boot, and turned
away, leaving the Higheliflian pauting
in the grass.

e had dlsagpearrd in the dircction
of Greyfriare Bchool before Ionzonby
crawled to his feet and limped away
towards Highehffe,

[

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Loder!

ILLY BUNTER grinncd,

B The [attest junior at Groy-

friars was adorning the House

doorway with his pndg’& person

when Harry Wharlon came . Hae

blinked at Wharton through hiz big

spectacles, and a fat grin wreathed hus
plomp countenance,

** He, he, he I'* cachinnaied Bunter,

Wharton gave him a glare. He had
had the beitor of the Fg‘]:t with the cad
of Higheliffe, and had lelt Ponzonby
protty thoroughly licked, DBut he had
taken a fﬂﬂd deal of punishment, and
1t showed very plainly. Tlis nose was
brwised, there was a dark mark under
ent cye, his collar was rumpled and
goiled, and he was dusty aned o litte
antidy, The most casnal glance would
have discerned that the captain of the
Remove had been in the wars,

Willinm George Bunter seemed to find
it amusing.

“FHe, he, ha! Been under a motor-
car, Wharton 7" he asked., “I say, you'd
hetter not let Quelch see you like that.
He, he, he!™

“Has Quelch come
golied MHarry.

“'E'cs. and he looked [rightiully
ralty,” said Bunter. I den't know
what's happened; he looked quite good-
iempered, for hlm, when he went out.
But he's come back looking like =
‘Tartar. Take it from me, something’s
h..ppfmed te upset old Quelch whila he

ALE 'EH'.H'

Harry Wharton smiled. He was quite
aware of that already.,

“Kecp out of his sight,” grmne{i
Bunter, " IHe will take it out of you if
hﬂ secs that chivey., I say, Loder's

ik

in, fethead?™

||“_

" Rother Loder 1™

"Well, if he sces vou with & foee like
that——" c-mch!m! unter,

“Oh, rats P

'!.l.urrj Wharton went into tha House,
He was anxious to get his faee bathed
and his hair brushed and his eocllar
rhanged. Wharton was rathor partien-
lar in these matters, and ho detested.
slovenliness. He was [ecling dusty and
tishevelled after the serap.

But ho would have done well, all the
same, to heed Billy Dunter's warning.
A sharp veice hailed him as he went
towards the stairs.

“Wharton 1’

it was Loder of tho Sixth,

Wharion stopped, reluctantly, and
turned round. 15 old cnemy of the
Bixti was not nnss:ng this chanee,

“Nes, Loder,™

Leder came striding towards him.

“What do vou mean by coming into
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the House in that disgraceful star,
Wharton #** demanded the bully of the
Sixzth,

“I've been in a serap—-"

“You needn't tell me that,” sneered
Loder. * You young sweeps are alwnys
scrapping with samebody or other. Whe
was it this time®"

“Higheliffe man™

“I dare say you picked a guarrel
with him,”

Wharton did not answer that. It was
g.whis& te argue with the bully of the
sixth.

Loder was in an unpleasant temper.
When Loder was in an  uoplensant
temper somebody had to bear the brunt
of it; All that dutiful prefect needed
was an excuse; and the battered state
of Wharton's face was excuse enough,

“You know perfectly well,” went on
Loder, “that the Head is down on these
incessant rows with Higheliffe. Your
orm niaster has warned vou on the
subieet as head boy of the Remaove.”

Harry Wharton grioned, It was true
cnough Lut he thought that, in the
present circumstances, even Mr. Quelch

would not blame him for having
hammered Ponsonby, _
“Oh! ¥ou think it a langhing

matter, do you?” said Loder, compress-
ing his lips, “Well, youw'll follow mo to
my stady, Wharton, and take six,

““I appeal to my Form master,’
Wharton coolly.

Loder stared at him. @ g :

A junior was within his rights, in
appealing to hia Form master; bub as a
yiule that was not likely to make his
punishment lighter, The masters sup-
ported the prefects as a matter of course.

said

“ Follow mo!” said Loder. “I'll take
yau toe Queleh.” .
As a mratter of fact, Loder preforred

to take the jumior to Queleh.  The
lemove master was nob  likely  to
approve of a bruized nose and a
darkened eve: and, above oll, of another
“row " with Highelife. Loder would
nat have eared to Lother him with se
trifling & matter, but Wharton left him
no choice, snd the Sixth Form bully
was rather glad of it. He grinned as he
walked the junior off te his Form
tnaster's study.

Loder tapped at the door,

“Come in!” rapped out the sharp
voice of Henry Samuoel Quelch, with a
sharper edge than wsual on it. The
Remove moster evidently was not in a
good temper that afterncon. Which
was all to the good, from Loder's point
of view.

Loder opened the door and marched
Wharton in.

Mr. Quelch was standing before a
glass doabbing his nose. He turned from
the glass, his nose catching the gleam of
the May sunshine at the window, and
shining. Apparently Mr. Quelch had
Leen robbing it with otntment. There
was & distinct pain where the pellct from
the catapuit had landed on the majestio
proboscis of Hénry Samuel Quelch,

"What is it, Loder ?” enapped Quelch,
Ilis eyes, like a pair of gimlets, turned
from the prefeet to the junior, glinting.
T'he glint grew more pronounced as he
noted the sipns of damage in the counten.
ance of the ecaptain of the Remove.
“Wharton, have you been fighting ™

“Yes, gir!” answered Harry.

“1 should have dealt with this {uﬂ lor,
sir, but he demanded to be taken to
you,"” said Loder. *“This incessant
quarrelling with the Higheliffe boys——"

“ Have you been fighting with a Eligh-
eliffe bov, Wharton "

*Yes, sir.”

“ After all my warnings on that suh-
ject 2 rumbled Br. Queich,

“Ye-g-0y, gir, Jo=—"

“And you are the head boy of my
Form, whom I expeet to set an gxample
to the others!™ exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
* However, I will allow you to speak.
If you can tell me truthiully that the
Highcliffe boy attacked you—I am awars
I:Eu:jt. tin-n;l*}'ﬁ have been such ocourrences,
g ——

“ Mo, sir " gaid Harry.

“He did not? Then I am to conclude
that you began the conflict?" exclaimed
the Hemove master.

“¥Yes, sir.”

“Loder, will you have the Lkindness

to hand mo my» cane? Thank you!
Wharton, you will bend over ihat
chair. ™

Loder of the Sixth stoocd back, sup-
pressing a grin. Wharton did not seem
to have improved matters for himselt
by mppealing to his Form master.

Si1x fromn Loder would have hurt; but
5ix_from Quelch, in his present state of
irritation and annoyance, was cevtainly
not likely to bo less severe. And Queleh
looked as if lines and gatings might be
added.

“If you please, sir——"" began Harrv.

“Not a word, Wharton! You harve
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admitted that the Higheliffe boy did notb
begin the conflict. Yon are awave how
extromely the Head is displeased by
these incessant disputes and encounters
between the two schools, There is no
excuse for you, Wharton.”

“ But, sir—"*

“You will toke five hundred lines,
Wharton, vou will be gated for two half-
kolidavs, and you will bend over that
chair ! said Me. Quelch, swishing the
cane. “And if you keep me walting
another moment I will report you to
vour headmaster for a Hogging.”

“Very well, sir,” said Harry, * But
I'd like to tell you 'P-'h;f I pitehed into
the Highcliffc man, sir.”

“It would scarcely interest me, Whar-
ton. Bend over that chair.”

“Tt waz becauge——""

“Bend over at once !

* Beenuse he entaputied——"

“Ehi*

“ Because he catapulted my Form
master, sir!” said Wharton meekly.

Mr. Quelch lowered the cahe. He
stared at Wharton blankly. Loder
stared, too, 1n surprize and derision.
Mr. Quelch seemed speechless for the
momoent, and it was the bully of the
Sixth who spoke.

“You wvoung rascal! What do you
mean? Mr. Queleh is your Form master

7

—ha knows whether he bas been cata-
pulted or nob” ,

“Quite ' agreed Wharton demurely,

“Upon my word!" exclaimed Mr.
Queleh. *As a matter of fact, Loder, I
wag strick by missiles from & catapult in
Friardale Lane a short time since—that
15 why I returned irom my walk. I re-
member now that Wharlon was one of
the junicrs who came up—"

“Obh!" murmured Loder. Ho began
to realise that Wharton had been well-
atvized, nfter all, in appealing to his
Form master,

“Wharton, you followed the—the
person—--—""

* Xes, sie.”

*Did vou overtake him 1

nI dl EEH‘-”

“And it was a Higheliffe boy 1"

“*Yes, s

There was a pause.

“I will not ask you to give me his
name, Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch, at
length. *“Had I scen bhim, I should un-
tloubtedly have reported his conduct to
his headmaster at Higheliffe, I will
iof, however, ask one boy for informa-
tion against another. You-—you over.
took the—tle voung scoundrel who had
the audacity, the impudence, to pelt me
with a catapult, and—and chastised
bt pppe—

“Yoz, o sir™

Thers was anothor panse,

“1 cannot approve,” said Mr. Quelch,
“of vour taking the chastisement of this
Young hLooligan into your own hands,
Wharten, Nevertheless, I can uncler-
stand your feelings—your indignation—
vour just indignation. In the etrenme-
stances, I shall ecrtainky exense vou.”

“Thank you, sir!” murmured What-
ton, with tho corner of his eye on
Loder.  Gerald Loder was not grin-
NINE now,

"“You will not do the lines, Wharton!
You will not be gated. I shall nat cano
vow™  Mr, Quelch threw down the
cund. " Loder 17

Loder looked at him with sot lips.

“You might rveally have inquired into
Lthis matter, Loder, and ascertnincd
that there were—were cxtenuating oir-
cumstances, before troubling me with
i, snid Mr. Queleh, " Certainly I do
not regard it as a malter for punish-
ment,” Mr. Queleh rubbed his shiny
nose,  “Certainly not!” he repeated.

Gerald Loder muttered: something
indistinctly, and left the study. Harry
Wharton kept a serious face, though hus
eyes were glitnmering.

Mr. Queleh turped to him  agein.
There was quite u Dencvolent exprea-

sion on his face.
“Wharton! I cannot—h'm !—approve
of this! But yon may go.”

“Thank you, sir.”  Harry Wharton
turned to the door. His hand was on
it when the Remove master spoke again.

“*One moment, Wharton.”

“Yes, sie.” The junier turned back.

“Did vou—h'mi—did you administer
a =evere castigation to the—the High-
cliffe boy, Wharton®"

“Yes, rather, sir.
air !

“1 eannot, of course, approve of anv-
thing of the kind,” said Mr. Quelch,
coughing. “But you are sure that the
castigation was severa?

“1 left him nursing his face in lhe
gi'msa, gir,” gaid Harry demurely. “Ir
didn’t look much like a face, after wo
woers done,

“Hm_ Hmt T disapprove, of
course—I disapprove very strongly. Bus
in the ecircumstances—h'm!—you way
go. Whartan.”

“Yea, girl”

THE Maiower LBeiey.—No. 1,215,

I mean, coertainly,



Harr
grinne
ut the end of the ]puasag&
not grin; he scowled,

Mr, Quelch resumed rubbing oint-
ment on his damaged nose. But there
was a4 faint smile on his crusty visage
now. Probably Mr. Quelch derived
consolation frém the news of the severe
castigation inflicted on the Higheliffo
fellow—in spite of the fact that he could
not dpussibly approve of anything of the
kmd,

Wharton left- the study. He
as he passed Loder of the Sixth
Loder did

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Man in the Car!l

ANCASTER of the Sizth walked

E away, without turning his head,
after Ieawin% Wharton and Pon-

sonby on Courticld Common,

There was a slight smile on his face as
he went; but it quickly faded. In a
few moments the Sixth-Former had for-
gotten that little scenp; the juniors
passed entirely from his mind. Other
matiers, of weightier import, were on

tha mind of the handsome senior of
Greyfriars, as the thoughtful, moody
frown on i’lis brow indicated.

He had been walking along the high.
road from the school when he sightad
Wharton and Popsonby. But when ha
loft them, he struck across the wide
common, walki with lithe, long
sirides towards tho wood that bordered
it in one direction. He was out of
E]%]lt of the juniors he had left beohind,
when another juniod came runming oub
of the wood in front of him, and Lan-
caster recognised Bob Cherry.

Bob seemed in haste. He stared
vound over the gorsy common as he
broke from the wood; sighted Lan-
caster, and ran towards him. The
moody frown left the senior’s face. He
gave Bob a smile and o nod., Bob's
ruddy, cheery face was rather like a
tonie.

*1 say, Lancaster,” exclaimed Bob,
“soon Wharton or Hugcnt, or—"

"Hm geen ‘-‘nfhﬁtm:{’ i .

*(h, d! ind telling & chap
whare ™ EI:;?[Ed Bab.

Lancaster made a gesture in the
direction from which ho had come.

“A mile back, ascross the common,
noar the road,” he said. “I left him
serapping with a Highcliffo follow.”

“Ripping! Then he got Ponsonby "
exclaimed %ab “Fine 1

“0Oh, you were after Ponsonby, too,
wero you® asked Lancaster, laughing.

“What-ho ! said Bob. ‘‘Ie'zs cata-
pulted our Form master! Worse than
that he catapulted me—got me in the
ecar. I suppose Wharton won't have
left much of him by the time I get
there; but I'll get on.” Bob turncd
back towards the wood, and bhawled.
“*Halle, halle, hallo! . Johony!”

Johnny Bull came running from the
trees.

“This way!” shouted Bob,

And the two Remnovites started at a
run, and speedily disappeared from
Fancaster’s sight.

The Bixth Form man resumed his
way, which lay by the footpath through
the wood. The moody frown darkened
his face as he went. The contrast be-
tween his own dark thoughts, and the
cheery carclessness of tha Remove
%uni&rs, struck him strangely and pain-
ully. He strodo on by shady, tangled
paths, and suddenly came near & col-
lizion with & Removiie who came trot-
ting round a winding turn. He stopped,
and stared at Frank Nugent.

Nugent halted breathlessly.
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“Heen any of the fellows, Lancaater,
or a Highelife chap—"

Lancaster burst into s laugh.

“You after that Highelife man,
too? DMy hat|™

“The ecad dodged ws—the other
fellows are rooting after him,” gasped
Nugent. “If you've seem any of
them—"

“A mile and a half from here, on
the Courtfield road,” said Lancaster.

“Oh, my hat] Wharton—"

“"Yes, and Bull snd Cherry.”

“Well, I shan’t cateh them up now;
I may as well get back to the aschool,”
said Frank. *Thanks!™

““MNot at all,” said Lancaster, smiling.
“Any more Chingacheooks in the wood
hanting for Ponsonby!”

“Yes, there's old Jonky—I left him
taking another path some time back.
It you see him, you might tell him—"

“Certainly.”

Frank Nugent cut off towards Grey-
friars, it boibg evident that he would
be too late to be in at the death, as it
were,  Lancaster resumed his  way,
which led on by the foctpath towards a
Iane that ran down to the Redelyfie
main road.

When ho reachod that narrow, rutty
lane, shaded by great branches of ozks,
beeches, end clms, Luncaster stopped,
and looked swiftly ebout him.

Almost hidden from sight by droop-
ing branches snd foliage, a little two-
seater was halted in the lane, In the
driving-seat sat a portly man with o
shiny, greasy complexien.

Lancaster hurried towards tha ecar.

Tho preasy-faced man planced round
at him.

“You'ro late, Dick ™ he said.

" Any hurry, Sugden? drawled Lan-
caster.

The man in the driving-seat looked
at him long and hard, without reply-
mmg. His keen, glinting black eyes, like
black beads in his iat, grensy face,
secmed to narrow o pin-points as he
acanned the Greyfriars senior.

Anyone whe had observed tho two
would have wondered what there could
bo in common between the greasy-faced,
Iynx-eyed Bugden, and the handsome,
athletic senior schoolboy.

A sardonic smile came over Richard
Lancaster's face.

“Well?” he rapped.

“GFet into the cor, Dick! We'd better
not talk here, s0 near to the school,”
sald Sugden,

“We'ra well over 8 mile from the
school.”

“You can't be too careful—if you're
going to keep on at Greylriars, Dick "

Liancastar started. Thoro waz some-
thing like & veiled threat in the tone of
the greasy-faced man,

“1f1" he repeated.

“T gaid *if, and I mean P 1* an-
ewered Sylvester Sugden coolly, “Get
into the car.”

As Lancaster paused, there was =
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rustle in the thickets, and a dusky-coms
glexmn junior came out into the Jane
reathlessly,. The 8ixth Form man
glanced round.

He compressed his lips at the sight of
Hurrce Jamset Bam Singh of the Re-
move, He remembered what Nugent
had told him,

Hurree- SBingh came quickly to him.
i “My esteemed Lancaster—" he

egan.

‘The indian jupior bardly glanced af
the man in tﬁa car. But he saw the
hard, cold, greasy face before it was
turned away from him. After that one
glimpse, all he saw of Slimy Bugden
was the back of his head.

“What do you want!” rapped
Lancaster. )
“The excusefulness is terrific my

esteemed Lancaster,” purred the Nahob
of Bhanipur apologetically. ‘I have
lost my esteemed iriends, and if you
have ecen them with your ridiculous
E‘F'E‘E"'-‘—”

The amile returned to Lancaster’s face.
Porhaps Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh's
Ecmls.rka.bla Englizh helped to bring it

ack.

“QOh, youw're another Chi
hunting for Ponzonby i he said,

“The soswer is in the absurd affrme-
tive, my estimable Lancaster. If you
have seen that ridiculous rascal—'"’

“I've-scen him, and your {rienda
You'll find them wcross the common, on
the Courtfeld road—if they're still
thore,” said Lancaster. “Hold on a
minute, though! ‘This gentleman wants
to know the shortest cut to Redclyife,
i{l&iri dare say you know gll these lnnes,

.

“The knowfuluess is terrifie,” gaid the
nabob.

“I'm almost a stranger here mysclf,”
satd Lancaster, addressing Bugden us
if ha, were u perfect stranger, ' But
this lad knows the way.Z

A peeunliar glimmer came for a
moment into the naboh's dark eyes.

Hurree Singh's dusky face was inno-
cent and placid; but the junior from
India’s coral strand was one of the
keenest and most astute fellows at Gmf-
friars. He had seen Lancaster in talk
with the motorist as he ¢ame through the
trees, and though he had heard nothing
he had seen easily enough that they were
not speaking as strangers, That lan-
caster knew the man, and that he was
now secking {o give an jmpression that
he did net know the man, was as plain
as daylight to the chservant nabob,

But Hurrea Singh's dusky face told
nothing of his thoughts. He was not
curious; and he had a great capacity
for minding hiz own business. He played
up, as it were, taking Lancaster’s words
at face value.

“Tha estecmed sahib has only to
drive straight up this lane, my excellent
Lancaster, and take the first to the left,
and he will reach the absurd high road
to Rodelyffe,” he said. * That ridiculous
place lies to the left after reaching the
road.”

“ Right-ho "

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh raised his
cap pn]ﬂ-ﬁf{ to the motorist, who did not
turn his head, however, and trotted
away. Like Nugent, he headed direct
for the school, tg;u:ru:t[a; up the chase.

Out of sight of Lancaster, there was a
curious expression on the nabeob's dusky
countenance, _

Loncaster of the Sixth had as pood—or
83 bad—as lied to him. Ha knew the
man in the car and pretended that he
did not know him. ut that was not
ail. That glimpse of the greasy faco
had been encugh for the nabob—that
greasy, shining face, with its ghnting
black eyes, tallied with Billy Bunter's

ieaok,
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description of the man he had seen Lan.
caster meet at an inn at Woodend—the
man Lancaster had eplled Sugden, and
witose name, he had teld Bunter, was
“Robinson.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh knew that
Lancaster of the SBixth, in that lonely
spot screened by the woods, was meet-
ing itis mysterious acguaintance, Bug-
dun, whose existence he scemed anxious
to conceal from all Greyfriars.

And the Nabob of Bhanipur, as he
trotted back to Greviriars, wondered.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Brought fo Heel I

ICK LANCASTER watched the
D mabob out of sight and waited
till tha last rustlea in the wood

had died away before he stepped

intas the car. He sat down, and Bug-
den drove awayv up the lane. Heo did not
turn to the left to reach the Redelyfie

.
Il

“* Bend over that chalr I** ordered Mr. Quelch.
that Highelifle man because he catapulited my Form master, sir !

road, however. He turned to the right,
fellowing a lane that led between Court-
field Common and the park walls of
Hogben Grange.

_tlit-ancustur sat silent and moody by his
BlOe,

But as they passed Hogben Grange the
Greyfriars senior cast a guick glance at
the old red chimneys rising into view in
the distance over the hi¥h palings of
the park wall, and set his 1ips.

Sugden gave him a sarcastic smile.

fPut it on, Slimy,” muttered Lan-
caster. ""I'm known at this place, I
don’t want to be scen with you here.”

The car was racing along. Lancaster
stared back moodily at the high chim-
neys of Hogben Grange as they disap-
pearcd behind.

It was less than o week since he had
Leen a guest under the roof of Bir Julius
Hoghen,

The colour came into his checks as he
thought of it.

An "acoident’ to his motor-bike at
the gates of Hogben Grange had been
encugh. The kind-hearted ahd hoapit-
ablo baronet had taken him in and he
had stayed the night.

-----

How had he repaid that kindness and
hospitolity ?

His cheelts burned.

Ho had repaid it, as hevhad often, in
carlier days, repaid unsuspicious hos-
pitality, by secarching the house in the
small hours, when all others slept, and
drawing up a plan of the interior, to
boe sent io %Hmﬁr Sugden.

In corlier days ti:.': schoolboy ecrook
had done such things with scarce a pang
of remorse.

Trained as a crook, in a gang of
crooks, from his carliest years, he had
followed crocked ways; and when con-
soience woke it was always stifled by
the dreary thought that there was no
help, no escape, that once a man was
o erook he was alwarvs a crook.

In his most impressionable years ho
hiad been trained by SBlimy Sugden, and
he had grown an Ishmael, his hand
against every man’s, and cvery man's
hand against him,

But he was older now, and he had
lenrned to think for himself, to reflect
more deeply. And then Greyfriors hnd
come into his life,

To Blimy Bugden it had seemed that
the “ Wizard,” the light-ingerced cracker

¥ Very well,” said Wharlon; ** but I'd like to s

that I pitched Into
explained the junior meekly.

of snfes, would be more uselul o lum
as a Fublic school nran.

That was true. But he had not
allowed for the infuence of his now sur-
roundings on the boy.

The keen black eyes of the older crook
did nok foil to note that flush of shame
in the fnce of hia young companion.

He understood what 1t meant, and lus
fat, Aeshy jaw set grimly.

Heo drove on in silence.

The ffush faded from Lancaster's face,
leaving it pale. He sat in dull silence,
with knitted, dark brows.

The two-seater ate up the miles.

1t was twenty miles from the school
that Sugden stopped the car at last, on
a track that ron across a lonely stretch
of pasture-land.

He shut off the cngine nnd alighted.

Loncaster stepped from the car and
stood with his hands driven deep into
his )iach:el:a. his cyes smouldering at the
CTOOK,

“1We can talk here,™ said Sugden.

“I'm listening.” 3

“We've gob to have it out, Dick.”
Supden's tone was quict nnd calm, but
his black evea were hard as fint.

Tae Micxer Lisrary.—No. 1,215.
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You've weakened since you went to
school. WYou've changed.” :

“I know that.”

“You know what you've done.
chipped in when the ‘:v‘;
school safe—7""

“I'd do it again.”

* Youchipped in agoein when the Weasel
snd RBatty the Rogue held up the bank
at Courtheld. They lost the loot and
the car,” and barely got away. Thta{
might not have got clear if I bad no
been waiting in another oar to piok
them up——

*“I helped Ratty to get clear, but I
knocked him down with & spanoer when
he threatened a Greyfriars man with a
revolver, TI'd do it again.™

“That's not all: I admit you played
u{> at Hogben Grange. You sent us the
plon of the house, and the way you ob-
tained ik was quite in the Wizard's style
—hiz old style. But—you did not turn
LIIP on the night fixed to erack the crib.
The Weasel was on the spot, wailting
for you. He waited till near dawn, and
yvou did not come,”

“1 was seen leaving the school. It
would have been medness fo crack the
crib that night.”

“But  afterwards?”  said  Sugden
sharply. “Thet's 2 pood many nights
ugo, and there's been no word from
you,

Lancaster did pot answer,

“What does it mean, Dick ?” Sugden
compressed hbis lips, “0ld Hoghen
keeps bonds and other securities in his
safe worth five thousand pounds to us

you think we osre gpoing to lose a
haul like that?”

“I suppose not.”

“Fix your own time, and the Weasel
will be ready.”

Lancaster was silent again.

Slimy Bupden waited for bim to
speak. But he dared not speak. He
stood with his handsome face growing
paler.

The greasy-faced man, moneylender
thief and trainer of thieves, wﬂ.t{'.heci
him, his fleshy jaw setting harder and
hurder.

“I'gn waiting, Dick, "

Lancaster drew a long, deep, almost
eobbing breath,

“8Blimy, I want you to let me off!
I—I can't do it. I can’t!™®

“You can't?™ repeated Slimy, with
a bitter sneer.

“I can’t] Ii's too foul. Old Hogben
took me in, he treated me decently—he
looked on me as a Greyfriars man—I
ean’t do it'"

Sugden's thick lip curled.

“la it new to you, Dick? he asked.
“ A new thing for the Wizard? Haven't
rou been trained as & cricketer, under
the best coaches, to give you an entreo
to such Elﬂﬂ&a_! ven't you been
placed at Greyfriaras Bchool for the same
reason? Did you not crack the aorib
at Danby Croft when old Danby asked
you there out of compassion for the

orphan son of an officer killed in th
War? Did you not—" " ome

L1 t 3

P W‘Eﬁ 1" snarled SBugden.

The schoolboy crook looked at him.
There was a passionate appeal in his

You
casel was after the

s,

“8limy, try to understand. It’s
different now. You ncedn’t rub it in
that I'm not at Greyfriars liko the rest,
that I'm with 1them but not of them,
I know that only too well. Buyt—
but—— Oh, haven't you a human heart
m your body, Shmy? Can’t you
wndorstand

1 think I deo.” Sugden’s tone, was
bitterly sardonio. “You're ab Greyfriars
now; in the swim with the rest. You'd
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like to throw over the man who trained
you; the man you depend on to pay
our fees at the school; the man who
clds you in the hollow of hia hand,
You want to throw over the gang.
You want to fancy that you're a Fublic
school man, end not a crook. You want
to forget that you ever wera a crook.
And you seem to fancy that you can
get away with it,”

_ “¥ou've been a friend to me, Slimy,
I your own way,” eaid Lanoaster
huskily, “Can’t you be a friend now 1t
I tell you, I'm ashamed to the very
marrow of my bones, among the fellows
who trust me, when I remember what
I am. I should never have na to
Greviriara—~I mes that now.™

“¥ou want to leave?" agked Sugden,
eyeing him narrowly.

“No, no, no! 'I?I:ta few weeks T've
had at Grayfriare ara the only weeks
of peace I've ever had. Even with the
gang in the hﬂ.ck%:'nund. aven knowing
what I am, I've been happy there.

“Do you think I've ever been happy
before—an outcast, a liar, a pretender,
a deceiver, a scoundrel, biting the hand
that fed me, betraying the people that
trusted me? ©Oh, heaven! :I."a:jJ rather
break stones on the road ”

“It may come to that, Dick!’ said
Sugden icily, “Where does the money
¢ome from that pays your fees at the
school? It es through the hands of
& :Especfagla fitm of solicitors—bunt
where does it come from?”

Lancaster shuddered.

“8ir Hilton Popper, a governor of
Greyfriare, placed you at the school,

hy? DBecause he was-in the grip of
a weneylender and dared not kick.
Where did the money come from that
I lent the eld fool i

“Don't I'* breathed Lancaster.

“"I'm seminding you of facts you seem
to have forgotten,” said 8limy Sugden.
“¥You can't get away from facts in this
world, Dick, You're not at Greyfriara
like the rest, You're there to serve the
interests of the gang vou belong to.

Lanecaster passed & hand over his
brow. His fingers come away wet with
perspiration. .

“Can you stay there if you bresk
with the gangi™

“I'Hl leave then—T'll find work of
some kind.'”

Bugden laughed.

“¥You work?! What can you dot
You've been trained for s gentleman’s
life—the lhife of a gentleman crook.
You can crack safes; you've e
magician's hand on a safe. You ¢an
play ericket. , Are you going to earn a
living playing & schoolboy's gamet
What else can you do?”

“Nothing ! mottered Lancaster.
“Heavon knows, I"d rather vou had
trained me to be an honest ‘workman.”
“¥ou don’t mean that, Dick; and if
you did, it's too late,”” said Bugden.
“Ilard and honest work wouldn't suit
your delicate hands—poverty would not
swt your expensive tastes, Dick. And
it'a 1n your blood. Your father—*

My father was a soldier, and he
died for his country. What would he
have thought if he had lived to sce me
what I am®”

“Your father was a penniless officor
and died in debt, and the debts worse
never puid,” answered Bugden coolly.
“1f he had survived, he would have
gone to the bad, as pleniy of other
penniloss  ex-officers went; after  the
War.

“Your uncle was a ne'er-do-well, who
died & swindler—and would have died

in the workhouse if the had rot
seen him through. Thaga{ﬁnrd haa
only followed in their footsteps,’

Put it how you like, Slimy, I can’
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stand it! Turn me out of Greyfriars
if you choose—1 can't go on ¥

" ¥ou'd leave the school you've grown
so fond of 7 sneered Sugden. )

““Yes, rather than stay there o thief
and a villain,” said Lancester hoarsaly.
“Yes, & thousand times, yea! So long
aa I leave respected, u:muagmted; 80
long as they never know—"

“1 thought that was coming! But
they will know.”

“Why should they know? There have
been rumours and suspicions—Loder cf
the Sixth was at Dapby Croft that
time, and he suspects; some of the
junjors saw the mean who drove tho
car in the baok raid at Counrtfield, and
know that I knew him; but they'ro my
friends; and Loder is under my thumb.
I hold my head high there; if I leave,
no one need know——="

“¥ou think they will pot be told "

Lancaster started as if a serpent had
stung him,

*Blimy, you'd never——"*

“Cut that out, Dick. If you betray
the gang, the gang are done with you.
You've tried our patiencoe pretty hard
already since you've been at Greyiriars
Break with us, and we break with you
—and break you in the process!

“Every boy at Greyfriars will know
who and what Lancaster of the Sixth
Form was snd is.”

“¥You villain I breathed Lancaster.

Sugden shrugged his shoulders,

Richard Lancaster Ieaned on the side
of the car. Tho strength seemed to have
gone out of the sthletic frame. It was
ag if he had crumpled under this last
unexpected hlow,

Visions denced before his eyes—of the
kind faco of the old Head, whose

favourite pupil ha wes; of the rugged
face of Wg{lignta of the %::th, who ﬁ-ed
and trusted him; of rry Wharton

& Co.,, the juniors in whose eyes ho
was o hero. They would koow. MHe
pictured the amarzement, the horror,
the disgust in the faces he had knewn

friendly and tmﬂmi;ad —_— ”
iked, trusted,

The fellow they
admired; the magnificent Lancaster;
the great cricketer who had Leen
carried on the shoulders of & cheering
orowd-—known as s thief, a crook, a
traitor, a thing so vile that tho kindest
heart must harden agsinst him, the
kindest glance must be averted in zcorn
and contempt !

‘The unhappy boy groaned aleud.

Ho conld not bear that. Has knew
that he could not hear it. Shimy
Sugden had played a tromp curd,

The ecold, hard eves of the crook
watched him.

There was a mingling of {eelings in
Sugden’s breast, e liked tha hand-
some boy crook; he was proud of him
az the work of his own handa Ho
liked to see him pular, admired,
carrying all before him; he liked to
see him spending easily won wealth
with a careless and lavish hand; in all
hia successes and triumphs ha felt that
ha had a zhare.

But it was as the work of hizs own
hands that he liked him—as the gentle-
man oroolk, as the most valuaoble
member of the geng. To the Wizard,
his associate and comrade, Sugden
could be sll kindness, all genérosity;
gven sacrificing his own interests for 1{!13
boy'e sake. But to one who failed, one
who weakenad, one who threw over the
gang and turned his back on  his
trainer, Blimy was pitiless. : .

Thero was no mercy in his look or in
his hard heart as ho watched the
tormonted face.

For long minutes Lancaster leaned on
the car, aﬁent. broken. Greyiriars men,
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had they scon him, would hardly have
recognised him,

Hao spoke ab lash

“I'm done! Have syour way. I
couldn't face that-—you know that I
couldn’t face that! I understand your
friendship now, Slimy—the friendship
of a caf with & mouse. Bub youw've
got ma. Give me your orders.”

Perhaps, for a moment, thera was
some twinge of compunction i1n the
erack's hard heart at that utter sue.
render: bub i so, 1t was only for a
maoment.

“I'm glad you've coma to your sensos,
Diek. You'll forget all this—it's only
a mood. 1 heard the same [rom your
uncle, leng ago; but he ended as you
Enow,

“Wednesday night, at twelve, the
Weasel will be waiting for you in the
samo spot—in the grounds at Hogbea

UGrange.™

“I will be there.” Lancasler's tone
was lifeless, .

“ Now get into the car, and I'll drive
you back.”

“Let me alone.’

Without another word or & look,
Lancaster framped away. LTwenty miles
lay between him and Greyfriars, but he
did not think of that or care about
it. He tramped awai ncross the fields.

Slimy Sugden stood looking after the
slim, handsome figure, drooping a little
a5 it went, croct as Lancaster usually
carricd himself, It disappearcd from
his eyes at last, and Slimy stepped into
the car, )

Lancaster had left him, with a heart
of lead and a face of misery. But he
had left him obedient to luis master’s
voics, and that was enough. It was not
Lancaster of the Bixth, schoolboy and
ericketer, who was tramping away to Lhe
distant school. It was the * Wizard,"™
the cracker of esafes. Blimy Bugden
know it, and he was zatisfied to know
it, and there was satisfaction in his cold,
gpreasy face as he drove away in the
two-soater,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Harry Wharfon !

1 ALLO, hallo, hallo? EHere we
aro again!™
Harry Wharton was wait-
ing at the door of the House
for his friends to core in. Bob Cherry
and Johnny Bull arrived together,

Both of them grinned as they noted
the marks on the face of the capinin
of the Remove. '

“You got Pon?? asked Bob.

“Yes.” Wharton smiled a3z he pasacd
his hand over his face. “He's left me
a fow Emn'en!r? Not 50 many as [
left him, I think.”

“{Zood " eaid Johnny Bull,

“Wo met Lancaster of the Sixth, and
Lhe told us where to look for you,” sand
Tiol, “But you were gone, &0 wo Cuiio
on. What about tea? 1 darve say thg
others will be in by the time wa gos
1f ready.”

The three juniors procecded to Siundy
Mo, 1 in the Remove, where they wore
soon busy petting tea. Tea was rather
late, tho affair of Ponsonby having
taken up o good deal of time. Thy the
time it was ready Frank Nugent and
Hurree Jamsot Bam Singh came in.

The Famous Five were moro than
ready for tea. Poached egzis and
buttered toast disappearcd ab o greak
rate.  Harry Wharton gave his chums
an account of the serap with Pou-
sonby of Higholiffe, to which they
listencd with considerable satisfaction,
and there was s chortle when he told
therm how Loder had taken him to
Cuelch.

“Poor old Loder!”™ murmured Dob.
“He's frightfully sore lately over being
left out of the cricket. What the dickens
can & man expeet if he smokes in his
study and slacks at games and rots
about generally? But he seems to have
gobt over his fend with Lancaster. At
any rate, he doesn’t seem to be saying
Et_mfuhinting things about him as he

Id.

“I fancy Lancoster found some way
of shutting him up,” snid Nugent. *“It
was fime the silly ass shut up.™

“¥es, rather!” agreed Wharton,

“The rotherfulness is terrific ™ agroed
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh, But thero
was o thouwghtiul expression on the
nabob's dusky face. urree Singh was
not the fellow to tattle, but he could
not help remembering the mecting of
Lancaster and Sugden, and the Sixih
I'orm man's prevarication—to call it

A LAUCH A DAY
KEEPS THE DOCTOR
AWAY |

Herewith to.day’s tonie:

#Hi, what are you doing up
mg apple trea T asked Farmer
Qile

a angrily.

i Plgasa, sir,"* answerad the
littla boy brightly, * one of vour
apples fell down and I'm trying
to put it back again!’

The above amusing ribtickler,
submitted by Jean Imray, ™ The
Rest,” Ellington Read, Taplow,
Bucks, carrics off one of this

| week's USEFUL POCKET
b KMNIVES!

A fellow had a right to keep
had no rizlt to

caly that.
Liis own zecrets, but ha

prevaricate, and the dusky junior’s
opinion  of Richavd Lancaster had
recpived an unpleasant jolt.

“Speaking of Lancaster, I rather

¢liceked him this afiernecen on Court-
tield Common,” said Harrl,', eolonving

a little. “I was rather wikd when he
butted in between Pon and me., The
fack is, 1 was rather » hasty ass. I—J

don't suppese lie cared anything aboyt
it—"

“He's a jolly good-tempered chap,”™
said Dob,

“The best-tempered man in the Sixth,
I think, except old Wingate,” said
Harty, “I think I’ll trot along to his
5[.“{'1}‘ after tea and tell him I'm EQLLY.
1 was an ass to cheek hom.™

“MNothing like thinking before yon
speak,” said Johnny Bull. " Yeou don't
do that often enough, old chap.”

“Thanks!™ said YWharton
dreyly.

“I say, you fellows—""

rafhor

1!
Billy Bunfer blinked in at the door-
way of Study Neo. L
= %E:‘:" Jate {2 chucklcd Bob,

“We'vs Anished tea.

“The too-latefulness i3 terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter 14

“I've tea’d with Toddy,” enid Bunter,
with dignity, “Toddy had a decent
epread, for once.  But, I say, I've just
seen Lancastor come in. e locked
frightiully down in the mouth.”

“What rot!”

“Well, he did,” said Bunfer. *“Win-
gate spoke to him when he come i
and he hardly answered. He slamme
the door when he went to his study. 1L
say, you fellows, Lancaster's playing
on Wednesday, when the First Eleven
g0 over to Lantham, I was thinkin
of going over to see the game an
['alimg' ou feliows with me.”

“Awifully kind of you!” said Johnony
Bull enrcasticallv. “We couldn't get
to Lentham, I suppese, without you to
take ns”?

“What I mean is, I'm thinking of
making a party of it—hiring & car and
standing tea at the Pagoda at Lantham
afterwards,” explain Bunter. *As
you fellows are my pals, I want you to
oome, sogf

"An:.'bc:dyr!;mng out cars free, pratis,
:tr‘lﬂ for nu::!mng?!: Esked hJc]mns Bull,

il snreastie. * And is ,
LE:‘n{'hurn run on tick?" Fae Ragnie. s

Oh, really, Bull! The fuct is, I'm
expecting a postal order—"

'"!:llr, my hat "

I believe I meontioned to you fellows
that I was expecting & postal order,”
said Billy Bunter, i:-iElgnlr.in;!..;rr ab the grin-
mﬂ% five throvgh his big spectaclos.

i believe vou did ! chuckled Dob.

In fact, I believe you've mentioned it
about a thousand times !

B"i;f';ﬂumr & million!” said Johnny
L4

“Well, it hasn't come,” eaid Bunter.
‘But it's a cert for to-morow. It's
from one of my titled relations, vou
know, X

«and T ohall

“An snall stand tho exeursion to
Lantham out of it. Will you fellows
join up®*
CUWe'll wait till the postal order has
jeined up, I think.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

"OE course, there's a possibility that
thero mar be a delay in the post,”
ndmitted Bunter. “It's not likely, but
it's possible. In that case I should
expect my friends to lend me o pound
or two temporarily.”

“Now we're getting to the milk in tha
erry.

coconut ! remarked Bob Ch

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, reallv, Cherre! T think—>»

“Gammon I said Bob. “You don't!

. on't !

If vou eould ihink vou'd Lknow that
that postal order slory won't waesh. Aas
a matter of fack, we're going over to
Lantham to s¢e the cricket match. But
were not gomg an your car, Dunter.
Too jolly expensive to a fellow when
vou stand him & car,”

“Beast ™

“We're biking it,. On the whole, wo
won't rely on that postal order,” snid
Lol shaking lus head,

“Well, Tl tell yon what,” said
Dumber.  “If my postal order comes in
time, I'll stand a cor and a feed at

Lantham. If it docsn't, vou fellows
stand the car and the feed, and T'H do
the same on St JJim's day. You fellows
would like to go over to St. Jim's when
the Fivst Fleven play there. What do
vou eay

“ Rata ™

“The ralfulness 1s terrific

“Well, look here,. I'll come over to

Tie Macser Liprary,—No. 1,215,
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Lantham on Wodneeday on my jjigger,”
said Bunter, “I m&maa you'll mend
the punctures ready, Cherry "

" Buppose again !”

“It wants o new chain, too, You'll
sce to that, won't you, Wharton?"

“No fear|™

“ And one of the pedals is gone,” went
on Bunter. *“Think you could fix me
up with a new pedal, Bull??

“Not in the least |¥
"1 can jolly well tell you fellows that
if you want me to come vou'll have to
do tho decent thing about my hike ¥
anid Dunter warmly. L

“Can’t you come unless your bike 1s
mended 7 azked Bob.,

“No, I can't.”

“Then we'll jolly well see that 1t 1sn't

mended. If T eatch any fellow monding
it, I'll give him a thick ear!™

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Beast!” roared Dunier. And he

rolled out of Btudy No, 1, leaving the
Famous Five chuckling.

Harry Wharton rose from the table.

Il get along and see Lancaster, as
Bunter =ays he's come in,” he re-
marked : and he left the study.

In the Sixth Form passage Wharton
ifpptf.i nt Lancaster's door and opened
1t.

It was growing dusky now, but there
was no light on in the study. For a
moment Wharton thought that the room
Wils empiy.

Then he gave a start of surprise.

Lancastor of the Sixth was seated ot
the table, his elbows resting on it, and
his head sunk in his hands,

He was quite motionless, and it was
evident that he had not heard the junior
tap at the door, and had not heard the
deor open.

Back into Wharton's mind flashed
what Bunter had said: that Lancaster
of the Sixth had looked frightiully
“down " when he camoe in,

He locked “down ™ enough now.

Wharton stared at him, seceing little
mere than the top of his head, with its
thick, brown hair. Lancaster did not
move, He did mnot know that the
junlgr was thers, and the situntion waos
awkward for Wharton.

Lancaster’s attitude was that of a
fellow sunk in the decpest dejection; o
fellow in the last depth of trouble.

Never before had Wharton, or any
Greyfriars fellow, seen tho handsome
Sixth-Former  looking  anything  but
bright and pleasant and cheerful. If
black care ate into his hoars, he never
allowed it to be rovealed in his face.

Now, alone in his study, he had, for
onee, given way utterly, to such an
extent that he was blind and deaf to
his surroundings.

It was amazing that he had not
Lheard the tap on the door, that he had
not heard the door open, that he did
not know that the jumior was standing
there looking at lmm., Wharton stood
silent, not koowing what to do.

What terrible trouble was it that had
strock Lancaster down like this? What
could 1t mean?

A long minute dragged by, and still
Lancaster did not move. His face re-
mained buried in his hands, and a [aint

sound came from him—a long, deep
eigh. It touched the junior's heart
strangely.

Wharton backed silently to the door.

Only too well ho realised how the
Sixth-Former weuld hate having been
seent thus; what a deep wound it would
e to his pride. Wharton was only
anxtous to spare ham that wound.

He backed softly and swiftly into the
passage, and drew the deor shut after

Tue Magner Lipnary.—No, 1,215,

him., PBut he need not have been so
careful; Lancaster heard nothing, saw
nothing, He was oblivious to every-
thing, For cnes his strenpgth and
courago had crumpled wp. In those
hlack moments e was at the bottom of
an ahyss,

In the passage, after shutting the
door, Wharton hesitated. He was
amazed and disquieted by what he had
gseem. It chimed in strangely with
yague doubta that had, in spite of him-
self, hardly realised by himself, risen
in his mind in repard to Richard
Lancaster,

Was that hopeless figure, sunk in
despair, the handsome and magnificent
Lancaster—the fellow CGreyfriars knew
and admired ! What secret carking care
could have prostrated him liko this?

Wharton would have gone, but it
came into his mind that any Sixth
Form man might drep into the study
at any moment to gee Lancaster. Win-
rate might come to speak about the

antham match, or 8ykes, or Gwynne—
anyone, in fact. And if they saw him
like thiz—m

It did not take the junior long to
decide. He lifted his hand and knocked
on the door—nob the uswal top, but a
loud hang, That was certain to rouse
the Bixth Ferm man. And thiz time
he waited to be told to come in heforo
he opencd the door.

He heard a movement in the sindy.
That loud kneek had startled the Sixth-
Fermer from the lethargy into which ho
had sunk.

“Come in 1*

It was Lancaster's
voice that called,

Wharton opened the door slowly.
e wanted to give the zenior time to
recover himself., But Lancaster did not
need it

When the junior entered, he szaw the
usual Lanecaster standing i:-:.r the table
—calm, cheerful in  countenance,
smiling.  The change in him was
amazing; Wharton could almoest have
believed that that sunken figure at the
table had been a figment of his imagina-
tion. The fcllaw’s self-contral wwas
wonderfal: and Wharton knew—knew
beyond the shadow of a doubt—that he
must he playing a part.

“0h, you, Wharton !" said Lancaster.
Jis tone was even, his smile friendly
and genfal, “You look as if you had
had a rather vigorons argument with
that Higheliffo man.”

usuaal pleasant

“Yes," stammered Harry. He was
taken n]iuﬂ.ck and confused. ¢I—I
Camg—"

“Fire away!”

“J—1 was rather cheeky this afier-
ngon, Laneaster. T'm sorey! I—I
thought I'd tell vou o [

Lanecaster laughed.

“That’s all right, kid !
worry you !

“1 was a checky ass to speak as I
did,” said Harry.

“That's all right.”

Lancastor dismissed him with a nod.
The junior withdrew and closed the
study door. As ho went down the pas-
sage Wingata of the Bixth paszed him.
Thoe Greyiriars captain stopped at Lan-
caster’s door, and wdént .

Wharton, as he hurried away, was
glad that he had rouzed Lancaster;
otherwize it was certain Wingato would
{1;1:15 scen him as Wharton had seen
Hm.

But the junior’s mind wns sorely
troubled as he wont away. ITe liked
Dick Lancaster, admired him, respected
him, as all his comrades did, as almast
all Greyfriars did. And yet—and
yet—-

It was long before Wharton could

Don't let that

THE MAGNET

dismiss from hiz mind the picture of
that sunken figure in the Sixth Form
study. And cven when he dismissed it
at last, it haunted the back of his
mind ; 1t was not to be wholly dismissed,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Cricket at Lantham !

1 OLLY day !” said Bob Cherry.
“The jollyfulness:is tervific'™
It was a glorious aftornocn at
the end of May. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. were in the best of spirits as
they wheeled out their bikes for the
ride to Lantham.

Wednesday was a8 half-heliday, and
the chums of the Remove were not the
only ones, by dozens, who were going
over to Lantham that afterncon.

Early in the day Wingato and the
great men of the First Eleven had gone
to play Lantham on their own ground.
And in the afternoon half Greyfriars
was likely to ba on the scene.

Coker of the Fifth was starting on his
motor-hike. Potter and Greene both
declined a lift behind Coker—perliaps
because life was sweet—and went hy
train. Hobson and a crowd of the 2heil
went to catch the Redclyffe motor-bus.
Temple of the Fourth had hired a car,
which was packed with as many of the
Fourth az it would hold, and one or two
OvVier.

Vernon-Smith of the Remove had a

car, oo, with several friends in it; the
Bounder had plenty of mioney ta spend.
Push-bikes were good cnough for Harry
Wharton & Co., and they liked the ride
25 well as the prospect of seeing the
ericket match.
_ Billy Bunter was going, too, accord-
ing to his own statement; but as his
bike was gtill in its usual state of dis-
repair, and as his celebrated postal
order had not arrived, alter all, Bunter
had to solve the problem of tramsport
sorehow,

“1 soy, you fellows——""

“Good-byve, Bunter ! called nut Bob
Cherry, as he put a leg over his machine,

"1 sev, old chap, hold on 2 minute 1™
Bunter came puffing up. “I say, which
of you men is going to give me a life
to Lontham behind him

“The whichfulness s teyrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Dear man ! grinned Bob Cherry.

“I'll stand behind you, if you like,
Wharton,"” =aid Bunter,

“I don’t like, old fat man! I can't
pull a ton uphill,” chuckled the captain
of the Remove,

- r{Il:lh, rézlal]}r& Wharton i

“Try Bhanks’ pony,” suggested Bob
Cherry. “Ten MHEB on your hoofs will
bring down your fat a little, old
porpoise 17

“Deast! Are you going to give me
o lift, Nugent. #"

“FProbably not!” grinned Nugoent.

“1 say, {'{m fellows, don't bike awav
while a fellow's talking to you. Leond
me a couple of bob for my bus fare !
howled Donter. *1 can pet the motor-
bus most oi the way, but I've run ous
of tin—-"

“(Oh, Lkother!™ said Wharton, “You
don't want to see o cricket match, you
fat ass! You don't care twopenco albouc
cricket.™

“Well, a lot of my friends will ho
tening at the Pagoda, and they will
EEEEEE- to see me,” said Bunter.

LE]

I fanecy your friends won't thank
me for lending you your bus fare,”
said Wharton, laughing. " But hero

you are,”

Heo tossed o two-shilling pirce to the
fat junior. mounted hiz machine, and
followed Lis friends.
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Bunter grabbed the coin, and started
for the nearest motor-bus step. Dilly
Bunter was not keenly inferested in the
First Eleven match at Lantham. But
he was deeply interested in the fact
that a crowd of Greyiriars men were
»:-E;min to “tea™ at the Pagoda bun-
shop.

Among so many toa-partics, DBunter
had no doubt that he would he able to
wedge .in, and prove to be the Pagoda’s
best customer that day.

So Billy Bunier rolied away cheerfully
on the motor-bus, while IIarry Wharton
& Co. pedalled away on push-bikes
equally cheerfully.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo, there's jellv old
Fon!" exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the
Famous Five swept in a bunch down
the lane that led towards the Redelvffeo
road.

Four elegant fellows were sirolling
loftily along the lane—Ponsonby.

“ Well caught, Laneaster ! ** yelled Bob Cherry, waving his arms
and catching the junlor mearest him a stinging cut beneath the right ear.

the lane. Nugetit and Hurree Singh
and Johnny Bull, who were ahcad of
their companions, shot onward, unaware
of what had happened ; while Wharton,
barely eseapinﬁ a fall, jumped from
his machine. Bob Cherry leaped down
at the same moment.

There was no time to return and
reach Ponsonby & Co. They were in
swift retreat. Bob jerked an apple
from his pocket, which had been in-
tended for light refreshment during the
cricket match ot Lantham,

There was another whiz,

“ Yarogoooh!” yelled Ponsonby.

Bob’s aim was unerring, It wac a
large apple, and a hard one. It ernshed
on the side of Ponsonby’s head and sent
him spinning,

o rolled down the bank,
sprawled in the dusty lane, yelling.

“One gooad turm descrves enother !”

and

1 £ ; ;Fr..r

excitedly
111

happened to be Bunfer, and there was a fiendish yell.

(adsby, Monson, and Vavasour, ol

Highelifie Scliool.

Dol Cherry waved his hand in cheery
salute, and received a black glare from
Ponsonby in return.

The eyelists swept by; and FPonsonby,
with an evil glitter in his eves, stooped
and picked up a stone from the road.

His companions grinned as he took
aim at one of the riders from behind.

Whiz!

Thera
Wharton, i

The misstle ennght him in the middle
of the back, with a sharp rap, and he
Inrehed on hiz bike, which went rocking
wildly, and almost overturned.

“Hook it1” grinned Ponsonby

The four Highelifiians scrambled
hastily wp the steep grassy bank besido

was & vell from Harry

grinned Db, “Tt was worth the apple.
Hurt, old man?”

Wharton did not answer.

Ho ran back along the lane, leaving
his bike, with his 0sts clenched and his
eyes Hashing.

Ponsonby scrambled to his feet.

His head vas singing from tho crash
of the apple, and he gasped for breath,
But at the sight of Wharton specding
towards him he scrambled desperately
up the stecp bank after hiz comrades.
But for Bob's prompt shot with the
apple he would have escaped casily
enough—Gadsby and Monson and Vava-
sour had already disappeared through
the high hedgo a.ﬁﬂm‘ But delays were
dangerous! Wharton ran hke a deer,
and roached the Higheliffe fellow before
he could reach the hedge. His grasp

13

closed on Ponsonby's ankle, and the
dandy of Highcliffe was drn%ged back.

For a sccond time Pousonby bumped
down in the lane.

“ Now, you cur—"' panted Wharton.

“Let go!” screamed Ponsonby, as the
Greyiriars junior grasped him by the
collar and proceeded to rub his featurca
in the dry mud of the lane.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” reared Bob., *“Give
him beans, old bean!”

“"Owl Ow! Groooogh! Qoogh!™
spluttered Ponsonby. “Leggo! Owl
Help!”

Gadsby and Monson and Vavasouy

TL
lf@ﬂ;

locked down {rom the hedpe at the 1o
of the bank. DBut the Co. had circle
haek on their machines by thiz time,
and the Higheliffe theeo did not venture
down. They were not anxious for an
encounter with the hard hitters of the
Remove; and the dandy of Higheliffo
was left to take his medicine on hia
oW,

It was rather bitter medicine., With
an acho in his hack where the stono
had struck him, Wharton put his boeef
into the matter. Ponsonby was left
wondering whether he had any fecatures
loft by tﬁc time the Greyfriars junior
had finished rubbing them in the hard

that will

mud,
“I think do!” gasped
{Continueed on pane 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

Wharton, “You rotter, vou'll think
twice belore you buzz stones at a
fellow’s back agarin.”

“The twicefulness will be terrifie!™
chuclded Hurree Jomset Ram Singh.

0 & on[" said Harry.
The Famous Five remounted and rode
onward. No more whizzing stones

fallowed them. The consequencos of
tuat method of warfare were altogether
too painful for the Higheliffe knuis.

Ponsonby staggered to his feet.

Under s coating of dust, his face
was ecrimson with fury.

Oh  gad?!”  murmored Monson.
“That Greyiriars brotc has made a
nicture of Pon™

“ Absolutely ! said Vavasour.

“You roiten funks, why didn't vou
coma and help me?" shrieked Ponsonby,
siaring wp at his friends. “ You sncak-
mg cowards !’

“Ohk, rats! Why didn't you help
vourself ! retorted Gadsby.,  “It was
man to man, wasn't 47 Only one of
them touched wou,™

* Absolutely 1" agreed Vavasour.

Porsonby's reply was a stream  of
language that would have czrned him
the  “sack,”” even from Higheliffo
Achool, had his headmaster heard him,

After which, Cecil FPonstonby pro-
creded in seareh of & much-needed
wash, scowling blackly, while hiz com-
wudes suppressed. their grine,

Meanwhile, the Famous Five of Grev-
friars rode clheerily on their way, dis-
wissing Ponsonby & Co. from their
minds, thongh Harry Wharton, at
lcast, was destined to be reminded of
them before that dax was out,

Miles slid under the rapid wheels of
ilie machines; and the town of Lantham
appeared ahead at last,

When the chums of the Remove,
having put wp their machines, came
into the Lantham C.C. ground, a roar
of cheering and & storm of hand-
clapping "greeted their cars.

“Halle, hallo, hallo!™ ejaculated Bohb
Cherry, “ Whe—"

“ Lancaster 1" exelaimed Wharton.

A hundred Greyxfriars voices woero
shonbing :

“Well hit !

“Bravo [

* ood old Lancaster ™

Poter Todd logked round at the
Famous Five with o cheery grin, Toddy

was packed in a erowd of juniors who
ad come over by frain.

“It's another boundary,”
“ Boundarics are cheap to-dav!
raan Lancaster ean hit.”

“THHurrah

Harry Wharton & Co. settled down
cheerfully to watch, And the mame was
worth watching.

he said.
That

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Catch of the Season !

66 SAY, vou fellows!™
H MNobody answered Buntor.
o ) ﬁ:l.-}’_”
“Dry up, old fat man ! znid
nh Cherry over his shoulder,
“ 0h, really, Cherry ——*
Tag Macrer Lerany.—No. 1,215,

“Cheeso it1”

Billy Bunter snorted.

It was not King Cricket that had
drawn the Owl of the Remove into tho

. packed ranks of the spectators on the

Lantham ground. Bunter was thinking
ﬂf_ﬂ'lﬂ;-ttf!:'ﬁ much more important than
erickaot.

‘The sun was sinking over the Kentish
downs. It had beem a great game;
and it was getting near to o close Linish,
It had drawn a big crowd of Lantham
folk and a big crowd of Greyiriars
men, All were watching keenly. Harry
Wharton & Co. had forgotten time and
space. It was no bme for Bunter to
buti in,

Bunter did not mind that, however.
He had discovered the Famous Five in
the crowd, and succceded in wedging
his way towards them. And Dunter
was not 1o he denied.

“I say, you fellows—*" he recom-

menced,
“H  Lancaster gets the  ball
again " murmured Johony Bull.

1 say—="

Bob Cherry glared round at the Owl
of the Remove. )

“Will you dry up, you fat ass?* hc
demanded.

“The esteemed silence i1z golden,”
said Hurree Jamset Bam Singh. * The
Jawfulness i3 not the proper caper, my
idiotic Dunter.”

“0Ohn, really, Inky——"

“Kick him; you fcllows!” called out
Yornon-Smith,

“Deast! I say, Bob, you might tell
a chap how the game's geing!” said
Bunter reproachfullyv. *“You know I'm
short-sighted.”

Bunter, as a matter of fact, did net
care two straws—or one—how the gamo
was going. But he was aware that
the soft answer turneth away wrath.
Bob was not proof against that appeal.
I1e did not want to take his eyos off the
game for n moment; he had hardly
taken them off for a minute during the
hours that the Famous Five had
watched through that golden May after-
noon. But he gave Dunter a little
attention now,

“0Oh, all right!* he said.
want to know Lhat i

“You know how awfully keen I am
on ericket!™ said Bunter,

“Hf you

“Oh, my hat! Well, we batted first,™
sald Pob, “We" of course, meant
Greyitiars, " Woe kad 140 for the first
innings and 150 for the sceond. That's
290, if vou can work it out.”

“Tg it¥" satd Buntor,

“Lantham took 130 in  their first

innidgs, " continued Bob. *They're at
the end of their second innings now=-
159 for nine wickets.”

“Are they?" said Dunter.

These figures represented nothing to
Bunter, who did not take the mental
trouble to put iwo and two together,
He did not realise what a thrilling con-
juncture they indieated.

“Ho vou see " concluded Bob,

Bunter did not see.

“They want one more to f1e and two
to win,” said Bob, putting it in swwords
of ane syllable, as it were, to make it
intellect.

clear to Buoter’s  limited
“We've got total 23, they've pot 289—
got that?™”

“Oh wves!” agreed DBunter. I say,

1r

YOU—
“*Dou t. say anything; no nced for
you to talk. It's wouch end go since
they've got their last man in. Plenty
of time for them to knock up runs be-
fore stumps ace dreawn”
“On, yes.: [ say—"

" Lancaslor bowled the last over—
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that's what brought their last man in,
He did the hat-trick.”

“Ind he? I 5&%’ *

“If he was bowling now, it would be
all UP for Lantham,” continued Bob.

" Would it? I say—"

“But he isn't, worse luck,” snid Bob,
“Sykes is bowling.”

“Is he? I gay—="

“Can’t you see he is, fathead ! Don's
you know Sykes of the Sixth by aight?
If E;;;Icea knocks over a wicket we win—
soe f

“Shall we? I say—»"

“But he doesn’t secm able to do it,*
sald Bob Cherry, *“And that Lantham
batsman isn't bad, either. If he bags
a single they tie”

:Il.llf'u they? I spy—>™

“If he bags two, where are we?
demanded Bob. °

“LEh? We're on the Lantham
Cricket Ground,” said Bunier, blinking

at him, surprized by the question,

" You b&l!:]ightud :l;:diﬂti"

“0Oh, really, Cherpy——"

“If that Launtham man bags two
we're beaten '™ roared Dob.,

“Are we? T say——"

“For poodness' sake, shut up,
Bunter !” exclaimed Harry Wharton

“When that ball comes in they're bowl-
ing the last of the over.”

*But I say—"

“Use your eyes, fathead, and give
your chin a resgl™

The juniors watched the ficld cagerly.
The game, hotly eontested all through
the hours thit the chums of the Remove
had watched, was close to g thrilling
climax. Had Lancaster of the 2ixth
been bowling that over, mo Greyiriars
muan  doubied that he weuld have
knocked over & wicket and won the
game for Greyfriars, That, perhapa,
was scarcely just to Bykes, whe was a
first.-clasz howler, and scemed unable
te touch the Lantham man. But Dick
Laneaster, magnifcent batsman as ha
wag, was alzo & wizard with the ball,
and he had performed the “hat-trick ™
in each of the Lantham innings,

No runs had materialised from thoe
last over, =0 far, and the crowd watched
with all their eyes. A single run would
make it a te; two runs would make
it & win. In the next over, if thero
was o nﬁzi, Latl-.‘:-ugter w?ul{lhhﬂwi
agaln, an ut “paud Y to Lantham—
u?f‘ the lf}rl;rﬁfria:ura[ah'L men wore suro of
that. The present over was, in the
omnion of Greviriars, Lantham's last
chance.  Probably Lantham held &
different opinion. Buf there il was!

And so the last ball of that ovec waa
a theilling affair. If the Lantham bats-
man hit it away, the game was a gonar
—for Greyiriars. 1t was anybody'a
game now.

“1 say, you fellows —"*

Bob Chérry jammed an elbow into
Bunter’s fat ribs. Bunler's fat voice,
in thosa thrilling moments, was as
irritating as the 1Euzzi'ng; of a wasp.

“Ow!™ gasped Bunter.

He shut up at last. Matters much
more impértant than cricket had to be
neglected &l the game was over, that
was clear. Bunter snorted, and blinked
ot the green field and the white figurcs
dotiting 1it, through his big spectacles,
with an impatient blink. He wanted
those fathcads to get done with it, so
that he could get down to things that
really matiered—such as tea ot the
Pagoda.

“There he poes!” breathed Frank
Nugent.

“Oh, bowl—bowl{" groaned Bob
Cherry, as SBykes proceeded to prepare
for the last ball of the over, with what
secmed to Robert Cherry ezasperatiog
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elowness. “Bowl, you assl Can't the
man mova?

“He won't get that wicket ! said
ithe Bounder, * Syvkes can’t touch that
Lantham man. And if he hits out this
Lime——"

“Look out for a eatch in the field,”
said Hedwing, ]

“That man hasn't given any catches
so far.” . )

“0h, shut up, Smithy !” growled Bol.
“Is that man never going to bowl?
Lan't he get 0 move on !

“He's going,” said Johuny Bull.

“If only old Lancaster was bowling !
groaned Bob.

“YWell, he isn't. Sykes 1=n't bad,”
gald Harry Wharton, ““Oh, my hat!
Uh, my only summer hat! Oh!”

The click of bat and ball rang aeross
o silont field. The Lantham man hed
played n cautioug game through that
over, so far. Now be hit out, and the
leather flew.

Bob Cherry suppressed a groan.

“The game's wup!” breathed
Bounder.

The leather was whizzing; the bats-
men were ronning, The game was up
for Greyfriars, unless——- But another
figure was running—a lithe, graceful
figure, with feet that seemed hardly to
touch the greensward. A shout roso
{rom Greyfriars that swelled to a roar.

“ Lancaster! Lancaster 1™

Lancaster of the Bixth did not even
hear the roar. He was moving hike a
lightning fash. Now he swerved,
turned, Eis handsome head thrown back
his eyes fized on the leather that seemed
1o flont down into his upheld hand.

Dack he went—back, bending, still
watching the leather—and all eyes
watched him, almest in enguwiszh, It
was & matter of a split second, but it
seemed like an age. Would he do it?
No—yes! No! Yeos—yes!

Tho faint sound of a smack as o ball
met a palml

Then a terrific roar.

“ Canght 1

“Oh, well caught I

“Well eaught, sir!” )

Yiob Cherry hurled his cop into the
nir. He yelled at the top of his voice.
'The ball was in Lancaster's hand.

“Ceught ! shrieked Dob. He waved
kis arms excitedly, and ecaught the
nearest fellow just bencath the right
car. It was Billy Bunter, and there
was & fendish yell from Dunier as he
collapsed in the grass under that hearty
smack., “Cought! Caught !”

“ Yargooh 1V ;

*The eatchiulness 1a terrifie !

“Caught! Oh, mughtl"

“Bravo, Lancaster ™

“ Greyfriars wins !

the

arrah

“"Ow! TYou've busted my back!
Wow 1?

“Hurrah! Hurrah! Geod old Lan-
caster! Bravol”

Wingate of the Sixth rushed up to
Lancaster. He thumped him on the
back, with a thump that made him
stagger. Lancaster gasped and grinned.
Round the field the Greyfriarz mob
worg roaring. Tho clapping of hands
rang like machino-gun fire. Fellows
tossod their caps into the air, careless
where thoy came dewn, or whether they
ever camo down at all. A surgmgs mob
gurrounded Lancaster of the Bixth,
yelling and cheering. ;

“Tan't he o prize-packet?” gasped
Bob Cherry, “Isn't he a conghdrop?
Isn't he the jolly old goods? What?

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Hurrah *

“It’a the catch of the scason!”
chuckled Bob. * The jullf old catch of
the secason!  Bunter, old {at man,
wg've won! Hurrah!”

“1 =zay, you fellows, what about tea "

“Fathead! Hurrah!”

Only Billy Bunter was thinking of
tea, though 1t was late for tes. Grey-
friars had beaten Lontham. And Lan-
caster of the SBixth had won the gamo
for the school with the catch of the

i I
|

WELL DONE, SCOTLAND!1
GIRL READER WINS A
TOPPING PRIZE

for sending in the OCreyfriars

limernick

lustrated below: |

Bl

ckena to pay |

One of this week’s Splendid
Books has been dispatched to
MiseNellie Scott, of 27, Hartington
Road, Aberdeen, Scotland, for her
winning effort.

Set to work
of these useful

*Thera were lines and the di

lads, and bag cne
prizes |
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season! And the Greyiriars men
cheered Dick Lancastor till theiy chroats
worg hoarse and husky,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bold, Bad Bunter !

L OLD: on!” gosped
H Bunter. ) )
In the surging, excited

~erowd  that  streamed off
the ericket ground, the Owl of the
Remove had Jost the Famous Five,
But he found them again as they were
wheeling out their bikes to take the
road home te Greyirinrs.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in great
spirita. They had had a hoppy ofter-
noon  watching the finish of o great
game. They had seen their zchool win,
And the fellow who was a liere in their
boyish cyes hod made the winning
catch. Lanecaster had scen them in the
crowd, and given them o kingd noed.
And a nod from the great ericketer was
glory nnd distinetion. It wuas no won-
der that the Famous Five were fecling
werry and bright,

“Hallo, halle, halla!  Here's the
jolly old porpoise again, turning up like
% bad penny!” sajd lloh,  “ Feeling
bucked, Bunter ¥
* "I'm hungry”™

“Well, come to think of i, I'm ready
for tea,” said Bob. " The =ooner we

Billy

get home  the  belter,  Geod-bye,
BPunrer [
“(h, really, Cherry! Wlat about

tes at the Pagoda?™ ]

“No time, fathead ! sald Wharton,
“We've barely time to get back to the
schodl before lock-up.” .

“Lots of fellows will be late to-day,”
zaid Bunter. *Thera was o crowd at the
Pogoda this nfternoon, you fellows, while
vou were blinking at that game,
T.hcrught vou would be coming in, but you
hadn®t sense cnough to come over for toa.
1 had hardly 2 snack. I zay, you :[Eﬂﬂn:-'ﬁ,
let’'s go and tea at the Pagoda now.’

“ And what are we to tell Queleh, fat-
head

“You can tell him vou had o lot of
punctures snd had to wait at Lantham
while they were mended,” sugposted
Bunter brightly.

“Wa haven't had any puncturcs, fat-
hicad.” $

“I wish you'd keep to the point”
said Bumter., “I c¢an tell you I'm
hungry. 1'1l stand a spread at the
Pagoda. I mean, one of :E'v:.u fellows can
lend me some tin and Il settle out of
my postal order——"

“Time wea wore offl]"”
Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull! ILook here, how
am [ to get back?™ demanded Bunter.

“Pus, or train, or Shanks' pony !"" sug-
gested Bobs

“That meana heing late, and o jaw
from Quelch. I don’t mind being late
if wa hpgve tea at the Pagoda. It's
worth it. DBog—"

“Waell, ass, yvou should have storted
hefore. You didn’t want to see the
cricket, anyhow.”

Bunter enorted. Cricket, certainly,
Liad not kept him in Lantham that after-
noon. He had haunted the Dbunshop
most of the time, picking up a trifle bero
and there from Greyiriars men who
camo in to tea. DBut chiefly ho had
locked forward to a spread after the
match. And there was to be no spread,
50 far ms the IF'amouws Five were con-
cerned | It really was hard cheese!l TE
there was to be no epread Bunter was
anxions to get back in time to avoid

Toee Macxer LIBRART.—No, 1,215,
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“jaw,” lines, and a possible licking,
from his Formi master.

“Now, look here,” said Bunter, “the
_train's gone, whila T was looking for you
fellows., "The motor-bus to Courthield "i'i’!."
be too late. One of you fellows will
have to give me a lift on a bike.”

“You bothering ass!”  exclaimed
Wharton, *If you'd gone to the station,
instead of haunting us like a fat ghost
O —

 Beoast [ ‘

“You can get the motor-bus,” said
Harrv. “If you get off & mila this sidao
of Courtheld and take the footpath
acrpss the park st Haogben Grange you
will get back in time for lock-up.”

“Why, i‘ﬂll gsilly chump ! pgasped
Tiunter. “It's half a mile. across Hoghen
Grange, and another mile on to the
s iool——" .

“Well, that’s the only way,” said
Harry.

“You can give me a lift on your bike

and—'
“Fathond [ ]
“ywell, I’ tell you what,” =aid
Bunter., “You tuke the bus, Whirton,

angd walk home from Hogben Grange.
And lend me vour ke, Bee?”

“Wha-a-at 7"’

“Dion't be scifish, you know,” urged
Runter. “I could never stand selfish-
ness, It's mean!”

“My only hat! Vou fat chump—"

“wWell, can I have the bike !’ asked
Eunter.

He laid his fot hands on Wharton's
jizger. )

Mo ! roarcd-¥Wharton.

“Reast! Well, Inok Here, lend me
a beb for the bus'

“I've lent you that already once, you
fat image!”

“If yon muoan that two-bob bit, I had
to pay my fare to Lantham, and I had
to have o snoacle——"

“Oh, dey up!” exclaimed Wharton.
“1 can find another job. It's worth that
to lose sizht of you till lock-up™

(9] 'EF“ !1 1}: :

Harry Wharton ran his hands through
hiz pochets in scarch of a shilling. There
was a sly gleam in Billy Bunter's littlo
round oyes, behind his biz round
snectacles. The way out of Lantham lay
down & long hill, and once a fellow was
on a bike, going down that hill free.
wheeling, that fellow was fairly sale
from capture, Billy Bunter could be
strategic. iz fat brain was evolving
a sktratagem now

Wharton had to let the bike go, as-ho
folt through his pockets for the noces.
sury shilling. Bunter was holding the
bike. The other bikes were resting
azainst a fence,

Bunter, whose movements generally
resombled thoso of o tifed snail, acted
with sudden and unexpected prompiness,

While Wharton was running his hauds
thrbugh his pockets and the other fellows
standing by their machinez, tha fat
janior made a sndden spring inte the
sadidle of fhe hilo

Had pedailing begn rnqllﬁrl:'{], the fat
Cwl of the Remove certainly would never
have got awny with . In fact, he
woutld not have tried it on.

But the long hill sloped down before
him, angd the instant he was in the
exddle Dunter shot aWLY.

Tha bievela fairly whizzed.

Harry Wharton spun round after Tum.
For the moment ho did not grasp the
sly Owl's intention.

“You fat duffer! Bring that bike
back I'* he roared. “Here's vour bob [

Bunter did not answer. Fle did not
look back. He drove et the pedals~-an
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casy task on a steep slope. The bike
went like an arrow.

“What is the faut idiok up to?"' ex-
claimed Bob Chergy.

Wharton gove a sudden yell.

. “_{Th‘:[c?ﬂwilln}i_nl He's riding my bike!
He rushed after William Goorge

Bunter.

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob.

The felonious intention of the astute
Owl dawned on the Famous Five all ab
once. They started after the vanishing
fat form whizzing down the hill

“After him!%? yelled Nugent.

*T'll get him!™ gasped Bob.
catch the fat rotter |

He threw his leg over his machine.

“"Hold on!” exclaimed Wharton,

Bunter was aiready vanishing round
a curve of the hilly road. “Hgold on,
youw men " :

“ But he's got the hike—"

“Hold on! You won't catch him
before yon get to the bottom of the hill,
and that's nearly two miles. 1 shall
have to walk, and you'll have to wait
for me. We shall be late for lock-up.”

“We'll serag Buntor——*

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Beragging Bunter won't get us back
to echeol before Gesling locks us out,
I'll take the bus. Let Eim rip !"

Evidently, 1t was the only way.
Bunter was out of sight, going swiftly
downhill. He could not be recaptured
Lefore the bottom of the hill was
rcached ; and it was possible, too, that
the astute Owl would turn off the road,
in which case he would not be cap-
tured at_all, Ha,rrgr Wharton laughod
again. Tt was rathor exasperating to
he deprived of his bike, but Bunter as
a bold, bad raider was rather enters
taining.

“After all, T can do it on the bus and
Buanter couldn't,” spid Harry, “He
would craw!l in hours latd if he had to
walle from Hogben Grange. I hope the
fat duffer won't break lis neck, 1
fz}m::.' he will be sorry he raided that
bike when he comes to RedelyiTe Hill,
You fellows get off, and I'll cut across
and Fet the motor-bus. There's still
Lot ™

“Right-ho! We'll kick Dunter when
wa catch him up " said WNugent,

“ Do—hurd 1"

Four members of the Co. mounted
their machines and whizzed off in the
direction DBunter had taken. Harry
Wharton walked over to the market
sq[upre amnd  boarded the motor-bus,
which was about to start. Wharton had
had a happy afterncon, and was in
cheery spirits, which, perhaps, helped
him to tolerate Bunter's anties with
natient ec!unnimity. But he Httle
droamed what the strange sutcome was

to be as the motor-hus rolled outb of
Lantham. ;

l'f]’:r!l

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby's Vengeancs |

£ Q0K oub ! muttered Gadsby.
E “What the doore!" grunted
Fonsonlyy,
Ponsonby’s eves plinted.

Pon was in a bad temoper that after-
noon. His features were still feeling
the effects of a severe rubbing in hard
mud. Morcover, the Highel [ﬂ:‘n%-muts had
zpont most of the afternocon at the Threoo
Fishers, up the river, in s hilliards-
room, where one of their undesirable
acquaintances had cleared them out of
n pood deal of their pocket-money. They
had smolied innumerable cigareties, and
were feeling the offccts of them.  All
four of the Higheliffe knuts wore tire
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aod irritable, and Ponsonby was the
most savage-tempered of the four.

They wore following a grassy path
through the park at Hogben.Grange on
their homeward way when Goadsby
glanced back and gave the warning.

l He had cought a glimpse of a Giray-
riars junior coming along the th
behind the .'l-li;glmliﬂ'éﬁg quartﬁtm. i

“That cad Wharton 1” muttered Foo-
sonby, clenching his fists,

Hoe stopped.

“Here, hold om, you ass™ exelaimed
Monson, in alarm, “Don't start a row
with those ¢ads! Let them puss.”

“Chuck it, Pon! said Vavasour,
cqually alarmed. “I'm not goin' to
surap with that gang—absolutely.

Ponzonby snecred,

“There’s only one of the gang,” le
said. “The others aren't with him.”

Z:Timy were all together——*

Th%’_ra not togother now.™
_ The lghﬂlifﬁuns locked back, watch-
ing the Greyfriars fellow as le came
swinging slong tho path,

Wharton had not observed them wyet.

Hpe was not thinking of his old enemies
of Higheliffe; indeed, ho had forgotten
the existence of Ponsonby & Co.
. The Highcliffe Lknuts had been foung-
ing along slowly., Wharlon, walking
vigoroutly and swiftly, woas quickly
ovirtaking them,

He had dropped from the motor-bus
on the Redelytfo road, to take tho short
cut ncross to the school, by way of
Hoghen Grange  and  Courtfield
Common. By that route thero was time
to reach Greyfriars before lock-up, but
he had no time to lose. 8o he was put-
ting his best foob foremost, so to spoak,

onsonby & Co. watched him coming
on. Pon made a sign to his comrades,
and they backed into the thick folingo
beside the path.

“He's alone!” whispered Pon, his
eves gleaming,

“Where the dooce are the other
ends?” muttered Gadsby., “They wore
all togother on bikes, when we saw them
this afternoon.”

“That doesn't matter. He's alone
now—you can sco that the other rotters
are nowhere about.™

- Absolutely I murmured Vavasour.

We've got him!” breathed Pon-
sonby. He passed ~his hand over his
face. “TI'll make him pay nowt By
gad, I'll make him pay!™

P.::n:aunl:nf breathed herd and thick,
ITe had a long score to pay off, and this
was  his opportunity. Don was not
hilkely fo let such a chance pass. Ho
had longed for it, yearned for it; and
now it had come! Ponsonby was almost
trombling  with  eagorness; his oyee
gloaming with biiter hotred and maliece.

Harry Wharton came swinging on,
He had not seen the Higheliffe fellows,
but ho would not have torned back had
he seen them. It was miles home to
Greyirviars by any other route, and he
was prossed for fune.

As he come abreast of the snot where
ithe fosiy bad Lacked into the trees, Pon
made & sigi.

T'he four lesped ont inte the path af
once, awd swrrounded the Greyfriars
junigr, with grinming faces. Tour to
one, they had te disinelination to tackle
ceven =0 hard a hitter as the captain of
the Greyviriars Remove.

Harry Wharlon ecame to a sudden
halt.

“Collar him ™ breathed Ponsonby.

Wharton jumped back,

“Hands off, vou rotterst”

They rushed on him at once.  Whar-
fon’s hands eame up itlke lightning, A
crashing blow sent Ponsenby spinning
backwards, and he went down on his



EVERY SATURDAY

Faok with a wild yell, the “claret”

spurting from his nose, Tha next
moment (zadsby wes sprawling, yclling,
heside him,

But Monson and Vavasour grasped
Wharton, and bore him backwards with
their weight.

The Groyfrinrs junior struggled
fieresly, hitting hard. Monson and
Vavasour had their hands {ull.

Had Wharton had only the two to

deal with, they would have gone down,
But Ponsonby cod Gadsby serambled

up and sprang to the oid of their
friends,

Fighting hard, the Greyfriars junior
went down in tho grass, with the four

Higheliffians sprawling over him.
*zive him jip!” panted Ponsonby.
FHis nose was streaming red, and felt

a3 if 1t had been knocked Hat, He

rained blows on the struggling Grey-
friars junior.

“0Oh, you rotters!® {:»a.nte-:t Wharton.

Ha st-ruf;g'!nﬂ fiorcely.  But four to
ong were long odds, and he was pinned
down at last in the grass, panting and
exhaueted fromt his offorts. And four
pairs of hands held him {ast.

His leamed up. Ponzonby's
open hgi?il’ !.'ﬁ'uc!-: him across the faga,
and he gasped.

“Chuck that, Pon,” mutterad Gadsby,
“There's & limit! Chuck 1t, I tell you*

Ponsonby laughed savagely,

“I'm goin' to give him meore than
that. (et the cad’s hands tied, and get
him off tha path. Bomobody may
coms along.*

Lok here, what are we gaoin' to tie
his hands for?” muttered Vavesour.

None of the Highcliffe fellows liked the:

expression on Ponsonby's face.

“Becanse I tell you,” snarled Pon-
sonby: “I've got a whipcord here.
]}rn% the cad’s paws together, 1 tell
you.

Wharton resisted desperately; but his

hands were dragged together, and the
whipeord bound round his wrists. Then
the Higheliffians bustled him away from
?hn ath, into the thickness of the wood-
and.

In the %:.‘Mp of the four young
rascals; he had no choice about going.

A savago kick from Fonsonby rewarded
him for laggm¥- But for the presence
of the other fellows there was litile
doubt that Pon would have handled the
Greyiriars junior savagely, now that his
hands were tied. But the others had a
sense of shame, if Pon had not, Gadshy
pushed him back when hie was about to
give a second kick,

“Stop that, Pon!” he snapped,

“Look here P roared Ponsonby,

“I tell you there's a limit! Don't be
a rotter |V

“ Absolutely I" murmured Vavasour.

Ponsouby glared at hiz comrades, but
he refrai from laying either hands
or feet on the prisoner again. But the
Greyfriars junior was huetled away
roughly enough; none of the party had
any tenderness to waste on him. They
left the grassy path a considerable dis-
tance behind, and stopped at lost under
a big old besch, of which the :’!r:::bF
ing thick pranches formed a lealy
canopy. In that lonely epot they were
safo enough from interruption.
_Through an opening in the trees
Wharton bad a glimpze of the old roofs
aend red chimneys of Hoghen Gran
But he was at & good distance from the

bhouse| much too great a distance for a
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Pemson hed Wharion against
the tmbWumﬂ him {o one of
the low, thick branehes, he

stufled & cap Into the prisoner’s
month. *It'Il bs midnight or
Iater Defore the cad wriggles
leose 1 ** he sald, wih & savage
laugh,

call to be heard, if he had thovght of
shouting for help. :

Pon's companions eyed him rather un-
easily, as they stopped under the shady
big ; a savage look on Pon's
face disguieted them.  Supercilious
dandy as Pon was, in his manners and
customs he was little more than a
hooligan at heart; sund his companions,
as a matter of fact, would have been
glad to have been clear of tha whole
affair. But Pon's influence wes strong
avor his set at Hiﬁ'h-ﬂiﬂ‘e, and they
were ready to back him up, so long an
ha did not go over their limit—which
was rather a wide limit.

"“Well, what now?”" grunted lf_:‘-ndsl{y,
“You're not thinkin' of lynchin' the
fri-llﬁw, I supposal” ho added sarcastic-
it d

“Don’'t be a silly ass, Gaddy!” Pon-
sonby breathed hard and deep as his
eyes Elint-::d at Wharton's scornful
faca, "I'm gnin’ to give the cad the
time of his life.”

“You're not goin' to hit him, with
his handa tied,” said Gaddy stubbornly.
“We're not standin’ for thet, Pon™

“I'm goin’ to give him worss than
that. Get him fixed here,”

Puﬁiﬁn!}g pushed Wharton egainst- a
low thick branch that drooped almost to
the ground. His hands, bound together
behind him, were passed over the
branch. Ponsonby bound his arms to
the branch, wsin harton’s own hand-
kerchief twisted, for one arm, wnd
Gadsby's handkerchiof for the other.
Gadsby raised objections.

“¥You fool! Your hanky's not marked
—mine is,” snapped Pon. * Yours might
be anybody's.”
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“"What difference does that make?”
grunted Gadshy.

“Lota! Wea're not leavin’ this Gray-
friars cad witk any proof to back up a
yarn against us, you ass.”

“OhY said adsby.- Hae had not
ihought of that; but the wisdom of the
serpent was atrongly developed in Cecil
Ponsonby.

The ﬁighc‘.iﬁﬁ juniors stepped back

a3 s0o0n as Wharton was secured to the
bravoch, Twisted handkerchiefs, care
fully knotted, made strong bouds, and
the Grogsfriars junior was a safe
prisoner now.
- “You rottors " said Harry, in a chok-
mg voice, “You rotten funks! What
do you mean by this? You can't leave
me here!”

“Can't we?™ said Ponsonby, with a
savage laugh. “You'll see! How long
do you think it will take you to wriggle
out of that®"
~Whartor, did not answer that gues-
tion. Ponsonby's intention qlnwnng on
hiz mind now: but not to save his life
would he have asked a concession from
the cad of Highclife. But Monson
broke oub uneasily.

*You oss, Pon! He can't got out of

that at alll You're not goin’ to leave
the chap here all might.”

“Who says I'm  not?™  sneered
Ponsonby.

“Look  here, Pon——" muttered
Gadsby.

“Weo're leavin® the cad there—like

that ! eaid IPonsonby deliberately. “1I
faney he will wriggle looss in time—
poerhaps about midnigiit—purhapn later.
He can get home with the milk in the
mornin'.™

“Oh gad " murmured Vavasour.

“He can spin & yarm, then, about
bein' tied to a tree in Hogben Grange,”
grinned Ponsonby. “His headmaster
ma{; beliove him, or not. More
probably not, in my cpinion. If we're
asked anythin’ about it, what do we
know?! Nothin'.”

*{Oh, my hat "

“"Wa know nothin’—never even mect
tha fellow,” said Ponsonby calmly.
“ﬂ?;vhnw. he's booked for a night out.”

*Bomebody will hear him yellin'—"

“Mobody will hear him yellin’ when

Pve stuffed op his mouth,” answered
Ponsonby coolly.

“(Oh ¢rumbs |

.The three watched Pon in unguiet
silance while ho stuffed Wharton's ¢a§
into the prisoner's mouth, and secure
it there with a length of twine which he
tied round the prisoner’s head.

Wharton was securely gpagged now,
end it was evident that could not
make hiz position known to anyone pass-
ing through the park by the paths. And
ne one was likely to leave tho paths
and seek the deep shade under the bi
beech ]ii:u ﬂx&&}u?nm of the 1.;1;1u:ﬁ
especially as night was approaching,
At night no one was likely cven to be
on the paths,

“You can’t do it, Pon!” muttered
Monson, with & white face.

“Where's the  risk?”
Fonsonby,

“It's sackin’ if it came out——*

sneercd
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ab last by his futile struggles, Harry
Wharton desisted, and | ack on
the branch, He waps a helpless prisoner,
snd o helploss prisoner he remasined
while the sun disappeared and darkness
spread over tha countryside; darkness
black as ﬁtﬂh under the branches of the
beech in Hogben Grange.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Wharfon?

L HARTON 1
W No raply.
Mi. Quelth was taking

roll-call at Greviriars.

He glanced at the ranks of the
Ilemove as Harry Wharton, head of the
Form, failed to answer to hise name.
Then he marked Wharton absent, ond
went on with the voll.

“Do you think Dr. Voysey, or Mobbs,  “Wharton's late!” murmured Bob
or anybody at Highcliife, would take Cherry. *“That mcans lines,”
Wharton's word for this?” “We'll scrng  Bunter!™ grunted

“ Not if we deny it. But—" Johnny Bull.

'“'?"i"t?il_. wo're goin’ to deny it, or it's  “Qh, really, Bull—"
sackin’, ms you gey. Come on!" said “Bilence | calied out Wingate of the
Ponsonby. *“'The sooner we're back at Sixth,

Highcliffo the better now.”

“You ecan’t do it} muttered Gadsby.

“ Abzolutely 1" whispered Vavasour.

“That’'s enpught!” said Ponsonby.
“Come on, [ tell I;,rr:nu I That cad’s goin’
through it, and I hope he'll got sacked
at Greyiriars for stayin’ out the night,
(et goin’, you mumblin' asse=1*

Monson and Gadeby and Vavasour
hesitated. Young rascals as they were,
Engﬁ decp o8 was :llzguhd:%%;ktz&nf the

rayfriars junior ¥ hesita
this length, But i’qnannhy had hisﬁrar.
a1 he u;auall_-?(_lhnd with the knutty set at
Highcliffe. He hustled his friends away
from the spot. They went reluctantly,
but they went.

Ponsonby & Co: disappeared through
the trecs,

Harry Wharton was left alone. Ife
was left struggling with his bonds, and
striving to gob rid of the gag. He
failed 1n both efforts: Pon hac? dgcme his
work carefully and well, The long.
drooping branch of the beech swaywed
and rustled as the bound junior
struggled, and that was all. And spent
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go and his friends

Calling-over fimished and the school
dismissed, Billy Buntet sputtled away
in haste. But the Co. were in no hurry
to scrag Bunter, much as he deserved
scragging. They were worried abous
theiz c¢hum. The Co. had reached the
school in time; and Billy Bunter
had rolled in, on Wharton's bike, barely
in time to esoape being locked out, and
in & state of bresthless perspiration.
But Harry Wharton bhad not arrived,
1 wondered what had
delaged him, Te Waj no reasom, g0
far as they could see, why he should
not have reached Greyfriars in time for
calling-over,

.However, he did not come in, and the
four had a very late tea, expecting to
hear his step every moment,

At prop he had not come jn, and when
prep was over in the Remove studies,
and Wharton had not appeared, his
chums began to fesl slarmed.

“*What the dickens has become of
him ?" asked Bob Uhﬂrrgﬂ, when they
went down after prep. “Dash it all,
he's had time to walk &1l the way from
Lantham now |

“Clan’t have been an accidenti” said
Johnny Bull. *“Motor-bus turned over,
or something."

- “0Oh, my hatt Blessed if I
imagine what's keeping him ™

At nine o'clock Bob Cherry was sent
for to his Form master’s study. [le
found Mr. Quelch looking very grim.

“Wharton has not come in, Cherry,"”

cen

said the Remove master,

“I know, sir.”

“He was with you at Lantham, I
believe 7"

Bob ﬁ:%giued that o fellow had
borrowed Wharton’s bike to get home,

and that the captain of the Remove had

returned by mtior-bus; at all events,

had left his frienids with that intention.
Me. Quelch knitted his brows.

“I trust that there has been no acei-
dent,” he said. “If he is not in by bed-
time I must make inqguiries, You may
ga.”

Bob Cherry rejoined his friends in the
Rog in a worried and alarmed frame
of mind, which was shared by the rest
of the Co. What could possibly have
happoned to keep Wharton out of gates
s0 late, was an utter mystery.

At bed-time there was no news of the
missing junior. Loder of the Sixth saw
lights out for the Komove, snd there
was a vacant bed in itory.
Mr. Quelch had teleg}nnad to the
motor-bus  office at urtfield, and
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learned that thers had been no accident
on the buz line. But the fact that there
bad been no accident only made the
missing junior’s absence more inexplic-
able.

“What on earth’s become of bim?”
said Bob Cherry, after Loder had
turned out the lights and left the
dormitory.

“Having s mnight out!™ suggested
Skinner. “Lookin’ on the wine when it
iz red, and the billiard-table when it 1s

rean,

“Oh, shut up, Skinner |

“I say, vou fellowe——" pqueaked
Billy Bunter.

‘““You fat rotter I hooted Bob Cherry.
“It's-all your fault, whatever's hap-
Ir;a‘euedl And something must have
appened.” _

"Oh, really, Cherry! I think it's
jolly lucky, as 1t turns out,” said Bunter
warmly. “If I hadn't borrowed
Wharton's bike 1 should have come back
the way Wharten came, Well, what-
ever's happened to him might have hap-
pened to me, in that cassl olly locky
1t was Wharton and not me.”

“Ha, ha, hal" yelled Bkinner.

“Why, you fat, frabjous, foozling fat-
head—" exclaimed Bob.

“Well, I think it's jolly lucky,” said
Bunter, “If he's been knooked on the
head by some tram

“You fat 1diot—"

“Qr run over by a car—"

“¥ou burbling chump [”

“Or whatever it is,” said Bunter
cheerfully, *“I'm sorry, of course. But
1 think it's jolly lucky I borrowed his
bike, in the circumstances. If Wharton's
been killed, or anything———"

“You benighted bandersnatch, shut
up IH

“Well, I suppose you'd rather it was
Wharton than mel” eald DBunter
warmly. “That's how you ought to
lock at it, vyou kpow.”

Bob Cherry sat up in bed. s

*“Weo haven't mragged that fat villain
yet,” he said. *Let's scrag him now.”

“Hear, hear "

“The scragfulness is
caper.”

Four juniors turned oud of bed with
bolsters, If any accident had happened,
Harry Wharton's chums were far—very
far—irom feeling glad that it had hap-
pened to ‘Wharton instead of Bunter.
ladness on that point was confined
wholly to William George Bunter. And
for the next few minutes Billy Bunter
howled and roared under four bolsters
that swiped him ruthlessly.

“Scragging ” Bunter, though solacing,
did not relieve the anxiety of Hg.rrg
Wharton's chums. The Co. remaine
awake long after tha rest of the Remove
had fallen asleep. Bunter’s encre
echoed and re- through the
Remove dormitory; snd one hﬁ one the
other fellows dropped off, But four
pairs of cyes remained opem.

Hour after hour chimed from the
clock tower. Every long and weary
minute the wakeful juniors ho to
hoar Wharton's tread. Midnight had

assed, and the deep stroke of one
Eﬂum&d through the night. But there
was no tread of a returning junior, and
the dormitory door did not open.

Greyfriars was buried in silenes and
slumber, Only from one st window
light glimmered through the blinds into
the dusky quad. Mr. Quelch, too
anxicus now to be angry, was sitting up
late waiting for ‘Wharton. reat
of Greyiriars slept; save for four
anxious juniors in the Remove dormi-
tory—and one otherl

the proper

THIRTEENTH <CHAPTER.

The Wizard Wakes |
L.ﬁ NCASTER of the Sixth wae not

THE

sleeping.
There was no sleep that night
for the schoolboy crook.

There wis work for im to do—work
for tho “ Wizard's” light fingers in the
still small hours of the dusky May
night. :

While (reyfriars slept, -Lancaster of
the Sixth stood at his study window
slaring out into, the gquadrangle.

Midnight had boomed; and all was
silent and still. )

"The face that looked from the win-
dow was white and set. The handsome
eyes were almost haggard. Dut the ex-
pression on Lancaster’s face was one of
fxed determination. _

He had rebelled. He liad resisted.
Heo had kicked. And he had been called
to hecl., Blimy Sugden was lis master,
and he had to chey his masier's voice.

Bitter distasta for the crooked life of
the past had grown up In his breast.
But the past waos not to be thrown ba-
hind, as he had wildly hoped. He was
at Greyiriarvs, not like the rest, but to
carry out Slimy Sugden’s ovdere. Re-
pentaznce came too lato to snve him.

To give up ill-gotten wealth, to face
penury and want, to leave Greyfriars
and all the school meant to him; that,
he thought, he could face, rather than
go on by crooked ways. If he could
disappear, leaving the school remember-
ing him as they had known him—re-
membering him as the cricketer, the
sportsman, the decent fellow, he could
have endured the rest. _ .

But to leave Greyiriars knowing him
for what he was—he could not face that.
Wingate was his friend—he had never
had a real friend till he had met old
Wingate—and a chill like ice seemed
to strike hiz heart st the thought of
Wingats knowing what Slimy Suvgden
could reveal. Those juniors in the Re-
move, too—\Wharton, Cherry, and the
rest—the thought of their horror, their
scorn, cut him like whiplash.

Anything <¢lse he could have faced,
but not that—mnot that! Never that!

Never that! Slimy Sugden held him
in the hollow of his hand! If he “went
back " on the gang, Slimy and tho rest
would have no 1::1&1'::{K on him. Cnce a
crook, always a crook!

In Slimy’s hands he was as powerloss
as the bird in the net of the fowler; as
the fly in the web of the spider; as tho
mouse in the claws of the cat. Easy
wealth had ceased to tempt him; bub
he eould not face the scorn and aversion
of hiz school. QOuly that one hold Slimy
had on him now: but that hold was
stronger than steel,

He leaned from the window eand
looked round. At a distance one win-
dow still glimmered with light. One
master was sitting up very late, It mat-
tercd little to Lancaster.

Heo had returned from Lantham with
the victorious cricketers, the hero of
n cheering crowd. In those hours he
had forgotten Blimy, forgotten the
gang, forgotten the work planned foe
that night. But afterwards, alone, he
had to remembeor,

After his friends had let him go he
had spent the hours in his study; dark
and gloomy hours. 15 work had' to ba
done; he had ceased to struggle. But
hia heart was like lead as he waited,
slecpless, while the school slept.

But now, as he propared to go, some-
thing of tfm old lawless feeling of ad-
ventura woke in his breast. )

There was, porhaps, a lawlesa strain

a1

in his nature. And old habits were not
easily forgotien,

As he loocked over ihe strange tools
in the leather wallet, old feelings came
back and new feelings faded. He ran
his fingers over the smooth steel with
a curious sense of pleasure. He was the
"'Wizard,” the cracksmen from whom
no safe was secura—his was the master-
hand that co device could bafle. Mony
& keen man at Scotland Yard wondered
who was the unknown crook who had
brought off, successfully, so many diffi-
cult “jobs”; but no man knew the
*Wizard ¥ outside the gang.

Ho had pitted his broins against
the keenest brains ot Seotland
¥ard, and so far he had had
the best of it. HMe had enjeyed his
success, his trivmph; and aometiing of
that old feeling came back te him now,
banishing the lesden beaviness of hia
heart,

Ho was surprised, perhaps he was
pleased, to find that his subconscious
self was rising keenly to the work of
the night. 13 spirits hod recovered
something of their elasticily as he
slipped from the window, closed down
the sath, and cut across the shadowy
quad, keeping in cover of the shadow
of trees and buildings.

Ho looked back. The light was still

hmmering from the biinds at Mr,
auelch'a window.

He wondered why the Remove master
was sitting up 80 late; and remembered
vaguely that he had heard that a junioz
was missing ot bed-time. That did not
concern him, however., He passed into
the silent old Cloisters and dropped
frem o wall into the road.

~With swift, silent footeteps, he hur-
riecidd on to Courtfeld Common, and
framped across the dark common to-
wards Hogbhen Grange.

He stopped under a tree by the path,
and his hands glided over L5 face, Had
anyone seen him up to that raoment, he
would have been recognised as Lancas-
ter, of the B8ixth, out of bounds at
night. DBut after that halt under the
tree, no Greyfriars man would have
recognised Lancaster of ithe Sixth.

A False moustacho was attached to his
uppar lip now, making lLim look years
clder; his chin had & mottled look, as
from & badly-shaved beard, and a eriss-
cross of stwcking-plaster wne om one
cheek. A chesp cloth cap was pulled
low over his forehead; a dirty woollen
muffler was round his neck. He would
have passed for a man of thirty.

His spirits were rising higher now.

The sense of lawless adventure was
strong upon him.

His repentance, perhaps, had not yet

one 50 deep a3 he had .magined. %—la

ad told himself that there was no help
for him: that he war a8 crcok and must
continue a crook. He had expected 10
go through the night's work with »
sullen temper and a heavy heart. DBut
old associations were too strong; re-
pentance was too new. His temper was
not sullen now; his heart was no longey
heavy. Lancaster of the 2ixth had been
left behind; and it was the “ Wizard "
who was stealing through the darkne:s
towards the “erib® that was fto be
“ pracked. ™ '

Ho stopped by the park palings, and
a swift glance up and down the lanc
showed that the coast was clear., At o
spot where ona of the palings was
broken he slipped into the park.

Any other Greyfriars man would have
been puzzled to find his way about the
grounds of Hogben Grange in the dark.
Lancaster did not faller for n moment.
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e was an old hand at this pans.
Without a pause, softly, stealthily, he
threaded his way among the ‘trees to-
wards the solitary spot where his con-
foderate, the Weasel, was to waat.

The Weasel, he knew, would be al-
ready there: the ruffian was not likely
to bo late. :

Once before, the Weasel had awaited
him under the beech in the Grange and
Lancaster had not come. This time he
}rs}is not to fail. This time he dared not
ail.

But it was not slowly, reluctantly,
that he threaded his way through the
dark shadowy trees and shrubberies.
Repentance, remorse, for the time, at
lehst, ware quiescent; he was no lénger
flie Greyfriars man who hid beén
frantically ¢heercd at Lantham that
day, who had been cheered at Grey-
frigrs ‘till the rafters of the old Hall
rang -again.  He had slmost foigotten
that now. His step was light, his eyes
wore bright, under the shadows of the
old irees; lie was the ® Wizard " now,
tha crook and eracksman, the enemy of
Socioty whom no law.could bind.

Slimy Sugden, could hoe have seen
him now, would bave been satisfied
with the unhappy boy whom he had
trained in the ways of evil.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Mystery of the Night!

ARRY WHARTON leaned back

H weartly on the sn.gsing branch,

his eves half-closed,- weary to

the bone, Hours, long and scem-

ingly endless hours, had passed snce

the Higheliffe raggers had left him tied

to the drooping granch under the grent

beech in Hogben Grange. Never had

minutes seemed so long to him—and the
hours without end.

For o long time alter Ponsonby & Co.
had ‘gone, Wharton more than half-
cxpected them to retern and release
him. He could not guite believe that
cven Ponsonby, hard-hearted. reckless,
ond savagely malicious could intend to
leave him there for the night. The mat-
ter was serious cnough ; for such an aet
meant the “zack ¥ for Pon, if it could
be proved against him.

But when darkness thickened over the
Grange, Wharton knew that Ponsonby
& Co. were not coming back - Thoy
ware gone, and gone {or good; and he
was loft to face the night alone.

The risk for Ponsonby, after all, was
littls, as \Wharton realized;: for he had
o forchend of brass and & glib tongue,
and lics cost him nothing. It wounld be
one fellow’s word against the denials of
four. Dir. Locke, no doubt, would be-
liecve Wharton; but at Higheliffe, Pon-
sonby & Co. would be believed, or at
least given the benefit of the doubt.

Wherton realised that, and that he
had no mlﬂnti-{l{g to expect from
Ponsonby. The Higheliffe fellows, by
that time, wore back at their school:
three of them probably unquiet and
uneasy, but silont for their own zakes;

-

one of them E‘Iljﬁl{llﬂg his triumph and
his vengeance. The prisoner under the
ﬁient beach Lad nothing to expect from

.

Black darkness encireled him.

In the openings of the park, and on
the long facado of the mansion of.Sir
Juliua Hogben, the stars of a fine May
night gliamered, bub the rays did not
anetrnt_n under the massive canopy of

o ancient beech. The bound schoal-
Eggamuld sce hardly an inch from his

THe Muguer Lisnart.~No. 1,215,

He had struggled and wriggled, and
strugeled sgain; minute alter minute,
hour after hour; and he was still a
prisoner., His wrists were laccrated
with his efforts to locsen the whipcord
that fastened them. He had loosened
the eord & little, and that was all.

The twisted hondkerchicfs that
fastened his arms to the branch, wereo
still tightly kootted, They had given
& little, but only a liftle.

Ponsonby had ocalenlated that the
Giroviriars junior might struggle loosc
between midnight and dawn. No
doubt he was right. But at midnight
Harry Wharw% was still bound.

Every effort had failed to rid him of
the gag in his .mouth. He would have
shouted for help in the faint hope of
some keeper hearing from a distance.
Buf the gag was safely fastened, and
ha eould utter no sound but a low, faint
mumble. Hia jaws ached, and his lips
wera sore with the effort to get rid of
the gag, and he had desisted at last,

The sunny May day had been followed
by a clear, fine, but cold night. Heavy
dews were in the-grass under the ancient
beech., Wharton, when he rested from
his_efforts to release himself, was cold
-&I}d chilled, though another struggle
with his bonds soon warmed him again.

But now he was worn out, heavy with
sleepiness. Ha coilld not tell the time,
but ho knew that it must be very late
probably past midnight. In spite of
aches and discomforts and an uneasy
position, he nodded off to sleep more
than once, only to awaken with a start
and a shiver,

What his friends thought of his
absence from the school, he could not
imagme.  Possibly he would be searched
for—but if =0, the search was certainly
not likely to extend to the woodland in
Hogben Grange. There was not the
remotest chance of that.

He was a prisoner till he could
struggle free; -and it was likely to be
nearer dawn than midnight when he
succeeded.

Fonsonby, some time, should pay for
this—pay for it heavy oand hard. But
there was little comfort in that, The
woeary junior alternately struggled and
rested, and nodded off to uneasy slumbér
from moment to monmont.

And then, after what scemed to him
endless honrs, there was the sound of a
faint stlrrmﬁ among the thick trees.

Ho started and listened.

it was not the wind. He heard a
sound of a branch put asida to clear a
way—s soft slinking footstep.

His heart beat,

He knew thal it must be past mid-
night.  Who was stealing stealthily
through the shadows of the park at such
an hour? Not a keeper—no keeper
would be there at midnight, far from
the paths, and treading so stealthily. A
poacher—still more unlikely. 'f'h&l‘ﬂ
was nothing in the grounds of Hogben
CGrange to poach. Wharton, listening
with startled cars, could not begin to
imagine who the man could be, or what
he wanted there.

He had longed to hear the sound of
footsteps in the wood. But now that
he hoard it, there was & diference. Hea
conld have attracted the attention of
the newcomer, though he could not
speak; by a mumble from behind the
gag, or by swaying and rustling the
drm{:mg branch to which he was tied.
But he remained still and silent,

Thére was something alarming, some-
thing creepy, in the stealthy movements
of the unscen maean.

Whoever he was, whatever he wanted,
obviously ho could be there for no good.
A man who crept through the midnight

THE MAGNET

shadowd, with the stealth of & prowling
wolf, was not a man whose attention
the junior desized to atiract. Instead
of making his presence known, Wharton
found himsclf hoping that the stealthy
prowler would fail to see him, in the
black darkness under the beech.

His heart beat unplensantly, as a
shadow, blacker than the darkfess round
him, passed within a foot or two. He
heard the breathing of the uoseen man
as he passed.

. He remained perfectly still, parfectly
silent, He was bound and helpless, at
the merey of this unseen prowler; if Lho
man discovered him. He-could only bo
some prowling thief of ‘the nig{lt-'r-
though why he had penctrated into the
blackness under the canopy of deooping
branches round the ancient beech, was
& taystery.

The stealthy tread stopped.

The unseen man had coms to a halb
under the beech, near the giant trunk.
He remained there, silent, motionless,
He was not more than seven or sight
feet from Wharton, evidently in
complete  ignorance of the junior’s

predence there,

Wharton's fesh almost crept, with the
strangeness of the situation. It was
uneanny, eerie.

Whe was the man T Why was he
there? What could it mean?

There was a glimmer in the blackness.
A tiny beam of light was turned on the
dial of a wrist-watch.

Wharton's startled eyes fixed on it.
He saw the dial in that tiny gleam,
and saw that it indicated haﬁf-pnsr;
twelve. Fe saw the leather strap that
fastened the ‘watch to a rough, hairy
wrist; part of & rough slecve, and &
dirty cuff. That was all he saw; then
the beamn was shut suddenly off.

But the junior understood now. The
ancient beech in Hogben Grange was a
place of appointment; this unseen man
was there to mect someone, and ho wns
waiting. That was, indeed, tho only
cxplanation of the man’s presence there,
though it had not occurred to Wharton

before. He heard a low, muttering
YO0,

“If he dom’t come this time! If
the Wizard don't come this time! He
let me down before, cuss himl! By

hokey, if he lets me down again!

Strike me! If the Wizard don'c
come—-""

The muttering died away in a
mumble. There was a savagely angry
note in it. Strangely enough, it seemed
to Wharton that it was a voice he had
heard before, though not & familiar
voice, It was a hard, coarse, husky
voiee, and he wondered where he could
have heard it.

Long minutes crawled by.

Several times the unseen man, leaning
on tho great trunk of the beech, shifted
his position and muttercd impatiently.
Several times Wharton coaught that
strange name, the Wizard, in his angry
mutterings. The man was there to
wait for someone he called the Wizard,
and the unknown Wizard had let him
down on a provieus accasion, and lie
half-believed that the Wizard was goin
to let him down again. So much
Wharton gathered from his mutterings.

Who was he—who was the Wizard?
Thieves of the night, that was fairly
clear. Wharton, never more wide
awake than ho was now, kept silent,
making no motion that could draw

the sjl]ltentiun of the man leaning on the
ech.

He heard another sharp mutter, and
there wos o movoment. He could not
see the man, but he knew that ho was
listening intently.
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Wharten listened, too.

Faintly eame o sound from the trees.
There was n stirring of a swaying
branch, a s=oft footsiep. Somwcone,
unseen, was standing under the Leech,
not a yard from Wharton,

" You're there, Woeasel ¥V

It was & whispering voice.

Wharion wondered whether this was
some amazing, hideous dreann ‘Tho
Weasel—ho knew that npame! Tb was
the pname of the man who had driven
the car in the bank raid at Courtlield
o woeclk dgo, whose deseription the chums
of the Remeve had given to the police.
It was the name, or ruther the nick-
name, of o mun koown to Lancaster of
the Sixth.

But it was mnot the name of the
Wenszel that startled Harry Wharton.
It was the voice that whispered.

For he knew that voiee,

Unless he was dreaming, unless he was
mad, it was Richard Tancaster, of the
Sixth Form at Greyirviars, who was
standing in tho darkness under the old
beech, whispering tg the rufian whe
lurked there.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Thieves In the Night [

‘ﬁ ?.IIAIIETGH remained perfectly
glili.
He was almost sbunned.
) Lancaster of the Sixthl
Was it possible? Was he droamng?
Lancaster of the Sixth wmecting the

Weoaszel in thiz strange sceret place, at
nearly ene o'clock in the morningl

t door swung open at last, and a hall-dressed butler,
** Burglars ! ** panted the school junior.

E,ii. "ﬂ"‘* i
H I|_|| i' lt

Vit

“Qulck !

Meeoting & man known to be a thief and
a bandit, hunted by the police! Was he
dreamng ¥

The husky voice of the Weasel
atlswored.

“I'm 'erel You've kep' me waiting,
Wizard."

“ Really #

Tt was a cool, drawling voice, If
Whartsn had mistaken the voice when
it whispered, he could not mistake that
cool drawl. It was Lancasier of the Sixth
who was speaking, Either he was out
of his senses or it was Richard Laneaster
who spoke.

There was a muttered curse from ihe
Weasel.

“1 begen 1o think you'd let me down
agin, lhck ™

Thck | Lancaster’s name was Richard !
Wharton strained his eyes in the hllack-
nezzs under the beech. But hé could see
nothing of the figure that stood only
a yard from him. DBut he khew—knew
in the marrow of his bones—that 1t
was Lancaster, and the horror of it held
him spellbound.

Back into his mind, like a flood, came
many recollections, dismaying, con-
fusing. 'Lhe sirange story that Loder
had told, which all Greyimars had
derided as a fnntastic slander, born of
envy apd hatred ; Lancaster’'s acguaint-
aoce with the Weasel, so lamely ex-
plained away; the escape of the bank
raider, 1n whoso pursuit Lancaster had
taken part—these and many other things
thronged into Wharton's startled mind.
And he know now what he had donbted
already, though he had never clearly
realised it.

with a startled footman at his elbow, stared oui ai Wharton,
In the house—a man called the Weasel | **

The cool voice was speaking agam.
If it was not Dick Lancaster's woico,
Wharton had lost his senses.

“Come! We've got work to do,
Weasel., I've zecn the snic, and know
Liow loag it will take, We shall not get
i:mt of ?iﬂghﬂn Grange under half an
™

Thore was & stealthy tread and a
rustle, Lancaster—if it was Lancastor—
was gone, and the slouching rulflian had
followed him,

Harry Wharton was alone again,

A faint rustling died away in the
wood. ‘Then all was stll.

Wharton's face was white as chall.
Was it Lancaster? Was it possible?

Could two voices be so alike?  And
tha name—Dicle !
¥e knew that it was Lancaster. Ho

know that Loder of the Sixth had told
what was true, and that Lancaster, the
handsome senior of Greyiriars, the
sportsman and ericketer, the hero of the
echool, was a crook and a cracksman.
Ha knew it, yet he rejected it.  His
heart, his mind, rebelled against the
knowledge that was forced upon him.
In spite of himself he clung to the faunt
hope—the faintest of hopes—that it was
ot 50,

For some minutes after the erooks
had gone Wharton remained still, only
conseious of horror and dismay.

But ha rouzed himself.

What he had heard left ne doubt as
to whot wae intended, Loancasicer or net,
the Wizid was there to "erack a eniin’®
The twn rasenls were stealing through

(Candfvnod an page £r)
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ted country. Elis soiretess signals for Relp
nm Ficked up by 4 nedoriois crook who €5 GRTI00Y
to get iis hends on the vast fortune Shans Dexter
carried with Mm. The crook snetructs As under-
lings lo kidnap Bti'l ehial milot of the
T'ranscotinental Adirways (o, The ordere of the

U Chial Y are duly carried out, and Bill {2 giren

the option of miluling o ui'fnr prepared pﬁ;m
through Lhe treacherovs wind-bell o tﬁl
eoundry, or death. He aceepts the Sormer, but .'m.'r
acceplince it prompled more by tha hope of
redcning his old friend Decler thon from ang
fear of the ™ Chief,” for Bill Lyon knows not
the meaning of the word fear.

(Now read on.)
Specially Consiructed Wings 1

LOW whistle of admiration left
A Bill Lyor’s lips. Ha forgot

that the man standing next to

him in the hangar was a self-
confessed crook; forgat that m tho
shadows, & mero half-dezen feet mway
from bhim, was & white-faced gunman
with an automatic who would chearfully
drill & bullet into him—and like it.

For the Chief—which was the only
name by which he ever heard the little
round-faeed man with the killer's eycs
behind his pince-nez referrod to—hansl
taken him to o small hangar at tho
far end of a three-acre field, and was
showing him the plane which the kid-
napped Bill waa to fiy for him.

“She's fine!” Bill  acknowledged,
genuine admiration in his voice.

The plane woas & mhm monoplane,
with a forty-foot wing span., Tho
single wing, sweeping from either sido
of the eabin. was considerably wider
than the average, built deoply as if to
contain fuel.

“Do you think those wings are going
to stand up to a wind pressure of any-
thing up to a thousand milea an Hour?"
Bill drawled, with raised eyebrows.
“'Cos if so, fe.I]nr you've hit s
hummnok an’ you're going fo turn
right over. She's a sweet job, ]'.’:i

mit, and clean-hined, and I see you've
buﬂt her moce on the lines of & glider
than a fast fAying-ship. But with fucl
tucked away in those wings, they'll just
snap off clean when she I'HIEI the terrifie
pressure of the wind we'ro going into
1E Shane's estimate of its speed 1a
ht e
Thc_- Chizf had been listoning to Bill
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attentively, a litile smile twitching the
corners of his lips, : ;

“I am glad you =aid that,” ho said.
"It confirms oy opinion of you ac being
& man who certainly knows his job.
But actually it 13 the design of those
wings which 18 going te bring us
through the Aerial Guli Stream., Thay
don't carry fuel—that is taken in =a
apsorally-congtructed tank down the
fusalagse near the tail. The wings are
built deeply hollow like that, because
they contein—or will contain—helium.”

“Helium! Gas!”

“Just that. You see, the heavier an
object is in a high wind the more
liable it is to damage, because of the
greater resistance it offers. I will give

ou an illustration of what I mean. A

ite flying in a» high wind is released;
it iz borne swiftly along, and, because
of its lightness, it obeys cvery curront
and eddy of the wind, offering no resist-
anco at all. But teke s small balloon,
with a little weight attached to it, and
inevitably the wind will rip the balloon
away from the weight, tearing the
fabrie to shreds.

“By fHilling the wings of this machine
with ie]inm I have reduced the weight
of the plane, fully loaded, by more
than ona half. Every Earli of it is of
aluminium, so there will be no danger
of fabric tearing under presmire of tho
wind, It will simply ride buoyantly
along, literally ‘sailing’ ore the
gale. Thus, by riding through the wind,
intact, we stand a good chance of
landing without damage, which is more
than the other three pilots did
—Dexter, FPoineau, and Von
Hassen.” _

“Being tha sort of man you
are,” il gaid, “I =yppose
you have checked up on the

possibilities of petting out of
this no man's land where
Dexter is. It's one thing got-

ting there on the creat of a
wind which blows you thers at
a thousand miles an hour—it's
another gotting back again., What has
the agile old brain schemed out there i

Tha Chief's grey, lustreless eyes rested
on Bill's face & moment,

“That is where the helivm helps us
again,” he answered, “To assist in
landing, =as socm a3 we sight our
objoctive, and the gale force slackens—
as presumably it does, clse the other
pilots would not have landed their
machines at all, but been blown on in-
definitely—the helium i3 allowed fo
cacape from the hollow wings through
the valves 1 have supplied, thus in-
creasing the weight of the machine so
that it will scttle morve steadily land-
wards. On our rcturn journey, of
ecourse, we shall Ay at o much lower
altitude, below the belt of wind, and
therefore you will navigate tho eraft
o5 you would one of vour air liners.™

“You think of overything, don’t
you?” Bill drawled. “Have you thought
of what might happen when we pick up
Dexter and Poincau? Three of us
against you iwe?”

Donk's velee came from the shadow
of the hangar.

“Mister, I'M praying that you'll do
pomacthing silly like an' give me an
opportunity of bumping you off. Dexter
an’ tho Frﬂﬁ don’t mean nothin' to me
—but you'"—his voico rasped vin-
dictively—"T1 love you like I do poison|
When I lock at you my finger is jest
wremblin® around the trigger of my gat,

an’ my blood-pressure goes up one
nmundred degrecs in trying to stop
wyself from kilhin’ vou!™

“ Er—rshall we go 1n now?’ the Chief
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asked blandly,. *We fiy at sundown.
The same conditions, you see, the same
hour as Shane Dexter. We must find
that belt of wind.”

Thirty-Seven Thousand Feet Up!

HE lights of Valentin Island, the
cable terminus off the south-
west eoast of Ireland, gleamed

y needle-like below the high-
fiying monoplane. 'The night was clear
and starry, and Bill Lyon had had
little t.rmﬂ.zia with the monoplane after
he had been fHying her for twenty
minutes and become accustomed to the
controls and the machine's remarkable
lightness.

At ihrat that feature of it had been
somewhat disconcerting after the heavy
Transcontinental passenger liners he had
been used to piloting. The speed with
which it gained altitude was amazing;
in & little under two minutes—one
hundred and five secconds—the mono-
plane had soared to s height of one
and a hall miles,

Thet he was on a desperate venlurae
Bill knew only too well, DBut the
dangerous part of it, he thought, did
not rest so much in the hbelt of wind
which he was trying to locate, or in the
actual adventuro of trying to find Shane
Dexter, the American pilet. It was in
the two crooks in the cabin with him
now -that the danger lay.

It needed -no great judgment of
character- to- be aware that the man

THRILLS !

A hand-to-hand fight in an aeroplane
travelling at two hundred and Afiy
miles an hour, thirty thousand feet

THRILLS !

ahove sea level,

referred to as the " Chief " was sim];l_y
a cold-blooded criminal who, once his
ends had been accomplished by moans
of Bill Lyon, would seck the first oppor-
I;L}?i:,y e could of Lkilling the voung
ilot.

: He had not kidnapred Bill to pilot
the plane for him :n the hopes of
resculng Shane Dexter, but merely to
pain possession of the jewels which
Dextor had been carrying when he had
crashed.. When once those jewels were
in his possession, he would, either him-
salf, or through Doak, sheot Bill in cold
blood when tie:l,r wore safely near land,
dump him overboard, and fly the plane
back himself to his private hangar.
Or, possibly, he had no mtention ever of
returning to England, but would fly on
to some other place, where he could
dispose of the jewels safely.

Yet, despite this chill feeling of for
ever having the muzzle of an automatie
pointed. in the direction of .the small of
hiz back, Dill Lyon was definitely
thrillad and exhilarated at the prospoct
of the adventure lying before him and
the chance of rescuing Ehane Dexter,
his American friend, and Peineaw, the
French pilat.

The cabin was comfortably warm,
the exhaust-pipes from the twin rotary
engines above the single wing runnin
beneath the Aoor. The Chief was scat
in & wicker armchair—or, slumped,
rather, already feeling the efects of his
incurable air-sickness.

Bill chuckled grimly to himself as ho
thought of how the man would feel
when eventually they got into the wind
zorie.

© stiek ! ho t
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Douk, arms felded across hls chest,
his right hand comstantly within light-
ning reech of the automatic he wore in
a helster benceth his arm under his
coat, also was seated dt his back. The
gunmen's black oyes, glowing strangely
i1 his white face, never moved from
Bill, following every maovement the
pilot made when studying controls and
mdicators,

“"There’s no nead for him fe worry
about me trying to go against them—

et 1" the pilot told himself. ™ But that
Inclk-eyed Busan had beiter watch his
step when 1 make contact with Dexter
and the Frog, for, sure as httle green
apples ares round, we'll overcome ‘em
and hand 'cm to the police!™

_ Bill studied the chart spread ocut in
ita watorproof case before him, and

{’quidi_‘d that it was time for more
altitude. They were now not far from
the spot whera. Dexter's last message

had been received by an Atlantic liner.

The needlelights of WValentia had
vonished a quarter of an hour sago.
Below them stretched a vast, empty
black pit. There was a faint mistiness
over tho sea, blotting out the dim lighta
of vessols which they might otherwise
have seen.

As the voung pilot shilted the joy-
stick the monoplane soarced upwards,
gtill higher in the vault of stars, like a

ull with eutstretched wings which had

n eaught 1n the uwpward-eddying
current of a gust of wind.

A tense fealinf gripped Bill: he
found s joaws locked together, and
discovered he was crouching,
rather than sitting, at the con-
irols. Though his hands were
perfectly steady and his pulse
normal, he had a queer feeling
at fhe pit of his stomach, aa
if something was going to hap-
pen pretty soon,

His altimeter read a" thirty-
seven thousand feet; and he
checkod the upward Bight of
the bus, reckoning =even
miles above the earth to be enough, and
as near to Dexter's altitude as he could
estimate. Heo glanced over hia shoulder
at the two men behind him, and a silent
chuckle left him.

Tha Chief’s face was a pale green in
colour, ghastly in the lights of the four
small globes which illuminated the
cabin, Little beads of perspiration
dotted his forehecad,

Bill grinncd.

It struck him as really [unny that o
man—a cold-blooded crook such as the
Chicf—should be & victim to 20 ordinary
a thing as air-sickness,

Doak's expression was the same—jim:
movable. Tha man might have been
sitting comfortably on the top of a bus,
for all the excitement he showed. There
was s hand, folded under the erook
of his left arm, ready to {ly to the auto-
matic should Bill make a move which
he might interpret as suspicious.

Sight of the punman’s grim, immov-
able face angered Bill suddenly. He
wag going through with this adventure,
not beesuzo he was being wrged to st
the point of a gun, but becaunss he
wanted to resene his old friend Dexter.
And he was thoroughly fed-wp with the
feeling that he hag ti;u._i:. gun's muzzle
constantly pointed at him.

“Binca Hm‘iry"m here, they'll have fo
old himsgolf savagely. * Bat
I roeckon the.white-faced boy friend *ud
be a heck of a lot safar without that
gat he keeps Bogering. Iere's to try
to get it away from him, I'd feci
more magter of the situation if it were
in my pocket rather than his!"
Tue Macner Lisrant.—No. 1,215
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As Bill brought the plane to an even keel, his right hand shot out and gripped the gunman’s wrist, Doak wriggled,
jerked his head forward, and sank sharp feeth into Bill’s hand |

With this thought uppermost in his
mind, Bill wrenched on_ the jovstick,
pushing the nose of the planc up in a
stoep climb, holding himeell braced to
prevent his falling back from bis scat
into the cabin. )

Neither Doak nor the Chicf were
prepared for this unsxpected move, In
any case, the Chief was fecling too il
io bo able to help himself muci,

With tho steep tilting of the nose of
the plane, his weight was flung back
against tho wicker chair, which toppled
over, sending him sprawling to o corner
of tho cabin, e

Doak’s arms Aung wup wildly in an
effort to keep his balance o his chair
tilted, too. i

Bill kopt tho noso of the plane pointed
upward for a matter of ten scconds,
then as suddenly sent her down iIn a
steep dive.

With a strangled grunt Doak was
flung from his chair, sprawling full
length on the floor of the cabin, Despito
the speed of his gpun-hand he had had
no opportunity to grasp the firearm.

The swiftness wit which  Bill
maneuvred the plano was too pgreat
to give Doak the opportunity. and, the
helium in her hollow wings making her
so oxceptionally light, the moneoplane
answered to Bill's slightest touch as if
gho were a living bird.

Az Doak crashed to the eabin floor
from his chair, Bill brought the plane
to an even keel, t swung round ko
Doak. His right hand shot out and
gripped the gunman’s wrist, as he made
a dive for the shoulder holster. Doak
wriggled, jerked his head forward, and
lnnggsharp tecth into Bill's hand.

Bill shouted, and his left het crashed
against tho side of the gunman’s jaw,
Doak hung on grimly. Again BEill's

list drew back to smash at the gun-
man again. Ile hadn’'t much time to
work in; he couldn't lenve the plane
Bying without atteontion for more than
a few scconds—more especially since he
reckoned thu;.r were near the wind belt,
1f that Acrial Gulf Streamm were in
movement around these parts.

The young pilet's bunched left fist
Innded withh o erack on the point of
Doak’s jaw. Tho gunman stiffencd and
quivered, then relaxed as that hoarty
wallop knocked the sonses from him.
Bill's hand shot out towards the gun-
man’s shoulder holsier bencath his coat,
But before the pilet could grip the butt
of the gun he saw there, he was flung to
the floor with a crash which knocked
every ounce of breath out of his body.

The plone recled crazily. Bill saw
Doak’s unconscious figure sliding to-
wards the wall of the cabin. ~ The
Chief and his overturned chair slithered
in the same direction. Again tho
I)lztih':_ behaved like & crazy thing,
urching up and down like a ship on
slow, hoavy rolls of waves.

The Wind Belt !

LL thoughts of attémpting to
overcome Doak and taking
his gun left Bill. He had but
ono thing in mind—te regain

control of the monoplane. The floor of
the machine was vibrating with the
same tremor as a tant violin string
which has been viclently twanged.

“ Chees" !

The exclamation left Bill's lips in an
awed whisper as, crawling on hands
and knees, he regained his seat, and his
cyes instinetively sought the indicators

of the dashboard. It was aight of the
ricedle of the air-speed indicator which
eaused his ¢xclomation; for the black
necdle was jammed against the end of
the marked face of the clock, register-

ing two hundred and fity miles an
hour, and it would have registered

moroe had it been possible. But it was
broken.

In his long flying cxperienca DBill
had attained some high speeds, but this
was the first time he had ever known
the needle of the airspeed indicator to
wli}u the dial clean, and stay there.

The steady, rother high drone of thes
two engines was gons now, muted be.
neath a sound far more powerful than
their rhythmic beat. An even, hissin
noise, such @3 cscaping steam woul
make when going through a valve too
small for the pressure behind it. A
hiss so powerful that it was almost
terrifying because of 1ts  intensity,
And, high above the hiss, a penetrat-
ing, scrcaming note, almost & whistle.
A croak came from tho corner of the
cabin whero the Chief had been Hunﬁ
but a fow scconds before when Bill ha
tilted the plane.

“The wind belt! We're in it "

“YWe are!” agrecd Bill, maising his
voice. “Well in 1t! When your
pasty-faced playmate comes to, Fou
might kecp an ecye on him to see he
doesn't slam o bullet in my back while
I'm concentrating on keeping an even
kﬁ_el.r if you want us to live through
this "

Thereafter the i}'eung Eﬂﬂt forgot the
very oxistence of the Chief, and has
pallid-faced gunman. Every faculty
was keyed fo its tensest to bring the
rocking plane to an even keel in the
trementdous wind in which it had been

snapped up.
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He dared not use rudder or win
controls too much, for fear of the win
snapping them, but worked them

ntly, almost jockeying tho ship to o
aval keel. And suddenly he knew he
had attained that, not by any of the
gauges on the indicator Board, for all
of them were broken, having reached
their limits, but by the fact that all
perceptible motion suddenly ceased.

Almost it seemed that they had
landed, and might have boen standing
motionless in o field. But, of course
it was not that, for the hismng soun
went on with terrific intensity ‘with,
above it, the high, screaming whistle,

Kealisation of the ﬂtuﬁen ous force
of the wind in which they had been
snapped up was driven home to Bill
when he realised that the hissing sound
was the wind rushing over tho plano
surfaces, and the high, sereaming note
was the force with which it whistled

t the struis and engine supports.

Bill glanced at the taco of the com-

ss to see in which direction they wers

ing driven, and found that the needls
was wavering and wobbling from side
to side in the most erratic manner,

“ Either that's busted, too,” the pilot
muttered to himsell grimly, “or else
there's a deal of electricity up here
which has disorganised it.” ;

Then he remembered that in Dexter’s
notes the American airman had said
that his compass had becn disorganised
too. DBill glanced at his watch, an
cursed gently when he found that that,
too, liad stopped. It had stopped at
3.33 a.m., British time, end how long
had elapsed since then Bill had no
conception.

Time and movement seemed to bhave
stopped since they had been sucked into
the aerizl vortex, They were like

uppets now, without any mechanical
El}m'iuﬂ to aid them in discovering their
whercabouts, just driven along at the
merey of a power over which they had
absolutely no control.

True, %il] could contrel the mono-
plane to a amall extent. Ha could kee
it on an oven keel, although he foun
now that thers was no nced for him to
touch the controls at ull. The wind
kept the rudder and wing-slots abso-
lutely rigid, so that when he did try
io shift the joystick a fraction when he
thought they were tilting slightly, he
had to shove his entire weight against
it, and strain to move it the fraction of
an inch. .

Now, he realised, the lights of the
cabin were growing dim, and ho saw
that they were no longer fAying in inky
darkness, but that the sky was becom-
ing lighter. It would be dayhght in
another hour. .

The wind was slackening, tco. -The
etars had faded; the sky was a famnt,
misty blue around them.

Bill glanced out of the cabin window.
e noted that the sun, which normally
would have risen behind them in their
flight from cast to west, was more to
the left. .

“Flyin' south-west by  south™ he
muttored. “Cosh! I'd give a fot to
know just where we are, and how far
wo've gone in this”

He turned to the others.

“ Dok, you black-eyed beauty,” he
shouted, “stick your head out of tho
cabin window and sce what you see
below I .

He saw Doak look at the Chicf and
the Chief nod. Doak stepped across to
ong of the sliding windows and pushed
it open six inches. He stuck hia head
ount. His body became rigid, after one
wild flutter with his arms.

The Chief staggered to him, heaved
him from the window, dragging kim

“ing chapters of this

into the eabin again. And even Dl
felt & twinge of pity for the gunmap.
His leather Hying helmet had been
ripped to pieces, iz face was coveredl
in blood. Blood streamed from his
nose, and even his face was torn where
tho ripped leather of the torn flying
helmet had lashed if.

The wind had struck bhim like some-
;Jhin solid when he had put out his
ead.

After a few minutes Doak opened
his eyes, when the Chief had poured
somo spirits down his threat. He
glared at Bill, his thin lips twisted
with hate. :

“What d'vou think you're playin’
at? he snarled, his wvoice wesk, but
rank with hatred. * You put somcthing
out there that would hit wme”

“I didn't. I would have done if I
could have planned something,” Bill
admitted candidly. “No, Dorky boy,
it was the wind that hit you, that's
all. Did you seo avything below "’

“Caught a glimpse of something
datk—not like land, nor like the sea.
Looked like how a forest might eppear
fm:;:? the air. We'ro pretty high, aren't
war”

“Boven or eight miles,” Bill replied.
“Well, hold ﬁght, *ﬁ we're Euing‘
down,”

The Chief stepped forward.

"No, pot yet!” he snapped. “The
wind'll slacken more later. E\?ﬂ'll CRLTY
on until it does. Dexter was blown

down, and we'll go oa to where he—""

“You'll go oo to just where I want
you to!” Bill snarled suddenly.
*Listen, feller! I'm the peelot of this
bus, and don't you forget it. Yeah,
you can wave that automatie about
under my nose &8s much as you like,
but you haven’t the pluck to wse it
now. I you do, it means we all go
down together. BHo for the moment
what 1 say goes, and we go down
now ! he wrenched at the lever which
contralled the escape ¥alves in the
hollow winga. The Chief tightened his
thin lips, glared murderously at Bill,
but tucked away the automatia ha hed
produced. And immediately Bill had
opened  the  wing - valves, motion
gripped the flying monoplane.

Vibration shook the floor again, She
reeled Er:uaig_ from side to side, up-
ending, till Bill strained on-the joystick.
Gradually he got her nose level, then
iilted it downward into a long glide.
Ho dared not make the glide too steep
for fear of the wind getting under the
teil and turning them completely over.

Where they were heading to he had
no ides. What Doak had seen for
that brief second aver the side of the
plane_he did not know. He might
find Dexter alive; they might meet
hostile savages. It scemed lﬁte!y that
he would meet with death at the hands
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(Cantinucd from pogé 23.)

the darkness towards the mansion of
Sir Jalius Hogben, and in half an hour,
according to what the Wizard had said,
thoe robbery would have taken place,
and the crooks would be gono with their
loot—unless Wharton could give the
alerm in time !

It could not be Lancaster! But if
it wers he was a midoight thief, and
the arm of the law was stretched out
for him. wharton had his duty io do—
if he could do it—and his duty wus to
defeat the scoundrels who were bent on
robbery.

With an almost savago determination
It:gn junior resumed tho struggle with his

nds, -

‘They wera alrcady loosened. He had
ceased fromn exhaustion, But hoe bad
had a lopg rest, and his strength had

returned. And he had an incentive now,
greater than even the desire for liberty
—to prevent 8 crime; to resolve that
torturing doubt; to know the truth,
whatever it was|

Ho 5trug§lﬂd desperately for release.

Slowly, slowly he dragged loose the
Londs that held him to the branch.
Minute followed nupute. Hiz arms
ached borriby. He gasped end choked
behind the gag. Bus he carcd nothing
now for pamn  and fatigue. Ho
struggled with iron determination.

Long, long minutes ! The crooks must
alre be in the mansion Thae%IT Wore
at work, the light fingers of the YWizard
on the safe! Long, long minutes, but
his arros came loose from the branch at
last.

He staggered forward, and fell in the
grass. il : .

His hands were still tied behind him ;
Lbut the knotted whipcord hed lovsened
under the strain, and after a brief rest
he forced his wrists free. He tore the
Eag' from his mouth and panted for

reath. i
EH& iitumﬁled :is he groped his wn:,E
thiron 18 roomng  cahlop &
'!:-rannﬁes from under the ancient g&m;h.

He was utterly epent, aching with
exhaustion, dewed with perspiration, his
brain swimtning. But his determina-
tion remainced fixed. If there was yet
time !

He stumbled on  almost dyunkeniy
through the trees. But the keen nigln
wind, salt from the sea, Tevived him.

His brain cleared, his strength came
back. He broke into a run. At a
distance, glimpsed through openings of
the trees, tho many-windowed facado of
Hoghen Grange glimmered in the stars.

‘\.\ghnrtnn was soon running hard.
the trees now, erossin
level, green lawns that glimmere
gilvery in the starshine. He cut reck-
lessly across flower-beds, tramping down
flowers; pessed a cpraying fountain,

(Continucd on next page.)

Ho wos out of

of his two eriminal
passengers.

But =& sudden,
fierce exultation
gripped him as he
felt the pressure
against the joystick
lésgen, and knew
they wore slipping
safely out of -the
belt of wind.

on ADY
ALL

(Wheaet slrange
eountry liee before
Bitl? Ml ke find
friz pal Dexier? Sece
nexd week’s mmesh-

narvel story, boys!)
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g]immering statuary. Ho panted for
rcath as be ran, but he did =not
slocken. )

‘The thieves were in the house—if they
had not yob genme. And the house was
sleeping, silent. Where were they? In
what portion of that great building, by
which of the numberless windows or
doors had they forced an entrunce? Ho
could not poess.  All that he could do
was 1o alerm the house. Panting, the
breathless junior ram up the great
marble steps to the tall porch and the
great door of the mansion.

Ho found the boll. It was a huge, old-
fashioned bell. Wharton drag at it,
und a clanging rang through the house.

The sound was almost thunderous in
tiwe silence of tho night,

Yharton rang and rang and rang.

It scemed to hin that the house would
never wake, Vet it was only & mattor of
mowments before lights ghmmered in
windows, footsteps soundod within, locks
and bolts unfgstened,

The great door swung open,

A half-dressed butler, with o startled
footman at lus elbow, stared out at tho
dishevelled, breathless schoolboy, Light
flashed on in the grest hall,

“What—who—"

“Burglars!” panted Wharton. He
reoled 1n the deorway., “Quick! In the
house! A man called the Weasol, and
—and another! They're in the house |
Quick 1

Tho butler stared at him Dblankly,
A portly, middle-sged gentlemun, in o
flowing dvessing-gown, appeared .on the
high staircuse. Wharton' recognised Sir
Julius Hoghon.

“What s
baronet's %oice,

“This—this boy—" stommered the
pmazed  butler,

“Thore are burglars in the house,
sir | shouted Wharton. “They are at
your safc now, if they_re not gone wyet!
I sow them—beard thom| I tell you
they're in the house |”

Bir Juliua stared at him for a stariled
socand,

“To the library | Quick, Bates . Lose
no timal!" he rapped out.

Wharton, exhausted, atarggared against
the open door, panting. a butler, the
foctman, rushed away down tho long
hall. 8ir Julius, with whisking dress-
ing-gown, followed, catching an ancient
eabre from a trophy of arms on the wal
as hce wont,

Harry Wharton leaned on the door,
breathing in gulps. Lights were flash.
ing on all over the house. He heard
s shout, 8 ernsh. They were still in the
house, then! The butler's voice camo
in & yell:

“Burglars! Tho safe’s open! They'ro
gone ™ : :

Thore was a buzzing of voices, a
tlattering of footsteps. ﬁ-In ben Grrange
was wekaful now from cellar to attie,
aud in wild alarm and confusion,

it, Bates?™ came . tho
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Harry Wharton hurricd down the
long hall to the open doorway of a
fmnt library. A French window at the

arther end stood open.

Tho thicves werp gone. The nlnnginﬁ
of the bell had alarmed them as wo
as the household, arnd they had fled.
The safo stood open.  Popors, docu-
moents, bundles of bonds, lay within and
without, scattered. The thieves had
gone, but thoy had not had time to take
their plunder. ‘They had flod only just
in timo. Bir Julius Hogben was at tho
telt:}‘»hnne. frantically ringing ug{ Court-
field Pelico Station. Harr harton
had been in time to prevont t{z
But the midnight thieves wore gone,
and the torturing doubt in his mind and
his head was still unresclved,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Doubt !
M R. QUELCH started from a
dying fire.
It was nearly three o'clock.

Ho rubbed his eyes.
the distant echo of the bell in Gosling's
ledge.

‘There was a sound of wheels en the

1The Removoe master hurried from his
stucdy. Tho door of the Flouse was
open by the timo & car stopped at the

“Wharton 1"

It was Harry Wharten who stepped
frormm the car.  Mr. Quelch starcd at

“Go to mv study, Wharton.”

“Yeos, sir”

The Remove follow passed ints the
and spoke to the chauffenr. What Sir
Julrus Hogben's chauffenr said to him
in reply made the Romovo maoster's oves

The car rolled away agnin, and Mr.
Queleh  re-entersd  the House sna
returned to his study.

The junior’s face was white and
tired ; his eyes were heavy, though not
so heavy as his heart.

doze in his ermchair by a
In the silenco of the night he heard
arive,
stene.
him with grim, gimnlet eyes.
Houge, Mr. Quelch descended the stepa
open wide.
Wharton was waiting for him thore,
“ Wharton, the chauffenr has told me

] that you prevented a burglary at Sir

Julivg Hogben's house,” "Mr. Quelch's
voice was quite gentle now. “But you
must explain,”™

Harry Wharten told him. The
Remove mastor’s brow set grimly as he
heard of what Ponsonby & Co. had
done. Wharton ‘r:r:nulvsl'nariir on  that as
briefly as he could, but he had to
explain why he had remained out of
gates that night. When he told of the
meeting under the ancient beech, the
Remove master listened with still keener
attention,

a robbery, Wha

“¥ou know one of the scoundrels,

then, mg T You are sure it was the
man who drove the car in tho bank
raid 7"

“Quite, sir; a man c¢alled the
Weascl,"

“And the other—he was a stranger
to you??"

\&hufn‘m was silent.

Was the other n stranger to him!?
He did not &now.
_Mr. Quelch’s eyes scanned the white,
tired, troubled faco. He c¢ould not
understand all that he saw there

“¥You know nothing of the other man,
rton 3™

“X could not sce him, sir. It was
pitchy dark. The Weasel called him
the Wizard ; that is all I know—3z mean,
all I can P

“A  strange nickname; probably
known to tho police,’ said Mr, Quelch,
“My dear boy, you lock worn out, and
no wonder! I will speak to vou again
in the morning; you must go te bod
nﬂ“r.!l

Four juniors in tho Remove dormi
tory were still awake whon the door
opcned and the light was switched on.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Wharton!"
exclaimed Bob Cherry in preat rolief.

“Wo've been jolly anxious about you,
old chap,” said Johnny Bnll.

“Wharton has returncd safely, my
boys,” said Mr. %uelch. “Do not talk
to him to-night—he requires rest.”

*“All serene, you mon,” said Wharton.

Ie turned in, and Mr. Quelch turned
out the light and left. Other fellows
were awake now, and a dozen voices
questioned the eaptain of the Memove.

“I'I 1cll you to-morrow,” said Harry,

“Right-ho, old bean,” yawned Bol.
“All's well that ends well, anvhow.
Cood-night.*

The Bemove were soon asleep.  Dint
Harry Wharton, weary as he was, did
not soon ¢lose his eyes

He wondered whether Lancaster, in
his reom in the Sixth, was sleeping
Could he sleep!?

Wharton could not sleep.

Was Lancaster guilty? Could he bLe
guilty?  Or rather, could he be inno-
cent? Bchoolboy—and crook! Cricketer
—and crocksman! It was  wildly
impossible, and yet—and yet, Wharton
folt, with a shudder, that it was so.
And yet his faith in the fellow he liked
and admired struggled with that black
cortainty ! His heart, if not his brain,
rejected what it scemed must be true,

The bright May dawn was creeping

in at the high windows of the dormy-
tory befora Wharton slept at last
THE EKD,
[The next
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“A BOOLY AND A RANK OWTSIDER

"

Serious Libel Charge

FAMOUS AUTHOR IN DOCK

Mr. Richard Nugent, anthor of “ In the luteh of the
St. Som's oo the Warpath,” * Dy, Birchemall's Balt,”

defendant in on setion hafore Mr. Justice Wharton

Kidnapper,” " The Grate Rebellvon,
and other masterly works of fiztion, was the

yvasterday,

As reported FIHRST in ths ** Greyiriars Herald,” Mr. Nugent was sued for libel by Mr. Harry

Wharton, Captain of the Remove.

Mr. Johnny Bull, K.C., counsel for the plaintiff,
" The Remoove at Friarsgrey Skeol,” and
Ovyop, Lewlin, Nonver-Smith, Foaldpen,
charaeter in the book was a wvillajn, with tho
vxgeption of Gentnu minor, of the Second Form,
wio mado Good Little Erio look like the Bad Boy of
Birmingham,

Mr. Nugent: "I deny everything

Tho Judge: * If the prisener doesu't shut up,
sivd apeak when he'e spoken to, I'll indiet him for
contempt of eourt”

Mr. Nugent; *And you'd be right on the
wicket.™

Alr, Johnny Boll read extracts from the boolk :

" A eneer erost the ugly dile of Tonwhar as the

Hedd took up his birch. Altho he wes o rotter,
i cad, & beest, & booly and a rank ewtsider, he
wasn't reely bed, Gentnu majer, who was playing
Lanker with Nonver-Smith under cuvver of the
scet, larfed harshly.

" This is where Tonwhar gotts it in the kneek,’
he mneered evily.™

Tho Judge: * Well, there iz no libel in that.
Wharton hes got an ugly dial. He will admit that
liraself,”

Mr. Wharton : * Why, yon—you-—you

*

TheJudge: * Bhut up!  Silonee in court ! The
prisoer is found Not Guilty, and is disch T
dir. Bull : * One moment, your lordslip. ‘The

Look goes on : * Peter Codd, the long, lonky rotter
with o nose like & neflferlunt’™s trunk, was ldeked
<out by the Hedd for being a sneaking ragkal.”

The Judge: * Great pip! Gimme the black
cap: The prisoner is Guilty ! Wou're guilty,
you young sweep ! I find thot this book iz a
wanton and malicious libel on the Remove. The
prisaner will bend over a chair, and every man in
the roora, beginning with me, will take & penalty
kick ot him. Thoso whose names are mentionod
in the baok will tehe two, Let the revels
Conmnenes.

Tlis ended the mm&@n_ﬁu from the Court. The
prisoner immediately afterwards began a lon
aebdress in an impoassioned tone ; but as he confi
hisg remarks to some forcign languasge—such as
“Owewow ! Yoopl  Whooogh ! —few la
:E.Ez.,bum_ him, 1t ia thought, however, t wﬂﬂ.u
wid pramising not to do it again.

it contained characters named Tomwlhar, Centnw
Wingred and other highly supgestive nasmes.

paid that Mr. Nugent's latest book was entitled

major
Evary

LETTERS OF COMPLAINT
I'0 THE EDITOR

Diear Wharton,—My attention has beon drawn
to the fect that thoe masters of thiz achool are
irequently described in your schoolboy journal in
B manner more impertinent then respeetful, Far
bo it from me to dincournge pracocious litorar
merih or achievemont (75 pages omitted here) ; .m
think, and my colleagies agres with me, that to
Lo designated in print sa Obd Frout or Prouty is
neither pratifying nor becoming to & man of my
yvears and importance, and unless I perceive a
changes in thiy divection in your journal, 1 shall

suppressed,
Yours,
PAUL FONTIFEX PROUT,

(ot : The snswer to this letter is on page 380.)

Denr Editor,—I shall be obliged it vou will let
mo .__E_u“.q at what hour to-morrow it will be con-
vement for you to come to my study, for the Qrposs
of being Imocked down nﬁﬁwﬂﬁ%%u o, ¥

Yourg truly,
GERALD LODER.

P.5.—1 shall alsa pul]l your nose.

P.P.85.—And give wmw_.p :u_e_zn._w SaT.

{Wore : The answer to this letter is on page 380.)

LDear Editor,—I hove & seriova complaint to
nale—i .u.“_EWFm_.E of discourtesy by one of your
aub-cditops, informed Robert Cherry that T had
written & remorksbly compact and exhaustive
thesis on the subject of the cerabral eapabilities of
agolithic man, iﬁ:n_p I proposad to pormit you to
print in gemal form in the next seveuty issues of
your paper. DBut Robert Cherry, iostead of
recaiving my manuscript with gratitude, refused
1t in the most nnmistakable manner ; ond, indeed,
welit 80 Inr az to ram it down my neck and to stuff
both me and it into the wastepaper basket. 1
swiait an explanation and sapelogy by return of

poat.
ALONZO THEQPHILUS T0DD.
{Wore : The answer to this letter i on page 380.)
{(Srecial Norte: THERE IEN'T ANY PAGE 380.)

SMITHY—TAKLE NOTE.,
1 understand you intend to come to my stud
ond slaughter Bunter to-night. May I plead wit
o to give up the idea? In the name of lumanity
beg you to take him cutaids in the passage first,

PETER TODD,

use my not ineonsiderable influence to luawe it |

HOW

._tllllll — ” ‘_ it e e
CAN ANYONE MAKE | ._ MY | ATEST FOR SALE!
ME DEAF? _ .' HARRY mxrﬂ.ﬂ Fay Two _u-._n,,r- of playing-cards ﬁn—:w_.ﬁ&___
Hints and offers of help gladly | Hﬂ.h%ﬂea. GO OD “ﬂuum MH_.M_“HWM e ﬂ”mw um Books,
welcomed. That piano of _ da “Snooker-Playing for Profit,” “The
Hoskins is getting really thick | EDITION ABC of Gee-gees,” and six months’
lately - —~Write, wire or call, . sulacomilon to - Some Saippian.
J. Hobson, Study No. 5, Shell || o= .~ 7 e R 4 e | g Write: B Blade Hoe 13,
! Passage. No. 47, & LAUGH ANYGROW FAT. May 30th, 1931. S Oilice.

IS YOIR HISTORY:

LET PROFESSOR GHERRY HELP YOU

1066+2000.

Here are o few important dates
for uwse in the coming Histor
exams. Thesa dates should b
written upon the shirteuff -witk
mﬁ_.ﬁm: af thia coluron of the
‘Herald " may bha cut oubt ani
coneesled wup  the sleeve wilh
elastic. DBut do not, on anj
aecount, stoop to chealing,

1464. Eattle of Bunker'a I3l
English defoated French by e
npmgs and 3% runs.

1314, King Bruce of Scofland
while watching a spider, allows the
cakes to burn in tho neatherd:
but. (A neatherd, of courge, i
ane who herdas neata.)

1493. Garibaldi discoven
America.

1494, Garibaldi banged,

1340, mﬂuquw the Eighth forms
the Bachelar’s Club,

1588, Wellington defeais b
#panish Armada at Bannoclkbur,
Spanish Armada hides in onk tres
and escapca.

1305, Williom the Conguera
Llows up the Houses of Parlicmon
with fireworkas.  (This i why
November the 5th ja still called
St. Valentine'a Day.)

149, This is a very important
fate. On no aceount forpet this
rtne. I forget what happened ; bub
it was important.

1714, Quean Annpe dead.

1716. mauum_..._ua_m.. baheaded.
SotE: If you forget what hap-
?.ﬂmm. on  any date, L.&_ﬁ m;:.,
‘Bomebody beheaded.’ You

won't bha far out)

L7860, Frout born,

1315. Battla of Charing Cross.
wapoleon  whecked Huwﬂ"_ﬂ_ by
wm 07, v hen n.nmmm—..n,m to retreat,
pwmnn.ﬁw?nman
EH_u m.mm

to his,
Llind eye and eaid: Y Kigg meo,
tﬁ&.u
r 1840, Prout metl a bear,
1842. Front etill ronning.
14860, Quelehy  staried " The

History of Greyiriars.
1900. Bunter expecting o postal
prder.

1910.

1820, { Bunter expeeting a postal
19340, arder.

1831,

2000, Bunter expecting o postal

fider.
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SWAT

THAT PEST

Instructions on “Flow to Kill Flies”

"lies  Are georm-carrying  pests
and are & menaco to health. _w.y_wu
ruat be destroyed ss quickiy m

ible. Neep your study free

rom flies by following these simph
inatructions,

Flies may ba killed in the follow:

m:m— WNYS :

. Bea  plan  horewith. Plae
fly earofully upon the apot marked
A. Beize mallot (B).
or hammer, if mallet is
unabtainable, and

bring it down amartly im ;
upen fly on spot A,y
Then remove y (C) __r,__._.

and rvepcat procedure
anntil the iflica are all
damalished.

2. By intense mental

tration.
W..wﬂmm&wn.u {a) allowing Johnoy
Bull to play his cornet to the
helpleas fiy, or (b) sandin
_H_ﬂ%n— to talk to it, Tho latter
way is recommended, a3 Johnoy's

A

This can be arhieved.

Alonza!

.H:.E.n killa other things than
i,

3. The treadmill. Aas follows:
I'recure bicyele. open inner tube,
yorce fly inaside it, shub innor tube,
dind go out for Tong ride on the
___En....__,_.n ¢« The My _m_.m.m to walk
rapidly to maintain his balanca
kw%__w. the wheel is going reund, and
this produces intense exhanstion.

If the fiy i not dead
Wu

when you open the

tyre, it will ba an
giddy that it will fnll
to the ground. The
work may then be
finished by (a) stemp-
Mﬁ on the HE.: or (b}
ropping & large brick
on wm wm.nm. o

4. Strangulation. Wind o piece
¢M__._ ﬂn:ﬂu round the fly's neck and
wull,
|| &. Foreo of suggestion. Make a
Jmolse like & fly-paper and the fly
will fall dead ﬂm_\ﬂm fright.

]

THEATRE NEWS
REVIEWS BY OUR CRITIC

“THE TERROR OF THE TOAD.” Author:
William Wibley. Showmg in the Common-room
at 7.90 p.m. 3Matinee Wednesday at 4.30. All
prices up to 2/- {including tacks on seata).

Wibley's lntest eliort i W_.m_aﬁnw:uﬂ & monclogus
by & character named The Toad. Thia part is
played, of course, by Wibkley himeself, who executes
three murdera in very fine style and is finally
axepnted hirmgelf,

Moet of the dislogue is taken up with expletives
and epithets, such as: ‘"Il wring your ugly
neck, you shrinking eur!™  “I'll have your
bler-hood, you crawhng worm "™ ' Give mo that
pun, you nasty-kneod spawn!™ In no case does
the Toad HM.?.E. himeelf when deseribing his fellow
actors, and as he is
engaged in this pastime
for the betier part of
two Iwurs, 1t will ba
seen a4t once that he
hag o great commanc
of ilkis form of len-
Eunge,

Harry VWharton, aa
Nicodermua Nubhble-
ghuelza, said his short
ppecch very well, and

1Helk  Tenfold, who
m_u._“_m__ﬁ_n_ tho poart of
creminh  Jeczelby-—

his mother wes one of
the Leicestershire Jeezelbys—spohke his two words
clearly and distinetly,

Mr. Percy Dolsover was to have ncted the role
of Bert the Brain-Bashor—oaone of the Tooad's gang—
Lut unfortunetely the censor refused to pass the
only word he had to say, 3o the part was eut.

The play wos livened vesterday cvening by the
audience, who applauded with pea-shooters.

“RHEBUS." Author: Euripides.
the Bixth Form Class-toom twice weekly.
gicn free, but not compulsory.

This play suffera from the fact 1hat it ia per.
formed entirely in Greck by the Sixth Form Greek
¢lngs, The humour ia provided Ly Gerald Lader,
who takes 1he part of Minerva.
behind him as he walka, and aften trips him up;
and hia bare arme, protruding from his Grocian
blovse srrangement, were the eovse of much
copnment among the fags last niglit., Loder was
cengured by Doctor Locke for powdering his noso
during the performancs,

alr. Lascelles plays the role of Hecter, and
Wingate as Ulysses, Svkes as Paris and Gwymna as
Diomedes wers all quite gueecsaful ; but Carne, as
Hhosus, failed to * get over.” The remainder of
the Sixth were in the chorus, and o fino chorug they
wera, They all had long beards and short kilts,
and thers woaa much bebting in the sudionee upon
the subject of who had tho bonieat knecs.

We regret thot we are unable to eriticise the ploy
iteolf, na we did not understand one word of it
from beginning to end. We more than suspect
that it ia all bunk,

“"THE REEEKING SKALPS OF INJUN
BRAVES, or THE DETH MARCH OF CHEDDA
CHEEZ." Author: Richard Nugent. Showing
in Feg's Common-rovm every aight, Admission—
One ¢igaretta card.

Bhowing in
Aolonia.

f {Continuwed at fool of next column.)

Loder's skart treils

CHILDREN’S CORNER
Conducted by Uncle Skinner

B enutiful B loators.
L avely L obhaters.
A ppetiging A ddocks.
€ urious C ad.

K apital K ippors.

EBLACK AND S0N
{Fishmongers),
08, Courtfield Road, Friardale.
Phone ;: Courtfield 1G0.

CAST-OFF CLOTHES WANTED.
e Goll and Silver.

WE BUY EVERYTHING.
mehoalboye—eend va your old folae teoth.
GOOD T'RICES TAID,

ABBEAHAM SCHNISCHWISCHIN,
{Euglisl),

COURTFIELD, KEXT.

|
|

PR e

IF YOU CAN'V—you want o pair of our
glasscs—tho best in tho land.

1P YOU UAN—you muat be potty.
EYES TESTED — SPECTACLES FITTED,
I. ¢ CLEERLY—Optician, FRIARDALE.

CLEGG FOR YVALUE.
Finegt torts in the Universe,
BULLREEYES,
SNorn = Pastel ardere NOT carhed in advenee.
CHARLES (" UNCLE ') CLEGCG, Friardale.

HAYE YOU BEEN TO CHUNKLEYS?

Eprror's Nore: I'm sorry about this, you
feliows, honestly I am, Thet villain Bkinner Las
Been raising the wind by letting out his eoluron to
the village tradesinen ot advertisement rates, I
Lisve now fired Unele Skinner from the ataff, Good
viddance,—. W,

(Continued from previcws column.)

Tt iz impoeaible to give an idea of the story of
this play, becavss there ian't one.  The plot peema
Lo bo that about o dozen faga abould awamp their
facen with red ink, and give blood-curdling yella
while chissing ench other around the Common-room.
After a whila the {hing develops into a fres fight,
in whicli the audienea is heartily invited to par.
ticipate, As a rule, the audisncs i oot slow to
respond, and A pood time i8 hod by all until the
prefects arrive,



